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Chapter 1
Cindy Cooper, president of the board of education and slave to the principal’s secretary, walked into the high school office dressed in a business suit. At 38, she was an attractive widow with three children. Her life was devoted to her family, her job, and her prestigious position on the board except when she was at the beck and call of the masters and mistresses of the sex slave club. 
When her husband died, she’d had no job skills and turned to her best friend, Theresa Wheeler, for help and advice. Seeing a weak woman, Theresa had agreed to help Cindy find a job for a price. It had started simple enough with Cindy forced to do anything her new mistress demanded. Just as Mary Clark had found out, one thing led to another and by now Cindy, with the constant taste of betrayal, could deny her mistress nothing. Her “job” consisted of making porn movies, always wearing a mask so her identity was protected, for which her mistress paid her an allowance. With the help of the principal, Mr. Amos, Cindy had won the position as the president of the board of education and put the education system in Mr. Amos’ pocket. 
“Ms. Wheeler, is Mr. Amos in?” asked Cindy so the rest of the office could hear. 
“No, but he did ask if you’d wait in his office,” replied the secretary. Cindy was expected and it wasn’t for a business meeting. She’d been summoned this Friday for some mid-morning fun, their fun not hers. Entering the outer office, she shut the door behind her.
“Good morning, mistress,” she said as the door closed and they were alone. She slipped off her heels and pulled out a pair of six inch heels that she put on. She removed her jacket and laid it on the desk. Quickly unzipping her dress, she let that fall to the floor. As instructed she’d worn nothing else and now stood nude for her mistress perched in the painful heels. Finally, she collared herself. It was totally humiliating to know that one closed door separated her from a school full of horny teenagers. Humiliating, but more than once she’d imagined being tossed into the boys’ locker room and used for hours. As a pillar of the community, that could only be a fantasy. 
“Very nice, slut,” said her mistress as she rose from her seat. She walked around the desk and seized Cindy’s nipple rings, pulling her toward the principal’s door. Pressing her slave face first against the closed door, Theresa Wheeler stepped behind her slave, brought Cindy’s arms behind her, and cuffed her wrists. Then she checked to make sure her slave had her butt plug inserted. The plug was a teardrop shaped glass dildo with a glass ring at the base to keep it from slipping all the way in. Theresa pulled it out and pushed it into her slave’s mouth. “Clean it for me, bitch.”
“Yes, mistress.” While Cindy sucked on the plug like a giant pacifier, her mistress backed her away from the door and attached a leash to her nipple rings. With a little tug, she pulled her slave into the principal’s office. Theresa bent her slave over the desk and rapped out ten quick, but firm swats to the helpless ass so it was a nice shade of red and warm to the touch. 
“I do love having the president of the board of education naked and freshly paddled,” said the secretary, wielding more power than the pathetic president could ever wield. “Now get on your knees and lick my pussy.” 
At the command, Cindy removed the plug from her mouth, reinserted it up her ass, and knelt before her mistress. They’d been best friends since middle school and shared everything. Cindy knew Theresa had a dark streak, but dismissed it since she’d never seen it first hand. She’d trusted her friend to help her and now she groveled at Theresa’s feet. Sticking her head under her mistress’ skirt, she had to work the skirt up high enough to grab her mistress’ panties in her teeth and pull them down. Then she had to work her way back up. Pushing her face into the wet pussy, she licked her former best friend to an orgasm. The fragrant musky scent and taste of her mistress’ pussy was never enough to chase away the bitterness of betrayal. It only made it worse. 
“Thank you, mistress, this slut thinks you taste delicious,” said the slave after she’d lapped up her mistress’ juices. 
“Stand up, bitch,” said the dom, tugging on Cindy’s nipple rings. It wasn’t any help, just pain and humiliation. Then she put a vibrator in Cindy’s pussy and turned it on. “You may not cum,” the mistress reminded her slave. Knowing what was next, the slave followed her mistress around the principal’s desk and knelt, scooting back under the desk where Mr. Amos’ chair belonged. The secretary attached Cindy’s leash under the desk and left the woman for her boss and fellow club member, Mr. Amos. 
The master and mistress enjoyed humiliating Cindy at school, but the appointments had to be fairly quick so as to not arouse suspicion. Aroused by the vibrator, Cindy fought to keep from cumming as she waited under the desk for five minutes knowing full well that her 14-year-old daughter was a freshman in class somewhere in the same school. After having seen the 13-year-old Amy Clark’s initiation, she wondered if her daughter was safe. Then Mr. Amos came in and walked around his desk. Sitting in his chair, he looked under the desk at the cowering slave. “What a nice surprise,” he said. “Come to pay your respects?” He unzipped his fly and slid his chair forward. 
With Mr. Amos smiling down at her, she said, “Yes, master, this slut has come for some wonderful cock.” She took his cock into her mouth and sank it deep so her lips pressed against the base of his cock. She waited for half a minute until he said, “You may begin.” She bobbed her head up and down, taking the full length with each stroke. After another five minutes, he filled her mouth with his cum. 
As Cindy held the cum in her mouth, Mr. Amos read a short list of agenda items for the next board meeting, described what Cindy would say and how she would vote, and only then did he say, “Show me.” She opened and displayed the mouthful of his cum. “You may swallow now.”
Pulling her out from under the desk by her hair, he stood her up and removed the vibrator. “Clean it,” he said and popped it into Cindy’s mouth almost before she said, “Yes, master.” Leading her by the nipples, he took her toward the door. The pair stopped long enough for him to call Ms. Wheeler and ensure no one was in her office. Then he led the slave out to her mistress. “Thank you for the loan of her mouth,” he nodded to his secretary. 
Ms. Wheeler removed the vibrator from Cindy’s mouth and then let the woman remove her collar, put her clothes on, and change her shoes. “Thank you so much for your support,” said Mr. Amos, as he opened the door, ushered her out politely, and shook her hand. 
“Thank you, Mr. Amos. Thank you, Ms. Wheeler. Always nice to see you. Let me know if you need anything more from me.” For Cindy it was just another day of slavery, her reputation hanging in the balance daily. 
“Let me walk you to your car,” said Theresa and Cindy’s heart sank though she cheerfully accepted the “offer”. Once they were out of the building, the mistress handed her slave a digital camera. “I’ll come by your house at 5:00. I’ll want to see four pictures on this camera. Four blowjobs.” 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. She knew the kind of pictures her mistress wanted. The picture had to be taken by the man she was blowing, the man’s eye view of her down on her knees with his cock in her mouth. The cocks had to be four different cocks. Checking her watch she saw it was six hours until 5:00, but her kids got home at 3:00. She only had four hours. 
Getting on the highway, Cindy drove half an hour to a truck stop. There it was fairly easy to proposition four men and have her picture taken. Unfortunately for her, the last one had a couple of buddies who wouldn’t be denied. She was trapped in the bunk up behind the driver’s seat of his cab. With nowhere to go, she let one of them fuck her and she blew the last one. She never came and they never cared. 
When Ms. Wheeler stopped by for her camera, Cindy was humiliated that there were a dozen pictures of her. Besides the four required blowjob pictures, there were three of her posing naked, two of her being fucked, a fifth blowjob, and three of her just being fondled. “Oh, my, my,” said her mistress. “You were such a good slut for the men. I knew you enjoyed it. How many times did you cum?”
“None, mistress,” said Cindy. She hadn’t been given permission, so she had to deny herself orgasms. 
“Oh, did I forget to tell you that cumming was OK?” smiled her mistress. “Well, maybe next time I’ll remember.” Cindy had no idea if her mistress was just teasing her, but the idea of missing out on multiple orgasms just because her mistress forgot made her want to cry. It was no less than she’d come to expect. 
Ms. Cooper hurried home and was waiting as her 10-year-old daughter got home from elementary school first. Then her 12-year-old son arrived a few minutes later and finally her older daughter. Ever the diligent mother, she made them do their homework and she checked it before they could do anything else. She had to show her children’s report cards to her mistress and was punished for anything less than an A. She’d thought it so unfair during her first two school terms as a slave, but by now her children’s grades had improved considerably. 
There wasn’t much her mistress could do to Cindy while her children were in the house and awake. The three couldn’t be allowed to find out what their mother had become. There were still some things that showed Cindy’s submission, such as the piercings of her nipples and labia and the nearly ever present butt plug. They’d become such a part of her that it was not even annoying to be pierced and plugged except for that embarrassing requirement to call her mistress and ask, “Mistress, may this slut shit her silly brains out?” And the embarrassing knowledge that the answer was not always yes. 
There were other things that her children had noticed, but she’d just waved them off as things she did for one reason or another. She didn’t sit to eat because standing helped her stay trim. She ate very little because she was on a diet. She wore high heels and a dress at all times because she had an image to maintain and never knew who would be coming over. Once her youngest daughter had come home early and caught her naked with her head in the toilet. She explained she was about to take a shower when she’d seen a stain and was looking closely at it, barely hiding the fact that she was cleaning the house naked and had been licking the toilet clean. Only she and her mistress knew she did all those things for no more reason than her mistress told her to do it.
That night, she went to her bedroom and turned on the live feed camera. Like everything in the house related to her slavery, the camera wasn’t obvious. Aunt Theresa, as the kids called her, didn’t want the kids to wonder why mommy had a camera pointed at her bed. It was just a matter of flipping a switch under the top of her dresser and she was live. Stripping, she stood at attention facing the camera, collared in six inch heels waiting for her mistress. On the other end, Ms. Wheeler turned on her monitor precisely at 9:00 and saw her obedient slave. She waited until 9:05 before she said, “Mr. Amos thought you were a little distracted during his blowjob today, slut.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. Her mistress didn’t need an excuse to inflict pain and humiliation, but her mistress knew Cindy found it more frustrating to be blamed for some slight infraction, often something that wasn’t even true, and then punished. 
“And is there still a smudge on the toe of your high heels?”
“This slut does not know,” said Cindy. 
“You stupid slut,” snapped her mistress. “Did you clean off a smudge?”
“No, mistress.”
“Then is there still a smudge on the toe of your high heels?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Take them off and polish them,” ordered Ms. Wheeler. 
Cindy slipped off the painful heels and licked every inch of the outside of each shoe, even sucking on the heel suggestively. Her pussy was getting wet from the performance. The submissive act, like so many others, for her mistress aroused her.  She hated it, but it happened all the time. She’d given up wondering what was wrong with her. As her mistress pointed out, she was a slut and that explained it all. Licking them was how she was expected to “polish” her shoes for her mistress. By the time she was done, her shoes were messier than when she started. Later she’d use the proper cleaner and polish to make sure they were spotless. 
As she cleaned the shoes, she suffered through her mistress’ taunting. “You know, Cindy poo, I love having such an obedient slave. Best of all, I love having you as my obedient slave. So naïve, so trusting, so very submissive,” she said, hitting a common theme that she knew cut Cindy to the bone. “Yes, Theresa, I’ll do anything you want if you help me.” She laughed. “What are best friends for? I help you, you stand naked in front of a camera and clean your shoes with your tongue. Give blowjobs to strangers. Lick my pussy in school.” They both knew there were many other things that the slave did for her mistress. It wasn’t just the betrayal, but the inequity of the deal… a few weeks of false support that landed her a porn star job in exchange for years of slavery. 
“Now get out the punishment equipment,” said the mistress when Cindy was done cleaning her shoes. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. There was only one form of punishment her mistress had devised for long distance in the privacy of her bedroom. Her mistress couldn’t very well tie or spank her, but she could shock her. Getting out the electric box, she held it in front of the camera and set it as her mistress instructed. Tonight it would be on high, the most painful setting. Connecting the wires to the box, she held up the alligator clips. “Where does my mistress want this slut to put these?”
“Let’s start with them on your nipples,” said the disembodied voice. “We want to watch. You know how much fun it is knowing you don’t dare make a sound.”
As she carefully placed the clamps at the fleshy tip of her nipples, not the base where the nipple rings were lodged, Cindy digested her mistress’ words. It wasn’t just her mistress watching tonight, but she might never know who was in the audience. For that matter, she knew there might be no one else, but her mistress wanted her to think there was. “Yes, mistress.” She picked up a remote control. “May this slut thrill her mistress with pain?” Of course it was her preference to do it herself. The electric box had a wireless transmitter to the router in her house and sent a signal to her mistress’ computer so there was no chance of faking it. It was frustrating and demeaning to punish herself, but it was better than the alternative. The wireless connection worked the other way, allowing her mistress to control the shocks as well. Terrible as it was to hurt herself, Cindy preferred to know when the shock was coming. 
“Yes, you may begin,” said her mistress. “I’ll want a full second each time. Now give yourself five.”
“Yes, mistress.” Cindy pushed the button and grimaced in silence as the current coursed through her sensitive nipples. Five times she pushed the button, erring in favor of longer shocks. The punishment just got worse if she shocked herself for too little time. After the fifth one, she asked, “May this slut thrill her mistress with more pain?” Even the way she had to ask for her punishment was humiliating. It was a constant reminder that her mistress enjoyed watching her torture herself. 
Sitting at her monitor, Ms. Wheeler smiled at her two companions. Muting her microphone, she poised her fingers over Ctrl-S and said, “S for surprise.” Then she pushed the keys. On the monitor was the perfectly delightful sight of Cindy’s eyes opening wide in surprise as the shock hit and rolled on for two seconds. The unexpected shock had the added embarrassment of making Cindy jerk and wiggle, bouncing her C-cup tits. “S for slut,” said Ms. Wheeler and pressed the keys for two more seconds. 
“Thank you, mistress,” said Cindy after the second one. She felt the wetness seeping from her pussy on the verge of running down her thighs. 
“S for stupid,” chuckled Ms. Wheeler as she delivered a third shock. As she released the keys, she unmuted and said, “We’re having fun, you stupid slut, are you?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. “This slut enjoys performing for my mistress and her friends.” They both knew it was a lie, but it was the answer her mistress preferred especially when she had friends watching. 
“Put them on your pussy,” said her mistress. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy, clamping one to each of her outer labia. 
“I want two seconds this time,” said her mistress. “Give me three.” Cindy pushed the button had held it for a long, slow count to two. Repeating it two more times, she began to think her mistress was just showing off. Without knowing who was with her mistress, it was hard to tell if the woman was humiliating her more than usual for the benefit of the audience. “May this slut thrill her mistress with more pain?”
Though she was less surprised when her mistress shocked her, Cindy still jumped. Her face was a mask of pain for at least three seconds. 
“Now put them on your tongue,” said Ms. Wheeler. 
“Yes, mistress.” In dread, she clamped the alligator clips to her tongue. Chilled, she thought about reminding her mistress that it was set too high. That would only be trouble. 
“I want ten seconds and just once,” said her mistress. “Oh, and you may set it to medium. Now watch this. It’s just incredible to have a slave who will do this to herself.”
Cindy heard a muffled response as her mistress clearly addressed another person. The naked woman pushed the button and held it for a slow count of ten. As required, she kept her eyes on the camera lens as she suffered. She thought about how good her mistress was. Her mistress could have left it on high or asked for 15 seconds. Her thighs were definitely wet by now, thrilled to the core at the humiliation, especially knowing there was someone else watching. After the ten seconds, she released the button. 
Muting again, Ms. Wheeler pointed out to the three men watching just how submissive her slave was. “She did it for 13 seconds. Without a clock, she always goes overboard. Would you each like to give her a shock? Say for two seconds?”
“Hell yeah,” said one of them quickly. As their hostess slid to the side he pushed Ctrl-S for two seconds. “Sweet,” he said, deferring to the other as he took a turn. 
“You may put away the punishment equipment, slut,” she told her slave. 
“Yes, mistress, this slut thanks her mistress for correcting her.” Cindy quickly gathered the equipment up and stored it back in her closet. Stepping back in front of the camera, she waited for the next command. 
“Go get Ernie,” said Ms. Wheeler and her slave scampered off. All the toys had names. It was much more succinct to ask for Ernie instead of the 12 inch, realistic shaped, flesh colored dildo… which is exactly what Cindy brought and held up. “Blow Ernie,” said the mistress. 
“Yes, mistress.” Cindy put the head of the cock in her mouth and slid it all the way down her throat until the balls rested on her chin. Deep throating was one of the first things Theresa had forced her to learn. Just like it was a man’s cock, she started slowly, slurping and moaning with false pleasure. Sucking the cock was not pleasurable, though the humiliation was. As she picked up speed, the moans were no longer faked. Her pussy was on fire, begging for attention as she debased herself. Thrusting the cock in and out, she even gave the dildo an orgasm by squeezing the balls and sending a store of white goo down the cock and into her mouth. She had no idea what it was, but cum tasted better. It made her appreciate blowjobs. 
“Swallow now,” said her mistress after she’d shown it to the camera. “Now, what are we going to do about that messy pussy of yours, slut?” Cindy held her tongue knowing that she didn’t really get a vote. Muting the microphone, Ms. Wheeler took a poll of the men. Unmuting she said, “A slut has three minutes to cum as many times as she can using Ernie.”
“Yes, mistress,” gasped Cindy with relief. The reward was very unusual. Thrusting Ernie deep in her cunt, she pounded it in and out. She imagined the audience with her mistress, men and women all watching her as she seized the rare opportunity with wild abandon. She didn’t care who was watching. In fact, it was even better to imagine the worst… her brother… the rest of the board of education… all the school principals… After the third one she lost count, struggling to stay on her feet so her mistress and guests had a good view. One hand fucked her with Ernie while the other tugged on her nipple rings, stretching her big nipple out two inches. The pain was terrible and the humiliation was incredible.
“Stop,” said Ms. Wheeler at precisely three minutes. 
Cindy slid the fake cock out without hesitation though she was on the verge of another orgasm. She didn’t want to mess up the reward with disobedience. Holding the dildo, she waited for the command to clean it. Her mistress enjoyed that so much, especially after the stupid slut had told her mistress just how disgusting it was to clean off her own juices. She was surprised at the command to remove her butt plug instead. 
One handed she popped the plug out. Cleaning the foul plug was automatic and she pushed it into her mouth, sucking it clean. “Insert Ernie in your ass, slut,” said her mistress. Turning her ass to the camera as she knew was expected, Cindy pushed the long dildo deep into her bowels.
“Turn and face the camera, slut,” came the command. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy as she turned. 
“You may go to bed now, slut. You will spend the night with Ernie right where he is. In the morning you will remove Ernie and clean him properly. Are your children occupied tomorrow?” asked her mistress. 
Of course they were. There would be hell to pay if she didn’t make herself available for her mistress all day on Saturday. “Yes, mistress, Lori is spending the day with some new friends, Grace, Susie, and Wendy.” She hadn’t met the three girls yet, though she knew they were all daughters of slaves in the slave club. She just didn’t know their status. “Kevin is spending the day with friends, James and Paul. Joanie is spending the day with Felicia.”
“That’s good news, slut,” said Ms. Wheeler. “In the morning you will take a cold shower, have a bowl of Cheerios without milk and glass of carrot juice for breakfast.” Her breakfast was two things that she would not enjoy. “You will put on a short skirt, halter top, high heels and be at my house by 7:00. You will enter the house leaving your clothes on the back porch. Then you will fix me a breakfast of eggs, bacon, waffles, and coffee. Wake me at 7:30.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. She stood at attention as she waited for permission to turn off the camera. Six minutes later, her mistress gave her permission. After turning the camera off, she sighed in relief. There was still a camera in her bedroom, but the quality was low and it wasn’t a live feed. She knew her mistress checked it just often enough that she was allowed no lapses in her discipline and obedience. Putting on a robe, she went to the bathroom and brushed her teeth and used the toilet. When she returned to her room, she hung up the robe and crawled in bed naked. 
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The alarm jangled at 5:30 the next morning and Cindy went through the ritual of preparing for the day. After cleaning Ernie, she showered, applied makeup, and dressed. She quickly ate breakfast before she woke up her kids so they wouldn’t ask any questions. Then she woke up her kids and hustled them through the morning routine. “Lori, you walk Joanie over to Felicia’s house. Kevin and Joanie, text me when you get to your friends’ house. Lori, text me if need anything. I’ll be in meetings all day, so don’t call unless it’s an emergency.” Even then she wasn’t sure what her mistress would do if the phone rang. She left at 6:45 and was at her mistress’ backdoor at 6:55. Knowing there was a camera somewhere watching her, she stripped at 6:58 and put on her six inch heels and collar. 
Once inside, she tottered on her toes around the house looking at the mess. Being a sex slave had occasional rewards, but she was also the maid and that was pure drudgery. She started a load of laundry, picked up the mess in the family room, and did the dishes. Then she made waffle mix, got out the eggs, bacon, and frying pan, and started the bacon and a pot of coffee. At 7:28, she went upstairs to her mistress bedroom, lifted the covers, and climbed between the dominant woman’s legs and licked her pussy. 
Ms. Wheeler spread her legs as her slave awakened her. It wasn’t that she wanted to cum first thing in the morning. She just wanted her slave in the proper position as she let loose her morning pee. Cindy slurped and licked and drank every drop as it squirted into her mouth. It had taken months of practice and a lot of punishment before she was able to flawlessly act as her mistress’ toilet. “Thank you, mistress,” she said when it was all done. There were times when she’d think back to moments like this and hate that she developed a taste for pee, was proud to get every drop, and thanked her mistress for the privilege. Right now she just lick her lips proudly and thanked her mistress for the morning treat. 
Watching her slave, the mistress reminisced about Cindy as her best friend since middle school. They’d done everything together through high school and then married, staying as bff. Theresa’s childless marriage ended in divorce. When Cindy’s husband died, the mistress had just learned about the sex club and the price of admission. Cindy was her ticket into a world of domination and debauchery. She had no qualms about turning on her best friend. In fact, it was even better that way. 
“Get out of my bed,” snapped the mistress. “Go finished breakfast.” After Cindy scampered out of the room with her long legs taking short little steps, Theresa rose and put on a robe. Taking her time, she appeared in the kitchen five minutes later. Her slave put a plate of perfect eggs over medium, crisp bacon, and a hot waffle with a pat of butter on the table just as she sat down. A cup of coffee was already steaming at her place. 
She didn’t acknowledge her slave’s existence until her breakfast was done and the dishes were clean. “The fun starts at nine o’clock,” she said. “I could let you enjoy it or not. If the house isn’t in perfect shape by 9:00, then it will not be fun for you.”
For the next hour and fifteen minutes, the president of the board of education scurried about the house of a mere school secretary as she did the laundry, vacuumed, dusted, and put everything where it belonged. The mother of three did not want to miss out on the fun even though she knew fun was relative. She’d cum wildly the night before and the offer of fun was usually a suggestion that she would be allowed to cum. It would undoubtedly be humiliating, but she couldn’t deny that made for better orgasms.  
Ms. Wheeler inspected her house and found it perfect. This was such a special occasion that even if she had found a problem, she would allow slut Cindy to have orgasms. “Shoes off. Put this on,” she said, handing Cindy a leather mask and a string bikini. The slut put on the bikini which looked like it was ready to fall off at any moment. Triangles of cloth covered her nipples without hiding the rings. A tiny triangle of cloth covered her pussy, leaving the rings there on display as little indentations. Tugging on the mask, she zipped it up the back. There were holes for her eyes and mouth, but everything else from the neck up was hidden. She’d done this before. The mask was a standard for any movies she made. 
*****
“See you tonight,” said Joanie as her big sister dropped her off at her friend’s house. “Hi, Felicia. Hi, Helen,” she said nodding to acknowledge her two friends. Like Joanie, Felicia was 10 while Helen was 11. After her sister was gone and the door shut, she turned to her friends. “Hands on your heads, pets,” she said. As the two girls put their hands on top of their heads, Mistress Joanie paced up to them. Felicia was wearing a strapless sundress that took Joanie about five seconds to pull down and off. The preteen slave was naked that fast. Turning to Helen, she put her palms on the small mounds of her older slave’s shirt. Pinching the small breasts through the thin material, she worked the nipples to hardness and stepped back to enjoy how they made indentations in Helen’s shirt. Then she pulled Helen’s tank top up over her head, allowing Helen to move her hands from her head so the shirt could be pulled off and pulled down the older girl’s shorts. 
Reaching into her backpack, Joanie pulled out a ping pong paddle. “Show me your pretty little asses, pets.” 
“Yes, Mistress Joanie,” the two intoned. The preteen slaves hurriedly turned around and bent forward at the waist. Joanie delivered eight swats, two to each cheek. 
When the doorbell rang, Joanie pulled the curtain aside on the window next to the door. Then she opened the door. “Hi, Mistress Lisa,” she said with a smile. 
“Hi, Mistress Joanie,” said Lisa Simon as she came in and shut the door. She’d been waiting in her car for Joanie’s sister to leave. “Oh, you’ve already started without me,” she said, pouting. Then she said, “That’s my girl apprentice. Good to see you’re taking charge as a real mistress should.” Theresa and Lisa had checked out all of Cindy Cooper’s children and decided that Joanie was the most dominant. The 10-year-old had taken to the idea like a fish to water. 
This was Mistress Joanie’s fifth training session to be a mistress. The first two had been spent making the two slaves do silly and subservient things like cluck like a chicken and hop around with their ankles tied. Lisa had to make sure Joanie knew how to treat a slave before taking her even deeper. The last two had shown Joanie some of the fun that could be had with a naked slave. “What are we going to do today, Mistress Lisa?” she asked. 
Lisa had prepped the two little girls for their new lives as slaves with appropriate amounts of coercion and bullying. Finding them at the park, she’d bullied the two preteens into buying drugs from a man for her. Handing the money to Lisa’s brother Mike in a fake drug deal, the girls brought the goods back to Lisa and Lisa let them go home. The next day, Mike came looking for them, telling the gullible girls that they’d short changed him. Frightened out of their wits, the two ran sobbing to Lisa. With a little arm twisting, they agreed to take the blame and be Lisa’s slaves and in return, Lisa made sure they knew she paid double the missing money.  If they hadn’t agreed, they feared for their lives. Now the mere mention of “the drug pusher” curbed any thoughts of rebellion from the two. All that work to set them up was so they could be used to train Mistress Joanie. 
“Today we’re going to learn cunnilingus,” said Lisa, knowing the girls had no idea what that big word meant. 
“What?” asked Joanie while the other two held their tongues as they had learned was expected of slaves. 
“You’ll see,” smiled Lisa. “Show me your knots.” 
“Yes, Mistress Lisa,” said Joanie. Turning to Felicia, she said, “Put your hands behind your back. Cross your wrists.” She lashed Felicia’s wrists together. It was the first bondage she’d learned, so she demonstrated it first. After Lisa’s inspection and praise, the little mistress undid the lashing. “Palms together,” she ordered Felicia. This time she tied her slave’s wrists together and wound the rope all the way up her arms to her elbows, pulling them together and tying a tight knot. 
“Excellent, Mistress Joanie,” said Lisa. “You’ve been practicing. She’s not going to get away from that.” Then to Felicia, she added, “And a good slave won’t even try.” She spun the 10-year-old around to face them, laughing at how the girl’s flat chest was thrust out and her pussy was just begging for a bunch of boys to play with it. 
There was one more position to demonstrate. “Your turn, Helen,” she said. “Cross your arms behind your back.” With Helen’s arms crossed behind her back parallel to the floor, Joanie wound rope around Helen’s forearms and tied another tight knot. Both girls were bound and ready for play. 
“What do we do with helpless little sluts?” asked Lisa. 
“Anything we want,” laughed Joanie, a sinister sound that made even Lisa wonder just what the 10-year-old was capable of. 
“What do you want to do, Mistress Joanie? You can have 10 minutes with them and then I’ll show you what cunnilingus is.” Lisa sat down to watch her protégé. 
Joanie enjoyed her 10 minutes by spanking her slaves, making them kiss each other, playing with their nipples and clamping them, and fingering their pussies. All the while, the two slaves were silent except for the obligatory, “Yes, Mistress Joanie,” at the appropriate times and little whimpers of humiliation. 
“You treat them too good,” said Lisa as she took control again. “But then I haven’t shown you much.” One of Joanie’s rules was not to do anything Lisa hadn’t shown her. The older girl wasn’t sure what a 10-year-old with no limits would do, so she made that restriction. “For this lesson, we’re going to be naked, too.” That was a first for Mistress Joanie, so she added, “Slaves are naked because they have to be naked and then we do what we want with them. Mistresses are naked because they want to be naked and then our slaves have to do what we want.” Undressing at a slow pace, she made sure Joanie kept up with her until the two of them were wearing nothing at all. 
“Sit down on the couch and scoot forward.” Lisa guided the little mistress to sit with her butt on the edge of the couch with her legs spread and her pussy easily available. To assure Joanie that it was OK, she sat the same way next to her. “A mistress is proud of her pussy and lets her slaves look at it sometimes. Cunnilingus is a big word that nobody really uses,” she explained. “It really means the two little sluts are going to lick your pussy.” 
Felicia frowned at Lisa as she tried to make sense of that. We are? Lick what part? Why? Next to her, Helen said, “No way! That’s disgusting!” She backed away from the couch. 
“Don’t move,” said Joanie as she stood up and froze Helen in her tracks. Lisa just smiled as her apprentice took charge without hesitation. “Did I misunderstand you, slut? Did you say, yes, mistress? Or did you say that’s disgusting?” 
Without waiting for an answer she went to the bag that Lisa brought to training and pulled out a long, narrow paddle made of leather and wood. Lisa always had the good stuff. “I said that’s disgusting, Mistress Joanie” said Helen timidly. She looked at Lisa and then back at Joanie. If it was Mistress Lisa disciplining her, Helen knew she’d hear the familiar threat about being sent to the drug pusher who’d have his way with her and she’d probably never see home again. Mistress Joanie never used that threat, but she was more afraid of her former best friend than she was of Lisa. 
“What are you looking at her for?” snapped Joanie. “You think she’s gonna save you? That’s not gonna happen. You think I need her help? I find that insulting. Now bend the fuck over and count for me. You’re getting six this time, aren’t you? Naughty, stupid slave can’t learn a fucking thing.”
As her slave bent, she pulled the paddle back. “You’re getting this because you think you can talk back to me.” Smack! “One, Mistress, thank you,” said Helen. “You’re getting it because you’re gonna lick pussy and don’t want to.” Smack! “Two, Mistress, thank you.” Her bottom was a light pink. “You’re getting this because you think I care what you want.” Smack! “Three, mistress, thank you.” Joanie delivered three more swats, each accompanied by a quick reminder of the slave’s misdeed. Then she changed tactics. “Ask to lick my pussy, slut. I’ll swat you until you do.”
“Mistress Joanie, may I lick your pussy?” blurted out the red bottomed slave quickly. 
“Yes, you may and you may go first,” said Joanie as she resumed her position on the couch. “My naughty slaves,” she said, rolling her eyes at Mistress Lisa. “What next?”
“Very well done, Mistress Joanie. You’ll have her trained in no time.” The 18-year-old was impressed that Joanie never let anything slip by. To Helen she said, “Kneel down in front of her, slut,” said Lisa. When the slut was kneeling, Lisa said, “Now pucker your lips and kiss her pussy.” With a faint whimper, Helen leaned in and kissed the plump, bald lips of her mistress. “Now just stay there, stick your tongue out, and lick. Don’t be shy. That’s a good slut. Tasty, huh? You love your mistress’ pussy. Lick between her lips. Get right down to the pink and juicy part.” 
Following every instruction, the submissive Helen wormed her tongue between Joanie’s lips and tasted her juices fresh from the fountain of love. She made some gagging noises, but didn’t stop. “You can grab hold of her hair, Mistress Joanie. Hold her there and make her do it right.”
Grabbing two handfuls of hair, Joanie felt a little resistance and loved the feel of that. It thrilled her to know her slave was reluctant even though the slut never stopped licking. The thrill was an unfocused warmth like she’d kicked a goal or made her mom proud. She got that feeling often when she ordered her slaves around. Spanking Helen filled her with the warmth of dominance and holding the slut’s face against her pussy was even better. For the first time she noticed another feeling, a fluttering of butterflies in her tummy and a tingling in her pussy. 
Lisa leaned close and pointed at Joanie’s clit. “See that little nub there, slut? Lick that.” 
As the warmth, fluttering, and tingling suddenly focused right where Helen was licking, Joanie leaned forward to watch. How did Lisa know? Duh, she’s done this before. Looking at Lisa, she said, “That’s nice. Feels good. I’ve never…” She stopped when Lisa put a finger to her lips. 
Helen continued, noticing now that the moist interior had turned wetter and juicier. The smell was odd and made her feel odd and she’d stopped gagging from the taste. It was hard to shut Joanie up, but right now her mistress only sighed and moaned softly. It sure looked like Mistress Joanie was in heaven. It was disgusting, but worth it. It made her mistress happy and quiet. 
“Get up here and take a turn, Felicia,” said Joanie, interrupting the nice feeling since she had no idea where it was leading. “This is good and you need to learn it, too.” It felt nice, but it wasn’t as much fun as spanking her slaves. She wanted to humiliate Felicia for a few minutes and then get on with the fun. Helen retreated and Felicia replaced her, tentatively licking at the disgusting, wet slit. This time Joanie pointed at where she wanted to be licked and then seized Felicia’s hair firmly. “Jeez, that looks so cool, Felicia,” she said as she watched the little pink tongue dart reluctantly in and out of her pussy. “Get in there and get it good. Yum-yum.” 
The mere act of watching Felicia’s tongue and talking about it made it feel abruptly better. She forgot about playing other games with her slave, leaving just a vague feeling that she wanted to move on later. Just another minute, she thought. “Lick it, slut, lick my pussy. Do it harder.” She gasped in surprise as Felicia followed orders and filled her with an even stronger tingling. Just another minute, she thought again. The feeling was too good to just stop. “Messy, messy, slut,” she teased as she noticed how wet Felicia’s cheeks were. 
Felicia’s eyes rolled up to look submissively at her mistress at the reminder that she was getting messy. She’d done it longer than Helen. She wanted to stop, but the look in Mistress Joanie’s eyes was amazing. Locking eyes with her mistress, she heard her mistress demand harder and faster. Burrowing between the fat pussy lips, she made even more of a mess as she attacked Joanie’s clit with enthusiasm. Then Joanie squealed in pain, grimacing and tensing. Something was seriously wrong, yet Joanie pulled her tighter, masturbating with her face and smearing the juices everywhere. Her tongue flailed, randomly licking as her mistress rubbed her face from chin to nose up and down the already messy slit. 
Turned on even more at the submissive look on Felicia’s face, Joanie suddenly discovered the point behind having her pussy licked. It was that look that said she didn’t want to be doing it, but she was, the sight of Felicia’s tongue busy in a place she’d never thought about licking, and the feel of Felicia’s eager tongue that drove her to the first orgasm of her young life. After that, she just needed more, harder, and faster using Felicia’s face to extend the pleasure. As the feeling passed, she let go of Felicia and fell back. “Jesus Christ, that was… awesome. Fucking awesome.”
The little mistress looked at the wet face still between her legs. “Did you enjoy yourself, slut? It sure looks like you had fun.”
Felicia blushed furiously. “Yes, Mistress,” she said softly. “I didn’t hurt you, did I, Mistress?”
“Ah, the slut comes out in you, my pretty little pet,” said Joanie, stroking Felicia’s head in a rare show of approval. She did so much enjoy punishing her new slaves, but even she saw the value to reward. “No, Felicia, it didn’t hurt. It felt super. What about you, Helen? Did you enjoy it?”
“No, Mistress Joanie,” said Helen.
“Get over here and try again then,” said the 10-year-old with a sinister smile as she pointed at her pussy. “You need to learn to enjoy it.”
Lisa watched in silent amazement as her protégé worked her slaves so well. It was arousing to watch the preteen slaves serve their preteen mistress with Joanie reaping all the pleasure and her slaves reaping nothing but humiliation. Yet, she couldn’t allow herself to be anymore than an observer and mentor. Felicia’s little tongue was enticing, but she didn’t want to go that far. 
Joanie allowed Helen to take her to another orgasm. This time she had the control to let Helen feed her orgasm with her tongue instead of her whole face. With her fingers still laced in her slave’s hair, Joanie tilted Helen’s head back and looked into her eyes. “Did you enjoy that?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Helen tentatively. 
“You don’t lie well,” said Joanie. “Continue.” She pulled Helen’s face back to her pussy. “Lick my pussy some more. Drink my messy juices. Enjoy my taste. Enjoy pleasing me. Look in my eyes and show me how much you enjoy working your naughty little tongue in my pussy.”
The 11-year-old gazed up into her mistress’ eyes showing her submission in her expressive eyes. It wasn’t enjoyment, just submission as she performed the disgusting act yet again. She was getting used to the taste which was not the same as saying she liked the taste or enjoyed licking her mistress’ privates. It was getting so messy that she accidentally made a loud and embarrassing slurping noise. From the look in Joanie’s eyes she knew she’d done something good. Deliberately slurping, she made her mistress cum quickly. 
Without waiting for the question, Helen said, “Oh, mistress, I love your pussy. It tastes divine and I like making you do that.”
“I do believe you did enjoy it, my pretty little slut,” said Joanie, patting her slave’s head even though she thought Helen was just lying better. It was as much fun to hear Felicia say it and mean it as it was to hear Helen say it because she had to. 
Lisa took a moment to explain about orgasms so Joanie understood what happened was natural and that she could do it anytime she wanted. “You’re training your sluts well,” said Lisa as she stood. “I’m going to leave you alone with them. Remember that even mistresses have rules, Mistress Joanie,” she said to make sure Joanie didn’t get carried away with her slaves. “While you rest, perhaps it would be fun to make them lick each other, but don’t let them cum like you did. Watch them closely and stop them before they get too excited.”
For the rest of the very long morning, the two slaves were spanked, tickled, teased, and tormented. They learned about unsated desire as they licked each other without ever cumming and they sated their insatiable mistress several more times. 
*****
While Joanie was learning to be a mistress, Lori was spending her day with the three girls who had led 13-year-old Amy into slavery and were about to do the same to Lori. What would be worse for Lori was that as she was being trained as a slave, her little sister was being trained to be her mistress. Trying to keep up with the older girls, Lori was unable to refuse to join in the game of strip poker that started their morning. Once they were all naked and the other three girls described their first blowjob, Lori described the one and only time she’d let a boy touch her breasts. That led to the girls all feeling each other up, another taboo that Lori couldn’t bring herself to say no to. Before long she was laughing and giggling with them as she fondled each set of bare tits. Grace and Susie kissed and Wendy promptly stuck her tongue in Lori’s mouth who squirmed for about three seconds before she surrendered to that illicit pleasure. When they pulled out a long, black dildo, she was in too deep and let them teach her how to suck a cock, even practicing while they watched, gave pointers, and encouraged her. 
After leaving Joanie, Lisa went to her house where the girls were partying. Armed with a video camera and digital camera, she captured enough incriminating evidence that she decided it was time to take Lori the rest of the way. She’s already decided Lori was the most malleable of the three Cooper children, but she was still surprised that Lori was naked with the other girls and sucking a fake black cock with wild abandon. 
After transferring the videos and photos to a DVD, she stepped into the room. “I’ll bet somebody’s mommy would be very interested to know what her little girl is doing,” she said. “You three should be ashamed of yourselves. Stand up with your backs against the wall, hands at your sides.” Susie, Grace, and Wendy snapped to attention backed against the wall as their mistress commanded them. Lori cowered as she watched the transformation of the three rowdy teens to well disciplined slaves at the command of a girl, a woman actually, that she’d never met. 
“As for you,” said Lisa, “let’s see just what I need to show mommy.” Inserting the DVD in the player in the basement, she ran a video of Lori fondling and kissing Wendy.
“How long were you spying on us?” asked Lori. “It’s none of your business and that’s rude.”
“Rude?” said Lisa. “Well, it doesn’t matter how long, whose business it is, or how rude it is. I have plenty of pictures and I think an upstanding woman like your mother, the president of the board of education, would want me to show them to her, don’t you, girls?”
The other three girls nodded obediently. Lisa ran a video of Lori sucking a fake cock. “Mommy needs to punish you so you stay a good little girl,” she said. “Look at that,” she drew their attention to the video. “Maybe the boys at school should see this one. They wouldn’t want to miss out on such talent.”
“No, please,” said Lori as she realized Lisa was right. Lisa had pictures and it didn’t matter how she’d gotten them, Lori couldn’t afford for either her mom or her friends to see them. “I promise I won’t do it again. Just don’t let my mom see them.”
“I suppose we could make a deal,” said Lisa, circling the hapless girl. “I do appreciate that you didn’t bother to cover yourself when I walked in.” As Lori blushed and then did just that, Lisa said, “No, don’t bother now. Go stand next to Wendy, hands at your sides.” Lori joined her new friends, still not catching on that she’d been set up or even that the three girls had obeyed way too quickly. 
Lisa walked down the line of girls. “Who am I, Susie?” The big titted slave answered, “You are Mistress Lisa.” Grace and Wendy agreed with that and when she asked Lori the same question, Lori followed suit. She attached no special meaning to the word mistress and didn’t know that made her Lisa’s slave. 
The DVD continued to play, showing videos and stills of Lori’s debauchery as Lisa put a leather hood on each girl, again starting at the far end and getting to Lori last. With a nervous look, Lori surrendered to peer pressure and let Lisa put the hood on her, leaving just an air hole for her nose and nothing else visible from the neck up. Lisa then unhooded the other girls and sent them home now that they’d fulfilled their purpose.
Inside the darkness of her mask, Lori had no idea what was going on. Then she felt hands on her small breasts, cupping and fondling them. The hands teased her nipples to hardness and then she moaned in pain as clamps were put on her sensitive nipples. “Now, you’re going to do exactly what I say. You’ll do it immediately without question. You’ll do it no matter how disgusting it is. If you’re obedient, then the pictures will stay our little secret. Won’t that be nice?”
Not knowing how else to respond, Lori nodded. She understood and while nice wasn’t the word she’d use to describe blackmail, she found the arrangement acceptable. She just wanted to get it over with. 
“Good,” said Lisa. “Because the word for what you are is slave. Someone who is instantly obedient no matter what. You’re my slave. I am your mistress. I’ll do whatever I want with you. These are my hands,” she said, putting them on Lori’s tits and then sliding them down to her hips. “These are my brother’s hands.” 
The new slave jumped and whined as a second pair of hands rested on her tits and then slid to her ass. “No, don’t,” said Lori, pressing back against the wall as she became frightened. 
“Quiet, slave,” said Lisa sternly. “That’s your first command. Let’s see how you do at being silent. Don’t forget the stakes, Lori. Pictures to everyone.” She paused for a few seconds. “These are my mom’s hands.”
Astounded as a third pair of hands rest on her tits with the claim that the hands belonged to Lisa’s mom, Lori managed to stay quiet. Surely this would only last a few minutes. All she needed to do was hold out that long. “And these hands are my dad’s,” said her mistress. As much as Lori wanted to deny this was happening, that perhaps the hands were really the other three girls, she couldn’t deny that these hands were too big and rough to belong to one of her new girlfriends. She felt the blood pound in her head and her knees were weak as four sets of hands groped her. Even after the hands left two at a time until there were none, Lori felt betrayed. This was supposed to be a secret from everyone and now Lisa’s whole family had touched her. She could hear the videos still playing in the background. Her secret was out in the open. 
“You did well for your first command, slave,” said Lisa. “Now, push your tits out like you’re proud of them. Go ahead, you can do it.”
Figuring it was bad enough already, Lori pushed her chest out and blushed under the hood. Sure they could see her tits anyway, but this position was obscene. It didn’t feel any better when Lisa said, “Good girl. Now here’s what happens if you had disobeyed.” Thinking she was about to be punished for something just as an example, Lori wanted to argue about the fairness and then she felt the chain on her nipples pulled taut. It was just enough to remind her without hurting. “I could have just pulled your chest out anyway,” said Lisa. “And it would have hurt when I did it.
“You did such a good demonstration of a blow job that you’ve gotten my brother and my dad all excited,” said Lisa. “Standing here all naked and sexy does that to a guy. I know you’re a virgin, so I’ll give you a choice. Do you want them to fuck you or do you want to demonstrate that blowjob on a real, live cock? Don’t say a word yet.” Lisa knew just what Lori would say… neither. That was not an acceptable answer. Her voice turned hard. “This is a command, slave. You pick either fuck or suck or the pictures go out. Then you will do just what you picked. Let me just add that fuck will change you forever. No more virgin. Suck only last a few minutes. Now, make your choice. Suck or fuck?” Lisa unzipped the zipper over Lori’s mouth so she could speak clearly. 
“I… I… want to go home,” said Lori. She was in much deeper than she’d imagined. From a silly game with new friends to really sucking a cock. It was going so fast. It was bad enough just to imagine four people staring at her naked body, but to actually do a blowjob was horrifying. 
“That’s it,” snapped Lisa. “The pictures are going out. Yeah, you go home and wait for the boys to start calling. Walk down the halls at school knowing everyone of the boys and probably the girls knows you’re a cocksucker. Face the wrath of your prim and proper mom.” Lisa was afraid that she’d pushed too hard too fast. Sending the pictures out complicated things. 
“Wait,” said Lori softly, her moment of rebellion gone. Neither option was acceptable, but they were better than ruining her life. They made fun of you at school for kissing a guy. What would they do if they saw me with the fake cock? I’ll never live it down. Lisa made a convincing case for picking one and a convincing case for it being the blowjob. “Suck,” she said. 
For the blowjob, Lisa took off Lori’s hood. The girl looked around in confusion at the occupants of the room. Sure enough there was dad, mom, and brother, but the three other girls were gone. It was actually a little bit of relief to know she wasn’t going to do it in front of her friends. This kept it just within the perverted family. She was in over her head, but this would end. Thinking about kidnap victims and imagining what happened to them, ending up with them being killed, she knew she was making the right choice. Get it over with and then never come back to this house again. 
Lisa glared at her. “Before you get to suck cock, I need to punish you for being difficult. I was very clear that you were to make a choice, but you decided to ignore the order and whimper about wanting to go home. I do not want to continue mention the pictures when you’re smart enough to remember the stakes. Sit on the couch,” barked Lisa. 
Trembling at the idea of punishment, Lori wondered what exactly a mistress did to punish a slave. It was such a minor infraction, wasn’t it? Four against one, she knew she didn’t stand a chance of escape and didn’t want to argue and earn more of Lisa’s wrath. She sat right in the middle of the couch where Lisa pointed. 
“Dad, Mike,” said Lisa. “Grab an ankle and spread her. Mom… her wrists.”
Before the slave could even look back over her shoulder, Mrs. Simon reached over the back of the couch and caught Lori’s wrists. Pulling them back she stretched Lori back. At the same time, Mike and Mr. Simon grabbed ankles and pulled them toward the arms of the couch, spreading her legs lewdly. “Hey, don’t,” said Lori and then shut her mouth as Lisa glared at her. Her virgin pussy was on display with her limbs pulled in three different directions. She blushed knowing they were all staring at it. 
Lisa removed the clamps on Lori’s nipples and rolled her already hard nipples between her thumbs and forefingers to make sure they were very hard. “Cute little titties with hard little nippies,” she teased as Lori’s blush deepened. “We’re all gonna enjoy you showing off everything. I see you like having your mistress play with your tits. Mike, Dad, check ‘em out, guys. She’s only let one boy touch them and now we got them all to ourselves. Sweet little titties,” she said, making them bounce. 
“And here’s the real prize,” said the mistress as she ran her fingers down to Lori’s lightly furred pussy. “She has never let a guy see her pretty pussy. Now look at her all nice and spread. Let me put my finger right inside you,” she poked the tip of her index finger in Lori’s love tunnel. “Pretty fucking tight.”
Lori was horrified at what she was forced to do. It was a level of punishment she’d never considered. Her breasts were hers and nobody was supposed to touch them without permission. She looked back and forth from Mike to Mr. Simon as they drooled over her breasts. She wanted to sink into the floor instead of letting Lisa show them off for her. She whined desperately as Lisa drew attention to her pussy. For several minutes she’d been naked, but it hadn’t seemed that bad until Lisa made it the center of everyone’s attention. “Please,” she pleaded as Lisa put a finger in her. 
“Oh, God, no,” she moaned as Lisa pulled her lips apart to expose the pink insides. 
From horrified to mortified, she listened to Lisa as the older girl said, “I wonder if she plays with herself. Do you rub yourself right here?” Her finger teased Lori’s clit. “Wonder what you think about when you do. Do you cum? Does the naughty girl squeal with delight when she plays with herself?” Then Lisa made it clear the questions were not rhetorical. “Well, do you masturbate and make yourself cum?”
“Y-yes,” said Lori. 
She was afraid Lisa might keep rubbing and expect her to cum or do it herself, but Lisa stopped and said, “Blowjob time.” The 14-year-old sighed with relief that her exhibitionist torment was over. 
Having only done it for a disembodied cock in her hand, Lori waited for more instructions. Mike stepped forward and pushed her to her knees. He pulled out his hard cock and she stared at it for a couple of seconds. Aside from being flesh colored, it looked just like the black one she’d practiced on. “Easy with your hands. Don’t touch it with your teeth,” growled Mike. With fair warning, she put her hand around it and started stroking his cock. My God, I did it so wildly with the fake one, she thought. In front of the girls she’d made a show of it. With a gulp, she put her mouth on the tip, sliding an inch and then two into her mouth as her hand continued to stroke. 
“Sweet,” said Mike in surprise. She’d actually learned from the fake cock. He coached her how to hold him and how fast to stroke and talked her into taking three inches in his mouth in a pumping motion. “Now that’s cocksucking,” he said. “Just keep doing that.”
As Mike approached an orgasm, Lisa leaned close and said, “Don’t stop and don’t answer. You do know what happens when he cums, don’t you?” Wide eyes on the new slave told Lisa that Lori did know, but hadn’t thought about it yet. “Good, when he cums, just keep stroking his cock. Point it at your face, your chest, wherever as long as gets on you. Don’t mess up the floor. Don’t stop until he says so.”
Twenty seconds later, Lori gave herself a facial and got some on her cute little chest. She spit out what went in her mouth. That little bit Mike caught with his finger and fed it right back to her. “Swallow it, slut,” he said. “Just remember this philosophy. Once the taste gets in your mouth, spitting it out and swallowing it do the same thing. They get rid of the taste slowly. So, you might as well swallow it.” 
Adorned with cum, Lori nodded. “Can I go now?” she asked. 
Lisa laughed. “You have to do daddy, too.”
“Oh, OK,” said the timid girl, almost apologetic that she’d misunderstood. As Mr. Simon pulled his cock out, Lori saw a cock equal in length and girth to the one she’d just done. It was practically like doing the same one over again. 
By the time she was wearing Mr. Simon’s cum, Mrs. Simon came back down the stairs. Lori hadn’t even noticed her leaving. The woman put a fresh DVD into the played and they watched Lori give Mike an excellent blowjob. Lori watched in horror as she performed on camera. A little bit of editing cut out Lisa as she bent to coach Lori, so in the end, it looked like Lori willingly sprayed her face with cum. “That’s even better than the fake one,” said Lisa. “Now I want one more thing.”
Anything, thought Lori, thinking one more thing meant one last thing and then she was free. Five minutes later she incriminated herself even further as she spoke to the camera, naked and kneeling. “I want some cock in my mouth. Can I please suck cock? Just one or two. I’m like crazy for cock. Feed me cock and let me swallow the cum. And throw some pussy in on the side.” It was her third time through the lines and this time it sounded believable. 
“Now one more thing,” said Lisa. 
“I thought we were done,” said Lori. 
“You stupid, slut, do you think a slave gets to talk back to her mistress,” said Lisa. “Stand up. Go stand by the couch. Right there, beside the arm,” she put Lori in the perfect position. “Now lean forward.” When Lori leaned forward, Mike grabbed her wrists and sat on the couch, stretching her over the arm. 
“You are a slave,” said Lisa as Lori squirmed. Lori knew exactly what the position looked like and wanted nothing of it. “You will not speak except to answer a direct question. When you do, you will call me and my mom mistress and the guys master. You will do everything you’re told to do without hesitation.” The experienced mistress picked up a wooden paddle and made sure Lori could see it. “I’m giving you three swats and believe me, it will only get worse if you fail to learn.”
“Nooooo,” screamed Lori and then the paddle cracked across her exposed, helpless ass. “Aahhhhhh. Stop it!” She screamed and kicked through two more swats. 
“I love the sound of a punished slave. I could do it all day,” said Lisa. “I will do it all day, unless you tell me why you got spanked. I’ll do it until you learn your lesson.”
“I… I… talked back,” sobbed Lori.
“That’s correct. Now you forgot to call me mistress,” she swatted the pink bottom again. “Why did I do that?”
“I… ummm… forgot to c-call you mistress, mistress.”
“Very good, slut,” sneered Lisa. “You can learn. Now one more thing.” She paused to give Lori the chance to object and was pleased at the silence. “Eat my pussy,” she pulled her pants and panties down and sat on the couch. 
Too sore and frightened to disobey, Lori knelt between Lisa’s legs and learned what it meant to be slave to another girl. Licking for several minutes, she finally took her mistress to an orgasm. “One more thing,” said Lisa, enjoying how she was stringing Lori along with just one depravity at a time. 
Lori wearily eyed her mistress and wondered just how many times she’d hear that line. The logical thing was for her to eat Mrs. Simon’s pussy, but she wasn’t there. 
“Say thank you for the yummy treat, mistress,” said Lisa. 
“Thank you for the yummy treat, mistress” said Lori. 
“From now on, every time I spank you, let you suck cock or eat pussy, or make you do anything at all, you will thank me. Understand?’
“Yes, mistress,” said Lori. 
“One more thing,” said Lisa and then she hogtied her slave. 
“Thank you, mistress,” said Lori. On her tummy, she was facing the TV and for the next four hours, watched herself ask to such a cock, suck a fake cock, suck a real cock, and eat a real pussy. With a sick feeling she knew she wasn’t getting out of this as easily as she’d thought. 
Owned Teacher – Cindy Cooper’s Story
By Kenna
Chapter 3
While her two daughters were getting trained for opposite roles, Cindy Cooper was demonstrating her role as a slave. Wearing almost nothing, she climbed into the trunk of her mistress car.  After several minutes of driving, Cindy had lost track of where they might be. When the trunk opened, she recognized the inside of Mr. Amos’ garage. With trepidation, she crawled out of the trunk. Saturdays were usually reserved for her mistress’ private pleasure, so just how many of the masters and mistresses were here and what was going on? Once inside she discovered it wasn’t that odd. No one else was there; her mistress was just borrowing the house. 
Down in the basement, the slave knew it would be bad because of the camcorder set up to capture the events. Her mistress was usually private except when she wanted to dig her slave in even deeper with damning evidence. There were many private hours with her mistress and private, recorded session with strangers. There were some semi-public events, such as the time she’d been locked in a storage room at school until Bubba unlocked the door. Public events were out of the question given her position. However, the camcorder was a sign her mistress would not be directly involved.  
“I have some friends coming over,” said her mistress, confirming Cindy’s suspicions. “You may cum as much as you want. If I so much as have to tell you what to do with them, you’ll be severely punished.” 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. “This slave will make you proud.” She had no idea what she was getting into sitting on the couch in a master’s basement, but the promise was honest. Independent woman in public, she was a thoroughly cowed and obedient slave for her mistress. With “friends” coming over, she knew she was going to be used over and over. She hated the group affairs when the entire club got together and the humiliating treatment as little more than an object that went with them. Servicing a variety of masters and mistresses in every fashion imaginable was terrible and at those times an orgasm was always denied her. Being alone with her mistress was different, but equally terrible. Her beautiful mistress knew her every weakness and reveled in abusing her, usually denying her orgasms then, too. Humiliating as it was so put out for strangers, she actually enjoyed the degrading treatment because she was allowed to cum and cum. 
In fact, she’d become quite well trained in how to satisfy her mistress’ “friends.” That was the term her mistress used to describe orgies where strangers were invited to fuck her silly. Those strangers had ranged from several men at once to a couple of women. Usually she was just offered as a slave who would fulfill their every whim.  Though she would enjoy herself once they started, she hated wearing the mask because it reminded her of her prominent position. Anyone might recognize her, though it often meant she’d be servicing a friend or someone she’d met through the board of education, unable to do anything except suck and fuck… anonymous to them, even though she knew who it was. There were earpieces built into the mask so her mistress could spew cruel narration right in her ear without anyone else hearing her. 
Left alone to wonder what shit her mistress had planned for her, Cindy heard voices upstairs. Oh, fuck, no, she thought as she heard young voices. She’d been forced to do boys as young as 16 before and hated it. I’m the fucking president of the board of education! Performing on camera with school age boys was her greatest horror. Those videos of her were terrible. With permission to cum, she’d have a wild time, enjoying the physical debauchery. Then her mistress would make her watch them and she hated herself for the obvious pleasure she had. Today promised to be the worst ever if she knew one or more of the boys. There she stood as her mistress, wearing a boom mike, came down the stairs with three boys on her heels. “Remember,” said her mistress in her ear. “They don’t know who you are and you want to keep it that way… mommy.”
Cindy stared in horror, managing to keep her jaw from dropping, as her 12-year-old son, Kevin, and his two best friends, James and Paul, came into the basement. Mommy! Oh, shit, oh shit, oh shit. She was nearly naked with three horny preteens. Not just the youngest she’d ever been with, but her son and two boys she’d known since the first grade. She nearly fainted as she thought of the things she was expected to do… the things she’d planned to do so she could cum over and over. She looked sickly at her mistress as the woman took her position behind the camcorder with a smile. “Let’s show Kevin a good time, Mommy,” said her mistress. “You do not want to let him know who’s inside the mask.” She laughed cruelly. 
Replacing the sick look with a smile, Cindy thought of various scenarios, but it always came down to the same thing. She had to obey. She was going to… oh shit, suck and fuck my own son.  She’d planned a greeting, but now she had to stay silent. That threat of her own son had been made more than once, but she’d never believed it. She also knew this had to be the boys’ first time and she guessed they knew what she was going to do, at least in principle. She stood like a deer in headlights as the boys approached her. 
“Kevin pulled high card, mommy,” said the voice in her ear. “Of course, it was fixed. I just wanted him to do the honors.” Indeed, Kevin led the way as the boys approached her. 
The 12-year-old boy knew his benefactor well. She was his mom’s best friend, Aunt Theresa. He’d been cautious when she first started talking about girls and sex, but he eventually opened up. After all, his mom wasn’t telling him anything about it. The topic finally got around to introducing him to sex courtesy of a nymphomaniac who would put out for anything with a cock, but especially liked young boys. Aunt Theresa knew she had him hooked from the big smile he gave her. He even agreed to let her be present, for safety’s sake of course. Who knew what the wild woman would do to three boys? 
“Fucking fox,” said James. “Nice tits on her, huh?” He walked around behind her as the two others stared at her. 
“Yeah, nice tits,” said Kevin, oblivious to the fact that he was complimenting his mother’s breasts. 
“Do it,” prompted Paul. “You won. Do it.”
“Oh yeah, mommy,” said her mistress. “Kevin gets to strip you. God, I’m loving this. Look at his fucking crotch, mommy.” Cindy looked down and saw the unmistakable bulge. The boy went behind her and tugged the upper bow knot clear and then just as casually undid the second, pulling the material free of his mommy’s tits. Cindy felt a sick feeling at knowing who was staring at her bare tits, but that was quickly overcome by a rush of desire. 
After unveiling them for his friends, Kevin quickly moved around to see a real woman’s tits in the flesh. “Holy shit, she’s got them pierced.” He had first at everything, so he put both hands on her tits and felt her up. For God’s sake, I’m letting Kevin strip me. Look at his eyes… so big… staring at my tits. He doesn’t know who I am, but I know. He’s staring at mommy’s tits! Mistress Theresa has never sunk this low before. I can’t say no. I can’t hide them. Damn, I have to act like I want him to play with them. She thrust her chest out and was quickly overcome by a rush of desire. God, I’m an incestuous slut about to be my son’s first fuck. I’m hot! Mistress got me hot and I didn’t even know who it was and now I’m fucking hot for my son! 
Behind the mask, Cindy moaned. She was horrified, yet the touch was electric. She was going to get more and she was going to enjoy it. “Yeah, mommy,” cooed her mistress. “He is way too young for this, but do it anyway.” Mistress is enjoying this… so humiliating… makes me even hotter. Doing this for her. She set this up and she knows I can’t refuse. She knows I’m going to enjoy my own son. 
Kevin fondled the C-cup tits for a minute and examined the rings that poked right through her. Then he reached down and pulled on the bows at her hips. “Yeah, strip her,” said Paul. Kevin pulled the last of her clothing away. “Fucking nice. God damn, she’s even pierced down there,” he said, staring at the shaved pussy. Looking in the slave’s eyes, he said, “She said you like boys. Turns you on just to be naked.”
With a moan, Cindy nodded and cast a glance at her mistress. It does turn me on to be naked in front of men, boys, women, or girls, especially if they’re still wearing clothes. It makes me feel so vulnerable. Touch me, Kevin. Play with mommy’s tits.  Like all the slaves, she’d been conditioned to enjoy pain and humiliation. God, I’m so horny. I’ll regret it later, but now it feels so good to be naked in front of my son… and his friends… like he’s sharing me with them. “Yeah, I told them you’re a slut who does anything and everything and loves little boys. Don’t disappoint them, mommy.” Now that Kevin had touched her, she was fair game and three pairs of hands fondled her tits, squeezed her ass, and sought out her pussy. 
“She is a slut,” said Paul. “Can’t wait to fuck her.”
She’d never heard that kind of language from the boy before and it really got her attention when Kevin upped the ante, “Yeah, fuck all three holes.” He started undressing and she just watched. Two pairs of hands played with her body as her son took off everything to show her his hard cock. “Don’t just stand there,” said her mistress. “Down on your knees and suck him off. Don’t forget to swallow, mommy.”
My son’s cock! It’s hard and I know what he wants. I never used to do this, but I know how to suck cock like a slut. Wish I wasn’t so horny, but I am… I have to take his cock in my mouth. Beautiful 12-year-old cock. As she knelt, Paul knelt behind her with his hands still on her tits. Sticking her tongue out, she hesitated one last second. Then, to her mistress’ glee, she licked the small cock, sucked on his balls, and sucked his cock all the way in and down her throat. She’d learned well how to suck cock and there was no question that even Kevin would get the best. At the same time, she started fingering her pussy. “No fucking way,” said James. She looked to the side and could tell he was just a foot away. “I got dibs on next.”
Sucking on her son’s cock, Cindy felt an orgasm build in her. This just could be the worst thing her mistress had ever done and, therefore, the most exciting. “Fucking mommy’s face,” she heard in her ears as Kevin thrust again and again. She didn’t need the reminder as she watched his face, savoring the illicit affair. Her fingers were busy with her clit so when he flooded her mouth with cum, she had an incredible shared orgasm. His face is so excited… lit up with desire… straining to shoot in my mouth. What would he do if he knew it as me? Give it to mommy. That was a great one for both of us. You happy, Mistress? There was nothing like sealing her humiliation with a memorable climax. When he was done, he stepped back and said, “God damn, you are one fucking hot bitch. Next.” She basked in the praise… my son’s fucking hot bitch. 
The woman in heat turned eagerly to James since he’s called seconds. Wrapping her arms around the surprised boy, she kissed his chest and then tugged his pants and underwear down and laid him down on his back. In that position, she sucked his cock into her mouth and raised her ass, pointing at her dripping pussy. Paul was still behind her and got the message.  Stripping, he mounted her from behind and fucked her hard and fast. “Sweet, a mommy sandwich,” teased her mistress. No, I’m a Mrs. Cooper sandwich now. Sucking and fucking two boys who never thought of me like this before… who’ll call me Mrs. Cooper next time they see me… and I’ll look at them and remember their cocks. Fuck, Mrs. Cooper! Paul came quickly, doing nothing for her, but that was just fine. Her fingers took her to another orgasm. 
With all three boys sated, she knew they weren’t done. It was just a break and she sat back and diddled herself off as the boys watched. She was never allowed to forget just who she was fucking today. “Put on a show for Kevin,” came the ever present voice. “Fucking A, show your own son how a girl plays with herself. Can’t control yourself, can you? Look at 12-year-old cocks and cum. Think about them doing you again. That’s my horny slut. Cindy slut, you’ll do it with anybody!” After three more noisy, very public cums, she moved to Kevin and played with his cock the way a mommy shouldn’t. She wanted it again. “Go get him again, mommy,” were unnecessary words. She looked at him as a sexual being… his firm young chest… his jutting cock… the look of desire on his face. I’m making him want me again. Come to mommy. Let’s see if you can make me cum. As he hardened, the ravenous woman straddled him and lowered herself down, taking his cock into her pussy. 
Kevin watched in lust as the wild woman sat down on his cock and bounced up and down while he played with her tits. It was better than any fantasy he’d ever had. She had an incredible body and knew how to use it. His eyes wandered over her body, admiring her curves, soft skin, and athleticism. Then his eyes fell on her knee and lingered as he stared at the little scar on her knee. His mommy had a scar just like that. He looked in her eyes again, but she was so lost in her lust that she didn’t notice. He searched for some sign of recognition in her blue eyes, but she just fucked herself with abandon. Fucking mommy? he thought. No way. But what if? He thrilled at that fantasy, one he’d never had before. My own mommy as a sex slut. With Aunt Theresa setting it up like this. How cool is that? Looking at her in a new light, he grabbed her nipples and pulled on them. She grimaced in pain as they stretched, but she didn’t slow down. “Fuck me, you slut,” he said. “You like little boys. Fucking take my cock. Jeez, you swallowed my cum. Now take it in your hot pussy, bitch. Stop for a second, bitch,” he said and she did with a look of disappointment. He wanted to see how far he could push the slut. If it really was mommy, this was incredible. The slut would do anything he wanted; mommy would do anything he wanted. 
“Hmmm, what’s he up to, mommy?” asked her mistress since he clearly had an idea. 
“Suck my cock again,” he said. “It was in your pussy and I want you to suck it.” As he ordered her to do it, he caught the fire in her eyes. She’d enjoyed the command and she enjoyed cleaning her juices off his cock. “What a fucking slut,” he said. “Now get on your back.” When she did, he got between his legs and took control of the fucking this time. He leaned forward and sucked on her nipples, still imagining them as his mom’s. She rocketed to an orgasm as he pounded in and out of her pussy. Never fucked a boy this young before. Look at him go… such enthusiasm… fuck mommy. Gorgeous chest… hot little cock… those hips and tight buns… little boy lover for me and it’s Kevin!
His first orgasm had been a surprise. Sure he played with himself and knew how good that felt, but the feel of her mouth and the intensity of the orgasm had surprised him. This time he knew what was happening. “I’m gonna cum in your pussy, slut,” he said, trying to get a reaction from her. It only seemed to make her hornier to have him taunt her. “You gonna cum for me again? Show me how much you like young boys.” As he came, she joined in, thrilled to the core to take his cum. Jesus! Mistress must be loving this. So sick… so exciting… getting banged by young boys. His first thrill… his first woman… Christ, I don’t even want him fooling around with girls and here I am being his first fuck. Mistress is so wicked making me show the boys a good time. What would their mothers say?
In the corner manning her camcorder, the mistress noticed the change in Kevin and wondered if he’d somehow figured out who was inside the mask. Uncertain what reaction that would get, she wasn’t going to mention that to her slave. Theresa planned for Kevin to find out soon, but not with his friends present. As the boy relaxed, he looked over at her, an appraising look that made her pretty sure he knew and had the savvy to keep mum. 
Meanwhile, Cindy moved on to James and Paul, fucking James and blowing Paul. Kevin continued to taunt the masked woman, yelling, “Fuck James. Ride him hard, slut. Show us what a slut you are.” With Paul he was more subdued, his face close as he imagined his mom’s face behind the mask. “Right in your mouth, slut. Take all the little boy cum.” When Paul came, Kevin said, “Show us his cum. Fuck, right there in your mouth. Now swallow it.” Yeah, Mrs. Cooper sucking you off and swallowing your cum. You like that, Paul?
“Damn, she’s good.” Paul staggered back from the blowjob. After watching her play with his cum and then swallow, he said, “I think I’m pretty much wasted, guys.”
“Well, I promised her all three holes,” said Kevin, as he pushed his mom forward to her hands and knees. His cock was already hard again and after years of wearing a butt plug, her ass was loose. “Play with yourself while I fuck your ass, slut,” he said as he pushed his cock all the way into her tight pucker. He counted six orgasms between the three of them and he’d lost count of how many his mom had, but it was at least double that. He fucked her ass slow and deliberately, smacking her ass with his right hand and leaving red handprints that gradually all ran together to a bright red ass cheek. If this is mommy, how much can I get away with? She’s taking everything. My mommy… a slut! Could it be true? Wonder if Aunt Theresa will set us up again. Wonder if mom will do it again? How will I know if it’s really her? And holy fuck, I so do not want Paul and James to find out. His cock and his hand pounded her until he finally came deep in her bowels. 
Finished with her ass, Kevin pulled her head back using her hair and bit her neck. There, that’ll mark her. Wait ‘til I check her out at home. Then he, like the other two boys, was done. Without a word to Cindy or Theresa, they dressed and left. 
Standing over her slave, Theresa asked, “So, did you enjoy yourself, slut?”
“Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress,” said Cindy, burning with lust and shame. “I think Kevin was one of the best fucks I’ve ever had.”
“I think I counted thirteen orgasms,” said Theresa. “So how about another one so we don’t end on an unlucky number. Take off your mask, frig yourself silly with your fingers, and tell the camera just how hot it was to fuck three 12-year-old boys. How hot it was to do your own son.”
“Thank you, mistress,” said the slave, happy to be granted another one. Going weeks and sometimes months between them made each one special. She unzipped the back of the hood and pulled it off. 
Facing the camera, the beaten, submissive woman started slowly teasing herself to orgasm. “I am such a slut. Such a bad mommy. I just had the best fucks ever from three 12-year-old boys. Best of all, I sucked my own son, let him fuck me, and then let him fuck my ass. I came and came. Jesus, his cock was so perfect. What a stud! He’s the only one that came three times for his mommy. I’ve done a lot of men, but I never knew little boys could be this much fun. Now I’m gonna play with myself and cum just thinking about cute little cocks with lots of energy. Fuck yeah, little boys are the best. Touching me. Feeding me cock. Fucking me. Performing for my Mistress. Oh yeah, and I let my son strip me for all of them and share me with his friends.” The words fed her humiliated fueled lust as she sought for more things to say, going above and beyond what her mistress wanted to hear. Her mistress had enough dirt on her to make her do anything already, so there was no point in holding back, particularly since her words were obvious pleasing her mistress as well. 
“First thing I did was suck my son’s beautiful cock and swallow his cum. He just stood there and fucked mommy’s face with a big damn smile. When he didn’t come back, I practically raped him. Sliding his cock up his mommy’s pussy myself. Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum again just thinking about it.” Her voice went up in pitch as she neared her climax. “And then he stuck it up mommy’s back door and… and fucked… my… ass!” She came in a huge shuddering climax. 
Turning off the camcorder, Theresa felt like she had a work of art from start to finish. Her slut slave had actually enjoyed the ultimate humiliation. She knew her slave would, but to see it happen was amazing. And arousing. After skinning off her clothes, she started the playback of the video from the beginning and tied her slave’s arms behind her back. Sitting down to watch, she pulled Cindy’s face to her pussy and her slave could only listen to the video. As the slave ate her mistress to several orgasms, she never even realized on the first playback that her mistress voice in her ear was also recorded. 
Theresa envied some of the masters and mistresses in the club for owning 24/7 slaves. She couldn’t own Cindy full time or else the children might find out. Of course she could make her slave do things in the presence of her kids like wearing a butt plug, but by mid-afternoon on Saturday, she had to let her slave go home and begin to act like a mother. When she got home, Cindy discovered Kevin had come home early. 
“Hi, mommy, how was your day?” asked the lad as he stood. 
Cindy warily told him her day had been OK. He never asked about her day. She had a bag of groceries and together they brought the rest in. As she was putting the food away, he came up behind her. “How’d you get this mark, mommy?” he asked, touching the bite mark on her neck. It was his sole reason for biting her. He needed some proof. 
“What mark?” asked Cindy. She hadn’t even noticed him sinking his teeth into her soft skin. It was nothing compared to some of the pain she’d endured and she’d been lost in lust at the time. 
“The bite mark on your neck,” he said. “It’s right where I bit you this morning. I know it was you, mommy.”
Her hand flew up to her neck to cover where he was touching her as if she could make it go away. With a look of horror, Cindy turned to her son. There was no point in denying it. “You knew it was me all along?” she said. “Did she tell you?”
“No, I think it was supposed to be a secret, wasn’t it? While you were… you know, bouncing on my cock, I saw the scar on your knee. Then I bit you when I was… behind you. I can’t believe what you did.”
“It’s not how it seems,” she said. “Aunt Theresa makes me do those things. I didn’t know it was you or Paul or James until I saw you. She’s never set me up with boys before. When I saw you, I couldn’t very well let on, could I? Oh, I wish you hadn’t noticed. You can’t ever tell anyone.”
“I wouldn’t tell anybody,” said Kevin, surprised his mom would even feel the need to say that. “Jeez, like I want everybody to know my mom’s a slut.”
“Don’t say that,” said Cindy sternly. “You can’t ever say that.”
“Of course not, mommy,” said Kevin. He reached out and at first Cindy thought he was straightening the collar of her blouse, but then she realized he’d undone a button. 
“Kevin, stop that,” she insisted. She made no move to stop him. “I said stop it,” she repeated as he undid a second one. “Kevin, I’m your mother.” And I’ve got no leverage right now… no control… I’m a slut with no moral right to stop him. 
“No shit,” said Kevin. “And I’ll keep your secret.” He undid the last three buttons. 
“What are you going to do, Kevin?” asked the cowed woman. She knew the stakes even if he hadn’t laid it out. This was the price of his silence. She couldn’t afford another master, but she couldn’t afford to have him talk. She looked at the clock. It was an hour before the girls would be home. 
Pleasantly surprised that he’d gotten this far, Kevin said, “You gotta put the groceries away, mommy. I want you to do that in your underwear.” He pulled her blouse open and then helped her take it off. “Take off your skirt,” he told her. Her mistress allowed her underwear in her motherly role, but not modest underwear. Holy shit! Her bra is so tight and I can see right through it… her nipples and her rings… and her panties are a see through thong… fucking jackpot! Once she was in just her bra and panties, he said, “Shit, that is so hot, mommy. You’re a fucking fox. I can practically see everything.”
Cindy blushed, but said nothing as she put away the groceries. It was embarrassing to feel his eyes on her, but she was happy this was all he wanted. She thought about the things she’d done with him already and now he knew it was her that had been inside the mask. He’d fucked her pussy and ass knowing it was her. He’d taken advantage of her. It was a little complimentary to know that he’d enjoyed doing her even when he’d figured it out. She shuddered and shook her head at that thought. She’d enjoyed it and so had he. Now he’s checking me… his mommy… out in the kitchen nearly naked for him. He knew it was me… he bit me… he marked me… I couldn’t deny it. Yes, it was mommy who fucked and sucked you. Now it’s mommy putting away the groceries nearly naked. That felt almost as bad as fucking him anonymously. This time there was no question that a 12-year-old boy was checking out his mommy. 
When the groceries were put away, she gathered her clothes, but he stopped her before she could leave. Turning her around, he undid her bra and then turned her back. “I can’t believe you just let me and James and Paul just fuck you. You were so wild. Don’t tell me Aunt Theresa made you do it. Take off your panties, too.”
“Kevin, please,” she begged even as she took off the last of her clothing. She wanted to stop him, but she did nothing as he put his hands on her bare tits.
“It really was you,” he said, admiring her body. “Pierced and all. So slutty looking.” She had done everything he wanted and he felt the power of ownership. “You are so hot. Letting me cop a feel.” He just looked for several seconds and then said, “I want another blowjob.”
“You could get me in trouble,” said his mom. “I have to call Aunt Theresa and ask if it’s OK.”
Kevin shrugged. “OK, but she better say yes.” He could threaten to tell on her, too. Maybe he could even get to fuck Aunt Theresa. 
When her phone rang and caller id said it was her slave, Theresa had an idea what the call was about. Normally she would snap at her slave since Cindy had no good reason to call. “Hello, Cindy poo,” she said. “Why would you call me right now?”
“Mistress, I’m so sorry to bother you,” said Cindy, nervously looking at Kevin. She was naked and groveling on the phone to her mistress in front of her son. “It’s… uh… Kevin knows it was me this morning,” she admitted. 
Theresa laughed. “I thought he might have figured that out. Was it right about the time he was fucking you? What gave you away?”
“The scar on my knee,” said Cindy, blushing at the knowledge that her mistress knew her son knew. She hoped Paul and James hadn’t figured it out, too. “Yes, when he was… he had his… he was fucking me,” she managed to say finally. 
“You’re calling me why?” asked the mistress. “Is there a problem? I figured if he was going to make a stink he’d have done it at the party.”
“Mistress, he wants something,” she lowered her voice. “He’s blackmailing me.”
“Does the dear boy want to fuck his mother again?” laughed Theresa again. 
“He wants a blowjob,” said Cindy. 
“Isn’t that precious,” said Theresa. “You may indulge him, slut. Suck his cock good. In fact, do it in your bedroom with the camera on. Get him out of his clothes so I can get a good video of mommy making him a happy boy.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy, her blood running cold. Her mistress wanted it on camera. She wanted more ammunition to bury her with. Now she wished she hadn’t called, except there would be hell to pay if her mistress caught her. 
“Oh, and two more things, Cindy poo,” said Theresa. “You may cum. I insist. Show him how much you enjoy it. Second, invite him to your room at 9:00 tonight and let him fuck you on camera. Oh, and talk dirty to him. Have fun. Make me feel your perverted lust.” She hung up and went to her computer to watch. 
Cindy smiled at her son. “She approves. Let’s go do it in my bedroom just in case one of the girls comes home early. Don’t want to get caught,” she winked.  Gathering her clothes, she led Kevin up to her bedroom. She flipped the switch for the camera. Though her mistress hadn’t said so, she took her time so Theresa would have time to get to her computer and not miss anything. Hanging up her clothes gave her the time and then she turned to her son. 
“So, you like how mommy looks naked?” she asked him. 
“Yeah, you got a nice body, mommy. Nice tits and all,” he agreed. 
“And I like being naked for you, Kevin. Makes me pretty hot to play with you.” She massaged her clit as she spoke. “Know what I want? I want you naked, too. Just like me.” Pulling his T-shirt off over his head, she bared his young chest and ran her hands over it while he fondled her tits. “Yeah, mommy likes it when you touch her. Squeeze my tits.” 
Why did I have to call her? I could have just given him a quick blowjob and gotten it over with. Now I have to put on a show. Talk dirty. Show my perverted lust. She was being forced to do this by her son and her mistress, but she knew she wanted it. She knelt in front of Kevin and took his shoes and socks off. “Let mommy see your cock,” she said as she unzipped his shorts and pulled them down. “Mmmm, nice bulge,” she toyed with his cock through his briefs before pulling them down. “Your cock is so fucking beautiful, Kevin. Mommy wants to taste it and suck it. I want you to fucking cum in my slutty mouth. You like that? You like having a slutty mommy?”
“Fuck, yeah, mommy,” he said. “Slutty. You’re a slut. Put it in your slutty mouth and suck me.”
“Yeah, baby,” she purred. “Makes me so hot. I’m gonna cum, too.” She rubbed her pussy as she leaned forward. “Nothing like sucking your cock to make mommy cum.” Taking his cock in her mouth, she sucked him in and started bobbing up and down, one hand on his cute little ass to steady him and the other busy in her wet pussy. “Mmmm, you taste so good, baby. So sweet to be naked with you. I’m gonna lick your balls and your cock.” Her tongue came out and she slowly laved his hairless balls and his cock before taking him in her mouth again. 
“God damn, mommy, that feels good,” said Kevin as she slid her mouth up and down the length of his shaft. “Fucking suck me with your slutty mouth. Oh, God, yeah mommy. I can’t believe it. You like it right in your mouth.” He started to thrust his hips forward and back. 
Cindy burned inside at what she was doing. Yeah, your slutty mommy. Right in her mouth. It was so wrong, but that just made it thrilling for her. Blowing her son on camera, no mask this time. Her mistress watching her debased herself. Her pussy tingled wildly as she played with herself and sucked 12-year-old cock. She’d be doing this every day for the horny boy. He looked so sexy. His ass felt nice and smooth and his chest was firm. What am I thinking? Damn it, he is sexy and he thinks I am. 
With her mouth full, dirty talk was over, but she still had dirty thoughts. Cum for me, Kevin. Shoot it in mommy’s mouth. Fucking make mommy do it. She started to whine in desperation as her head bobbed faster. Cum in mommy’s mouth. Her hand was a blur in her pussy. Then he filled her mouth with delicious boy cum. Sucking it out of his cock, she showed it to him and then swallowed and showed him her empty mouth. “Now, watch mommy,” she said. “I love your cock. I love your cum. Watch me fucking cum just for you. Just you, not your friends this time.” Her body jerked and tensed in a wonderful orgasm. 
As it passed, she held her fingers out to him. “Wanna taste mommy? I tasted you.” When he shook his head, she sucked her middle finger clean slowly and suggestively. “You sure, baby? Mommy tastes good. Here, just smell it.” She extended her wet index finger. 
Kevin leaned close and sniffed at her finger. “Kinda funky, mommy,” he said. 
“Taste,” she urged him. He opened his mouth and she poked her finger in. “Like it?”
“It’s OK,” he said, taking her thumb when she pushed that to him. 
“Wanna get a real taste?” she lay back with her legs spread. “Come on, lick my fucking pussy. You wanna make me squeal?”
“Really?” he asked. “Right now?”
Her cell phone rang. Uh oh, she thought. “I guess not right now,” she said as she answered it. 
“Earth to Cindy,” said Theresa. “What the fuck is that, bitch? Did you have permission to get your pussy licked?”
“No, mistress,” said Cindy, shaking her head clear. “It was just…” 
“Just shut up, bitch,” said the mistress. “Maybe I’ll let him do that another day. If you’re really, really good. And, Cindy poo, that was pretty damn good. Keep that up and he’ll be lapping at mommy’s pussy soon.” 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy, but the phone was already dead. “Kevin, baby, that was great. Would you like to stay up late tonight? Come to mommy’s room at 9:00 after the girls are in bed, OK? Mommy wants you to fuck her again.”
“Fuck, yeah,” said Kevin. “Are we done now?”
“Yeah, the girls will be home soon. Get dressed,” said Cindy. She tried to get back into the mommy mode now that the fun was over. To her amusement, he took his clothes to his room to dress there. She got her clothes back on and started to make dinner. Thinking about her “date” later on, she hummed happily. Mistress had said to have fun and that meant she could cum again tonight. 
During and after dinner, Cindy tried to act normal, but it was hard to keep her eyes off Kevin. Now that she’d had sex with him, she kept mentally undressing him. So wrong. So wrong. So wrong, she kept telling herself, but the image kept returning. To get her mind off him, she spent some time with Lori, but then she just thought of Amy and how the little slave had teased her about Lori. Would Lori end up like Amy? Would she eventually have sex with Lori?  
Moving on to spend some time with Joanie kept her mind off her two older kids. Joanie was still a little girl with no figure and no sexuality. Cindy found it easier to stay focused, but just thinking about Joanie’s lack of sexual awareness only brought up questions of her 10-year-old daughter growing up and then being like Amy. She’d heard about Wendy and Patti, turned into slaves for Patti’s sons/Wendy’s brothers. Would Kevin be so lucky to own all three of them? It felt exciting to think of having a 12-year-old as a master. It might even be fun to let him have his two sisters. Of course she knew Barb Evans didn’t think belonging to her son was much fun. 
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Before leaving her two slaves, Joanie washed her hands and face. They smelled of sex and sweat. She even imagined they smelled of pain. Her palms were certainly sore and red enough for all the bare handed spanking she’d done. When she got home, mommy was none the wiser, and she, of course, had no idea she wasn’t the only one having sex this Saturday. 
Lori returned home not long after Joanie. Her afternoon had only gotten worse and she ended up professing her undying loyalty to Lisa in exchange for her secrets. She wondered just how many secrets she had now? It was a blur of stripping, sucking, and licking. Why did I do that?  How can I ever get out of it? What was clear was that she was going back to Lisa’s house Sunday morning. She just hoped her mom didn’t find out. 
Cindy made sure her kids were ready for bed on time. She was surprised there was no argument from Lori about it not being a school night. Joanie just looked exhausted from her play date. “You, too,” she said to her eager son. “Get ready for bed so the girls don’t know something’s up.” The girls were in bed a few minutes early when the phone rang. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy as she answered the phone. 
“Don’t do anything stupid tonight,” said her mistress. “Get the camera on early. Don’t acknowledge it. I don’t want you standing at attention before the main event. You get naked, you fuck, and you put him in bed. Be a good mommy and cum for him.” She chuckled. “Be a good slut and cum as many times as you can from the time he sticks it in until the time he pulls it out.”
“Yes, mistress.” With that invitation, all thought of restraint slipped from her slutty mind. Allowed to cum as much as she could, she would definitely take advantage of that. 
“Do I need to tell you to keep the light on? Hope not. When you’re done, put him in bed and then come back and stand at attention. Talk dirty for me. You want his tongue in your pussy, you’ll talk dirty. Is anything not clear, Cindy poo?”
“Should I be in a hurry to get him to bed afterwards, mistress?” asked Cindy. It sounded like wham bam, going to bed, ma’am. 
“Of course not, Cindy poo,” said Theresa. “If he falls asleep in your bed, that’s fine. Snuggle with him. Give him a few minutes and then carry him to bed. If he stays awake after the deed, entertain him for a few minutes. Don’t rush him, but don’t dilly dally. Got it?”
“Yes, mistress.” She hoped her son didn’t need to be “entertained” afterwards. 
At 9:00, Cindy turned on the camera and brought her son into her bedroom. Dropping her robe off camera, she let him see the flimsy nightgown she was wearing. She had modest motherly nightgowns and quite a collection of sexy lingerie she wore for her mistress. The white, see through nightgown she wore tonight was the least naughty of the sexy ones. He wore a pair of blue pajamas and an eager expression. They sat on the edge of the bed half facing each other and half facing the camera. 
“Mommy is so excited about fucking her son,” said Cindy. “My pussy is already wet. Do you have a hard on for mommy?”
“Sorta,” said Kevin. “You gonna strip?”
“Want me to? Of course,” she said. She stood in profile to the camera and pulled off the baby doll top. “Check out my tits.” She bounced them for him. “Here goes nothing,” she said as she pulled down her panties and posed for him. 
“Damn, mommy, you love doing that, don’t you?” observed Kevin. “Bounce ‘em again.”
“What can I say? Mommy’s a slut,” she replied as she shook her body to bounce her tits. “How about you come bounce them with your hands? I want your hands all over me.” She shook them again. My God, the things I do to please Mistress just so I can cum. Offering him my tits. Come bounce mommy’s tits. 
“Cool.” Kevin stood and grabbed her tits with both hands, thumbing her nipples. Then he stepped forward and popped a nipple in his mouth. 
“Oh, Jesus, yeah, baby, suck mommy’s tits,” she moaned. “You’re gonna drive me crazy.” She really was getting excited at his innocent wonder. On the other end of the camera, her mistress was watching, making her do this. She figured her mistress would make her watch the film, rubbing in just how damning it was and how much it looked like she was enjoying herself. 
“I want to see you naked, baby,” she said after he’d sampled her tits for a couple of minutes. When he started to take off his pajamas, she said, “No, let me do it. Mommy wants to…” She couldn’t quite say that she wanted to eat him alive. Instead, she showed him. Pulling his shirt off, she tossed it to the side and knelt in front of him. She ran her tongue up his stomach to his chest, licking one of his nipples. 
“Hey,” he said, blushing. 
“It’s OK, baby,” she soothed him. “If it feels good, it’s OK. Did it?” She ran her tongue up his stomach and swirled it around a nipple and this time he didn’t complain. “See? Guys like it, too. Our secret.” She turned him so his back was to the camera as she did it a few more times. The view she gave her mistress was of her hands in his pants, lowering them so Theresa could see his cute ass and her hands squeezing his cheeks. 
“Oh, baby, mommy wants you so bad,” she said. Picking him up, she set him on the bed and then pulled his pajama pants the rest of the way off. “You are such a handsome stud. I want to fuck you, but first… just a little.” She bent down and sucked his cock for a few seconds. 
“You want to be on top?” she offered and lay down next to him. “I’d like that. Get between my legs and fuck my hot pussy.” She rubbed her clit as she invited him to mount her. If she was allowed to cum as soon as he poked her, she was gonna be ready.
As he had early in the day, he crawled between her legs and pushed his cock into her shaved pussy. “Fuck that feels good, mommy,” he said as he started to fuck her. 
“Oh, you aren’t kidding, stud,” she said. “It feels fucking good to have you fuck me. Mommy’s cumming already.” Since she was rushing it, she just had a little orgasm. 
“Holy fuck, already?” he said, proud that he made her cum that quick. 
“Yeah, already,” she cooed. “Kevin, you could play with my tits, maybe suck them if you want. Would you like to… umm… kiss mommy?”
“What for?” he asked as he put a hand on her tits. 
“Because,” she said, putting a hand on the back of his head and pulling him slowly to her. She stretched up and he leaned forward with his lips puckered innocently. “Like this,” she breathed softly and put her lips to his, prying his pucker apart and shoving her tongue in his mouth. To her surprise, he didn’t try to pull away. 
When she did stop, he looked a little dazed. “Fuck me,” he said. “That’s… that’s… fuck, mommy, I think my cock is even bigger now.” He stroked his cock in and out slowly and copped a feel and put his lips to hers again. After several seconds he broke this kiss. “I thought it… I thought kissing my mommy… kissing you would be like gross or something.” He kissed her deeply again.
“Yeah, that’s nice, huh, baby? Just keep fucking me, too.” He took her mouth again, hooked on the pleasure of kissing, but he also picked up the pace after several cock hardening kisses. As he kissed her, he felt her tense under him. “Yeah, cum for me, slut,” he said. “I like that. I’m gonna want this every night, slutty mommy.” His hips thrust hard and fast as he worked himself toward an orgasm. 
“You cum for mommy, stud,” she said. “Fuck me hard and cum inside me. Squirt your cum inside mommy. Give it to me. Oh yeah, you’re such a good fuck, baby.” She felt another orgasm approaching, fueled by the taboo of incest and the humiliation of being owned by her son. If mistress wanted, she’d fuck him every night now that Kevin had put that idea in Theresa’s head. Performing on camera for her mistress. Tonight her mistress was undoubtedly alone, but there would be nights when she had an unknown audience. “Yeah, baby, your cock feels so good inside me. Now do it. Shoot your cum in my belly. Take your slut hard and fast.”
As his cock throbbed and spasmed inside her, shooting a load of cum into her belly, she had the best orgasm of the night. “Fuck mommy,” she said. He spasmed again. “Fuck mommy, fuck mommy, fuck mommy,” she said, one for each time his cock stopped to reload and fired again. Oh, God Almighty, fuck mommy,” she gasped at his stamina. 
“Wow, that was fantastic,” said Kevin as he rolled off her. His cock was limp, glistening with his and hers juices. 
“Don’t want to send you to bed like that,” said Cindy. She sucked his cock clean. He had the biggest smile on his face she’d ever seen. Stroking his chest, she watched him fall asleep. After a few minutes, she managed to get his pajama pants on and carried him to his bed. 
Returning to her room, Cindy stood at attention in front of the camera. It was quite the reward when her mistress immediately addressed her instead of making her wait for several minutes. 
“My, my,” said Theresa. “Somebody really wants her pussy licked. That was awesome.” She wondered what Cindy would think when she saw the recording. Did the slut have any idea what she looked like as she didn’t just give her son free rein of her body, but encouraged him? She had seen her slave sink into the debauchery to this level on more than one occasion. The mistress much preferred her slave to be reluctant and show some backbone, but what could she expect after three years?
“Thank you, mistress, for letting me cum. It made it special for him.”
“And you,” said Theresa. “Special for you, mommy, but I agree. It was important for it to be special for him. Now he’ll want it every night. In case I forget to mention it, you may not cum for him again until I give permission. You’ve had quite an orgasmic day. Now we’ll go back to nothing for a few months.” She laughed. “I’m so going to enjoy that. Horny boy, frustrated mommy.” She laughed again just thinking about her slave getting her wish of Kevin’s tongue in her pussy and then not having permission to cum. 
“Now, I do need to talk to you and Kevin about rules. He needs to understand about our relationship and what you can and cannot do. I’ve arranged for Lisa to take care of your lovely daughters tomorrow afternoon.” Her slave couldn’t see the grin on her face, but she could see the look of horror on her slave. “Yes, Mistress Lisa,” she said just to be clear. “Relax. She’ll have to entertain a 10-year-old. How bad could it be?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy, not feeling reassured. 
“The little guy was pretty fast,” said Theresa. “Twenty-seven minutes before your bedtime. Be back in front of the camera at a quarter ‘til. Bring a bucket of ice water. Now shoo.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy as she dashed off to brush her teeth, use the toilet, lock the doors, turn out the lights, and get a big bucket of ice.  Adding water in the bathroom, she got back with a minute to spare and set the bucket down on the floor where her feet belonged. This time she stood at attention with her feet straddling the bucket. It wasn’t the first time she’d been told to bring a bucket of ice water. 
“Step into the bucket,” said Theresa. 
Cindy stepped in as instructed and stood at attention. “One ice cube,” her mistress said. The slave fished out an ice cube and held it up so her mistress could see the size. “Up your ass.” Cindy turned her back and made the ice cube disappear through her tight sphincter. She instantly felt the cold hugged in the warmth of her butt. With no way to move it around, it quickly started to hurt. “One ice cube,” said her mistress again. This one was inserted in her pussy. Another one went up her ass. 
“Dammit, did I say ass?” said Theresa. “I meant mouth. Get it back and put it in your mouth.” 
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. She half squatted and squeezed out a cube like a little frozen turd. As she popped the cube in her mouth, she started to squirm in pain. She could move the one in her mouth from side to side, but the other two were wedged in place, practically giving her frostbite.
“Two ice cubes,” said her mistress and then, “Tits.”
Dutifully, Cindy hardened her nipples with her frozen friends. Her feet were numb by now and she burned front and rear as surely as if it was fire instead of ice. She’d done this for hours sometimes, one cube at a time, and the bucket held a lot of ice. Tonight was just a few minutes. “One more in your ass and pussy, Cindy,” said her mistress. When those were inserted, Theresa said, “Now go to bed.”
The cold woman couldn’t get to sleep until the ice cubes melted. She was nice and cozy when her cell rang at 11:00. “Yes, mistress?” she asked as she answered it. 
“Stand in the bucket. Put a cube in your ass and one in your pussy.” The line went dead. 
Cindy stood in the ice water, feeling the burning cold of the two cubes and wondering when she was going to get back to bed. At 11:05, her cell rang again. “Yes, mistress?” 
“Night, night,” said her mistress. 
Theresa got a good night’s sleep while her automated calling software woke her slave up every hour on the hour, stood her in ice water with two ice cubes inside her for five minutes, and then told her to go back to bed. 
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The exhausted mother of three woke at 6:00 without ever knowing her tormentor for the night was a computer. This time it was her mistress’ live voice. “Good morning, Cindy poo. Go dump the bucket of water. Too bad the ice cubes got smaller and smaller during the night. Get dressed. I have a job for you before your children wake up.”
Cindy hurried through the two tasks and came back for more instructions. “Go to the hall bath and remove the shower head,” said Theresa. “Tell the kids the shower head came off and they are to use the shower in the master bathroom.”
The slave’s brow crinkled in thought as she went on the odd task. Using a crescent wrench, she removed the shower head and hid it. Why not let them use their normal shower? Then the light came on in her head. Rushing back to the camera, she stood and waited, shifting nervously. 
Theresa could tell her slave was agitated and for good reason. “Is it done?” she asked. 
“Yes, mistress, ummm…” Cindy stopped herself from questioning her mistress. 
“Um, what, Cindy?” prodded Theresa. 
“Mistress, may I cover the camera in my shower?”
“Now then, how would I make sure the little dears take their showers?” said Theresa smugly. “No, you may not. That’s the point.”
“Mistress, you can’t involve them,” said Cindy. “It’s part of the deal.” The deal as she understood it was nobody would ever find out she was a sex slave. 
“Part of the deal? Part of the deal?” taunted her mistress. “We don’t have a deal anymore. Was banging Kevin and having three rousing orgasms part of the deal? Hell, I don’t even want to talk deal with a slave. You do what you’re told because you’re a slave. You want a threat? How about that wonderful mother-son moment from last night on the Internet? How about you in jail and your kids in foster care? How about Kevin in counseling and learning that his mother isn’t a fucking fox… she’s a perverted child molester?”
“Yes, mistress. No, mistress. I mean, no, mistress I don’t want that.” The slave cowered as she saw the “deal” disintegrate. There had never been a deal. There was just what her mistress wanted. There had been a deal that she’d be Theresa’s personal slave and then when her mistress wanted, she serviced her mistress friends. There had been a deal that she had one mistress and then when her mistress wanted to show her to the club, she had many masters and mistresses. There had been a deal that her family was never to find out and now that her mistress wanted her children, she’d sucked and fucked Kevin and would let them shower on camera. 
“Good girl,” said Theresa. “For arguing with me, I want to hear from you … use your imagination Cindy poo… tell me something… ask me something obscene about you and Lori, you and Kevin, and you and Joanie. What would you like to do to each of them?”
The beaten woman stared at the camera lens for a few seconds. She hadn’t heard those kinds of threats in a long time. Pictures and videos on the Internet? Jail? Foster care? It wasn’t fair. She’d been so good lately. “Mistress, I’d like to…” she paused and thought. The first thing that came to mind was how she wanted Kevin to lick her. “Mistress, may I lick Lori’s pussy?” She stopped, wondering if that was what her mistress wanted to hear.
“You have two more children,” said her mistress evenly. 
She’d just offered up her oldest daughter, yet she was happy that she’d passed the test for Lori. That short sentence, recorded forever, made Lori fair game. Moving on, she said, “Mistress, may I suck Kevin’s cock?”
“Haven’t you done that already, bitch?” said her mistress. “But, OK. That’s good. Shit Cindy poo, there’s not much left to do to him that you haven’t done already, is there?”
The mother felt her face redden at those words. Yes, she’d practically submitted to her son as a slave to a master. What about Joanie? Her precious little angel. She couldn’t say anything bad about her. “Mistress, may I let Joanie shower in my shower”?
“Ehhhh,” said Theresa, sounding like a buzzer to indicate her displeasure. “Try again.”
“Mistress, may I… touch Joanie’s… vagina?”
Theresa broke out laughing at her slave’s choice of words. When she managed to stop laughing, she asked, “Was that obscene?”
“Mistress, may I finger Joanie’s pussy?”
“God, you are such high maintenance these days,” said Theresa in exasperation. “Yes, you may do all those things if the opportunity arises. I’ve spent more time with you than I intended. Get going, mommy. Breakfast, showers, nice clothes, church. You know the routine. Lisa picks up the girls at 1:00. Play clothes for them. I should be there a little before that. If you and Kevin aren’t both there, you’ll be sorry. And Cindy poo, for your punishment... no bra or panties at church.”
“Yes, mistress,” said the contrite slave. After three years of serving her best friend, she should have known better than to argue even on behalf of her children. She understood she couldn’t protect them if Theresa wanted them. Mary Clark, new to the world of slavery, hadn’t been able to protect her daughter. She remembered licking that forbidden pussy and how Theresa and Amy had teased her about Lori. She just couldn’t bring herself to believe her mistress would go that far until now. It felt indecently good to think about Lori and Joanie. 
As her kids got ready for the morning, the idea of them showering in her shower seemed trivial. When they were in a rush, Lori had used the master bathroom shower before. Maybe they all had at one time or another over the past three years. Theresa just wanted to rattle her, test her. Still, it was the first time she thought of them naked in the shower with her mistress watching and recording on the low resolution camera. Her mistress had started to involve her children and she couldn’t object. 
Theresa stopped by the house while Cindy had her kids at church. Going into the basement, she unlocked the private room and set up two more sets of equipment like the one she used on Cindy on occasion. Locking the door on her way out, she was gone before the family got home. With the only key to the door in her possession, there was no chance Cindy would see the new arrangement of two smaller shock platforms. 
When Lisa came to get the girls a little before 1:00, they each had a different expectation. Lori knew she was supposed to go to Lisa’s house after lunch and be a slave again. She didn’t know what had changed, but that wasn’t going to happen with Joanie there. On the other hand, Joanie had no plans with Lisa, but still she wondered if they would get a chance to talk about what she was learning and what had happened after Lisa left yesterday. 
When Aunt Theresa arrived, Kevin suddenly felt nervous. Mommy answered to Aunt Theresa practically like a dog. She’d fucked and sucked him and his friends for Aunt Theresa. She’d asked permission to blow him later. Neither of them seemed like the person he’d grown to know. Yet, he expected them to act normal and at the same time, he was afraid they wouldn’t. 
“Let’s start with this,” said Aunt Theresa. Now that they were alone, she slipped a DVD into their Blue-Ray. “I love this part.” 
As the video of her fucking her son last night started, Cindy looked at her mistress, imploring her to stop it. In just seconds, she felt herself get excited. It was no surprise that she looked like a hot, horny seductress. It was one of the few videos she watched and wasn’t surprised at what she said or did. “Watch the video, my kiddy porn star,” said her mistress unnecessarily. She glanced at Kevin who was watching with wide eyes. He seemed to not even wonder where the camera was hidden. 
The boy watched for several seconds and then looked at his mommy and then back to the video. He kept glancing at her in disbelief as the video played. When the fucking started, his eyes were glued to the screen. Shifting, he moved his cock so it could expand in his pants. 
It was a nightmare for Cindy who was ashamed at the language she’d used and how she’d encouraged him. Seeing Kevin with a hard on from watching only made it worse. What was even worse than that was the tingle and wetness she knew was growing in her pussy. It was incredibly humiliating and exciting at the same time. She figured that when the movie ended she’d be naked and getting fucked again. She actually wanted Kevin again. When he asked, would it be an order this time? 
Theresa stopped the video right after Kevin said, I thought it… I thought kissing my mommy… kissing you would be like gross or something, and then planted another one on mommy’s eager lips. “You’re a motherfucker,” she said to Kevin. 
Kevin’s eyes opened wide as Aunt Theresa insulted him. You didn’t just call somebody a motherfucker for no reason. Those were fighting words and they were shocking coming from her. “What?”
“Motherfucker,” said Theresa. “You fucked your mother. Isn’t that what a motherfucker is?”
The question surprised the 12-year-old. Motherfucker was just something you called somebody you were seriously pissed at, but now that she mentioned it, that’s what it meant. “Yeah, but don’t call me that. It’s rude. It’s not a nice word.”
“What? You are a motherfucker and now you don’t like it?” She looked at Cindy. “He’s a motherfucker, right?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cindy. She wanted to argue the same point as her son. The word had lost its meaning. It was a curse word. Of course she didn’t dare argue though. 
Theresa held up another copy of the same video. “I’m thinking about accidently losing a copy of this DVD. Imagine how quick that would get around. Kevin the motherfucker. You’d be the talk of the school, Kevin. Nailed your own mother. Bet nobody else has done that. You could brag about that. Yep, I’m the guy who fucked his mother, the president of the board of education. Oh yeah, and shared her with my friends, too,” she added. 
“Aunt Theresa! You’re kidding,” said Kevin. 
“No, my little boy toy, I am not kidding,” she said. “I could be persuaded however, to keep a close eye on all the copies and never lose one.”
Cindy gaped at her mistress. This sure didn’t sound like her mistress was about to make Kevin her new master. It sounded more like the blackmail that had been used to get her started down the road of slavery. She looked at her son. Mistress wants him? Boy toy?
“Well, you can’t,” said Kevin, exercising 12-year-old logic. “You just can’t. It would be… like bad… sucking bad.”
“So, let’s get this straight, Kevin,” said Theresa. “I can. It would be sucking bad, but I still can. You don’t want me to, but I still can. Kevin the Motherfucker,” she waved her hand as if it was the name of a movie on a marquee. “What you need to ask is what’s it gonna take to keep it from getting into the wrong hands.”
“Why? What’s it gonna take?” asked Kevin, still missing the whole point. 
“Glad you asked,” said Theresa. “What I want for starters is all your clothes off and in this bag,” she tossed him an empty plastic bag. 
“Huh?” said Kevin. He looked at his mommy and got nothing but a blank stare. “My clothes? Right now?”
“Your clothes. Right now. Two minutes,” said Theresa. “What’s the big deal? You stripped yesterday when I was right there watching you fuck some strange woman. I’ve watched the video of you naked and fucking mommy. Clothes off now,” she said sternly. 
“I… uh… why? What are you gonna do?”
“One minute, forty five seconds,” she said, glancing at her watch. 
“Mommy? What’s going on?” asked Kevin. 
“You’re supposed to be stripping for Aunt Theresa,” said Cindy. “You’re gonna get us both in big trouble. So people laugh at you about being a motherfucker, but I’ll go to jail for that. You’ll be a motherfucker and in foster care. Put your clothes in the bag or we’re both in trouble.”
Kevin vacillated between obeying and disobeying long enough that Theresa said, “One minute, thirty seconds.”
“Oh, shit,” he muttered and knelt down to untie his shoe. He took a shoe and sock off and then bared the other foot. He knew this was way different than yesterday. They were still dressed. She just wanted him naked. With a nervous glance at Aunt Theresa, he took his shirt off. Then he pulled down his pants and stopped. 
“Those, too, boy toy,” said Theresa. “Everything. Show me your cock. Hell, I can see it practically. You got a hard on.”
Glancing down, he saw his briefs were tented in front and shifted his cock to the side. Then he pulled them down. It was embarrassing that his cock pointed straight out and he couldn’t understand it since there wasn’t even anything to be excited about. He stuffed everything in the bag and handed it back to Aunt Theresa. Standing with his hands at his side, he asked, “What now?” 
“Do you play with yourself? Jack off? Don’t say no. Show me how you do it.”
“Right here?” he looked at both women. 
“Need a little motivation?” asked Theresa. She tossed an empty bag to Cindy. “Put your clothes in the bag. Thirty seconds.” As Cindy raced to get her clothes off, the mistress said, “Jack off as you look at your mommy naked. Fucking fox, isn’t she?”
“Y-yeah,” said Kevin as he started stroking his young cock. His eyes were locked on mommy as she took off her blouse and slid down her skirt. Hell, she hadn’t even been wearing underwear. No wonder she only got thirty seconds. He was certain this was the most humiliating thing he’d ever done. You just didn’t jerk off in front of your mommy or your aunt (not by blood, but by friendship) even if mommy had nice tits and a pussy he could still imagine around his cock. However, it did feel good. 
Cindy didn’t think she’d ever been so humiliated in all her life. There had been plenty of that as a slave. Times of humiliation and frustration so intense that she could practically taste them. This was different… so very personal as her son jerked off to her naked body. So very wrong as she colluded in his descent into slavery. He didn’t even see it coming. So very surprising that Theresa was doing this to him. She could see her entire family going down this road eventually. If Kevin, then Lori and Joanie would follow. 
“That’s enough,” said Theresa. “I have some clothes for you. Do you want them?” She held up her hand. “Before you answer, there’s two conditions. You have to wear them all and I get to put them on you. Do you want your new clothes?”
“Yeah, OK,” said Kevin, relieved that he was allowed to stop jerking off. It felt good, but he had other ways to cum now that he had a slutty mommy. Momentarily relieved, his innocent mind had no idea that his mistress would make sure he didn’t like the clothes. 
“Come over here,” she waved him closer. When he stepped in front of her, close enough to touch his cute little cock, she pulled out the first garment and had him step into the underwear. She pulled them up and when they reached his knees, he said, “They’re girls’ underwear.”
“No, they’re your panties,” said Theresa as she snugged them up around his hips. They were tight so the outline of his cock was clear. The white bikini panties had cute little kitties of various colors on them. Next she pulled out a training bra with kitties on it.
“Aunt Theresa,” said Kevin. “That’s… I don’t need that.”
“I know,” she shrugged. “You don’t have tits. You don’t need it. So what? You agreed to wear everything. Hold out your arms.” When he relented, she slid the bra up his arms and turned him around to hook it behind his back. “Scrumptious,” she said as she turned him forward again and savored his bright blush. Rummaging in her back, she said, “Now, this.” It took a couple more seconds for her to pull out his dress. 
“You didn’t say it was girls’ clothes,” he protested. He couldn’t decide if naked was better than girls’ clothes or what. 
“They’re not and stop saying they are. They’re your clothes. You’re a boy. Therefore, they’re boys’ clothes. Now raise your arms and stop arguing.” She put the dress over his arms and pulled it down over his body. When his face was covered, she winked at Cindy. Then she pulled it down and zipped it up in back. She fluffed out the skirt. 
Kevin grimaced as he looked at the puffy short sleeves, the low scoop neckline, and the fancy bodice. They were girls’ clothes. He wasn’t going to argue, but she wasn’t going to convince him otherwise. Then he looked lower. “Holy cow! It’s too short. You got the wrong size.” The stiff skirt flared out so while it looked long before she put in on him, it really only covered his panties. It wouldn’t take any effort at all to peek under the skirt at his panties. 
“Nonsense, it’s perfect and what did I say about arguing. One more time and I’m spanking you.” She was having fun, but she realized her amusement was sending the wrong message. More sternly she said, “I’m not kidding about the spanking. I’m tired of your backtalk.” She pulled a pair of knee length socks from her bag and put them on his long, slender legs. 
Kevin steamed at the socks. The skirt had a diameter of about three feet, so from his vantage point he couldn’t see how the socks accentuated his bare thighs leading right up to his almost visible panties. He just knew they looked stupid on him. After that, he wasn’t surprised at the sight of black patent leather shoes with 1 inch heels. He thought it couldn’t get any worse until Aunt Theresa pulled a white choker from the bag and put it on his neck and then a little frilly cap on his head. 
“Aren’t you darling,” said Theresa. Looking at Cindy, she said, “Isn’t he darling?”
“Yes, mistress, he’s darling,” agreed mommy. 
“Should I take him to the park like this?”
“No!” snapped Kevin. “You can’t. Not like this.”
“Oh my,” said the mistress. “I warned you about backtalk. Come here.” She took his hand and led him around the couch. “Put your hands on the back of the couch,” she said. “Cindy poo, come hold his hands for me.” She forcefully put his hands on the back of the couch and held them until his mommy came and took control. Then she pulled his hips away from the couch so he was bent at the waist. “Keep him there,” she warned Cindy. 
Knowing what was coming, Kevin put up some resistance, but he was still a small boy and no match for either woman. He was behind the couch that sat in the middle of the family room and his naked mother was in front of the couch holding his hands securely in place. It was a great view and then he saw the wooden paddle. “No, no,” he suddenly yelled. “I’ll stop talking back. You can’t. Not with that.” He looked at his mommy and her eyes said to shut up. He looked at Aunt Theresa and her face said he was in big trouble. His attempts to pull away were fruitless. 
“Bare bottom, too,” said Theresa and she pulled his panties to his knees. Bent the way he was, his skirt practically went straight up in the air in back, exposing his bare ass for the spanking. “From this moment forward, you will address me as mistress when we’re alone. Aunt Theresa will do when someone else is present, but if you forget to call me mistress when we’re alone… and I mean every time you speak to me… you’ll get another spanking. You will not hesitate when I tell you to do something. I expect instant obedience or you’ll feel the paddle.”
She raised the paddle. “I’m spanking you for talking back. For each swat, I want you to say, I will not talk back to my mistress.” She swatted his bottom with a moderate stroke. 
Cindy would consider it nothing at all, but Kevin yelped. “Mommy, don’t let her.” She looked back at his new mistress. “I will not talk back to my mistress?” he said. “No, no, don’t.” She smacked him again and he wailed. “Owww, owww, I will not… talk back to my mistress.” At the third swat, he yelled again, “Stop it. Stop it. Please. No more. I will… will not talk back to… to my mistress.”
“You sound like a little girl. I guess I dressed you right,” said Theresa. “Now, don’t be stupid. You’re talking back when I spank you. You’re promising not to talk back, but you still are.” She swatted him again. “Owww, oooo,” he wailed. “I will not talk back to my mistress.”
Setting down the paddle, Theresa breathed a sigh of relief. She didn’t want to spank him too much on his first time, but he just hadn’t gotten the message at first. “That was better. Pull your panties up and go stand in the corner. Facing the corner.” She shooed him off like the errant child he was. “Cindy, put your hands on the back of the couch.”
When Cindy assumed the position without a word and without hesitation, Theresa said, “That’s a good slave. Quiet and quick.” Then she rapped off three hard swats, sounding like gunshots compared to the ones Kevin had received. “Why did I do that, Cindy?”
“My mistress spanked me just because she can,” said Cindy. 
“What do you get for punishment?”
“My mistress gives me 20, 30, or even more for punishment.”
“That’s right, Kevin,” she said to the boy’s back. “She’s a well behaved slave, but I still make her ass red when she’s bad and sometimes just for fun. Don’t think I won’t have your ass when you fuck up. Get over here, boy toy, and put your hands on the back of the couch.”
Frightened at the threat of punishment and the sound of his mommy’s spanking, he still hurried into position. As she pulled down his panties, he shuddered. Then she rubbed his sore ass with her hand. “There, there, mistress can make it feel better, too,” she said. “And if you hadn’t been quick and quiet like mommy, you would have been spanked.”
*****
When she got Lori and Joanie to her house, Lisa told Joanie to watch some TV and pointed her at the family room. “I have a surprise for you,” she said. “It will just take a little time to get ready.”
Taking Lori into the basement, she said, “Thought you’d miss out on being my slave for the afternoon? Strip.”
“But Joanie’s here,” protested Lori. 
“You want me to call her down here so she can watch?” asked Lisa. “I can sure do that. I can bring her down here and show her the tapes from yesterday. I’ll get you to strip down with her watching.  Yeah, that’ll be a real test of your obedience. Now get your clothes off or little sister is gonna learn some interesting stuff about big sister. And you’re already getting spanked for not calling me mistress. She might just come wandering down when she hears the paddle on your ass and your screams.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lori. This was worse than she expected. There was nothing to keep Joanie from coming downstairs just because she was curious or lonely. She took off her clothes quickly anyway. This way she could at least hope that Joanie kept her nose out of her business. 
Once Lori was naked, Lisa stuffed a ball gag in her mouth. “That’ll help you keep quiet,” she said. “Bend over the arm of the couch. You better stay quiet or Joanie’s gonna come looking for you,” she said with a sinister smile. She loved playing the game of who’s upstairs that you don’t want downstairs. It always got a slave to be very obedient. Lori didn’t need to know the basement was soundproofed. 
“First one coming,” she said. Then she swatted her slave hard, a loud slap of wood against flesh. Lori only grunted. Lisa gave no warning for the next one and got a little yelp out of her victim. “Shhhh,” she cautioned and then swatted Lori a third time. “Good girl,” she praised her slave. 
“I have something special for you,” she told the 14-year-old. “Something so Joanie won’t accidentally find you. Hands behind your back.” As Lori put her hands behind her, Lisa tied her wrists together securely. 
Gagged and bound, Lori wondered just how Lisa was going to hide her. She was deathly afraid of anyone finding out, let alone Joanie. When Lisa told her to kneel, she did and then Lisa tied her calves and thighs together so she was forced to kneel. The slave blanched when Lisa said, “Now I could bring Joanie down here and you couldn’t do a damn thing about it. Check it out, Joanie. This is what Lori does for fun. Don’t tell mommy.” 
Lori struggled against the ropes as Lisa just laughed.  She’d trusted her mistress to keep this between them and now that she was completely helpless, she could easily imagine being accidentally caught like this. She eyed the basement steps nervously, frustrated at her vulnerability and embarrassed at Lisa’s laughter. 
“Oh well, don’t worry so much,” said Lisa. “You’ll hide in here.” She set a box down over Lori. The hard plastic box was open at the bottom, but had four opaque sides and an opaque top. The box was about two and a half feet high, barely a foot wide, and less than two feet long. It fit snugly over the slave so she couldn’t turn around, but if she sat straight up, she wasn’t touching any of the sides. The box fit neatly over four rings set in the floor so Lisa only had to run a clip through the ring on each side of the box and the corresponding ring on the floor to lock the box to the floor. Now Lori wasn’t going anywhere. 
Plunged into darkness, Lori felt safer, but it was far from comfortable. Now she couldn’t even tell if Lisa was still there. How long would she have to stay here? She figured she could tip the box over if she needed to, but what if Joanie was in the basement then. This is insane, she thought. I’m going to spend the afternoon in this box because I don’t dare try to get out. And if I did? I’m tied up and going nowhere. Pondering an afternoon of solitary confinement, she thought, just maybe sucking a cock or licking a pussy would be better. 
Leaving Lori, Lisa went upstairs to find Joanie. The little girl was watching the Discovery Channel, a show about volcanoes. “Time for your surprise,” said Lisa. “You ready?”
“Yeah,” said Joanie. “Where’s Lori? She’s not gonna ruin it, is she?”
“No, Mistress Joanie, Lori is the surprise,” smiled Lisa. 
“Huh? How is she a surprise?” asked Joanie. 
“Well, you know how Felicia and Helen are your slaves? Lori is mine. Yep, got her tied up in the basement right now. Here’s the deal. I want you to be her mistress. It’s really what I was training you for. You can still play with Felicia and Helen, but Lori is going to be your full-time slave.”
“Kewl,” cried Joanie. “You got her naked and tied already? Can I go see her?” She’d never imagined anything like this, but now that it was out in the open, it seemed like a dream come true. She thought of the times Lori treated her like a child… no, I don’t want to take my kid sister to the movies with us… go play with the little kids… get off the phone so I can use it. 
“Oh yeah,” said Lisa, “but first let me explain what we’re gonna do.” She laid out the rather simple plan of embarrassing Lori to the core. Then the two mistresses went down to the basement. 
“I thought Lori was down here,” said Joanie once they were downstairs. She was just a few feet from Lori, so her sister heard her perfectly.  
“Oh, she is,” said Lisa. “Yep, she’s down here. She’s in the box.”
Lori almost jumped out of her skin as Lisa gave her position away. No way. If I behaved, then Joanie didn’t come down here. She heard a tap on the box. “This box?” said her sister. “She fit in here? What? She’s like tied up in a nice little bundle for me?” What the fuck!? Lori’s blood ran cold as Joanie was right on target. She leaned to the side to tip the box. This was going too far. She didn’t know how, but she’d explain it somehow. Only the box didn’t tip over. “She’s trying to get out,” said Joanie as she heard a thud from the box. 
The little mistress walked to the back of the box. “How’s this work now? I pull this up?” She took hold of the handle at the top of the back of the box and pulled up and the opaque outer cover of the box slid up and away. “So that’s what her ass looks like naked,” she laughed. Through the clear Plexiglas she could clearly see Lori’s ass, back, tied arms, and the back of her head as her big sister threw a fit, struggling and grunting in the tight space. “Damn it, she is one noisy slave. I’m gonna have to spank her good.”
“I just told her to be quiet, too, Mistress Joanie,” said Lisa. “Guess she’s not too happy to learn that she belongs to you.”
“I want a better look at her,” said Joanie and she slid up the left side of the box. Rapping on the clear shell, she waved at Lori. “Somebody’s got herself in a real fix,” she said as Lori’s head turned to look at her. “Oh, jeez, that’s a fucking big gag, Mistress Lisa. Sorry, don’t understand a word you’re saying, slave. Shut… the fuck… up.” She picked up a paddle and showed it to Lori. “Your ass is mine.”
Walking around the box, Joanie stopped at the right side and slid up the cover there. “You’re gonna have to be nice if you want out of there. Your mistress, me, will be pissed if you piss on the floor. So be nice and you’ll get out in time to use the potty.”
Inside the box, Lori couldn’t believe the nightmare she was having. Hide in the box, Lisa said. More like trapped in the box. She couldn’t see Joanie when the first panel slid up, but she could tell there was light coming in behind her. Her little sister was admiring her from behind, naked and tied like that happened every day. And what’s with this Mistress Joanie shit. As the second panel went up, she glared at her little sister, but there wasn’t anything she could do. Looking down, she could see how the box was affixed to the floor. My God, I’m freaking naked and tied and she’s just staring at me. She’s enjoying this. Not little 10-year-old oh my God what are you doing to my sister, but freaking Mistress Joanie gloating over me. This was planned. Planned for how long? 
The right side went up and she glared at her mistress from a different angle. Piss on the floor? Use the potty? What? In here all afternoon? She shook her head at the suggestion. Then her mistress asked, “No, you won’t be nice or no, you won’t piss on the floor?” She shook her head again. “Will you be nice?” Glaring at her sister, she nodded her head. “Will you kiss my feet?” She shook her head. Get me out of here!! She yelled into the gag, but Joanie didn’t understand. 
“One vote for nice and two votes for I’m a stupid slave who doesn’t know who her mistress is,” said Joanie. “And the glare,” she added. “Three votes for leave you in here until you piss yourself.” She slid up the front panel and knelt right in front of her slave. “Nice tits,” she said. “You get all fixed up for me? Go ahead, shake ‘em.” She looked over at Lisa, who was watching from Lori’s right. “You know when you tie her arms like that, it pushes her tits right out. Here, let’s get this out of the way,” she removed the top panel so Lori was now trapped in a completely see through box… hardly the hiding place she’d expected. 
After pacing a circle around her slave, Joanie said, “You got videos? I wanna see them.” She hopped up right on top of the box, sitting with her legs dangling to either side and facing the TV just like Lori was. As the first video started, showing Lori sucking the fake cock, Joanie heard a commotion under her as Lori tried to explode. “No, no, don’t be embarrassed,” she said. “Looks like you’re doing pretty good. Oh, oh, open wide. There it goes. Jeez, you do this for fun, Lori?”  
She narrated the whole thing, taunting her slave for the whole video. When it was done, she said, “Mommy will be so impressed.” The next video started. “Sweet. The real thing. How does that taste? And I thought you were a good girl.”
Inside the box, Lori burned with embarrassment as Joanie watched her blow Mike. Nobody was supposed to see these videos. Especially Joanie. Each word out of her little sister’s mouth was just another rise in her humiliation. “Cocksucker Lori,” she said. “Sucking cock just for me?” Oh, God, don’t let her watch this. The third one started and Joanie teased her about liking the first one so much she wanted seconds. When she took a faceful of cum, Joanie said, “That looks so good on you. Looks like it tastes good, too.” 
Then the final video started. Right there on the screen she was licking Lisa’s pussy. Looking up, she saw Joanie slide off the box for the first time. Then she gaped at her little sister as Joanie stripped down to nothing. When she got back up on the box with her legs spread, Joanie’s little hairless pussy was pressed against the Plexiglas, squashed and open. “This is the price of getting untied, slave,” said Joanie, peering down between her legs at her astonished slave. “You lick this and I’ll untie you. Looks like you know what to do.”  She just smiled as Lori shook her head. “You say no, but when I’m done with you, your ass is gonna be screaming, yes, yes, yes.”
By the time the videos were done, Lori had been the box over an hour. Joanie rubbed her plump pussy against the front of the box, right in front of Lori. The trapped girl wanted out and her little sister’s pussy didn’t look bad. It was cute. She just didn’t want to do it because it was Joanie. “You ready to come out yet, slave?” Lori nodded. “You gonna kiss my feet?” Again her slave nodded. “You gonna lick my pussy?” Lori squeezed her eyes shut, working up the courage to nod to that question. It was only a matter of time. Deep down she knew she was going to have to give in. It was just a matter of pride. Then, before she could nod, Joanie said, “Oops, time’s up.”
She turned to Lisa. “Know what I want, Mistress Lisa? I want some pictures of that.” Armed with Lisa’s camera, Joanie walked around the box, taking pictures from every angle. From the front, “Smile, love the gag.” From the back, “Begging for a spanking.” From the side, “Could you push your tits out a little less. It’s just so obvious.” She took her time, eating up 20 minutes. 
As Joanie took pictures, the change in the rules started to make sense to Lori. Nobody was supposed to see the videos, except her mistress and her mistress’ family. So, if Joanie was her mistress, then it was OK for Joanie to see them. It made sense because now she understood Joanie wasn’t going to tell anybody about them… not as long as she behaved. She hated that her little sister would be her mistress, but after an hour and a half kneeling the box, that didn’t seem so bad anymore. It was incredibly unfair and humiliating for Joanie to watch her suck and lick, but that was the leverage her mistress would need. Maybe she could appeal to their sisterhood once she had Joanie alone. Yeah, that would work. 
“You ready to get out?” Lori nodded. “Ready to kiss my feet?” She nodded again. “Ready to lick my pussy until I cum?” The slave nodded one more time. “Sweet,” said Joanie. Lisa helped her get the box up and out of the way. Standing over her bound and kneeling slave, Joanie said, “Let’s get this straight. Mistress Lisa has taught me how to be a mistress. There will be no games, no tests to see if I know what I’m doing. Fuck up and you’ll be spanked. You’re my slave here. You’re my slave at home. You’re my slave all the time. I will pull your pants down in the living room and paddle your bare bottom in front of Kevin. My name is mistress. You will love my pussy.” She stroked Lori’s hair. “You’ll like being mine. You will. You’ll like it better than the alternative.”
She tilted Lori forward so her slave was resting on her forehead and knees. “You just might not like this part,” said the little mistress. “This is for being noisy when Mistress Lisa told you to be quiet. It’s for carrying on and taking so long to figure out your place in life. It’s for cursing at me.” Lori hadn’t formed a single intelligible word, let alone a curse word, but Joanie figured she had either tried or at least mentally cursed her. She gave her slave ten hard swats. Then she felt Lori’s sore red ass. “Wow, that’s warm.” Gently rubbing her slave’s ass, she added, “I can be nice, too. It’s just not as much fun.”
Walking around front, she said, “I’m taking your gag out. My slave would be very foolish to say anything at all except thank you, mistress.” 
As she took out Lori’s gag, Joanie expected the worst, but after the flood of drool came out and Lori swallowed, the slave said to the floor, “Thank you, mistress.” She wasn’t foolish enough to say what she was thinking while she was still bound. 
“You were going to do something to my feet,” said Joanie, putting her bare feet on either side of Lori’s head. She felt the pleasure of success as Lori turned to her left and kissed one foot and then turn the other way and kissed the other foot. “And you’re going to do something to my pussy,” she added. 
Lori expected to get free to lick Joanie’s pussy. She had no plans to run. There were mounds of reasons to be Joanie’s slave and they outweighed her pride by a long shot. However, it was not to be. Lisa put pillows under her so as she leaned forward, her head was off the floor. Then after mopping up Lori’s drool, Joanie slid her little hips under her slave’s head and lined her pussy up with Lori’s mouth. “Do it, big sister,” said Joanie. “Eat pussy.” She was practically daring Lori not to. Lori just started licking the sweet, sweet pussy of her mistress. 
“Oh God, oh God,” gasped Joanie as her slave obeyed. “Lick my pussy. Little sister’s…pussy. Do… do it,” she moaned. Her mind went blank. What was I going to say? I was going to tease her. Oh, God, that’s good. “Jesus, Lori, you… oh, holy fuck.” Her body arched up and she pushed her pussy to Lori’s face. It happened so fast it surprised them all. When she was done, Joanie lay still for a few seconds. The wonderful orgasm had come so quick that it had taken nothing out of her. “You are one good pussy licker. I’m keeping you,” she said, patting Lori’s hair. Then she untied her slave. 
Sitting on the edge of the couch, Joanie said, “Come here. I’ve got a few more of those in me.” This was an entirely different matter and both mistress and slave knew it. For the first time Lori had a choice. She could refuse and run or submit to her little sister. Once she submitted, she knew she was beaten. Lisa put a picture on the screen, fresh from her camera. There was Lori getting spanked by her new mistress and then another one of her licking Joanie’s pussy. “Get over here,” growled her sister. 
It’s so unfair. So wrong. The 14-year-old did not want to give in, but the pictures were damning. There was Joanie spanking her and getting licked, but she knew it would fall on her as the oldest to bear the brunt of the blame if mommy saw that. What’s more, Joanie didn’t seem to mind if those pictures got out and could even brag about them if they did. Lori couldn’t afford that. “Yes, mistress,” she said as she crawled to her sister and used her hands to spread Joanie’s thighs.  Then she ran her tongue up the slit that was still wet with her spit. She worked her tongue deep and found Joanie’s excited clit, bringing her mistress off within a couple of minutes. 
Joanie wanted to tease her slave, but for this first time, she knew not to press her luck. This submission would lead to more. So, she was silent as Lori took her to the first “voluntary” orgasm. As Lori paused, after making Joanie cum, the little mistress said, “Nobody told you to stop. I said I have a few in me. But wait, now that you’ve stopped, you have to ask to lick me more. Ask nicely and I’ll let you. Don’t ask and… well, don’t ask and find out what happens then.” She kept a straight face, staring down her slave as Lori balked at the command. 
“Mistress, may I lick your pussy?” asked Lori softly. It was better than licking Lisa’s pussy. Joanie’s was sweet and pure, even tasty. There wasn’t any hair to get caught in her mouth either. 
“Yes, you may,” said Joanie, happy just to have gotten that out of her sister. In time it would become more submissive, more like begging. As Lori’s tongue made contact, Joanie said, “Lick my pussy.” After a few more seconds, she said, “Good girl.” Resting her hands on Lori’s head, she toyed with her slave’s hair. Already Felicia and Helen were used to her taunting and being held in place by their hair. She just took her time with Lori. One step at a time. 
After the next orgasm, Joanie stopped Lori. “Stand up a second,” she said. “Put your hands behind your head. I told you that you’d like it. Your pussy is all wet.” She grinned as Lori blushed and looked down at her wet slit. “Surprise! What do you like most? Being in that box for me to look at? Getting spanked? Licking my pussy? Or just standing there and letting me look? Maybe you love all of it. Now, get down or your knees and do it one more time and then I’ll let you cum.” As Lori knelt, she said, “Go ahead, lick little sister’s pussy.”
The thoroughly cowed slave hesitated and swallowed her pride. Then she put her face right back in her little sister’s crotch and licked as she’d been ordered. She hadn’t even noticed the growing tingle in her body as she went down on her mistress. It was disgusting, frustrating, and humiliating and those thoughts had held her attention as she serviced her sister. Now that she knew what was going on, she was shocked at how her body was reacting. What’s going on? Why does it make me feel like this? She even tried to answer Joanie’s questions. It was definitely licking her little mistress’ pussy that got her all wet, though she understood it was more than that. As Joanie came again, she felt excited and pleased that she’d succeeded. 
“Time for your reward,” said Joanie. “Lean back, spread your legs, and play with yourself. Show me how naughty you are. Play with your pussy and make yourself cum. Right in front of me. That’s right. Spread wide. Diddle yourself with one hand. Spread your lips open with the other. Give me a good view of your pussy and tits. Frig yourself.” Lisa handed her a camcorder and she pointed it at her slave. “Lori Cooper, finger fucking herself for her little sister. Take one.”
Without a word, Lori rubbed her wet pussy with two fingers. She was too far gone to even try to control herself. It felt so good to do it in front of Joanie. It was incredibly naughty, but that made it even better. Maybe next time she’d say no to pussy licking and definitely no to this, but not now. A moan escaped her lips as she approached her orgasm. Her hand was a blur as she moaned and panted. “Fuck yourself, Lori,” said Joanie abruptly. “You’re gonna cum, aren’t you? Do it for me. Jeez, you are a wild woman.” 
Lori gasped and thrust her hips up at the camera as she came in her best orgasm ever. What’s going on? Joanie’s words made it better than any fantasy I’ve ever had. I actually enjoyed it. It was so wrong, but I enjoyed it. Once we get home, I’ll set it straight. No more of this. I only did it because Lisa made me, not for Joanie. 
Joanie set aside the camera. She’d never turned it on, but it seemed to make Lori even more excited to think she was being recorded. “It’s time we went home, slave,” she said. “Don’t forget your place just because we’re home.”
“Just a minute,” said Lisa. She dialed a number on her cell. “Are you ready?” she asked when Theresa answered. 
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Chapter 6 
Still behind him, Theresa pulled Kevin’s panties back up. “Give me your hands,” she told the boy. When he put his hands behind his back, she said, “Hold them there.” She crossed his wrists and tied them together. Frightened and defeated, he shifted nervously, but let her tie them. He held on to the hope that this was just some kind of initiation and then he’d get to fuck mommy again. 
“Turn around,” she said. As he did, he saw her reaching into another bag that she’d brought. She pulled out a large ring with a leather strap attached. “Open your mouth,” she ordered and then seated the ring gag in the surprised slave’s mouth. After fastening the strap behind his head, she said, “Now that will keep you from backtalk, motherfucker.” Looking at Cindy, she said, “Maybe I’ll show you what else it’s good for... what your mommy does with it in her mouth.”
Kevin followed his mistress to the coffee table in front of the couch. “Stand up on there,” she ordered. When he was up there, it felt like a stage and he was the center of attention. He squirmed as she patted the bulge in his panties to show how vulnerable he was in that raised position. “Perfect. Eye level,” she said. He blushed at her touch. She’s enjoying this. Dressed like a girl, but she can see my cock, too. The way my skirt flares out, she has an unobstructed view. He thought wearing a dress was the ultimate in humiliation, but he was learning she enjoyed heaping more abuse on him like a bare bottom spanking and now up on a stage for her to admire all she wanted. He watched warily as she circled him once, stroked his ass, feeling the warmth from his recent spanking, and then came to face his mother. 
Tossing the naked Cindy a third bag, she said, “Put all of that on, mommy.” 
The president of the board of education knew the contents of the bag were worse than being naked as she was now. Peeking inside, she looked up at her son with wide eyes. “Yes, mistress,” she said in resignation. She pulled out a pair of white bikini panties with kitties on them and put them on. Then she pulled out a matching bra and slipped that on. 
As his mommy reached in a pulled out a pair of knee length white socks, Kevin tried to look in the bag. He had a sick feeling and hoped he was wrong. Enduring the suspense of watching her put on the socks, he looked at his mistress. Judging by the smirk on her face, he knew he was right. Out of the bag came a dress that looked awfully small for his mommy. “Oh, uh uh,” he whined as he saw a dress that matched the one he wore. Drool bubbled out of his mouth as he complained. Try as he might, he couldn’t swallow. 
As Cindy put it on and zipped up the back, she looked at her mistress with a look that matched the embarrassed expression on her son’s face. They were matching mother-son outfits complete with the flaired skirt that barely hid her little girl panties. Even the accessories matched – a pair of black patent leather shoes (six inch heels for her), a white choker, and cute little cap. Shortly Cindy was standing next to her son on the table with her arms tied behind her back and wearing a ring gag. 
“Now that’s worth a few pictures,” smirked Theresa as she got out her digital camera. 
For God’s sake, no, thought Kevin as he posed right next to his mommy, drool now obvious on his chin. Understanding how vulnerable he was, he didn’t dare move, but that didn’t mean he was cooperating. A bright blush spread over his face as his mistress started taking pictures. Mommy looks sexy like that and I’m the same. Holy shit, do I look like a sexy girl? He could just imagine guys wanting to take a peek under his short skirt. How easy it would be and how surprised they’d be to see his cock. He could imagine his friends seeing these pictures. He might have been able to brag about nailing his mommy, but there was no way this could ever be made to look good. 
The two humiliated slaves had their pictures taken in matching outfits from every angle. After 20 pictures, Theresa set the camera aside and lifted the front of Cindy’s skirt. Please, please, don’t say anything, prayed Cindy. She was so excited by the torment, even excited as she imagined what Kevin might feel like. Joanie and Lori had long since outgrown the idea of dressing like mommy. Kevin had to be mortified, especially in the short, short skirt. It was exciting to think of his cock on display for their mistress as she shared his humiliation by proxy. She thought it was breathtaking to be scantily dressed to match. 
“My, my, somebody’s excited by her cute clothes,” said Theresa, sending a blush across Cindy’s face as her worst fear was realized. “You’ve got a wet spot on your panties, don’t you, slut. Do you know what that means, Kevin? That means your slutty mommy is excited about wearing these clothes and posing next to you. She likes it. What about you? Do you like it, Kevin?”
“Uh uh,” the boy shook his head. 
“Don’t lie to me,” said Theresa as she lifted up the front of his skirt. “What’s this hard thing in your panties? So big and hard and excited that the tip is almost peeking out. And the wet spot on your panties? Pre-cum. You’re so excited, too. You like wearing a dress and posing next to mommy. You like that I can just lift up your skirt and stare at your cute little cock.” As the boy shook his head at each acquisition, she said, “Stop lying. Is your cock big and hard?”
“Uh huh,” he nodded. 
“Do you want me to touch it and make you cum?”
“Uh huh,” he nodded eagerly. 
“Then stop lying and tell me you like it,” she said. When he just stared at her she said, “So you’re gagged. Do the best you can. I’ll get the message.”
He looked at mommy who had not denied she liked it. She’d liked fucking three boys and doing him again yesterday evening. It wasn’t so shocking to learn she liked this, too. Looking back at his mistress, he said, “I ike ih.”
“Yeah, that’s right. You like having a cute dress to wear, huh?” He nodded slowly. “You like having me peek at your cock.” He nodded again. “You like standing there and staring at mommy dressed like that, her nice long legs and cute little panties with a surprise hidden inside,” she raised Cindy’s skirt so Kevin had a clear view of the wet spot on mommy’s kitty panties and he nodded. “You like being my slutty boy toy, dressed up cute and ready to cum.” 
Kevin wanted to argue about being called slutty, but he nodded again. This was not going at all how he expected the afternoon to go, but he couldn’t deny he was excited. His mommy looked hot. His cock felt ready to explode. I’m a slut, he told himself. 
“Well, maybe you’ll get to cum soon,” she said. “I want to play with my dress up dolls a little more first.”
Theresa got a slender cock shaped dildo not much bigger than Kevin’s hard on and put it through Cindy’s ring gag. “Mommy likes having things in her mouth,” teased the mistress. “That’s what’s so fun about a big open mouth like that.” She pushed it four inches deep and the surprised Cindy made a gagging sound before she accepted the intruder in her throat. “She likes doing it to little boys, right? Did you and your friends yesterday. She’d do it again right now.”
Turning to Kevin, she put an arm around him so he couldn’t pull away and said, “So, what do you think, motherfucker? Wanna try?” She put the dildo to the little trail of drool on his chest and slowly followed it back to its source, enjoying the suspense before she poked the dildo through his ring gag. “Want me to call you a cocksucker, too?”
“Uh uh,” he said, trying to pull away. How can she even think such a thing? Get that cock away from me. 
“Well, you see, slave, it doesn’t matter what you want or don’t want. It matters what I want. It’s not so hard,” she stroked the fake cock in and out of his young mouth. “Mommy likes it. You’d go put yours in mommy’s mouth right now, wouldn’t you?” Her cell phone rang and she pulled the fake cock out with a laugh.  
“Yes?” she said as she answered it. Lisa asked if they were ready and she replied, “Yes, I believe we are.” She listened as Lisa said they’d be there in half an hour. “Bye.” Putting her cell phone away, she said, “How much fun can we have?” 
She pushed the cock back into his mouth and stroked his hard on through his panties. It wasn’t time to let him cum, but she wanted him to think pleasurable thoughts as she introduced his mouth to his first cock. “Just between us girls,” she said with a wink. “You’d suck this if I wanted, wouldn’t you?”
“Uh uh,” he shook his head. He believed she could make him, but he didn’t want to admit that. 
Getting out a DVD, she slipped it into the player and turned on the TV. “I have a bunch, but I think this one is a good one for now. Turn around and watch.” Selecting an option on the menu, she sat down. 
With no fanfare, a still picture appeared on the 50” screen. Cindy moaned softly at what her son was about to see. The picture was of her naked and sucking a man’s cock. The picture changed every five seconds, long enough for Kevin to know it was his mommy. In each picture she was positioned different, usually naked, sometimes tied, sometimes gagged, and sometimes not. Pictures of her with her mistress’ friends. Pictures of her with strange men taking the picture. Then two pictures in a row of the same cock… Bubba’s huge cock with just the tip in her mouth and then the same cock buried to the root in her throat. Cindy wanted to scream at the sight of those pictures. Her son was watching all that black meat go down her throat. 
Kevin stared in horny amazement at the first real porn show he’d ever seen and with his mommy as the star, too. The pictures told the story of her cocksucking ability… a different man in each picture… eagerly awaiting a cock… deep throating a cock… displaying a mouthful of cum. After several dozen of those, a picture appeared of mommy blowing Kevin. 
“Oops,” said Theresa. “How did that get in there?”
A couple more pictures appeared of Cindy with other men and then a picture of Lori with a cock in her mouth. “Uh oh,” said Theresa. “Looks like somebody else got caught being naughty.” 
Cindy gaped at the brief image of Lori sucking a cock. Her daughter was naked and kneeling in front of an unidentified man and sucking cock. It was her worst nightmare. They’d already gotten to her daughter. The only control she’d had was denial and now that was gone. Lori was in the depths with her and Kevin and there was nothing she could do about it. When she focused on the screen again, it was a picture of a man naked and bound. 
Lori, too? thought Kevin. Fuck that was hot. She was naked. He willed the picture to reappear, but there were no more of his big sister. Instead a man with a huge cock appeared and he was tied up. Then another and another. He’d watched his mommy doing blowjobs and now he knew he was watching what his mistress wanted to do with him. They were tied in various ways, usually with a big erection. He didn’t comprehend the cock rings and cages except that he knew there would be times his mistress played with his cock. 
Playing close attention to Kevin’s reactions, Theresa noticed that he liked watching mommy suck cock and the picture of Lori was definitely a winner. A winner in how it stung Cindy and a winner in how it lured Kevin in. She began to regret the sequence of pictures as the men started to appear. It had his interest, but more in a disgusting way than anything. She wanted to prepare him for more and had decided that seeing men as slaves would make it more acceptable for him. But he was already acting like he was a slave, lured in by the promise of enjoying mommy and now Lori. She’d set the hook by calling him a motherfucker, but it had been so easy. Now it was like he was willing to tolerate the abuse given the rewards he thought he would get. 
Deciding he’d seen enough, she stopped the DVD before it got to men sucking cocks. That would be rushing it. Perhaps in time or perhaps never, but not now. Instead, she moved to seal the deal a little more with what she understood of him. Helping Cindy step down off the table, she took out the gag, unzipped the back of mommy’s dress, and pulled it down around her waist. As Kevin feasted his eyes on mommy’s full bra, Theresa said, “Now right back up,” and pushed Cindy back onto the table. “See if you can pull her bra off enough to suck on a nipple,” she told Kevin as she took out his gag. 
The boy hesitated just a second, staring at mommy’s tits. It was a curious order. He didn’t need to be ordered if all his mistress wanted was for him to enjoy those luscious globes. Maybe mommy needed it to be an order to let him. He looked up at her face half apologetically. She’s making me do it, mommy, he thought and then realized it wasn’t an order – it was permission. He put his mouth to the top of a bra cup and caught the bra in his teeth.  He tugged on it, but couldn’t get it to stay down.
As her two slaves were occupied, Theresa picked up her toys and put away her bags. It wouldn’t be long before Lori and Joanie came home and even more fun would be had. 
Once Kevin paid attention to what he was doing, he saw the problem was the shoulder strap. He couldn’t pull the bra down. So, he seized the bottom of the bra between his teeth and slid it up easily. Flush with success, he started sucking mommy’s tits as she thrust them out and moaned with pleasure. His fun was ended by another phone call. His mistress straightened mommy’s bra, fixed her dress up, and untied their arms. When she herded them both into the dining room, they wondered what was going on. 
*****
Assured that Theresa was ready for them, Lisa told Joanie. “We have somewhere to be. Let me take charge for a few minutes, OK?”
“Sure,” shrugged Joanie. It was no big deal to her. All of Lisa’s ideas were super. 
“You wait to get dressed, Mistress Joanie. I’ve got clothes for both of you.” She handed Lori a pair of white bikini panties with cute little kitties on them. 
Aside from the fact that the panties were designed for a different age group, Lori didn’t find the panties to be too bad. Or the matching bra. They were more clothes than she had on now. One look at the dress, however, and she got a sick feeling. Ohmigod, we better not be going out in this. I couldn’t be seen like this. She pulled the dress over her head and zipped it up and then tried to press down the skirt, once, twice, and three times before she realized it wasn’t going to stay down. After the knee socks and black patent leather shoes with three inch heels, she looked down at herself and thought, I’m a little girl. This is for a 6-year-old or even younger. With the addition of the white choker and the cap, she knew this wasn’t something even a little girl would wear. It was strictly slave wear and its purpose was strictly humiliation. 
“Holy shit,” said Joanie halfway through and Lisa shushed her. 
Only when the cap was perfectly placed did Lisa asked, “What do you think of her?”
“Fucking wicked,” said Joanie. “Can we go outside with her? Walk her around the block?”
“Mistress, please don’t,” pleaded Lori. She had to put her foot down somewhere. No way was she going outside. 
There was no confrontation as Lisa said, “No, we don’t have time for that. I have to take you both home now. Aww, don’t look so worried, Lori. Maybe nobody will see you sneak into the house.” 
Lori was aghast at the suggestion. Maybe nobody will see? Then what? We play slave and mistress in my room? This is so not going to work out. We’ll get caught. Oh… yeah… we will get caught. And mom will see what they’re doing to me. Mom will throw Lisa out and ground Joanie for years. Perfect. They’re screwing themselves. “Yes, mistress,” she said. 
“Now, your turn, hot stuff,” Lisa said to Joanie. The 10-year-old put on a pair of silky black bikini panties and a pair of black leather short shorts. Then Lisa gave her a black leather halter top, black leather knee high boots and black leather gloves with the fingers cut out. “Finishing touch,” said Lisa, handing Joanie a riding crop. “Now you look like a mistress.” 
“Kewl,” said Joanie, admiring her costume. She snapped the riding crop on Lori’s poorly hidden bottom. “Let’s go, slave.”
Lori couldn’t believe what Joanie was wearing. It was sexy and not in a little girl way. It made her little sister look older and definitely domineering. She wanted to say something, but couldn’t figure out what. By the time Joanie held the riding crop in her hand, Lori felt more submissive than ever now that she had a proper mistress. She could hardly take her eyes off her mistress. 
The three got into the car with Lori in the backseat where slaves belonged. Lisa gave her a pair of headphones. “Put these on,” she said. With music playing in Lori’s ears, Lisa was assured the slave couldn’t hear them talking. 
“I’ve got more surprises than you can imagine,” Lisa said to Joanie as they pulled out of the driveway. “You are not just a mistress to your big sister, but to your mommy and brother as well.”
“Huh?” said Joanie, confused over how that could be. 
“Just listen and trust me,” she said, carefully staying under the speed limit. Your mommy is your Aunt Theresa’s slave and will do everything Theresa says. When Aunt Theresa tells her to obey you, mommy will obey you. So, she’s really Theresa’s slave, but I think you’ll be allowed to use her, too. Your brother has been naughty just like your sister and so we… you, me, and Aunt Theresa… are training him and Lori to be your slaves. You will run the house. They will do whatever you want. When we get home, Aunt Theresa will have Kevin and mommy dressed just like Lori.”
Joanie couldn’t stay quiet at that. “He’s a boy. He’ll be in a dress like that?”
“Yes, Joanie, in a dress like that and probably not very happy about it,” she smiled. “Pay attention. They are your slaves, but today, make sure you follow my lead and Theresa’s lead. We’re going to introduce you to them as their mistress. I think we should take it slow. You’ll have your chance to do what you want, but until I say so, you have to cool it. We’ve done this before and we want to make sure it’s done right.” 
Lisa pulled her phone out of her purse and called Theresa to let her know they were just a couple of minutes away. Turning her attention back to Joanie, she said, “You need to know that your mommy has sucked off Kevin and fucked him, too. If your mommy acts up, Mistress Theresa will handle it. She’ll handle Kevin, too, and I’ll handle Lori, except if you’ve just given mommy or Kevin a command and they say no, you can threaten to tell everyone that Kevin fucked mommy and, of course, you know what to say to Lori.”
Joanie tried to absorb the fire hose of information that Lisa flooded her with. She got mommy, Kevin, and Lori are slaves, Kevin had fucked mommy, Aunt Theresa is in on it, and all the slaves are dressed the same. What was missing was the full impact of having her entire family as her slaves. She had Lori down and could put pieces together to imagine mommy doing stuff for Theresa, but mommy and Kevin as sex slaves eluded her for the moment. 
In the back seat of the car, Lori knew they were talking about her. Why else would she have headphones on? The moment of truth was arriving and she started thinking about how to turn the tables on Lisa and Joanie. It was simple. Mom would see who was being bad and who wasn’t. Lisa wouldn’t dare send the pictures out once mom knew about them. If she did, everyone would know who posted them. Lisa would get caught and she’d go to jail. At least mom would know what to do. Rescue was just minutes away. 
As they parked in the driveway, Lori sank down in her seat and looked out to see if anybody was in sight. This was the moment of truth, but she still didn’t want to be spotted dressed like this. Lisa shared that sentiment. The older girl could explain the outfits as costumes for a party, but she didn’t want to if she didn’t need to. Looking casually around, she motioned for Lori to take off the headphones. “Go inside and stop right inside the door,” she told Joanie. She got out of the car and opened the back door. Motioning Lori out, she said, “Get inside. I’m sure you don’t want your friends to see you, do you?”
Lori climbed out and hurried to the door, nervously looking around and holding her skirt down to a more modest level. Stepping through the door, she saw Joanie standing and facing her with a big smile. “Come in and don’t say a word, slave,” said her little sister. Lori froze for a second. They weren’t even trying to sneak up to her bedroom. It felt like a trap, but what kind of trap? Halfway through the door, she decided she couldn’t stay out and stepped the rest of the way in as her mistress had commanded her. In the doorway to the family room stood Aunt Theresa. 
Hah! This is even better. Aunt Theresa and mom will both be witnesses. There was just one thing very wrong with the picture. Aunt Theresa was smiling… not surprised or shocked. And then the words that came out of the trusted woman’s mouth filled her with dread. “Oh, isn’t your little slave darling.”
“Yes, she is so cute,” said Joanie, eying her slave for signs of disobedience. “Come in and say hi to Mistress Theresa,” she said and then poked Lori in the chest with the riding crop to halt her. “The proper way to do that would be to kneel in front of her and ask how you may serve her.”
Everybody is a mistress, but me? They’re all going to take advantage of me? Lori couldn’t quite wrap her mind around this turn of events. Where’s mom? How can Aunt Theresa do this? “I… I don’t understand,” said Lori. 
“Yes, you do, Lori dear,” said Aunt Theresa. “You understand, but you don’t want to believe.” Then to Joanie she said, “It appears your slave needs some more training, Mistress Joanie. I wonder what mine will do?”
Lori was shocked. Hers? Her slaves? She felt Lisa prod her from behind and she walked down the hallway, too frightened and confused to be embarrassed. Who’s in there with her? Gone was any thought of turning the tables. 
Lisa whispered to Joanie and the little mistress whipped Lori across her bottom. “Say, I don’t understand, Mistress Theresa,” she corrected as Lisa pointed out what Lori had done wrong. 
Her eyes wide, Lori looked at her little sister, who looked very serious. Aunt Theresa didn’t seem shocked over the swat or the command. “I don’t understand, Mistress Theresa,” she said. Then Joanie swatted her again, “Ow.”
“That was for taking too long to start walking. If you want more, you can have them. Shape up or I’ll gladly punish you,” said Joanie. 
Stopping in front of Aunt Theresa, Lori looked past her to see who else was there, but no one was in sight. Burning with renewed humiliation and lost in confusion, she knelt, looked up at Mistress Theresa’s face, and said, “How may I serve you, Mistress Theresa?” Who else is here? What allies do I have? Has the world gone crazy? She needed answers before she was willing to rebel. Glancing down, she noticed she was eye level with Theresa’s pussy. No, don’t even think about that.
“Lots of ways,” said the mistress, making it sound like Lori wouldn’t enjoy any of them. “For starters, come stand right here,” she pointed at a spot in the middle of the room facing the dining room. Then she called to the dining room, “Come out, Cindy poo.” 
Coming around the corner, the first thing Cindy saw was Lori standing in front of Theresa. She hesitated for a heartbeat as she considered the implication of her daughter wearing the same clothes as her and Kevin. Her entire family was slaves, except for Joanie who was too young. Then her eyes fell on the figure in black. “God, no,” she said as she took in the 10-year-old looking like a mistress and oozing sex and confidence. Her knees felt weak as she walked into the room. Everything had changed in a second. Yes, mommy is a slave. We all understand what that means. At least it won’t require excuses or an explanation. 
“Oh fuck,” said Lori softly. Aunt Theresa was no help and now mom wasn’t either. Her outfit suddenly became 10 times worse when she saw her mom in the same clothes. It was bad enough that they had matching outfits, but she could see her mom’s panties flash as she walked. That meant her panties flashed, too. The skirt was shorter than she imagined. 
As Theresa told Cindy to greet her new mistress, Lori held her breath. Mom surely wouldn’t do it. How could she? To her utter disbelief, her mom took quick little steps on her high heels and long legs, knelt in front of Joanie, and said, “How may I serve you, Mistress Joanie?”
Cindy couldn’t help it. She had no other options. Angry and frustrated at this turn of events, she’d seen it coming except for Joanie. She’d had time to think about it and still didn’t even dare express her objections. There would be hell to pay and she did not want to be spanked in front of her children as an errant slave. She didn’t want to be spanked for any reason. For that matter, she wasn’t sure she minded Lori and Kevin being slaves anymore. Suddenly she felt a wave of humiliation as her youngest daughter looked her over with eyes that seemed to look right through her skimpy clothes. Oh my, God, did Joanie look at me like I’m a sex object? 
“Lots of ways,” said Joanie mimicking Mistress Theresa’s tone. Looking down at her mommy kneeling and dressed like Lori, the little mistress suddenly pictured her mommy doing what Lori had done. She saw mommy as a sex slave, though it was tinged with some uncertainty as she wondered if she could really do to mommy the same things she did with Lori. 
“Come stand next to Lori,” said Theresa. Cindy rose and stood where her mistress pointed. 
Still in the dining room, Kevin could only imagine what was going on. Had he heard Lori’s voice? Somebody else was out there. Mommy had said, “God no,” like it was someone terrible. The rest of the talk was muffled. Was that Joanie’s voice? This was going too far. He could not walk out there dressed like this. Then he heard the words, “Come out, Kevin poo.” 
The dining room was a dead end. The only way out was past his mistress. He couldn’t go out there, but he had to. How bad could it be with mommy out there and dressed the same way? They’d be looking at her, right? Thinking of his spanking, he meekly walked out of the dining room and saw mommy and Lori facing him. Oh, is that it? Check out Lori. She’s hot. He was thinking blowjobs and fucking his big sister as he came farther into the room. Then he saw Joanie and stared at her. “What are you supposed to be?” he asked. 
“She’s your real mistress,” said Theresa before the precocious Joanie could answer. Lisa was supposed to tell Joanie to just watch, but the little girl was already taking charge. “She’s your mistress and Lori’s mistress. 
Suddenly it wasn’t so cool to check out his big sister. Not cool at all to have his little sister checking him out and expecting to be his mistress. Bad enough to have Aunt Theresa, but now they expected him to follow Joanie’s orders. 
“My apologies, Mistress Joanie,” said Theresa. “He hasn’t been trained how to greet his mistress yet. Say hello to your mistress, boy toy,” she said to Kevin. All she wanted was for him to use the word mistress for Joanie. 
“Hello, Mistress,” said Kevin, too intimidated by Theresa to argue. He looked at Lori, thinking naughty thoughts and then he looked back at his little sister. She’d never looked sexy before, but those clothes made her hot in a way that made his stomach full of butterflies. 
“Get over here, Kevin,” Theresa said, positioning Kevin on the other side of Lori. “Aren’t they all darling?” asked Theresa once she’d lined up the three by age. 
“Yes, Mistress Theresa, they are darling,” said Joanie, giggling at the chance to use that word on her mommy and older siblings. The dresses would be darling on little girls. On the three slaves they looked ridiculous, but she knew that was the point. 
The giggle only made it worse for her two siblings. Cindy’s mind was reeling so much she missed her daughter calling her darling. Joanie in charge of us all?! It just can’t be. She’s too young to understand this. Way too young to be involved in this kind of perversion or even normal sex. Yet, Cindy couldn’t argue. It was almost like being masked with Kevin, James, and Paul yesterday. With them she couldn’t let on at all. With her children she couldn’t object or she’d be spanked! It was disgusting and humiliating, but she could see that the three mistresses could get away with it. She was the perverted mommy. Kevin was the motherfucker. She didn’t know what they had on Lori, but Lori wasn’t fighting at all. And Joanie… holy shit, the look on Joanie’s face. My little angel knows what to do with a slave. Mommy wondered just how it would feel to sexually submit to Joanie. It was incredible with Kevin. 
Shocked to discover her mom as a slave like her, Lori was shocked again as Kevin appeared in a matching outfit. It made her feel better about what she was wearing if only because there was somebody in the room in a more embarrassing position than her. Standing between the other two slaves, she thought about what she’d done with Joanie and that Joanie might make her do that again. She thought about Kevin and the look he’d given her. The horny little bastard looked like he was undressing me with his eyes. Bet he doesn’t even know what to do with a girl.
The lone male in the room was indeed thinking about his big sister. If mommy had put out for him and now Lori was dressed the same as mommy, then it was logical to assume he’d get to play with her. He could still see the flash of that picture of her naked and kneeling and sucking a cock. The picture had been quick, but it was burned into his memory. 
“I think he looks best of all,” said Lisa, coming into the room and fluffing Kevin’s skirt. He was looking way too comfortable for her tastes. She peeked down the front of his dress. “Jeez, he’s even wearing a bra. Got anything in there, boy toy?” she teased, cupping non-existent breasts. “We really should do this right,” she said. “Greet your mistress properly. Go kneel in front of her and ask, how may I serve you, mistress.” She put her hand on his panty clad bottom. “Mmm, that’s warm already. Bet you don’t want more.”
You’re shitting me, thought Kevin at the command. He looked at mommy and Lori and realized what they’d said when he heard their voices earlier. Threatened with another spanking… a bare bottom spanking in front of his sisters no doubt… he went to Joanie and knelt. “How may I serve you, Mistress?” His face burned with shame as he submitted to his little sister.  
“Lots of ways, boy toy,” repeated Joanie, figuring it was the way a mistress answered that question and adding what he’d heard Theresa call him. She thought of him as a sex slave, too, now that she could look down on him and imagine him naked. It would be a first for her, at least the first naked boy she’d seen in the flesh since she knew about sex.  
Staring up at his mistress, Kevin felt funny. She called me boy toy. The name meant something to him. It meant playing games with mommy and hopefully Lori. It meant Joanie would make him do the same things as Mistress Theresa. Moreover, it felt like a transfer of power from the woman to his sister. He hadn’t seen Mistress Theresa naked, so he figured he wouldn’t see Joanie naked either. Not that he wanted to he assured himself. 
“Get back in line, boy toy,” said Joanie. As he scrambled to his feet, she laughed at him. “Cute panties,” she said after getting a good glimpse of them. She stepped in front of him and lifted his skirt. She was not only rewarded with her first glimpse of a cock in the tiny panties but it was hard. “Holy shit! It’s so big. Looks like boy toy is all excited.”
With the slaves in line again, Theresa asked, “Slut Cindy, what was it you asked to do with Lori this morning?”
The mother of three gaped at her mistress at the question. That had been fantasy, a what if game. She didn’t expect to play it in front of her kids. Her face burned as she took a calculated step. “Please, don’t make me say that, Mistress,” she objected. She didn’t want to just say it. Much as she didn’t want to be spanked in front of her kids, for this she wanted to be spanked so they knew she was being forced. To save some little bit of face, she needed to be a little disobedient and be coerced into saying something so obscene about her daughter. 
“I can’t believe you would disobey me so easily,” said Theresa angrily. “Get over here and put your hands on the back of the couch.”
As she assumed the position, Cindy felt her panties slide down for a bare bottom spanking. She knew they had a perfect view of her ass and her pussy between her thighs. Kevin had seen it before and now her girls saw what mommy was. Steeling for the spanking, she jumped when she felt her mistress’ hand reach between her legs and a finger press against her clit. As her mistress started to rub her clit, Cindy gasped with pleasure. No, no, this is not what’s supposed to happen, she thought. Spank me. Make me. But the finger didn’t stop. My God, I’m so wet and so aroused. They’re watching me. I’m going to cum and they’re watching their slutty mommy get off. What happened to the command and the punishment?
“You want to cum?” asked Theresa. “Right in front of them?”
“Yes, mistress,” she said softly. She’d had so many the past two days after a long drought, yet she still felt the addiction and wanted every orgasm she could get.  
“Say it. Loud enough for them to hear,” said Theresa, her finger just languidly caresses her slave’s sweet spot. 
Her mistress could make her cum with or without her request. It was humiliating to have to ask, but it would be just as humiliating to be forced to cum without asking. She knew humiliation was her mistress’ goal right now. “Mistress, may I cum right in front of them?” she begged. 
“Tell us all what you want to do to Lori,” said Theresa. 
“Oh, God,” she gasped. It would be teased out of her, not forced. They wouldn’t understand she had to say it. Silently cursing her mistress, she said, “Mistress, I’d like to lick Lori’s pussy.”
“I’ll bet you would,” said Theresa. “And what do you want to do to Kevin?”
No, that’s wrong, she thought. I said all that under a threat. It wasn’t what I wanted to do to my kids. It was say something dirty about them. “I want to suck his cock,” she moaned. 
“Done that already, right?” said Theresa. 
“Yes, Mistress, I’ve sucked Kevin’s cock twice now,” she admitted. 
Kevin turned bright red as his sisters looked at him in astonishment. It wasn’t so cool to have everybody know it. Now it seemed so wrong. As bad as this felt, he could imagine the whole world finding out. 
“And what about your mistress? Mistress Joanie? What do you want to do to her?” 
“I want to finger her pussy,” said Cindy. 
“Lick Lori, but only finger your mistress?” teased Theresa. 
Cindy looked apologetically at Joanie. It was meant as a good thing. She didn’t want to get as naughty with her little girl. Now it sounded like she was denying her mistress that pleasure.
“That’s OK, Mistress Theresa,” said Joanie. “It will make it better knowing she doesn’t want to lick it when she does.”
While Cindy blushed at the announcement so casually delivered that she would lick her 10-year-old daughter’s pussy, Theresa nodded in appreciation. Lisa said Joanie was a natural. 
“Won’t be the first tongue in my pussy, will it, Lori?” said Joanie. Of course Lori’s wasn’t either, but nobody knew that. 
“No, Mistress,” said Lori, her turn to blush. She had that same impression that she had when Joanie learned about her cock sucking. Theresa, Lisa, and Joanie were mistresses and entitled that embarrassing bit of information. Mom and Kevin were different, but they had their own secrets. Her secret was safe with this group. 
Theresa smacked Cindy on the ass and said, “Now pull up your panties and get back in line.” Cindy felt the fresh taste of betrayal as her mistress denied her an orgasm that she’d just debased herself for. There was an offer made to let her cum if she said those disgusting things, but not a promise. With her pussy aching for an orgasm, she tottered back in line. Now she again looked forward to weeks or months without another one.
“I’d like to play a game now,” said Theresa. “This is called strip your slave,” she addressed Joanie. “The rules are pretty simple. You strip your slave. A good slave who accepts you as their mistress will let you strip them. A naughty, willful, disobedient slave will let you strip them after they’ve been spanked and spanked and spanked. Either way, in the end, the slave knows who the mistress is. I’ll start. Oh and I suggest we leave their shoes and socks on. I think a slave in just knee socks and shoes looks even better than a naked one.”
Stepping behind Cindy, the mistress said, “I’m going to take off slut Cindy’s dress and let everyone see her cute underwear.” Then she slid down the zipper slowly and lifted the dress up and off Cindy in front of her kids. She gave Cindy plenty of time to object and so it was obvious that Cindy knew who her mistress was. 
Joanie grinned and stepped behind Lori. “I’m going to take off slut Lori’s dress and let her little brother see her in just her bra and panties,” she said, spicing it up the way she thought would be the worst for Lori. Just as slowly, she unzipped the dress as Lori fidgeted. She pulled it up and off without interference from her big sister. 
Why didn’t mom make a fuss? Lori couldn’t figure it out and she didn’t want to be the first to make a fuss. I have to and besides, it’s just like wearing a bikini, she reminded herself. Still, she could feel Kevin’s eyes on her and knew he wasn’t thinking it was just like a bikini.
It hadn’t been mentioned, but Joanie assumed they were taking off one article from each and taking turns. She moved to Kevin. “I’m going to take off boy toy’s dress cuz I want to see what he looks like in girls’ underwear,” she giggled. Kevin turned crimson as she slid his zipper down. Yet, even when she pulled it over his head, he didn’t move. “Damn, he’s cute,” said Joanie. “Oh, for God’s sake,” she said, getting her first good look at the front of his panties. “You can practically see it… his thing… right there.”
“His cock, dear,” said Theresa. “You can see his cock. And, you probably don’t know this, but it should be a lot smaller than that right now. It gets big when he’s excited. Guess he likes wearing girls’ underwear.” 
“Excited like when I get wet?” she asked innocently. 
“Yes, sweetie,” said her aunt. “That kind of excited.”
“I do like the way he looks in those knee socks,” said Joanie. “Your turn again.”
Kevin would be perfectly happy if he died right then and there. Like Lori, he rationalized the loss of his dress and nothing much. He had less to hide than mommy and Lori and neither of them had objected. Yet, Joanie made his scanty clothing into the most embarrassing thing that had ever happened to him. Cute? She called me cute. And talking about my cock and being excited and liking girls’ underwear like I’m not even here. Naked was better than this humiliation. For God’s sake! She even made the socks embarrassing!
“I like to rotate who goes first, if you don’t mind, Mistress Joanie. Why don’t you do Lori and then Kevin and then I’ll go.”
“Sure,” said Joanie. Behind Lori, she said, “I’m going to take off Lori’s bra so her little brother can check out her tits. I got a good look at them already today.” She slowly undid Lori’s bra strap and then Lori caught her bra and stepped forward, away from Joanie. 
“Dammit, no,” she said to Aunt Theresa. “Not in front of everybody.” She looked at Joanie. “I let you in her basement, but not here.”
“Well, holy fuck,” said Joanie. “Let’s start over. Say, dammit, no, Mistress Theresa.”
“Dammit, no, Mistress Theresa,” said Lori. Saying mistress or not wasn’t her objection. It was trivial and distracted her from the real point.  
“Say, I let you in her basement, but not here, Mistress Joanie,” said her little mistress, crossing her arms. 
Lori’s shoulders slumped. “I let you in her basement, but not here, Mistress Joanie.”
“Give me the bra. Now!” Joanie held out her hand. She wasn’t going to get into a tug of war over the article of clothing. She’d lose that battle and she instinctively knew she couldn’t afford to lose right now. “You want those pictures of you with a mouthful of cock to get out? No problem. Just that you should know that Kevin has seen mommy’s tits already and your little ones probably aren’t worth looking at. Give… me… the… bra.”
Hearing the familiar threat, Lori wondered just what had gotten into her. She couldn’t afford to cross her little sister. Even if it meant getting naked in front of Kevin. She assured herself that he’d be naked, too. Then Joanie hit her with a dare. At least she took it as a dare when her skinny flat chested sister called her tits little. Lori extended her hand and gave her mistress the disputed article of clothing. Her back was to her brother at the moment, so it wasn’t so bad. Joanie handed it right back to her. “Put it on.” Suspicious of Joanie’s motives, Lori put it back on. Joanie promptly proved her slave was right to be suspicious. Turning her slave to face Kevin, the little mistress said, “I’m going to take off my naughty slave’s bra so the good slave can get an eyeful of his big sister’s little titties.” She unhooked the bra and pulled it off and tossed it away. “Get a good look, Kevin.” She had Lori stand in front of their brother for half a minute. 
Hah, thought Lori. He’s looking. They’re not that little. He’s got a hard on in those panties. He wants them. “Now get your ass back in line,” snapped her mistress and she tapped into position in her heels realizing she’d just been had. What the fuck? What did I do that for? Now everybody’s seen them and I just gave in to her again. 
Looking to Theresa and Lisa for approval, Joanie beamed at their surprise. “Awesome,” said Lisa. “Wonderful, slaves can be difficult at times, but you handled her well,” said Theresa as Lori burned with shame. Handled her well? Praising Joanie and I didn’t even get a good girl pat on the back for letting her expose me?
“Thank you, mistresses,” Joanie said and then stepped behind Kevin. “I’m going to take off Kevin’s bra because then he’ll just have one thing left and next time, we’ll all see his hard cock.” She removed his bra without incident. 
“I’m going to take off mommy’s bra and you won’t believe what she’s got besides her tits inside her bra,” Theresa said and took off Cindy’s bra. “She has her nipples pierced for me,” said the mistress. 
For years Cindy had managed to hide her piercings, Kevin had seen them already, but now her daughters got the full view of the gold rings dangling from her nipples. She had many signs of her submission and this was one of the most definitive. “Kewl,” said her youngest daughter. Joanie looked at her own slaves, already thinking about marking them as hers. 
Expecting Aunt Theresa to go first again, Joanie was surprised when her mentor said, “Mommy went first for the dresses, Lori went first for the bras. Now it’s time for Kevin to go first.”
“Kewl,” she said. This time she stood in front of Kevin so she could get a good view. “I’m going to pull down my brother’s cute little panties so I can see his hard cock. I’ve never seen one hard and I want this to be my first.” She took hold of the sides of his panties and paused. “Ooo, he wants to show me.” Then she pulled them down to his thighs and stared at his cock for several seconds before she pulled them all the way off. “That’s smaller than the ones Lori sucked,” she said. 
“Yes, mistress,” agreed Kevin. He didn’t take it as an insult as she’d intended. He’d seen the cock Lori sucked and it was bigger. It was a man’s cock. What he was most interested in right now was Lori as his big sister gazed at his cock. It was the only cock in the room and if she was going to suck one, it would be his. Lori looked up abruptly, caught his gaze, and blushed as she realized she’d been caught staring. Yeah, naked is better than being in girl’s underwear, thought Kevin as he felt vindicated. 
Theresa stood behind Cindy as she took hold of her panties at the hips. “I’m going to pull down my slave’s panties so everybody can see how wet her pussy is. Let’s show the kids, mommy,” she taunted as she slid them slowly down and helped her step out of them. The juicy slit outlined by rings in her pussy lips was there for all to see. 
“Well, your pussy is almost a let down, huh, girl toy,” said Joanie. She regretted using the name as soon as she heard it out loud. It didn’t have the same ring as boy toy. “I’m gonna pull down my big sister’s panties so she’ll be buck naked because I want her buck naked.” Trying to bait her slave, Joanie was pleased that there was no resistance as she pulled down her sister’s last bit of real clothing. “Jesus, you’re a slut, Lori. Don’t want to show your tits, but let everybody look at your pussy. Can you say, fuck me, Kevin?”
Lori took the tease as stoically as she could manage, not blushing at all. Inside she burned with shame as mommy learned just what kind of girl she was. Not a bad girl, but a slave girl with more experience than she wanted mommy to know about. “Yes, Mistress,” she said. She could say it, but she wasn’t going to unless the order was clearer than that. She caught Kevin staring at her and then she blushed. 
With the three slaves stripped, Joanie looked to the two older mistresses for what was going to happen next. She had her own ideas for three naked sex slaves, but she didn’t want to go too far too fast. As Theresa pulled a collar out of her mom’s purse and then two more out of her bag, Joanie didn’t pick up on their purpose. She took the two that Theresa handed her and then watched Theresa collar her slave. “Wicked,” she said, getting the idea, and then put a collar around Lori’s neck. “Like pets,” she said.  
“Slave collars,” said Theresa. “They could be pets if you want, but slaves get collars, too.” As Joanie collared Kevin, Theresa added, “It’s a sign of ownership. They belong to you.”
“Yeah, I know,” said Joanie though she didn’t see the collar as symbolic. It was just another way to demean her slaves.  
Mistress Theresa spoke to Lisa. “I think she’s ready. I’ll watch them. You talk to her.” As Lisa led Joanie out of the room, Theresa said, “You three just stand at attention and wait.” 
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Alone with Joanie, Lisa smiled and said, “You’re fantastic. Just don’t get carried away. Theresa is going to spend the night, but you get to start being more in charge of Lori and Kevin now. Don’t do anything you haven’t seen done before. If you want to try something new, ask Theresa or me to show you before you do it. We’ll give you new ideas little by little. Do not take them outside as slaves. If you go out to eat, shopping, whatever, they’re your mommy, sister, and brother. If mommy says she needs to talk to Mistress Theresa, let her. Mommy is still her slave. You can borrow her and make her do stuff when Theresa isn’t here, but she’s Theresa’s slave. Mistress Theresa has things that mommy can’t do, so if mommy says you can’t, you can’t. There’s a difference between can’t and won’t. Mommy also has things she has to do for Theresa, so if mommy says she needs to go do something for Mistress Theresa, let her. Don’t worry,” she assured her protégé. “If we catch mommy saying or doing something just to avoid you, she’ll be severely punished.
“Mommy is not allowed to cum without permission. You know what it feels like to cum, right? So imagine that you want to cum and you’re ready to cum, but you can’t because you’re not allowed. It’s fun to make your slaves suffer like that. You may let your slaves cum or not cum. It’s your choice, but you cannot give mommy permission to cum. Only Theresa can do that. Of course, you can cum all you want.”
She paused and took Joanie’s hand. “Lori is a virgin, you know what that means, right?”
“I guess,” said the 10-year-old. 
“Well, it means she hasn’t had sex with a boy. She hasn’t had anything pushed in her pussy hole. You should keep her like that for a while. Do not let Kevin fuck her. That would be too much of a reward for him. She’ll always remember the first time and it shouldn’t be with him. It should be with you. Keep Lori a virgin and pretty soon I’ll show you how you can take her cherry.”
“I can do it?” asked Joanie suspiciously. She thought it took a boy to do it. 
“Yes, but it takes some special stuff for a girl to do it. I’ll get it for you and show you how to use it in a couple of weeks. Just don’t let anybody poke anything in her pussy hole until then.”
“OK,” nodded Joanie. “So, mommy and Kevin can lick her right?”
“Yes, that’s right. Licking is OK. You got licked and you’re still a virgin,” Lisa pointed out. “Keep it that way. We’ll make a special deal out of losing your cherry and that won’t be for a couple of years.” Letting go of Joanie’s hand, she sat back. “You ready, Mistress Joanie?”
“Ready to kick ass, Mistress Lisa,” she said. “You thought I did good with Lori, right?”
“You were perfect,” said Lisa, amused that the little girl felt she needed some praise and reassurance. “You handled the bra problem perfect. That’s the way a mistress stays in control. That’s the way a slave submits, too. Lori melted before her mistress’ full power of control.” 
“I still need to punish her, right? I had to remind her about saying mistress and she disobeyed, right?”
“Yes, you do need to punish her. First thing when you get back. Stick to easy commands, hot stuff,” said Lisa. “Give them a month to accept that you’re the mistress and then we’ll show you how to really push them.” She knew 10-year-olds were not long on patience, but she figured Joanie could really start pushing in a couple of weeks. 
“I’m going,” said Lisa. “Got my own slaves to attend to. Have fun.” 
“You bet,” said Joanie. She was so excited she just let Lisa show herself out as she dashed into the family room for more fun. The three slaves were standing in the exact same position as when she’d left. The only thing different was Kevin’s now flaccid cock.  
With the slaves standing at attention, Theresa sat on the couch. She patted the spot next to her and Joanie plopped down with a good view of the slave’s bottoms. “Before we do anything else, I want to show you a fun way to play with your slaves. What do you want to do with them after that?”
“I want them to lick me,” said Joanie with a devilish smile. She was hooked on that idea. “I want Lori to go first to show them how to do it. She’s good and then mommy and then Kevin. But I need to do something first.” 
Not ready to have her plans interrupted, Theresa leaned close. “Whisper it to me.” She would entertain something special, but she wanted to know what it was first. Joanie whispered that she needed to punish Lori. “Ah, yes, that’s right. Let me get started and I’ll let you know the right time. Sounds like you know how to treat your slaves,” winked Theresa. She reached into a bag sitting next to her and pulled out three sets of nipple clamps on chains. “Let me show you these.” She handed two sets to Joanie. “I’ll do mommy and then you can do your slaves.”
Moving in front of Cindy, Theresa dangled the clamps in front of her with a smile. “Time for some fun,” she said. Then she pinched and pulled on Cindy’s nipples until they were hard as bullets. Pulling one out, she put the clamp on. The experienced slave moaned as the strong clamp bit into her tender nipple. She stood still however as that one and then next were put in place. Her attempt to stand up to her mistress once already had backfired and though she knew she was showing her kids how to be a good slave, she couldn’t bring herself to rebel again. Theresa tugged on the chain. “The clamp hurts and the weight of the chain makes it worse,” she told her student. “Now you do yours.”
Lori couldn’t believe what Mistress Theresa did to her mom, playing with her nipples like she enjoyed it. It was bad enough to watch, but to imagine it done to herself made her feel funny. Her eyes widened as Theresa clamped her mom’s nipples. It looked like it hurt. Now she held her breath warily as Joanie prepared to fondle her bare breasts in front of Kevin, and everybody else, but Kevin was the one she didn’t want watching. She stiffened and gasped as Joanie hardened her nipples under Theresa’s watchful eye. It felt surprisingly good. Steeling herself for the pain, she felt the first clamp flatten her nipple. She didn’t know that it was much less pressure than what crushed her mom’s nipples. It hurt bad enough anyway. “Mistress, please, it hurts. Take it off.” She squirmed, trying to make it a little harder for her mistress as Joanie ignored her pleas and clamped her other nipple. She wanted to reach up and grab Joanie’s hand, but didn’t dare. 
“That looks hot,” said Joanie. “It’s kinda like jewelry she’s wearing for me. Only it hurts and looks sexy, too.” And it’s in such a private place. It was even better that Lori had whined in protest, but done nothing to stop her. That wasn’t being disobedient. She’d allowed Felicia and Helen to squirm and beg and enjoyed it when they did. Best of all was the way Lori blushed as she admired the clamps. “So what if it hurts,” she said. “You want to look good for me, right?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Lori, that funny feeling growing in her tummy. 
To Joanie’s surprise, Kevin’s nipples hardened just like Lori’s even though he didn’t have tits. She rolled them around as he watched. “You like this,” she observed. “Hard just like a girl’s.” She was even more surprised when his cock rose as she teased him. As she clamped his nipples, he cringed, but said nothing. Lori’s whines had earned her nothing, so he didn’t even try. 
Theresa fished out three lengths of rope. “Lisa tells me you know how to tie arms. We’re going to do the one with their forearms parallel to the floor, OK?” While Theresa tied Cindy’s arms behind her, Joanie tied Lori’s arms almost as quickly. 
After tying Lori and Kevin, Joanie couldn’t take it any longer. Her brother was helpless with his hands out of the way, so she reached down and felt his cock, something she’d been dying to do. As her little hand wrapped around his cock, it lengthened. “Kewl,” she said, feeling his balls with one hand and holding his cock with the other. “So this is what mommy likes so much,” she observed, making mother and son cringe at her lack of tact. 
“Yeah, that’s what mommy likes,” agreed Theresa, tolerating the slight delay. She should have let Joanie do that much earlier and gotten it out of the way.  After half a minute of fondling Kevin, Theresa interrupted. “Now is a good time to punish Lori.”
“Oh yeah, with her arms tied,” giggled Joanie, even more delighted at the surprised look on her big sister’s face. 
“What did you plan on for her punishment?” asked Theresa. 
“Well, normally I’d do like three swats each for forgetting to call you and me mistress and for being difficult, but since there’s three things to punish her for, I thought I’d just do one swat for each,” said Joanie. Nine swats just seemed like a lot.
“Oh no,” said Theresa, shaking her head as she corrected the young mistress. “If she deserves three for each, then she gets three for each. Don’t take it easier on her poor little ass just because she’s earned a lot of punishment. She has to learn her lesson.”
Lori looked back and forth between the two mistresses as they discussed her fate. At first she didn’t understand why, but then Joanie mentioned forgetting to call them mistress. She liked Joanie’s reasoning and wanted to argue with Mistress Theresa’s logic, except for two things. One, she didn’t want to add punishment. Two, Mistress Theresa was right. 
“Mistress, I’m sorry,” said Lori, trying to talk her way out of the spanking. “I was upset. I just… I shouldn’t have tried to stop you and forgotten to call you mistress.” 
“That’s right,” said Joanie. “It doesn’t get you out of it though. Turn around.” When Lori turned to face the couch, Joanie bent Lori forward until her head rest on the couch. “Keep your legs straight and butt up.” She took the offered paddle from Theresa. As she’d been taught, she said, “Three for forgetting to call Mistress Theresa mistress.” She smacked Lori’s pert little ass hard. After three swats, Lori was sobbing quietly, but hadn’t moved. 
Joanie chuckled. “Bare bottom spanking in front of everyone. Mommy and Kevin have a good view. Now here’s three for forgetting to call me mistress.” 
It is so wrong, thought the 14-year-old. Everything is wrong… just being naked… then add tied… add a spanking… bare bottom… from Joanie. And I’m letting her. After the second one, Lori yelped loud. “Please, mistress, it’s too many.” She turned slightly, trying to hide her bottom and dissuade her mistress from another swat. 
“Get that ass back in position,” snapped Joanie. “If you want, we can start over.” Lori’s bottom moved back and she smacked it again. For the first time, Lori screamed. 
Theresa touched Joanie’s shoulder and whispered. “Three more, but they don’t all have to be as hard.”
“Huh?” asked Joanie. 
“Stay like that, Lori,” said Theresa. Realizing it would take more than a quick whisper to make her point to the 10-year-old, Theresa took Joanie out of the room. “You promised her three more. She deserves three more. You have to give her three more. But, she’s hurting pretty bad. You don’t have to hit her as hard for the next three. Her bottom is sore and three medium swats will hurt enough to make your point. Three hard ones might be too much.”
“Ohhhh,” said Joanie. “I get it. Yeah, three more like that and she just might argue too much and then I’d have to punish her more.”
“That’s thinking like a good mistress,” said Theresa. She had given Cindy no leniency, but Cindy was an adult with too much to lose. There would come a time soon enough when Lori would get none from her little sister. 
Returning to her errant slave, Joanie said, “Three for trying to not let me have the bra. Just remember that I got it anyway, so don’t give me trouble in the first place.” She smacked Lori with a medium swat and heard a satisfying yelp and renewed sobbing. Two more like that and Lori’s bottom was beet red, but she hadn’t screamed for the last three. 
“Mistress Theresa, do you have some of that cream Mistress Lisa lets me use sometimes? You know, when a slave deserves a little something,” asked Joanie. 
“I do,” said the older woman. It wasn’t something she normally had, but Lisa had given her some for Joanie to use. She handed the balm to the young girl wondering what she would do with it. 
Joanie dabbed some of the balm on her hand and rubbed it into Lori’s hot bottom. “I don’t have to do this, you know,” she said to Lori. “But, you did say mistress when you were told to and you did give me the bra and you did take your punishment well.” She rubbed the soothing, cooling cream into Lori’s bottom for a minute. “Now you’ll think twice before you disobey me, unless you like getting a bare bottom spanking from your little sister.”
Lori sobbed even as Joanie soothed her burning ass. It fucking hurt and I held still for it. Yeah, my ass hurt, but it hurts inside, too. Joanie’s taking advantage of my secrets and why am I letting her? Because I’m a slave. Because my arms are tied. Because there’s worse things she could do. 
Impressed, Theresa put the balm away and said, “Now we’re ready for the real fun. We’re going into the basement where there’s some special stuff set up. Would you lead the way, Mistress Joanie?”
At the bottom of the stairs, Joanie didn’t see any special stuff set up. She stepped away from the stairs and herded the slaves into the room. Mistress Theresa came down last, shut the basement door, and unlocked the off-limits room. The kids had no idea what was in there, assuming it had something to do with daddy’s death since it had become off-limits shortly after he died. Instead, they were shocked to see torture equipment. The room looked like a medieval dungeon. 
Cindy’s heart pounded as her bound children walked into the playroom ahead of her. It was the playroom because despite the look of a torture chamber, she’d never been punished in the room. Her mistress brought here to ‘play’. The games were always painful, but this was how Theresa had private fun. It was so private that no one had been in this room besides her and her mistress. Now her youngest child was about to learn how to play those same games with her older siblings. 
“Wow,” said Joanie as she looked around the room like a kid in a candy store. She wanted to try everything on her slaves. “What’s this?” she asked of the Y-rack. She understood the stocks and the big heavy chair, but not the rack or the three identical shock platforms. 
“I’ll show you that sometime,” said Theresa. “Today, I’m going to show you these,” she pointed at the shock platforms. 
Cindy was aghast as soon as she entered the room and saw two more of a device she dreaded. One for each of us. If there had been any doubt, now she knew for sure her mistress was actually going to show her little angel how to torture mommy and her siblings. There were less painful and dangerous things to start her on. Why not one of those? Her attention was taken from that as Joanie amazed her with enthusiasm over the room. My little angel indeed, she thought. Joanie likes this room and what she can do to us. Then her horror returned as Theresa pointed at the shock platforms. My God, I get so excited performing for my mistress on that. Joanie’s going to see me like that. Lori and Kevin are going to see me like that. Maybe they won’t notice mommy’s reaction since they’re going to experience it firsthand. Maybe they’ll get excited like me. She could almost picture Lori’s and Kevin’s sexy bodies struggling in pain and arousal. Being on display and helplessly hurting excited her and now her daughter and son were going to do the same thing. It was so wrong that it was all the more exciting.  
Theresa put Cindy in position. Knowing what was expected, Cindy stepped onto the platform with her heels resting on the 4 inch high contacts. Theresa fixed Cindy’s ankles in the metal frame so her feet couldn’t move from that position. She could go up or down, but her heels were permanently poised over the contacts. Pulling a rope down from the ceiling, the mistress tied it to Cindy’s arms and pulled it taut so she could support herself on the rope for balance. There was a metal pole between Cindy’s legs and one in front of her as tall as she was. Theresa raised the pole between the slave’s legs until the contact pushed six inches into her pussy. Then she attached a metal wire to the chain between Cindy’s nipple clamps and ran the wire straight out through a ring on the pole in front of Cindy and attached weights to the other end of the wire. The weights dangled an inch above a contact on the pole. The position was such that, when the power was turned on, Cindy had to stay on her toes or she’d get a shock to her pussy when her heels pressed down on the contacts under them. She also had to lean back to keep the weights from touching the contact in front of her or else she’d get a shock to her nipples. Theresa left her like that with the power off for now. 
Not knowing what the device did, Lori was still reluctant to let herself be put in the one next to mom. A freshly paddled bottom urged her to cooperate as her ankles were locked in place, arms were tied to the ceiling, and nipple clamps were attached to a weighted wire. She stood easily with the weights resting on the contacts for now. The pole between her legs only pressed an inch into her virgin pussy and it had an extension in front and back that slipped into her slit and ass crack to keep her in position. A wire ran from the front extension and clamped lightly on her clit. Her mom would get a shock inside her pussy and Lori would get one straight to her clit. The other difference was the contacts under her heels were just three inches high. 
A few minutes later, Kevin was in position. His was the same as Lori’s except where she had a metal clamp on her clit, he had one on his scrotum. Joanie had watched mommy and Lori get put in position and she did most of the work getting the nervous Kevin set up. 
Now that the slaves could do nothing to prevent their torture, Theresa spoke to Joanie, letting the slaves hear their fate that way. “The way this works is those metal posts under their heels are push buttons. If their heel touches it and presses the button, they get a shock. Mommy gets shocked in her pussy. Lori gets it to her clit and Kevin gets it to his balls. They have to stay up on their toes or else. How long can you stay on your toes?” she winked. “Now this wire here,” she pointed at the wire from nipples to the ring and down to the weights resting on the contact, “works like this. If the weights touch this metal piece, they get a shock up the wire and right to their precious nipples. So, they have to lean back a little bit to keep from getting shocked.” She hadn’t turned the power on yet, but as she described their predicament, the two young slaves rose up on their toes and then leaned back so their heels weren’t pressing down and their weights weren’t touching. 
Reaching down to the front of the platform, Theresa flipped a switch. “Turn yours on now and let’s see what happens.” 
“Kewl,” said Joanie as she turned on both. “It’s like they do it to themselves. If they stay up and back they’re OK, but when they get tired, they get it.”
“That’s right,” said Theresa. “It’s more than that though. They have to stand there on their tiptoes naked and completely on display. I call her my ornament or my trophy just standing there for me. You’ve got two trophies up on their little pedestals for you just waiting to get shocked and scream for you. By the way, the room is soundproofed. I’ve had mommy down here while you kids were asleep sometimes. They can get as noisy as we want and nobody will hear. Isn’t that right, Cindy poo? Decorating the room for me.” She reached out and pulled Cindy forward until the weights touched and she gasped and yelped in pain. “Right to mommy’s nipples. It’s a lesson in I can do anything I want to my slave. Go ahead and make her touch her weights down.”
“Oh, God, no, Mistress, please don’t,” whined Lori. Mistress Theresa had called this fun. It sure looked like Joanie was enjoying it. It was incredibly frustrating to watch her little sister reach out and push her forward. “Eeeeeeeee,” she squealed and wriggled as the weights touched. She jerked back, amazed that Joanie was laughing. 
“Fuck no, Mistress,” said Kevin as his little sister reached for him. He looked on in horror as the weights lowered toward the contact. “I’ll do anything you… aaaaeeeeeee,” he squealed like Lori. 
“Fucking A, that’s so hot,” said Joanie. “Beg Kevin, maybe I won’t do it.” She reached out to him again only this time she grasped his hips, ready to pull him down and make his heels touch. 
“For God’s sake, Mistress, don’t do it. It freaking hurts. I’ll do… I’ll do anything.” His eyes were wide with fright. Then he felt pressure on his hips and his heels touched. “Gaaahhhhh,” he screamed as the electricity coursed through his balls. Somehow he found the strength to rise up against her efforts to hold him down. 
“Couldn’t help myself, boy toy,” she said. “Too much fun.” She went to Lori with a big smile on her face. “How about you, tit toy,” she said. She grinned. Tit toy sounded better than girl toy. “You ready to see what it feels like on your clit?”
“No, Mistress,” whimpered Lori. “Can you just wait until… until I do it myself? Please, I’m begging you.” As she felt Joanie pressed down, she said, “Oh God, eeeeeeeeee.” How impotent she felt when she begged for mercy and then her little sister just ignored her. Oh how she felt Joanie’s control over her. 
“Sit back and watch,” said Theresa now that the two slaves had felt both kinds of shocks. “Half the fun is just watching them try not to get shocked. Look at them strain. Look at that gorgeous body on her. Remember how she didn’t want you to see her in the box? How she didn’t want Kevin to see her tits? Now look at her. Look at him. Looking like they want you to look. Begging with their eyes. What are they thinking? Damn, I’m posing naked for her and then I’m going to shock myself. My little sister is going to watch me shock myself over and over. I’m her afternoon entertainment. Nothing I can do except perform for her.”
The two young slaves wanted to protest the words that Theresa put in their mouths. It wasn’t quite what they were thinking, but once it was said so clearly, they understood their fate. They were indeed going to entertain their little sister despite any effort or desire to the contrary.  
Shifting her attention to Cindy, she said, “Now watch mommy. She’s not begging, is she? What is she thinking? Watch me mistress. Watch me dance on my toes. Watch me show off my body. Enjoy me. Show my little girl what we do for fun. So special to have a new mistress, Joanie, watching me. Damn, I don’t want my children to see me like this, but mommy’s gonna show them what it means to be a slave.” Like her children, Cindy wished she dared argue the point. Yes, she did like to dance and perform for her mistress. She found the frustration thrilling. But she did not what to show Joanie and did not think it was special to do it for her new mistress… yet.  
After matching outfits, a game of strip your slave, a few spankings, and watching them pose like ornaments, teasing the slaves was getting too much for Theresa. After an evening with Amy Clark, she’d started to think about having young slaves she could admire anytime. It was so arousing to have underage children at her mercy. “Excuse me,” she said as she pulled off her shorts and panties. The two young slaves got an eyeful of Mistress Theresa’s pussy, but she didn’t care. Kevin squealed as his weights touched and then he jerked back in position. The woman started rubbing her pussy with two fingers. “That was sweet, Kevin,” she said. “I’m so distracting that you shocked yourself? Well, I’m going to sit here and play with myself. This makes me so excited.”
Encouraged by her tutor, Joanie took off her own shorts and panties and spread her legs. Then she covered up her pussy with her hand. “Want to see mine, Kevin? Press down with your heels for yes. Stand there quietly and squirm all sexy for no.” She giggled when Kevin screamed in brief pain. “How about you, Lori? You want to see?” Lori didn’t want that bad enough to shock herself and stoically waited until Joanie assumed the answer was no. “What about you, mommy?” asked the little tease. “Want to watch me play with myself while you dance on your toes?” To her delight, mommy gasped and squealed in pain as her heels touched. 
“Shut your eyes, Lori,” said Joanie. She took her hand away to proudly display her smooth, bare pussy. Then she started rubbing it like Theresa was. “I’m all excited, too. All three of you look so desperate.” She looked closer at her mommy’s pussy and thighs. “She’s getting wet! She likes this?”
Cindy blushed bright red at Joanie’s announcement. No, I don’t like it, she thought, and don’t announce it to the world. It hurts and it’s demeaning. It’s exciting, but that doesn’t mean I like it. She knew it was too fine of a point for her kids to understand. It just looked like she liked it. “Dance for me, mommy,” said her daughter. “Entertain me.”
That’s cruel, thought Cindy. She doesn’t have to tease me about it. I don’t want to know how much she enjoys this. For God’s sake, I’m a grown woman, a mother, a respectable member of the community and now I’m entertaining my 10-year-old with my body and my screams. 
Abruptly Lori squealed in pain as she shocked herself. “Sweet, you can open your eyes and watch me now, Lori,” said her mistress. “Couldn’t take it anymore? Just had to take a peek at your favorite pussy in the world?”
“No, Mistress,” said Lori. “It wasn’t that. I just can’t see the weights with my eyes closed. I can’t keep them up because… because I can’t see how high they are.” 
“Close your eyes then, tit toy,” said Joanie. If Lori hadn’t done it just to see her pussy and was dumb enough to say she hadn’t, then she deserved to have her eyes closed. Lori closed her eyes and leaned way back, pulling the weights two inches off the contact. Only when she closed her eyes again did Lori realize in her pride she’d basically earned herself another shock. In the darkness she couldn’t tell how far back she was leaning. Is this enough? How about this? Am I too far back? As it ached, she eased off a little bit at a time. 
Sitting there and watching mommy, Joanie thought about how many times mommy had done this over the past few years. Her mommy was a slut. She performed for Mistress Theresa and she enjoyed it. It did seem mommy was even more excited to have her daughter watching and enjoying. Mommy was gorgeous and it was hot to watch her naked and straining. My own mommy like a Playboy model only a hundred times naughtier because we can hurt her all we want. The little mistress’ breath started coming faster and her fingers moved faster. Then a wonderful orgasm hit her and she arched up off the chair, cumming hard. With her in mid orgasm, mommy and Kevin both screamed and then Lori joined in, just as distracted by the sound as her fellow slaves were by the sight. They were quick screams before the three snapped back into position, but Joanie’s orgasm was even better knowing they’d done it for her. I’m distracting, she thought. 
The girl got up and looked closer at mommy’s signs of arousal. “Getting all excited, mommy? You like being naked and helpless for me? You look so sexy up on your toes and straining like that. Showing me everything ‘cause you’re a slave. Ooo, do you wish you could cover up? Or do you like being naked? Kevin can see his mommy all naked and squirming. Lori knows what you’re doing. Putting on a show for the whole family.”
She couldn’t tell if Lori was excited, but she wanted to taunt her big sister anyway. “Look at you, tit toy. Got my big sister up on her toes and squirming. Such a pretty decoration… my sex trophy just pushing her tits out for me… oh, and Kevin can check you out all he wants. Damn, you never let a boy see those tits before and now your little brother can look all he wants. Mommy’s right next to you and she’s just letting me play with you all I want.  Naked and tied and entertaining me.” 
Despite the fact that he had plenty to look at, Kevin didn’t look excited at all. Wondering if she could help with that, she grabbed his cock and started stroking it. “I think my trophy would look better with a big hard cock,” she said. “C’mon, big brother. Show little sister your big hard cock.” He didn’t need much coaxing, rising quickly at her touch. “Yeah, that’s good,” she said. “You and mommy are both sluts. Now you dance for me. Entertain me. Squirm and wave my trophy’s cock around. You want Lori and mommy to suck that?”
Despite the threat of intermittent pain, Kevin enjoyed the feel of his mistress’ hand. She was even careful to stroke him without pulling him forward. Even he thought the position was hot as he leaned back and thrust his hips forward. With a hard on, it looked like he was waving it proudly for all to see. Which, considering he wanted it sucked, felt like he was advertising. If it hadn’t been for Joanie’s taunts… sluts… dance for me… entertain me… wave my trophy’s cock, he might have thanked his mistress. And there was the little matter of being tortured by her at the same time. 
Listening to Joanie taunt her brother, Theresa couldn’t tease herself anymore and came in a noisy orgasm. Cindy screamed as she purposely dropped the weights to let the current flow into her nipples. Forced to be an ornament for her mistress, she appreciated it when her mistress showed just how sexy she was. Cum for me, Mistress. Watch me and cum.
Theresa rose from her chair and said, “We can speed things up a bit. Watch this.” She stepped close to Cindy and said, “Give me a kiss, slut.” Cindy pressed her lips to her mistress’ lips. 
Cindy knew what was coming as her mistress pulled slowly away. Keeping their lips in contact, she tried to tilt her head forward without moving her whole body forward. Watch mommy get shocked. “Aaaahhhh,” she gasped in pain and pulled back. Her mistress was still there, lips puckered, so she leaned forward again. Their lips just touched and she screamed again. 
Wondering if she could do the same, Joanie moved close to Kevin. “Kiss me, boy toy.” She stretched up close to his face and he moved toward her. 
“Aaaahhhh,” he squealed before he even got close. She was still daring him with her pretty lips. He was surprised that he wanted to kiss her, but he did and not just because she was ordering him to. He leaned forward again, trying to keep his chest sucked in as he reached for her lips. They touched just as the weights touched, even as he squealed in pain, he kept his lips to hers for a second and then pulled back. Mmm, her lips were warm and sweet. 
Stunned at Kevin’s kiss, Joanie stepped back. She’d commanded him to kiss her, but he’d gone above and beyond, holding the kiss as he shocked himself. He wanted to kiss me, she thought. My big brother wanted to kiss me. What a slut of a boy toy. She started thinking about how to use that against him. 
“Open your eyes, tit toy,” said Joanie and Lori opened her eyes. “Kiss me,” she commanded. 
Lori cast a nervous glance at her weights. Even with her eyes closed, she’d guessed the game they were playing. Now it was her turn. Their lips touched and she felt Joanie leaning away. Then she felt the stinging burn of the electricity. “Eeeeeeee,” she screamed and jerked back. 
Theresa was enjoying watching Joanie as much as the slaves. The girl’s enthusiasm was contagious and yet she showed restraint as well. “We can hurry it along a couple other ways,” she said to Joanie. “Take these and put two each on their weights.” 
Joanie took four weights from her tutor and examined them. Like the others, they were round and had a slot from the outer edge to the center. She slipped them over the wire through the slot, setting two on Lori’s stack of weights and then two on Kevin’s stack. The result was not immediate, but she understood it would tire them sooner. 
“And we can do this,” said Theresa. She turned a small crank and lowered the ring that the wire ran through, bringing the weights closer to the contact. In response, Cindy leaned farther back. 
Seeing that, Joanie knew that she could set it up so her slaves were continuously shocking themselves. Enough weight and a short enough wire and they’d have to do it. She also realized that game wouldn’t be fun. For it to be fun, the slaves had to think they could keep from shocking themselves. She cranked her slaves’ weights down half an inch, safe but daringly close. 
Stretched up on her toes, Cindy felt the burn in her calves start. It wouldn’t be much longer before her feet gave out and her heels touched. Balanced on the balls of her feet, she looked at Lori next to her. She’d never seen it done to someone else and now she could watch her daughter struggle to keep from shocking herself. It was so hot to see her 14-year-old daughter nude and straining. She could imagine how the girl felt and it made her even more excited. It was just exciting to know Lori was becoming a slave. The girl she’d tried to protect from the world was now in the most sordid part of it. It was hot to see her nipples clamped and stretched out by the weights and hot to see her on her toes, long legs accentuating her cute figure. Her little sister’s trophy, about to entertain Joanie with her screams. 
The mother took her time to admire her son as well as he balanced and strained. His cock was still hard from Joanie’s hand. How must he feel to be nude for his little sister, a cock to play with and a trophy to hurt. Maybe he thought he’d get to cum, but he’d soon learn that his cock was not his anymore. Even his nipples were distended by the weight. It was exciting to watch him, too. It wasn’t exciting the way it was for Theresa and Joanie. For Cindy, it was exciting imagining their pain and humiliation and frustration. Watch me, mistress. It’s all I’m good for. 
Her mistress snapped Cindy out of her reverie with a smack to her smooth pussy with an open palm and she jumped and her heels came down. “Aaaahhhh,” Cindy gasped. Another swat came and she managed to avoid setting down her heels, but now her weights swung perilously close to the contact. With the third swat, heels and weights touched, sending shocks to her pussy and nipples. She wanted to cum so bad, but she’d never been allowed to cum in the playroom. She was just the toy. Play with me mistress. Make it hurt. Watch me try hard for you. 
Smirking, Joanie smacked Lori’s pussy and made her slave shock herself. Then she smacked Kevin’s bottom and got the same reaction. Noticing that both her slaves were starting to waver and their legs were trembling, she just stepped back and watched. “That hurts your feet and legs, huh?” she observed. “Wow, you’re like in pain for me already.” She got close to Lori, practically breathing on her face as she said, “Does it hurt? How much? Enough to take a break and rest on your heels? It’s gonna soon enough. Not so worried about Kevin seeing those tits now, are you? I like it when my trophy pushes her tits out for everybody to see. I think even mommy is checking out your tits. You checking out hers? And Kevin’s cock? Worried about screaming in front of Kevin? Don’t be. You’ll both be screaming soon. Isn’t that right, Kevin?”
Lori was seeing a different side of her sister, as they all were. Deep inside she saw a powerful, dominant mistress that fed a basic desire to be controlled. In the front of her mind, she saw a sadistic mistress. It was so very frustrating as Joanie teased her about her tits and screaming. Joanie was right on both counts. She hadn’t thought about Kevin seeing her tits since she’d felt the first shock. Now she was practically waving them around with her nipples stretched and there were other, more important things to worry about. On the second count, they both knew she was going to be screaming soon. But why does she have to tease me about it? And dammit, why does that make me more excited?
Kevin looked nervously at his mistress as she teased him. Yes, they were both going to be screaming soon while she laughed at them. It was getting harder and harder to stay up. Then he teetered and his heels pressed down. “Aahhhhh, God, Mistress, please stop it. It hurts so bad.” 
As her brother pleaded, Joanie understood what he meant when he said he’d do anything. Right now she could get him to promise anything. “Keep trying, boy toy,” she said. “I don’t think it hurts bad enough yet. Will you lick my pussy when I let you down?”
“Yes, Mistress, I’ll lick it as much as you want.” She cranked his weights down half an inch and that forced him to lean back more to keep them swinging just half an inch above the contact. “Please, no, Mistress. I said I’d do it. Get me down and I’ll lick it.”
She cranked Lori’s down a notch as well and then the two couldn’t stay up any longer. They wobbled and shocked themselves and then got back in the painful, strained position. A foot would give out and they’d feel the pain. They’d stretch out a kink in their back and their nipples would burn from the effort. It happened about every 30 seconds as they struggled with decreasing success. 
“Go for it, tit toy,” she taunted. “See if you can stay up. Keep it up. Oops, almost touched. Oh, baby, baby, I’m gonna watch you scream again. Try not to. Oh, you want to deny me that fun so bad, don’t you, baby? How much longer? Uh oh, here it comes.”
Lori dropped her heels and screamed and then added another as the weights touched. Then she was back up and straining anew with the fresh memory of the dual shocks. It was humiliating and frustrating to have her mistress right in her face knowing she was going to give out. Then Lori touched down again, her eyes wide with fear. Up she went for five seconds and then back down. 
As Lori went up again, Joanie was alarmed enough to turn off the power. The look in Lori’s eyes and the frequency of the shocks told her it was time to give her a break. “That was so perfect, tit toy,” she said. “Now I’ll let you lick my pussy. Can I, Mistress Theresa? Are we done?”
“Of course, you may, Joanie,” said Theresa. “You can be done anytime you want.”
Joanie unclamped Lori’s nipples and lowered the pole between her legs. After undoing the restraints on her ankles, she sat, pulled her slave in front of her chair, and pushed her to her knees. “Now show them how much you like my pussy,” she said as Lori leaned in and started lapping at the bare, rubbery lips. 
To Lori, it felt like a reward to get down off the shock device and kneel down to her mistress’ sweet pussy. She was weak and shaky, but did her best to get her mistress off while her mom and brother continued to struggle. Even Joanie’s taunts didn’t detract from her effort. I’m not showing them how much I like Joanie’s pussy; I’m showing them that I earned my way off the shock machine. “You do it so well, tit toy,” cooed Joanie and it felt wonderful to Lori to hear those words. She licked for a couple of minutes before Joanie came and then she continued to lick. Nobody had said to stop. 
“That’s enough, tit toy,” said Joanie. “Let’s see if Kevin wants a turn.”  
Kevin was still gamely hanging on, occasionally shocking himself. He was afraid to give up now and slip into continuous or frequent shocks like he’d seen Lori do. Joanie is busy with Lori. Who will turn off my electricity? He looked at Mistress Theresa and hoped that she would if he needed her, but the woman was focused on tormenting mommy. He tried not to watch the incredible scene in front of him of his big sister going down on their mistress. When he did, he ended up shocking himself. Torn between pain and desire, he snuck peeks at Lori, thinking how odd it was for her to know what to do. It was especially odd that Lori wanted to do the taboo lesbian act. Joanie hadn’t been kidding when she said Lori had done it before. It was like a tutorial for him as he watched his big sister munch a pussy right up until Joanie came. 
With Lori still kneeling, Joanie got behind her, turned her to face Kevin, and cupped her tits. “Not so bad to show off your tits now, huh? How about I let Kevin come suck on them. Bet you’d like to have a boy suck your nipples. Kiss them and make them feel better. Well, the only boy in your life is your brother.” 
The little mistress got up quickly when Kevin shocked himself a couple of times too close together for her preference. She turned off the power and freed him. Sitting back down, she said, “Damn, you even stayed hard while you shocked yourself. Everybody loves to watch you wave it around. You said anything, Kevin. Come lick my pussy.” 
Just like he’d seen Lori do, he ran his tongue up and down the preteen slit. He watched in amazement as Joanie took off her halter top. She didn’t have anything to show, but he still stared at her pink nipples. Joanie pointed where he should lick and he found the little nub she talked about. Licking, slurping, and nibbling, he savored the pussy that had teased him as he performed for her. 
“That’s good, boy toy,” said his mistress. “Do it while mommy and Lori watch. Show them what a good boy toy you are. Maybe we’ll tell your friends you love going down on your little sister. No? Wouldn’t like that? Hmmm, come get my nipples, boy toy. You want them, don’t you?” As Kevin stretched up with more eagerness than just responding to a command, she goaded him on. “Higher, higher, c’mon, you can do it. All the way. Yesss, lick it. Suck on it. Fucking big brother wants my body. Lean back a sec. Oh yeah, big hard cock for me. Now come give me a kiss.” His mistress leaned forward as he stretched up to her lips and kissed her. He wasn’t sure how to kiss her, but she grabbed his hair and pushed her tongue into his mouth. She pulled back quickly, “Keep your fucking tongue out of my mouth.” She kissed him again, pushing her tongue in and raping his mouth as he let her. “Now finish eating me.”
When Kevin returned to his mistress’ pussy, it was wetter than when he’d left it just a minute ago. Again he found her clit and nibbled on it. She took his hair in her hands again and held him in place, even pulling him closer. Then she bucked in orgasm on his tongue. “Fuck, yeah, boy toy. I’m gonna keep you,” she squealed as she came. 
By now Cindy was down off her shock platform and eating out Theresa. Taking Joanie’s lead, the mistress stripped off her shirt and bra and took Cindy on a tour of her body. The two young slaves knew what was going on, but Lori was again facing Joanie and Kevin had his face buried in Joanie’s pussy. Both of them wanted to look, but knew better than to take their attention from their mistress. Ensuring just that, Joanie said, “Keep your eyes on me, sluts. Just watch me.” Then she looked over to watch mommy noisily frolicking in Theresa’s pussy. “Damn, bet you guys wish you could see this. Mommy is like eating Mistress Theresa like crazy. Making me hot. I think she likes pussy even better than you guys.” 
Looking back at her slaves, she said, “I’m going to only let one of you cum right now. Tit toy, stay where you are. Boy toy, stand up and face big sister. You can watch mommy or your cock sucking sister. Got it, Lori? Suck his cock and this time don’t make a mess. Swallow it all when he cums. Go for it, Lori,” she said as Lori’s lips made contact. “Make little brother a happy boy.”
Making her mistress cum was the best reward Cindy could ever hope for after playtime in this room. Her suffering made her mistress so excited that it was inevitable that she’d end up kneeling and making her mistress cum with only her tongue. It also made her incredibly excited, but she was always left to wish for an orgasm. Satisfying her former best friend and not getting any herself was frustrating enough to keep her on the edge, mere seconds away from an orgasm for the entire time. It wouldn’t be until when they were done that she could finally let the aching need subside. Doing it in the same room with her kids was humiliating, but it couldn’t add anything to her desire. She was in such a state that she wanted Joanie and Kevin to watch. Begging with her eyes, she hoped that maybe this time her mistress would let her show what a horny slut she was and tell her to cum just for them… if her mistress would just take her eyes off her children and pay attention to her. 
Lori felt that same frustration. She’d put on a humiliating and painful performance for her mistress, but she didn’t start to feel aroused until she’d eaten Joanie with no relief herself and watched Kevin debasing himself. Now she had Kevin’s cock in her mouth and her desire was rising. She knew at least Joanie and Kevin were watching her and probably Mistress Theresa. His hips pushed forward and back, fucking her face as she tried to control him and, when that failed, tried not to gag as he took her throat. Kevin eased off after a couple of deep thrusts that choked her, but then Joanie said, “Make her suck cock, boy toy. All the way. Fucking gag on it, tit toy. I can see your wet pussy from here. You love it. Show mommy how good a cock sucker you are. Maybe later Mistress Theresa will let us see how good mommy is at sucking cock.”
Theresa rocked through her second orgasm on her slave’s expert tongue as she watched the incredible, forbidden sight. She’d sampled 13-year-old Amy at her initiation and watched Kevin and his friends with Cindy, but this was the first time she’d gotten to watch kids this young with each other. She couldn’t believe how enticing Joanie was with her innocent look wrapped around a sex hungry mind. Lori’s performances of oral artistry on her little sister and now her little brother were exquisitely arousing. The teen slut didn’t want to, but already couldn’t deny her mistress. Kevin, eagerly choking his sister, seemed to have forgotten all about the agony he’d just suffered through. As she watched, he exploded in Lori’s mouth, filling her mouth and oozing cum out of the corners. 
Joanie was close, taking in every detail. “Oh, fuck, that’s kewl,” she said as cum oozed out. “Keep it in your mouth. Suck it. Suck it! Damn, it’s like candy, isn’t it, Lori?” It looked like anything but candy, but the way Lori was working so hard to get it all, made it look like nectar of the gods. She couldn’t believe how Kevin’s cock pulsated and jerked as Lori tried to contain the cum. Pulling off, she swallowed and he shot his last burst onto her face. With a slurping sound, Lori tried to suck some of the lost cum into her mouth. 
“Mommy cleans it, too,” said Kevin pushing his cock back into Lori’s mouth. She licked and sucked it clean and then Joanie said, “You made a mess. Clean off your face and stick it in your mouth.” So then Lori used her tongue to collect cum off her face and pull it into her mouth for disposal. Not that she wanted the help, but then Joanie scraped cum off with her finger and fed it to her. 
The little mistress might have asked for more, but Theresa said, “It’s about time for dinner. Mommy’s going to go fix dinner. Let’s all go upstairs and I’ll give you some ideas to keep your slaves busy while mommy’s busy.” She untied Cindy’s arms while Joanie untied her slaves. “All of you, get your nipple clamps.” While the three slaves retrieved the clamps and chain from the shock platforms, Theresa and Joanie picked up their clothes and dressed. Then, Theresa led them upstairs.  
“Go in the kitchen and help your mother,” Theresa told the two young slaves. Once they were gone, she said to Joanie. “It’s fun to play like that with slaves, but you don’t want to do it non-stop. It’s time for a break, but the break is for you. I’d like to talk some while you give your slaves something to occupy their time. Mommy’s making dinner.” Then she explained what Joanie could make her slaves do. 
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 “Lori, Kevin, get out here,” snapped Joanie when she was ready. Her two slaves hurried out to her. “Put on your shoes and socks,” she told them. That was her idea since she liked how they looked with just that on. When they were clad appropriately, she said, “Go up to your rooms. Get out a pen and paper. You are to write 100 times, I will never, ever disobey Mistress Joanie. You will have 20 minutes to do that. The first one done will get to cum. The loser will make the winner cum and eat dinner with your hands tied behind your back. If you’re not done in 20 minutes, nobody cums.” As Theresa had instructed her, she repeated the phrase, “I will never, ever disobey Mistress Joanie. Say it, tit toy.”
Lori didn’t even consider questioning her new name. “I will never, ever disobey Mistress Joanie.”
“Say it, boy toy,” said Joanie. 
Likewise, Kevin responded to his new name immediately. “I will never, ever disobey Mistress Joanie.”
The two sized each other up. It went without saying that they didn’t want to be assigned a mundane school detention style punishment by their little sister, let alone the sentence she’d assigned them, but neither wanted to lose either. “You will have good penmanship,” said their mistress. “You will number each one so we all know when you’ve done 100. Now, go.” They hurried upstairs and into their rooms. At a more leisurely pace, Joanie followed them and unplugged their clocks and removed them from their rooms. 
Coming back down, she thought about more ideas to occupy her slaves’ time. Theresa had made it clear that her slaves should never have free time. They should barely have enough time to do what they were assigned. 
When Joanie came and sat beside her, Theresa reiterated what Lisa had said about mommy. “She’s my slave. You may not allow her to cum. Only I can do that and I rarely do. She has assigned chores, so don’t interfere with them. I’ll be spending a few nights to help you settle in so you should know her routine by the time you’re really alone with her. As for your slaves, you can let them cum or not, but I have some suggestions. About cumming, don’t be too stingy at first, but after a couple of weeks, start denying them orgasms. About their routine, it’s my rule that mommy makes you and your brother and sister do your homework right after school and checks it for you. You will rule the house, but I don’t want your school work to suffer, so do your homework.” When Joanie made a face, Aunt Theresa said, “If you start doing poorly in school, your teacher might wonder what’s changed in your life and get nosy.”
“Alright,” said the 10-year-old begrudgingly. 
“And you don’t want your slaves smarter than you, do you?”
“No, I guess not,” agreed Joanie, finding that more motivating than anything else. She already considered her sister and brother to be smarter than her. At least they were further along in school. Continually playing catch up, she definitely didn’t want to be outdone by mere slaves. 
Theresa smiled at her protégé. “That’s right. They can do other things for you, like your chores, but take pride in yourself and do well in school.” Making sure she had Joanie’s attention, she said, “I’m going to give you a little idea about why I picked Lori and Kevin to be the slaves and you to be the mistress. For one thing, you’ve got the right attitude to be a mistress. You like being in charge. You saw the possibilities right away. You’ve always been independent. Your sister was really attached to your daddy. You all miss him, but she does more than you and Kevin. She needs somebody to take her by the hand and show her what to do, even if that somebody is her little sister. She’ll question you at times, like she did about the bra, but she really wants to be put back in line. She more she pushes, the more she wants you to discipline her. The more you discipline her, the more she’ll love her mistress.”
“She’s weird,” said Joanie, though as she thought about it, it made sense. Her sister was a wimp, always doing what her friends wanted.  The mean things her sister said… I don’t want to take my kid sister to the movies with us… go play with the little kids… get off the phone so I can use it… were all because that’s what Lori’s friends wanted. Lately when she’d had confronted Lori about the snubs, Lori had been apologetic, doing nice things for her for a day or two before slipping back into that usual snobby self.  Cut Lori off from those friends and discipline her slave and Joanie could imagine she’d have a good slave. “But, OK. I can make her love her mistress.”
Theresa nodded. “Good girl. Now, Kevin is a little different. He’s a little bit needy like Lori, but he’d rather have a father figure than you. What you’ve got on him is he’s a horny boy.” Combining needy with horny made him particularly malleable, but Theresa just stuck to basics for now. “He wants your mommy. He wants your sister. He even wants you. He knows it’s wrong, but he still lusts after all of you. What you are for him is an excuse. He’ll do what you want in exchange for blowjobs from mommy and Lori, you don’t ever blow him, and just to have you touch his cock or kiss him or to fuck mommy. He won’t feel bad about it because it’s your fault. Your control is that he wants you to make him be bad, but be careful. He is a slave and you’re not bargaining with him. Never tell him he gets to cum in exchange for doing something. Sex is his reward for good behavior. He gets a reward when he’s good. If he’s not good, like he loses the game they’re playing right now, then he doesn’t get a reward. He should understand losing, be a good loser, and try harder to please you next time. Right now he gets a reward every time he’s good. We’ll talk about weaning him off when it’s time.”
Joanie could understand her brother better. She’d seen that firsthand today. It explained why he’d kissed her like that and why his cock had hardened quickly in her hand. “He likes to show off, too,” she observed. 
“Yes, I suppose he does,” agreed Theresa. “But I think he only likes to show off to you three. I think it’s like begging for your attention,” she winked. “So, tell me how you’re doing? You look like you’re doing well, but this must have been quite a shock.”
“Kinda,” said Joanie with a shrug. “I got to play mistress with a couple of my friends, so that part wasn’t such a shock. Then I got to screw with Lori for a couple of hours and that was cool. I mean, sure I was surprised she was a slave, but she just looked so perfect in that box. Kinda pitiful, defiant, helpless, I dunno, pretty much like she was asking me to mess with her. Then Lisa said mommy and Kevin were and, well, mommy made sense. It explains a lot. I guess what blew my mind was Kevin in a dress,” she giggled, “but you know what? Seeing him like that just… it was like he had slave tattooed on his forehead. So, I guess what really, really blew my mind wasn’t that they’re slaves, but that they’re my slaves… yours and mine.”
“Yes, they are your slaves,” nodded Theresa. “You can command mommy as long as it doesn’t interfere with what she does for me.”
In a more subdued tone, Joanie asked, “So, am I like gay for letting Lori lick me and for liking to look at her naked?”
“No,” said Theresa. The concerns of youth. Am I gay or straight? How will I define myself? “You did let Kevin lick you and you do like looking at him naked, too, right? Maybe you’re bi, bi-sexual, you like both boys and girls. However, I know some straight guys who get off on having male slaves suck their cocks. They get off because they know their straight slave doesn’t want to suck a cock. They get off on the feeling of power, the power to make somebody do anything they want. Mommy’s not gay and Lori’s not gay, so you find it exciting to make them do something they don’t want to do.”
“I think they want to,” said Joanie. 
“It’s complicated,” countered Theresa. “They do and they don’t. They wouldn’t go down on a girl unless their mistress made them do it. They wouldn’t go down on strange men unless their mistress made them. Mommy gets really excited when she’s forced to do it, but that doesn’t really mean she likes it.”
“She doesn’t like being a slave?”
“Like I said, it’s complicated. It’s wrong. It’s embarrassing. It’s demeaning. She doesn’t want to like it. If she likes it, she doesn’t like that she likes it. Does that make sense?”
“Yeah,” said Joanie. “Lynn doesn’t brag about being good at math because she’s embarrassed. Bobby brags all the time about how good he is. Mommy’s like Lynn, only she’s embarrassed about being good at being a slave.”
“That’s right,” said Theresa, amused at Joanie’s apt comparison. “Now, you take a couple of minutes to forget all about mistress and slaves. I’m going to check on dinner.”
Joanie couldn’t imagine ever forgetting about the new focus of her life, but turning on the TV, she did. That’s where Lori found her, when the slave scampered into the room with 100 sentences in her neat handwriting. “Very nice, tit toy,” said Joanie. “Kneel down and let’s wait for the loser. Are you excited? Ready to cum? Thinking about Kevin’s tongue? Thinking about playing with my boy toy?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Lori. Writing had been hard as she thought about winning or losing. She’d wondered if her mistress had a preference. Would Joanie rather she lost and suck Kevin off again? The deciding factor was the idea of eating with her hands tied; otherwise she might have thrown the contest. She was more interested in pleasing her mistress than winning or losing. When she heard her mistress was actually excited about making Kevin lick her, that made her feel good about winning. She was going to get to play with mistress’ boy toy. 
Two minutes later, Kevin rushed into the room, hesitated for half a second, and then came to his mistress. Handing his paper to Joanie, he knelt next to Lori. Scanning the paper, Joanie said, “Very nice, boy toy. Just too late.” She stroked Lori’s hair as she looked at Kevin and asked, “Did I tell you to kneel?”
“No, mistress.” He stood quickly. “I just thought… she was kneeling.”
“And I gave her permission,” said Joanie. She frowned. She’d made that rule with Felicia and Helen, but hadn’t laid it out for these two. “Neither of you will do anything without permission. You will not kneel, sit, eat, go to the bathroom, or anything without permission. I see both of you were smart enough not to put on more clothes. Be smart enough to do what you’re told and only what you’re told.”
She stood and used a piece of rope to tie Kevin’s hands behind his back. “I think you like this, boy toy,” she said as she stroked his cock to hardness. “Big hard cock for me. You just don’t get to do anything with it this time. Lori, get on the couch. Spread wide so we get a good view.” She waited for Lori to sit down, spread her legs, and push her pussy to the edge, offering it to Kevin. “Make her cum, boy toy.”
Lori didn’t mind Joanie’s little bit of taunting and spread her legs wide so they could get a good view and so Kevin could get busy. As he licked her, she watched him, amazed at how he made her feel. His eyes are on me. Is he checking out my tits? Watching my face? Or both? Either way, it felt super to have him look at her like that just like he’d done for Joanie. His tongue was in her pussy and making her clit tingle, but he made love to her whole body with his eyes. Feeling a little guilty, she knew she had to do the same for their mistress. I should enjoy it like he does.  
With her body on fire, Lori knew she’d savor this orgasm. She’d been excited more than once and left unsated. “Dinner’s ready,” she heard Theresa call out. Almost there, we’ll be there in a sec, she thought. To her disbelief, Joanie pulled Kevin’s head back and said, “Dinner time. We’ll have to finish this later.” Mistress, please, she begged with her eyes. 
“Get to your place, Kevin,” said Joanie. “You should hope I don’t forget after dinner, tit toy. Now get up and go to your place.” She followed her slaves into the kitchen. At Theresa’s and Joanie’s place was a juicy hamburger on a bun, each prepared exactly the way they liked their burgers, French fries, corn, and a soda. At the other three places, there was just a plain burger with no bun along with fries, corn, and water. Kevin’s burger was cut into bite size pieces. 
Taking their cue from mommy, Lori and Kevin waited as the mistresses each took a bite of their burger. Theresa said, “Cindy, you may eat.”
“Lori and Kevin, you may eat,” said Joanie with a smirk. That was so cool. It was even better having the three slaves eating naked, with two pairs of tits on display. What was best of all was watching Kevin lean down and lip up a bite of burger and then chew.  Noticing she had no silverware, Lori waited to see how her mom ate and then picked up the burger with her fingers and took a bite, a messy prospect without a bun. 
Kevin burned at his predicament. It felt like he was eating like an animal, a pet. Every time he looked up, at least one set of eyes was on him. Aside from chasing the corn around his plate, it wasn’t hard, just embarrassing. Eating Lori had seemed fair, actually fun, for losing, but this wasn’t at all. 
Halfway through the meal, Theresa said, “Joanie, may I suggest that Kevin get under the table now and finish what he started?”
Joanie was taken by surprise. Finish what he started? Oh, yeah, eating Lori. She grinned. “Yes, Kevin, get under the table and eat Lori. You may keep eating if you want, Lori.”
Just when he thought it couldn’t get worse, Joanie managed to make him embarrassed about eating Lori. Sliding under the table, Kevin knee walked between Lori’s thighs and buried his face in her pussy. 
Lori managed to take a couple of bites as Kevin got in position and another one after he started. Then she scooted forward in her chair a little more and just held on to the edge of the table. She’d waited so long for this and even a little bit longer with the delay of dinner. Closing her eyes, she tried to shut out the audience and just focus on his tongue. The tingles returned to her body, starting her up toward an orgasm. 
“Something going on, Lori?” asked Joanie innocently. “Open your eyes and look at me.” She knew that doing it at the dinner table had to be special somehow, especially embarrassing that is. “I’d like to watch and if you’re not going to eat, then play with your tits. I think this is going to be your first cum for mommy and Aunt Theresa, isn’t it? Might as well show them what kind of girl you are.”
Snapped out of her private world, Lori blushed as if she’d been caught masturbating by the whole family. For God’s sake, don’t make it like this. As ordered, she cupped her tits in her hands and squeezed them, using her thumbs to tweak her nipples. Her eyes moved from Joanie to Aunt Theresa, who was thoroughly enjoying the show, and then to her mom, who was watching with interest. Returning her gaze to her mistress, she begged for Kevin to stop. It felt wonderful, but she didn’t want to cum at the table. She had no choice, so she sat there, fighting to keep from cumming as Kevin was working toward the opposite goal. Her eyes flicked from Joanie to Theresa to Cindy and back again with the fire in her body growing and spreading. When it was obvious she was going to cum, she relaxed and let it happen, cumming quietly as she boiled inside. What’s going on? How could it feel that good? What kind of girl am I? She slumped back in her chair humiliated, but glowing. 
After that, Lori thought Joanie, Theresa, and mom made it seem like that happened all the time.  Joanie called Kevin out from under the table and even he, after a quick leer, returned to normal. What was so wrong yesterday seemed like nothing special today. It was hard to put the orgasm in perspective. You just didn’t do that at dinner, but she had. She figured she would again. 
After dinner, Lori and Kevin did the dishes though the schedule said it was Lori’s and Joanie’s turn. Joanie fixed that quickly by changing the names for the rest of the week. When they were finished they came out to Joanie for more instructions. “I need to pee, Mistress,” said Lori, recalling she needed permission for even that. “May I?”
This was something Joanie had already played with her girl slaves. Checking her watch, she said, “You have two choices. You can pee outside now or you can wait until bedtime and do it in the toilet. You, too, Kevin.”
“I guess I don’t have to that bad, Mistress,” said Lori. 
“Those are your two choices,” said Joanie. She wanted this to be very clear to her slaves. “You can pee outside now or you have to wait until bedtime. If you do not pee outside now, you will not get another chance until bedtime.” She waited to see if that made a difference to Lori. 
For Lori, the first choice was out of the question, but she wasn’t sure she could hold it another two hours. She’d had a glass and a half of water at dinner. Just what would happen if I have to pee in an hour and can’t hold it? It was a question she didn’t want to ask and probably didn’t want to know the answer to anyway. “I’ll go outside now, Mistress,” she sighed. 
“I’ll going outside, too, Mistress, when she’s done,” said Kevin.  
“Do you think I have all evening to supervise you?” said Joanie. She noticed the surprise on their faces as she said she was going to supervise them, taking away their privacy. Then she made it even worse. They’d all go out at the same time. “You’ll both go out now and pee, not one at a time.” She waved them toward the door and when Lori didn’t move, she said, “No changing your mind now, tit toy.” She herded them both out. 
Kevin didn’t seem to mind sharing the backyard until Joanie stopped him just off the patio. “What? You’re going behind a bush? I don’t think so. Just do it on the grass. Turn around and face me. Both of you.”
With a glare at Kevin for his intrusion into her privacy, Lori squatted down. She seethed at the indignity of peeing outside without so much as a shrub to pretend to hide behind. Next to her she saw a stream of pee shoot out of Kevin’s cock and both curious girls watched him pee. The boy blushed and rolled his eyes, but kept up a steady stream. Lori started a few seconds after him and when he looked nonchalantly over, she said, “Mind your own business.”
As Kevin looked away, Joanie remembered Theresa telling her he wanted to be bad and she was his excuse. “Watch her pee, Kevin,” she said. “She watched you.” She smirked at Lori as Kevin gladly obeyed the order. 
When both were done, Joanie told Kevin to go inside. She enjoyed pushing Lori’s buttons, but what she wanted next was a bit extreme for her and she didn’t want Lori’s first time to be in front of their brother. “Now, use your finger to wipe yourself, Lori.” 
For God’s sake, thought Lori. Wipe myself with my finger? What’s next? Isn’t this ever going to stop? She used her index finger like a squeegee to wipe off her pee and then stood with her finger extended like she wanted nothing to do with it. “Now clean your finger,” said her mistress, popping an index finger into her own mouth to demonstrate. She’d trained Felicia and Helen to do it and found it to be the most exciting part of denying a slave the use of a bathroom. 
“Mistress, it’s got pee on it,” protested Lori, looking at her wet finger. It wasn’t more than a few drops, but it was pee. 
“Duh, like I don’t know that?” said Joanie. “You plan to go around the rest of the night holding that finger like that? Clean it off now. I’m getting pretty tired of you questioning me. Or did you want me to bring out Kevin so he can watch?”
“No, mistress,” said Lori. She made a face and then sucked her finger. The taste wasn’t so bad and she felt relieved to have averted a confrontation that would have ended up with her doing it in front of Kevin. It wasn’t hard to notice that her little sister really enjoyed making her do it. 
When they went back inside, they found Mistress Theresa had Cindy and Kevin both waiting at attention. “You should really give Kevin something to do when you send him in on his own, Mistress Joanie,” said Theresa. “Always keep your slaves occupied. That could mean telling them they can watch TV or play a video game for an hour, but don’t leave him wondering what to do. Slaves get themselves into trouble that way.”
“Oh, I hadn’t thought of that, Mistress Theresa,” said Joanie. It was just for a few seconds, but that didn’t matter. “Did he get himself in trouble?” she glared at her slave. 
“No, not this time,” said Theresa. “He just looked like he didn’t know what to do.” Changing her tone from politely instructing her student to suggestive, she asked, “Would you like to see mommy play with Kevin?”
“You mean like they fuck?” asked Joanie, taken by the idea. She’d never seen that. “Yeah, I wanna see him fuck her, OK?”
“Well, OK then,” said Theresa. “He’s a good motherfucker. But first, I’d like to show you another way to tie someone. We’ll tie Lori. You start by tying her arms behind her all the way to her elbows with her on her stomach.” She observed as Joanie tied Lori’s wrists together with her palms touching and then wound the rope up her forearms and tied it off with her elbows touching. “Now, just like you did her arms, do her legs from ankles to knees.”
When Lori’s arms and legs were tied, Theresa handed one more piece of rope to the young mistress. “Now tie her ankles to her wrists.” She showed Joanie how to thread the rope through the lashings around Lori’s ankles and wrists, pull the rope tight, and then tie a good knot with the slave’s feet touching her hands. “We call this hogtied,” she said once they were finished. “Look at the nice arch of her body and how helpless she is. You can leave her like this for an hour at a time.” She handed Joanie a ball gag. “The finishing touch.”
After she was gagged, Lori was amazed they left her on the family room floor and went upstairs. She thought they’d all get to watch mommy, but now she was missing out on that with nothing to do but wait for them to return. And Mistress Theresa had said it could be an hour! 
Up in the master bedroom, Theresa said, “Mistress Joanie wants to see her mommy and brother get it on. Cindy poo, you may cum once. I want you to suck him to get him nice and hard and slippery and then get on your back and ask him to fuck you. Kevin, you can do anything you want with her. Fuck her, feel her up, kiss her, whatever. Mistress Joanie, with your permission, I think Kevin should be allowed to cum.”
“Of course,” said Joanie. “I want to see that.”
Cindy knew this moment would come eventually, but she still didn’t like the idea of live sex ed for her 10-year-old. She had to stand there naked next to Kevin as they got their instructions. She was astonished at the permission to cum. Her mistress had made it clear that it would be a long time until her next one and now she was thrilled to get the chance. That made it worth it. Unable to deny her mistress, she said, “Come to mommy, Kevin.”  Positioning Kevin on his back in the middle of the bed, she took his semi-hard cock into her mouth. 
“Jeez, she’s really doing it,” said Joanie softly, enthralled at the sight of mommy sucking her son. It wasn’t just that though. She caught all the details that said mommy had done this many times and even enjoyed it this time. Mommy put Kevin on his back and ran her hands down his chest to his thighs and gently pushed them open. As she leaned in to take his cock, her hands went under his tight ass and grabbed it, pulling him up to meet her mouth. She made love to his cock, sucking it and his balls. Once he was hard, she ran her tongue up and down the length of his shaft, savoring the feel and the taste. Mommy even made little sounds like mmmm and ohhhh as she sucked him. She made it look so good that it almost made Joanie want to try it.
Changing positions, Cindy said, “Now, mommy wants you to fuck her, Kevin.”
Wanting to show off a little bit since he’d been given free rein, Kevin didn’t enter her right away, but kissed her, pushing his tongue into her mouth. It fueled his desire to show off when Joanie said, “Holy fuck.” Looking at his little sister, he saw her face was just a couple of feet away, watching intently. He kissed mommy for a minute and then started on her tits. His small hands cupped the fleshy globes and his lips fastened to her nipples, sucking them to hardness. Check it out, he thought. I’ve got a full grown woman to play with. My own mommy. A fox who wants me. 
To Joanie, it looked like Kevin was in heaven and mommy was also enjoying it. As usual, Cindy was getting excited by the illicit and humiliating incestuous performance with her young lover. She too saw Joanie watching closely as Kevin took advantage of the opportunity. It felt like she was slave to a slave as he kissed her and sucked her tits. Slave to a slave and she enjoyed it. Going to get to cum. When he entered her, she was wet and ready. “Fuck mommy, baby,” she said as he started with slow strokes. Let’s show Joanie just what a slut mommy is. “Mommy loves the feel of your cock inside me.” 
“Fuck her, boy toy,” said Joanie, adding her encouragement as her brother started to thrust in and out of mommy’s pussy. “Fuck mommy.” It was even better than she imagined. It wasn’t just a perfunctory invasion of cock into pussy. As the mother and son fucked, they moaned and gasped with desire. Kevin’s hands rested on her tits and occasionally he kissed her. Her hands were on Kevin’s ass, pulling him to her as she eagerly returned his kisses. To the 10-year-old, their hands on each other, touching with such familiarity, was better than the fucking. 
Cindy would have been happy with a quick fuck. She’d been in a near constant state of arousal, all afternoon. A quick fuck meant she could cum and then stop, but Kevin was intent on taking his time. He’d cum once today and this one was all about savoring mommy’s body. At this pace, Cindy had to suffer through wanting to cum and not allowing herself to cum too quickly. If she came now, she’d just want to cum again and not be sated the second time. 
Summoning all her willpower, Cindy writhed and moaned ready to explode, but not allowing herself that final ecstasy. Doing it with her son was incredible and doubly so with her daughter watching. Fuck mommy. Watch mommy get fucked. 
A minute later, Kevin picked up speed, thrust hard and fast. “Yeah, fuck yeah,” he moaned. 
Cindy let go as he came inside her, grunting and thrusting hard and fast. “Jesus fucking Christ, pound mommy! Fuck mommy! Do me hard, stud!” she screamed as she came. 
“That’s it, boy toy, fuck the slut.” Joanie felt her own pussy’s wetness as the two rutted and came for her. It was insane to watch mommy lose it and cum like this. Mommy was always so reserved and proper until today. That was the real Cindy Cooper. This was a slut slave who went wild for cock. This was mommy losing control. 
“Kewl,” said Joanie when she saw it was over. “He did it.” Noticing the fast rise and fall of mommy’s chest, she put a hand on mommy’s tit. “You liked it, too, mommy. You’re a slut who loves to fuck.”
Blushing, Cindy said, “No, Mistress Joanie. Mommy is a slut, but she doesn’t enjoy it. I didn’t want you to ever see me like this.” She wanted more cock. She wanted to be ordered to get one of her big dildos and fuck herself silly for Joanie. Instead, her desire faded, leaving only the shame. 
They reconvened downstairs where Joanie got to practice hogtying on Kevin and mommy. With the three slaves bound, gagged, and facing the TV, Theresa put in the DVD of a masked Cindy using and being used by Kevin and his friends. A humiliated Cindy and her three astonished children watched as the slave went wild during the orgy. On the DVD, Kevin had just finished fucking Cindy when Theresa turned it off. 
“Bedtime,” announced Theresa. Taking Joanie to the kitchen, she gave her student some instructions about bedtime and then they came back and untied the slaves. 
“Lori and Kevin, brush your teeth, wash, use the toilet, and get ready for bed.” She held up their kitty panties. “You will both sleep in these and nothing else. In the morning, you will use the toilet and come down to breakfast wearing just these. After breakfast I’ll have more instructions for you.”
After the two slaves left, Theresa restarted the DVD. Joanie stripped and pointed at her pink treasure. “Mommy, get your slutty tongue in my pussy and make me cum.” Thrilled by all the sex she’d observed since dinner, Joanie knew it wouldn’t take long. With mommy banging the boys on screen and mommy’s tongue lapping at her pussy, she came quickly and then went up to get ready for bed. 
With the kids in bed, Cindy was allowed to service her mistress with her tongue and fuck herself close to orgasm. Then her mistress hogtied her and said softly. “My slave pleased me very much today. I wasn’t going to let you cum, but you behaved very well. Set a good example for Lori and Kevin. Help Joanie own them.” Taking her own advice of not bargaining with her slave, the experience mistress stopped short of promising more rewards for good behavior. Good behavior was expected. If Cindy went above and beyond, she might get a reward. Theresa climbed into Cindy’s bed. “Pleasant dreams, Cindy poo,” was the last thing the slave heard. 
Owned Teacher – Cindy Cooper’s Story
By Kenna
Chapter 9
Mary Clark hadn’t seen or heard from her husband and daughter in over six months. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d worn clothes. Now a full time slave, she’d been forced to quit her teaching job. Her husband had sold their house and she’d become a pass around slave, spending anywhere from a couple of days to several weeks with a different master or mistress from the club. By night, she slept in cages or hogtied near her current owner. By day, she waited for abuse. Anything was better than being left alone. Mark Evans had introduced her to his Rottweilers. Bubba had made her clean house four hours every day and then raped her every evening. When Lisa was home from college, Mary returned to her original owner for more humiliation. She looked forward to those times. Nobody could push her buttons like her former student. Nobody else made it so personal. 
Lori and Kevin Cooper had been slaves to their little sister for two weeks when Mary was put in her traveling trunk and loaded into the back of a van. The inside of the trunk was form fitted for her in the fetal position. Curled up and unable to move in the soundproofed trunk, she only knew she was on her way to another master or mistress. The motion of the car ended and she was carried for a minute and then set down. It might be hours before someone opened the trunk like opening a Christmas present and finding a new toy. She closed her eyes and fell asleep. 
As usual, Joanie was the first one home this Friday afternoon. This would be her second full weekend to have over 48 hours of non-stop fun with her slaves. Mommy was waiting for her at the door, kneeling and holding a silver tray with a glass of milk and three cookies. The slave wore a tight, sheer body suit with holes cut out for her tits and pussy, a ball gag in her mouth, and clamps on her nipples. Taking the cookies and milk, Joanie went into the family room where she knew Theresa was waiting. If mommy has clamps and a gag, then mommy’s mistress is in the house. She stopped and stared at the trunk in the corner of the room. Theresa had told her it would be here and what was inside. It gave her chills to know a woman waited inside for her and would wait until she was ready. 
“Lisa called and said she can’t come home this weekend, but she wants us to go ahead with our plans,” said Theresa. 
“Oh, too bad,” sighed Joanie. “She was looking forward to it.”
“Yes, well, she doesn’t know when she can come home next and she doesn’t want you to wait any longer to take Lori’s cherry. Tomorrow is the big day.”
“Kewl,” grinned Joanie. She set down the cookies and milk and looked back out at her mommy who was still kneeling in position by the door. “C’mere, girl,” she said, snapping her fingers. While mommy crawled over on her hands and knees, Joanie sat on the couch next to Theresa. 
Cindy felt like her life was being taken from her. Theresa, her former best friend and now mistress, was virtually raising her youngest daughter. Aunt Theresa was instilling her own form of morality and discipline in Joanie – training her to be a mistress. Theresa was the only authority that Joanie recognized now, treating her like a parent, big sister, and mentor all in one. Her two older children were getting their morality and discipline from their 10-year-old sister. Joanie’s moral teachings were simple; what she wanted was good and disobedience was bad. It was literally anything goes for the young mistress. Cindy’s happy family was gone, replaced by a mistress and her harem of slaves. There was nothing the once proud woman could do about it. 
“Feet,” said Joanie and removed mommy’s gag. 
‘Feet’ had become a routine that surprised Theresa and Cindy. Nobody had suggested it to the young mistress, but the girl loved it. In response to the command, Cindy untied her mistress’ shoes with her teeth and removed Joanie’s shoes and socks. Then she lifted Joanie’s right foot and kissed the delicate, bare foot.  Her tongue ran over the arch, laving it lovingly and gently. Raising the foot higher, she sucked on Joanie’s big toe for half a minute, doing the same to each of the other four toes in turn. 
Drinking her milk and eating her cookies, Joanie sighed in pleasure from the attention. She couldn’t explain it, but having a slave do her feet like this was sensual and sexual… exquisite foreplay for what was to come. It wasn’t the rough and tumble rush toward arousal that came from abusing her slaves, but a warm, gentle rise that made her feel special.  
At the sound of the front door, Cindy stopped. Joanie rose and stepped around mommy and peered into the entry way where Kevin stood at attention. “Strip, boy toy,” she said. 
Her brother shed his clothes, leaving just his collar that he’d put on before stepping through the door. He held still as she approached and helped him step into a pair of panties. This pair was baby blue with white cocks decorating it. There was a hole in the front of the tight panties and she pulled his soft cock and balls through so they dangled in plain sight. Reaching into her pants, she ran her finger through her wet pussy slit. Holding it up to his nose, she said, “Mommy’s tits and pussy are right there in the family room. Mmm, yeah, gonna get to see her in a sec. Lori’s gonna strip for me. Big sister all naked for me and you get to watch. We’re gonna play games all weekend and maybe I’ll get naked, too. I know you like little girls. You can wish for your cock in Lori’s mouth and maybe that will happen.” She didn’t touch him, yet his cock hardened for her as she painted his favorite images in his mind. 
“Get down on your knees, boy toy,” she said and walked back to the door to the family room. Snapping her fingers, she said, “C’mere, boy.” 
By the time Joanie was settled on the couch with Kevin kneeling in front of her, Theresa had stripped Cindy and tied her arms behind her. Just as Joanie had promised her boy toy, mommy was displaying her tits and pussy. The little mistress held up her left foot. “Mommy already did the right one,” she said. Kevin took the dainty foot in his hands and started to make love to it with his lips and tongue. He was done by the time Lori shut the front door. It gave him a sense of satisfaction to know he’d finished and Lori wouldn’t get to kiss their mistress’ feet. 
After going through the same routine of making Lori strip and calling her like a dog, Joanie had both her slaves kneeling naked for her and Cindy stood in front of her mistress. “Who has to pee?” asked Joanie. 
All three slaves answered, “I do, Mistress.” She didn’t allow her slaves to pee at school. If they didn’t have to pee when they got home, they’d learned there were worse things than peeing in front of each other. Joanie led them outside and supervised the process with Theresa looking on. After they all peed, as they’d been trained, Kevin wiped mommy’s pussy with his tongue and mommy licked Lori’s pussy clean. Lori knew she wasn’t getting off easy. Her mistress had to pee as well. 
Joanie pulled off her pants and panties and pressed her pussy up against Lori’s mouth. “You’re getting better, tit toy,” she said. “See if you can get it all this time.” She let loose a stream of pee into Lori’s open mouth. Her big sister’s mouth filled and then Lori blinked. At the signal, Joanie held her pee while Lori swallowed. Opening for a second round, Lori let her mouth fill again. Again she blinked and swallowed. For the third round, her mouth didn’t fill completely before Joanie stepped back. Lori swallowed the last of it and then the slave licked her mistress clean. 
“Very good, tit toy,” said Joanie, patting her sister’s head. “That’s the first time you didn’t spill a drop.” She pulled up her pants and panties. “I can start training boy toy now.”
Lori glowed under Joanie’s praise. Success meant no punishment, which was virtually a reward. It felt good to please her mistress after all her mistress had done for her. She no longer hung out with her loser friends and no longer felt victim to peer pressure. She no longer had to make tough choices. Life was so easy when Joanie told her what to do. There were drawbacks, of course. She looked at boys and girls at school and thought about kneeling naked and eating pussy, sucking cock, and now even drinking pee. She worried that someone would find out. She was having sex with the three people she shouldn’t have sex with and she was very aware that everything she did for Joanie was wrong. Now she glowed with a belly full of warm piss and she hated herself for it. 
While Lori stewed over her success, Kevin gave his mistress a look of surprise that brought a smile to her face. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. Train boy toy? To drink pee? That’s  not part of the deal. That was how he tried to think of his slavery. They had a deal. He was Joanie’s tool to embarrass mommy and Lori. Aside from a couple of times this past week, he got to cum in their mouth or in mommy’s pussy. Mommy hadn’t cum in nearly two weeks and Lori only got it twice this week. He was special. Mommy caught shit from Mistress Theresa. Lori caught shit from Mistress Joanie. He caught some shit, but it paid off. Drinking pee was Lori’s job. But then wearing high heels had been Lori’s job and he’d started to wear 3 inch heels this week. And cleaning the floor with her tongue had been Lori’s job until last Wednesday when he’d done it. He could still remember arguing and Joanie saying, “You liked watching Lori do it, so now it’s your turn,” for each of the 20 very painful swats he’d received. He’d been glad to be freed and allowed to clean the floor after that. Now it’s my turn to drink pee and there’s no arguing about it.  
Theresa was content to let Joanie run the show. It was no less a thrill to watch Cindy obey the little mistress than it was to have Cindy at her beck and call. Now the 10-year-old ordered the slaves into the basement where they would be restrained while Joanie played with the contents of the trunk. 
Since Joanie liked her introduction to Lori in the clear box, Theresa had three more made. One was just like the one Lori had been in that day in Lisa’s basement, suitable for a kneeling slave. The one change was the top and right side were adjustable so it could fit Cindy or, with the top lower and the side tighter, would fit the two younger slaves. The second box was tall and narrow, perfect for a slave to stand in. The third box was made with Kevin in mind. Indeed, the young mistress thought of them as Lori’s, mommy’s, and Kevin’s boxes, respectively. They got to spend time in other boxes, but there was one that belonged to each of them. 
Joanie tied Lori into a forced kneeling position with her arms behind her and put her in the first box with the opaque covers in place for now. With Cindy’s arms already tied, Theresa put her into the tall box, again with the opaque sides in place. This box had eight removable opaque sides, four on each side to expose only her body from the neck down and four to expose only her head. Cindy’s neck fit through a hole in an opaque panel that divided the top and bottom of the box. Once the box was closed, Theresa raised the adjustable panel which pulled Cindy’s head up and forced her to stand on her toes. 
Kevin’s box was shaped like a lower case ‘n’. Tied on his back on the center support, Kevin’s arms went down one leg of the ‘n’ and his legs went down the other. The result was to put his torso parallel to the floor and his cock pointed at the ceiling when it was hard and on display when the opaque sides were removed. Joanie loved looking at him as he thrust his cock up helplessly and apparently unabashedly on display for her. 
The boxes had one improvement over the original box. Theresa had suggested putting holes in the clear sides of the boxes so the mistresses could play with the trapped slaves. Joanie lifted the back opaque panel on Lori’s box to peek at her sister and access the hole in the rear of the box. “This is how I like my tit toy,” she said. “Just waiting for me.” She pushed a cattle prod through the hole and pressed it against Lori’s ass as her slave wriggled impotently. “Nothing my little slut can do. Think about my pussy, mommy’s pussy, and boy toy’s cock. Think about all the things you’re going to do for me.” She pushed the button and giggled as Lori jumped and screamed into her gag. Joanie replaced the back panel so Lori was again in the dark. 
Removing all four of the bottom opaque panels on Cindy’s box, Theresa put her slave’s body on display from all angles. The top of the box had separate panels so Cindy’s head was still in the dark. With her head in a square black box, the mother of three could only assume her stretched body was plainly visible. Theresa reached through the front hole and pushed a vibrator into Cindy’s pussy. Turning it on low, she said, “No cumming, Cindy poo.”
Finished with Lori, Joanie took off the top opaque panel on Kevin’s box and peered down at the helpless boy. Her hand slipped through the hole over his cock and stroked it to hardness. Then she slid a cock ring down to the base and replaced the top panel. There were things to do; she’d enjoy the view later. 
With the three slaves restrained and out of the way, Joanie put on her mistress outfit and went to the family room and Theresa went to the master bedroom as planned. Flipping the latches, Joanie lifted the top of the trunk and admired the nude form of the former teacher curled up inside. “Get out and say hello to your mistress.”
Hearing the latches, Mary came instantly awake like a motor revving from idle to racing speed in a second. As usual, she felt relieved that she was getting out. They’d play with her. Who, where, and how was unimportant. It was something to do. As the lid opened, she blinked in the bright light and looked up at the diminutive figure standing over her. All she could make out was the shape and thought maybe she was on a table or something since the figure was so short. Then she heard a voice that unmistakably belonged to a young girl. What’s going on, she wondered as she stretched out of the trunk and swung her legs over the edge. She was on the floor, not a table. Blinking at the figure, she could make out the image of a little girl. Standing, she towered over her mistress. 
The slave looked around quickly and ascertained there was only the young girl with her. This was by far the youngest girl (or boy) who’d ever even seen her naked, let alone commanded her with authority. It was also the first time she’d been given to a mistress she hadn’t met before. It was embarrassing to say the least, making her question if this was an accident. Nevertheless, she knelt in front of the girl. “How may I serve you, Mistress?” She looked from small leather boots up slender thighs, leather shorts, a flat chest covered in leather, and then into the eyes of the 10-year-old Joanie. Never having met Cindy Cooper outside of the circle of slaves, she had no idea who she was facing. 
“Stand up and put these on,” said Joanie, holding out a pair of 7-inch heels. 
Mary’s head spun as she put on the heels and then stood painfully on her toes towering even taller over the little girl. This had to be the worst thing they’d done to her. She wanted to rebel for the first time in months. Wondering what she could get away with considering she had an inexperienced little girl playing at mistress, she gasped as Joanie’s hands went to her thighs and slid up until her mistress’ dainty thumbs were in her slit, one rubbing her clit and one inside her love tunnel. “Maybe I’ll let you cum for me,” said her mistress. “I hear you don’t get to do that very often.”
“Yes, Mistress,” agreed Mary. 
“Maybe I’ll have you do it with the dogs. You’d love that, wouldn’t you, you fucking slut?”
“Yes, Mistress.” Mary couldn’t believe what she was hearing. The girl doesn’t sound very inexperienced. She knows all my secrets. Who is she and who is putting her up to this? 
“Take out your butt plug,” ordered Joanie. Her mommy had done it a few times, but she still thought it was gross as Mary removed the plug and then sucked it clean. She smiled despite her feelings about the sight. When the slave was done, she handed the pretty bitch a 12-inch dildo. “In your pussy for 5 seconds. Don’t stroke it, just hold it there. Then in your throat for 5 seconds. Keep doing it until I say stop.”
Taking the fake cock, Mary slid it inside her pussy as far as she could and counted to five. Then she slid it down her throat. Repeating it, the second time she deep throated it, her mistress said, “I heard you were a slut. You’re enjoying this, huh? Enjoying putting on a show for a 10-year-old girl. I’ve seen you enjoying cocks and pussies, even Amy’s pussy. I wonder if you could guess why you’re here today.”
With a mouthful of cock at the moment, Mary didn’t even try to answer. 
Teasing Mary’s nipples to hardness, Joanie hung weights on her nipple rings. “You’re here for me to play with.” As Mary deep throated the cock again, Joanie hung weights on the rings in her pussy lips. “I love owning a teacher.” She started spanking the woman’s ass. “You’re a good teacher. I saw what you taught Amy. She’s such a slut now thanks to her mommy. Now you’re going to help me learn a few things about being a mistress.”
Listening to Joanie, Mary was more and more intimidated. Her new mistress had been coached by Lisa. Her mistress had seen more than a girl her age should and knew how to treat a slave. She kept up a steady pace of fucking and sucking the cock as she listened. Then when she heard she was here to teach Joanie, she decided it was time to speak up. If she still has things to learn about being a mistress, then she is inexperienced… and perhaps I can’t talk my way out of this.
“You shouldn’t learn any of that, sweetie,” said Mary. “You’re too young for it.”
“Shut the fuck up!” snapped Joanie, pleased that Mary’s mouth snapped shut in surprise. “You know that part about maybe getting to cum? Forget that.” She smacked Mary’s ass three times as hard as she could. “Sweetie? I’m your mistress. Don’t forget it. Now, does my big, naughty, slutty slave want to cum today? Beg for it.”
Dammit, thought Mary, stung by the rebuke. I underestimated my mistress. Yet, there is no one else around… no one to enforce the little girl’s authority. “I don’t know who’s been telling you about this and showing you bad movies…”
“Oh, those bad movies that you don’t want the world to see, fucking bitch slave?” snapped Joanie.  “Mary does her daughter! Mary does little boys! Mary does little girls! Mary does the dogs!” Moving behind her slave, she wrapped a rope around Mary’s wrists and paused, virtually daring Mary to resist. Feeling nothing but submission, she tied Mary’s wrists and then tied the woman’s elbows together. 
Taking the dildo, she pushed it into Mary’s wet pussy and started stroking. “We’re gonna make yet another movie, slut. This is one is called Mary begs to cum. You may not cum, but you can beg to change my mind.” 
Her willpower wiped away by the familiar threat of exposure, Mary let her mistress tie her arms. She was thoroughly cowed by the threats that told her Lisa was behind this. To disobey this mistress was to disobey Lisa. Now she hoped she could avert Lisa’s wrath. As Joanie mentioned a movie, she looked around and saw a camera on a tripod capturing everything. Then her blood ran cold as Joanie said in an innocent voice. “Jeez, lady, this is so naughty. You like being naked for little girls and you like me dressed like this? And now you’re making me play with you.”
Yesss, thought the trapped slave. She will let me cum. It’s part of the trap. She fucks me and I beg and I cum. Mary knew she was digging yet another hole for herself, but by now it didn’t matter. The good news was she’d get to cum. Blushing, she looked down at the little girl who was so commanding. She was going to be very naughty for her mistress. It took 30 seconds for the need to build in her and then she said, “Please, mistress, fuck my pussy and let me cum. I like being naked for girls and boys. You look so sexy like that. It feels so good to have a little girl pumping cock in my pussy. Make your slave cum. Please, can I cum?” 
Begging for a couple of minutes, Mary could hear the dildo making gradually louder squishing noises as it plunged in and out of her sopping pussy. The need was no longer a casual game of pleading on camera for the ultimate pleasure. It had become a demand, burning inside her. The humiliation of begging to a preteen made her want it even more. She was going to lose it right in front of the girl and on camera. “Please, for God’s sake, Mistress, let me cum,” she pleaded in desperation. “I need to cum. May I please cum for you? Fuck the naughty, slutty bitch and let her cum. I’ll do anything if you let me cum. I can’t take it. So hot to make you fuck me while I’m naked. Please, say I can cum.”
Joanie pulled the slippery plastic cock out of Mary’s pussy. “Jeez, lady, you got me all messy. Suck the cock clean. Show me a blow job.” She fed the entire cock to her slave. “Now lick my hand clean.” When Mary had licked her hand clean, Joanie said, “Now does the stupid bitch slut feel owned by the10-year-old mistress?”
Mary ached for release. She was so certain she was going to get to cum and now there was nothing. “Yes, Mistress,” she said as she realized she wasn’t going to get that release. “This stupid bitch slave belongs to her 10-year-old mistress.” There was something especially embarrassing about belonging to this little girl. She knew nothing about her mistress, not even her name. She did know that her mistress was worthy of owning her. 
“Good, now let’s go up to the bedroom so I can practice fucking.” She untied her compliant slave and removed all her weights. Leading Mary upstairs, she said, “I expect nothing but obedience from now on or I’ll put you in that trunk and open it in three days.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary, blanching at the idea of three days in that tight confinement. She’d spent hours, but she was certain she’d never spent an entire day in it. 
Entering the master bedroom, Mary saw Theresa Wheeler for the first time. It didn’t matter anymore that there was an adult member of the slave club present to enforce Joanie’s authority. She belonged to Joanie. Theresa laughed at the sight of the very submissive slave. “Well done as usual, Mistress Joanie,” she said. “I knew you wouldn’t need any help to own this one.”
“She was pretty easy,” agreed Joanie. “I liked how she played the part of a naughty bitch making me do all that. Can I let her cum once for making a good movie?”
“If she begs nicely while you fuck her, then why not?” said Theresa. To Mary she said, “Do you have any idea whose house you’re in, Mary slut? Whose daughter this is?”
“No, Mistress,” said Mary. She did know enough about Mistress Theresa to know it wasn’t her daughter. 
“You’ll get to meet the rest of the family later,” chuckled Theresa. “Tomorrow she’s going to pop her big sister’s cherry. Her slave’s cherry. This afternoon she’s going to practice so she can make it memorable for her sister. You’re the teacher. Tell her what feels good and what doesn’t. Do not test her. For your own sake, don’t test her. She doesn’t miss a thing.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary, eying the little girl. She already noticed that Mistress Joanie didn’t miss a thing. She had tested already and realized despite her youth, Joanie was a mistress through and through. It was humbling, but she felt more drawn to this mistress than anyone except Lisa. 
“Get on the bed and spread your legs, slut,” said Joanie, coldly placing her teacher in position. She peeled off her clothes and picked up the strap on that Theresa brought her. It was a slender cock just six inches long, like it was designed to take a 14-year-old’s virginity. With a little help from her mentor, she got it strapped in place and looked at herself proudly in the mirror. She could almost pass for a little boy with an oversized cock. 
Without fanfare she climbed between Mary’s legs. After their recent game downstairs, Mary was still sopping wet. “In here?” she said as she put the cock to Mary’s cunt hole. She’d seen a couple of movies and explored her fellow mistress’ body briefly to know what to do. 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary. “Right in there. Do it slow for your sister, but you don’t have to for me.” She gasped in pleasure as the small cock slid in to the hilt. 
It didn’t seem like a big deal to Joanie. She’d found the hole and she was in. “Pull… pull it out, Mistress,” said Mary, “and back in. Ahhhh, yes, Mistress. This is fucking. It feels good already, Mistress. Slow and easy at first.” She wanted it hard and fast, but she had to teach the little girl to take it easy for her virgin sister. “Slow and easy. Move your hips. Oh, God,” she gasped as she looked down and watched the slender hips thrusting between her legs. She couldn’t believe how erotic it looked to have the girl pumping in and out of her. 
“You like getting fucked by a 10-year-old?” asked Joanie, surprised at Mary’s obvious pleasure. 
“Oh, God, that feels good, Mistress,” moaned Mary. The mere words were electric. 
“What feels good?” Joanie hadn’t done anything different. 
“You… your cock in me, Mistress. Just you saying fucked by a 10-year-old feels good,” moaned the slave. It was hard to concentrate being used like this. The humiliation of submitting to a girl younger than her own daughter was thrilling. Just having Mistress Joanie say it aloud made it even better.
“Naughty mommy getting fucked by a 10-year-old,” said Joanie. 
“Yesss, Mistress,” moaned Mary. 
Liking the reaction, Joanie pushed more as she slowly stroked in and out. “Bitch fuck toy for a little girl.”
“Yessss, Mistress.”
“Such a slut. Owned by a… fifth grader.”
“God, yesss, Mistress.”
“You’re gonna beg to cum on the cock of a 10-year-old girl who can do anything she wants with you, aren’t you, slut?”
“Ohhh, yes, Mistress, please may the slut cum for her 10-year-old mistress? May I show you how much I like being owned by you?” Her mind went back to that first moment when she’d seen the slight figure and realized it was a girl mistress and the shock and surprise that gave way to submission. It fueled her lust to be treated this way. She’d sunk so low that she was taking commands from a girl. The reminder of Joanie’s age was like gasoline on a fire. 
“Little girl’s slut,” teased the young mistress. This was as much fun as she’d ever had with a slave. It was wildly erotic to have the woman react to her age like this. How much more exciting it was this way. 
“Jesus Christ,” interrupted Theresa to get them back on track. “You could make her cum just by talking to her, I think. Mary cunt, is she fucking you right?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary, snapped back into her teaching role. “Nice and easy. Once she gets wet you can go faster, Mistress. Now you can go faster.”
“I want her to cum the first time I do her,” said Joanie. “You’d cum if I stuck a red hot poker inside. If I don’t make her cum, I’ll punish you.”
“I understand, Mistress. You need to enter her slower. Make sure she’s wet. Do some foreplay. We skipped that part, the slow entry part, Mistress.” They hadn’t skipped the foreplay part… the dildo, the begging, the humiliation. It might not be foreplay for her mistress’ sister, but it was for Mary. “Then slow and easy. Then faster. Watch her face and… and listen to her breathe. If you know when she’s excited, then do it faster.” Instructing took the excitement out of being fucked, but she hoped if she did it good then maybe there would be another time. She had the satisfaction of knowing she’d gotten the girl excited and knowing the girl had enjoyed exciting her. 
“Then fast like this?” asked Joanie for confirmation as she thrust hard and fast. It wasn’t all that thrilling to her, not like she was going to cum. This would be for Lori. To claim Lori and give her a memory of her mistress. 
“Yes, Mistress. Hard and fast like that. May I cum, Mistress? Like you want her to cum?”
In response, Joanie pulled out and looked to her mentor, purposely ignoring the slave’s question. “It’s not so hard. I can do it right tomorrow. I’m gonna play with her, OK?”
Theresa smiled at Joanie’s youthful impatience. “You’ll probably have to do it longer with Lori tomorrow,” she said. “Or she just might be so hot for you that it doesn’t take long. Yes, you may play with her using the cock.”
“Kewl,” said Joanie. She straddled Mary’s stomach and slapped the slave’s big tits. “You’re getting off on me being just 10, huh? Even younger than Amy. I like that. I wanna do it more. You wanna cum, you do it my way, slut.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary, blushing at the prospect of delving deeper into the mind fucking reality of her predicament. Her eyes ran over the slim form of the little girl. What if she’d done this with Amy three years ago? Amy was destined for slavery. If she’d only known that, she could have started three years ago. What am I thinking? I wasn’t like this three years ago. I wouldn’t have dreamed of having sex with her then. Still, she couldn’t erase the image of seducing and abusing her daughter at this tender young age. 
“We’re gonna make another movie,” explained Joanie. The hidden camera was already running. It would just be a matter of editing to make this the start of the movie. “You be the naughty, nasty pervert adult who wants to play sex games with the little girl. You know, like downstairs. You like being a slave and me being the mistress. This is all your idea. Won’t be hard for you to act like that, will it? You do want to play naughty, nasty, perverted games with a 10-year-old girl. You can beg to cum and if you do it good, then it just might happen this time.”
“Yes, Mistress, I can do that,” agreed Mary. She was shaking with lust. Let’s just get going, she thought. 
From off camera, Theresa said, “This is Mary Clark, former high school teacher, going to show her true self. Take one! And action!”
“Jeez, lady,” said Joanie, taking advantage of Mary’s dumbfounded silence at the unexpected introduction, “you sure you want to play this game?” Joanie was in profile to the camera. “You like playing like this with little girls? Making me play like a boy is really naughty.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary. “Naughty teacher likes playing naked games with 10-year-old girls. I want you to fuck me.”
“You don’t want that yet,” said Joanie with a sinister smile. “You want to play like my slave. So, if you want to get fucked, you have to play the whole game.” She straddled the woman’s stomach and grabbed Mary’s nipple rings. Pulling up, she watched Mary’s tits form cones as they tried to stretch up. “Oh yeah, that’s what you’re gonna get. If you wanna abuse me, I’m gonna make you hurt first.”
“Oh God, yes, Mistress,” moaned Mary. “It makes me so hot to have a 10-year-old girl use me. Do everything you want to me. I want to corrupt you and teach you all about sex.” She knew it wasn’t going to be as easy as a simple fuck. She just might be out of her mind with lust by the time they got to that point. 
“Beg for my cock.” Joanie twisted her slave’s elongated nipples. “I want to do it in your mouth first.”
“Yes, Mistress, I said anything you want. Please fuck my mouth. I want to show my fifth grader mistress how good I suck cock. I love cock in my mouth. Make me suck you.” The words dripped off her tongue, spurred on by the intense desire to please and then to cum. 
Joanie slid forward, eager to get a boy’s perspective of a blow job. Putting the fake cock to Mary’s lips, she didn’t just wait for Mary to suck it; she thrust down, taking the school teacher’s mouth in one thrust and then kept thrusting. “Fucking your face. This is what you want, isn’t it? Getting your face fucked by little boys. You’ve done little boys, too, haven’t you? You don’t care. Boys or girls. Fuck and suck them all. Now for all the shit you’ve done to them and me, I’m going to rape your slutty mouth.”
She shoved deep and held it in Mary’s throat. “Choke on it, slut. Take my cock. You love it. Having a little girl choke you. You love it. Thinking about all the little boys who’ve shot off in your mouth? Now you have to settle for a little girl who just wants to fuck it.” The little mistress resumed fucking Mary’s face. “Getting all hot feeling like you belong to a fifth grader?”
God, yes, thought Mary. All of it. Little boys. Little girls. And big ones, too. Everybody using me, but Mistress Joanie best of all. 
Getting herself all excited, Joanie pulled out and pushed the fake cock to the side. “Lick me. Make me cum with your tongue. Taste 10-year-old pussy. You love this part, too, don’t you? Eat pussy and think of all those girls in your classes. All those pussies you wanted to eat. Or maybe you wanted their little sisters. That’s right, you like them little. You like licking 10-year-old pussy.” Teasing her slave was intoxicating. She kept up the steady taunting until she came just a minute later. 
Dismounting, Joanie got off the bed. “Roll over and stick your ass in the air, slut.” She started spanking Mary’s available ass. “This is pretty kinky, you know? You even liked to be spanked by your little mistress.”
With her mouth free again, Mary responded. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you for spanking me, Mistress. Would you… would you please fuck me now? This slut is ready to cum. I need my little mistress’ cock inside me so I can cum. Please, may your slut cum?” Her voice once again turned desperate. 
“On your back and spread your legs,” said Joanie. She poised herself at the entrance to Mary’s dripping pussy. “How bad do you want to be fucked by a 10-year-old?”
“Bad, real bad, Mistress,” whined Mary when it was obvious she wasn’t going to get it right away. “Please, Mistress, I’m on fire for you. I’ve never wanted anybody so much. I’m glad I found you. I want to be yours forever. Just put your cock inside me and fuck the naughty slut.”
Sliding the cock in slowly, Joanie said, “Now you don’t get to cum unless I say so. Wow, you are so wet down there.”
“Mis-mistress, you need to… I need you to fuck me. In and out. Like a boy. And… and please say I can cum. I want to cum for my 10-year-old mistress. I want to be naughty. May I cum? Pleeease.”
“Yeah, OK, after I do it ten times you may cum.” Joanie slid out and back in slowly. Each stroke got faster and by number six she was pounding as hard as she could. “Cum for me, slut. Show a 10-year-old girl how you cum.” As Mary shrieked in orgasm, Joanie stopped thrusting, grabbed her nipple rings again, and pulled. 
Mary’s hand flew to her pussy and she finished the orgasm with her fingers on her clit. Pain in her nipples and humiliation from being forced to finish the job herself seized her and drove her higher. It was an incredible orgasm just as she expected. “Thank you, Mistress,” she gasped. 
Theresa turned off the camera. She was the only one who realized what had really happened at the end. Joanie still had the cock embedded in Mary as a smile spread across the slave’s face. “I’m glad we had this practice, Joanie dear,” said Theresa. “You don’t stop fucking her until after her orgasm is done. I think Mary did OK, but tomorrow for Lori, you keep fucking her until she’s all done. That will make it right.”
“Oh, I guess I shoulda known,” blushed Joanie. “I don’t want Lori to stop licking until after.”
“That’s why we practiced first,” said Theresa, rubbing her student’s back. “Now, are you done with Mary?”
“For now,” said Joanie. “I want to go play with my slaves. I like her, though. She is like wicked fun.”
“Mistress Joanie, slut Mary is fun for everybody. That’s why she’s the pass around slave. Well, that and also because her mistress is away at college. Go on down to your slaves. Leave mine the way she is. We’ll have Mary fix dinner tonight.”
Owned Teacher – Cindy Cooper’s Story
By Kenna
Chapter 10
Hurrying down to her slaves, Joanie had an idea for a little fun. “This is my mommy,” she said, walking around the naked, straining figure in the clear box. “I got her head hidden so she doesn’t know who’s out here with me. You can look all you want, but it costs ten bucks to touch her. Oh, we have a taker!” She paused for a few seconds. “OK, ten bucks. Go ahead.” She reached through the upper front hole and grabbed mommy’s tit herself. She giggled as mommy squirmed in response to the strange hand. Standing to the side, it was awkward to reach through, but she wanted to make it sound like she was one place and somebody else was touching mommy. “Oh, yeah, copping a feel. First time, huh? Sure, grab her ass, too.” She reached in from behind. 
Where is Mistress Theresa, wondered Cindy desperately. Surely she wouldn’t allow show and tell. This has to be kept secret. Just who is Joanie letting see me and touch me like this? She felt incredibly helpless inside the box. I’m the president of the board of education! Whoever is out there has to know that. I’m ruined. 
Moving in front of the box, Joanie said, “Check this out.” She ran a finger through the juices on her slave’s thighs. “She gets all wet and excited when she’s on display. Now, c’mere and check out Lori.”
She slid up the back of Lori’s box to let some light in and stare at her slave’s ass. “Check it out, guys. That’s my sister’s ass. Pretty cute, huh? Twenty bucks and she’ll blow you.” She laughed as Lori tried to turn to see who was with her mistress. The space was too tight and her opinion on the matter was garbled by her gag. “Yeah, turn around, Lori, so we can see your tits.” She hadn’t had this much fun with Lori since the first time she’d seen her in the box. It looked like her big sister wanted to explode, but all she could do was pose for the unseen visitors. 
Finally, she slid up the end of Kevin’s box by his feet. With his head at the far end, she figured he couldn’t see out very good. “Check out my big brother. Pretty nice cock, huh? You want a blowjob from him, Paul? That’ll be 20 bucks.”
Inside his box, Kevin figured he was safe. Joanie would be showing off mommy and Lori to some boys and boys wouldn’t want to see him. As light poured into his small world, he tried to lift his head and see who was there, but he couldn’t see more than a bright rectangle at his feet. Who wants to look at my cock? She has girls out there, too? Then he almost choked when he heard Paul’s name. And Paul wants a blowjob? Twenty bucks? Fuck no. It was worse than any nightmare he’d had. Joanie had started to show him pictures of guys blowing guys, but he thought she was just trying to scare him. She can’t make me do that… except that he could imagine her trying to make him do it. He wondered if he could hold out. But not Paul!
All Joanie could see of her brother was from his cock down. His feet danced in front of the window into his box as he squirmed wonderfully. She recalled the first time he’d been in the box and slowly revealed. It wasn’t as much fun as the first time for Lori. He’d known who was outside the box. Now this was fun because he didn’t.  
Deciding he was the most fun, she left him to squirm and pulled off the top cover on Lori’s box. Putting a finger to her lips, she leaned close to the hole nearest her head and whispered. “Nobody out here really. Be quiet.” Then for Kevin’s and mommy’s benefit, she said, “There’s a top view of Lori. Man, she looks pissed. Say hi, Lori. Say check out my tits, Lori.” She slid up the other panels to admire her decoration trapped in the box. “There, now you can see all of her. Touch her? Sure you can. Ten bucks.”
By now even Lori was amused at the game. She could see enough to know that mom and Kevin were still unaware there wasn’t really anybody else out there. Without even being aware of it, she preened inside the box as if offering her tits to be touched. After all, it was just a game. She was aware she held Joanie’s attention and enjoyed it. After being in the dark box for an hour, she appreciated being appreciated. It even felt good when Joanie announced that somebody was making her nipples hard and reached in to do it herself. 
Mommy was off-limits, so Joanie moved to Kevin. She slid the top cover of his box halfway off so he was on display from his waist down. Reaching in, she removed the cock ring and stroked his cock back to hardness. Even the cock ring hadn’t kept it fully engorged. “Jeez, Paul,” she said. “I never knew you liked boys. You really want to touch it and have him blow you? You’ll be his first boy. I’m sure he won’t mind.” Then she had another idea. “Hang on a sec, I have to do something.” 
With a devilish smile, she winked at Lori. Lifting her box all the way off, she untied her slave sister quickly. “You be Paul’s hand,” she whispered. “Jack him off.” 
Lori grinned at the chance to be on the delivering end of the game. Joni squatted at the foot of Kevin’s box so he knew where she was. “Guess what, Kevin,” she said. “Paul paid fifty bucks to jack you off. Put on a good show for him. Give him his money’s worth.”
No way, thought Kevin. Paul fucked mommy. He’s a straight guy. To his astonishment, a hand slipped through the hole over his cock and started stroking him. Paul’s hand! Just the suggestion was enough to convince him. With the panel only pulled far enough to expose his cock, he couldn’t see Paul (or Lori) and wasn’t paying close attention to the hand as his mind boggled at the sight of his best friend jacking him off. “Do it, Kevin,” said his mistress. “Cum for him. Bet you can’t help it. Feels good, huh? Oh man, you’re gonna cum for Paul. He’s staring right down through the hole at your gorgeous cock. Damn, I think he’d suck it if he could reach it. You’re gonna get to do him for sure. Got his clothes off already and man is he hard for you. C’mon, Kevin, do it for me. Do it for Paul. Don’t fight it. Let it go. He wants it. Fuck, Kevin, you’re gonna blow him, so you might as well cum, cum, cum. Faster now, Paul. I think he’s about ready. Jeez, Kevin, you want to do it for him, don’t you? You want to make me happy, right?” Damn, she’s right. I can’t help it. Paul knows how to handle a cock. If he does this, I’ll have to suck him. Wonder what it will feel like? 
He stared at his little sister crouched just past his feet as she lifted up her shirt and pressed her flat chest against the Plexiglas. “Check it out, Paul. He’s getting excited looking at me. Freaking pervert. Likes your sweet, soft hand. Gonna cum for his best friend.” Double damn. She’s so sexy. I’m gonna do it. Oh, the hell with it. He stopped trying to hold back and erupted in Paul’s hand. Fuck, what did I just do? For Paul. He is kinda cute. Better looking than James. 
The top of his box slid all the way off and he stared up at… Lori? Where was Paul? He looked around for his friend. “Aww,  he looks disappointed,” said Joanie. “Maybe I’ll really bring Paul down here next time.” He gaped at his mistress as he realized Paul had never been in the room. He blushed at the thoughts he was having. 
Joanie quickly removed all the sides to his box. “That was awesome, Kevin,” she said, smiling down at him. “You really wanted him, didn’t you? Sorry, but I don’t think Paul is gay. We’ll have to start with somebody else. For now just be my decoration. I’ll let you out when you get your cock hard again. Oh, and since Paul isn’t here for you to blow, I’ll let you eat Lori to thank her.”
Lori had her cum covered hand up in front of her, uncertain what to do with it. She wasn’t about to go wash her hands without permission. She wasn’t even going to ask if she could wash her hands. It was like she was a toy that needed to be wound up and pointed where to go. 
The little mistress looked at Lori and found the simple sight of her big sister waiting for direction so satisfying. Kevin was boxed and commanded to produce an erection. Mommy was boxed and on her toes looking helpless and sexy. Lori was just waiting. “Clean your hand off, tit toy,” said Joanie. 
“Yes, Mistress,” said the 14-year-old. The order wasn’t explicit, but she knew clean your hand was different from wash your hands. She raised her hand to her mouth and licked the cum off her fingers and palm. She’d expected that. Tasting cum almost daily had inured her to the taste rather than enjoying it. As usual, it was satisfying to do it for her mistress, serving an inner need that she found curiously distasteful despite that satisfying feeling. Licking her brother’s cum off her hand was something she wouldn’t do if given the choice, but she’d given up choice to her mistress. 
Joanie enjoyed the power to command Lori to debase herself, but Lori didn’t react much to that anymore and it was a little boring at times. There was still one thing that would get a reaction from Lori. Pain made Lori scream, squirm, and beg. Even the prospect of pain got a deliciously wicked reaction from Lori. Joanie didn’t understand it was Lori’s frustration of knowing her mistress was enjoying the suffering that was the real catalyst. For now it was enough to know that arbitrary pain made Lori fun. 
“Stand here and help him get hard,” Joanie instructed Lori, positioning her next to Kevin’s head and facing him. “Play with yourself, but don’t cum.” Then she went upstairs to find Mistress Theresa. 
Rubbing her pussy, Lori again felt like she was dishing out torment to her brother. She rotated her hips and moaned as she spread her lips open and massaged her clit. Squeezing her tits with one hand, she put on a good show for him. It didn’t bother her to show him what he’d seen many times already and in fact, it was fun to tease him like this. He couldn’t take his eyes off her and his cock rose quickly. Therein was Lori’s fun. Their mistress had promised him his freedom in exchange for a hard on, but she wasn’t here to release him. From now until Joanie returned, she could torment her little brother with her body. Sneaking a quick peek at the stairs to make sure Joanie wasn’t there, she said, “That’s it, boy toy. Get hard for big sister. Watch me and get hard. Think about licking my pussy, my juicy pussy, and making me cum.” After the quick taunt, she stopped. She was pretty sure Joanie would be angry for her talking without permission, but it was worth the risk. Now she just masturbated and moaned, gyrating her hips and occasionally stopping to grab her tits with both hands and squeeze them for him. He wanted her so bad. She gave no thought to the fact that two weeks ago wanting her bad was the last thing she wanted from her brother and masturbating was the last thing she’d do right in front of him. 
“Mistress Theresa,” said Joanie, finding the woman relaxing where she could watch Mary. “Should I be worried about mommy, you know, up on her toes so long?”
“Why? Is there something wrong with her?” asked Theresa. It hadn’t been so long that Cindy could be in distress. 
“No, just… how long is too long like that?”
“Ah, so you are worried about her?”
“Sorta. Not really. I don’t know. I mean, only if you think I should be.”
Theresa was inclined to stress her slave past the breaking point just for the fun of it, but that wasn’t the lesson she wanted to pass on to the 10-year-old. Joanie would learn in time if she liked really abusing her slaves – leaving them on their toes for hours, tying them in impossible positions, or leaving them on the shock platform as they danced in near constant pain – or not. For now the experience mistress said, “Joanie dear, you should always be concerned for your slaves and mine when you’re watching her for me. You don’t want to seriously hurt them. It’s good that you would worry about mommy, but the answer in this case is no, don’t worry about her. She’s been on her toes much longer than this before. Don’t worry, but do watch.”
“OK,” said Joanie, easily wiping away any worry for the big slave on her toes in the box. “What you doing?”
“Two things,” said Theresa. “I’m keeping an eye on slut Mary. She’s fun to watch in those shoes, don’t you think? And I’m leaving slut Cindy alone. That’s really what I’m doing. My slave is down there straining on her toes for me while I ignore her. We talked about that, right? You spend more time with your slaves than I would. Put them in their boxes or tie them up and just leave them. Then they’ll appreciate you more.”
“I’m leaving mine alone now. It’s just so much fun to play with them,” said Joanie. “I’ll try to spend less time with them.”
“Joanie, you don’t have to explain yourself to me. I said you spend more time with them than I would. I didn’t say you were wrong. I’m suggesting that you spend less time with them and maybe in a few weeks or months you’ll do that. What are yours doing now? In their boxes still?”
“No, Kevin’s in his, but Lori’s out of her box and playing with herself while Kevin watches.”
“Sounds like fun,” smiled Theresa. “Maybe I’ll go down and see.”
“K, I’ll stay here and keep an eye on slut Mary and ignore mine,” Joanie said with a wink. “I told Kevin he gets out of the box when he gets a hard on. I’m betting he’s got one now, so I’ll have to get him out if I go down.”
“That’s good. Make him wait.” Theresa got up. Nodding toward Mary, she said, “She’s well trained and doesn’t really need to be watched. You can if you want.”
In the basement, Theresa didn’t say a word. She didn’t want her slave to know she was in the room as she walked around Cindy and admired the trapped figure. Then she stood a few feet from Lori and watched her diddle herself. Joanie was right about Kevin’s cock, pointing at the ceiling and adorned with a drop of precum. They looked as guilty as two kids caught playing doctor, but Lori didn’t stop and Kevin didn’t wilt under her scrutiny. After a few minutes she went back upstairs. 
Alone with Mary, Joanie wandered into the kitchen. “You’re a pretty good fuck,” she said. “Mistress Lisa says you used to be an uptight teacher, but you look pretty hot wearing nothing but a collar and heels.”
She didn’t let Joanie interrupt her work, though the little girl’s words were on target enough to fluster Mary. Uncomfortable being admired by someone so young, she blushed. “Thank you, Mistress,” she said softly. 
“So your husband is in Arabia and your mistress is in college. Must be kinda lonely being the pass around slave. Or maybe you like it. I wonder if they’d let me keep you for a couple of weeks. I know you’d like that. You liked getting fucked. Would you like being my decoration sometimes?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary even though she hated being a decoration for anybody. Saying no only made a mistress want to do it even more. 
“I’d like that, too,” said Joanie. “You’d look good hanging on the wall. What you fixing for dinner?”
“Pork chops and spaghetti, Mistress. You and Mistress Theresa will get spaghetti sauce and me and the rest of your family won’t.” She watched Joanie as she delivered that line. From Joanie’s lack of reaction she knew for sure the other three slaves were her family. She’d been trying to figure out who the other slaves were. They’d all be at dinner soon enough, but she wanted to know now. Mistress Theresa was Cindy Cooper’s mistress and Cindy had kids around Amy’s age. Mary was pretty sure Cindy had three kids. One mistress, two sibling as slaves, and mommy as a slave. She couldn’t imagine if Amy had been a mistress instead of a slave. How would it feel to submit to her own daughter? But Amy was nothing like the assertive, in control Joanie. That was the obvious difference that tilted the balance toward Joanie as a mistress. 
“The rest of your family and I,” said Joanie, remembering her fifth grade English. She was surprised to hear the school teacher talk like that. 
Mary stopped dead and stared at the girl. I’ve got a college education. Bubba’s a high school dropout. I’m picking up his bad English. Over half the masters and mistresses don’t have college degrees. I’m a college graduate, a teacher, a wife, and mother. Look at me. Now I’m slave to a fifth grader who just corrected my English. What have I become? 
“The rest of your family and I,” repeated Joanie firmly. “Say it, you stupid slut.”
“The… the rest of your family and I… umm… won’t get spaghetti sauce,” stammered Mary. “I… I can’t believe what I’m doing. You’re just… just… ten. I’m a… I’m a…”
“I’m a… I’m a...” mocked Joanie. “You’re a gonna burn the spaghetti sauce, slut. I’m a gonna to spank you for bad English. I’m a gonna spank you for stopping to chat with me. I’m a gonna spank you for not believing I’m your mistress. And I’m a gonna spank you for not calling me mistress. Maybe then you’ll believe. Now shut up and cook.” 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary, aghast at all the punishment that had just been laid out for her. She turned back to the stove and checked to make sure nothing was burning. I’m a grown woman, she reminded herself, but she still could imagine herself over Joanie’s knee and getting a bare bottom spanking until she cried. A college graduate who cleans house for a janitor. An uptight school teacher who cums when the dogs fuck her. A wife whose husband abandoned her to be the pass around slave. A mother who stood by while her daughter was turned into a slave.  A grown woman who’s going to submit to a spanking from a fifth grader. And a slave who gets wet just thinking about the exquisite humiliation of it all. 
When Joanie told Theresa about Mary’s bad behavior, the older mistress said, “Joanie dear, she’s in really deep. I mean, she’s a slave to the core and a little spanking is not enough punishment for her. You can spank her because that’s what you said and because it will be hard for her to take from you, but then I’ll show you how to punish slut Mary. It’s not something you can do to mommy or your slaves, understand?”
“Yeah, OK, I got it,” nodded Joanie. “What are you gonna do to her?” she asked in a hushed voice. The way Theresa said it made it sound like wicked fun, but scary as well. 
“I can’t explain it. I’ll just show you,” said Theresa. “After dinner I’ll punish her. Right after dinner we’ll get Kevin and Lori fixed up the way you want and then I’ll punish Mary.” She wasn’t sure she even wanted Joanie to watch. “Run on down and get Kevin out and mommy, too. Wash hands, come to dinner.”
Joanie hurried down to the slaves, excited at the prospect of learning a new form of punishment even if she couldn’t use it on her slaves. It sounded absolutely horrible and she wanted to watch. “You can stop now, Lori,” she said. “Finally got hard I see,” she said of Kevin’s throbbing erection that had ‘finally’ arrived. She freed him from the box. “Eat her. Don’t screw around. Thank her for jerking you off. You have until mommy’s ready to go.”
As Kevin dropped to a now familiar kneeling position in front of his sister, Joanie went to get mommy out of her box. Reaching through the upper hole in the front, she squeezed mommy’s tits. “You’re such a beautiful decoration, mommy,” she said. Lowering the panel that held mommy on her toes, Joanie then opened the front of the box and let the bound slave step out. She kept an eye on Kevin and Lori, taking her time untying mommy’s arms until Lori came. Then she quickly finished and removed mommy’s gag. “Take out the vibrator and clean it,” she said. 
Removing the vibrator, Cindy blushed as she sucked her juices off of it. She hoped she never got used to doing that in front of her mistress daughter. She didn’t want to lose her sense of decency. “Wash hands, come to dinner,” said Joanie, leading the procession up two flights of stairs. She went to the master bathroom to wash hers while the three slaves had to share the lone sink in the hall bath. By virtue of that privilege, Joanie was the first of them down to the dinner table. 
Joanie sat in her place at the head of the table and Theresa took her place as the guest at the other end. As the girl sat, Mary began serving the food – a pork chop and a generous dollop of spaghetti for each of the mistresses, followed by a generous coating of spaghetti sauce. The other four places got a pork chop and three of the plates got plain spaghetti. Mary’s plate got plain bowtie pasta instead of the long, thin noodles. As the other slaves arrived, Mary saw her suspicions confirmed. They were in Cindy’s house and the other two slaves were her other children. She did a double take between Joanie and the slaves, realizing for the first time that the mistress was the youngest of them all. Still standing even after the slaves were invited to sit, Mary cut up her pork chop. 
“Up on the chair now,” Theresa waved Mary to stand on her chair, on display from her shins up. “She has a special eating requirement,” winked Theresa. The two mistresses sampled their food and then gave Cindy, Lori, and Kevin permission to eat. Spaghetti was a first for the two young slaves, but they figured out how to eat the noodles with their fingers. “You may begin,” Theresa said to Mary last. 
Mary’s eyes ran around the table as everyone stared at her, curious about her special requirement. She dreaded what she had to do, but she bent down picked up a piece of meat, dipped it in her pussy juices, and then ate it. She was used to the routine and the taste, but showing other slaves what she had to do was embarrassing. The encounter with Joanie had started her juices going, so there were plenty of them to coat each piece of meat and each bowtie of pasta. 
Everyone was nearly done eating when Theresa told Mary, “Take that last bite and get some penetration. Way up inside and leave it there for a few seconds.” Mary shoved the final piece of pork inside herself with a finger and then pulled her hand away. “Now, you may eat it,” said Theresa with a smile. 
After dinner, Theresa said, “Mary, do the dishes and then stand in the corner and wait for your punishment. You three, downstairs.”
In the basement, Cindy promptly took her place right back in her box, head hidden, body on display, and up on her toes as she’d been before dinner. 
Theresa put two pedestals in the middle of the room and made a point of locking them in place so they wouldn’t move or tip. They were two feet square and three feet high. “Kneel on those,” said Joanie, and her two slaves took their positions, expecting to be decorations in yet another way. As they knelt up in the air, Joanie secured their calves to the pedestal, tied their wrists together, and put a whiffle ball gag in their mouths. She tied their wrists to a rope hanging from the ceiling and pulled the rope taut until their arms were bent out about 30 degrees out from their back. 
The two slaves put up with the position and tying and then their mistress stood in front of them with a sinister smile they’d come to dread. “Now, my ornaments, I want to show you how to be even better ornaments. You know what’s better? I like taut muscles and straining. I like to know that you’re not satisfied to be just a pretty ornament, but you’re willing to hurt for me. I like the look in your eyes when… well, you’ll see.” She stepped up to Lori and tilted her forward, enjoying the look of fright in the slave’s eyes though that wasn’t the look she wanted. Carefully she leaned Lori forward until her slave was resting with her knees on the pedestal and her arms extended behind her toward the ceiling. Cantilevered out into space, her weight was on her arms and shoulders and her knees. 
Still with that same sinister smile, Joanie looked at Kevin. “Guess who’s next?” She tilted him forward. “Looks like it hurts, huh? I’ll let you find out for sure.” His arms went taut behind him and she let go. Their bodies were leaning forward at a 45 degree angle with nothing under them. “There you go,” said Joanie. “That’s the look I want. Kind of a cross between please get me down, mistress, and I know she’s not going to yet. Definitely the look of a slave who knows who their mistress is.” Pretty much the look of I’m really, really fucked right now, she thought. 
“Let’s go deal with Mary,” said Joanie, leaving the two astonished ornaments hanging. 
When she was first tied on the pedestal, Lori thought the position would get uncomfortable and maybe even painful just from kneeling on the hard surface of the pedestal. Her blood ran cold as Joanie spoke of taut muscles, straining, and pain. It was so like her to set them up and then make it worse. “Mnnnnooooo,” she whined as her little sister tilted her forward. It felt like she was going to be dropped and then her arms caught and Joanie stepped away. “Hunnhhh,” she gasped, looking around at her precarious predicament. “Uh uh, uh uh.” No way. You can’t be serious. Her shoulders already felt strained and uncomfortable. She’d hurt enough times for Lori to know she was just minutes away from pain. 
Her eyes followed Joanie over to Kevin who looked as bad as she felt. Get me down, she pleaded with her eyes, but her mistress wasn’t even looking at her. Oh my God, she thought as Kevin’s arms went taut and Joanie stepped away. Is that what I look like? It even looks like it hurts. Her eyes went back to Joanie. Please, you can’t really mean this. Get me down, she begged with her eyes even though she knew Joanie did mean this and wasn’t going to get her down. She felt a rush of frustration as Joanie very accurately described just how she felt. Damn, it felt terrible to be at the mercy of her little sister. 
Next to her, Kevin had the misfortune of seeing what was going to be done to him before it was done. As Joanie approached him, he looked around frantically, trying to figure out a way down and away. Oh fuck, yeah, I know who’s next and no, I don’t want to find out for sure. “Uh uh, uh uh,” he argued as she leaned him forward. A lot of good that did him. He looked over at Lori again. Damn, she does look sexy like that. Looking back at Joanie, he went through that same thought pattern. I need to get down, but I know it’s going to be a while. Minutes. Hours. Nobody knows but my mistress. Just the words ‘my mistress’ associated with his little sister brought connotations of power, beauty, and sex. He wasn’t even conscious of how much he adored her in that role.   
“Aayyy,” he yelled at Joanie’s back as she headed up the stairs. Hey, come back here. At least look at us. Glancing at Lori, he met her gaze as they shared the same thought. Can you believe this? We’re damn ornaments and nobody is watching! Except I’m watching Lori strain her beautiful hard body out into empty space. Damn, look at her thighs and her ass. So tight. Her back straining. Her tits melted into her body. 
At the same time, Lori was looking at him. He looks pretty good like that. More muscular than normal with his shoulders rippling and his butt tense like that. And, yeah, the little fucker has a hard on. At least I got him to admire me. Asshole. Cute asshole. She kept her eyes on him as he stared at her in mutual admiration. It felt better than nothing to have their fellow slave admiring how they decorated the room. 
With Joanie went back upstairs, Mary came to her little mistress when called and suffered through 15 swats. Three for this, three for that… Mistress Joanie made sure she knew what each swat was for. Then Mistress Theresa glared at her and said, “Now my turn to punish you, bitch. This is for disrespecting Mistress Joanie.” She put a high back wooden chair in the middle of the family room. “Sit down, slut Mary.”
Filled with trepidation, Mary sat. Theresa tied her to the back of the chair, wrapping rope above and below her tits.  Theresa slid Mary’s butt forward a little and the ropes around her torso tightened. Pulling Mary’s wrists down below seat level, Theresa tied her arms straight down to the back rungs. Moving to Mary’s legs, Theresa tied a two foot spreader bar to the slave’s knees and tied her ankles crossed. 
Joanie watched the complicated bondage unfold, wondering what the punishment was going to be. On its own, nothing looked punishing yet. But Theresa wasn’t finished. Her mentor put a leather harness on Mary’s head. The harness held a ball gag securely in the slave’s mouth with straps behind her head, up from the corners of her mouth over her nose and to the back of the harness, and under her chin. That wasn’t going anywhere. 
What was new to Joanie was frighteningly familiar to the former teacher. It galled her to be punished like this in front of the 10-year-old and even worse, because of the 10-year-old, yet she knew arguing would only make it worse. By the time her wrists were tied, she was unable to protect herself at all. The head harness was different and for a moment she hoped the punishment was going to deviate from one that Lisa had first used on her and she’d suffered through a couple of times since. Theresa carefully threaded a cord through the rings in her labia and then tied the end of the cord to a ring on the harness right between her eyes. God no, she pleaded as Theresa pulled the cord tight forcing her head down. Bent forward, she pulled her labia painfully up. Next, Theresa threaded a cord through Mary’s nipple rings and tied that to the spreader bar, pulling the cord tighter and tighter until Mary’s knees were level with her shoulders. Pushing a vibrator into Mary’s damp pussy, Theresa turned it on low. “No cumming,” she said. “Not ever.”
Straining to keep her head down and her knees up, Mary knew she’d pull the rings right out of her tender nipples or pussy if she failed. The position was such that she could just barely balance her heels on the front edge of the chair to ease the strain on her legs. The vibrator hummed to keep her aroused enough that the forbidden orgasm was possible unless she fought the urge. 
Bad as the position was, Mary was shocked when Joanie asked, “Now where do we spank her?” Curled up the way the slave was, Joanie couldn’t see a decent place to land a hard swat. It was a logical question to her. 
“Joanie dear,” said Theresa patiently. “We don’t spank her. We just leave her here all night long. Notice this… she’s pulling on her pussy and pulling on her nipples. It’s uncomfortable to hold her head down and her legs up. It will get painful soon. I don’t know when she peed last, but she can’t do it here. It’ll hurt to hold her pee. She won’t be able to sleep with the vibrator going.”
“All night long,” said Joanie. “Kewl.” She leaned in close to Mary’s downturned face. “Bet you won’t disrespect me again,” she said. Putting a finger on Mary’s prominent clit, she said, “If she cums she just might yank all those rings out.” Then she pulled her finger away. “Did you ever do this to my mommy?”
“Once,” said Theresa, almost laughing from how Joanie could ask so innocently if her mommy had been tortured. “She learned quick. I think this is at least Mary’s fourth time because she’s a stupid slut. Aren’t you a stupid slut, Mary?”
“Uh huh, iss iss” grunted Mary. Nothing hurt yet, but she hadn’t thought of the pee problem until Theresa mentioned it. She didn’t think she could hold it that long and then Joanie would get to see even more punishment. 
“Come on, Mistress Joanie,” said Theresa. “We’ll leave her alone until morning. Why don’t you check your slaves now?”
“Yeah, I was gonna do that,” agreed Joanie, running downstairs excitedly. Her slaves looked at her as soon as she came in sight with hopeful gazes that relief was here. Puddles of drool adorned the floor under them. Joanie padded up to Kevin. “You got a hard on from this?” She looked over at Lori, “Or from that?”
“Aa,” said Kevin, looking at his big sister. 
Curious, Joanie went to her sister and ran a finger through her wet pussy. “Kewl, you wet from this or that?” she jerked her head toward Kevin as she said that. 
“Iss an aa,” said Lori. 
“This and that?” laughed Joanie. “No shit? So, you don’t need me. You guys can just get turned on by each other.”
“Uh uh, iss iss,” said Lori. “Ee un ewe a say.”
Joanie shrugged, “Don’t know what you said. So, you do need me?”
“Uh huh, iss iss,” agreed Lori. Stay and watch me to make it worthwhile. Look at me and make me feel special. 
“Uh huh, iss iss,” added Kevin when Joanie looked at him. I need you to get me down. Name your price and do it quick. 
Sitting down on the floor in front of them, she looked up at the two straining hard bodies. “You need me to watch, I’ll bet. You need me to admire my pretty decorations.” She crawled under Lori. “You need me to tell you how fucking hot you look? Damn, tit toy, you look incredible. Look at you. Do your thighs burn for me? Your belly? Your shoulders? You look like the front of an old ship, you know, the figurehead on the front. Look at me, everybody, as you sail into port.” Then she stood up and ran her hand down Lori’s taut back and to her bottom. “My pretty slave is working so hard for me. Your ass is clenched so tight.” 
Lori shivered with desire as her mistress showed her appreciation. Her body hurt terribly and tears ran down her cheeks, but it was a glorious pain. She was wet from this – the frustration that Joanie could so easily put her in helpless pain and walk away. It was even more acute when Joanie watched and talked about her. I feel so sexy for her. She was wet from that – the idea of hanging here while her little brother had a hard on. It wasn’t that she appreciated his attention. He sort of made her feel sexy, but what really got her hot and wet was again the frustration of being so helpless and unable to cover herself from her brother’s lustful gaze.  Joanie, not Kevin, made her feel this way. 
Dammit yes, I look incredible, don’t I? Yeah, my thighs burn… for you and calves and hips and everything. Belly? Yes. Shoulders? Beyond burn and ache. The mental picture of a ship’s prow was intoxicating. Everybody would be looking at her. Even my ass? With all that, her pussy was the most demanding part of her body. It burned for her mistress.  
Joanie turned away and went to Kevin. “You, too, boy toy. So tight and clenched. Just as pretty as tit toy from this angle” She licked the tears from his cheeks. “Imagine being tied to the front of a boat, huh? People walking by and admiring you. Hmm, captured in battle and tied to the front of the boat. My boat. My war trophy on my boat.”
Kevin was turned on by that – his big sister hanging next to him. He wasn’t excited despite this – the pain of being on display. She looked so hot stretched the way she was. He watched Joanie stroke Lori with jealousy. I want to do that to her. Then Joanie said like he was captured in battle and hung as her war trophy. There was a picture that resonated with him. Proud warrior captured (due to treachery of course) and now displayed as a trophy. 
His captor stepped in front of him. “My trophy and your reward is…” She pulled off her shirt, letting him gaze at her trim, flat chest. “Sometimes your mistress lets you enjoy her beauty.” She wiggled out of her shorts. “You wanna see my pussy?”
“Uh huh, iss iss,” said Kevin. 
“Uh huh, iss iss,” said Lori though Joanie wasn’t talking to her. 
“You do, tit toy? Want to see it, too?” Joanie was delighted her big sister had spoken up. “You’ll get a turn then.” She slid down her panties and then lay down on the floor right under Kevin. “Mmm, big hard cock pointed at my pussy. Bet you’d like that.” Wriggling sexily, she teased her brother. It felt incredible to have him worship her body with his eyes the way he did. When she moved under Lori and wriggled, her big sister looked at her with the same desire. 
The little mistress walked away and came back with two sets of nipple clamps. Kneeling under Lori, Joanie teased her slave’s nipples to hardness. “I think your tits are just begging for some attention. Don’t you think so? I mean, fuck, tit toy, you can’t do a damn thing except watch me do it. Make one nipple hard and then… crunch. You hold so still for it. And the other nipple hard and… crunch. I’ll let you enjoy them for a while. I know big brother wants his own.” She moved to Kevin and played with his right nipple. “Yeah, my war trophy hanging on my boat and now everybody’s watching as I play with you and… crunch. Fuck, Kevin, how does it feel to be my decoration, my trophy, just a toy to play with… crunch.” She giggled and looked at his hard cock. “Must be fun, I guess.” 
She stepped back to admire the view. “What I’d really like to do is fix you up like this and then invite Paul and James over. Can you imagine that? Hi guys, I’m just hanging around and letting my sister play with me. What’s that? Do I like it? Check out my cock. Then Paul would get all mushy and go…” She leaned in and nibbled on his top lip. “That what you’re thinking, boy toy? Put me on display for Paul and maybe he’ll kiss me.” She bounced back to Lori. “And how about you, tit toy? You wanna be hung like that for Paul and James? Or maybe my friends, Helen and Felicia? Sweet, my little sister is sharing me with her friends. And oh… oh… yes, please, Felicia…” Joanie nibbled on Lori’s top lip, carefully avoiding the drool that dripped out over her bottom lip. “Mmm, nice kiss from Felicia? Like that?”
With a laugh, Joanie padded back upstairs and got a soda. She returned to the basement with her soda and a book. Sitting in a chair, she started to read, occasionally glancing up at her slaves. She read for half an hour and by then both her slaves were groaning and whining in pain. “Know what’s so cool about this?” said the 10-year-old, setting aside her book and getting up. “You hurt for me. You’re not gonna break though. I could leave you like this for hours and you wouldn’t break. You’d just hurt and hurt and hurt. You could go crazy from the pain. You’d tell me anything I want to know. Tit toy, who do you have a crush on?”
Lori stared blankly at her mistress for a couple of seconds before she realized Joanie wasn’t just taunting her, but actually wanted an answer. “Umm, Brian Gardner, Mistress,” she said. 
“So, I could call him and have him come over and you’d love it, huh? Check me out, Brian. Aren’t I sexy? Wanna take me out? I’m easy. Blowjobs? Sure, you and your friends,” she chuckled as Lori squirmed nervously. “Nice job, tit toy,” she said and pushed Lori back to an upright kneeling position. 
“Boy toy, Paul and James don’t really want you like this, do they? Who in your class would like a blowjob from you?”
He hurt like hell, but he didn’t want to give up that piece of information. Lori looked so relieved though. No way! She wants me to do it and then she’ll have somebody for real. I could make somebody up. No, she’d figure that out. I could give her the name of a straight guy. Fuck no, then she’d spill the beans to a straight guy who’d only tell everybody. Damn, my shoulders are gonna pop out of their sockets. I gotta do it. “Uh… uh… Larry, Larry Murphy. I think he’s gay. He acts like it, Mistress.” For that answer, his mistress sat him upright as he wondered if Larry would be his first blowjob. 
She untied their arms and helped them down off their pedestals. Both slaves looked like they were ready to collapse. “I hope your tongues aren’t tired. Lori, I so need to cum after the nice show you put on.” She pointed at her slick pussy. “Do it.”
After she came, she let Kevin eat Lori to orgasm, and Lori blew Kevin, neatly swallowing his cum as she’d been trained. “Now just one more thing,” said their mistress. She stepped away and, with her back turned, put on the strap on. Turning to face them, she showed the fake cock sticking out just like a real one. “Blow me, boy toy,” she said. 
After just two weeks of slavery, when it occurred to Kevin that he could object, he went through the same line of reasoning as always. I can’t let it get out that I’m a motherfucker, but she’s going too far with this one. I should stand up to her and say no… but she’s got other vids now. Wearing dresses. Licking Lori. Screaming and crying in pain. I could still stand up to her… but I’m the man of the house and I can’t just screw everybody. Mommy in jail. Us humiliated and no place to go. I would still stand up to her… but I’ve already gone so far, invested so much time and suffering, learned how to be a good slave, and I’m getting better and it’s not always bad. I just got to lick Lori and she just sucked me off.  What rarely occurred to him was to object to painful punishment like the inevitable spanking if he put up a fight.’ So, mixed in with his line of reasoning, but lingering at the subconscious level, was the certainty of punishment if he argued.  
Joanie allowed boy toy to pause for a couple of seconds. It used to be longer, but he was becoming more compliant as time went by. She imagined correctly that he was weighing options and was pleased he could convince himself to be a good boy. Pretty soon he wouldn’t pause at all. Without any further prodding from her, he wrapped his fist around it and looked it over. After a final glance at his mistress, he sucked on the end of it. Not so bad. Tastes like pussy. Then he reminded himself it was plastic and real cocks didn’t taste like pussy. Damn, this one has probably been in a pussy. He slipped his hand down and took a couple of inches in his mouth. 
“You should be happy I’m letting you practice first,” said Joanie. 
He didn’t feel happy, but he nodded. That was one way to look at it. She was lucky it was just her and Lori or else he wouldn’t do it. 
“Is he cute?” asked Joanie. 
He knew instantly who she was talking about. He shrugged and then took the cock out of his mouth long enough to say, “I suppose. Yes, Mistress.” He returned to sucking the cock. 
“You should stroke it up and down, right? That’s what feels good, isn’t it?” It was how Lori sucked the big cocks on the video. “Either that or you gotta take the whole thing like mommy does.” His hand started to move up and down. “If he’s your size, you can probably get the whole thing in your mouth. You do understand that you’re expected to make him cum.”
He nodded. Duh, does she think I’m stupid? 
“You want him to blow you, too? I mean, it’s only fair, right?”
It was only fair, so he nodded in agreement to that. Which, he realized as he nodded, looked like he wanted Larry to blow him, too. Might as well. 
“Swallow his cum and maybe I’ll let him blow you, too,” said his mistress. 
Surprised, he stopped and looked up. “You’re gonna watch, Mistress?”
“That’s the plan,” she smiled as his shoulders slumped. Duh, I’m gonna watch, direct, and judge. Meet my brother the slave. He doesn’t want to, but he’s gonna suck cock. “Keep going. You gotta speed up if you’re gonna make him cum.”
His hand sped up as he sucked the cock and pondered this new bit of information. Joanie is gonna watch. Maybe Larry won’t let her. What happens then? Oh, forget it. She won’t really do it. His thoughts were interrupted as Joanie moaned, “Oh, yes, Kevin, suck me. Oh, I’m gonna cum. Will you be a dear and swallow it for me, lover boy? Yes, yes, harder, faster. Don’t stop now. Oh, yes!” She shuddered through a fake orgasm. 
“Now, go wash, brush teeth, use the toilet and get ready for bed. Tonight I want you in the nightie, boy toy, and you wearing nothing but a smile, tit toy. Now go!”
Kevin would prefer nothing but a smile, but when he was ready for bed, he presented himself to his mistress wearing see-through pink panties and a see-through pink baby doll top that fell just below his panties. “We’re sleeping in my room tonight,” she announced. Her room was Lori’s former room. By seniority, Lori had a queen size bed that doubled as a guest bed when company stayed the night. Now the mistress had the big bed, Kevin had his usual twin bed, and Lori had Joanie’s twin bed. It was hard to object since so far they hadn’t slept in those beds. 
Joanie leashed her two slaves to the foot of her bed and hogtied Lori on her stomach. She tied a spreader bar to Kevin’s wrists and another to his ankles, laying him spread eagle on his back. “Special treat for you, boy toy,” she said, pushing a penis gag into his mouth. “You can practice all night long now.” She put on pajamas and crawled into the soft, queen size bed. “Pleasant dreams, my precious toys.”
This was not the first time for either of the slaves in those positions. Joanie rotated them between those two and a third position, calves and thighs tied to a forced kneeling position and arms tied behind their back so they could kneel all night long. For Kevin, the penis gag was new. He lay on his back staring at the dimly lit ceiling with three inches of cock in his mouth. He’d seen pictures of Art Johnson and Dale Kemper sucking cocks, even Bubba’s big black cock, yet he still hoped his mistress was kidding. He turned his head to the side to let the drool run out of his mouth and fell asleep with visions of big cocks. 
With the kids in bed, Theresa brought Cindy into the family room where Mary was. She tied her slave’s arms across her back and her legs to a forced kneeling position. Then she put a hook in Cindy’s nostrils with a cord attached that ran over her head and down her back and tied it to the hapless woman’s big toes. Setting Cindy between Mary’s spread thighs, she made sure there was just enough tension on the cord from nose to toes that Cindy’s chin was level with Mary’s pussy.  “Keep your feet apart, slut,” she told Mary so Cindy could have access to Mary’s pussy. “You can rest them on her shoulders if you like.”
From her position, Cindy had a perfect view of Mary’s downturned face and her stretched nipples. It was hard, but looking down she could see Mary’s pussy lips pulled up and spread slightly by the tension in her pussy rings. “Lick her pussy, Cindy poo,” said her mistress. I knew it, she thought. I’m not here just to watch. She leaned forward, feeling the hook in her nose pull painfully as she did. Swiping her tongue at Mary’s sopping slit, she grazed an inch of the available pussy with the tip of her tongue. Damn, she’s so wet. It’s true what they say about her. She loves this. 
“You better do more than that,” warned her mistress. Cindy leaned farther forward and her nose turned up. It was surprisingly agonizing but she managed to run her tongue through Mary’s slit to Theresa’s satisfaction. “She’s not allowed to cum, of course, but do try for me,” said Theresa. 
For several minutes Cindy tried to coax an orgasm out of Mary. There was no promise of reward or punishment if she did or did not, but she didn’t want to disappoint her mistress. She had Mary whining in desperation, but her counterpart hadn’t cum when Theresa finally said, “That’s enough of that, Cindy poo. Lick her asshole.”
What? That’s impossible! She stretched down as far as she had been and could barely see Mary’s tight pucker. She leaned as far as she possibly could and extended her tongue, hoping she could reach, but she couldn’t. Her mistress grabbed her extended tongue and held it an inch out of her mouth. “And I want it this far up her ass.” 
“Unnh,” objected Cindy just before her tongue was released. Impossible! Yet, she knew her mistress didn’t know the meaning of the word when it came to demanding something from her. She stretched down and then a little more. Whining in pain, she licked Mary’s asshole. She swirled around it a couple of times and then relaxed. Another inch? Her eyes were tearing from the pain already. Stretching down as far as was physically possible, she exceeded her pain threshold. Moaning, she pushed her tongue an inch into Mary’s ass. 
To her relief, her mistress said, “Very good, Cindy poo. That’s enough. Just one last thing. Mary did not get to pee before bedtime. In fact, Mary has not peed since she arrived over six hours ago. As amusing as it would be to see if she could hold it until morning, I think there is zero chance she can. What kind of mistress would I be if I didn’t at least give her a realistic chance? Mary, you may pee now. Cindy poo, I don’t want a mess on your lovely tile.”
Without hesitation, Cindy leaned forward, yanking her nose painfully and locked her lips on Mary’s pee hole. She didn’t want a mess on the tile either because she’d probably end up licking it up. The response from her fellow slave was almost immediate and she held the position, swallowing and gulping for over 30 seconds as Mary relieved her bladder. The pain was incredible, but she had to do it for her mistress. As the flood of pee stopped, Cindy leaned back with a sigh of relief. Then she leaned forward one more time and licked Cindy clean. 
“Well, I’m going to bed now,” said Theresa, stifling a yawn. She removed the hook from Cindy’s nose. “You better both be in that same position in the morning. Good night, sluts.”
Owned Teacher – Cindy Cooper’s Story
By Kenna
Chapter 11
The next morning, breakfast was surprisingly uneventful for the two young slaves. Mary dipped her waffles and sausage while the other three ate dry waffles and sausage with their fingers and the two mistresses enjoyed syrup on their waffles. After breakfast, Theresa had the two adult slaves clear the furniture from the kitchen and dining room. When she’d first put Cindy under her control, she’d had the carpet on the first floor taken out and replaced with ceramic tile. It made for a fun time watching Cindy clean it on the rare times that she had Cindy alone in the house. Now she had Mary as well and she didn’t have to make sure the kids didn’t find out. 
With the furniture out of the way, Cindy knew what was going to happen. This was something she didn’t want her children to see and thankfully they were occupied. She wasn’t fooled into thinking they’d miss the whole event since this usually took all morning or even all day if her mistress wanted the living room, family room, and entryway done as well. Taking the “panties” from her mistress, she pulled them up and tightened them in place. The garment consisted of a narrow strip of hard plastic that covered her pussy, narrowed down to fit between her legs and up the crack of her ass, and widened again right above her ass. The waist was a metal chain that fit tightly around her waist and held the plastic strip snugly between her legs. The panties were a little uncomfortable in this position. Theresa put cuffs on her wrists and then clipped the cuffs to a ring on the back of her panties and to a ring on her collar. The link to her collar pulled her arms up high on her back and her arms pulled the leather strip tight through her crotch. Now it was more than a little uncomfortable. Theresa strapped a “bra” onto her obedient slave. It was a simple arrangement of two brushes instead of bra cups and a rubber strap across her back. Pulled tight, the back of the brushes squashed her tits with the bristles facing out. Then she fixed Mary up exactly the same way though as Mary’s first time, the slave could only guess what was about to happen. 
Theresa set a bucket of warm water in the middle of the cleared space. “Pay attention, Mary. Cindy is going to show you how she cleans the floor and then you’ll help. On your knees, both of you.” Cindy knelt by the bucket and Theresa held out a bar of soap. Grimacing, Cindy gingerly took the soap between her teeth, careful to avoid biting off a piece. She dipped the soap in the water and then knee walked to the far end of the kitchen. After rubbing the soap on the floor, she put her chest to the floor and scrubbed that section. On her knees and tits, she methodically scrubbed the tiles. 
“Start at the other end, slut Mary,” said the mistress once the demonstration was done. Mary shuddered as Theresa pointed at the far end of the dining room and then held out a bar of soap. Taking it carefully into her mouth, she still got the taste of soap and she hadn’t even started yet. Dipping the soap got soapy water on her lips, enhancing the taste. Once she was in the corner, Mary soaped the floor and then used her tits to wash it. It was humiliating and the plastic between her legs rubbed on her clit. She knew she was going to scrub the floor all morning and it would arouse her to desperation. Then she felt a stinging blow to her upturned ass and shot a questioning look at her mistress. Did I do something wrong? “Don’t stop, my little cleaning wench,” said her mistress. “I’m just relieving your boredom for you.” With a laugh, she brought the slender rod down across Mary’s ass three more times.  
Lori was nervous as a completely different Joanie spoke to her in a soft, gentle voice. “You have 30 minutes, sweetie, to do what you want… as long as you shower, put on a little makeup, and put on the clothes on your bed. It’s 8:10. At 8:40, I want you looking your best and in the master bedroom. Go make yourself beautiful, sweetie.”

 “You, in the basement,” Joanie prodded Kevin down the stairs after she’d dismissed Lori. She took Kevin into the playroom and put him in the stocks. His upper body was parallel to the floor with his head and hands sticking out one side and the rest of his naked body out the other side. This was one of his least favorite positions because he couldn’t see what his mistress was doing behind him. Instead of toying with his ass and cock or spanking him, she started on his head. She put a head harness on him, totally unnecessary from his point of view. Then she tied a short cord from the top ring on the harness to the top of the stocks and he realized the point was he couldn’t look down. 
Why does she want me staring at the wall, he wondered as she clipped his nose shut and then put a cover, like an oxygen mask, over his mouth and nose. It fit securely, forcing him to breath through his mouth through a small hose. When Joanie put her finger over the end of the hose, he couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t believe how easy it was for her to stand there with her index finger over the hose and watch him struggle for breath. When she let go, he took in deep breaths and worried that she’d do it again. 
Blocking Kevin’s air supply was just a show of her dominance and Joanie only did it once. Then she hung the hose on a dangling cord so it pointed up. She uncapped the second hose and hung it the same way. Then she put a half cup jar at the end of the hose, attaching a fitting from the bottom of the jar into the hose. Since Kevin obviously understood what was in the jar could run down the hose to his mouth, the little mistress saw no need to explain the setup. She twisted the valve and Joanie and Kevin watched the milky white goo run down the hose and into the mask, slowly filling up the bottom of the mask and threatening to cover his mouth. 
As Kevin looked around wildly, Joanie said, “Yep, you’re gonna have to drink that to keep it from covering your mouth and cutting off your air. Wanna guess what it is?”
What the fuck is it? Kevin knew what it looked like and he didn’t want to even think it, but he couldn’t help it. Cum. Looks like a guy’s cum. Oh shit, she’s feeding me cum. His eyes pleaded with her as he held his breath. His nose was no good and the inevitable happened. He exhaled through his mouth, making the cum bubble. It ran into his mouth and he inhaled over the cum as it pooled around his tongue. With no other choice, he swallowed mightily, sending a rush of warm cum down to his tummy. I didn’t even get a choice to obey or not. No way I could keep from eating it. The frustration was almost tangible from what she’d forced on him. I got in the stocks ready for anything, but not this.  
“Check it out, boy toy,” said Joanie. “You haven’t even sucked a cock yet and you’re already learning how to swallow. Know who’s cum that is?” she asked her brother as he held his breath again. “No? To tell you the truth, neither do I. Mistress Theresa says a bunch of guys all mixed together. Even yours. Remember Lori spit out the last couple of blowjobs?” 
Kevin burned as he stared back at his sister , took another breath, and sucked down the slimy cum that continued to pour down the tube. “Enjoy,” said his mistress. Like I have a choice. Once it got in his mouth, there was only one way to deal with it. As if he enjoyed being a fag, he kept drinking and swallowing, totally helpless to do anything else. She’d thinned the cum with some water so it flowed fairly well and as much as he didn’t want to, soon he’d drained the jar. Swallowing hard, he tried to flush the cum from his mouth, but even with it gone, the taste lingered. He could at least keep his pride in knowing he didn’t want to drink the cum. She disappeared from view behind him taking the jar with her. “Got something even better.” He felt her hand on his cock, stroking it and it was already hard. Damn, why does it do that? Gets hard when she fucks with me. She’s making me eat guys’ cum and I’m hard. He knew it wasn’t about eating the cum, it was about eating the cum for her. Her hand stroked nice and easy and he knew he was going to cum for her. She’s rewarding me for eating cum. 
With his cock pointed straight down, it was almost like milking a cow as she stroked his cock and pointed it into the jar. “I want you to get some fresh and warm, right from the source,” said his mistress. “I’ll squeeze this out and feed it right back to you. So, if I know you, and I do, even knowing you’re gonna gobble this load down, you won’t be able to keep from cumming.”
Shit, it’s not a reward. Just more of her fucking with me. Feeling his sister’s hand on his cock, Kevin briefly fought to make a liar out of her even though he knew he had almost no chance to keep from blowing his wad. His hips thrust up and down as she worked him closer and closer to a dreaded orgasm. “That’s it, boy toy. Fill the jar and I’ll let you have it. How’s it taste? I can tell you love it. I love playing with your cock and I know you love it when I do.” As she stroked him faster and faster, he squirted a big load into the jar for her. 
Joanie held it out in front of him so he could see the recent addition, thrilled at the look of resignation and submission. When she put it back on the end of the hose and opened the valve, Kevin’s cum, not thinned like the rest, seeped down slowly and added to the little puddle under his lips, but he didn’t have to drink it or die since the thick cum had mostly lined the tube. Joanie again removed the jar and put a small pump in the hose and forced the cum out of the hose to puddle deep enough that he finally had to slurp down his fresh, warm cum. Then, to his dismay, he saw Joanie pull out a fresh jar and put it in place. A second wave of who knows whose cum filled his mask and he raged inside as he gobbled it down for his mistress. 
When he was finished with his second helping, Joanie unclipped his nose and made sure the mask was secure so now he could taste and smell the cum. Turning on her heel, the little mistress said, “I’ve got something special planned for tit toy. See you it a few.” All Kevin could do was watch her disappear through the door as he remained in the stocks to relive the disgusting moment through his captive senses. 
On a mission to Lori, Joanie stopped dead in her tracks at the sight of mommy nearly naked and scrubbing the floor with tit brushes. “Holy shit,” she said, stepping in to get a better look. The brushes crushed the two slaves’ tits nearly flat. The effect was more prominent on Mary’s bigger tits. “That is so wicked.” Even better was the look mommy gave her as the slave stopped and looked at her with pleading eyes. “Well, don’t stop, mommy,” said Joanie. “I wanna see this.”
“Maybe she was just asking for more of this,” said Theresa, handing Joanie the spanking rod. 
“Yeah, I think so,” agreed Joanie. Both slaves’ asses were already striped in red and she added a few more to mommy’s ass. “You know what?” she said to Theresa. “When I think of a slave, this is what I think of. I like the sex and all, but this is a great way to occupy their time in between.” Ignoring Mary, she couldn’t take her eyes off mommy as her ex-role model groveled on the floor. “She looks like she’d rather be doing anything but this in front of me.”
Of course Cindy stopped when her worst fear was realized. God, look at me. Naked, bound, and scrubbing the floor for my mistress. The look in Joanie’s eyes! She’s turned on by me like this. It was hard to return to scrubbing, but she did as the rod changed hands. A mouthful of soap kept her from protesting as her precious daughter caned her just for being surprised and humiliated. She noticed that Joanie had scarcely looked at Mary. It was the sight of mommy slave that was incredible. The worst part was that Cindy knew she’d been turned on as well. She caught herself humping the air to rub the plastic panties against her clit as she scrubbed and then forced herself to stop. 
Dragging herself away from the erotic sight of naked mommy doing pointless manual labor, Joanie stopped by her room, pulled off her pants and panties, put on the strap on, and put her pants and panties back on. She got to the master bedroom a few minutes after 8:40 and Lori was waiting for her. The younger girl sat next to her big sister and put an arm around her waist. “Sweetie, it’s time for a special moment in your life. If I asked you, maybe you’d even agree, but I’m not going to ask. I’m just gonna do. I’m doing it because I love you.” Her hand went to the back of Lori’s neck and she pulled the compliant slave’s face to hers and kissed her, a long, deep kiss. 
“You look beautiful, sweetie,” said Joanie. “Your hair is nice and…” she sniffed it, “… it smells nice, too. That dress is nice. I’ve made sure nobody will disturb us, so just relax. I’m going to make love to you and you’re gonna let me. You’re not gonna see me like this much, so don’t ruin the moment, OK?” She stroked Lori’s cheek softly. “I love you. Do you love me, sweetie?”
After two weeks of miserable treatment, Lori wasn’t about to argue with what Joanie was doing. She figured her mistress was up to no good, but for now it was nice. Two weeks ago the kiss would have grossed her out, but today she relished the soft lips and warm tongue probing her mouth. The compliments made her feel good. It made her feel like a slave who had pleased her mistress, but even better, like a girl who’s beauty was appreciated. Then Joanie popped the question about love. “Yeah, of course I love you, Mistress,” she said as she wondered just what her mistress meant by making love. Love was one of many feelings she had for her sister though it was below fear and respect. 
“Lie back,” said Joanie. She guided Lori to lie back with her head on the pillow. Resting on her side, Joanie had an arm under Lori’s shoulders and the other came to rest on Lori’s stomach. Then she started lavishing kisses on Lori’s neck, cheeks, and lips as any lover would do. As Lori started returning the kisses, Joanie slid her hand up to cup Lori’s breast through her dress and bra, first one and then the other. 
As her little sister started playing with her tits, Lori finally understood that her sister was playing the role of a boy. This was roughly how she’d expect a boy to try to seduce her, though she still didn’t see Joanie’s purpose. Her mistress could have this and more at a word and much as she might want to, her 10-year-old mistress didn’t have the same equipment as a boy. Though she still thought her sister was up to something, Lori relaxed and let Joanie go. Nothing I can do anyway and I’ll find out when she’s ready. 
Joanie had considered taking Lori virginity as a mistress, raping her while she was tied and helpless. That would be quick and lost among all the other things she’d done. Doing it this way would be memorable for them both. It was fun to take her time and lead her unsuspecting slave along. She well knew that Lori had no idea what was hidden in her pants. As she felt Lori relax, she slid her hand to Lori’s knee and then slowly up her thigh, raising Lori’s skirt as she went, but stopped before she reached Lori’s panties. 
Sitting up, Joanie kicked off her shoes and socks and then took off her T-shirt. She helped Lori take off her shoes and helped Lori to sit up. Once again kissing Lori to distract her, Joanie unzipped the back of Lori’s dress. “Is it OK, sweetie?” she asked just before she pulled Lori’s dress forward and off her upper body. 
“Yes, Mistress,” Lori said softly. She figured no was the wrong answer and wasn’t about to ruin the mood. After all those years of being told to ‘Just say no,’ she said yes to the first serious attempt to get into her panties. That left her wearing just her pink bra above the waist. When Joanie’s hand cupped her tits through her bra, Lori ran her hand over Joanie’s undeveloped breasts, imagining a boy’s smooth, firm chest. It was hard to get that mental image to work because the ‘boy’ was four years her junior, her mistress, and, no matter how hard she tried to dispel the image, her sister.  
Patiently Joanie romanced her slave, kissing and caressing. When it was time, she helped her sister slide the dress all the way off and then rested her hand on Lori’s panty covered pussy. This was the kind of foreplay she’d talked about with Theresa and now Lori’s pussy felt hot and damp so she knew she was doing it right. In return, she felt Lori’s hand go to her crotch and momentarily explore the surprise waiting there. “What’s that?” asked Lori, pulling away and looking in Joanie’s eyes. 
Joanie just smiled and said, “It’s my cock, of course. What did you think we were doing, sweetie? Today’s the big day.” As Lori’s hand tentatively returned, Joanie said, “Go ahead. That’s what it feels like when I’m excited. You’re so sexy you got me all hard.” Slipping a hand inside Lori’s panties, she found the warm, wet slit. “I think you’re ready, too.”
“No, really, what is that, Mistress?” demanded Lori. She knew what it was, but it didn’t belong there and she wanted some reassurance that the world hadn’t just gone totally illogical.
“Relax, sweetie,” cooed Joanie. “You’ll get to see it in a minute. Now, let’s get the rest of your clothes off before I cum in my pants.” She was determined to keep up the seduction even with Lori confused and protesting. She unhooked Lori’s bra and tossed it aside. “Mmm, they’re beautiful just like the rest of you.” The little mistress pulled Lori’s panties down and gazed at her nude sister as if looking at her for the first time. Then she got off the bed. Standing, she slowly undid her belt, unsnapped her pants, and unzipped her fly. Her pants slid down easily, revealing the undying bulge. Only when she took her panties off was Lori reassured that it was fake, yet secured to her little sister. What was I thinking? Of course it’s fake. I just didn’t know how. 
She felt a little more concerned than her little sister who calmly said,“See, sweetie? Like I said, today’s the big day.” Her sister lay down beside her again and rubbed her pussy, finding the wetness that seeped out and spreading it around. It felt right as Joanie spent a few minutes with busy fingers on her clit and a soft, gentle mouth on her nipples, making sure she was very ready. After two weeks of feeling wrong (that had started to feel right), this was right to be right. Her ‘boyfriend’ got the green light. 
“I need a little help, sweetie,” said Joanie, still in a soft, coaxing voice. “You’re all wet, but I need to be wet, too, especially since it’s your first time. Could you suck it for a minute or so?”
“Yes, Mistress,” she said, responding to Joanie’s seduction. It made sense and Joanie had asked so nicely. She moved to take Joanie’s cock into her mouth. 
After half a minute, Joanie said, “Yeah, that feels good, but that’s enough, sweetie.” She laid the virgin on her back again and moved between her soft thighs. Rubbing the head of the cock in Lori’s slit, she let it come to rest at the entrance to her pussy. “I love you, Lori,” she said as she pushed slowly in. It was what Theresa told her to say just before she did the deed. It sounded better than I’m using you, I’m raping you, or hold still you stupid slut while I claim you as mine. 
“I love you, Joanie… Mistress… Mistress Joanie,” said Lori, confused over her feelings. Right now she sincerely loved Joanie as a sister and lover. It wasn’t about being mistress and slave, though she wouldn’t let Joanie do it for real otherwise. The cock slid easily into her pussy and then pressed against her hymen. Go ahead. Don’t stop now. She bit her lip as Joanie thrust again and tore through the final barrier. “You… you did it,” she gasped though the pain was nothing compared to what she’d endured in other ways. She felt so full, but wonderful at the same time. 
Joanie continued to push deeper until her hips pressed against Lori’s thighs. “I’m just getting started, sweetie,” she said as she slowly pulled out and pushed back in. “I’ve been thinking about fucking you for a while now. It feels good… so warm and wet and tight.” It actually felt like a piece of plastic pressing against her own pussy, but Theresa had coached her on what to say. “I want this moment to be special.” With confidence she thrust in and out, slowly picking up speed as Lori relaxed. 
“Oh, sweetie, I love you so much.” Joanie continued the act as she kissed Lori and then sucked on her sister’s hard nipples. “I’m not gonna cum until after you. Am I doing it right? Does it feel good?”
“Oh, yes, Mistress,” sighed Lori. It felt huge, powerful, and arousing. As Joanie stroked faster, she felt the tingle growing even better than when Kevin ate her. At any second she expected Joanie to start taunting and teasing, but it never happened. “Oh, God, Joanie, it feels so good. Fuck me. Fuck your big sister.” If Joanie wasn’t going to do it, then she wanted to remind herself just who was on top of her and taking her. “Fuck me, beautiful. I am gonna cum for you. I want to. Keep… keep doing it.” 
Joanie pounded in and out of her big sister’s cunt. It took longer than slut Mary, but it was worth it as Lori suddenly tensed and jerked under her, moaning in pleasure. “Fuck, fuck, yeah, Joanie, it feels… oh, yeah…” 
To Lori it felt like her cunt exploded, sending ripples of pleasure through her body. It was better than anything she’d ever felt before. The cock was huge and Joanie knew how to use it. As the cock continued to stroke in and out, the orgasm rolled on and on. As it passed, every muscle in her body seemed to relax and she melted into the bed, a pile of happy girl goo. Her little sister smothered her with kisses as her panting breaths gradually slowed. When did I start to breathe like that? It didn’t seem that strenuous? Her mind settled down after a couple of minutes and she wondered if Joanie actually ever came.
“You liked that,” said Joanie eventually. 
“Yeah, it was incredible, Joanie,” said Lori languidly. Then she looked shocked. “I mean, yes, Mistress, I like it.” How many times did I forget to call her mistress?
“It’s OK, Lori,” said Joanie. “I kind of liked that you called me Joanie there at the end. You really wanted me. Just don’t do it again.” Her mind was starting to think about the repercussions now that she’d actually taken Lori’s virginity and Lori had enjoyed it so much. She could use it as a reward. She could embarrass Lori with reminders of how good it felt to cum for her cock, getting mushy as the moment arrived with such insistence. And she’d be forever locked in Lori’s mind as her sister’s first fuck. Lori might be even more obedient if she thought it would win her romantic time with her mistress. It was past 10:00, over an hour of romance and gentleness would pay off well. 
“Go write in your diary right now, Lori,” Joanie instructed her slave. “Describe just how wonderful it was. After that, put your collar and heels back on and come find me. Don’t dawdle.” She patted Lori’s ass and then went back to Kevin. 
Untying Kevin’s harness from the stocks, Joanie said, “Next time I pass the collection jar around and have it come back full of cum, I’ll expect you to eat it all without being forced. Maybe I’ll have Lori drink it or maybe it’ll be you. If I give it to you, don’t argue.” 
“Yes, Mistress,” nodded Kevin. He didn’t think he’d ever get used to it, but now that he’d done it once, he could hardly refuse next time. She’d just put him right back in the stocks and make him do it. When she lifted the stocks up, he stepped free. “Thank you, Mistress.” 
“Put your heels back on and go up to my room. I want it cleaned as well as you ever cleaned a room for mommy. Just remember that I have better punishments than mommy. After that, clean Lori’s room and clean your room. Lori will join you shortly. Do I need to be clearer about cleaning a room?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said the slave apologetically. “Sometimes mommy says vacuum or dust. Sometimes she says clean your room. Sometimes she says spring cleaning. Do you want spring cleaning?”
“No, clean the rooms, but you don’t have to get rid of stuff,” said Joanie. It was a fair question. Spring cleaning meant looking for unused books or toys or clothes that didn’t fit so they could donate them. They did it more often than just spring, but that’s what mommy called it. “Anything else?”
“No, Mistress,” he said after a few seconds of thought. He slipped on his heels. He wasn’t required to wear them in the stocks, so he’d taken them off right just before getting in them. Then he swished out of the room, still a little wobbly on three inch heels. He got to Joanie’s room and looked around. “Shit!” Hurrying back to his mistress, he found her watching mommy scrub the floor and his jaw dropped. 
“Get back upstairs. No gawking at mommy now.” At the sound of Joanie’s voice, Cindy couldn’t help it. She didn’t stop, but she glanced up and blushed scarlet now that her son had seen her like this, too. “Don’t be so embarrassed, mommy,” said her daughter. “I’ll get him some brushes and he can help clean the floor right beside you.”
She flashed mommy a grin and then followed Kevin up. “Is there a problem?’
“Yes, Mistress, I haven’t ever cleaned your room or Lori’s room before. Do you want me to put things away that you left out?”
Joanie rolled her eyes and walked past him into her room. One look at her room and she realized it was another fair question. “This is obvious,” she pointed at a teddy bear that had fallen to the floor. “Goes with the rest.” Her collection of stuffed animals was small and was kept on her bed. “Clothes go in the dirty laundry.” She’d specifically left some scattered on the floor. “Toys in the toy box.” She hadn’t had time to touch a toy in the last two weeks, but in the move to Lori’s old room, some hadn’t made it into the box. “Books on the shelf. Get Lori’s crap out of here. She’ll help you put her crap away.” Then she looked at the big question, her desk. There were bondage books and magazines, some bondage paraphernalia, pencils and pens, school books and papers, and some jewelry and makeup she’d snagged from Lori. With a sigh, she said, “Everything on the desk stays out. I haven’t decided what to do with it. Obviously I want the desk dusted, so dust some… like here… stack the books in the clean spot and dust some more. Straighten up, you know, line up the gags and the cuffs, but leave it out. Put my school stuff in my backpack… neatly. If I can’t find something, you’ll be sorry. Anything else, just use your head.” 
She left Kevin with those instructions and came back a few minutes later with Lori. “Help him clean. You can put away my makeup and jewelry, tit toy. Then when you’re done, show me where you put it.” She went to the family room to read Lori’s diary, much to her slave’s chagrin. She opened it to the last entry: “Oh wow, not a virgin anymore. Glorious. Incredible. Mind blowing. Romantic. Romantic. Romantic. Take my breath away kind of romantic. It was better than I ever thought a boy could do. That’s cuz it was Joanie. Yep, Joanie with a strap on real looking cock made me a woman (who’d a thought). She really planned it out and made it special, like she does everything these days. I luv her sooo much (not just like a sister either). She called me sweetie and let me get dressed up nice. Felt like we were on a date. No fooling, I was even a little shy even tho she’s seen it all before. She said I was beautiful and we made out for forever. I had no idea what she was up to except that I liked it.  Kept thinking she was setting me up for something, but it was all wonderful. I about died when I felt the cock in her pants. We were almost naked and she was feeling me up, so I went to feel her up and she had a cock!! Surprise. When she did it, it barely hurt and felt good. Hard to describe the feeling. Full. Hot. Perfect fit. Like it belonged there. And then she got me all wound up with it. I even came. My first time and I came! I’m going to remember it forever. Oh man do I want more of that!” 
The young mistress read through it several times wondering if Lori wanted more fucking or more nice attention from her mistress or both. After she put the diary away, she went in to watch the chesty maids cleaning the floor. “I just can’t believe it,” she said as she watched her mommy. “It’s so perfect.” By now both women had numerous stripes across their bare bottoms and the floor was nearly finished. “Can you make brushes like that to fit Lori and Kevin, Mistress Theresa?”
“Sure,” said the woman. “Not right away, but soon.”
“That’d be kewl for Lori. Maybe something like a brush for Kevin’s cock, though. What do you think about that?” Then before Theresa could answer, she changed her mind, “No, no, how about a brush for his ass and he rubs his butt all over the floor.”
“We can do that, Joanie,” agreed Theresa. “I have other ideas, too. What do you think about Kevin with a brush in his mouth for polishing shoes and his hands tied behind him. You could wear your leather boots and make him polish them. Or Lori with a feather duster in her mouth and dusting everything.”
“Yeah, all that,” said Joanie excitedly. “Lori with a sponge in her mouth and washing me in the shower.”
“I got one of those already,” laughed Theresa. “Your mommy loves to wash me that way,” she winked. “You have your whole life to think up ideas. Don’t try to do everything right away.”
Easy for her to say, thought Joanie. She’s done everything with mommy in the past three years. I have some catching up to do. Together they watched the slaves finish the floor and then Theresa removed the soap and brushes and freed their wrists, leaving the panties and cuffs on them. While the slaves made lunch, the two mistresses lounged in the family room and talked about taking Lori’s cherry. 
During lunch, the two doms ate at the table and tossed bites of food on the freshly washed floor to the slaves. Calling out a name, one of them would toss a bite and then watch that slave crawl to it and eat it off the floor. As usual, Mary dipped each bite, but Joanie never warmed up to the idea for her slaves. They ate pussy for her, so she figured they got enough of that and, while she wanted to mimic the older mistress at times, dipping food was one thing she dismissed as unoriginal and undesirable. 
After lunch, Mary and Cindy moved furniture from the living and family rooms and started scrubbing those rooms with their specially designed breast brushes. Lori and Kevin finished cleaning the three bedrooms and Joanie inspected them. Being particularly particular, Joanie found a couple of things wrong in each room for a total of seven infractions. She took them downstairs for their punishment. Carefully guiding Lori, she made sure her big sister never got to see mommy scrubbing the floor. 
The playroom had great equipment for restraining a slave for a spanking, but Theresa had made it clear the playroom was only for play, never for punishment. Likewise the pedestals had now been used to turn her slaves into decorations and she was reluctant to use them for punishment. The boxes, however, had already served a dual purpose, play and punishment. Mixing things up, she put Lori into Kevin’s box, leaving her pussy and tits pointing at the ceiling with her hands and feet restrained to the floor. She put Kevin in mommy’s box after lowering the inside panel to a height where it fit around his neck. Then she cranked it up so he was on his tiptoes. Spanking was impossible inside the boxes, but she had the cattle prod. Removing the bottom opaque panels on Kevin, she left his head in the dark with his straining body on display. Then she took all the panels off Lori’s box and admired both of them in silence for several minutes to let the anticipation of punishment build. 
“Time for punishment,” she announced after half an hour. She’d always stuck with three swats per offense or, in this case, three shocks. “Twenty-one for each of you,” she reminded them. “I hold you both responsible for each infraction. Lori, you missed some dust on the bottom rung of Kevin’s chair.” Sliding the prod through the hole nearest Lori’s tits, she pressed it against the tender nipple and administered three quick shocks while Lori squealed in pain each time. She’d decided that Lori responded better to electric punishment than to spanking. Lori didn’t like playtime spankings, but playtime shocks were worse. Moving to Kevin, she repeated the infraction and pressed the prod against his bottom. He jumped so nicely with each one. “Kevin, you missed a spot in your room with the vacuum.” She moved around to the front and grazed the prod down his stomach before pressing the button. Half the fun was watching him shrink away in anticipation of the shock. She ran the prod over his stomach a couple of times without pushing the button and then shocked him a second time. After delivering a third shock to his stomach, she returned to Lori and shocked her three times, making her guess when the shock was going to come. With Lori more securely tied in position and unable to jump much, it was the look in her eyes that excited Joanie. The little mistress ran through five more infractions: missed a toy under her bed, left her lampshade crooked, didn’t dust the top of her clock, put her opal necklace back in Lori’s room (she’d recently claimed her slave’s favorite necklace and Lori had tried to sneak it back), and didn’t dust the picture frame over Lori’s bed. The slaves felt the shocks everywhere except their faces and Kevin’s cock and balls. 
Leaving her slaves, Joanie went upstairs and made three phone calls. As Theresa listened in, she made arrangements for fun in half an hour and then some .more fun in the evening. With that done, Joanie brought a cute outfit down and got her slaves out of the boxes. Lori’s relief was short lived as her arms were tied behind her and she was put into the tall box standing on her toes. Unlike what she’d just done with Kevin, she put all the panels on so Lori was completely hidden. For the upcoming fun, she wanted Lori to just listen. 
“Stand right there, boy toy,” said Joanie sternly. After turning on the camcorder, she started handing him clothes. “Panties first,” she said and let him put them on. He eyed them curiously, noting the front of the panties was odd. The front had a pliable, plastic pussy sewn into it. As he pulled them up to his hips, she adjusted his soft cock to fit in a crevice in the back of the fake pussy. With them snug on his hips, she caressed the front of his panties. “Ooo, yeah, just like a girl’s pussy. You’ll be perfect.” He put on the bra as well, realizing it too was padded with small breasts and nipples to complete the look of a 12-year-old girl in her underwear. 
As Kevin put on a short dress, he wondered what the elaborate underwear was all about. From the neck down he could pass for a girl at first glance and even to a boy’s curious hands, but he was still a boy from the neck up. And unless somebody was going to fondle him or peek under his dress or down the front, there was no point to the disguise. He put on knee socks and his heels. Then Joanie put a leather hood on his head, zipped it shut, and padlocked the zipper. It looked just like the mask their mother had worn when he and his friends had fucked her. Once glance in the mirror and now he understood. I look like a girl, an anonymous girl. Shit! What’s the hood for? Who is gonna see me like this? Now it was entirely possible that a boy would look under his skirt and think he was a girl. He had a very bad feeling. He wasn’t sure what it was, but Joanie was going to fuck with him good. 
“Stand here and wait,” said Joanie after taking him to the basement. She turned on music to the earpieces built into the mask and went upstairs to wait for her guest. Theresa took Cindy and Mary into the playroom for some fun. They could finish the floor later, but now they had to be out of the way in the sound proof room. 
As the doorbell rang, she ran to the door and opened it. “Hi, Paul,” she said. “Come on in.”
“You’re sure about this?” he asked suspiciously, not even bothering to say hi. 
“Yeah, I’m sure. It’ll be OK.” She’d told him on the phone that she knew about what the three of them had done with the unknown nympho a couple of weeks back. When he tried to deny it, she didn’t argue, but told him she had a girlfriend who wanted to suck a cock, the cock of a boy she didn’t know. When she had his attention, she invited him over to be the owner of the cock, telling him Kevin couldn’t because her friend knew Kevin. “We’re alone. Just you, me, and her. She’s gonna keep her clothes on. You can feel her up if you want, but it stops if you try to do anything more. Oh yeah, you can kiss her if you want.” She had a hard time keeping a straight face. 
“Yeah, OK,” said Paul, still skeptical. “I don’t get to know who she is? Ever?”
“That’s the deal for now. If she wants you to know later, then maybe.” She stepped toward the basement door. “Give me exactly a minute to get her ready before you come down and you only get ten minutes with her. That’s plenty of time, right?”
“Yeah,” agreed Paul. More would be better but he’d settle for ten minutes. After a taste of sex with Cindy, he wanted more, even if it was a friend of Joanie, probably 10 or 11. “I’ll be her first?”
“Yeah, her first.” She opened the basement door. “Start the minute. Don’t be early.”
She ran down the stairs and turned off the music in Kevin’s ears. At the same time, she turned off the audio of the recording. Picking up the microphone, she said, “So, bet you’re wondering what this is all about. Well, you got to practice with a fake cock yesterday and this morning you got to taste some cum. This afternoon, we’re going to christen your mouth for real.”
“No fucking way, Mistress,” he argued. Looking around he saw no chance to escape or hide. 
“Calm down, boy toy,” said Joanie. “You want to be spanked before you do the blowjob? No way out except for the stairs and then you’ll run right into him anyway. You will not say a word. You will blow him. You will swallow his cum. You do not want him to find out who you are, so play along or you’ll be the laughing stock of school on Monday.”
“Mistress…” he started to plead. I knew it was coming. I’m just not ready for it today. Will I ever be ready? “I don’t want to, Mistress. I can’t. I won’t.” It was time to put his foot down. “Mistress? Who is it?”
“Why would you care if you’re not gonna do it? It’s Paul, of course,” she laughed. 
“Yeah, of course,” he nodded, feeling his cock surge inside the tight space behind his bulging little pussy. Dammit, don’t do that, he pleaded silently with his cock. “Don’t send him down… please?” They both understood that the please meant he’d do it if Paul came down. His only chance was for her to change his mind. 
“Oh, and he might want to feel you up and kiss you, too. Just don’t let him get your bra or panties off. Or anything. He’s not allowed to take off your dress even.” She patted his bottom. “Relax and enjoy it. I told him you’re one of my friends who wants to suck off a boy. Not another word.” 
She turned the audio back on and stepped to the foot of the stairs and a few seconds later, Paul came down cautiously. He was still suspicious that Joanie and her friends might be playing a joke on him until he saw the little girl standing in front of him in her cute little dress. He could almost see her panties. She wasn’t that little actually. From her body he thought she might be 12 or even more. “That’s her?’ he asked the stupid question. 
“That’s her. You want to blow him, right, baby?”
Nope. No way. Not at all. Kevin nodded his head. There was no way out. It wasn’t a joke and he couldn’t argue. Hey, it’s me, Paul. Just kidding. Crap, I can’t say that. Hey, I changed my mind. Shit, I can’t say anything. Fuck me, I’m dressed like a girl and just agreed to suck his cock. Now I gotta do it. Just this once.
“You’re cute,” said Paul. The girl’s body was nice and cute. Maybe he was glad she had a mask over her face. Maybe she wasn’t cute under the mask. 
“I’ll just be in the corner,” said Joanie. “Keeping track of time.” She moved into the corner and whispered into the mike. “There you go, baby. He thinks you’re cute. He is, too, isn’t he? Mmm, mmm, some yummy cock coming up. Paul’s so horny he’d probably do it even if he knew it was you. Mmm, yeah, gonna fuck my best friend’s mouth.” She giggled as Paul first casually lifted Kevin’s skirt and looked at the little panties. “He likes you.” Paul put a hand on Kevin’s tit and massaged it. The boy leaned close and put his lips to the unknown girl’s lips. He didn’t care who it was or what she looked like under the mask. She fought briefly, but he pushed his tongue into her mouth. 
Kevin closed his eyes and tried to pretend it was Lori who was kissing him, but that didn’t work. I’m a girl. I feel like a girl. For the moment, Kevin knew how a girl might feel, at least as much as a boy could empathize with the fairer sex. A hand on my tit. A forced kiss. Fuck, I want to yell out for him to stop, but I can’t. Can’t blow my cover now and don’t want to disappoint my mistress. His cock throbbed as he returned the kiss for his mistress’ viewing pleasure. She loved this and he knew it. Crap, even Lori knows what’s going on even if she can’t see. There was no point in fighting, so he relaxed in Paul’s embrace… an open mouth kiss, a hand on his tit, and an arm around him to hold him tight. He felt the hot blush of shame and the familiar feel of helpless frustration. 
 “My God, boy toy, kiss him. Mmm, yes, I love you, Paul. Can we go steady? Will you marry me?” Joanie taunted her very cooperative slave, knowing she had him trapped. He was kissing Paul back! She was even willing to bet he had a hard on. 
“You kiss good,” said Paul as he broke the kiss. With light pressure he pushed Kevin to his knees and then dropped his pants and underwear down around his ankles. “Do it, honey,” he said. “You want it, you got it.”
Inside her little world, Lori was dying. She wanted to see what was going on and prayed that Joanie was recording the moment. Her mistress always recorded the best (worst) things she did, so the boxed slave was certain she’d get to see this later. For now she could only imagine what was going on. You’re cute. You kiss good. Do it, honey. Paul was having a good time with his best friend and didn’t even know it. She hadn’t seen how Kevin was fixed up, but she knew that somehow he was disguised so Paul didn’t have a clue… but Kevin knew and Paul thought he was a good kisser. Damn, damn, damn, they kissed and I didn’t see it. 
“Oh, yeah, baby, here it comes,” said Joanie as Paul asked for what he wanted. “Open wide and suck it. Play with his balls. Damn it, boy toy, I’m gonna cum just watching you. Stroke his cock, play with his balls, and suck, suck, suck.” She watched as Kevin did everything she told him to do. “Oh, you’re good, baby,” she said. “I think he’s gonna do it quick.” She’d seen the recordings of Paul and mommy, so she knew he came pretty quick. 
Kevin did the best he could. He wanted it over with as soon as possible. Paul’s cock actually tasted better than the plastic one. This was warm and salty with an arousing aroma. He’d already caught a taste of precum. Cum in my mouth, Paul. He shuddered at the thought. Get it over with. Do it for Joanie. He was losing control, sucking cock without even thinking about anything but pleasing his mistress. When Paul spasmed in his mouth, he sucked out the cum like a soda straw. 
“Don’t swallow it, baby,” said Joanie. “Keep it in your mouth, but don’t swallow. Not yet. Suck it out. OK, now show him what you got in your mouth. Open up and show him and then swallow and show him it’s all gone.”
The moment was electric for Kevin. This is what a girl feels like when she sucks cock. The cock pulsed in his mouth and he sucked and swallowed the fresh, warm cum. On command, he didn’t swallow the rest. The flood of smell and taste filled him as he opened his mouth to show his fresh, warm, slimy, boy cum treasure and Paul looked so astonished that he shivered with sexual desire. Then he swallowed and showed his empty mouth. Again the look on Paul’s face was arousing. “Lick it clean,” said the voice in his ear. With a submissive glance at his mistress, he licked the underside of Paul’s half hard cock and tried to get the sides and top. Then he just took the easy route and put it in his mouth to suck it clean instead. 
“That’s it, Paul,” said Joanie. “One blow job. I’ll let you know if she wants a repeat. Something tells me she just might.” Paul pulled up his pants and she hustled him up the stairs and out the front door. 
With Paul gone, Joanie flew back down to Kevin. “How hard are you right now, boy toy?” she asked. “Jesus Christ, nobody said you had to kiss him like that.” She unlocked the zipper on his mask and removed it. “Get your clothes off now.” As he stripped, Joanie pulled the cover off the top front of Lori’s box so she could watch them and the bottom front so they could see her. 
Sensing Joanie’s urgency and feeling his own, Kevin quickly pulled his clothes off in anticipation of a reward. He hated himself for being so excited, but he couldn’t deny it. I kissed Paul! We didn’t have to do that. The kiss outraged him as much as the blowjob did. As he removed the panties, his arousal was obvious. He even got a rush as he showed his swollen cock to Lori. Yeah, this is what happens when I do things for our mistress. 
“Cum for me, boy toy,” said Joanie. “Jack off for me. Stand in front of Lori and jack off.”
Kevin closed the few feet over to Lori’s box and stroked his cock right in front of her like a wild man. “Such a good toy,” said his mistress. “Going down on your best friend for me. So excited. Shoot your cum at Lori. Get it all over the box. Do it, boy toy.” His hand was a blur. She couldn’t believe he was so excited. His cum spattered on the front of the clear Plexiglas and ran down slowly. He kept going and going, moaning and groaning, milking out an impossible load of cum. The look of pain inspired by the incredible orgasm made Joanie worried and then he wound down, gasping for breath and looking very satisfied. 
The mistress ran her finger through the cum and held it up to Kevin’s mouth. “Taste it,” she said and made him clean her finger while Lori watched. Again she swiped her finger through the cum and put her hand through the hole in the box so Lori could clean it. She ran her finger through it a third time and then brought it to her own mouth. She thought Kevin was going to cum again just from watching her taste a dab of his cum. “That’s right. It’s mine when I want it. Clean off the box,” she ordered. “Then you can eat me.” She took her clothes off as Kevin licked the outside of Lori’s box. 
After Kevin ate her, Joanie got Lori out of her box and let her big sister eat her to another wonderful orgasm. “Now, boy toy, I’m not happy about those words… I don’t want to, Mistress. I can’t. I won’t,” she said, leaving the implied threat of punishment hanging. “Put your hands behind you.” She tied his arms securely, then his legs, and finished with him hogtied on his belly. “Let’s just watch you eat those words.” She slipped the recording into the DVD player and started it. Kevin watched as he slipped on the panties in preparation for blowing Paul. 
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His mistress didn’t stay to watch as he dressed himself in girl’s clothes and then let Joanie put the mask on him. With no break in the recording, there was no mistaking who was in the mask when Paul came down the stairs. He occasionally glanced nervously at Lori as she sat unbound and watched the damning movie. “Ohh,” she said, as Joanie put on the mask. “You look like a girl. He thinks you’re a girl.” Yeah, doesn’t that suck, he thought at the observation. 
“What the fuck?” he said as the recording went silent for the only time he argued with his mistress. He looked agitated, but with him facing away from the camera, when he said, No fucking way, Mistress, somebody could imagine him saying, It’s about time, Mistress, instead. Then Lori giggled when Paul was right in front of him and he nodded that he wanted to give him a blowjob. Nobody could ever look at the video and think he was anything but a willing party to the deception. 
Lori giggled again as Paul looked under Kevin’s skirt. “You’re cute,” she snickered, repeating Paul’s words. “Sorry,” she said when he glared at her. “It’s just… damn, she is nailing you good. What if Paul ever saw this… saw himself calling you cute?” As Paul kissed him, she fell silent for a second in disbelief. “My God, Kevin, you’re kissing him back.”
“Am not,” he said, but it sure looked like he was. 
“Are, too, and enjoying it!”
“Am not,” he argued, recalling how his cock got hard. 
“You kiss good,” chortled Lori, again mimicking Paul. “Oh, wow,” she added softly and then watched in silence as Kevin sucked off his best friend. Joanie’s words were on the tape, too, and Lori said with a touch of awe, “You did everything she asked. You sucked him. You played with his balls. You showed him his cum. You swallowed it all. Jesus Christ, Kevin, she owns you.”
“She owns you, too,” he reminded her, but he got Lori’s point. If there had been any question about whether he was owned or not, this answered it for sure. He could never deny Joanie anything ever again.  
As the recording ended, Kevin asked, “What do we do now?”
“Are you kidding?” said Lori as she started the playback again. “We’ll watch until she says to stop.” She looked longingly at her fellow slave. He leaned to one side to give his erection room under him. “Jeez, Kevin, if we wouldn’t get in so much trouble, I’d suck that gorgeous cock of yours and let you eat me.” Neither of them dared take that idea any further. Instead, they watched and wished for permission to cum. Lori joked through the second playback as well and then when Kevin sucked Paul’s cock on the TV screen, she asked, “Did you like it?”
“No!” he replied indignantly. 
“Looks like you did,” she said almost apologetically. “Seriously, it does. She’s gonna make you do it again.”
“Yeah, I know.”
“You’ll learn to like it,” said his experienced big sister. 
“You like it now?” he asked. 
“Oh, baby, you don’t know the half of it,” she said. “I did a couple of cocks a couple of weeks ago. You saw those vids. I didn’t like that. Since then, I’ve only sucked one cock over and over. Yeah, I like that one a lot.” She rolled him onto his back. “Nice and hard. Just the right size to be a mouthful. You’ve got a beautiful cock.” She licked her lips. “Now look at you all tied up for me, pretty boy. I could eat you alive.”
“L-Lori, don’t,” said Kevin, his cock ready to burst from her teasing. “You can’t, so don’t”
Lori laughed and straddled him, lowering her pussy almost to his cock. “I could let you fuck me and we’d both cum.”
“Don’t touch me,” pleaded Kevin. He’d cum in an instant if she did and then there would be trouble for both of them. 
“Don’t want me?” she asked seductively. 
“Can’t have you,” he said. “Jesus, of course, I want you. Bad. You’re… you’re gorgeous and sexy and hot.”

“We’re already in trouble,” she cooed. “We’re doing something without her permission already. How much worse could it be if we cum?” She lowered herself down so his cock slid inside her wet pussy to hilt. 
When Joanie left her slaves to watch the recording, she went into the playroom to tell Mistress Theresa she could come out now that Paul was gone. The young mistress took a close look at mommy. Mommy was in the stocks… pretty standard, except that the slave stood on little platforms two inches square. A rope around mommy’s waist pulled the slave’s hips up to stand on the balls of her feet with her long, sexy legs extended.  The slave had been reciting Shakespeare from memory while Mistress Theresa followed along in a paperback copy of Romeo and Juliet. With the distraction of Joanie, she stopped. 
“OK,” said Theresa. “We’ll be out in a few. Having too much fun right now. Check her out,” she nodded at Mary. “If your slaves are occupied, stay and play with her.” She enjoyed how Mary responded to the little girl and figured being tortured by a 10-year-old would really resonate with the pain slut. 
Mary strained on her toes on the adult sized shock platform. Leaning way back, she barely kept the weights off the contact in front of her. Her big nipples on her big tits were a couple of inches long from all the weight hanging on the wire in front of her. “No, please,” she whined as the naked Joanie looked her up and down. She spoke to Mistress Theresa, immediately rewarding the cruel mistress’ desire to use Joanie to torment Mary even more. “Not her. Don’t make me for her.”
“Shut up, slut,” said Joanie. “Do not talk to her. I’m your mistress now. She gave you to me. You know that. You wanna beg? Let’s see how you beg for a 10-year-old who loves watching you hurt.” She reached out and pulled the weights down to the contact and smiled as Mary screamed and squirmed. “Yeah, I can see how this could be too much fun.” She’d wanted to watch Kevin’s embarrassment with her slaves, but she was sure they’d behave without her. In the background she heard mommy reciting old English, yelping from a shock every time she made a mistake which wasn’t very often for the well trained slave. 
Mary found renewed strength as the little girl purposely shocked her. I’m not going to give her the satisfaction. Her legs wobbled, but she stayed up and away from all the contacts. 
Seeing the resolve in Mary’s face, Joanie said, “Take your time. We have plenty. You make a pretty decoration like that. You’ll need me eventually.” She considered making Mary kiss her, but the woman was too tall. She grabbed a riding crop and raised the broader end to Mary’s face. “Kiss it,” she said. Mary put her lips to it, but when Joanie pulled it forward, the stupid slave just let it go. “Kiss it and keep kissing it,” said Joanie sternly. Again she pulled it away and again Mary refused to follow it. 
Mary trembled as she defied Joanie. She knew it was trouble, but she just couldn’t bring herself to let the little mistress win so easily. When the young mistress relented and pulled the crop down and away, it wasn’t relief that Mary felt. “Why would a slave challenge me?” asked her mistress rhetorically. “What does a slave expect now? Does a slave think she might win?” No, thought Mary. A slave never wins. I just won’t allow you to win easily. A slave expects to be beaten into submission. It’s the only self-respect I have left. 
Joanie snapped the crop across the back of Mary’s thighs and the slave jumped in surprise and promptly screamed from the shock to her nipples. Joanie slapped Mary’s ass and again the slave screamed for her tortured nipples. Mary understood the lesson, but Joanie wasn’t quite finished. She whipped the crop across the back of Mary’s calves and Mary’s heels touched the contacts. 
“Now would a slave like to kiss my riding crop?” asked Joanie. 
“Yes, Mistress,” whimpered Mary. 
“Yes, mistress what?”
“Yes, Mistress, a slave would like to kiss your riding crop.”
“Does a slave like putting on a show for a fifth grader?”
“No, Mistress.” Mary sounded defeated. She was going to put on a show for the fifth grader, but she wasn’t going to like it. 
“I think you do.” Joanie ran the crop between Mary’s slick thighs. “You’re so wet down there. So excited to be putting on a show for me. Big damn tits just begging for me to admire them. Nice ass just asking for a spanking. Full grown woman thinking how wrong it is to be my toy. And you just standing there, knowing that sooner or later I’m gonna get what I want. You’re gonna dance and beg for me.” She put the riding crop to Mary’s lips again and when Mary kissed it, Joanie asked, “So what was your point, slut Mary? You wanted to be a big brave slave who said no to her little mistress? And you gave up after just three swats? Three shocks?” Joanie slowly pulled the crop away and Mary didn’t move. 
“Fuck yeah,” said Joanie with a smile. “You want a little control, so you defy me and then give in easy and then… and then…” she laughed. “Then when I tease and taunt you, you defy me again? Just like I wanted you to? You stupid slut, you think you have any control at all? You want control? Here’s a choice. Shock your own tits for two seconds or shock your own pussy for two seconds or let me do them both as long as I want.” She grabbed Mary’s hips so she could pull the faltering woman forward and down if she wanted.
Mary shuddered as Joanie manipulated her so easily. Her little victory, her little attempt at some self-respect had not only failed, but backfired. The little girl was poised to teach her a lesson, so the defeated slave dropped her heels down and squirmed and screamed for two seconds feeling the exquisite humiliation of performing for the little girl. Then she rose up on her toes and set her jaw. She wasn’t giving in again. She strained on her toes for several minutes as the ache built, happy that she was able to hold out longer than she thought possible.  
“You were having a good time with Mistress Theresa,” teased Joanie, amused at Mary’s new found stamina. Slaves were so easily manipulated. “All squirmy and begging for her. Then I walked in and you said to yourself, kewl, even better. I get to do it all for my little mistress. I’ll work harder for her. I’ll pose pretty with my muscles all taut and hurting.” She ran the crop down Mary’s straining legs. “And you know why you’re doing that? Because in the end you’ll hurt more and beg better. That’s right. You’re doing it for me. So, you know what? I’m thinking of what I want you to beg for and how I want you to say it and you’ll be there until you do it right.” She glanced guiltily at Theresa as she challenged Mary to a nearly impossible guessing game and then added, “Or get close enough.”
Walking a circle around her slave, Joanie said, “I bring out the best in you, don’t I? You weren’t trying so hard for Mistress Theresa, but you’re doing it for me. You so do not want to be tortured by a little girl who’s gonna enjoy the show and I’ll probably even get so excited, I’ll cum.”
Much as she didn’t want to be on display and tortured by the little girl, Mary knew that Joanie’s words were accurate. She didn’t want to be a slave in the first place, let alone to a little girl. She was a college graduate owned by a fifth grader. A full grown woman (as Joanie put it) entertaining a prepubescent girl erotically and painfully. A school teacher as a toy to a girl who was seven years younger than the seniors she used to teach. She dropped her heels and screamed, but got right back up. I am trying harder for her. Why? Because I want to beg better? I don’t want her here. I don’t want to belong to her. Joanie’s youth made it so much more arousing. She could feel herself practically gushing juices as her clit throbbed and her body tingled with wild desire. She hated herself for it. “Please, Mistress,” she finally said. “I… I need to cum… when… when you’re done with me. I want you so bad. I’ll put on a show for you and… and then I need to cum or I’ll die.”
Joanie shook her head. “Silly slave, I’m not bargaining with you. You’ll put on a show for me, like it or not. It will be so good that I’ll cum and cum. You’ll need to cum, but you won’t and you won’t die. You couldn’t die. You want to be mine. You want more.”
Mary almost broke down into tears at the stark reality. She couldn’t bargain. She was going to put on that show because Joanie wanted to see it. She was doing everything the little girl wanted. She’d watch Joanie cum and cum. In the end, she’d only ache with unsated desire. And then… she would want more. She wanted to belong to Joanie for the simple reason that someday the girl would let her cum and then it would be the best ever.  
The slave’s foot slipped and she shocked her pussy and her tits. She fought for another half minute and then her aching calves needed just a little release and she needed little more incentive to fight. Mistress Joanie didn’t know the real reason Mary tried harder for her young mistress. Yes, it was about her age, but she wanted the commanding little girl to admire her, taunt her, and own her. You’re so wet down there. So excited to be putting on a show for me. Big damn tits just begging for me to admire them. Nice ass just asking for a spanking. Full grown woman thinking how wrong it is to be my toy. And you just standing there, knowing that sooner or later I’m gonna get what I want. You’re gonna dance and beg for me. It was all true and she tried harder to have more of Joanie’s attention. 
Joanie stared at her tits, sending chills through Mary’s body. In return, she tried to peek at Joanie’s undeveloped body and shocked herself for the effort. “Please, Mistress,” she begged now that she’d shocked herself several times in quick succession. Yet, it was too early to beg to be released. She wouldn’t be released this soon and it wasn’t what she wanted. “Please, I’m a teacher, somebody’s wife, somebody’s mom, a grown woman. You shouldn’t make me do this. Please leave. Don’t make me perform for you. For God’s sake, I don’t want you so excited you cum.” The last four sentences were about the opposite of what she really wanted.
As Mary started to beg, Joanie smiled and then it broadened as her hand slipped to her pussy and she started to rub her clit. It was better than she thought.  Everything she wanted, Mary didn’t. Mary had already inadvertently said some of the things that the slave needed to say to get off the shock platform. 
Shaking her tits for her mistress earned the foolish slave a shock as she leaned too far forward. As Mary begged for Joanie to leave and her body gave in to the aches and pains, she touched down more frequently. It was electrifying in more ways than one when Joanie came once and then a second time. Mary’s begging changed. “Please, Mistress, it hurts…eeeaaa… so bad. Please, please, get… aaahhhhh… me down. I’ll …shit! aaaahhhh…do anything. How’d you like… eeeeeaaa… to make a teach…aaggghhh, fuck… teacher lick your 10-year-old pussy? Sheeeeiiittt! You like making a growwwww, oh fuck me… grown woman beg. How about riding my face? Eeeeaaaaahhhh,” she ended with a three second long scream as she tipped forward, planted her feet, leaned back, and then raised her heels. 
By the time Mary let out that long scream, Joanie had heard everything she wanted from her cooperative slave. In fact, teacher eat your 10-year-old pussy was pretty much what she wanted. The mistress turned off the power, unclipped Mary’s nipples, and uncuffed her ankles. Riding her face was even more than Joanie had planned, but it sounded perfect. She laid the bound woman on her back and mounted Mary’s face. “Lick it, teacher.” She slid back and forth as Mary’s tongue played in her slit. Then she held still and let Mary find her tiny, throbbing clit. “You wanna to do this to your own daughter? You want your husband to know what you like? Hmmm? 10-year-old pussy. Damn you dance good. This is what you get for dancing good. Look at your little mistress’ body. Worship my pussy.” Joanie’s body was on fire after two orgasms already and the incredible interaction with her slave. She had no intent on delaying her orgasm, though riding Mary’s face implied motion to her and that did delay her for a couple of minutes until she settled down completely and came in an earth shattering orgasm. 
After Joanie’s noisy orgasm, Mary prayed she’d get to cum and prayed she wouldn’t. To cum would be so fulfilling. It was hard to explain to herself when she prayed for no orgasm except that she wanted a young mistress, not a weak one. She held her breath as Joanie slid down and sat astride her stomach, playing roughly with her tits. The desire was fading when Joanie leaned forward and whispered. “See? You didn’t die.”
Cindy was busy in Theresa’s pussy until her mistress came a minute later. “That’s enough, Cindy poo,” Theresa pushed her slave away with her foot after her fifth orgasm. She wanted to bottle Joanie and sell the little ball of fire as an aphrodisiac. At least in the community of master and mistresses, that was a cock hardening, pussy wetting performance. 
“You better check on your slaves,” she told Joanie. “Like I said, they tend to get in trouble if left alone too long.”
Joanie stepped out of the playroom as the recording showed Kevin getting dressed for the blowjob. “How many times did you watch it?” she asked. 
“This is the third time, Mistress,” said Lori. 
“Guess that must be enough,” observed Joanie. “He’s not hard anymore.” As she untied Kevin from the hogtie, she missed the wink that Lori flashed to their recently fucked brother. 
There was one problem when slaves got away with something… complacency. It wouldn’t be long before the two were caught and they’d learn the crime was not worth the punishment. 
While Mary and Cindy finished scrubbing the floor, Joanie gave her slaves something to occupy them. “Go to your rooms and put on the matching little girl clothes,” she said. The clothes they’d worn when they first learned they were all slaves were the only matching outfits they had, so she didn’t need to describe them further. “Then, you are to write 100 times, I love Paul’s cock, balls, and cum. Yum, yum, yum. Both of you. It might be you next time, tit toy,” she smiled. “And maybe I won’t let you wear clothes or a mask. There really would be no reason for you to wear them. I’m sure Paul would enjoy that.”
She made them both repeat what they were to write and then sent them off. There were things that needed to be done to get ready for the after dinner fun. The other two phone calls she’d made in the early afternoon were to Felicia and Helen, inviting them to a sleepover. The two slaves could hardly say no, though with Joanie’s mother home, there wouldn’t be any trouble, would there?
Joanie made sure there were enough rope, paddles, and gags to go around. Mistress Theresa was taking Mary and mommy to her house for the night, so Felicia and Helen were going to learn there could indeed be trouble at their mistress’ house. When the phone rang, Theresa answered and then handed it to Joanie. “It’s for you,” she said with a quizzical look. 
“Hello?” said Joanie. Expecting to hear one of her friends, she was surprised to discover it was Paul. That would explain the look on Theresa’s face. “What do you want?”
“Who was that? Who blew me?”
Joanie snorted. She wasn’t about to give up that bit of information and she’d made that clear to Paul. The insistence in his voice made her curious. “I’m not telling you. You’re not allowed to know. Why? What’s up?”
“Joanie, I gotta know. I’ve been thinking and I gotta know. Can I come over? I don’t want to talk on the phone.”
“Come by at 7:15,” said Cindy. “You come early, I won’t let you in. Don’t ring the bell or knock. I’ll open the front door at 7:15. Got it?”
“7:15. Yeah, I’ll be there. Bye.”
After dinner, Theresa packed Mary in her traveling trunk and she and Cindy toted the trunk to the garage and into her SUV.  Cindy, nicely dressed, met Felicia, Helen, and their mothers as the two girls were dropped off. A few minutes later, Theresa and Cindy left the five children alone… four slaves and one mistress. Neither pair of slaves knew the others were slaves as well. “Where’s your mom going?” asked Felicia. As Joanie stared at her obviously expecting more, she added, “Mistress.”
“She’s spending the night with a friend,” said Joanie. “Just us.” 
Understanding now that they were going be mistress and slave for the night, Felicia asked, “What about your brother and sister, Mistress?” 
“They’re upstairs. Don’t worry, they won’t bother us.” Her two older slaves were in their own rooms. They’d worn their matching little girl outfits during dinner and still had them on as the Kevin wrote 200 times, I love 10-year-old pussy the best, and Lori wrote, I love 11-year-old pussy the best. Since they had no idea of the planned sleepover, Lori didn’t know why Joanie wanted her to say 11 instead of 10. She wrote it anyway just as ordered. 
“We’ve got the basement to ourselves,” Joanie told her friends. “Follow me.” 
The two slaves followed their mistress with trepidation. What had seemed a simple sleepover was turning into another session of slavery. As soon as they set foot in the basement, Joanie said, “Everything off. Put all your clothes in the corner and you better hope my brother and sister don’t come check on us.”
“Yes, Mistress,” the two intoned as they nervously stripped. The thought of being caught didn’t seem to bother their mistress, but then they were the ones that were naked. To Felicia, she said, “Your new name is dick lover. You’ll respond to dick lover, Felicia, or just dick.” Then she gave Helen her new name, “Your name is prick lover or just prick. Dick and prick,” she chuckled. 
Joanie played with her slaves for several minutes, kissing them, stroking them, and playing with their nipples and pussies. Then she made them eat each other, but didn’t let them cum. With her slaves wet and flush with excitement, Joanie opened the tall box and squeezed them both in. the two slender girls were cramped, standing face to face in the opaque box. “Put your arms around her, prick” Joanie and then tied Helen’s hands together behind Felicia’s back. “Turn around.” When the pair turned to put Helen’s back to the door, Joanie tied Felicia’s hands behind Helen. “Now, I want my dick and prick to kiss and play with each other’s ass. Show me how much you love each other,” she added just to embarrass them. After watching them for a few seconds, Joanie shut the door. “When I open this, I want to see you kissing and playing with each other’s ass, so keep it up. Felicia loves prick and Helen loves dick,” she laughed. 
The 10-year-old mistress had enjoyed Lori’s unveiling in the box two weeks ago and enjoyed teasing Kevin about Paul while her slave was in his box so much that she intended to make sure all her slaves got the same treatment. Checking on her brother and sister, she told them to sit in their chairs and wait for her to come back. 
With two slaves downstairs and two slaves upstairs, Joanie opened the front door at 7:15 and let Paul in. “What’s so important?” she asked. “I told you I can’ tell you who sucked you off.”
“OK, if I guess right, will you tell me?”
“I might,” said Joanie cautiously. The ruse had been perfect, hadn’t it? 
“OK, this is gonna sound crazy,” started Paul. “So, I look under the skirt, right? And saw her panties. She had a… I dunno… odd looking… you know… pussy. Big and bulging. Well, more than I expected anyway and sorta off center. I thought it was my imagination, but… well, I thought about it. I felt her up, too, right? I swear her tit moved. So, maybe, I think, maybe they’re falsies. I wasn’t arguing. I wanted to get my… you know… cock sucked. Then you rush me out and I’m thinking… wondering who it was, you know?” He was so nervous he couldn’t keep his hands still as he described the blowjob from his point of view. “So… so… dammit… was that Kevin?”
“Kevin?!” laughed Joanie. “You think he’d do something like that? And what if it was?”
Paul blushed crimson as Joanie laughed at him, but then she asked what if it was and it sounded like maybe he was right.  “He’s… he’s been acting strange for a couple of weeks. Not hanging with us after school. Hurrying home. Something’s up with him. Like… well, he could’ve gone queer, you know?”
“If he did, then you did, too, cuz you liked it,” said Joanie. “You kissed him.”
“It was him, wasn’t it?”
“You can’t tell anybody,” warned Joanie. “I recorded it all.” Holy shit! I could own Paul, too. Blackmail him just like Kevin and Lori. But I don’t know what to do with the ones I got now.
“Oh, God,” sighed Paul when his thoughts were confirmed. “Tell me… Jesus… do you have… umm… something on him. Did you like… umm… did you make him do it? Cuz then it wouldn’t be queer and it wouldn’t be so bad, would it?”
“Yeah, I do,” she nodded. “He does everything I want and Lori, too. Right now they’re up in their rooms waiting for me and both wearing what he wore for you today.”
“Holy fuck,” said Paul. “What you got on them?”
“Never mind what,” Joanie brushed aside his question. “You’re not grossed out. How come?”
“Well, OK, I feel real funny about this.” He couldn’t meet her eyes. “Not grossed out. I think about him doing it, but not wanting to, right? I got this picture in my head, you know… of him kneeling like he was, but… ummm… but naked and no mask and him looking up at me going I don’t want to suck your cock, but I’m gonna because I have to.”
“Yeah, I heard about guys like you. That’s cool. You’re not queer and he’s not either. You want to make him. You get off on controlling him, like me. Sooo… how about you call home and tell your mom you’re spending the night with Kevin. My mom isn’t home and I’ve got Kevin, Lori, and two other girls all to myself tonight.”
“You mean it? I’ll be like forever in your debt, Joanie. Could I… umm… do stuff with Lori, too?”
“Why not? And Felicia and Helen, too,” said Joanie. “Just one thing… I have tonight planned out. I know when’s the right time to introduce you. You have to wait until then and you have to do what I say. Not like Lori and Paul gotta do what I say cuz their slaves, but like… like my apprentice.”
“Felicia Miller?” asked Paul incredulously. When Joanie nodded, he wondered if things could get any better. Felicia was the girl next door, a pretty girl who acted like she was too good for him or any boy for that matter. He didn’t know Helen, but he was looking forward to meeting Felicia as a slave. 
Paul called home and got the OK to spend the night with his friend. “Now what do I do?” he asked. 
Joanie’s immediate problem was that Paul had to wait a while before he could join them. “Go up to my room.” She took his hand and led him up or else she was sure he’d have gone in the wrong room. “Wait here for ten minutes. If you hear voices in the family room, wait until we’re all in the basement. Then, go to the family room and turn on the TV. Select video feed 1. It’s probably already on that anyway. You’ll be able to watch through the camcorder I’m gonna use. It’ll be a while. I’m gonna tease Felicia and Helen, then I’ve got plans for Lori and Kevin, and then I’ll say something about our surprise guest.”
Though she didn’t change her initial plans, Joanie mind started replanning after about the first hour. Paul would come in handy for her plans for Helen and Felecia, his cock replacing Kevin’s cock, and then she’d change her plans completely. 
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Juggling slaves and her new apprentice was getting complicated. She got Kevin and Lori from their rooms and took them to the family room. “I’m going to have some fun tonight,” said Joanie once both her slaves were finished. “You’re allowed to have fun as well. Mommy, Mistress Theresa, and slut Mary are all gone for the night. They’ll be back in the morning. In the basement, in the tall box, I have two more slaves.” She paused to let that sink in and the surprise settle in to their heads. “Two of my friends. You both know Felicia and Helen, right?”
“Yes, Mistress,” nodded her slaves, smiles spreading across their faces. Two slaves in the tall box, naked no doubt. They both knew what fun Joanie had planned. 
Two little girls like Joanie, thought Kevin lecherously. 
Is one of them 11? thought Lori. She looked down at herself. All dressed up like little girls for the little girls. Oh well, embarrassing for me, but mortifying for Kevin. Boing!! She giggled over Kevin’s usual reaction to being embarrassed by his little sister. 
“So, they’re in the dark right now,” said Joanie. “I’ll pull the sides off one by one. Here’s what you’re gonna do to help.” She explained their ‘duties’ to the smiling slaves and even handed them a script. As he read the script, Kevin was reminded of his attire and blushed, telling himself he should have known it wouldn’t be all fun for him. On the bright side, there sounded like plenty of opportunities to play with the fifth graders. 
As the three went downstairs, Joanie turned on the camcorder for Paul. On cue, Lori spoke first. “I thought Felicia and Helen were spending the night. Where are they?”
“They’re in the box,” said Joanie with a smirk. 
Helen and Felicia had settled down to a routine after a few minutes when they realized it was going to be a while. They rested their hands on each other’s bottom, ready to look like they were playing with them in an instant. They kept their mouths close, sharing their warm breath and kissing as much as Felicia could wheedle out of Helen. It was cramped, but comfortable and at least Felicia didn’t mind the close quarters. Then they heard Lori’s question and just about jumped out of their skin. “Oh shit,” breathed Helen as Joanie gave away their position. 
“In that box?” asked Kevin. 
“Oh shit,” said the box quite distinctly this time. 
“That box,” agreed Joanie. 
“What are they doing in there?” asked Lori. “How’d you get them to go in and stay there?”
“They’re slaves,” said Joanie. “They’ll do anything I tell them to do.”
“Go away,” said the box. “Go away, Mistress,” said a different voice. “What are you doing?” whispered the box to itself and then even answered itself. “Well, we are and I’m not getting in trouble.”
“Quiet, slaves,” said Joanie, turning off the unwanted dialogue. She looked at Kevin to prompt him for his line.
“Is this their clothes? Are they naked in there?” he asked excitedly. 
“Ohhh, shit!” Then the box chided itself. “Quiet, you’ll get us in trouble.”
Joanie knew the voices well enough to know Helen was being naughty and Felicia was trying to keep them out of trouble. “Yeah, they’re naked all right. Not a stitch on. You wanna see, Kevin? They can’t hide.”
“Hell, yeah,” said Kevin. 
“I wanna see them, too,” said Lori. “I want to see a couple of naked little girls trapped in a box. Bet they wish they could just die right now. I want to watch them squirm and show off everything to Kevin.”
“All right, here goes,” said Joanie. 
Thus prepared, the embarrassed girls expected the door to open and then Joanie would order them out to pose. With their hands tied they couldn’t cover up anyway. To their surprise, the side of the box suddenly was clear. They stared out as three faces stared in at them, or more precisely, at Helen’s bare ass and back. The 11-year-old tried to turn them around so it was Felicia’s ass on display, but it was too tight to maneuver. “Nice ass,” said Kevin and Helen wailed in protest. 
“Check out the other side,” said Joanie, removing the opposite panel to expose Felicia’s ass. 
“That’s so cute,” said Lori. “Jeez, is she wiggling it?” she ad libbed since Felicia’s squirming made it look like she was trying to call attention to it. “Can I touch it?” She put her hand through the hole in the side and rested it on the soft, creamy smooth skin. 
“Nooooo,” wailed Felicia, protesting for the first time. 
“Aahhh, nooo, get away,” said Helen looking over her shoulder to see Kevin groping her ass. Then his hand slipped between her legs and he announced she was wet. “No, no, no, please, this can’t be happening. Don’t touch me. Go away.”
“I’m gonna have to spank her.” Joanie deviated from the script for a second. “You guys can watch her get a bare bottom spanking.” Then she pulled a third panel. “Here, you can see their fronts, too. Helen’s got some tits, don’t you think?” 
“Oh, yeah, so that’s what a little girl’s tits look like,” said Kevin. His hand slipped through the hole in the side and cupped Helen’s budding breast. That was what Joanie wanted, but his eyes were on Felicia’s flat chest. She was so slender and flawless, like his little sister, but this one was a slave and, therefore, open season.  
As Joanie removed the last panel, she invited her sister and brother to look from any angle. Trapped in their glass cage, the two slaves accepted there was nothing they could do to make it better. Calmed down, the two finally actually looked at their tormentors and noticed how Lori and Kevin were dressed. “You’re supposed to be kissing and playing with each other,” said their mistress. 
Felicia’s hands immediately started to squeeze Helen’s ass cheeks and after a few seconds she managed to convince her fellow slave to return her kiss as Helen’s hands reluctantly caressed Felicia’s little ass. 
“Golly gee, Mistress,” Kevin said his embarrassing line. “I like little girls so much I’m dressed like one.” His hands played with the front of his skirt, flashing the trapped pair to give them a glimpse of his panties.
“Me, too, Mistress,” said Lori as she flashed the pair from the other side of the box. “Can we play with your other slaves now?”
Watching the whole thing, Paul was well aware of what Lori and Kevin were wearing. There were just too many places to look. Lori and Kevin’s panties. Lori’s tits. Kevin just looked amazing in the little dress. It was so taboo that it was exciting. He couldn’t see a damn thing in the box as Joanie remove the first three panels. It was the fourth panel that faced the camera and when it was gone, he got his first good look at the preteens. Holy shit! They’re tied. Damn, that is so hot. Joanie didn’t say anything about ropes. It was even hot when Kevin announced proudly that he was dressed like a little girl. 
“I guess it’s time all my slaves got acquainted,” said Joanie. She opened the box and guided the two preteen girls out. After untying the girls, she said, “Everybody kiss everybody.” 
As Felicia and Helen gaped, Lori and Kevin kissed for several seconds, their tongues meeting and tasting each other’s mouth. “He kissed her,” whispered Helen to Felicia. “He kissed his sister.”
In response, Felicia kissed Helen for several seconds. “Don’t you get it yet, prick,” she said as she broke the kiss. “She owns us all.” She pushed Helen toward Kevin and stepped right up to Lori for her kiss, melting in the older girl’s arms. For a moment, Helen hesitated and then felt like kicking herself. My one chance to kiss a boy. What am I doing? She stepped up and relaxed as the handsome older boy kissed her. Then they swapped again, Helen kissing Lori and Felicia kissing Kevin. In Kevin’s arms, the little slave felt weird as he did more than kiss. His hands touched her nipples and pussy briefly, making her feel weird.  
While Joanie tied Helen’s and Felicia’s arms behind their backs, Lori moved the camcorder to point at a ten foot by ten foot square lined by tape on the floor. The square was against a wall, making it a stage for their upcoming performance. Kevin got the digital camera and set it out for Joanie and put a single wooden chair facing the stage. Then he paced inside the square while Lori made sure she had the whole area in the picture. 
Sitting in the chair, Joni told her tied slaves to kneel on either side of her. “Now, my pretty slaves, you put on a show for them. They’re going to put on a show for you. You are allowed to have fun.” She checked the camcorder to make sure it was on and then turned on some soft music. “You may begin,” she told her slaves in their matching little girl outfits, holding up one finger.  
Having just snuck in their own illicit, incestuous tryst, Lori and Kevin had no problems with putting on the show expected of them. Over the past few days they’d both come to the realization that they were each other’s primary sex partner and that was a good thing. They did everything together for Joanie, suffered together and admired each other’s perfect, suffering body. One finger meant Scene I, dance together sexy and suggestive. They moved rhythmically, hands almost touching each other as they played to the camera and the audience. Look at us. Don’t you wish you could dance with us? Touch us? As their hands did begin to touch bare skin, they danced for the audience, hammed it up less for the camera, and moved for each other. Faces close together and almost kissing. Hands on her clothed breasts as he looked at the camera. Don’t you wish these were your hands? Hands under his skirt. Don’t you wish you could hold his cock? 
Seeing a more passionate, less mechanical dance than she expected, Joanie let it continue. It was exquisite, erotic, and intoxicating to watch the two enjoy their assignment. However, steps would have to be taken in the future. Fewer orgasms, more isolation, and more strenuous servitude. Paul would come in handy for that. The slaves weren’t supposed to enjoy it, not this much anyway. Throughout the erotic dance, she moved around and took still pictures. As the song changed, she held up two fingers. 
Kevin saw the change to Scene II before Lori and moved behind her. He turned her in profile to the camera and a little more so the audience could see as he slowly slid her zipper down to reveal a gradually widening V of bare skin crossed by her bra strap. Grabbing her meager skirt, he lifted it up to expose her panty clad bottom and caressed it. Then he turned her to face the camera and, from behind her, lifted her dress up over her head and threw it off camera. She tried to turn so she could do the same to him, but he held her with his arms wrapped around her and caressed her tummy and tits. The two moved slowly and seductively as he showed off his fellow slave in her bra, panties, knee socks and heels. Joanie held up a cue card. “My big sister,” he said clearly. “Want more?”
Paul was about ready to cum just from watching Kevin take Lori’s dress off. When his friend looked at the camera, virtually right at him, and asked if he wanted more, he nodded, desperately wondering how much longer Joanie meant to keep him here. 
Showing more of Lori was not to be, not yet anyway, as he released her and she got her turn. She flipped up his skirt and massaged his swollen cock, clearly visible in the tight panties. Then she unzipped his dress and slid it off his shoulders, letting it puddle at his feet where she collected it and tossed it aside. Facing each other, they danced close, rubbing pantied crotches together. She unhooked his bra and exposed his chest as if showing a girl’s tits and then licked and sucked his nipples. Looking at her cue card and then at the camera, she said, “My lucky little brother.” She turned his back to the camera and slid her hands inside his panties to squeeze his ass. “So cute, isn’t he?” she teased and then turned control back over to him. 
With a grin, Kevin got behind his sister again so he wouldn’t spoil the view as he unhooked her bra and then caught it with his hands on the cups still concealing their treasure. He slowly let it slip down and tossed it away. His hands went back to her tits. Now that they were on display, he cupped them and squeezed them before turning her in profile and sucking her already erect nipples. As she did with him, he turned her back to the camera and slid his hands in her panties and played with her ass. He even slid her panties to her upper thighs, but then pulled them back up. Moving her again in profile, he knelt in front of her and grabbed the sides of her panties. “She’s just 14,” he said. “Want to see it all?” He licked the crotch of her panties. “I see it a lot.” With that, he slowly pulled them down and took them as she stepped out of them. Again he held her for the camera to show every inch of her naked body. 
At the end of Scene II, Lori knelt in front of Kevin. “He’s just 12. Wow, is he hard for his horny big sister.” She pulled his panties down and his hard cock stood up proudly. Holding him on display for the camera from behind, she reached around to play with his cock and balls. Joanie held up three fingers and the two separated. Scene III meant hands off as they posed in various ways to show off their bodies. They sat facing the camera with their legs spread, knelt with the asses to the camera to show off pussy and cock, laid on their stomachs, and laid on their backs. 
With just Joanie and two other slaves watching, Lori and Kevin enjoyed playing to the camera. If they’d known Paul was watching or realized that their performance would look to future audiences like they were performing just for whoever was watching, they would haven’t been so eager. Now it was delayed humiliation. 
Upstairs, Paul was getting just what he wanted. He couldn’t believe how turned on he was to see Kevin dancing around in just girl’s panties with his hard on practically falling out of them. And Kevin looked happy, excited, and proud! Then he was treated to the sight of Lori baring all and showing off her nice body. When Kevin was naked, Paul noticed their knee socks and heels for the first time. Kevin showed off his hard on and the socks and shoes reminded Paul that Kevin was in girl’s clothes. Trying to imagine how Kevin would react when the slave saw him for the first time tonight, Paul could hardly wait. 
Satisfied with that performance, Joanie held up four fingers. Lori stood and pulled Kevin to his feet. With their bodies pressed together, she looked teasingly at the camera and said, “I’m gonna make little brother cum… with my mouth. Mmm, lucky little brother.” She kissed him long and hard and then kissed her way down his body until she knelt in front of his cock. “Naughty little brother wants a big sister blowjob.” She licked his cock, sucked his balls into her mouth, and then licked the precum from the tip. Taking his cock into her mouth, she sucked up and down slowly, savoring it like a lollipop. It was a quick blowjob since little brother was way past due for cumming. With her mouth full of cum, she showed him and then walked up to the camera and showed her load, swallowed, and showed her empty mouth. 
Lying on her back with her legs spread, Lori crooked an inviting finger at Kevin. “I’m gonna make big sister beg to cum with my mouth,” said the boy with a smile. He lay down beside her and kissed her for half a minute and sucked on her tits for a couple of minutes. Only then did he get between her legs and lick her clean shaven pussy. After a couple of minutes, Lori said, “Please, boy toy, I need to cum. Do it right and let me cum.” Looking directly at the camera, she said, “Little brothers can be so annoying sometimes, can’t they?” Her attention returned to her annoying little brother, “Lick me. Lick my clit. You know how… ohhh, you know how to tease. Please make me cum.” She paused for a few seconds. He really was teasing her. She was so close to cumming, but he kept backing off. “Please, boy toy, you gotta do. I need it so bad. Make me squeal. For God’s sake, make me cum.” What? Did he miss the cue? I said please three times now. Her begging was very sincere as she whined, “Please, please, please, don’t make me wait more.” Then he finally got the message and attacked her clit. “Yesss, ahhhh, gaaahhd. Get in there. Make me… make me… eeeeeeeeee,” she squealed in orgasm, writhing and squirming like he’d impaled her on a sharp stick instead of his tongue. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, oh yeah, boy toy. That was a good one.”
Joanie applauded. “That was so good, my toys. You had a really, really good time I guess.” 
Felicia looked at Helen and said, “They did more than kiss.”
“Yeah, way more,” said Joanie, dropped her shorts and panties. “You two are gonna learn how to suck cock tonight. But first…” she sat in the chair facing Felicia and pulled her slave’s face to her pussy. “Show everybody how much you like my pussy.” The 10-year-old did enjoy Joanie’s pussy and loved making her mistress cum. There was just that little issue of a boy watching her do it, but she got over that quickly and took her mistress to an orgasm. Joanie turned to face Helen on the other side of the chair. “Your turn, slut. Eat me good.”
After her second orgasm, Joanie put her clothes back on. “Time to lick some pussy,” she said to Kevin and Lori. “Who is it that likes 10-year-old pussy?”
“Me, Mistress,” said Kevin quickly. He eyed Felicia longingly. 
“And what about you, tit toy?” 
“Mistress, I love 11-year-old pussy,” said Lori and Joanie confirmed why her slaves had written different ages. 
“Boy toy, Felicia is 10. Tit toy, Helen is 11. Do what you do best to lick pussy except for one thing. They’re not allowed to cum. Can you believe it? They’ve never cum.”
Kevin didn’t hesitate to sweep up the bound 10-year-old in his arms and lay her down on the floor. She’s mine! So much like Joanie. Like he’d done with Lori on camera, he took his time kissing and fondling the pretty little girl before getting to her pussy. She was going to learn to suck cock and there was only one of those in the house, so he wanted to reward her in advance. He was disappointed that all he could do was dine on her pussy without making her cum. It hardly seemed fair that they’d never been allowed. 
Nearby, Helen squirmed as Lori teased her for several minutes. The two girls had been here before, keeping each other in a high state of arousal. Just a little bit more and they might cum. It was close enough to know that it would feel really good if they slipped over. Will I ever get to? wondered Felicia. Helen’s thoughts were of disobedience, what if I just did it once. How bad would the punishment be?
Knowing it was like torture to the girls, the older slaves took their victim to the edge and back, stopping and slowing down to keep their girl from getting in trouble. Lori and Kevin began to wonder how long they had to do this. Not that it was the least bit distasteful to Kevin to have the little girl squirming and moaning right in front of him. Likewise Lori found the sight and sound of Helen arousing. 
When Joanie was satisfied that Lori and Kevin were undeniably aroused, she put an end to the pussy licking. “I see you do both love little pussies,” she said. “I doubt those three pussies will dry out anytime soon, but we’ll wait until Kevin’s hard on is gone before doing anymore.” Kevin achieved that fairly quickly as he closed his eyes and thought about Mrs. Hanson, his fat, gray haired English teacher. 
“Now, I’d like all of you to kneel in a line right here,” said Joanie as she stood. She pointed at the floor, drawing an imaginary line facing the stairs. The imaginary line quickly became a real line of four slaves. “I want my slaves to show how well trained they are and not move a muscle now that we’re ready for our surprise guest. He’s been good and waited so long. Come on down, surprise guest,” said Joanie. 
The four slaves all felt a chill at the announcement of a male guest. Felicia and Helen didn’t want a strange boy joining Joanie, but Lori was petrified, feeling betrayed and vulnerable. A boy or a man, meant blowjob to her. Who is it? wondered Kevin. It’s Paul, of course. He remembered Joanie’s casual answer to the question he’d asked earlier and knew it was the same answer. But why and what the fuck was going to happen?
Paul stopped at the bottom of the steps and drank in the lovely view. Lori trembled as she knelt on display. The body of the older girl was fantastic. Her tits weren’t as big as the nympho from a couple of weeks ago, but it was fantastic to have her kneel there without moving. Next to her, he looked Kevin up and down. Kevin looked like he wanted to protest, but still just knelt there with big, submissive eyes. Next to Kevin was Felicia, blushing brightest of them all. The last girl he assumed to be Helen with a body just blossoming. He walked to Lori and looked down at her. “Yes, boy toy,” he said, “I do want more of your big sister.” His cock surged from the look that the two slaves gave him. He walked down the line. “And I want more of what you did for me today. And I want you, Felicia. And I want you.” Finally he looked at Joanie. “What’s next?”
“Cock sucking is next,” she said. “But hang on a sec.” She stepped in front of Kevin. “Look in my eyes, boy toy. Do not look anywhere else. Keep looking and tell me why I wanted your cock soft before you met Paul.”
Locking his eyes with his mistress as ordered, Kevin said, “Mistress, you wanted to see if I’d get a hard on.”
“Did you?”
“Yes, Mistress,” blushed Kevin. He didn’t have to look down to know that. 
“A hard on for your new master,” she said. “That’s so cute. All of you will call him Master or Master Paul. You will obey his orders as if they were mine. Master Paul, this is tit toy, boy toy, dick, and prick.”
Turning to Paul, she said, “Now, Master Paul, if you would be so good as to remove your clothes, I promised my two little girls a lesson in blowjobs. I’m sure that Kevin thought he was going to be the subject of their blow job, but he didn’t know you’ve been upstairs watching everything and waiting for this.” She looked over at Paul. “No time to be shy now.” She pulled off her own shirt. “They’re naked for our pleasure. You get naked when you want so they can give you pleasure.”
Seeing the need to encourage the master wannabe, Joanie was naked before Paul was. When he exposed his hard cock, she said, “Let’s start with Felicia. Next door neighbor little lesbian slut who wants nothing to do with a boy. Isn’t that right, dick?” 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Felicia as she stared at Paul’s cock. “I-I don’t want to s-suck his dick.”
“Tut tut, dick. What have I said about that?” Joanie untied Felicia’s arms so the slave could use her hands on her first try.
“That… that what a slave wants isn’t important, Mistress.”
“So now, you’re gonna say….” Joanie leaned down and whispered in Felicia’s ear. 
“Master Paul, may this cock slut suck dick and swallow your cum, please?” The 10-year-old opened her mouth for her master. 
Paul stepped up to her and pushed his cock between her lips, getting an inch in before she tried to stop him by tightening her lips. “Open up, dick,” said Paul and then slid his cock to its full depth in the little girl’s mouth. “Yeah, Felicia Miller’s lips around my cock,” he announced, gazing down at the pouty lips on his cock. “Now suck dick.” 
“Lori, help her out,” said Joanie. “Tell her what to do. Helen, pay attention. Kevin, come with me.” She led her brother away from the others and then got a cage for his cock. She’d planned for him to be the cock that Felicia and Helen learned on and then he’d wear the cage for a few days. Now that she had Paul, she thought it would be a perfect time to cage Kevin’s eager cock. “Lose the hard on,” she said. “Jeez, you are so pathetic getting hard for Paul.” 
It took him a minute, but Kevin managed to make his cock soft. The cage consisted of a narrow opening that fit around the base of his cock and balls. It was wide enough to allow blood flow, but narrow enough that it wouldn’t come off. Past that there was a space for his balls and a narrow metal cylinder where his cock fit when it was soft. When he got hard, his cock would fill the tube and more. His cock could fit out the end of the cylinder though there was an attachment to cap the cylinder and squeeze his hard cock from all angles. The physics of the device eluded Kevin for now. All he thought it was for was to keep him from fucking or being sucked. 
With Lori’s encouragement, Felicia soon cupped Paul’s balls in her hand and held his ass with the other while her mouth moved up and down, taking Paul’s full depth with each stroke. Under Lori’s tutelage, Felicia learned how to blow Paul with no hands. “Fuck, Felicia, your lips are so pretty wrapped around my cock,” said Paul, watching every stroke. 
The 10-year-old hated the taste and feel of the boy’s cock if only on principle. It had been embarrassing to discover she liked Joanie’s pussy, but she’d come to accept her feelings. A cock in her mouth was the ultimate betrayal, yet here she was bobbing up and down on one. And not just any cock, but Paul’s cock. And not just Paul’s cock, but with Paul teasing her as she sucked. Felicia Miller’s lips around my cock. She blushed hotly at those words and sucked anyway. Your lips are so pretty wrapped around my cock. Fuck, I don’t want my pretty lips around his cock. I don’t want to be naked in front of him. Sucking cock, she felt the full impact of what it meant to be a slave. Anything Mistress Joanie wants. Oh God… anything Master Paul wants, too. 
Her body wasn’t much to look at, but she was pretty, she was forbidden, and she didn’t want to suck his dick. It wasn’t like she was getting used to it either. If anything, the longer she sucked, the more deliciously unwilling and submissive her expression became. Holding her head in both hands, he started thrusting in her mouth as he felt his orgasm approach. Beside Felicia, Lori told her what to do when he came, but he was too focused on cumming that he missed it. “Hell yeah!” he yelled as he came in her little mouth. “Suck dick, you little bitch!” He unloaded his full load and then stepped back. Felicia showed him his cum, swallowed it with a grimace, and opened again. “Sweet, Felicia,” he said. “That’s how I’ll remember you.”
“Kewl,” said Joanie. “That was good, dick.” To Paul she said, “If you can manage two more of those, the next one is for Helen and then I’ll make Kevin do it. And if you can do another one after that, I’m sure big sister doesn’t want to be left out.” She’d made up the cue cards to spice up the erotic strip tease and sex show for her viewing pleasure, but after Paul used the terms big sister and boy toy, she thought how cool it was that her two slaves had put on a show for an audience of more than her. 
“I’m going to store dick lover away,” said Joanie. While Paul rested up for the next round, she tied Felicia’s arms behind her, tied her calves and thighs together, and gagged her.  “Wow, you like bondage, too,” observed Joanie when Paul’s cock was hard by the time Felicia was tied. “Maybe you’d like a blowjob from her like this. What’s this do for you?” She set Felicia in Lori’s box and pulled off one side to expose the trapped, kneeling 10-year-old. 
“Jesus,” breathed Paul. “I thought there was something wrong with me when I think about tying up girls. That’s just… I dunno… just incredible... like a dream come true.” He tapped on the side of the box. “Especially her.”
Especially me! Fuck you, Master Paul. Felicia looked at Joanie feeling the frustration of betrayal that she could do nothing about. It had been bearable when it was just Joanie, but tonight her slavery had taken a nightmarish turn. Not just naked, but naked for Paul. And not just naked, but tied so she couldn’t hide. And not just tied for Paul, but with him teasing her about it. Has he thought about me naked and tied before? It sure sounded like it. 
“You ready? I think it’s time for prick’s lesson,” Joanie waved him over to Helen. “Ask him nicely, prick,” Joanie prompted the slave. 
When Helen silently shook her head, Joanie said, “Are you shitting me? He likes seeing Felicia tied up in a box. What do you think he’s gonna do when you get a bare bottom spanking?”
He’s gonna think I have some backbone, thought Helen. He’s gonna know I’m not so easy. “Mistress, I just don’t want… you shouldn’t… it’s wrong to make me do it with a boy. I mean if…” She shut up as Joanie grabbed her nipples and stood her up. “Please, I’ll do it. If we could just be… nice about it?” She stopped again as Joanie tied her arms high across her back. Then the 11-year-old was unceremoniously laid across the chair with her ass sticking up. In that position she chickened out. “Please, Mistress, I’ll suck his cock now. I’ll do it. You don’t have to spank me. Master Paul, may this cock slut suck your prick and swallow your cum?”
Joanie had a paddle in her hand by the time Helen finished asking for Paul’s cock. She shook her head at Paul since he looked like he was ready to forgive and get his blowjob. “She doesn’t get to argue,” said Joanie. “She’s been bad and she knows it. We don’t let a slave talk her way out of punishment.” 
Aiming the paddle, Joanie said, “This is for not sucking Paul’s cock when you were told to.” She smacked the paddle down hard, making Helen and Paul both jump and Helen screech in pain. After two more swats, she whispered in Helen’s ear who promptly looked at her mistress in disbelief.
“No, no, I’ll do it,” she pleaded as the paddle fell a fourth time. “Master Paul,” she gasped. “May this stupid little cock slut suck your beautiful hard cock and play with your cum?”
“Hell yeah,” said Paul as he helped Helen off the chair and onto her knees. He thought he was gonna cum on the spot just from watching Helen being convinced to ask nicely. She was still tied as he thrust his cock into her tight, sweet mouth and fucked her pretty face. Her wide, frantic eyes as he raped her mouth made it even better. She didn’t need any instruction from Lori on how to suck his cock since her mouth was just a masturbatory aid for the boy. Lori did, however, explain what play with his cum meant. In less than a minute she had a mouthful of cum. 
Helen wasn’t about to question Lori’s instructions. She opened her mouth and showed Master Paul the cum she’d harvested and then raised her tongue, letting it run off and under her tongue. She lowered her tongue and let the cum puddle on it and then raised it again. The taste was disgusting and she desperately wanted to spit it out, but she rolled the cum around in her mouth two more times and then swallowed and showed her empty mouth. 
Already tied, the 11-year-old was practically ready to be boxed. Joanie put a ring gag in her mouth and put her in Cindy’s box with her neck in the adjustable panel. Closing the door, she raised the panel until Helen was on her toes. There were no opaque panels on the box, so Paul could admire how she strained on her toes from every angle. “Jesus,” he said to Joanie. “You can do just about anything to them, huh?”
“Yeah, just about,” agreed Joanie. She removed the rest of the panels from Felicia’s box. “This is what I call being an ornament. Aren’t they pretty? Their whole purpose in life is to decorate the room. I could leave them there for hours and all they can do is look pretty for us. Isn’t that right, Felicia?” She thought about showing Paul the cattle prod, but she needed to save something for the future. She was already going much faster than Lisa had done with her. 
“Go away, Lori,” said Kevin, his voice rising. “It hurts like this. Go. Just go.” He had a couple of brief attempts at erections, but he was learning how restrictive the cage was. The pain had chased away two erections before it got too bad, but he was fighting a third and his sexy big sister wasn’t helping. He looked down at the head of his cock poking out the end like a mushroom. Likewise at the base, his swelling cock narrowed abruptly as it entered the cage. 
“That’s the point,” said Joanie now that he had her attention. “You got all hot from watching Helen get spanked and suck cock like a good cock slut? You like big sister all naked for us? Maybe you’re thinking about Paul’s cock in your mouth?”
Kevin grimaced in pain as her words had the desired effect. “Please, Mistress, it hurts. It’s too small. Don’t.” He winced again and shut his eyes, trying to will his swollen cock to recede. 
“I was thinking…” said Joanie with a twinkle in her eye, “… about letting you jack off for everybody to watch. Think about that, huh? Your hand on your cock. All the girls watching.” His face was a mask of pain as he moaned nearly constantly. She backed off and let him suffer until his cock softened. 
“You about ready?” Joanie pulled Paul aside. “This is what you came for. You want him hurting like that or you want to see his cock get hard all the way for you?”
“Hard all the way,” said Paul. He wanted to see the ultimate reaction from his best friend.
“Yeah, I don’t want to hurt him too bad,” said Joanie. “You want to kiss him and pet him sorta, like you did before? I mean, if you do, it’s not queer. You’re just making him do what he doesn’t want.”
“Not kiss him this time,” said Paul sheepishly. He wasn’t sure he wanted to touch Kevin either. It was the look he wanted. The look and a blowjob. 
Joanie removed Kevin’s cage and said, “It’s time, boy toy, to be a boy’s toy. No hiding this time. Lori, Helen, and Felicia wanna see you suck cock. Paul wants you, not some anonymous girl, but you, Kevin Cooper, to go down on him. And I want my obedient little boy toy to suck his best friend’s cock, play with his cum, and swallow it.”
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Chapter 14
Kevin looked at Paul in a different light now. It wasn’t just Joanie fucking with him, but Paul as well. He was certain Paul didn’t know it was him in the mask earlier. Then his best friend’s cock had been Joanie’s tool for embarrassing him. Now that same cock knew whose mouth it was about to enter and it was hard as a rock. I didn’t want to do it and I did because I had to. I did it for Joanie. Dammit, I don’t want to even more, but I’m going to again. This time I’m doing it for Master Paul. Look at him. He wants me. Kevin felt his face redden and his cock swell from the look on his friend’s face. If I don’t want to, then why is this so exciting? Kevin extended his tongue and leaned forward. 
“Just a sec. Don’t be so eager. Ask nicely,” said Paul, enjoying the look in Kevin’s eyes. 
At the order, the boy toy’s eyes went from Paul’s cock up to Paul’s face. Dammit, did I look eager? I’m not eager. I’m fucked. I have to do this. Jesus fucking Christ, he wants this so bad. My mouth on his cock. It felt like his cock was going to explode as he asked, “Master Paul, may this cock slut suck your cock?”
“Yes, you may,” said the new master. Kevin’s tongue flicked up and down his cock, stirring a feeling that was almost embarrassing. He wanted Kevin to suck his cock. He wanted to do so much to Kevin just because Kevin didn’t want to. He bent down and rubbed Kevin’s chest erotically. “Naked just for me, huh, boy toy? All excited to suck my cock? You’re so cute, you know that?” The feeling grew inside him as Kevin wanted to recoil, but couldn’t. Paul reached down and grabbed Kevin’s cock firmly. “You want to play with yourself while you suck me? You can’t.” Then he just couldn’t help it. He put his lips to Kevin’s and pushed his tongue into the slave’s mouth, feeling the control as Kevin just let him take what he wanted. “You look cute when you dress like a girl,” he said and stood up. “Now suck me off.”
As Paul teased him, Kevin felt owned as he did with Joanie. Hands roamed his body at will, even his cock. Lips stole a brutal kiss from him. He thinks I’m cute! His cock throbbed with lust. Then he sucked Paul’s cock into his mouth. “Thank you, Master,” he stopped long enough to say. Then he engulfed the beautiful cock again. His hand briefly jacked off Paul and then slid to Paul’s balls, intimately fondling them like Felicia before him. His eyes were all for Paul, mentally prostrating himself before his master as he serviced the wonderful cock. In the back of his mind were Joanie, Lori, Felicia, and Helen, flooding him with a generous dose of humiliation as his submission became so obvious. 
From his perspective, Paul was pleasantly surprised at the look Kevin gave him. The ‘I don’t want to do this’ look faded to a submissive look that told Paul that he owned Kevin and everything he wanted to do with Kevin would be done. It didn’t matter if Kevin wanted to or not anymore. What mattered was that Kevin would do it for him. It even looked like Kevin was enjoying his cock. Damn, the slave was hard enough to pound nails. Kevin wanted to please him. He shot his cum into the eager mouth of his best friend again and again with more cum than he did for the two girls. As he watched Kevin play with his cum, he wanted to start all over again. “Swallow it, boy toy,” he said. “Kevin Cooper sucks cock for me.”
He looked at Joanie. “It OK if he plays with himself?”
“Yeah, but he’s not allowed to cum. Got it, boy toy? Jack off for us, but don’t cum.” Joanie stepped beside Paul and stroked Paul’s soft, wet cock as she spoke to Kevin. “This cock is gonna get a lot of action and cum anytime it wants. Yours won’t get to unless I say so.” 
Kevin couldn’t believe how hot he was from sucking off Paul. Playing with his best friend’s cum burned him with shame, yet aroused him so he felt ready to cum in an instant. The announcement that Kevin Cooper sucks cock made him want to do it all over again. Then he carefully stroked his cock for his audience. Just a little too much and he’d cum. So he knelt and stroked it gently as Paul, his two sisters, and two other girls watched. 
Joanie let him humiliate himself for a couple of minutes and then made him stop. Several minutes later, his cock was soft and she caged it again. 
A few minutes later, Kevin was in his box, tied down but not gagged, hoping his cock stayed soft. Though he was helplessly on display in the box, he felt relieved and secure. The taste of cum lingered in his mouth to remind him there were levels of humiliation above being an ornament. The last thing he’d wanted to do was suck cock, but a close second was the minutes he’d spent with his cock in his hand, stroking an erection that he knew would end in frustration. Paul had grinned down at him as he played with himself, understanding just how embarrassing it was to masturbate with an audience and enjoying it more because of that. It felt damned good to stroke his meat. He hated how good it had felt when he realized it was the audience that made it feel better. Now in his box he could close his eyes and try to forget. 
“Now, big sister,” said Joanie, turning to the only slave who wasn’t boxed. “What to do with her?” She lay down on her back on the floor. “Ask nicely for my pussy.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Lori with an embarrassed glance at Paul. The ask nicely command was a new one and she wasn’t sure what was expected for pussy eating. Cock slut was definitely out and pussy slut didn’t have the same ring. “Mistress, may big sister eat little sister’s pussy?”
“Over and over,” said Joanie. She relaxed and let Lori take her to five orgasms in the next fifteen minutes. 
After she told Lori that was enough, she looked at Paul who was wandering around and looking at the boxed slaves. “Not ready for Lori yet, Master Paul?” she observed. “You try this?” she reached into Felicia’s box and teased the 10-year-old’s nipples to hardness. 
“Not exactly,” said Paul. He reached in and rubbed the little girl’s pussy slit. “More like this and this,” he cupped her ass cheeks. 
“Well, plenty of time. We got done what I planned, but I got a cool idea for what to do with Lori if you think you can get it up one more time.”
He laughed. “I’ve already done more than I ever have in a single day, but we’ll see. What’s the idea?”
“Sit up here,” said Joanie, pointing at Kevin’s box. “Right over his head.” She guided him to straddle the box. “Don’t sit on your balls,” she chided him. “Dangle them in and say…”
Paul grinned as he got the idea. With his balls hanging through the hole right in front of Kevin’s face, he said, “Lick my balls, boy toy.” He watched in amazement for a few seconds. “Jesus Christ, Kevin, I can’t believe you’re doing it.”
“Believe it, Paul,” said Joanie. “He’s a slave. He does what he’s told. It’s when he doesn’t do it you should find it hard to believe.” She peered toward the other end of the box. “Damn, he’s getting hard. He loves your tasty balls.” 
The metal cylinder on Kevin’s cock stood straight up with the mushroom head poking out as Kevin tried to fight the exquisite pain. His tongue laved Paul’s balls continuously. What’s wrong with me? I can’t really like his balls. And why does the pain make me even harder? Damn, he’s getting hard now. 
“Super,” said Joanie. “Now keep that thought. I’m gonna get Lori set up for you.” She led her slave up to her bedroom and tied Lori spread eagle on her back on the bed. With Lori’s limbs tied to the four corners of the bed, Joanie added ropes around Lori’s knees to pull them wide toward the sides of the bed. “I wonder if that will give Paul some ideas?” she asked and then went to get him. 
“We need him,” she said, getting Kevin out of the box, tying his arms behind him, and stuffing a big ball gag in his mouth. “You two stay there,” she waved at the two boxed girls. 
“I think you should fuck Lori,” she prepped Paul before they got to the bedroom. “I got her tied up and she’ll do what you want, but she’s really tied up for a good fucking.” 
“Holy shit,” said Paul when he saw the taut, bound body of the older girl. “Yeah, I think fucking is what she needs.” 
As Paul climbed between Lori’s legs with his cock pointing at its target, Joanie made Kevin kneel beside the bed. “This is as close as you’re gonna get to her pussy, boy toy. Paul is gonna fuck your big sister and all you can do is watch.”
With the chance to tease Kevin some more, Paul was in no hurry. He kissed Lori for a minute and she responded eagerly as the slave she was. His hands wandered all over her body, getting excited by the helpless girl and the look of pain on Kevin’s face. When he started fucking her, he took his time with slow strokes. “Ohhh, yeah,” he moaned. “You’re a great fuck, tit toy. Nice and tight. All tied up for me. Isn’t she, boy toy? You asked if I wanted more of big sister and now I’ve got it. She is one prime pussy, a real slut. Watch and enjoy.”  
Tied wide open, Lori had to agree she was totally fuckable. All set to be raped. How cruel to fuck me in front of Kevin. As Paul kissed her, she returned the kiss. She didn’t dare do anything else since the six point restraint made her feel vulnerable to cock, hands, paddles, or anything the master and mistress wanted to use on her. Paul was rougher than her brother, his hands using her instead of loving her. As he pounded into her, the bed shook, her body jerked, and her tits bounced. “Fuck me, Master,” she moaned. “It feels so good. I love how you feel in me. Fuck me. Make me cum. Master, may I cum? May I show you how good you are?”
As Joanie intended, it killed Kevin to watch big sister being raped. He tried to look away, but his mistress insisted he watch Paul enjoy big sister. Does she know what Lori and I did earlier? Is this my punishment? Our punishment? He decided not since Joanie was always clear about punishment and the crime. This was just torment for the sake of torment. Did Lori have to enjoy it though? They’d fucked in silence, constantly afraid of discovery, so now as Lori said it felt good and she loved it, he took every word as proof that Paul was better than him. She’s not mine anymore. I’m not the only cock and I might never get to cum again.  
“No, you may not cum, tit toy,” said Joanie before Lori could persuade Paul. She wasn’t sure how Paul would respond. Would he say yes to stroke his ego? He might fall for the seductive slave’s line, may I show you how good you are, so she didn’t give him the option. 
With the decision made for him, Paul teased himself and the two slaves. Lori’s begging was exquisite and the look on Kevin’s face was perfect. When he was ready, he pounded into Lori’s cunt and came while they could only imagine the pleasure and then let it fade unsated. Paul collapsed on the bed with a heavy sigh and a big smile. “That was good. I mean, how many guys get to check out a friend’s big sister and then actually get to nail her.”
“You,” said Joanie. “Getting late now.” She untied Lori, stifling more than one yawn. She freed Kevin’s arms and mouth. “Bedtime. Brush your teeth. Wash. Kevin, wear the nightie for Paul. Lori, wear nothing.” She grinned at Paul. “Guess I better get Helen and Felicia, too. You get ready, too.” She scampered off and returned a few minutes later with her two sleepover pals. 
“They all sleep in my room,” Joanie explained to her apprentice. She hogtied Helen and Felicia. “Need to teach you how to do this so we can do it quicker,” she said as she worked. Lori got tied in the forced kneeling position and Kevin was spread eagle on his back. With her slaves tucked in, Joanie faced Paul. “I figured you’d like to sleep with the slaves close, so if you want, you can sleep with me. Plenty of room in the bed.” She stripped in a flash and crawled between the sheets naked and winked at him. 
“Damn,” said Paul as he blushed. He felt stupid to be wearing pajama bottoms and T-shirt now that he had that invitation. He stripped and climbed in the other side of the bed. 
Joanie snuggled close to her bed partner. “You don’t have to be a stranger. Just save that for the slaves,” she patted his exhausted fuck rod and guided his arms around her. Confident as she usually was, Joanie nervously looked in Paul’s eyes for a few seconds to gauge his reaction and then she kissed him. Surprised, it took a second for him to return the kiss to the younger girl. With everything that had happened this evening, the kiss was totally unexpected. 
“Joanie, I…” he started
She shushed him with a finger to his lips. She didn’t know if he was going to get mushy or tell her no and she didn’t want to hear either one. “He has a thing for little sister, too,” she said and kissed him again. It was at least a good excuse. 
“Oh,” he said and kissed her back. She was warm and sexy and didn’t need an excuse. 
Joanie rolled to her back next to Paul and pulled his arm under her neck and clasped his hand to her chest. “What do you want to do tomorrow?” she asked, staring at the ceiling. After a few seconds of silence, she looked at his face and discovered he was sound asleep already. “You guys wore him out,” she called to the slaves and snuggled with her new boyfriend. She was asleep within a minute as well. 
Paul woke up first in the morning and looked at the little angel sleeping next to him. It was hard to believe what she could and had done to the four slaves last night. He was tempted to check on the four bound figures, but wasn’t sure what to do with them. If Joanie had a routine, then he decided he should wait. But then he had to pee, so he rolled over and sat up, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. 
The movement woke the angelic mistress. “Where you going?” she asked.
“I gotta use the bathroom,” said Paul. “I’ll be right back.”
“Can you hold it a couple of minutes?” she asked with a sly smile. 
“Yeah, I suppose. Why?”
This was something she wasn’t so sure about sharing. On one hand, Paul liked making Kevin do things he didn’t want to do. On the other hand, drinking pee just might be something that Paul thought was overboard. “Well, don’t be grossed out or anything, but I’ve been training tit toy to drink my pee.”
“No way,” said Paul, his brow furrowed. Then his expression relaxed. “You’re not kidding, are you? Will she drink mine?”
“Yeah, sure, but I was planning to start today on training boy toy. I thought you…”
“Kevin drink my pee? Holy shit! Hell yeah, I mean, that’s what you were about to say, right? I can make him drink mine?”
“Yeah,” she grinned. “I wasn’t sure you’d be OK with it. Yeah, he’ll drink your pee. Won’t you, boy toy?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Kevin with a distinct lack of enthusiasm. 
“You untie Lori and Kevin and I’ll get the other two.” Joanie rolled out of bed and untied Helen and Felicia without a second thought about being nude.  
“Shit, I’d love to see Felicia do it, too. Could I do both?”
Joanie chuckled. “You need to learn to take your time, Master Paul. Kevin today and Felicia tomorrow. Or, I could do Felicia this morning while you watch.”
“Kewl,” agreed Kevin. “If that’s OK with you?”
“No problem,” said Joanie. “I was going to do Lori again, but the other two sluts need to learn how to guzzle pee, too. Don’t untie her arms, OK?” She left Helen and Felicia’s arms tied behind their backs as she pulled them to their feet. Once the four slaves were standing, Joanie handed Paul some rope. “Time to learn how to tie him up. See how I did Lori?”
“I watched,” said Paul. He took the rope and tied Kevin’s arms the same as the other slaves with Joanie pointing out the key steps – wrapping the rope all the way up to the slave’s elbows, cinching it tight, and then tying the perfect knot. 
As they marched the slaves out of the room, Paul said, “You must really get off doing this to your brother and sister. Something so personal about it. I mean, I’m getting off on my best friend and my next door neighbor. Tomorrow we’ll be playing soccer in PE and he’s my lab partner in Science. You better keep your mind on Science, boy toy, and not my cock.” He laughed. 
“Yes, Master,” said Kevin, earning another chuckle from his best friend. 
“Then tomorrow after school, he’s my cocksucker again,” Paul completed his thought. 
“Outside so we don’t make a mess,” said Joanie when Paul shot her a questioning glance after they’d passed the bathroom. The whole procession gathered on the back lawn with the four slaves kneeling. “Just my preference,” she said as Paul loomed over Kevin. “I go for less mess, so I want her to get it all. Dick, I’ll fill your mouth. You blink when you want to swallow. I’ll stop. You swallow and open up for more. We’ll do that until I’m done. I will no shit punish you if it doesn’t look like you’re trying.” 
“Mistress, I never thought you’d make me drink pee,” protested Felicia. 
“Open your fucking mouth,” said Joanie sternly. 
Felicia opened her mouth with a look of submission and disgust. Her eyes flicked to the side where Paul was standing just beside Joanie and looking down at her as well. She blushed with humiliation and the flow hadn’t even started yet. They’re gonna make me. I’m gonna do it because… she’s making me. With him watching. Warm, salty pee caught her by surprise as it filled her mouth and she almost gagged. It bubbled out her mouth and then she blinked. She knelt with half a mouthful of pee as she worked up the courage to spit it out and then surrendered and swallowed. Opening, she let her mouth fill again. Pee splashed out and down her chest as she gamely tried to control it. She blinked again and swallowed. Opening again, her eyes went back and forth from master to mistress as she wanted to die just from the looks that told her how much they enjoyed making her. She wanted to spit it out so bad just to wipe that look off their faces, but she swallowed the third and last mouthful obediently. Why ask for punishment when she’d already downed most of Joanie’s pee? I screwed up already. It went everywhere. 
“Messy, messy,” said Joanie. “But a good first try, dick. Well done.”
Dick managed a faint smile from the praise. I didn’t screw up? I did good. In relief, she relaxed. The ordeal was over and she’d done good. 
“Next time you’ll make less mess or I’ll punish you,” said Joanie, bursting Felicia’s bubble. 
“My turn, Kevin,” said Paul as he stepped in front of the kneeling slave. “See if you can do better than Felicia. Open up, boy toy.” He pointed his cock right in Kevin’s mouth, briefly savoring Kevin’s look of dread in the face of the unknown and then peed in the human urinal. “Oh, fuck yeah,” he said as Kevin gagged. “Nasty stuff, but swallow it anyway.”
Kevin blinked, but Paul just kept peeing, pointing at the slave’s chest while Kevin swallowed and then opened. As he gave Kevin a refill, he said, “Jesus, Kevin, fucking drink it for me. Drink it all.” When Kevin blinked, Paul tried to cut off the flow, but it only slowed down as he dribbled on the slave’s chest. This time when Kevin opened, Paul filled it again and said, “Gargle it for me, Kevin. Play with my pee.” It was so arousing to watch his best friend reduced to playing with his pee, but of course, he couldn’t get hard while he was peeing.
Gargling the foul fluid, Kevin realized there was something worse than drinking pee. That something worse was the intense pain as his cock throbbed inside the cramped space. Kneeling in front of Paul and everybody’s watching me gargle it. My bladder’s about to burst and my cock is, too. With his mouth full, he swallowed and opened yet again, to drain more of Paul’s bladder, which was clearly bigger than Joanie’s. “Don’t swallow this time,” said his master. “Don’t gargle. Just hold it.” Kevin took the last of Paul’s pee and waited with his mouth nearly full. 
“Get up,” Paul said and pulled Kevin to his feet. “Felicia, on your back,” he said. “I know you want some of my pee, too. Open your mouth. Kevin, spit my pee in her mouth.” He thrilled at the sight of his pee flowing from one slave to another. “There, Felicia. Don’t say Kevin never gave you anything,” he laughed as she swallowed. 
“Now you can pee,” Joanie told her slaves. “Right where you are,” she added to make it clear for Helen and Felicia. 
The three girls peed quickly, but Kevin found it impossible. “Dammit, Kevin, do you have to get so excited over Paul’s cock all the time?” said Joanie in exasperation. She removed the cage and let him shrink enough to pee. As he did, she turned the device over in her hands and noticed the catches. Guiltily, she flipped the catches to adjust the cylinder to the largest diameter instead of the smallest. Theresa had said she could use it, but had warned her to put it on the loosest setting before she did. Oh well, Kevin had survived. 
She put the cage back on him when he was finished peeing. “Try to keep it down, boy toy,” she said. “Though it is so cute when you get all hard for Paul. We all love it.” She motioned them all inside. Noticing Paul’s erection, she said, “Looks like you’re ready to cum. Want an early morning blowjob? You can have your pick of mouths.” 
“All of them so sweet, too,” said Paul. “Kevin, lick my balls.” He laid his cock right on Kevin’s face with his balls dangling in front of the slave’s mouth. It was hard to describe the feeling he got from having his best friend lick his balls just because he said so. There was a level of trust between friends and he was betraying that trust, yet Kevin could do nothing about it. Kevin couldn’t even end their friendship over it. Kevin was as macho as any guy he knew, but that same boy was as cute as anything dressed as a girl. He’d watched Kevin get a blowjob and now Kevin was on the cusp of doing another one for him. “That’s it, get hard for me, boy toy,” he added as Kevin’s face registered pain. 
As Paul used Kevin, Joanie went to the most ignored slave and pressed her pussy to Helen’s face. The reluctant slave did what she knew was expected. Her mistress was wet and she was getting used to the taste now. 
“Lori, lick my balls,” said the master, offering the treat to the older girl. “Kevin, what do you think about my balls?”
“They’re… they’re beautiful balls, Master,” said Kevin. “Thank you for letting me lick them, Master.” He wasn’t sure what Paul wanted to hear, but figured debasing himself with false flattery was a winner. 
“Aww, isn’t that sweet, Kevin,” chuckled Paul. “Honestly, would you rather lick them or watch big sister lick them?’
“I’d rather watch big sister lick them, Master.”
“Lori, tittoy, what do you think about my balls?” teased the master. 
“Master, they’re delicious balls, but I’d rather watch Kevin lick them,” said Lori. 
“What about you, Felicia? What do you think about my balls?”
“They’re gross, Master,” said the 10-year-old. “I don’t want to lick them and I don’t want to watch anybody lick them.”
“Aww, now that’s sweet, too,” said Paul, stepping over to the silly slave. “Lick my balls, Felicia.” He put his cock across her pretty face and watched her delicate little pink tongue reluctantly slip out and lick his balls. “Take one in your mouth very gently and suck on it. Oh, yeah, that feels nice. Now the other one. How’s that? Sucking instead of licking?”
“Master, I’d… umm… rather lick them,” said Felicia softly. She returned to licking them. 
“Open up, you little tease,” said Paul. “Now I want you to suck my cock.” He thrust his cock into her mouth and fucked her surprised face. Now that he’d teased himself, he’d selected his cocksucker. Naturally he’d selected the one who least wanted to do it. “This is what I think about when I see you, slut. In your leotards. In your swimsuit. In your pretty little dresses. Down on your knees and sucking cock. Best of all, naked on your knees and sucking cock. I know a sweet girl like you thinks about it, too. You think about what it would be like and you decide not to do it. You wear your fuck me outfits and then walk on by. Well, now you’re my little cum bucket. Suck my cock, you little cock tease.”
Thrusting hard and fast into her helpless mouth, he taunted her for half a minute and then slowed, teasing himself more. “Savor my dick, sweet Felicia. Lick and suck it like it was candy. Tell me with your eyes how much you hate it and do it anyway.” Again he picked up speed and this time he didn’t hold back, filling her mouth with his slimy white jism. “Play with it in your pretty mouth,” he ordered. After half a minute he let her swallow it. 
“Master, you have beautiful balls,” volunteered Felicia, having learned her lesson. “I’d rather lick them than watch somebody lick them.”
“Good girl,” he patted her head. 
Joanie finished her third orgasm on Helen’s talented tongue and then said, “We should have breakfast. Lori, that’s your job.” She untied her sister’s arms. “You three just kneel right there until breakfast is ready.”
Taking Paul’s hand, she said, “C’mon,” and tugged him upstairs. “Let’s get dressed for breakfast. Dressing for meals is just a little rule we have around here. Keeps the slaves in their place.”
“No problem,” said Paul. As he put on his clothes, he wondered just how Joanie could get away with this with her sister and brother without their mom finding out. It even seemed that their mom had gone away just so Joanie could play with her four slaves in private. The boxes downstairs looked permanent; not like something Joanie hid from her mom. And just now, she’d said, a little rule we have around here.  Who was we? On top of that, now he wondered who the masked woman had been two weeks ago and if there was a connection. The other woman, who he knew was their ‘Aunt’ Theresa, had offered up the nympho, but what if…
“You know what?” he said. “I think it would be cool to fuck your mom again.’
“Maybe,” said Joanie. “You’d have to ask… oh shit!” She glared at him. “Who said anything about my mom?”
“Nobody,” said Paul. “I just had this thought and you just confirmed it. Holy shit! That really was your mom. Mrs. Uptight in Charge of the World? She was wild!”
“Shit! You can’t tell anybody,” glared Joanie. “You do, you’ll have to tell about getting your cock sucked by Kevin and all.”
“Hell no, I won’t tell anybody,” said Paul. “This is too sweet to fuck up. So, you’re like the mistress of the whole family? Who would we have to ask about nailing your mom again?”
“Mistress Theresa,” said Joanie. “She’s the top mistress, I guess. She owns mommy and she and somebody else trained me how to train my slaves. You gotta listen and do this right or we’re screwed. Got it? We have to tell Mistress Theresa and I think she’ll be cool with you being a master, but we can’t hide it. You’re my apprentice and I’ll do the talking.”
“Your apprentice?” he questioned her. She’d called him that before, but this sounded more official.
“Well, yeah, you can’t just… poof…be a master. There’s rules. I mean, I don’t think Mistress Theresa has rules, but apprentices do.”
“So I’d have to follow your rules?” asked Paul.
“You have all night and this morning,” Joanie pointed out. “It’s really her rules. Oh, shut up. Just let me think. C’mon and don’t say anything about mom and Mistress Theresa to the slaves. Lori and Kevin know, but not the others.” They went down to breakfast, freshly microwaved by Lori. 
During breakfast, Joanie allowed the cook to sit at the table and eat without utensils. The other three slaves ate their breakfast off the floor, to Paul’s amusement. Then after breakfast, it was, “Showers. Helen and Felicia first. Then get dressed. Your moms will be here to get you at 9:00. Lori and Kevin, stay in your rooms until I come get you. Then I’ll let you shower.” They were short on time, so she hustled Helen and Felicia through their showers and out the door. 
Joanie explained how their showers were going to work and then asked Paul if he wanted to shower with Kevin or Lori. “Oh, God,” said the young master. “I dunno. I’d like Kevin to wash me, but not sure I want to wash him.”
“I’d do either of them,” said Joanie. “Why not wash Kevin? Get him all soapy and play with his cock. Tease him and… OK, so you don’t want to touch him all over, but think about how much he doesn’t want you to do it.”
“Yeah, maybe next time,” said Paul sheepishly. “I guess I’d rather not with Kevin. I mean, what if I got a hard on doing that?”
“Aww, yes, he is so cute and sexy, isn’t he?” teased Joanie. In her normal voice, she answered his rhetorical question. “Then you make him blow you.”
“Yeah, I’ll stick with Lori in the shower.”
The two took Lori to the bathroom for her shower with Paul. The slave wondered just how the shower was going to work when Paul bound Lori’s hands behind her backs with a plastic zip tie. Paul popped a ball gag in Lori’s mouth with a sponge attachment sticking out the front Mistress Theresa had given the gag to Joanie and explained their obvious use. “Lori, wash Paul. Soap up the sponge and wash him all over.”
With her mouthful of rubber ball, Lori could only stare at her mistress. Will she ever run out of ideas? How many ways are there to humiliate me? Fuck, don’t look at me like that, Paul. She shivered at the look in her master’s eyes. They stepped into the shower and Paul held a bar of soap out for her. Briskly rubbing the sponge on the soap, she bent down and washed his chest. It wasn’t a quick process at all with Joanie watching, instructing, and correcting. Raise your arm, Paul. Wash his pit, tit toy. Oops, you missed a spot. Wash his cock good. All the way down his legs. She knelt down to scrub below Paul’s knees and even his feet. Then she washed his back, ass, and legs. When Lori had washed every inch of Paul, Joanie even said, “Have to figure out a way you can shampoo his hair.”
Finished with the chore of washing her master, Lori was astonished when Paul guided her under the warm spray. He got a dollop of shampoo on his hands and washed her thick, long brown hair very thoroughly and then gently rinsed her hair, being careful not to get soap in her eyes. Moving from top to bottom, he used a soft rag to wash her face and neck. Then he soaped up his hands and washed her shoulders, tits, and tummy, obviously enjoying the chance to touch every inch of her. To her surprise, she found that she liked the pampering. He could do what he wanted, so gentle was much preferred. He washed her back and arms and then, of course, washed her pussy and ass, working down her legs and ending with a thorough foot washing. 
Removing Lori’s gag, Paul guided her out of the shower and Joanie cut the plastic tie and handed her a towel. Knowing what was expected, she dried off her master and then he dried her, taking special notice of her hard nipples and mistaking that as a sign of arousal rather than cold. He led her off while Kevin was tied and gagged for his shower. 
Having seen Cindy and Mary scrubbing the floor with their tits yesterday, Kevin knew what was coming when he saw the gag. The prospect of soaping Joanie all over with his mouth (virtually) was far preferable to scrubbing the floor with his chest. Who wouldn’t want to scrub his little sister all over with a sponge? Well, maybe not many guys wanted their little sister. Who wouldn’t want to shower with a girl?
As he washed Joanie’s chest, Kevin was glad the cage was off. His cock swelled to a full erection as he worshipped Joanie’s body with his mouth. He’d much rather use his hands, but this was sensual and sexual as well. He washed her all over, particularly enjoying her tits, pussy, and ass. There was the feeling of being rewarded as she stood still while he touched every inch of her. At least Lori had washed Paul. He didn’t mind getting a hard on for Joanie. 
When she washed her slave, Joanie was less loving than Paul had been with Lori. She was careful with his hair and face, but as soon as her hands touched his shoulders, she started teasing him. “I like having you all tied up in the shower for me. I can touch you all over and not a thing you can do about it.” Never mind that he liked her touching him everywhere. He was embarrassed by the words. “Will your nipples get hard for me? Oh, yeah, check them out… let me clean out your cute little belly button… doesn’t your cock ever get soft, boy toy? … hmm, my naughty slave’s ass is still red… next time maybe I’ll let Paul shower with you. We fought over you, you know. Would you like to wash his cock with your mouth sponge? Maybe he’d let you take out the gag and suck his cock clean. Hmm, would you like him to jack you off sometime?”
At the end, Joanie stepped clear of the spray and turned off the hot water. As Kevin gasped from the cold, his cock rapidly wilted. Then Joanie removed the gag and the ties. Picking up a towel, Joanie let him dry her and then allowed him to air dry, shivering in cool air. 
By the time they were done, she had decided what to do about Paul knowing way too much. She gave the slaves a writing assignment. She didn’t really consider it as giving them a choice when she told them to write a sentence of their choosing of at least ten words about something they’d done with Paul, Helen, or Felicia. “Something you think I’d want you to write. Please me or else,” she added with a smirk. 
With them busy, she sent Paul home. “I might call you to come back or maybe not. I just need to talk to Mistress Theresa alone. Don’t want to surprise her with hey, look who spent the night. Besides, mommy might not be dressed when they come through the door. I gotta work up to that one.” She kissed him. “And, Theresa won’t be spending the week with us, so I should be able to sneak you over anyway.”
Owned Teacher – Cindy Cooper’s Story
By Kenna
Chapter 15
The plan was for Helen and Felicia to be gone by 9:00 and Theresa would return with Cindy and Mary after 10:00. Joanie waited nervously as 10:00 came and went. Lori brought down her assignment. “I’m a slut who likes my brother’s best friend’s cock,” said her paper 100 times. Joanie praised her as they heard the garage door go up and then down. 
Cindy and Theresa, decently dressed, carried Mary’s crate into the house and set it in the family room. “Strip. Just your collar,” said Theresa. When Cindy was naked, Theresa sent her to stand at the door of the playroom. “We’ll leave her in there a couple of hours,” Theresa nodded at the crate. “You can rescue her later,” she added with a wink. 
“I need to talk to you, Mistress Theresa. It’s important. Could we talk after playtime?”
“Just you and me?” asked the older mistress, eying Lori. 
“Yeah, just us,” affirmed Joanie. 
“How about you box yours and I’ll set up mine and then we’ll talk while mommy spends some time on her toes?”
“Yeah, that’d be great.” Right on cue, Kevin came into the room and handed his paper to Joanie. His paper said, “I wish I could suck Paul’s cock twice a day.” Pleased with both her slaves’ selection, she praised them and herded them downstairs to box Kevin in his box and Lori in hers. 
Theresa was waiting for her in the family room. “Something happen last night?” she guessed. 
“Yeah, something cool and maybe I messed up, too,” admitted Joanie. “But it’s really gonna be OK.”
“You didn’t hurt anybody, did you?”
“No, Theresa, not that,” said Joanie. “Paul called after you left. I don’t know how… well, I do know how cuz he told me… he figured out it was Kevin that was in the dress and mask.”
“Just how is that cool and what did you mess up?” asked Theresa warily. It sounded like trouble, not cool and messed up trouble meant big trouble. 
“He… umm… he wanted to do it again, but with… without the mask. It was cool. He did it and thought it was great and wants to do it again and won’t tell anybody and he followed my rules, our rules, and Kevin did it and he didn’t like it but he gets really, really hard when Paul makes him do stuff and so I thought Paul could be like my… you know, apprentice.” Nervous as she was, she got everything out quickly. 
“Nice try, Joanie, but no,” Theresa shook her head at the eager young girl. “You’re an apprentice and don’t get an apprentice. He’ll be my apprentice if I can talk to him and I like what he says. Yes, you did mess up. It could go badly if he’s not suitable. I’ll have to figure out what to do then if he doesn’t pass muster. Is he here?” 
“No, I had him go home just in case you were really pissed and you’re not, so I could call him and I messed up more than that,” said Joanie, looking down. 
“How did you mess up?” Theresa was firm with the question. 
“Well, he… he… umm… sorted went like this… so your brother and sister are slaves and your friends to and your mom must be the woman in the mask and…” She looked Theresa in the eye, “I said yes.” At Theresa’s astonished expression, she added, “He tricked me cuz he didn’t ask if it was mom. I’d’ve said no to that. He asked if he could fuck her again and I said maybe cuz it surprised me and then… shit, he said he wouldn’t tell that either.”
“Call him, Joanie,” said Theresa evenly. “Don’t say I was mad, happy, agreed, disagreed, or anything. Just tell him I want to talk to him. No, tell him I’m ready to talk to him. Those words. Got it? Hi, Paul, it’s Joanie. Can you come over? Theresa is ready to talk to you. Don’t say anything else.”
“Yes, Mistress Theresa,” said Joanie contritely. 
Theresa listened to Joanie’s side of the phone conversation and then asked, “How long for him to get here?”
“Five minutes or so.”
“Strip.”
“Huh? Me strip? Now?” asked Joanie. 
“You. Now.”
The young mistress stripped quickly, wondering what was going on. “What… what’s going on?” she asked as Theresa even went so far as to tie her hands behind her. “I’m not gonna be a slave now? Am I?” She was almost in tears. 
“Nonsense,” said Theresa. “You’re a mistress still. You’re just a mistress who messed up. Now lean over the arm of the couch and take your punishment like a mistress should.”
“You’re gonna… spank me?” asked Joanie. It sounded like a stupid question. Yes, she was gonna get spanked. She just didn’t know a mistress could get spanked. “OK, it’s OK. You’ll say why?”
“Mistress Joanie, you’re getting punished for telling my secrets. You have secrets you can tell to the right person, but until you’re 18, you can’t even tell yours without my permission. You may never tell mine. Not even by accident.” She checked the basement door to make sure it was closed. No sense in letting slaves know their mistress was getting spanked. Then she brought the paddle down across the bare bottom as hard as she ever did for a slave.
“Unh,” grunted Joanie, gritting her teeth. She was determined not to cry or scream. Mistresses took their punishment like mistresses. “Unh,” she grunted for the second. She received a total of five swats, never raising her voice, though tears came unbidden to her eyes. 
“Stay right like that,” said Theresa. “Yes, Paul is going to see what you got. I’ll expect you to explain to him why, how many, and accept your punishment.”
“Yes, Mistress Theresa,” said Joanie. “Thank you for punishing me and talking to Paul.” When she said what she expected from her slaves, it sounded respectful and heartfelt without being slavish and forced. 
“Stay there,” reiterated Theresa as the doorbell rang. “I’ll talk to him alone. You wait just like that.”
Answering the door, Theresa said, “Hello, Paul,” and took him to the living room. 
“Pleased to meet you, Mistress Theresa,” said Paul on his best behavior. “Where’s Joanie?”
“Waiting in another room. Sit down.” Theresa sat right next to him. “Tell me your side of the story.” He took ten minutes to get through his story even with her pushing him along, telling him to skip this detail or that detail. When he was done, she said, “Joanie is not allowed to have an apprentice. She can have one when I declare her a fully trained mistress and now that you’ve taken advantage of her and gotten her to say things she shouldn’t, that will take longer. You can be my apprentice on two conditions. One is that you follow all my rules just like Joanie does. Can you do that?”
“Yes, Mistress Theresa, thank you for letting me…”
“Not so fast,” she cut him off. “The other condition is that I spank your bare bottom as punishment.”
“Umm… for what? I didn’t tell anybody. I don’t think I broke a rule. I’m not a slave.”
“You’re not a slave and you’re not an apprentice master until I spank your bare ass. Take off your clothes. Stand up and take them off now.”
Paul stood quickly, but wasn’t so quick to take off his clothes. “Did you do this to Joanie before she was your apprentice?”
“No, she didn’t deserve it then. She deserved it this morning and just got her spanking and she didn’t argue with me. Strip and bend over the couch or walk out the door.”
In the next room, Joanie could, of course, hear what was being said. “No, Mistress Theresa! It was my fault. I’ll take his, too. He didn’t know the rules.”
The potential apprentice master lost his clothes in record time. “No, she won’t,” he said as the spanking became a matter of pride.
“Good choice,” said Theresa. “This is for tricking Joanie into sharing secrets. In the future, you will ask direct questions and get direct answers. Bend over there.” Bent over the couch in the living room, he took his five swats as stoically as Joanie had. 
Satisfied he’d taken his punishment well, Theresa said, “Go apologize to Joanie.”
Accepting his fate, Paul walked into the family room naked with a red bottom, expecting to find Joanie in a more respectable pose. He stopped short as he realized she had indeed been spanked for what he’d done. Then he walked up to her and kissed both cheeks of her red bottom. “Mistress Joanie, I’m sorry you got spanked because of what I did. I should have taken yours for you.”
“You’re forgiven, Master Paul,” she said. “Can I get up now? Do I have to tell him how many and why since you told him? Oh, and I accepted my punishment, Paul. You got yours and I got mine. No, you shouldn’t have taken mine. Turn around and let me see,” she insisted, getting up even before Theresa said she could. As she saw his ass, she said, “Kewl, you didn’t get all noisy like the slaves do. Me neither.”
“Tell him,” said Theresa. 
“Yeah, yeah,” said Joanie. “OK, I got five swats for telling her secrets and my secrets. My secrets are Kevin and Lori and Helen and Felicia. Her secret is mommy.”
“Well, I got five because you told me about all of them, I guess,” said Paul. “Because I tricked you into telling.”
“I heard. So, can you stay?” she asked him and then decided she should ask Theresa, “Can he stay?” 
“He can stay,” chuckled Theresa. “He is not to be here with you alone… without me here. I’ll stay the week,” she announced her change in plans. 
“Kewl. Crate later?” she asked her tutor. 
“Yes, another hour and a half,” said Theresa. 
“What’s in the crate?” asked Paul. 
“Ask her,” Joanie pointed at Theresa. It was Theresa’s secret to tell. 
“Another slave. You can play with her in an hour and a half. I’m going back to your mommy. Don’t interrupt me. Play with your two slaves. Understand? He’s not ready for the playroom.”
“Yes, Theresa, I understand,” said Joanie. She grabbed Paul’s cock. “Ready for Kevin, big boy?” Letting go of Paul, she grabbed two sheets of paper with writing on them and scampered downstairs with Paul on her heels. 
“Playroom?” asked the boy as he followed her. 
“You’re not ready for it,” she giggled. “We got our own playroom.” She showed him the papers. I’m a slut who likes my brother’s best friend’s cock and I wish I could suck Paul’s cock twice a day. “What can I say? You were the big hit last night.”
“They both want it?” he asked in amazement. 
“One at a time,” laughed Joanie. “I want Lori now. You take Kevin.” She wanted to make sure Paul understood her seniority. “Next time you can choose. You might want to watch.” She exposed Lori by taking off all the opaque sides of her box. “Check this out.” She held up the cattle prod and let everyone see it before pressing against Lori’s helpless ass. Lori yelped and jumped as current shot through her. 
“What is that?” asked Paul. 
“It’s electric,” she explained and shocked Lori a couple more times. “Not a damn thing she can do about it. I can do her tits.” She shocked Lori’s tits twice as the gagged 14-year-old tried to argue with her tormentor. “Her belly. Anywhere.” She made Lori yelp a few more times, noticing that Paul could hardly wait to get his hands on it. “Not her face. Not the face and not his cock and balls,” she added, handing him the wicked device. 
As the prod fell into his master’s hands, Kevin begged, “Please, Paul, it fucking hurts. You don’t know how much it hurts. Don’t… oh, fuck…” He waited in dreaded anticipation, pleading with his eyes. “Aahhhh, damn, please. Anything. Give me your balls. Fuck me… ahhhhhhhh,” he squealed again. He could tell Paul enjoyed making him beg and hurting him. Nothing he could say right now would stop his best friend. Despite that, he kept begging while Paul kept prodding. 
As Paul had his fun with Kevin, Joanie taunted Lori with the knowledge that she was going to shock her some more, even giving Lori instructions on what was expected from the slave. “My turn again,” she said to Paul. “I can’t do much with Lori in the box except this. I wonder if Kevin can suck your cock like that,” she suggested as she took the prod back. 
“Hell yeah,” said Paul. He climbed up on the box and lay out with his head toward Kevin’s feet and his cock dangling through the hole in front of Kevin’s face. “Do it, boy toy. Suck cock.” Since he was looking right at Kevin’s swollen cock, he added, “I’m gonna watch your fucking cock. Hurts, doesn’t it? Oh, yeah, suck it, cock slut,” he moaned as Kevin stretched up and sucked the offered cock. It was an effort to reach all the way up, but Kevin managed to get the whole cock in his mouth, hoping that for a good blow job he’d at least get his cock freed from the cage and maybe even get to cum. 
Enjoying Kevin, Paul’s attention was still drawn to Joanie and Lori as the boxed slave pleas surprised him. “Please, Mistress, shock tit toy’s tits… eeeeaaaa… please, do it again, make a pussy slut squeeeeeeeallll… don’t forget the other tit, Mistress, fuck me good… eeeeeeeee…” Much as she hated to say the words, Lori knew she’d get more if she didn’t follow Joanie’s orders to plead for more. It was a galling game to beg for exactly what she didn’t want. “More, Mistress, my ass… get my ass, please… eeeeeaaa… Mis… Mistress, can you get my pussy, please?” She felt the bite of electricity in her most sensitive spot and, at the same time, the relief of knowing she’d finished her mistress’ instructions. The prod retreated from her tiny personal space. “Mistress, may I lick your pussy?” she made her own sincere request. 
“Over and over,” said Joanie. “Just not right now. I’m going to enjoy my decoration for a while.” She moved away from Lori and watched Kevin struggle valiantly to suck off Paul. Unfortunately, he couldn’t bob his head up and down fast enough to do more than make Paul want him more. After a few minutes, the exhausted slave lay looking up at the hard cock dangling in front of him and Joanie tugged Paul away. 
“This can be fun, too,” she suggested. “We just watch.”
Lori could tell they were both looking right at her, staring at her in the nude and Joanie even started to describe her. “Look at tit toy – how she pushes her tits out so proudly. Pretty aren’t they. You should have seen the first time she had to show them to boy toy. I talked her right out of her bra and then made her stand in front of him so he could look.” She squirmed in the spotlight, wishing she wasn’t thrusting her tits out for Joanie and Paul. Letting him fucking look at me. I only had Joanie to worry about yesterday morning and now I’ve got a master. A horny boy I wouldn’t give the time of day to, but now I give him anything he wants. Electricity aroused her, but the prod was brutal. Now she felt the tingle build in her from being so vulnerable. “I love the way a big damn ball looks in her mouth, spreading her pretty red lips and showing off her teeth. Doesn’t look comfortable at all, does it? And she can’t keep from drooling all over herself.” Yeah, check me out. Better than sitting like this in the dark. “Now, remember that she slept like that all night last night… no gag, but tied just like that and just because I wanted her to be like that.” Lori preened in the clear box as they admired her. 
“And boy toy wants us to look, too,” said Joanie. 
“Let me,” said Paul, touching her arm lightly to stop her. He paused for a second as he thought about describing Kevin in graphically erotic terms. “Look at his cock, still hard from sucking mine. He’s got a gorgeous cock when it’s naked and hard, but I love the way it looks in his cage. Man, he’d like to cum. He’d even jack off for us, but he’s stuck in that cage until you or I take it off.” It was Kevin’s turn to squirm from the humiliating scrutiny as Paul took Joanie on a tour of his body. Who knew Paul was like this? Gorgeous cock? Jack off for us? Admiring me, but making sure I hate it. Fucking cage hurts like hell and they think it’s funny. Wish my damn cock would go down. “You like a ball in Lori’s mouth and I like boy toy’s just the way it is. That’s the best part of him. Fuck, the way his lips wrap around my cock.” He waved at the papers that lay to the side. “He said he’d suck it twice a day, but he’d do it five times a day if he could.” But if I said five times a day, that would have been 11 words and I didn’t want to work that hard. “He just looks hot like that, you know? All stretched out naked. Letting you and me look all we want.”
“He does have a pretty mouth,” agreed Joanie. “Now, c’mere.” She pulled Paul completely away from the two decorations. “Don’t look at them. They’ll still sit there naked, only they’ll be waiting for us to look. If you look, they don’t want you to. If you don’t look, then they want you to.” She took his attention away entirely by kissing him. “Let’s go upstairs and you can do anything you want to me,” she winked. 
Do anything he wants to her? Kevin wanted to explode just at the thought of that as the two disappeared up the stairs. Fuck, fuck, fuck, she kissed him. She used to kiss me. Used to let me cum. Used to let me look at her. Now I’m not good enough for her. Now Master Paul gets her. 
“Do anything I want?” said Paul skeptically when they were alone. “A lot I’d like to do with you, hot stuff. Fucking Lori and making Kevin suck me are high on my list, but you’re higher.”
“Slow down, Paul,” laughed Joanie. “Thanks for putting me higher. I like that. I’d like you to fuck me, but when I’m older. You wanna a close look at a pussy too tight for you? That’s fine, but I need to get into puberty before you poke me. I was thinking about necking… well, I was mostly thinking about teasing Kevin when I said that. You like the way he looks at you with that submissive look, you know, don’t wanna do it but I gotta. I like that too, but sometimes he looks at me like I’m the hottest babe in the world. He’s dying now, guaranteed. We don’t have to do anything, but he’s dying anyway.”
“Yeah,” said Paul once he could get a word in. “I do want a close look at your pussy and everything.” The two stripped each other and Joanie let Paul’s hands and eyes wander where they wanted. “You’re sexier than any of them,” he said. “Here, let me do this.” He knelt between her legs and stroked his cock. “Next best thing to fucking you.” Looking at her little girl body, he jacked off and shot his cum on her smooth pussy, letting in run through her slit and over the fat, rubbery lips. 
“Mmm,” she moaned from the sheer pleasure of feeling so sexy. Her little fingers massaged the cum into her slit. She brought the fingers to her lips and sucked them clean while her other hand moved to her pussy and played with her clit. Thinking about making Kevin lick her pussy, she rubbed herself furiously and came. “Kevin will think you fucked me with the taste of your cum in me.” 
It was too good to pass up, so the two of them returned to their boxed slaves and got them out of the boxes. Kevin was pleasantly surprised when his little sister took him for herself, ordering him to make her cum with his tongue. Second later his pleasure turned to dismay as he cleaned Paul’s cum out of his mistress. With the taste spread everywhere, it was less than he thought. He’d been foolish enough to think he might one day be allowed to fuck his mistress and in an instant, those hopes were dashed. 
Next to them, Paul removed Lori’s gag and left her bound, using her mouth to get off a second time in just minutes. Anything he wants, anytime he wants, she thought as his cock pounded in and out of her mouth. Horny boy with the keys to my body. Sure, fuck my mouth. I can’t stop you. A few minutes later, he had her play with his cum. Sure, watch it splash around in my mouth. Enjoy the big girl. After she swallowed, she begged, “Please, Master, I’m so hot. May I cum. Please fuck me and say I can cum.”
“Maybe later,” he said. “Wait for me like that.” He patted her head. As if I could do anything else, she thought. 
He hadn’t been paying attention, but Paul knew Joanie had at least one orgasm as Kevin continued to lick her pussy. The taste of Paul’s cum was long gone and now Kevin could savor the juices of his mistress. The 10-year-old had a final orgasm and then the master and mistress tied Kevin in a forced kneeling position identical to Lori and put them side by side. The master and mistress curled up on the couch together to rest. 
Half an hour later, Theresa brought Cindy out of the playroom. The allotted hour and a half before the kids could get Mary out had elapsed and she’d decided she wanted to leave the slut in her crate a little longer. Theresa had put on shorts and a tank top and led Cindy out with her wrists bound behind her back wearing just six inch heels, a collar, and nipple clamps. The mistress had a leash in her hand that was attached to the chain between her slave’s clamps. 
As the playroom door opened, Joanie and Paul looked up with interest and then rose when they saw Cindy on the leash. “Holy shit!” said Paul as he moved closer for a better look. She’d sucked and fucked him already, but this was the first time he’d seen her naked without a mask. He gaped at the sight of his best friend’s mom in the nude and relished the look of surprise on her face. “Hello, Mrs. Cooper,” he said with a smirk. “Or should I call you slut Cindy?”
Cindy expected her three children to be somewhere in the house and wasn’t at all surprised to see them in the basement, but she stopped in her tracks as she saw Paul. He shouldn’t see me like this! What’s going on? Mistress Theresa isn’t surprised. She blushed as his eyes went up and down her body taking in her long legs, pussy, tits, and red face and back again. He knew I was in the playroom. He knows it was me two weeks ago. “Oh, God, no,” she whimpered as he called her Mrs. Cooper, the name the polite boy always used for her, and then slut Cindy. 
Her mistress led her right up to the boy and handed her leash to him. “Would you like to play with her, Master Paul?”
“Mas… master Paul?” she stammered in disbelief. Since when is he a master? My leash in the hands of a 12-year-old boy with that look on his face. It doesn’t matter where he starts. He’ll take what he wants when he wants. He’ll have it all.
 “Hell, yeah,” said Paul. Taking the leash, he curled it up in his left hand until he was almost holding the chain between her tits. Then he cupped her left tit, just about eye level to him, with his right hand. “So much better to see your face, slut.” He looked down at his hard cock and her eyes followed his down. “You need to take care of that, slut Cindy. Where should I start? Mouth, pussy, or… I remember Kevin banging your ass.”
Paul pulled her head down to a deep, forced kiss and then let her go. “Jeez, you taste like pussy,” he observed. “You’ve been eating pussy in there. I guess I’ll give you a taste of cock.” He backed away from her and pulled on her leash. “This is so hot,” he said as he led her randomly around the basement. “Anything I want from Kevin’s mom.”
Then he remembered something else Kevin had done to his mom. Tugging her right up next to the two young slaves, he laid her on her back in front of them and slipped his cock into her pussy. “How about that, Kevin? Fucking your mommy while you watch.” He didn’t do it for long, pulling it out and pushing it into her mouth. “How about that, slut Cindy? Suck off your pussy juices for me.” He moved again and slid his cock deep in Cindy’s cunt. “Lori’s turn,” he said, offering his mommy flavored cock to the 14-year-old. “That’s good, slut Lori. Yeah, mommy, she’s sucked me off earlier. And guess what?” He repeated the process of dipping his cock into her wet pussy and this time he offered it to Kevin. “I’ve fucked Kevin’s pretty mouth, too.” Where she was lying, the shocked slave could see Paul’s cock disappear between her son’s lips and into his pretty mouth. 
They didn’t even think about disobeying. He’s been their master for a while. “Now I just want yours, though,” said her master and this time when he entered her mouth, he kept it there, stroking in and out against the wonderful resistance of her tight, well trained lips. Or maybe not very long, she reconsidered as she, too, took his cock without a thought of disobeying though he’d only been her master for minutes. But Kevin? He just sucked Paul. Sucking him off in front of her children was embarrassing, but as she’d done before, she thrilled off the humiliation by proxy as she imagined how Kevin must feel to suck a cock on command. She sucked greedily as if sucking down humiliation to fuel her arousal and played with his cum when she’d earned the forbidden mouthful of preteen cum. 
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