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Looking back, First couldn’t recall the intensity of the need to obey that she’d had when Mistress first commanded her. It was all because I’d sucked a couple of cocks and licked a couple of pussies, including Mistress’ sweet flower. It was embarrassing, but why did I put on that silly dress… why did I kneel to her… why did I strip for her right in front of Mommy and Kevin/Kiki. I almost didn’t take my clothes off because Kevin/Kiki was there, but I did. Why, why, why? Mommy sucked Kevin/Kiki’s cock. It was no big deal that I had done some. I even did it in front of Mommy. What was I trying to hide and from whom? Why did I think Mistress had something on me so bad that I had to strip, suck, lick, fuck, and share it all with everybody. 

What she understood was the three phases of her enslavement. There was that first phase when she did what she was told because of some (now minor) indiscretion. She understood the second phase well. Intimidated by Mistress Joanie, Mistress Theresa, and all those other owners, she didn’t know what else to do but obey. The consequences of disobedience were scary and especially once they were locked in this underground world where submission and sex were the norm. Now in her third phase, she understood some things and not others. What she understood was that she was a slave. It defined her. There was no fear, no threats, and no worries. She obeyed because she was a slave. She never stopped to think any more about that time before she was a slave. 
What First didn’t understand was why she liked it. The things she did for Mistress Joanie, Mistress Theresa, and Master Paul were painful, demeaning, and insulting. From being tied and spanked to all manner of sex that used to be forbidden to serving her little sister dinner while waiting for her own to be served in a bowl on the floor, everything was wrong. So why does it feel so right? Why do I love Mistress so much? Why do I want to please her? I do NOT like being shared with the owners and the things they make me do, so why does it make me happy when she does? Bubba’s big, black cock is too big and a girl my age shouldn’t be his toy, but when I think about how happy it makes Mistress, it makes me happy. Is it all about her? 
The 15-year-old girl knew the answer was yes, it was all about Mistress. She knew that pleasing Mistress made her happy and disappointing Mistress made her feel terrible. She just didn’t know why and was coming to the conclusion that it didn’t matter. 
She became aware of the third phase about a month ago. How it came about was watching Tease’s delight at being Tease and the attention she got from Joanie, watching Kiki’s tits develop and how Joanie enjoyed dressing her up, and watching Butter evolve into a cock hungry butt slave. They were special to Mistress and First wasn’t. Her name had come from something that had happened in the past and would never happen again. She wanted to be defined by what she was, not what she’d done. When she realized she wasn’t getting her share of Mistress’ attention that she craved, she knew the fear and intimidation had passed and she wanted to be a slave. 

In a whispered conversation that night with Kiki, she’d expressed her thoughts that she was being ignored and didn’t want to be. Kiki saw things from a different perspective. “There’s only one thing a slave can do to get Mistress’ attention,” said Kiki. 
“What?” asked First. She was tied naked with her hands behind her and her legs together. It was actually quite comfortable. Kiki was chained to the wall by her collar and wearing a see-through pink nightie and panties. In the dark they could just barely make out each other’s form. 
Kiki’s response stunned her. “Well, she doesn’t care what you think or want, so you can’t ask. You can’t do something special for her, only what she demands. The only thing you can do is be bad.” 

“Bad? Like disobey her? She’ll be furious. She’ll punish me.”

“Bad attention is better than no attention,” said Kiki. “Be bad and you’ll have her attention. How much do you want it?”

“Not that bad,” said First. “She’ll be… disappointed.”
“At first,” said Kiki. “You’re not going to do it just once and then be good. It’s a game. You be bad and she punishes you. It won’t take her long to figure out that you’re doing it for the attention.”

“How long? It’s not like I want to be spanked. I’m not a pain slut like Pain or Barbara and I don’t want to be turned into one. Jeez, I’m not sure I could do something just to be spanked by… by… by Mistress.”
“By your little sister,” grinned Kiki. “I would, but then I don’t need to.” She pulled the front of her nightie tight across her chest so her growing tits were visible in the dim light. “I got plenty of attention.”
“Yeah, you and Tease and Butter. I don’t want to be the bad slave.”

“Baby, you couldn’t possibly be a bad slave,” said Kiki. “You’re just looking for a little attention and there’s only one way to get it.” 
First fell asleep that night certain that there had to be another way. She could just ask. Mistress just wasn’t aware that she felt slighted and once she said something, Mistress would fix it. The problem was, she didn’t know what kind of attention she’d get then. She thought about dogs, horses, and pain sluts and what else could Mistress pick to make her special? I don’t want to be special, just noticed. 
For three days, First stewed over her lack of attention and Kiki’s inane solution. It was just about the last thing she wanted to do, but she realized Kiki was right. She had to be bad, just a little bad. Maybe Mistress wouldn’t even notice. All of Mistress’ slaves were together as Mistress came in to pick one to play with or assigned tasks or something. First just smoothed down Kiki’s dress and said, “She looks cute like that, doesn’t she, Joanie?”
Yeah, right, maybe she won’t notice. Four heads snapped in unison to gape at her and Mistress headed straight for her with a glare that made her want to melt. “Want to try that again, First?” growled Mistress. 
“She… she… ummm… looks cute like that, doesn’t she, Mistress Joanie? I’m sorry, I don’t know what…”

“Shut up!” snapped Mistress. “Who the fuck cares what you think? Not me. I don’t care if you think she’s cute or not! You think I don’t know it? Why do you think I dress her like that?”
Trembling, First was surprised that Mistress hadn’t mentioned she’d left off the Mistress part when she spoke. Not this kind of attention. You bitch, Kiki. I’m gonna fry for this. She hasn’t even gotten to the bad part and I’m already about to pee myself. 
“Mis… mis… tress, I…”

“Shut the fuck up!” Joanie had to look down to glare in First’s eyes, but it was the ferocity that it made First feel small. “Get over here.” Mistress stomped to some rope dangling from the ceiling. She put suspension cuffs on First’s wrists, a sure sign that she was going to hang for a while. Tying the ropes to First’s cuffs, she winched First’s arms up so far that the hapless slave’s toes stretched down and still didn’t touch the floor. 
For a few seconds, First thought Mistress had made a mistake. Never before had Mistress hung a slave with their feet not touching at least a little. Her arms stretched, her muscles corded, and her whole body seemed to become longer and leaner. Her toes danced in the air, seeking the floor. When Mistress stepped back to appraise her, First realized three things in order, each a few seconds after the other. This isn’t a mistake. I have Mistress’ full attention whether I want it or not. Mistress is admiring me. My God, do I look sexy like this… or helpless… or both? 
Joanie was angry at First, but took the time to hang her errant slave carefully. As soon as she was finished, she glanced at her watch and then looked First over curiously. There was more than that look of being totally fucked… the way First squirmed for the floor… how perfectly ready First was for a spanking. Those things she’d anticipated. Others she hadn’t. She stared at the way First’s tits melted into her straining body… the long, lean stretched beauty… the way First’s muscles strained and defined her arms and legs. Then she caught herself and glared at the misbehaving slave. 
“I’m so disappointed that you would forget to call me Mistress after all this time, First,” said Joanie. “But, I’ll be happy to help you remember in the future.” With a glance at her watch, she saw two minutes had transpired and sent Kiki and Butter to clean the kitchen, the task she’d planned for First. She’d let First hang for five minutes before finishing the punishment. 
As was her way, Tease approached the hanging slave. She’d tried on more than one occasion to tease a slave awaiting punishment. By trial and error, she’d learned not to tease the slave in a sexual way. Mistress disapproved of that and stopped her immediately. So, she adapted. “Sooo, who’s a stupid slave?” she asked First. “Looks like somebody is going to get spanked… or whipped… or maybe… Mistress will just leave you hanging like that. That’s gotta hurt. Minutes, hours, how long before it really, really hurts?” 
All the slaves thought it was practically Tease’s job to tease. Mistress had not only given her permission, but had encouraged the devilish 11-year-old to do her best. That didn’t make it any easier to take. Her words were like the pre-cum of punishment. What she added to heighten a sexual experience, she also added to heighten punishment. 

Circling the slave, Tease admired the sleek look of the older girl. “Mistress never did that to me. Maybe… maybe, maybe, maybe, maayyybeeee… she has a new, wicked punishment for a stupid slave. Guess we’re gonna find out. Mommy and I are gonna watch. Too bad she sent Kiki and Butter away. Bet they’d like to watch, too.”

“Tease!” snapped Mistress. 

Tease jumped at the sound of Mistress’ voice. She hadn’t done anything wrong. “Yes, Mistress?” she said, coming directly to Mistress and looking down. 

“Go get Kiki and Butter,” said Mistress. “You’re right. They will want to watch this.”

Well, fuck me double, thought First. Punished. With Kiki and Butter watching. And, you little bitch! Wipe that grin off your face. Tease could be so maddening at times. What happened to the I don’t care what you think, slave? Why didn’t Tease get that? Nooo, she gets a reward for a good idea. Why couldn’t I have done that instead of not saying Mistress. I could get good attention instead of this. So help me, I’m going to skin Kiki alive and then Tease and… nobody else better so much as smile when I’m getting spanked. God, yes, please make it a spanking and not a whipping. A spanking would turn her butt bright red and she’d be screaming for it to end, but a whipping could get her entire body—back, butt, legs, even tits and she’d be screaming just as much or more. If Mistress thinks Tease had a good idea about Kiki and Butter, so help me, Tease is dead meat if Mistress whips me because of what that little bitch said.
After five minutes, First’s arms started to burn. She’d never had to support her entire weight with her arms for this long before. It didn’t look that hard, but it hurt. That was how long Mistress let her hang until placing two shiny, chrome hemispheres on the floor. Set shoulder width apart, the domes were just enough that First could reach them and put some weight on the balls of her feet. She sighed in relief though she knew this wouldn’t be relief for long. Her arms burned and the strain wasn’t gone from them and resting the balls of her feet atop a spherical surface was only relief by comparison. It wouldn’t be long before the pressure made her feet hurt and the strain on her legs made them burn. 
Because of her discomfort, First was alarmed. Not by the pain, but by the fact that sometimes Mistress punished with this kind of pain alone. She could hang like this for an hour as her punishment and Mistress didn’t have to give her any attention at all. Kiki, you are dead. This idea sucks. If she walks away and I get punished and I don’t get any attention, you are toast. 

That fleeting concern vanished as Tease returned with Kiki and Butter and First realized that she not only had Mistress’ attention, she was the center of everyone’s attention. Mistress positioned the four other slaves around First at twelve, three, six, and nine o’clock. Looking anxiously over her shoulder, First watched as Mistress picked up the long slender whip that stung like crazy and left a red stripe wherever it touched. She began to wish that she’d been satisfied with getting less attention than her peers. 
Taking a position at 7:30 between Butter and Tease, Joanie was at the right angle to get the most from the whip. She’d become quite talented with the whip. It was fun to make a slave scream and it was a challenge to work the whip just right, so she liked using it. Because of that, she used it only for special occasions so she didn’t surrender to the joy of whipping a slave. She pulled the whip back over her shoulder slowly. “Face front, First,” she said. “It’s only worse if you watch.” That much was true and First knew it; it was also more fun for Joanie when each lash was a surprise. She turned her head back to look straight ahead. It wasn’t a suggestion. 
When she struck, the whip was like lightning. Yet, to Joanie it was in slow motion as she admired the artistry of the whip landing itself on First’s upper back and curling around and under her upstretched right arm so the tip of the whip landed right on First’s right nipple. She missed that sensitive nub by half an inch. Then the whip shot back arcing over Butter’s head to land behind Joanie again. One red stripe.

In the seconds before the lash, First trembled in fear of the pain. It wouldn’t be her first whipping so she knew what was coming. The lash was like being sliced with a laser beam, a precise line of pain. She gasped for air and then screamed. Jerking, an involuntary response, made her feet slip off the hemispheres and pulled on her burning arms. She looked down to get her feet back in place and saw the stripe half an inch above her nipple and running around back. From the pain, she already knew the full extent of that red stripe but the visual was striking. 
As soon as First got her feet back under her, Mistress struck again an inch below the first as accurately as she could. That meant this lash did catch the very center of First’s nipple and her scream said so. Two parallel red stripes. This time Mistress let First get her feet back in place and counted to ten. First knew it wasn’t over and kept her eyes forward as the anticipation built. Tears ran down her cheeks as she waited. Mistress whipped in even numbers but never just two, in triplets, and sometimes in groups of five. All the slaves knew that and consequently, they knew they’d never get just seven—any other number was fair game and made Mistress unpredictable. Two lashes and a break meant this time Mistress was doing it by even numbers. 
As the third lash landed, First realized that she had a split second warning. It wasn’t as much warning as if she was watching over her shoulder, but Mommy, the only slave she could see, flinched just before the whip cracked across First’s back. Again she gasped, jerked, and screamed, but managed to keep her toes in place. She looked down. Three parallel red stripes. It was almost like a three fingered beast had scratched her from her nipple and then around back with the middle finger right on her throbbing nipple, except there was no blood. “God Almighty,” she screamed as the fourth one landed so quickly after the third that it seemed almost the same lash. There were times for begging and times for apologizing and times for asking for more. A whipping was never one of those times and even those two words surprised First and Mistress. This was simply a time for screaming. Four parallel red stripes. 
First’s feet once again scrambled for purchase on the slick, round surfaces that were the only respite for her straining arms. It was even a greater shock when a fifth lash burned across her back, around her side, and ending two inches above and to the right of her navel. With the room filled with First’s screams, no one heard Mistress say, “Dammit.” She relaxed her right arm, angry with herself. She’d whipped a moving target and the fifth red stripe was far from parallel with the others. 
With her pretty pattern disrupted, Mistress waited for a count of ten before delivering the sixth lash. As Mommy flinched, First knew it was coming, but it was still a surprise because this one landed on her ass and wrapped around her hip to end just two inches from her pussy. With her cheeks wet with tears, First expected another in rapid fire simply because she’d kept her feet in place and it seemed getting her feet out from under her was one of Mistress’ goals. It was almost a disappointment when Mistress displayed her unpredictability by not striking quickly. 
After counting to five, Mistress lashed out again, this time at First’s thighs, leaving a line across her left thigh with a break before her right thigh and then around front. Although First screamed, it wasn’t as loud. Legs were just not as effective of a pain point as the back and chest. With seven lashes done, First knew for certain that at least one more was coming. The eighth lash struck her ass again and snapped two inches short of her pussy. First jerked and kicked, losing her footing as she screamed. By the time she had her feet back in place, Mommy had visibly relaxed and First knew Mistress was finished.  
Indeed, a few seconds later, Mistress walked around in front with nothing in her hands. She appraised her sniffling slave and reached up to wipe the top of First’s left breast and then looked at her finger. First’s tits were wet with tears. “Who am I?” she asked. 
“M-m-mistress Joanie,” sobbed First. 

“Does Kiki look cute in her dress?” asked Mistress nodding toward the cross dressed boy. 

First didn’t bother to look to three o’clock to decide if Kiki was cute or not. Her opinion didn’t matter. “Yes, Mistress, you said so yourself, so she must be.”

It wasn’t the answer Joanie expected, but it was true. “On a scale of one to ten, how much do your arms hurt?”
“Mistress, my arms are an 8,” said First, finally getting her tears to stop by blinking rapidly. Lying about that was big trouble because Mistress was pretty accurate at judging herself.  

The tremble in First’s arms and legs told Joanie that First hadn’t lied. It was also as much as she wanted to push her sister. Working the winch, Mistress lowered First who dropped to her knees and then gently collapsed to her left side. Getting a jar of balm, Mistress tossed it to Kiki and left. Kiki could soothe First’s wounds; Mistress never did after punishment. 
After that, First had to be pretty desperate for attention. Two weeks later, she purposely messed up again, though not as bad. Mistress hung her the same way and spanked her with five swats, then waited until First’s arms trembled before lowering her. A week later, it was ten swats. “First, I’m so disappointed in you,” said Mistress after that time. “You’re a good slave. It’s almost like you’re doing it on purpose.”
With that admonishment, First couldn’t bring herself to act out again. It was getting obvious that she was asking for negative attention. Luckily for her, the admonishment had virtually the same effect on Mistress. It was getting obvious and she asked Mistress Theresa about it. “Are you kidding me?” said the surprised 11-year-old when Theresa not only confirmed her thoughts, but suggested that First was excited by being displayed naked. 
So, four days later, which just happened to be the first day of school (not that any of the slaves knew that), Mistress Joanie made sure First was in the rotation for her attention. She knew she’d slighted First, but wasn’t that a good thing for a slave? Being one of her targets for the day meant humiliation and pain. Being one of her targets did not necessarily mean an orgasm. Sometimes it did and sometimes it didn’t. Often other slaves got to cum. It wasn’t that First was missing orgasms, it was that Mistress wasn’t the one doing it. 
“Get over here, First,” said Mistress, standing in the same place where she’d punished her slave three times in the past month.

What did I do now? First held her tongue so as to not anger Mistress. When the time was right, Mistress would tell her why she was being punished. It was distinctly against Mistress’ own rule to punish a slave for no reason. When she was hanging by her arms, Mistress put the domes for her feet wider than usual.
“No, not yet,” said Mistress as First stretched to get her feet in place. “You look best when you’re just hanging there.” Mistress reached up and put her hands on First’s growing tits that now looked like she’d gone through reverse puberty. 

As her little sister’s hands slid down her sleek form, First couldn’t have been happier. She knows! It isn’t punishment this time. It’s playtime. This is my place. It might hurt just as much, but playtime was different. Playtime was Mistress’ attention just because. 
“Kiki, put something slick on those,” said Mistress, nodding toward the two silvery domes. “Precum might do it. Jerk off and get some on each one. That’ll be better.” 

As Kiki did that, Mistress just caressed the perfect, stretched body in front of her. “Such a beautiful slave,” she crooned. “So sexy when you’re stretched and straining. I like that. It suits you, First. So sexy, sexy, sexy.” As she spoke in that soothing tone, she moved around First, complimenting her tits, pussy, legs, arms, back, and ass. “So taut and trim. I’ll bet every slave wants to touch you, but you’re mine.  So sexy hanging there, I see Kiki didn’t have a problem making your footrests so slippery.” She slid the domes closer together. “Let’s see.”
First basked in Mistress’ praise. She’d been praised before, but something about this time was special. Mistress noticed that very first time she hung me, but since I was being punished, she couldn’t say anything then. This isn’t just the same words she says to us all. These are my words. This is my place. It’s me that looks so sexy like this. Stretched and straining. Every muscle showing. So sleek and sexy. She’ll never hang another slave like this. 

Offered a footrest, First was almost disappointed. Her arms hurt, but if she stepped on the domes, she wouldn’t be so stretched and sexy. Putting some weight on the domes, her feet slipped right off and she dangled for a second before she tried again. The coated metal was too slippery and again she dangled. After the third time, she was frustrated. Mistress is teasing me. I can’t do it. She cast a glance at Mistress and shuddered at the look from her little sister. Ohmigod, this is turning her on. What is? Sleek and sexy? Squirming? She reached again and thought maybe her efforts had cleaned the dome off and her foot might stay this time, but deliberately slipped while keeping an eye on Mistress. She’s not looking at my feet. She’s looking at me. Heaven help me. She thinks I’m sexy like this—straining, stretching, and squirming. First did her best to give her Mistress what she wanted while wondering if she’d created a monster. 
After a few more missed attempts, First put her feet down and they stayed in place. She’d taken the game of squirming for Mistress as far as her arms could go. “You see, First, Mistress knows what you like… knows what gets you all slippery and messy down there and tingly all over. But, it’s hard work for both of us.” She winked at First. “Now I know an easy way to hang an ornament from the ceiling.”
No, no, no, that was for her. I dangled and squirmed for her. Yet, the mention of a messy pussy and a full body tingle made her realize that she’d enjoyed it as much as Mistress. She put me on display… an ornament… a decoration… for me. I thought maybe it was Kiki that got me this way. Mistress usually put the two siblings together as if they were a matched set of decorations. First enjoyed how Kiki looked as a decoration, but this time it had been just her and if anything, she was more excited than with Kiki. 
“Butter, lick her ass. Mommy, lick her pussy. She is not allowed to cum, but she darn well better wish she had permission until I decide if she’s allowed to cum.” Of course Butter would be the one to lick her ass. As for the pussy licker, they were all good at that, but Mommy was the most merciful and she didn’t want First to suffer, just need. She could tell Tease was already getting set to tease First, but Mistress cut that short. “Tease, lick me. Kiki, admire the ornament.”
Tease scampered over and eagerly pressed her face between her Mistress’ thighs. “Take this,” said Mistress, handing the slave her wristwatch. “Put it on your wrist where I can’t see it. I want to cum three times, once every five minutes. Tease me.”

Admire the ornament? The question went through Kiki’s and First’s mind as Mistress gave Kiki that command. It seemed obvious to Mistress what she intended, but it was a novel command. Kiki circled her sister, admiring the hanging girl. She was only slightly less stretched than before as she barely was able to stand flatfooted. Kiki had always thought First was practically a work of art, so admiring her was easy. As she came back around front, she had an obvious hard on. She looked up appreciatively at First, acknowledging the source of her erection. 
“Out loud,” whispered First when she caught Kiki’s attention. You idiot. 

Kiki blushed at what was an obvious faux pas. Admire the ornament was for the ornament’s benefit. She sighed. “I hardly know where to begin. You’re just the most…” She started another circle around First. “So… umm… the best… you’re the perfect… just so… so… like nothing else… those… and there… and that… so firm… and the way your… oh, and that part about… it was just so…” She came around front again after having spoken all the way around First without really saying anything. “I don’t know if words can describe this ornament.”

Stepping back, Kiki prepared to admire First for at least 15 minutes and wondered if she could do so without repeating herself. “Your hair is so beautiful and shiny and soft and perfect. From the roots of your hair, inch by inch, millimeter by millimeter, all the way to the end is the envy of every woman in the world. The way it cascades over your beautiful shoulders. Toss it for me. Yes, like that… over your shoulder… it’s poetry.” She proceeded to admire First’s eyes, nose, lips, cheeks, chin, and ears, pacing her words so that as Mistress came the first time, First had been thoroughly admired from the neck up. 

“So many fine points,” said Kiki as she started the second five minutes. “But it’s the whole that is the most beautiful. The way you stretch and your perfect skin and yes, the way you squirm when you need to cum. Even the sounds you make are sexy and incredible.” After that brief foray into the whole picture, she returned to admiring First bit by bit—shoulders, tits, tummy, arms, fingers, and back. Another five minutes passed and Kiki turned her admiration to First’s ass, pussy, thighs, calves, feet, and toes. “From the very top to the tips of your toes, you are the most exquisite ornament in the world.”
By the end of the 15 minutes, First knew she’d had three erogenous zones teased to bring her to a point where she really, really needed to cum. Butter’s tongue around her asshole and the penetration that only Butter could do was erotic. Mommy’s attention to her pussy was driving her crazy. And Kiki’s words were somehow stimulating a third erogenous zone, her mind. All those times she’d been an ornament with Kiki and mentally begging for Mistress’ eyes on her paled in comparison to being the sole ornament with Kiki voicing what they all were admiring. 
As everyone expected, after her third orgasm, Mistress dismissed Tease and rose. “Not just any ordinary ornament,” she said as she approached the dangling slave. “Such a sexy ornament that I came three times.” She stopped right behind Mommy. “Stop, Mommy. That’s enough.” To First’s look of disappointment, she said, “You may cum now, First, but no slave is going to touch your pretty pussy. Butter, you stop, too.”
For a second there was a look of desperation in First’s eyes as she wondered just how she was supposed to cum. It just wasn’t possible unless somebody touched her. Then, to everyone’s astonishment, Mistress pulled First’s pussy lips apart and ran her tongue up her sister’s slit all the way to her clit. Attacking the hard button at the center of First’s being, she took the squirming slave to two long orgasms. When she stepped back, she licked her lips and said, “Yeah, a beautiful ornament and tasty, too.”
First couldn’t have been happier. Mistress had defined her in a special way—a way she hadn’t expected. To top it off, she had no idea why Mistress had licked her pussy. Frankly, her little sister needed more practice, but the mere idea that Mistress did it made up for the poor technique. 

After lunch, it was Tease’s turn to be the focus of Mistress’ attention. The slaves nervously noted the presence of Mistress Theresa, a sure sign that Mistress Joanie had planned something different and difficult. To start, Mistress had Mommy help Tease put on long black boots. The boots had four inch heels and above the ankle they were latex stockings that clung to the preteen’s slender thighs. Adding long latex gloves put the attention on everything that was uncovered—her nipples, pussy, ass, and everything in between. Mistress added a matching blindfold.  
Positioning Tease on her back, Mistress Theresa pulled the worried slave’s legs up and over her head. With Tease bent in half, Mistress Joanie pulled Tease’s arms up and around her thighs and tied her crossed wrists, trapping Tease’s legs and turning her into a pretzel. If she hadn’t been blindfolded, Tease would have a close up view of her own pussy. Mistress shoved a butt plug in Tease’s tight hole.
As Mistress Theresa turned Tease head over heels and put her down with her feet planted on the floor, Tease whined in concern. Over the past few weeks, Mistress had started what she called her personal gymnastics team. All of them got tight leotards. Mommy and First needed some support for their tits and Kiki needed somewhere to tuck her boy part and the other two got leotards just to round out the team. Consequently, Tease was flexible enough that the position, while disorienting, was not uncomfortable—not yet anyway. 
For the final touch, Theresa held Tease steady on her feet while Joanie attached ropes to her wrists and winched them up in the air. The result was Tease’s feet firmly on the floor with her butt prominently displayed in one direction and her head bent forward between her ankles in the other. Her arms, wrapped around her legs, reached straight up so she was stuck in that position. 

“That looks pretty sexy, Tease,” said Mistress. “You have my permission to cum, but nobody can reach your pussy like that.” She took off the blindfold and Tease saw her butt was inches off the ground and her pussy was inches away from her face. It was her own head that was in the way and kept anyone from reaching her pussy. “Know what I want to see, Tease?”
“No, Mistress,” said Tease. Twisted the way she was, she didn’t feel sexy and didn’t know why she was in the position in the first place. 
“You’re so good at teasing that I want you to tease yourself,” said Mistress. 

Tease myself? How in the heck can I do that? Am I supposed to taunt myself about not being able to cum? About how stupid I look? About how helpless I am? “How’d you tease me this morning?” prompted Mistress. How did I… ? Oh, shit… no, not that. She can’t mean… oh fuck, can I even reach my own pussy? It’s right there. Just three more inches and stick my tongue out. No, that’s not what she means. Tentatively she used her arms to pull her legs down and her pussy closer and at the same time stretched her head forward. 
“Oh, my God,” said First and then clamped her hand over her mouth. 

“There you go, Tease,” said Mistress. “A little closer and you’ll be licking your own pussy for me.”
Using her arms to pull her butt down and pushing her head forward, Tease flicked her tongue out and felt it graze her pussy lips. This is the worst thing she’s ever done to me. Fuck, she wants me to lick myself? I’ve licked all their pussies, but this is different. My own. How do I taste? Could I make myself cum? Nobody teases like I do. Maybe this will be spectacular. She stretched again and ran her tongue through her slit. At least I taste as good as Mistress. 
“Good girl, Tease,” said Mistress. “Just a little bit higher and that’s your clit.” She giggled. “I suppose you know where your own clit is. Here, let me help.” Mistress reached in and put a hand on the back of Tease’s head and pushed gently. She didn’t want to hurt Tease and from the lack of any sound, she figured it was safe. Now she could see Tease’s tongue in her own pussy and in contact with her clit. “That’s it. Eat pussy. Such a good slave. I’ll let you cum, but wait until I say it’s OK. You’re gonna have to tease yourself a little.”
Waggling her tongue around her clit, Tease’s confidence increased. It was a stretch and a strain to reach her pussy, but it wasn’t the kind of stretch and strain that had made First so sexy this morning. “God, she’s doing it.” Tease retracted quickly at the sound of Master Paul’s voice. You invited Master Paul to watch? Mistress! How could you?

“Get back in there, Tease,” said Mistress. “It’s not an option. You’ll lick until you cum. It shouldn’t bother you that Master Paul wants to watch. Heck, we’re getting it on video anyway for everybody to watch later. This is what I want from you. My best friend turned into my slave and now I’m making you lick your own pussy.”
Jeez, she’s enjoying watching me do it. Master Paul is enjoying it, too. Dammit, he already saw me lick it. I can just imagine the grin on his face.  The girl next door is about to do the worst thing Mistress can imagine. Just for her. Why the fuck am I getting tingly? How can I possibly be turned on now? My former best friend wants to watch me lick my own pussy. Will it be worth it, and how much do I want to please Mistress?

She knew she had to do it and she knew she was getting excited. It wasn’t about having an audience. It was about pleasing Mistress. Stretching again, she found her clit and focused on licking pussy the best she could. Then, right under her ass, she saw a small camcorder appear pointed right at her pussy. Oh God, a close up shot for everybody. “There, now everybody can see,” said Mistress. What? She’s showing it live? All the slaves are watching me eat myself. This is what my life has become... entertaining my friends in the nastiest way possible. Not that she considered Joanie and Paul friends anymore, but Mistress had brought it up. Her best friend is eating her own pussy. Fuck, it feels good, too. I’m a good pussy licker. Knowing how it felt and what felt good, Tease teased herself closer and closer, careful not to cum. 
The other slaves watched with horny amazement and no little amount of concern. If Tease had to do this, then would Mistress make them all do it? Was that what gymnastics was for? They all came to the same conclusion—that this was Tease’s thing and nobody else would have to do it just like nobody but Kiki did the dogs. Still, there was always the exception. Kiki wondered if she could blow herself in that position and hoped it wouldn’t come to that. 
After a few minutes, Mistress could tell that Tease was close and doing every bit as good a job of teasing herself as she did anyone else. “That is just so hot,” she said. “You could cum, but you can’t cum. You could lick yourself all afternoon. Maybe half an hour until you cum. Take yourself to the edge for me, Tease. Jeez, I wonder if you imagined you’d ever lick yourself.” Stop it, Mistress. Don’t tease me. Let me cum. No, I didn’t imagine it, but it feels good. I can make myself cum, but I have to tease myself first. 
“Get in there. Lick up your own juices,” said Mistress, enjoying the show. The feeling of power and Tease’s obedience were incredibly arousing. “Messy, messy. Now do it. Make yourself cum!” She was pleased that Tease came within seconds, showing that she had indeed taken herself right to the edge. 

“Mommy, make me cum,” said Mistress, lying back with her legs spread. “Tease, keep going. As many as you can.”

“Kiki,” called Master Paul. “Come and suck my cock.”
While the Mistress and Master came, Tease managed two more orgasms and then they freed her from the cramped position. 
*****

Butter was a confused little girl. She didn’t know she was confused, but she was. Why am I the only slave who doesn’t like being a slave? Everybody else gets off on it, but not me. It’s just not right for me to be treated like this by Mistress. I’m not a slave. If she’d known words like intimidated and coerced, she might have used them to describe herself instead of slave, but she was a rather dull witted girl and 5th grade was the last schooling she’d ever get. Her mind dealt with terms like slave and not slave, forced, tricked, and how those spankings hurt too much to disobey.  

What Butter didn’t understand was the other slaves were not as eager as they seemed. Take Tease for example. Sure she’d resisted at first and when they were alone they’d talk about how mean Joanie had become and how much they hated doing all the nasty stuff she made them do, but Butter remembered other things. I remember the time we were locked in the Plexiglas box facing each other. Tease wasn’t reluctant to touch me and kiss me. She never said Joanie’s pussy was disgusting. Even when Paul showed up and claimed her, Tease talked like she didn’t like it, but I saw the real Tease. She liked being the center of attention. She was already teasing back then. It was a challenge and she did every nasty thing Paul wanted and she was proud of it. 

First and Kiki were just as transparent. Who on earth would do the things they do for their little sister? They almost never get punished. Big grins on their faces as they make out together and they never complain about being naked. Mommy was the worst of the bunch. Butter didn’t consider that Mommy had years of slave training behind her as she watched the woman. She never even hesitates. It’s downright gross to watch her eat out Mistress or prance off with another owner. She likes it. She gets off on it like Tease and First and Kiki. Fuck me naked in the morning, Kiki likes dressing like a girl. She likes having tits. She likes doing the dogs. 

Every slave followed orders without question. So did Butter, but she was being forced and she wasn’t eager. Not being a mind reader, she couldn’t know the others would have chosen freedom over their slavish existence. 

There had been a brief moment of sanity when the three college girls were forced into slavery. Now they’d been reluctant. Not eager at all. Like me… but I’ve seen the movies of Princess so happy with big dogs fucking her… yuck... and blowing them… double yuck… with a smile on her face and a whopping big orgasm at the end… triple double yuck. And what Erin does with that huge horse cock… don’t tell me she doesn’t like being a slave. Or the way Barbara practically begs to be hurt and gets more excited when she is. They caved. They like it. Not me. 

She had to admit there was that disgusting and depraved butt play that Joanie and the others would do. It was oddly exciting and it felt good when somebody poked her butt with anything at all. That makes me different, too. I don’t see any of the other slaves liking a good butt fuck. Ha, they don’t even have butts… they have asses. Mine’s a butt. It’s a cute, round, sexy butt. Plump and soft. Everybody says so. Not round and firm like Tease’s ass or wide like Mommy’s ass. Maybe there’d been a couple of times at first when she was reluctant, but now that she knew how good it felt, she let them do it. Sure she sucked cock and licked pussy sometimes, but her butt fetish was a novelty and none of the owners could resist winding the little butt slut up and watching her cum. That’s exactly what makes me not a slave. They pleasure me. It didn’t matter that usually she didn’t get to cum (on Joanie’s orders). What mattered is men, women, boys, and girls touched that part of her where shit came out. What the heck is that all about? Who’d touch somebody there? Who would let a nobody like me lick them there? Butt licking… almost as much fun as getting a butt fuck. I’ll bet nobody else in the world knows how good it tastes deep inside. It’s hard work, but it’s worth it. That’s my secret.

The little butt slut occupied her mind with those thoughts as she licked Mommy’s asshole, First’s asshole, Kiki’s asshole, and finally Tease’s asshole. She made them squirm with desire, but Mistress didn’t want them to cum. On the girls, she could easy just lick a little higher and make them cum or she could suck Kiki’s cock. She didn’t mind doing that under these conditions. Once she’d teased them mercilessly it was fun to make them cum. 

Finished with those four tasty tidbits, Butter looked shyly at Mistress. She was excited and wanted Mistress’ ass, too. It would be better, because Mistress would cum. Not that I like pussy, but once she’s that close, it’s quick and easy… unless she wants multiples… heck, it’s fun to get her to make those noises and her pussy doesn’t taste that bad. “Mistress, may Butter lick your beautiful ass. You’re the tastiest and I love it the best.” Oh, the things I’ll say to get her to give it up to me. She stuck her tongue out three inches and she could see two of those inches. “Mistress, I’ll get it that far up your ass.” To the best part. “Mistress, please, may Butter bury her face between your cheeks and lick you inside and out and then make you cum?” It was a foregone conclusion that she’d do it, but there were often rewards for asking, even begging. 

Mistress Joanie liked to hear her slaves beg, especially when Butter begged for the most disgusting thing she could imagine. The little mistress saw the consummate slave in Butter. The butt slut would do just about anything lest she be denied the privilege of licking ass or getting her butt reamed. There was no hint of the defiance Butter thought she had. Like all the others, she’d been seduced by a depraved desire. Mistress would never suspect that Butter thought of herself as not a slave. 

“Come here, Butter,” said Joanie. “Pull down my shorts and panties with your teeth. All the way off, not just enough to get what you want, but all the way off.” She watched with intense pleasure as the 12-year-old slave unsnapped and unzipped her shorts with her teeth and then struggled to get them down and set them aside. It took several arousing minutes as a girl who was once one of her best friends fought to remove her shorts. It took Butter less than a minute to skin Mistress’ panties off with her teeth. She quickly returned to Mistress’ spread legs and buried her face in the sweet cheeks. 

As Butter rimmed her, Joanie said, “Make it a double today, Butter. Kiki, butt fuck her. Butter, you may cum. Kiki, you may not.”

Butter made no response except to raise her butt into the air and to run her tongue through Mistress’ pussy and nibble on her clit. A “double” meant she was to lick both ass and pussy. It never occurred to the excited slave that she would be feasting on Mistress’ pussy much longer than she’d planned. Returning to Mistress’ ass, she worked her tongue past the tight sphincter. It was always such a struggle at first, but she’d “trained” Mistress to relax after that, allowing her to push her tongue the full three inches up the delicious and beautiful ass. 

As she penetrated Mistress’ ass, Butter felt Kiki’s naughty boy part poke at her butt. Kiki leaned in and Butter relaxed instantly, letting her boy part sink to its full depth in the first stroke. She moved back to Mistress’ pussy and clit and put her hand to her own pussy. Back and forth she went from pussy to ass, teasing both her Mistress and herself. She took her time to heighten the pleasure, but there was also that naughty thought that Kiki was pumping away without permission to cum and it was within her power to extend that time indefinitely. 

Though it was less than five minutes, it seemed longer to the butt slut as she teased herself. When she couldn’t take it any longer, she moved to Mistress pussy full time, taking herself and Mistress to a mind blowing orgasm as usual. It seemed that each one was better than the last. When Mistress didn’t stop her, Butter took another taste of Mistress’ ass and then took her to another orgasm. 

No one had told Kiki to stop either. “Mistress, another one for me, please?” Butter begged and immediately returned to her task. 

“One more for Mistress,” said Joanie. “Then maybe something more for you.” The 11-year-old Mistress found it nearly impossible to stop climaxing once she’d started and she moaned through a third orgasm in less than a minute. 

When Butter looked up expectantly, Mistress said, “Blow Kiki. Kiki, cum in her mouth.”

Any other slave would have wrinkled her nose at the command. She felt the cock slide out of its shitty sheathe leaving a sense of emptiness. Turning, she inhaled the pungent perfume and then plunged his cock into her mouth. Straight from my ass. It was deeper than I can go with my tongue and that makes it better. He came too quickly, but she took advantage of the silence from Mistress to lick the soft cock, searching for every taste of her own nectar. 

It was hard to keep from laughing now that she’d had three orgasms and the sexual excitement had passed, but Mistress kept her glee to herself as Butter laved the foul cock like it was candy. The funny part was that she hadn’t given Butter a command and she knew her slave thought she was getting away with something. 

“That’s good, Butter,” said Joanie after a couple of minutes. “All of my slaves pleased me today. I’ll let all of you ask for anything you want.” They’d played this game before and there was an implicit rule that if a slave asked for something reasonable, said slave would get it. If the slave asked for too much, then said slave was out of luck and would set a lower target next time. “You first, Mommy.”

“I’d like an ice cream cone, please, Mistress,” said Mommy without hesitation. She’d thought about it in anticipation of the offer. It had been months since she’d had a tasty treat. The meals were good, but there was never dessert or snacks.

“With chocolate ice cream, Mommy?” queried Joanie, knowing that was Mommy’s favorite. 

“Yes, please, Mistress,” said the slave. It galled her as much as anything did to ask her youngest child for something as simple as that. She wasn’t even sure if an ice cream cone was too much to ask for and didn’t want to push it by specifying a flavor. 

“First?” said Joanie, always going in age order. 

“Mistress, I’d like an iPod,” said First, taking a big chance that she wasn’t asking too much. 

That’s a loser, thought Joanie. She should know better. Though she made up her mind on the spot, Joanie never gave a hint as to whether the request would be granted. She never said no, but the requested object either showed up within 24 hours or not. “Kiki?”

The pseudo-girl blinked in surprise at First’s request. They never talked about what they would ask for, so an iPod was one of the last things she’d expected anyone to ask for. There was simply no entertainment allowed. After a few seconds, Kiki said, “Mistress, I’d like something in blue. A dress, I mean.”

“Interesting,” said Joanie. Something in blue for a boy? She has plenty of darling clothes. “Butter, what would you like?”

“Mistress, may I please have some clothes? Kiki has clothes.”

“Duh, that’s obvious that Kiki has them. Perhaps you’ll get some if you ask nicely,” chided Joanie. 

“Mistress, my lovely Mistress, may your devoted Butter have some clothes?” said Butter, asking nicely by buttering up Mistress. She almost added again that Kiki has clothes, but suddenly it dawned on her that was the problem with her first request. Duh, that’s obvious. Like I was saying I should get them because Kiki has them.  
“Better Butter,” said Mistress. “How about you, Tease?”

“Mistress, I’d like a cell phone,” said Tease. 

“So you can call me and tell me how good Butter looks in her new clothes?” asked Joanie with a hint of derision that dashed the hopes of both the girls that they’d get what they asked for. That’s a loser. What are First and Tease thinking? 

It wasn’t until after she’d secured her slaves that Joanie decided she could grant all the requests. Only Mommy would get what she expected, but the others would technically get what they asked for. In fact, Mommy got her chocolate ice cream cone after dinner as the dessert she missed so much. The other requests were granted the next day. After all, they did involve shopping and she could send one of the outside slaves, like Jenny, out shopping for her. 

The next morning, Joanie handed packages to First, Kiki, and Tease. She merely waved a bag at Butter. She wanted to personally dress her slave after the others opened their packages. 

First was as surprised as anyone that she actually got an iPod. She turned it over in her hands as if it might vanish. Pushing the button, she saw that it had one song on it. At least it was one of her favorites. “Thank you, Mistress,” she said. “It’s perfect.” It was more than she expected and there was no sense in complaining about the lack of music. 

“What will you ask for next, First?” asked Joanie, uncharacteristically. 

“More songs, Mistress,” said First. It was the logical next step. 

“What about ear buds?” said Joanie, dangling the critical iPod attachment.

First was shocked. Ear buds were part of an iPod, not an extra that she had to ask for. “Yes, Mistress, I’ll ask for ear buds next.”

Joanie chuckled. “Very nice, First. Surprised, but ever so nicely said.” She tossed the ear buds to First now that her sister had passed the test. “What am I going to do with them until then. You can have them and ask for music next time.”

Opening her package, Kiki held up a cute little sailor outfit like the school uniforms worn by schoolgirls in Japan though much abbreviated. It was indeed (mostly) blue with a short skirt and crop top, long white stockings, and black ballet flats. It was more than she expected. A blue outfit could have meant a blue dress, but this was blue, very girlie, and very sexy. What boy slave wouldn’t want to wear something like this? “May I put it on, Mistress?” she asked. 

“After everyone’s done,” said Joanie. “I’m sure you’ll look darling in it, but wait a few minutes.” 

When Tease opened her package, she found a smart phone just like she’d asked for. It took her half a minute to realize that it hadn’t been activated. There was no cell phone service, no Internet, and no email or text message capability. There was a game on it, if you could call it a game. Her school subject was English and so Mistress had loaded an English course complete with tests. It was a start. “Thank you, Mistress.” 

With those packages dispensed with, Joanie carried the bag over to Butter. “Time for me to dress you in your new clothes, pretty girl.” The first thing that Joanie pulled out of the bag certainly did not fit Butter’s idea of clothes. She resisted the temptation to try to peek in the bag. There better be more than that. It was just like Mistress to tease them with an iPod and phone that didn’t really do much, so she feared the worst when it came to the clothes. 

Joanie held up the rope harness to Butter and then wrapped it around her upper body. It framed her growing mounds with half inch rope that crossed between them and tied in back. Tying the top part of the harness in place, Joanie pulled a dangling rope down and tucked it between Butter’s pussy lips, up the crack of her ass, and then pulled it back out in front. She tied a knot in it right where it pressed against Butter’s clit, another knot at the entrance to Butter’s pussy, and a third knot right where Butter’s butt hole was. Then, she ran the rope back through Butter’s pussy lips, up between her plump ass cheeks, and tied it to the back of the harness. The rope not only accentuated the slave’s tits, pussy, and ass, it rubbed her in a most erotic fashion. 

Butter squirmed, testing the position of the knots on her clit and butt hole. It didn’t take much thought to realize they’d get her very excited if she wasn’t careful and maybe even if she was. 

Pulling a pair of stockings from the bag, Joanie put the thigh high white stockings on her slave. She’d come to understand that a partially clothed girl was often more erotic than a naked one and Butter certainly looked erotic with nothing but the rope harness and stockings. As she pulled the dress out of the bag, Joanie heard a definite sigh of relief from Butter. “Yes, real clothes, Butter.”

Barely, thought Butter once Joanie slipped on the garment. It was a black maid’s outfit with a white apron, white puffy sleeves, and a white frilly front. It definitely fit the description of clothes, but Butter noticed right away that the bottom of the little black skirt lined up with the bottom of her crotch. The slightest bend or sitting would give everyone a view of her pussy and ass. When Mistress put a little white cap on her head, it was obvious that was it. 

Mistress stepped back and admired the view. “Now that’s what I call sexy,” said Joanie. “You’ve got on clothes, but they only make you looked hotter. You look like an invitation to fuck, but the rope will keep cocks out of your pussy and butt.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Butter, swallowing her pride and the protest she desperately wanted to make. These are not clothes… not what I meant. I might as well be naked… and if this is sexy and my pussy and butt are covered… can you say cocksucker? Maybe she’ll just leave me here. I’m more dressed than Mommy, First, and Tease. That’s something. Just don’t take me out where one of the men or boys sees me.

“Come on, Butter,” said Joanie. “Let’s see what Master Paul thinks of you. Later, the three amigos are coming over. You aren’t allowed to touch yourself. You may cum as much as you can, but only by squirming and making the knots rub against your clit and butt hole. Make sure you tell everyone that Mistress Joanie wants the ropes to stay in place.”

After blowing Paul, Butter had some time to figure out the best way to use the crotch rope. It took a lot of squirming, but she managed a couple of orgasms. Unfortunately for her, she was squirming her way to a third one when the three amigos found her. They watched her in horny amazement for 30 seconds before Jack said, “Fuck this, I get her first.”

“Mistress Joanie said you can’t take off the ropes,” she said as they grabbed her. After a brief examination that frustrated the boys, she said, “I’m a cocksucker.” She was indeed, getting three loads of cum in her tummy in less than five minutes. 

*****

Maggie Owens had come to accept her role as Bubba’s slave. Months of being his slave, capped by being his 24x7 slave for the entire summer break had turned her into the consummate slave. On the first day of school, she went through her duties as the vice principal with hardly a thought about being a slave. It was ever present in the fact that she wore no underwear, was plugged front and rear, ate a sandwich at lunch garnished with God knows whose cum, felt the warm gold rings running through her nipples, and never sat in her chair. She was the vice principal and none of that interfered with her job. 
As the final bell rang on that first day of school, Maggie sighed in relief that nothing untoward had been demanded of her during school hours. Outside of school, it was a given. Crap, when did it come to this? thought Maggie. She had five owners (Mr. Amos, Bubba, and the three amigos) with her in the school, along with two slave teachers and three slave students with three slave mothers. 
Stepping out of the school office, she walked the halls to make sure there were no students lingering around unsupervised. Walking in four inch heels was easy for her since six inch heels were the norm at Bubba’s house. They were the highest Bubba thought she could get away with at school without causing a scene. She knew that wasn’t true. Four inch heels were the highest that wouldn’t cause a school board inquiry into her behavior… her long legs and ass were a constant scene that turned the boys’ heads and raised parents’ eyebrows. 

When the school was empty, she returned to her office, collared herself and took her purse with her to the girls’ bathroom. After locking the door, she stripped off her dress, removed the big fat plug in her ass, and put it in her mouth to clean it. Then she screwed a small brush into the end of the plug so it stuck out of her mouth. On her hands and knees, she started scrubbing the filthy floor. It wasn’t the first time she’d scrubbed this floor, but it was the first time she’d done it after a full day of school. The “practice” sessions had been scrubbing Bubba’s piss off the floor, not the sloppy messes of hundreds of high school girls. I’m the vice principal… naked and scrubbing the girls’ bathroom with a toothbrush. What if somebody finds me like this? I couldn’t bear it, but I can’t bear the thought of disappointing Bubba. The things he can do to me… worse than being caught like this. 
Maggie had been cleaning dried piss and shit from the toilets and floors for half an hour when she heard the door open and stiffened in reflexive fright. Only Mr. Amos and Bubba had keys to the door, but it still sent a chill down her spine to be caught with her ass sticking out of a stall as she scrubbed the base of a toilet. Scrambling to her feet, she stood at attention as Bubba ran his eyes over her and then examined the floor where she’d been working. 

“Good girl,” said Bubba, patting her head. He grinned at her trained response – wiggling her body like an excited puppy being petted by her master and preening unabashedly. She worked so hard for him and rarely made a mistake anymore. The floor was spotless and he’d have to make something up if he wanted to punish her. He’d stopped that practice as counterproductive to her training, though that didn’t stop him from demeaning her, hurting her, and using her just for fun. As much as it galled her to serve the janitor, it thrilled him to own the vice principal. The proud, beautiful woman would do anything for him and it made his huge cock hard just to see her wiggle with delight at his touch. 

Clipping a leash to her collar, he had her get on her hands and knees and led her out of the bathroom into the silent hallway. He took her into the boys’ bathroom, just a short trip for the naked woman through the public building that he knew made her nervous. “Last stall on the end,” he said as he let her loose again. “I saved that mess for you.” 

Wondering what special mess had been saved for her, Maggie crawled to the last stall and pushed her way in. It looked like several boys had deliberately missed the toilet, leaving dried and puddled pee. Mixed in with the pee was the unmistakable milky appearance of cum as well. She fought the urge to retch as she examined the mess. She could scrub off the dried piss and cum, but there was only one way to take care of the puddles. Why would the boys leave a mess like this? Do they know that the vice principal has to crawl in here and clean up after them? Are they getting off on imagining me doing this? With a light sob, she pulled the plug from her mouth and began lapping up the sickening brew. Noticing it was still warm, she realized that Bubba had recently deposited his pee and cum on top of the boys’ dried mess.
*****

Several renovations had been made to the school during the summer. The offices had been soundproofed so virtually anything could be done to anyone in the principal’s and vice principal’s office. Locking cabinets had been added to all the classrooms to store books and school supplies. The rooms assigned to Art Johnson, Dale Kemper, and Jenny McBride had been soundproofed so the slaves could work and play right in the classroom. 
Before school started that morning, Eva Simon brought Tanya into her husband’s classroom and made her strip. She tied the pretty young woman’s wrists behind her and tied her elbows tight enough that they touched and Tanya’s tits were thrust out invitingly. Then she tied the slave’s calves to her thighs so her feet were pressed against her heart shaped ass. Finishing the job with a big red ball gag, Eva had Art put his naked and bound wife into a cabinet kneeling upright. As Eva shut and locked the cabinet door, the last thing she saw was Tanya’s eyes wide with surprise. 
Throughout the day, Tanya knelt in darkness and listened to the sounds of her husband’s class… his voice… students shuffling and talking… occasional sounds frighteningly close to the cabinet that made her think she was about to be exposed. The plug in her ass hummed deep inside her for minutes at a time and then lay dormant for even longer, making her dread the next time. In her pussy, a little vibrator kept her on the edge of an orgasm for each of the five classes for the day. It was a constant battle to keep from cumming with the classes the only reference she had for how much time had passed. 
When the third class started and Art launched into the same lecture, Tanya retreated to her own thoughts. She had a hard time thinking back past the time she’d become a slave. That wasn’t her anymore, so those memories weren’t real. She could remember the time her Mistress had gotten her so aroused that when she was told she could cum, she didn’t even care that the cocks belonged to two boys. She sucked off the first while diddling herself to a rush of orgasms and let the second one fuck her. It was the video afterwards where she noticed the boys were just 13 and 14. The second one had even said no, but she’d insisted, stripped him, and showed him how to fuck her. It was a damning video and she never disobeyed her Master and Mistress after that. 
She’d seen Art’s version of that video when Master “rewarded” his slave with two 14-year-old girls. Art may have wished they were younger, but he didn’t hesitate to let one suck him off and then eat out both of them. The next day after school, Grace showed up in his classroom and lifted her skirt to show her shaved pussy. “Mrs. Simon said you have to do it again. Right here. Right now.” He’d ducked his head under her skirt and made her cum quickly. Then she’d pulled down his pants and underwear. “Oh, fudge,” said the teen as she saw the cage on his cock. “She didn’t give me the key to that lock, but she did tell me to say that yesterday was the last blowjob you’ll ever get.”
The Johnson’s initiation into the club had been 10 days later. Blindfolded and bound over a spanking horse, Tanya waited her turn. She could tell it wasn’t just her Master and Mistress. Somebody spanked her until she was breathless from screaming and then three men fucked her in the ass, one right after the other. It was way too fast for just Master and the cocks were too big to be the boys she’d fucked. They talked about a club, slaves, and initiation. 
In another room, Art was blind and deaf as he started the initiation. He wore a latex hood that covered him above the neck except for his ring gagged mouth and an opening for his nostrils.  Naked and leashed, he was led to the center of a very large room with a wooden frame in the center of the room and chairs and couches all around. His arms were stretched high and wide as his wrists were secured to the top corners of the frame. He felt his ankles being pulled apart and attached to the bottom corners of the frame. He felt incredibly exposed as he stood there naked and stretched uncomfortably vulnerable. Lastly the ring in the top of his hood was attached to a ring in the top center of the frame. He struggled, but was totally helpless.

The exposure mixed with his inability to see, hear, move, or talk was different than anything he’d endured before. It made him shiver with fear. Something was going on and he had no way of knowing what. Left alone, he couldn’t even judge how much time had passed as his body started to ache from the stretch and his immobility. 
For the initiation, Eva Simon wore shiny black thigh high boots, leather panties, and a leather bustier, a sexy looking mistress with everything covered for now. Her husband, Eddie, wore nothing but a pair of black leather pants. The first of the guests to arrive was Mark Evans. Just turned 18, this was his first party, though he’d owned his mom since he was 12. She followed him in on a leash clad in a skimpy maid uniform. The uniform consisted of a tight maid’s uniform with holes for each breast and a skirt so short she was totally exposed. A garter belt and black stockings with a pair of 7" heels forcing her on to her toes completed her uniform. Her jewelry consisted of gold rings in each nipple, a gold stud through her belly button and several rings in her pussy with a bell attached so that with each step it emitted a tiny ringing sound.
As the club grew in size, the members had designated Barb Evans as the maid. Her son had been training her and this was her first party in her new role. She blushed as she took tiny steps into the room, her shoes clicking on the floor. Her son led her into the room and unleashed her. Not even waiting to be told, she hurried into the kitchen to make drinks for Eva and Eddie. 
A few minutes later, Mistress Theresa arrived with Cindy in tow. The President of the Board of Education wore a schoolgirl uniform. Her plaid skirt was so short that it was obvious she wore no panties. Her sheer blouse left nothing to the imagination. The slave’s hair was done up as twin pony tails and, per her Mistress’ orders, she skipped as she was led into the room. Theresa unleashed her toy and went to admire the new slave.
“Come over here, slut Cindy,” said Eddie. He ordered her to her hands and knees in profile to him and rested his feet on her back. “That’s perfect,” he said. “What do you think, dear?”

Eva chuckled. “I think she’s quite the slut showing off her ass and pussy like that. What a nice view.” She was sitting so that Cindy’s ass faced her. The schoolgirl’s short skirt was pointless in that position.  
Next to arrive was Peter Amos, leading Linda Chance into the room. She wore a complex rope harness that only accentuated her big tits. With her arms tied severely behind her back, she was forced to push her tits out as if offering them to everyone. A rope ran through her pussy slit and up the crack of her ass. The knot on the rope was strategically placed so just walking stimulated her clit. Her pussy was wet from the constant arousal. 
“Here, catch, slut Linda,” said Eddie, tossing her a plastic ring. When she caught it, he said, “Go put that on the new slave.”

The naked slave tottered up to Art on her high heels and stroked his cock to hardness. Then she slid the cock ring to the base of his cock, locking it in a permanent erection. When she returned to her Master, he told her to start licking Cindy’s ass. “Yes, Master,” she said. “Thank you, Master.” Kneeling behind her fellow slave, she rimmed the tight pucker and even shoved her tongue up Cindy’s ass. She’d fuck it until she was told to stop. 
Leading Dale and Beth Kemper in, Steve Evans grinned at the sight of Linda already demeaning herself. This was only the Kemper’s first meeting since their initiation. Dale wore a lavender, sequined evening gown and 4” heels. His wife wore nothing but a collar, 6” heels, and her piercings. Chains connected her nipple rings to her clit ring and tongue ring. The chains stretched her nipples toward each other, her clit up, and her tongue two inches out of her mouth. Her hands were bound behind her back. 
Last to arrive was Bubba, wearing a white leather suit. His slaves preceded him. Linda and Patti wore leather harnesses, halters, bit gags, blinders, plumes, and shoes that sounded like horse hooves as they walked across the tile floor. Bubba had the pony girls’ reins in his hands and slapped them hard across the ponies’ backs. He let them lead him close to Art and then pushed them back against a wall where they were out of the way, yet completely on display. 
“My, my,” said Bubba, circling the bound figure. “Another teacher. So much fun. We need to get some of those women teachers, though. He’s not much to look at. You say his wife is a hot piece of ass?”

“Yes, Bubba,” said Eva. She rose and kicked Linda. “Out of the way you stupid cow.” The slave retreated to her Master’s feet so Eva could walk around Cindy’s ass. “We’ll initiate him first and then you’ll get to see her. You’ll love her. She’s from Alabama and she hates blacks.”
As far as Art knew, he was alone. It could have been his Mistress who stroked his cock and installed the cock ring. They could be watching him or not. In fact, he had the sense that no one was there. Mistress had just come by and teased his cock and now he was alone again to drool on his chest and hurt in silence. He jerked when hands pressed against his ass and pried it apart. A warm, wet tongue circle his ass. Oh, God, what are they making Tanya do? That’s disgusting. He jerked again when a tongue ran up his cock slowly and sensuously. Who the fuck is that? It can’t be Tanya and Master or Mistress would never do that. The mouth took in the head of his cock and, to his amazement, he felt the lips slide all the way to the base. The only person he’d seen do that was Tanya blowing Master. Of course, he could do it, too, but no one except Master had seen him do that. Another slave? 
A third mouth sucked on his balls, confusing him even more. More slaves? That means more Masters or Mistresses? For God’s sake, who the fuck is here? I’m dangling here like an ornament for a bunch of strangers. The attention to his cock, balls, and ass was incredible and he felt an orgasm approaching despite the pain in his arms, legs, and neck. Just as he thought he would cum, the attention stopped. His cock throbbed with need. Even with the ring in place, he thought he could cum. 
In a minute, the mouths returned. Aware that he had to have an audience, he jerked in frustration over the tease. How many people are there? Just toying with me. This is the most humiliating thing ever. He couldn’t fight the pleasure, though. The mouths were divine and it was the most pleasure he’d ever felt. Yet, he knew by now that there were no rewards for a slave. This was just another form of torment. He thrust his hips forward, helping the mouth on his cock what little bit he could. Just as he thought he could cum, the mouths stopped again. 
The third time the slaves went to work on Art, they took him to the edge again. Though he thought one of them had to be Tanya, it was really Cindy sucking his cock, Linda licking his ass, and Beth licking and sucking his balls. This time they didn’t stop. He was ready to cum… ready to cum… ready to cum… and then he realized that the cock ring really was going to keep that from happening no matter how good it felt and how much he wanted it. Shaking with frustration and desire, he was relieved when the mouths stopped this time. 
Using a pair of tongs, Bubba reached into Art’s mouth and pulled the teacher’s tongue out. Holding it there, he sprayed it with antiseptic, poked a needle through the tip, and inserted a gold ring that he locked in place. 

Expecting the mouths to continue the tease, Art was surprised when something pulled his tongue out. He wondered what was about to happen, his best guess was that something disgusting was about to be put on his outstretched tongue and then he felt the sharp pain of the needle. His body jerked, but he learned just how helpless he was as he remained in position with his tongue practically offered for abuse while Bubba inserted the ring. 
As his nipple was pulled, Art had no doubt what was about to happen, but he still could do nothing. He moaned loud in pain, frustration, and humiliation as the needle slid through his nipple and then was replaced by a gold ring. He tried to argue incoherently as his other nipple was stretched and then pierced. 
Bubba attached short chains to the man’s tongue and nipple rings so his tongue was pulled out and his nipples stretched up. Then, Mistress Eva went to work. She knelt in front of the slave and put a one-inch scrotum stretcher in place. That was the limit of what he’d worn in the past and she knew it was at least uncomfortable, if not painful.
As his Mistress stretched his balls down and locked the stretcher in place, Art grimaced in pain. She had to stretch it farther than one inch to get it in place and then once it was there, he relaxed. This was a devilishly different device, however, and he felt her still doing something with it. She turned a crank and the gears of the stretcher forced the ends apart. At first Art gasped and moaned in pain, but when it reached an inch and a half, he was howling in helpless pain. The guests laughed at his predicament. He looked like he was skewered on a red hot poker and trying to get free, but it was just his balls and there was no freedom to be had. 
It was while Art was being pierced and tortured that Steve, Mark, and Peter visited Tanya and fucked her ass. Leaving their cum in her, Mark plugged her ass, and they returned to Art’s initiation in time to see him writhing in pain. 

“Do it now,” said Bubba. 

Cindy removed the cock ring and took his cock in her mouth again. Beth licked at his dangling and tortured balls while Linda drove her tongue deep. Art jerked in pain and then, to his horror, felt a wave of pleasure. The lips slid up and down his cock with incredible talent and the tongue in his ass was arousing. All at once, he felt his cum boil out of his balls and shoot down the length of his cock into the warm, inviting mouth. The orgasm surprised him just by happening, but then the intensity shocked him. His whole cock seemed to explode in pleasure as Cindy milked every drop out of it. His body finally came to rest in a confusing mix of pain and pleasure. 
With her slave’s ordeal over, Eva unzipped the back of his hood and removed it. Art’s eyes immediately went to the kneeling woman in front of him. He was astonished to see the President of the Board of Education, and a damn sexy one at that, kneeling and licking her lips. He stared at her beautiful and sexy body, feeling like that alone might resurrect his cock. It was not to be and his next surprise was Beth Kemper, also naked, and positioned to indicate she’d been attending to his balls. For a moment he wondered what Dale would think of that and then he looked around and saw his fellow teacher. Fuck me! Just like me and Tanya. Him and his wife… damn, she’s hot, too. What is she… just 20, right? Even younger than Tanya and already a slave. Finally, he looked over his shoulder and saw Linda. Fuck me again! That’s Susie’s mom. I remember her from the open house. Look at those tits. Better than they were at the open house. All these sexy slaves and I’ll never get to touch one of them… except I just came in Cindy Cooper’s fucking mouth! He noticed Valerie and Patty, also mothers of students. 

He’d tried to avoid looking at the dressed guests, but he couldn’t any longer. Just what is the school janitor doing here and looking so dapper and smug. A Master. For God’s sake, he’s a Master! And Mr. Amos, the principal!? Holy fuck, no way… Mrs. Wheeler, his secretary. I’m here on display for all of them. My God, I’m going to be used by them… belong to them. He didn’t recognize Steve or Mark Evans, but they were clearly Masters.  
Where’s Tanya? Steve and Mark got him untied and dropped him in an exhausted heap. Then, Art’s question was answered as she was led out naked and hooded and tied up right where he’d just been. The owners all went to the kitchen for dinner, taking their slaves with them and letting Tanya’s pain build. Only Art remained where he knelt five feet in front of his wife with orders never to look away. 
Hearing the clinking of dishes and silverware, Art knew what the owners were doing. He had no interest in food as he watched Tanya try to shift to ease the strain. He knew just what that felt like and it was his torment to watch his wife suffer. It was his fault that they were slaves, yet Tanya had never complained about her choice or blamed him, at least not aloud. He hadn’t been allowed to touch her since their enslavement, so kneeling in front of her sexy body was another torment and on top of that was the knowledge that she would be well used by everyone except him tonight. 
By the time the owners returned, Tanya squirmed relentlessly even though she knew that did nothing to ease the aches. It wasn’t her first time feeling this pain, but it was the first time it had lasted this long or that she’d been blind and deaf. There was no difference than if she’d been left alone and since that’s how it felt, it’s what she assumed. I hurt all over and for no reason at all. Not even Master or Mistress here to watch and enjoy. Not that it’s any better that way… or is it? Would it be better if I had a purpose? 
She knew there were others. Three cocks right in a row. Three loads of cum in her ass. Three men’s voices. They were part of a club. Before they brought her in and tied her, they’d replaced the simple blindfold with a hood and earplugs so she didn’t even have sounds to tell her what was going on. There were others, but she didn’t know how many or if they were watching her. 
When the owners returned from dinner, Bubba positioned Art behind his wife. “When I tell you to start, you pull those pretty ass cheeks apart and see how deep you can stick that tongue up her ass. I want it clean inside and out.”

“Yes, Master,” said Art as he was left to the most disgusting of the tasks. Cindy was positioned to lick Tanya’s pussy and Valerie and Patty were ready to suck on her nipples. Told to start, the three women attended to their assigned erogenous zone. Art immediately discovered the plug in Tanya’s ass and pulled it out. Without a thought, he put it in his mouth and cleaned it. He’d done that so many times with his own that it was second nature and suddenly licking her ass didn’t seem any worse than cleaning a plug. He rimmed her and then just before he plunged his tongue in her ass, he noticed the seepage. He was about to clean another man’s cum out of his wife’s ass. Bubba said clean inside and out. That’s what he meant. 

Tanya instantly came alert as the tongues went to work on her. With dread she could imagine the end result. What have I become? I’m a damn slut and I’m going to cum. I’m in pain and that’s going to make it better. There are God knows how many people out there. Four of them licking and how many watching? And that’s going to make it better. Please, just stop. Master and Mistress like to watch and that makes at least six. How many more? All looking at me. I was never like this before. I don’t want people to see my tits… my pussy… my ass… my orgasms. It’s private. My body’s going to betray me… already is… mmm, tongue in my ass… that feels wonderful. Fuck, somebody’s sucking the cum right out of me. Oh my God! It’s not just me being humiliated. We’re an act. Five of us entertaining how many? 
As her orgasm approached, Tanya was on fire. It hurt so bad. It was so humiliating. This was going to be… no, no, no, don’t stop! The sudden stop was like a bucket of cold water tossed on her. She squealed into the gag, expressing her need, but there was no answer. When the tongues returned, it was too late. They led her up and up and she already knew the ending. Just when she thought she might fool them… cold water. She felt like a taut bowstring vibrating on the bow. They returned again and stop… on and off… up and down. Then something grabbed her tongue and pulled it out. She was nearing a peak. So help me, if they pierce that… blindfolded she still saw bright lights as her body tensed in a fantastic orgasm. Did she pierce it? Yes, fuck me, the hurt is so wonderful. Hope they enjoyed the… eeaaahhh… cumming again. She did it again… the tip… twice in my tongue!

Her orgasm subsided and she wondered what her Mistress would do next. She was wrong about who was piercing her; she’d just assumed it was Mistress Eva. Moaning with desire, it seemed she needed the pain and then someone stretched out her left nipple. I’m being marked. It’s so permanent! Everyone will know. She jerked and tensed in another orgasm as the needle slid through her tender skin like a cock taking her virginity for the second time in her life. Skinny little cock fucking my nipple. The only thing she could hear was her own ragged breathing. Rather than hide from the needle, she pushed out her right tit and felt the pull and then the steel phallus took that nipple’s virginity. 
Tanya was almost disappointed that the piercings were over and then something pulled her clit out. No, she wouldn’t… she couldn’t… that would hurt so much… that’s different… could I even cum with my clit mutilated? No one licking it this time, just that perfect prick. She felt the touch of the needle poised to take that virginity. “Leeeessss,” she begged, not knowing if that was please do or please don’t. Her body jerked in another glorious orgasm from nothing but the pain. She was still reeling from that when needles went poke, poke, poke through her pussy lip. Four needles were embedded in her tender flesh as she shook with pain and pleasure. One by one Bubba removed them and put a gold ring in their place.   
By the time the last four rings were embedded permanently in her skin, Tanya hung limp in the frame. Her Mistress removed her hood and gag and she looked around the room. Not a stage. Just a small, intimate gathering of the powerful to watch the slut. Oh, look, there’s Art’s boss, Mr. Amos. Hi, Theresa… oops, probably Mistress Theresa now. Mistress and Master. The Mistress and The Master, that is. A couple of others… mmmm, strangers. God, I’m a slut. 
Then there were the not powerful, the naked who were obviously slaves. Hi, Beth. Aren’t you darling all naked and fucked. Oh, there’s hubby. At least it’s not just me and Art. Is that?!... Cindy fucking Cooper! Nice pussy licking, slut. And more strangers. Where’s Art? Ummm… holy fuck me in the morning… only one place he could be… bingo, right behind me… oh, sweetheart, I didn’t know you cared that much.
As Steve and Mark untied her wrists, Tanya said, “Don’t drop me, please, Masters.” They did anyway and Art caught her as she collapsed in a heap. She was weak and felt tipsy as if she’d had too much to drink. “Aren’t we fucked, sweetie,” she said proudly. 
Art had seen his wife lose control before, but never like this. She’d get high on endorphins and act silly, so he knew it was the drug talking.  Still, he ached to hear her giddy with excitement over what had just happened. Mistress Eva called him over to polish her boots with his tongue while Tanya regained her senses. 
Ten minutes later, Bubba explained the rules of the club. They belonged to every member just as they belonged to Mistress Eva and Master Eddie. Now they would show their obedience to each one of them, starting with Bubba. With the couple kneeling in front of him, Bubba stripped down. As his huge cock came into view he was pleased to see the look of fear and distaste on Tanya’s face. He knew he’d given her enough time to clear the giddiness from her head. This was how he wanted her. 
“I hear little white girls like big black cocks,” he said. His was a foot long and as big around as Tanya’s forearm. To Tanya, it looked like if he could remove it, he could use it as a club to beat her senseless. She wanted nothing more than to run and hide. Yet, she knew she had to obey. It was only a matter of which hole that was going in. “Master Eddie says you suck a mean cock.” He sat down and encircled the very base of his cock with his thumb and forefinger. “Kiss my fingers.”
Leaning to the side, Tanya had a clear path to literally kiss his fingers, but she knew he wanted her to do it the hard way. She moved back to center and licked the giant shaft. “Yeah, baby, nothing like a little white girl getting her first taste of black cock,” said Bubba. “I really love making Southern belles gag on mine.” He was thoroughly enjoying her obvious repulsion pitted against her need to obey. 
Sliding his thumb and forefinger up to within two inches of the head of his cock, he said, “Get started, slut, or you’ll wish you had.”
It was Tanya’s worst nightmare come true as she took the head of Bubba’s cock in her mouth and slid her mouth down to touch his fingers. She bobbed up and down, feeling like she wanted to throw up. The circle slipped farther and farther down his cock and she chased it as it did. The cock was at the back of her throat… in her throat… deep in her throat. “That’s a good little girl,” said Bubba. “Show me how much you like black cock.” She was about to the base, feeling the swell of his massive cock deep in her throat, when he said, “There you go, Art. Got this pretty little thing choking on my cock. I hear she’s never done this for you. It must be so special to bring your wife to a party like this just to watch her blow other men.”
Burning with shame, Tanya finished chasing his fingers, touching the base of his cock with her lips and sliding it back out. It was a sickening feeling to slide it deep and then nearly all the way out. Her throat expanded on the way in and gripped it on the way out. Master had taught her how to suck his cock, but this was much larger and it was black. “I knew white girls like black cock,” said Bubba as she blew him. “Cute little Bethie does it. Linda, Patty, and Valerie do it. Even slut Cindy loves it. Yep, that’s a damn treat having the school board prez going down on the janitor. I think this is the best, though. Southern belles suck the best cock.”
Once she got used to it, Tanya started to pick up speed. She wanted to get it over with. Like she’d been trained, her hands were crossed over the small of her back so she had nothing but her mouth, tongue, and throat to make him cum. “Quite a mouthful, slut, isn’t it? Would you like one of the other slaves to finish it?”

Tanya pulled all the way off the big man’s cock. “Yes, Master,” she said. She figured the worst that could happen would be he’d say no. Maybe he did want to demean Cindy or one of the other slaves. 
“Move to the side,” said Bubba, waving her away. “You can watch, ‘cause I hear little white boys like big black cock, too.” He looked at Art. “Bet you’re getting tired of watching her blow me. It’s your turn.”

For a second, Art froze. It was dead silent in the room and he looked around to see everyone watching. His gaze settled on Tanya who looked even more shocked that he did. I can, but not in front of Tanya. This is what they’ve been waiting for. I could have sucked off Master with her watching, but no, that wasn’t the right time. Bubba’s cock is the right time for them to make me do it in front of my wife for the first time. 
Moving in front of Bubba, he burned with shame just at the touch of his lips to Bubba’s cock. It was a daunting task, but like Tanya, he’d done Master’s full depth and now that he’d seen Tanya do this monster, he knew he had to. With a quick sob, he slid his lips down a couple of inches. Then, Bubba grabbed his head and pulled him down until he had a pair of big black balls banging on his chin. “White boys suck a mean cock, too,” said Bubba. “When I cum, you keep it all in your mouth so we can show your pretty little wife just what she’s married to.”
He wanted badly to stop, to put up at least a little fight, but Art knew how that would end. He could suck it now or suck it later after they’d made him wish he’d sucked it now. Starting where Tanya had left off, Art bobbed up and down the huge cock as fast as he could. Bubba kept talking about white boys and black cocks, wives watching their husbands suck cock, and teachers blowing the janitor, so the quicker he got Bubba to cum, the quicker he’d shut up the big man. 
When he felt Bubba tense, Art pulled off and used both hands to stroke the big black meat as it spewed cum in his mouth. He milked the cum out for several seconds, feeling like it would overflow. When he was done, he knelt with his mouth open as Bubba dipped a finger in and stirred it around. The once proud teacher blushed with sheer, unadulterated humiliation as Bubba taunted him. “Only thing better than little white boys sucking big black cocks. That’s little white boys showing their wives how to suck big black cocks. Now, Tanya, lie down on your back with your cocksucking mouth open.”
Not knowing what to expect, Tanya lay down and opened her mouth. “Art, you lean real close over her mouth and I want every drop of my cum in her mouth,” instructed Bubba. 

Tanya had been relieved at the reprieve from cocksucking, but as she watched Art’s face get impaled on Bubba’s cock, she realized there was something worse. She’d gladly suck Bubba and swallow his cum if she didn’t have to watch Art do it. She didn’t believe it was possible, but like her husband, she realized the owners had saved this moment until Art could do it on the biggest, blackest cock in the club.  She could imagine the humiliation of her husband as he did something so repugnant. Licking Mistress pussy had been traumatic for her, but she knew it was more traumatic for Art to suck a cock. 
To her amazement, Art did it like a pro. No complaints and hardly any hesitation. All the way down. He’d gone for the quick orgasm and earned a mouthful of another man’s cum. He’d cleaned three men’s cum out of her ass, but this was different. Just when she thought it was over, she found herself looking up as Art bent down and spit Bubba’s cum into her mouth. “Now that’s a good husband,” said Bubba. “Sharing with his wife. You may swallow it, cunt.” When she swallowed, he added, “Now thank your husband for a delicious load of Bubba cum.”
No sooner had she done that, then Master Peter called them over. The principal gloated over getting to fuck Tanya with her husband watching and quickly did so. Told she could cum, Tanya came just as the master did. “Now clean my cum out of her pussy,” he told Art. 
This is how it’s going to be, thought Art. Non-stop humiliation. Fuck her while I watch. Make me do something disgusting while she watches. He dug his boss’ cum out of his wife with his tongue and, to his dismay, she came while he did. 

As he finished, Mistress Theresa mock scolded the principal. “Peter, all your appointments are supposed to come see me first. That’s what a secretary is for. It’s just not right for my boss to screen them first.” She grabbed a nipple ring on each of the new slaves and led them back to the frame. There, she tied Tanya’s wrists together and then tied her wrists to the top center of the frame so she was on her toes.  

Leaving Art in a position to watch, which fit the pattern of the evening, Theresa picked up a heavy flogger. She started whipping Tanya’s tits with them, laughing at how they bounced nicely with each blow. 
Whipped relentlessly, Tanya grunted with each blow. Helpless to defend herself, she could only stand there and take it, hoping each one would be the last. She was in pain with tears coursing down her cheeks, yet the beating continued. The frustration was practically a tangible thing clawing at her insides as the wicked woman beat her and laughed. When Theresa stopped, it was only to shift her target to Tanya’s back. Then it was her ass, the back of her thighs, the front of her thighs, her stomach, and back to her tits. More than a hundred blows altogether. 
“You ever want to do something to somebody like this?” she asked Art. “She can’t do a frigging thing to stop me. Oh, how she wants me to stop. Hurts like hell, but look at her. Nothing she can do.” She returned to whipping Tanya. “This is what it means to be owned, you pretty little slut. You got pierced, sucked a cock, got fucked, and now this. No control at all. Just a toy for all of us to play with. Who knows what else somebody will want. Only thing I know is that you’ll do it. I’m getting a kick of out torturing you. Help, help,” she mocked Tanya. “You can’t do this to people. You won’t get away with this.” Her voice returned to normal. “But we all know I will get away with this. Whatever I want. I don’t even need a reason to whip you aside from how much fun it is.”
Theresa moved to whip Tanya’s ass and addressed Art. “And you, you worthless boy slut. You should protect your woman, but all you can do is sit there and watch. I could string you up and whip you, but it’s more fun to do this bitch while you watch. She’s got a great ass. I love pretty little girls. Not as young and little as you like. Nope, this slut is just perfect for me. You want to do something for me? Convince me to stop beating your bitch? Fuck, you haven’t even tried to bargain with me.”
“Mistress Theresa…”

“Shut up, you turd,” snapped Theresa. “Nothing you have can stop me. Remember, I’m doing this just for fun and when I’m done, I’ll take from you what I want.”
Art cursed for allowing himself to be goaded into what he knew was pointless. It only made the secretary’s arrogance more stinging and his frustration more palpable. He’d noticed that the flogger was remarkable in how his wife sobbed in pain while virtually no marks appeared on her body. It looked like the mistress could keep it up indefinitely. In fact, it looked like the only thing that did end the brutal session was when Theresa finally stopped and rubbed her arm. She’d worn herself out. “Which one should I get to eat my pussy?” she asked. She glared at the pair during the ensuing silence. 

“Whichever one you want, Mistress,” ventured Art when it looked like an answer was expected. 
“You, then,” she nodded at Art. She untied Tanya and then stood in front of Art. “Eat me, slut. You, pretty girl,” she snapped at Tanya. “I want to feel the ring and the stud in your tongue up my ass.” She sighed in contentment as the pair of mouths started on her. 
When it was his turn with the newbies, Mark Evans had just unloaded in his mom’s mouth, something he never seemed to tire of. It meant he needed some time to recharge and he had just the thing in mind. He tied their hands behind their backs and tied their ankles crossing in front of them. The effect was to leave them leaning back on their hands with their knees spread wide as their heels rested on the floor. 
As the youngest of the owners picked up an electric wand, the two slaves couldn’t miss how expose their genitals were. He started with their feet, shocking the soles of their feet a couple of times to give them the idea of what he had planned. He dragged the business end of the wand over their arms and legs, arbitrarily shocking them. He could see the effect of the suspense in their eyes. They begged him to stop, but there was also the unspoken request for him to hurry up and shock them where it counted and get it over with. He poked them, dragged across their lips, pressed the button, dragged it here and there, pressed the button, poked and pressed at the same time. The uncertainty was killing them and he reveled in the feeling of power just as Theresa had. He was silent, letting them put the context together. 

When he was sure they were frustrated by both the pain and the randomness of it, he moved to Tanya’s tits, Art’s belly, Tanya’s belly, and then to Art’s cock. Using the wand, he poked and prodded Art’s scrotum and then pressed the button. The helpless slave had only grunted in pain up until then. This was more of a yelp and Mark coerced a few of those sounds from the teacher before turning to Tanya’s pussy and clit. He loved the sounds she made and how she squirmed as if that would do any good.  
When they’d felt that pain, he brought the wand up to Art’s face. “Stick out your tongue,” he said. Art’s response was not quick enough for him, so he shocked the man’s balls again and put the wand to the slave’s lips without a word. Art stuck his tongue out and Mark shocked it. When Art’s tongue darted back to safety, Mark shocked the tip of Art’s cock and went back to his mouth. This time the tongue came out and stayed out while Mark shocked it a couple of times. 

What have we gotten into? Tanya hated their introduction to the club. Master and Mistress had toys and routines and the slaves knew what to expect. It was actually comforting to think that this evening would end and they could return to being “regular” slaves. Licking asses, the flogger, and the electric wand were all new and different, leaving them with no routine and no expectations. Her body ached from the flogging and now the wand was pinpoint pain in private places. Once again she had that feeling that she didn’t want to show her tits and pussy so freely, let alone let this boy torture them. Yet, here she was with her legs spread and inviting. That sensitive nub of pleasure between her legs had become a source of pain, so when he put the wand to her lips she poked her tongue out immediately. The shock was startling, but she kept it out through three more. 
When Mark lowered the wand and circled them, the two slaves relaxed, daring to hope that this ordeal was over. He returned to stand in front of them where they felt most exposed. Looking at the wand, he put his free hand to the hand and turned a knob. Click! The sinister smile on his face told them they were fucked and they were about to find out how much. The master put the business end of the wand to Art’s balls. “Say, holy fuck that hurt,” said Mark. 
“Holy FUCK!” yelped Art as the spark accented the third syllable. “That hurt!”

“Right on the balls, too,” chuckled Mark. He put the end of the wand to the pee hole at the tip of Art’s cock. “Say…”
“HOE! LEEEE! FUCK! God Almighty, that hurt,” shouted Art. He was even relieved when the wand moved to Tanya’s pussy. 

As he slowly moved the wand to her pussy, Tanya begged, “Fuck me! Fuck my mouth! Please, anything.” She watched it touch her clit and the delay was just long enough she thought he might change his mind. “HO! LEEEEE! FUH-HUCK! That hurt,” she squealed at the intensity of the pain. She watched in disbelief as he slid the wand into her fuck hole. She had nothing to lose. “Have fun, Mas… HO! LEEEEE! FUCK! That hurt!”

“Have fun, Master?” laughed Mark. He turned the knob again. Click! “Now this is the fun setting.” He held the wand close to her pussy. “Designed it myself. Mom’ll jump six feet in the air for this setting.” He grinned at the ashen faces of his victims and then turned it back down. “I save it just for her.” 

Putting the wand to Tanya’s mouth, he said, “Don’t need to say anything this time.” She stuck her tongue out. At the shock, she couldn’t have kept her tongue out no matter how hard she tried. 

Turning the wand off, Mark set it aside. “So, there was an offer of fuck me and fuck my mouth. Let’s see… did that stop me? No, guess not. Sounds like fun though.” He untied her ankles and then shoved his cock into her eager mouth. Just for a couple of strokes and then he flipped Art over so his ass was in the air and slid his cock home. “Ever watch pretty boy get ass raped?” he asked Tanya. He stroked in and out a few times. “Just for the record, I do not get off on fucking another guy’s ass. I do get off on humiliating the living hell out of him. How about that, Mr. Johnson? You like getting ass fucked with your bride watching?”

There was nothing like torturing a couple of slaves, so Mark came quickly in the ultra-tight ass of the teacher. When he pulled out, he made Tanya clean his cock with her mouth and then made her suck the cum out of her husband’s ass. 
Last to use the new slaves, Steve Evans looked them over. “Jesus H. Christ, I hate sloppy seconds… or is that sloppy sixths? What a couple of messy whores.” He untied Art’s ankles and then pushed them out the back door naked with their hands tied behind their backs. Ordering them out into the yard, he turned on the hose and sprayed them with ice cold water. The pair stood shivering in the blast, turning when he told them to, until he was done. 
“Probably never get you clean inside and out,” said Steve. “Show of hands. Who wants to suck my cock?” Of course no hands went up. “Humph,” he snorted. “I like pretty girls who suck cock, but like Mark said, so much fun to humiliate pretty boys. Hmm, what should I… oh, I know how to solve this.” He stepped to the edge of the patio. “Art, get your slave ass over here and kneel down.”
When Art was in position as if to suck his cock, Steve said, “All you gotta do is open your mouth, hold still, and swallow fast.” 

Art had a second to wonder what that meant and then from the way Steve was holding his own cock, another second to wonder if he was serious, and then he felt the hot stream of the other man’s piss in his mouth. That last second before Master Steve pissed saved Art from a world of hurt. Without that warning, he would have jerked away, but with the forewarning, he knew this was no mistake and steeled himself for the inevitable. He sputtered and swallowed and opened up for more. He swallowed again and realized that at least Tanya was going to suck cock and not him. This was his humiliation and then Steve would get his cock sucked by the pretty girl. His mouth filled a third time as the stream diminished and he swallowed one more time. 
“Why shake it when you have a toilet slave,” said Steve. “In your mouth it goes. Suck it clean. If I drip when you’re finished, you will pay dearly.” He smiled savagely as the slave went above and beyond, sucking and licking until there was no chance of a drop escaping. 

“Time for a cock sucking,” said Steve. “Come inside with me, pretty girl.” He looked down at the patio and the little puddle of pee on it. “Clean that up and then you can come inside,” he told Art. “With your fucking tongue. Don’t dribble next time.”

Tanya was just recalling that last blow job of the night when the bell rang at the end of third period and she snapped back to the present. Her pussy was wet and she wished she could cum, but she’d have to wait another four hours until school was out. 
Knowing his wife was naked and bound in the cabinet was almost as bad for Art. He couldn’t get her off his mind. He’d watched her with so many boys and girls in the past that he could easily imagine her being caught like that and taken out to be passed around. Inside its cage, his cock grew to painfully fill the confined space. 
When school was finally over, Eva returned and opened the door to check on Tanya. With the young wife watching, Eva tied Art the same as Tanya and stored him in the cabinet adjacent to his wife. “Somebody looks like she’s been locked up all day with nothing to do but think naughty thoughts,” said the mistress as she appraised Tanya. In fact, the pretty girl looked skanky, so she took a few minutes to straighten the slave’s hair, clean up the drool, and do her lipstick. “Want you looking pretty for the unveiling.” The slaves could only wonder what that meant as their Mistress shut and locked their doors. 

A few minutes later, the couple clearly heard Eva say, “Boys, Mr. and Mrs. Johnson play a rather interesting game. He’s gone home, but he left his wife here… locked right inside that cabinet. Don’t worry. Couples sometimes play games to spice up their marriage. They both enjoy it, but here’s the real fun. To heighten the suspense, he leaves her there while he’s gone. He’s not coming back for a couple of hours so I’m going to open the cabinet and you can play the game with her.” Eva laughed. “She loves playing the game so much that she won’t mind playing it with you. They shouldn’t be playing games like this using school property, so she won’t tell her husband and even if she does, he won’t tell anybody.”
Art was stunned. What the fuck is she doing? Mistress can’t do this right here in school. Are these my students? Do I know these boys? This isn’t a fucking game! Right here in my classroom… once they open that door… she’ll be helpless… Mistress is giving them my wife! Art felt his cock surge with outrage, frustration, and humiliation. He’d taught freshman social studies last year and this year. He imagined these were new students, just 14-years-old and about to nail his wife.

This is so wrong, but nothing I can do about. She’s gonna make me listen from in here. I have to stay quiet or… Jesus, they can’t catch me in here. I’ll be ruined. God, why does it turn me on to be played with like this? My cock hurts so bad… have to think about something else. 
“What’s the game?” asked one of the boys. “I mean, how’s it fun to be locked up?”

“She’s not just locked up,” said Eva. “She’s naked and tied. The game is like she’s been kidnapped and he’s going to come back and ravish her. It’s a sexual fantasy and they play it all the time. Only since she’s helpless and he won’t be here for a while, you’ll get to ravish her and he won’t even know it. She’ll cum so many times for you because she’s so turned on and it’s OK with me.” Without actually saying Tanya had permission, she gave the slave permission to cum, a sure fire way to get Tanya to enjoy the abuse and even cooperate. 
“I heard that,” said another boy. “Some chicks have this rape fantasy, you know? They want it rough. Like a secret fantasy. They’d never say so, but they like it. Fuck yeah, let’s do it.”

It’s not a rape fantasy, thought Tanya. It’s rape reality. I’m gonna get it. How many boys are there? Did Mistress say I could cum? Yeah, she did. Hell yeah, I’m gonna get to cum with poor ol’ Art right next to me and listening to every sound. Are these his students? High school boys? Mistress is so wicked, but it’s been weeks since I’ve cum and I’ve been in here all day. I’m so wet and horny. I just might cum when they open the fucking door. God, I’m gonna cum and cum. Getting raped at school. Come and get the teacher’s wife!
“I think she’ll be very cooperative,” said Eva. “Just in case, though, if she acts like she doesn’t want to, remember it’s a rape fantasy and it just might be more fun for her if she fights some. She’ll take it in all three holes. You paid 200 bucks each, so get your money’s worth.”
“I’ll get my money’s worth,” insisted one boy. “After what that asshole did last year, it’ll be sweet nailing his wife.”

Art stiffened as he heard those words and recognized the voice. Former students and that’s Oliver Horner. He’d gotten Oliver and his girlfriend suspended for making out in the classroom. Making out wasn’t such a big deal, but Susie had been topless. Oliver was getting something Art could only dream of, so he’d turned them in rather than look the other way. He’s getting revenge on me! The feeling that went with that thought was deep in his subconscious. I’m worthless. I deserve it. Just a piece of property. Use her against me. The pretty girl he loved was the tool of his torment. 
Tanya trembled as the moment of truth approached. Key in the lock! She’s opening my door. God, what a spectacle I am. Naked, tied, gagged, hot, and horny. I couldn’t stop them if I wanted to. Does she want me to fight? Maybe a little? I should act like I don’t want to get fucked by strange boys, shouldn’t I? The unveiling… The door swung open and she saw four boys staring in at her. Fucking good time coming. It’s a sex party and I’m the guest of honor! 
“Holy shit, she’s better looking than the picture,” said one of the boys. “She’s fine! Get her out. Help me. Don’t fucking drop her.”
“What the fuck we do with her like that?” asked another. “So tied up, can’t get to anything ‘cept her tits.”

“Mmmhphhf, nooo, nooo,” wailed Tanya for effect. Take out the gag, you idiot. Ungag me and you’ve got instant cocksucker. And untie me.
“Surprise, Mrs. Johnson,” said Oliver. “We’re just gonna have a little fun before your husband comes back.” He figured out how to get the gag off and removed it.

“Please, boys, no,” said Tanya. “What time is it?” She looked at the clock. “Oh God, you’ve got hours ‘til he comes back,” she wailed. Hint, hint. Let’s play for hours. I can’t help it. It’s been so long and now I can cum all I want. Served up on a platter for a bunch of boys… is that hot or what?
Eva stepped into the background. She had no problem turning a slave loose with a group of men, but boys needed supervision to keep from getting out of control. With her air of authority, she had no worries that they’d turn on her, so she just watched. She told herself it was for the slave’s safety, but feeding a slave to teenage piranhas was one of the great joys of owning a sweet bitch like this. She just had to watch. Listen to the slut. Already offering herself up for hours and the boys didn’t pick up on her eagerness. Bet Art did. Inside his cage he’s listening to her. How long will she pretend?
“Can you guys figure out these knots?” asked Oliver as he fumbled with them. 
“I got a knife,” offered one. 

“Boys, let me,” said Eva, entering from the background. She deftly untied Tanya. “You can… oops, you will thank me later, slutty, slutty slave,” she whispered to the horny woman. 

For the next hour and a half, Tanya served the boys with wild abandon, offering suggestions and teasing them to hardness when they slowed down. “God, I can’t believe how horny it makes me to be raped by four boys. What on earth did my husband do to you last year? Whatever it was, I guess I’m making up for it. Oliver, you’re big and hard again already. Have you ever fucked a woman in the ass?” Or, “My husband shouldn’t have left me tied and ready. Now I’m just keeping you boys happy and I can’t ever tell anyone about this. Carl, if you put your cock between my tits you can tit fuck me and then cum on my face.” Or, “I see three hard cocks. You know some guys like to fuck a woman in all three holes at once. I hope you don’t want to try that. I can’t imagine what it would feel like to have three cocks in me at once… No, no, I said don’t do that. I think it works if you make me sit down with Greg’s cock up my ass and then Oliver fucks my pussy and Norm fucks my face. Don’t make me do that, though… Oh, fuck, you’re really going to make me… Oh, God, up Mrs. Johnson’s ass… Oliver, not in my pussy. Not at the same time… Ohhhh, my God… That feels good… Norm, don’t you dare… ulkk… mmphf… mmmmm.”  Art heard every offer and every tease, his cock throbbing in lust and pain as it tried to expand beyond the physical limits of its cage. Can’t be caught. Have to be quiet. God, it hurts so much. Suffer in silence or else!

The teacher kept trying to deny the source of his arousal. He’d been a slave long enough to notice a pattern, but he didn’t like the conclusion. It wasn’t exactly that his beautiful and sexy wife was putting on a live show for him… usually with visual, but today just audio. It wasn’t exactly the humiliation of being tied naked in the closet. It wasn’t exactly the frustration of sexually satisfying others with no hope of his own orgasm. It wasn’t even watching his wife abuse little girls on command. It was the sheer, utter lack of control—a helplessness that defied description. 
There had been no warning and no choice. He’d let Mistress Eva tie him and put him in the closet. Unable to protect himself or his wife, his helplessness was confounded by the restrictive bondage and by the fact that he had to stay absolutely quiet. If he wasn’t tied, he’d still have to stay in the closet. If the closet wasn’t locked, he’d still have to stay inside. Even if I was dressed and unbound with the cabinet unlocked, I’d have to stay and listen. I can’t interrupt or I’ll lose my job and go to prison. Everyone else runs my life but me. I’m a freaking puppet who goes here and there, lets anyone do anything, will never make another choice in my life, never have any free time, and even my mind is controlled by my Master and Mistress. 
He tried to deny how aroused he got by being controlled, but it kept popping up in his mind. I’d have a hard on if I was just locked in the cabinet and thought about how unfair it is to have Mistress take my time away from me. I’d have a hard on if she made me lick the floor clean. It’s not even humiliating to suck a cock anymore, but I get a hard on just because I don’t get to choose who’s cock I suck, when I suck it, how long I suck it, or who watches me suck it. Right now I want to heroically save my wife from being raped, but there’s a least four reasons why I can’t. Mistress has designed this devilish situation so I can’t. It’s Mistress who’s decided I’ll stay in the cabinet and listen to my wife being raped. God damn! I can’t believe how much that turns me on. 
Poor Art could do nothing but listen. If he so much as touched his cock (which he couldn’t), he’d cum. The knowledge that he had an erection curled up inside a tight space because his Mistress wanted him to made his cock even harder. Erection on command. She knows I’m hard as a rock because she planned it. 

Finally, there came a time when it looked like Tanya had sucked the life out of the four boys, at least in a figurative sense. Four of them and one of her, yet they looked like they were outnumbered and each one looked afraid she’d demand more of his cock. “I think it’s time for you to go, boys,” said Eva. “Mr. Johnson will be back for her soon and we don’t want her looking well used, do we?” It was obviously too late for that. 
Gratefully, the boys slipped away. They’d gotten their money’s worth from the event. When Mistress opened his cabinet door, Art saw his cum covered, very satisfied wife and his heart sank. She enjoyed it. Look at her. All those boys and she enjoyed getting raped with me so close I could almost taste their cum. 

If she wanted to keep getting rewards like this – and there was no doubt in her mind that this was reward – Tanya knew what she needed to do. “Mistress, I never felt so alive with my worthless husband. Those boys… over and over… such stamina. Thank you, Mistress. So much better with him locked in a closet and listening. Mistress, may I thank you with my tongue?” 
Her taunt didn’t faze Art. He was more concerned that he was still helpless and would stay that way until Mistress decided he could move. So helpless and when Mistress told him to lick Tanya clean, he ate boy cum for nearly twenty minutes. 
*****

Jenny McBride’s life had changed when Mr. Amos had enslaved her, but by the time school started, it had changed again. To her the change was almost as radical as the change from freedom to slavery. Eleven-year-old Tom had taken a liking to her and finally worked out a trade, thanks to Lisa. Since Lisa could come home anytime and use any of the slaves, the accomplished mistress saw no need to possess her own slave and couldn’t afford the risk of taking her slaves – Erin, Barbara, and Melinda – to college with her. So, she gave Erin and Barbara to the high school principal just so Tom could own Jenny. Not allowed out in public, Erin and Barbara still spent days at a time in Mr. Amos’ basement. 
Just starting her first year as a teacher, Jenny hated what she’d become. I used to have goals and dreams. Teaching was the most important thing to me. Now, I can hardly get sex off my mind. Wonderful, wonderful orgasms… addicted to them… with Master Tom. I belong to an 11-year-old boy! She’d been forced to move in with Valerie, Grace, Kyle, and Tom Klinger, telling her friends she rented a room from the family to economize. There she lived in Tom’s room, sleeping bound either in or at the foot of his bed and satisfying his every sexual desire. Valerie, Grace, and Jenny wore nothing but collars and high heels at home, waiting on Kyle and Tom hand and foot. 
The house was three miles from school and Tom had instructed his slave to walk to and from the school. Just before leaving school, she removed her bra and panties, making the trip in her short skirt, light blouse, and high heels. In her four inch heels, the young teacher had to hurry to make it home in the allotted 50 minutes. Rushing in the front door, she stripped off her blouse and skirt. Her nude body glistened with sweat as she went to find her master. She passed Grace who was naked and hanging by her wrists in the family room, apparently waiting for Kyle. From the master bedroom came the sound of Kyle spanking his mom. 
As she expected, Tom waited for Jenny in his room. He was playing with his X-box, but immediately paused the game and set down the controller. She shivered with delight at his response. Getting a boy to put down his X-box was no mean feat, let alone having him pause it so quickly. He did it every time for her. With a glance at his watch, he said, “Made it in time, Jen-jen. That’s my good slave.” He made a mental note to cut down her time in the near future. “My very own big girl come to play with me.” He liked the way her body shone and her chest still heaved slightly from the exertion of the walk. Most of all, he liked the eagerness in her eyes. She simply couldn’t hide it, though he knew how much she didn’t want to be a little boy’s naked playtoy. It was so easy to control her. 

During the summer, he’d plumbed the depths of her feelings and knew the buttons to push to excite her. “So much better than my mom and sister. I could play with them all I want, too. Even let you play with them. I know you’d like to play with them and watch them play with me. Mommy, suck my cock. Grace, spread for little brother. But, it’s not them, is it? It’s you. Maybe I’ll get Grace to watch you suck little boy cock. I could have picked Tanya or Erin or Barbara or Melinda, but it’s you standing naked and waiting for me with a wet pussy. It is, isn’t it? Wet for me. You could have been a mistress, but instead, you’re my slave.”
Jesus Christ, don’t say those things, master. Preteen boy being blown by his mom. Yeah, I’ve seen that… and with his sister… imagine how that would feel to have to do your son or brother… but it’s not them, it’s me… taking that cute little boy cock in my mouth… so depraved, but I do it… in front of his mom and sister. Why did he pick me? Why do I get so excited about it? The other girls are as sexy as me, but he picked me. God, I’d love to see his mom, his sister, Tanya, Erin, Barbara, you name it sucking his cock. I’d love to make them do it, but it’s me. Fuck, he’s staring at my tits… hard nipples… not allowed to cover them… and my pussy. A woman shouldn’t have to do this for a boy. 
“Want to see me naked, Jen-jen?” asked the young master. 

“Yes, master, a slave wants to see her master naked so she can suck his beautiful cock.”
“Good girl,” said Tom. “You come do it. Be a naughty teacher. You shouldn’t play with little boys like this, but you want to.” She came to him and knelt down to remove his socks. As she pulled his T-shirt over his head, he said, “Such a naughty teacher, stripping a little boy. Getting me all naked so we can play. Horny for little boys.” He could see the reaction to his words as she fought with herself. She wanted to stop, but couldn’t. She couldn’t because she was his slave and because her growing lust was taking control. She did and she didn’t want to see him naked. When she removed the last of his clothes, she stared as his erection and licked her lips. 
“Let’s play Mistress Jen-jen first,” said Tom. “Follow.” He left the room with Jenny on his heels, leading her into the family room where Grace was still waiting. Selecting a DVD, he slipped it in the player and the game started. He had designed the game just for Jenny and now he watched with amusement 

On the large flat screen, a video came on showing Valerie blowing her son. “Suck him off, slut,” said Jenny as if she was commanding the action. I’m the mistress making her suck him. She doesn’t want to, but she has to. “Blow your own son, slut Valerie. Down on your fucking knees and blow your son. Buck assed naked for him… letting him see everything. What kind of a mother are you? Do it for me. Do it for your mistress. Show your daughter what a slut you are. Such a naughty mommy. How’s it feel to be his slave.” Yesss, so exciting to make her… watch her… hear her.
The scene started with Tom close to climax, so she didn’t have to taunt her slave very long before the slut got a mouthful of her son’s cum. Without a break, the scene cut to Grace blowing him and Jenny repeated the role play. With the video running, Jenny looked at the live Grace hanging in the room. “Sucking off your little brother… doing an 11-year-old. How’s that feel? Fuck, you’re a senior this year and sucking off a 6th grader. So sweet to make you do it.” Grace thought the game was stupid, but Jenny really got into it and the sincerity of her taunts never failed to get a reaction from Grace.  
The second video ended quickly and a third blowjob started. This time it was Jenny doing the blowjob. “But it’s not them, is it?” said Tom. “It’s you. You wish it was them, but there you are making a little boy happy. What a slut you are. Now, Jen-jen, do it for real. Get down on your knees and suck me off. Do it while Grace watches”
With a glance at Grace, the teacher got down and took her master’s cock in her mouth. Doing it again. It’s me doing it. Can’t believe how much I want him. Tasty, slippery, smooth little cock. Making me do him. I’m a grown woman blowing a middle schooler.
To Jenny’s surprise, Grace started taunting her, fueling the teacher’s lust. “My God, you slut. Hurry home from school so you can blow my little brother… right in front of me. How’s that feel? To be at the beck and call of a 6th grader? Such a pervert. Who’s the adult? Can’t help yourself. Drink his cum. God, I love the way your tits bounce for him. Nothing but a playtoy for my little brother.” 
It should be her, thought Jenny. So much better if it’s his sister doing it. I’d love to make her do it, but it’s me… and she’s making me do it. I’m nothing but a slave… property… playtoy. No choice but to suck cock. Lick it… suck it… make love to it… swallow his cum. Imagine it’s his mom, but it’s me. Sucking her little boy’s cock. I have to. I want to. I need to. Check me out… grown woman forced to suck him. In the end, nobody could taunt and tease Jenny like she could do herself. Much as she wanted to please him, there was an underlying current of distaste and the knowledge that this was so wrong and the damning fact that those two things only made it better. 
Once she had a mouthful of cum, Tom hung his slave by her wrists facing Grace. Hanging a slave bigger than himself required the slave’s help and Jenny rose up on her toes for him. All he had to do was tie the rope to a cleat on the wall and she was on full display. He put a vibrator in her pussy and turned it on. Then, he turned on the one in his sister’s pussy and sat down to watch them fight the forced orgasms and surrender over and over. 
Performing for her little brother, Grace fumed over her predicament. She wasn’t turned on by the incest or by the humiliation. She did enjoy the sight of the writhing, moaning teacher just a few feet in front of her. Voluntary encounters with her girlfriends and forced encounters with the other slaves, including her mom had taught her the beauty and sexuality of a woman’s body. Wish I could touch her… kiss her… lick her. She hates that, but I love it. Such a gorgeous body. Such a slut for Tom. Disgusted at what she had to do for him, she came anyway.  
After the two slaves had a couple of orgasms, Tom removed the vibrators and got Jenny down. Lifting the top of what looked like a solidly built coffee table, he ordered her to step into the box and get on her hands and knees. When he closed and locked the lid, she was squashed into position with the box once again looking like an innocent piece of mahogany furniture adorning the family room. The slave box was soundproof so any sound Jenny made wouldn’t be heard. However, an outside camera and microphone and inside screen and speaker made sure she could see and hear what was going on around her. 
Guessing what came next, Grace had a sick look on her face – no surprise to her little brother. What he found amusing was that Jenny had a similar look on her face just as he closed the lid. No, this wasn’t the first time he’d done this and neither of the slaves liked it, though for different reasons. After a couple of quick phone calls, Tom got his sister down from her hanging position and let her get dressed. He understood that there was no way he could let his friends play with Jenny. If he exposed her, she’d lose her job and he’d lose his slave. The same was not true about his big sister. He’d simply told his closest friends that he had something on her and she’d do anything he wanted. He’d proven that to his astonished friends more than once, several times recently with Jenny in the box and listening.  
Lou and Pete hurried to Tom’s house, eager to play with his sister. She was a 6th grader’s dream, a hot older girl willing teach the little guys about sex. When they came in, she was sitting on the couch chatting with her friends on Facebook using her iPad. She glanced at them and turned her attention back on her iPad. Tom walked up to her and took the device from her.
“Hey, give me that back, twerp,” she said. It was a role Tom wanted her to play so it didn’t look like she was his slave, just his reluctant sister. 

“No, Grace, I invited some friends over and you’re going to entertain them or else,” threatened the 11-year-old. 

The high school senior looked at the two 6th graders. “Not again, Tom,” she said softly. “Are you gonna make me do this for the rest of my life or something? Just let me alone, OK?”
Tom looked at the iPad he was holding. Grace was still signed in to Facebook. “Maybe I’ll tell your friends what you’ve done for us before. Let’s see…” he sat with the pad in his lap. “Hi, everyone, I gotta go. My little bro and his friends want to fuck me and…”
“All right,” said Grace. “Just let me sign out and then I’ll do what you want.”

“Just stand up and strip,” said Tom. “Then I’ll sign you out.” He didn’t need the extra leverage, but it fit with the blackmail story he told his friends. 
With a sigh, Grace stood, stepped into the line of sight of the hidden camera, and stripped off every stitch of clothing. Just when she got used to belonging to Lisa, her mistress gave her to her two brothers. Just when she got used to that, Jenny moved in. She’d even almost gotten used to being shared with her brothers’ friends, but the teen was still not used to stripping and pulling an 11-year-old train knowing Jenny was watching and getting excited. Her face burned with shame and humiliation, which did nothing to excite her. Having just had multiple forced orgasms, she was damn excited and hated what she’d become. 
Facing the camera, she knelt and Lou and Pete were all over her—feeling her up, rubbing her pussy, playing with her ass, and even making her  kiss them.  Then Pete removed his clothes and said, “Suck my dick, bitch.” 
Inside the box, Jenny watched the show, even ordering Grace to strip, hold still, and kiss the boys. She taunted the girl even though no one could hear her. It was terribly thrilling, going up a notch when she saw Pete’s naked bottom and heard his command. “Yeah, suck the little boy’s cock, bitch. Don’t want to? Too bad. Wrap your lips around an 11-year-old’s cock and suck him off. You have to. You have to because I said so. Let me watch.” 
Knowing her audience (and under Tom’s instructions), Grace turned in profile to the camera. The position gave her fellow slave a view of her puckered lips, the slender three inch cock going in and out of her mouth, and her tits bouncing in rhythm to the balls bouncing on her chin. To steady the lightweight lad, Grace reached around and grabbed a firm little ass cheek in each hand. “You like getting sucked off by Tom’s big sister?” asked Grace. She licked the small member for half a minute and then took it back in her mouth. Grace thought licking his cock and balls for Tom and Jenny was more depraved and disgusting than sucking it, but by now she was more concerned about her upcoming reward. Her good behavior didn’t guarantee her an orgasm, but it did improve her chances. 
When he came in her mouth, Grace showed him the dollop of cum and then swallowed it. “Fuck, Tom, I just swallowed a 6th grader’s cum. That make you happy?” She licked Pete’s cock to make sure it was clean and by then Lou was naked. “You want to cum in my mouth, too?” she asked. 
“Why don’t you fuck her,” said Tom. “See if you can make her cum? Would you like that, Grace? When he fucks you, you can cum. You never want to get started, but you want to cum for us, don’t you?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Grace. She lay down on her back with her legs open. “Come on and mount me, stud. Fuck me with that pretty cock and see if you can make me cum.”

It wasn’t Lou’s first time with Grace, so he knew what she wanted. He stuck his cock into Grace’s juicy pussy, grabbed her tits, and started fucking the teen. “Oh, God, yesss,” she moaned. “I love the way you fuck, Lou.” I love the way anybody fucks when I feel like this. Unbelievable. He’s only 11 and he’s gonna make me cum. You watching this, Jenny? Wish it was you this time? You enjoying the show of me forced to put out for little boys? Or do you wish it was you?  “Yeah, squeeze my tits. Play with Tom’s big sister. I don’t want to, but I fucking love it anyway. I’m gonna cum for you. You gonna cum for me? Squirt your cum in my pussy?”
Lou never took very long, but Grace didn’t need much. Slave to my little brother. Getting raped by a little boy. They’re all watching me and, God help me, they all know I want to cum so bad I can’t stand it. “Fuck me, Lou. Jesus, Tom, you like making big sister do this?” The sensation was too much for her. Excited, getting fucked, putting on a show, and the emphasis of her dirty talk took her over the edge and into a fantastic orgasm. Lou joined in, pumping his infertile seed into her pussy. 
It wasn’t just Jenny listening to Grace put out for the boys. Valerie was still tied and hanging from the ceiling in her bedroom. Kyle had left her and gone to his room to play video games. She got excited listening to Jenny and then to Grace. There was likely nothing more planned for her—just the chance to listen. There was one final game that Tom played just before dinner. If there was time before she needed to be freed to start dinner, she’d be part of it. 
After his friends left, Tom got Jenny out of the box and brought his mom out, too. He showed them a die and they knew what was coming. He rolled it and a three came up. “Thank you, Master, for what I’m about to receive,” said Jenny. Three and four were her numbers. She knelt in the family room and Tom lined his cock up with her open mouth and peed. Fuck, I think this is the worst thing he makes me do. 
He never used the toilet to pee anymore. He just got the three slaves together. One or two and mommy drank it. Five or six and it was Grace’s turn. We watch each other drink it. So thrilling to watch his mom or sister guzzle his pee, but it’s me this time. Jenny swallowed quickly and opened again to get the last of his pee. When he was finished, she gargled with it. God Almighty, I’m gargling an 11-year-old’s pee for him while they watch. With his mom’s permission. It wouldn’t be so bad if it was just him and me, but they all know what I’ve become.  
Tom didn’t care who got picked, so he used the die to make it random chance. Mommy gargling his pee was great. She got a look in her eyes that made it special. Watching Grace do it was great. His big sister looked like she would rather die. Of course, making Jenny do it was great, too. She looked at mom and Grace and he knew what was going through Jenny’s head. It’s me this time. Me. Me. Me. I’m drinking pee with an audience. They’d all gargle until he said they could swallow. He just made Jenny do it longer than the others to give her the time to run her routine script through her head. Her eyes flicked from one face to the other and then finally came to rest on his. “Swallow it, Jen-jen.”
*****

Mary lived inside her own head. For sixteen hours a day, she stood naked and bound with her head encased in a leather mask that made her blind and deaf. The mask was tethered to the ceiling so she couldn’t wander. Three times a day someone, she correctly assumed it was her daughter Amy, removed her gag and fed her. Feeding meant having a tube shoved down her throat and a generous dollop of something nameless and nutritious shot into her stomach with a big syringe. She got to drink then, too. Twice a day, a bucket was put between her legs and she pissed and shit. It was so much pain if she did it without the bucket in place. For eight hours a day, she lay down on the hard floor, naked, bound, gagged, blind, and deaf. Once a week, Amy removed her mask. Amy showered her and shaved her head and put the mask back on no matter how much she pleaded. Lately Amy had noticed the blank stare in her mom’s eyes. 
Sometimes at meals, Mary pleaded for any kind of stimulation. Music, TV, or talk. Spank me. Rape me. Anything. Sometimes she got spanked and raped, but not when she asked for it. Still, any kind of stimulation was a blessing. The paddle would land that first swat with a terrible surprise. Random swats after that kept her from getting into a rhythm. A cock might thrust into her with a suddenness that shocked her. Amy teased her to desperate need, but never let her cum. What did I do to deserve this? It wasn’t my fault I was enslaved or that Amy fell victim to it. All I want to do is serve my Master or Mistress. I’d do anything Mistress Amy wants. 

After three months, she started begging Amy to kill her. Aside from punishment, it was the first time Amy responded to her. “How would you like me to do it, mommy? Should I hang you by your neck? Drown you in the tub? Bury you up to your neck in the sand? Chop you up bit by bit? Starve you to death?”

“Just shoot me,” said Mary.

“Too quick,” said Amy. “You know what’s really thrilling, you worthless piece of shit? Just having you ask me to kill you. It means I own you.” She put her mom’s gag back in place.  

For the next week, Amy taunted Mary when she begged to be put out of her misery. They even haggled over the means of her demise, deciding on burying her up to her neck in the sand at midday. It was slower than Mary’s desire, but quicker than some of Amy’s more wicked ideas. Something else changed that Mary thought at first was a lapse in Amy’s routine. There were occasional gentle, random touches to her arms, legs, and stomach. Amy spanked her more often and for longer periods. Mary relished even those moments as stimulation she desperately needed. A few days later, the caresses moved to her tits, pussy, and ass. She’d stand for minutes or hours waiting for the next one. 
On the seventh day, Amy removed Mary’s mask and untied her arms. It was the first time the lonely mommy had been free outside of the bathroom for shower time. She looked around and saw she was standing in the corner of the master bedroom and shivered at the idea of her husband and daughter sharing that bed while she stood on display for them. Did it excite them? Did they have sex while I was oblivious to it? Did they talk about me? All day long I’ve stood in their private sanctum and they could look at me anytime they wanted. Would it have made any difference if I’d known?
Amy lay down on the bed with her legs spread. “Come worship at the pussy of your Mistress, mommy. I don’t want to cum yet. Just want to see your tongue where it belongs.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary. After three months, everything was confusing. She hadn’t licked Amy’s pussy since her torment started and ‘worship at the pussy of your Mistress’ was more submissive than simply pussy licking. Amy put a finger to her lips to indicate silence and Mary’s blood ran cold. Did I make a mistake? What if she puts me back in the mask for speaking? Is this my last act before being buried up to my neck? What is going on? Did something change? I was given only one command, nothing more. She knelt and ran her tongue up her daughter’s pussy. It was more delicious than she remembered… a treat after months of nothing. 
“You are my slave, mommy. Even when I call you mommy, it means slave. When I say daddy, it means Master. When you speak, you may call me Amy and it means Mistress. You will never speak to daddy unless he speaks directly to you. You may say four things. Yes, Amy. No, Amy. I don’t understand, Amy. Please spank my big, broad ass, Amy. I hope it’s obvious to a worthless slave such as you that when you speak to daddy, you will substitute daddy for Amy in the four things you may say. You have some rules. 
1. I will remain dressed in my slave uniform and 3” heels unless otherwise directed by Amy. 
Since you don’t know and are not allowed to know our schedule of entertaining guests, you will be decently dressed. 
2. I will be naked and collared with 6" heels when Amy tells me there are no guests expected. 

3. I will put my hair in a ponytail and use no makeup. 

When your hair grows out, of course. I want you looking as plain as possible. Daddy is mine.   

4. I will only eat what Amy permits and I may not use utensils unless guests are present. 
5. I am never to sit on a toilet seat. If Amy tells me to empty, I will use the private courtyard for my toilet needs. I will cleanup my shit immediately afterwards. If Amy tells me to use a bathroom I will squat over the bowl with the seat up. 
6. I will always have my ass lubricated. 
Do you remember these rules, mommy? They’re almost the same as Lisa gave us. 

7. I will keep my pussy bald at all times. 
8. I will always wear panties and a bra unless directed by Amy. 
9. I will sleep naked on the floor every night unless directed otherwise by Amy. 
Always expect me to direct otherwise. Naked on the floor is simply too easy.

10. I will never refuse an order from Amy. 
11. I will wear my collar at all times. 
Your collar is a white choker when in your slave uniform and a leather collar when naked. 

12. I will exercise daily and keep myself fit. 
13. I will never sit on any furniture or anywhere without Amy’s permission. 
14. I will never make any decisions without consulting Amy. 
15. I will keep the contents of my slave bag cleaned and ready for use at all times. 
16. I will respect all guests by calling them Ms. or Mr. I will call my Mistress Amy and her Master daddy.  

17. I will always display a smiling face. 
18. I will masturbate on command, but I will not have an orgasm without Amy’s permission and I will never touch daddy in a sexual manner. 
19. I acknowledge that I am obeying these and all of Amy’s rules and orders, but I will never refer to myself as slave, pet, or any other derogatory term. I am mommy and that means slave.  
20. I understand that my life is now controlled by Amy 24/7.”
Amy repeated the rules, making mommy say them until she could recite them exactly. “Worship me again,” said the mistress/slave and mommy returned to licking Amy’s pussy. “You belong to a great and terrible Mistress who will not hesitate to punish you for the slightest infraction. I expect you will never want to be hooded and left naked and alone ever again, but I don’t care what you want.
“I took your rings and chains off three months ago and you will never adorn your body in any way again. You will never vie for the attention of a man or woman and if I so much as think you’re looking for daddy’s attention, I’ll put you back in that hood so fast your tits will still be in the next room when I’m hanging you up. In case you hadn’t noticed, mommy, I love being daddy’s slave. I was born to serve him. I do anything and everything he asks without hesitation. I will serve him and you will not ever even think about assuming my position or duties in that regard. You are my reward from daddy. I don’t care if you love being my slave, but you damn well better make me think you do.”
Amy closed her legs, forcing mommy to withdraw with a concerned look on her face. Frightened by her daughter, she wanted to make no mistakes. As mommy pulled away, Amy made it clearer by putting a foot on mommy’s head and pushing her away. “Kneel, mommy. Take my right foot in your hands. Now put my toes in your mouth one at a time and suck them. When you’re done with that, clean my foot, my ankle, my calf, my knee, and my thigh, front and back, with your tongue. You may position my leg as you need to clean it. When you’re done with that, do my left leg the same way. By then it will be nearly lunchtime because you’re going to take an entire hour to do what I’ve instructed. There is a clock behind me on my right. It’s 10:07. Get to work, mommy.”

“Yes, Amy,” said mommy. She had tears in her eyes as she sucked on the dainty toes. I haven’t been this happy in months. Something has changed. I have something to do. I’m being allowed to serve Amy. No more senseless punishment… I hope. I can earn punishment… from my great and terrible Amy, but it will not be senseless. Amy had taken her to a place where no human being should be and now anything was a joyful improvement.   
Just to be sure, mommy took an hour and one minute to clean Amy’s legs. She’d been worried that Amy might have put something on her legs that tasted disgusting, not that she’d so much as hesitate if she found something like that. Still, she was relieved that every inch of Amy tasted like Amy should taste. Her eyes showed her delight at just the chance to look at her daughter who was unabashedly naked and worthy of worship. 
When the task was complete, Amy led mommy to a closet. “Your slave uniforms are in here. There are eight identical uniforms. Every seven days you will wash seven of them for the next week. Get dressed and then you can make lunch.”
Under Amy’s supervision, mommy put on a plain white bra and panties and a very unflattering black dress that hid her figure and fell to mid-calf. As she put on the white apron, she realized it was a maid’s outfit, though far from a sexy French maid. She put on a little white cap and black heels. It felt worse to wear these clothes than nothing at all. They spoke of her position as a drudge with no promise of the intense sexual humiliation that she’d come to expect and took her to wondrous heights of pleasure. As Amy had said earlier, she was as plain as possible so as to not catch daddy’s attention.
It was Amy who would catch daddy’s attention as she donned a black apron with white lacy trim, black thigh-high stockings, and a little maid cap. From the front, the outfit looked nearly decent… too high up her legs and cut too low to really be decent. From behind, there was only a black apron string tied in a big bow just above Amy’s pert bottom. Now that’s sexy, thought Mary, feeling a little excited by Amy. 
In the kitchen, Amy’s status as daddy’s slave was apparent. She fixed lunch for daddy, a hot meal that made Mary wonder what had happened for the year Amy was alone with daddy. She actually found herself feeling proud of her daughter as she saw Amy demonstrate her surprising cooking skills and take responsibility for even daddy’s meals. Amy didn’t need to tell her that she’d never fix a meal for daddy. That was Amy’s job and she relished it. When daddy’s lunch was ready, Amy told Mary to fix lunch for both of them, a hamburger and fries with lemonade for Amy and water for Mary. 
Precisely at noon, Amy carried daddy’s lunch to the dining room and served him. She flitted about, making sure he got plenty of views of her bare back and bottom and of her young breasts from the top and the side. The apron basically only hid her nipples and even at that, if she turned just right, it didn’t hide them either. 
As lunch drew to an end, Amy ducked under the table and pulled out daddy’s cock. As he relaxed, she blew him and then came out from under the table, collected the dishes, and returned to the kitchen with her mouthful of daddy’s cum still intact. 

When Amy dribbled daddy’s cum on one of the burgers, Mary knew which one was hers. To her surprise, Amy pointed at the dry burger and said, “Break it into bites and put it in a big bowl along with your fries. You’ll eat on your hands and knees, no utensils and no hands.” She laughed and added, “Stupid mommy, you thought you were going to get a taste of daddy’s cum? Every bit of daddy is mine.” She huffed and then asked, “Do you need to pee before lunch?”
“Yes, Amy,” said Mary, surprised yet again. It wasn’t nearly time for her twice a day pee break and it would be nice to not have to hold it so long.

To Mary’s shock and dismay, Amy said, “Squat over your bowl and pee in there.” Mary looked at her delicious dinner in the degrading bowl and whimpered softly. Pulling down her panties, she squatted. Amy extended a foot and lifted the front of Mary’s dress with a toe and watched. Humiliated to be peeing in front of her daughter on command and mortified that she’d have to eat her pee soaked lunch, Mary managed to get enough pee out to soak the food at the very bottom of the bowl and then cut off the stream. “Don’t you fucking hold back on me, mommy,” snapped Amy. “Out of your hood for a couple of hours and trying to fuck with me? You know I want it all and I don’t like disobedient mommies.”
Chastised, Mary emptied her bladder, covering the burger and making the fries float. “This is your punishment for even thinking you’d get some of daddy’s cum. A stupid mommy needs to be taught a lesson so she gets the idea. Daddy is mine. At dinner, if you’re a good mommy, I’ll let you dip each bite. Remember how you used to do that for Mistress Lisa? You’ll dip it in my pussy, not yours. When you’re done with lunch, that bowl better be licked clean.”
Mary was more frightened than disgusted. Amy had called her disobedient and that meant punishment. She felt the power of her great and terrible mistress, a mere girl who controlled every aspect of her life now. Lapping, sipping, and lipping up food, she ate her entire lunch and was licking the bowl spotless when Amy took it away from her. Amy had already washed daddy’s dishes when she said, “Clean the dishes, mommy. Wash them properly with dish soap and put them in the dishwasher. I’m not going to let you fuck up my plans.”
When they returned to the bedroom and Amy stripped and told her to strip, it was apparent to Mary that not fucking up Amy’s plans meant no time out for punishment. The beautiful 14-year-old dropped on the bed and said, “Now clean the top half with your tongue.” Starting at her waist, Mary gave her mistress a tongue bath.

“Daddy and I talked about your first day and we decided you might have some questions. You don’t get to ask them, though, so I’m going to tell you what you need to know. First, I own you completely. There’s only one authority higher than mine and that’s daddy. You don’t need to know what’s going to happen in a day, an hour, or even a minute from now. All you need to remember is your rules and any command daddy or I have given you. You don’t need to know what day of the week it is, except Saturday is when daddy plays with me all day.” Mary paused for a second, surprised at the delight in Amy’s voice. No doubt playing meant daddy abused his own daughter and Amy was excited about it. “Sunday, daddy and I go shopping and he meets with friends for golf or whatever. Monday through Friday, he works. So, you’ll figure out what day of the week it is soon enough. Monday through Friday, I’ll play with you until I’m tired of you. Always, always, always, when I have given you no other command, you will clean house, do laundry, or whatever. You’re the fucking maid.” 
Using an ear to lift Mary’s head up, Amy turned her slave’s head side to side. “See this room? Will you ever clean it?”

For a second Mary thought the answer was obvious. She’d clean every room in the house, so why not this one? Because it’s daddy’s room! “No, Amy.”

“Smart mommy,” said Amy. “Back to licking. This is daddy’s bedroom and it is mine. His office is downstairs and it is mine. You will never go in either of those rooms without me or daddy.
“Now the next thing you need to know is I’m pissed at you for giving in to be a slave so easy. It meant I’d be a slave no matter what. It made it easy for Mistress Lisa to control me. I know you didn’t want to be a slave, but you were weak. I know you still don’t like being a slave and I’ll enjoy it as much or more than you hate it. I’m pissed at you even though, as you will soon notice if you haven’t already, I love being daddy’s slave. I was born to be his slave. I would do anything for daddy and I’ve done things that would probably curl your hair if you knew about them. But, I enjoy it all. Hurt me, fuck me, tie me, love me. He does what he wants when he wants and I think most of all I enjoy not knowing what’s next. How many swats? What torture device? Will he let me cum? How long will I be tied and what will he do while I am? There’s only two things for certain. Daddy loves me and his worst punishment for me is to ignore me. I’m very, very good so he doesn’t punish me and I’m also very, very good at not being ignored.”
Amy rubbed her pussy with her right middle finger and then said, “Suck my fingers and lick my arm like you did my legs.” She smiled as mommy sucked her middle finger first. 
“I think maybe you’ll agree that being ignored sucks pretty bad. I let you have a taste of it for three months and I may put you back there if you’re disobedient. I have many other ways to punish you, though, and I like taking an active role in your punishment. On the other hand, I plan to take good care of my property—that’s you. Things I do may seem like rewards, but you’ve got a long way to go before I reward you. All I’m doing is taking care of my property. You will give me manicures and pedicures. You’ll bathe me and massage me. You’ll do my hair. I’ll do the same for you because I want a decent looking slave, not because I’m rewarding you. You need to understand that so you don’t get cocky.”
Amy was silent for a couple of minutes, just enjoying mommy’s subservient behavior. Then, she said, “I’ll also do things to you that might seem like punishment. You’ll know when you’re being punished and why, but you also might get a spanking just because or I might decide I want to hear you scream. If it’s not punishment, it’s playtime. I’m just playing with my toy. I’ll play all sorts of game with you. I don’t think you will, but if you have the right attitude, you could learn to like it like I do.”
She sighed and said, “You have ten more minutes on the front and then you’ll clean my back. An obedient slave will clean me all over. A good slave might try to please me in other ways, especially if she finds licking my back to be boring. A good slave would learn to please her mistress—go above and beyond her command without being disobedient. A good slave might find my left arm to be quite clean and not need much time while my nipples are especially dirty, but today, it’s too late to be a good slave. Maybe tomorrow you’ll understand what a good slave does.”
Of all the things Amy said, that brief lesson on being a good slave surprised Mary the most. Yeah, Amy would take care of her property and play with her property. She was just a slave and Amy would do what she wanted with her. Then came that tantalizing suggestion that she could lick and suckle on those beautiful breasts while giving Amy a tongue bath. It was a glimmer of hope when Amy shared the secret that her nipples were especially sensitive. An obedient slave would be a drudge, but a good slave might earn rewards. It struck her that the real message was if she got Amy aroused, the tongue bath might be over right then and there and something more fun would begin. Not today though. It was clear she’d missed that unseen opportunity. Still, she suckled on Amy’s nipples more than she’d planned and took notice of the Amy’s sounds of arousal. It was indeed boring to lick most of Amy’s body and now she knew how to bypass the boredom and offer her mistress something more. 
After the allotted time, Amy asked, “Do you think I enjoyed the absolute submission my slave showed by giving me a tongue bath, Mommy?”
“Yes, Amy,” said Mary. 

“Do you think what I enjoyed most was the feel of your tongue all over me?”

Mary paused to consider the question. It had seemed that was the point and Amy had enjoyed it, encouraging her with moans and looks of pleasure. Yet, the words ‘absolute submission’ told her it wasn’t the feel of her tongue that Amy enjoyed the most. “No, Amy,” she said after a few seconds. 

“Do you think I enjoyed the feel of your tongue? From my toes to my tits?”

“Yes, Amy.” That was obvious.
“So, do you think what I enjoyed most was making Mommy demonstrate her obedience and absolute submission?” asked Amy with a smug smile. 

“Yes, Amy.”

“Hmmphf,” snorted Amy in mild disapproval. “Actually what I enjoyed most was giving Mommy the opportunity to demonstrate her obedience and absolute submission. You have choices, Mommy. I would enjoy putting the hood back on you for a week as much as I enjoy your absolute submission… maybe more,” she shrugged. “What I will enjoy most is your obedience freely given as I give mine to Daddy. When you begin to see opportunities to please me instead of obeying out of fear, then you’ll see the rewards of your slavery.”
The opportunity to be obedient? She’s not kidding. This is how she sees herself as Daddy’s slave. This is how she sees slavery and what she wants from me. Will there come a time when I freely obey? Does it even make sense for a slave to freely obey… especially when she tosses out a choice of the hood or freely obeying? Will there come a time when I enjoy being her slave as she enjoys being Daddy’s slave? Was I born to be my daughter’s slave? Mary could see the path that Amy had laid out for her, but she didn’t know if she’d ever get there. “Yes, Amy,” she said in lieu of the questions that she wanted to ask her mistress. 

“Now, make me cum,” said the 14-year-old mistress. 
“Yes, Amy.” Mary knew that Amy expected her to use nothing but her mouth and she set to licking, sucking, and nibbling on the protruding, eager button of desire. Oh yes, she did enjoy the tongue bath and my submission. She’s dripping wet. So many juices to taste… not bad either… she tastes good. What am I thinking? I hated this the first time with Kimmy and somewhere along the line I learned to like it. Not just tolerate it, but like it… and Amy’s is the best. I’m going down on my own daughter. No, don’t go there. Doing my daughter as her slave… makes me so tingly… don’t think about it like that. Just lick her pussy.
After two orgasms, Amy told Mary to stop. “Stand up, it’s time for more lessons. Go into the closet and get the sports bag. Carefully lay out the contents on the bed.” As Mary brought the bag and unzipped it, Amy said, “Rule 15, I will keep the contents of my slave bag cleaned and ready for use at all times. This is your slave bag.”

It was no surprise to the experienced slave that the bag contained gags, cuffs, plugs, dildos, whips, a paddle, and more. These were the things that Amy would use on her.  She knew there had to be a well-equipped dungeon of sorts somewhere in the house, so these were her personal toys for everyday use. At the moment, they were clean and polished to show her how they were expected to be kept. 
Once everything was displayed, Amy told Mary to kneel and picked up the leather collar. Holding it out to Mary, she asked, “Mommy, do you accept this collar as a sign of your absolute submission and obedience to me, your mistress?”

“Yes, Amy,” said Mary quickly. It wasn’t that she was eager, but she didn’t even want to consider the consequences of saying no. Choices my ass… She lifted her chin so Amy could encircle her neck in leather and buckle the collar in place. 
“Rule 11, I will wear my collar at all times. It is not locked, Mommy,” said Amy. “You will take it off to shower and when you change into your slave uniform at which time you will put on a white choker as your collar when in public.”
Picking up a butt plug, she told Mary to put it where it belonged. Mary blushed at her daughter’s expectation. It was simply put and they both knew where it belonged. Standing, she first sucked on the plug and then slid it in place. “When you take it out, do not clean it as Mistress Lisa wanted you to. I’ll reserve that for punishment.” She held up a plastic bag that zipped shut. “Keep your bag stocked with these. Place dirty toys in one immediately. When we finish playing, clean them. Now put on your heels.”
Amy picked up a hood and said, “Put everything back in the bag. Did you notice where it all was? Nipple clamps in this pouch along with anything of similar size. Gags in this compartment. Dildos and anything that goes in your pussy or ass go here.” She picked up four leather cuffs and set them aside. “Cuffs there. Whips and paddle on top so I can get them quickly.” The paddle had come from the very top and Amy set that aside before Mary could put it in. 
Once everything was put away, Amy put the leather cuffs on Mary, one on each wrist and each ankle. She buckled them and locked them. Then she clipped the wrist cuffs together behind Mary’s back and clipped the ankle cuffs together. 

As Amy held up the hood, Mary was completely helpless. Willing to do anything to avoid the hood, she said, “Please spank my big, broad ass, Amy.” It was the only thing she could think of that she was allowed to say. 
In response, Amy laughed. “I didn’t think you’d ever actually say that, Mommy. Have you been naughty or disobedient?”
“No, Amy,” said Mary. 

“So, why would you think I’d punish you? Hold still while I put this on.” 

As her mistress put the hood on her, Mary realized immediately that it was different. It had holes for her eyes and mouth and a hole in back that she assumed would one day accommodate a ponytail. She calmed down and let Amy put the hood on. She didn’t have a choice and Amy didn’t really need her cooperation, so she was the main beneficiary of her calm nerves. Her heart stopped pounding and she could breathe normally. 
It was another test of her obedience when Amy led her to the wall and chained the top of her hood in place. This was where she’d spent the last three months with the sole difference that she could see and hear. She could see the paddle in Amy’s hand. If this wasn’t punishment, then it was playtime. 
“Recite your rules, Mommy,” said Amy. When Mommy needed help, Amy reminded her slave of the words and etched them into Mommy’s memory with the paddle until Mommy could recite them perfectly. 
Mary’s ass was bright red by the time Amy was satisfied with her performance. She set the paddle down and cupped Mommy’s tits. “Daddy loves me, Mommy. I’m his slave and he uses me however he wants, but he does love me and I love him. He is my master and I love him and I love serving him. I love you, Mommy. No matter what I do, I’ll always love you. Do not answer me. Just think about it. Do you love me? That’s the question. Not as your daughter, but as your mistress. You’ll have plenty of time to think about it. Someday I’ll let you answer the question.” That day would be when she was sure Mommy would say yes. 

After that, Amy removed everything except Mommy’s collar and heels. “Follow me. I’ll show you where the bathroom is. You will shower and use the toilet. Don’t sit down on the toilet, remember? When you are finished, you will dress for guests. You have half an hour.”
“Yes, Amy,” said Mary. She was torn over the whirlwind introduction to her new life. It threatened punishment and demeaning treatment at the hands of her daughter, yet Amy had a totally different attitude about slavery than Lisa had. A hot shower and use of the toilet at a reasonable time, privacy, clothes, things to do, and Amy’s offer of love made this a confusing mix of absolute submission and privilege. She’d done nothing to earn the privileges and she wondered if this was just how Amy had learned to be treated. This must be how Daddy treats Amy. What will happen if I’m disobedient? What will happen if I’m a good slave? Can I learn to love Amy as a mistress? 
*****
Dale Kemper wondered at the unusual set up. His Master, Steve Evans, liked to dress him in women’s clothes and while Dale got aroused by cross dressing, he didn’t enjoy the humiliation that went with doing it for his master or anyone his master chose to show him off to. Sometimes his Master simply left him naked and tied in some tortuous way. This time, however, he was completely hidden, which is not to say he was inaccessible. He was inside a box with his head sticking out. The size of the box forced him to kneel, putting his face right at blow job height and he knew it. If that wasn’t enough to be certain, his head stuck out of the top front of the box. His face was flush with the front of the box so a man could slide his cock all the way to its full depth. 
The helpless slave also wore a hood with cutouts for his eyes and a round hole for his mouth. In fact, on the inside of the hood, his mouth fit over a ring so he couldn’t close it. What he couldn’t see would have made him blush at the blatant invitation he offered. The front of the box had a picture of a naked, kneeling woman as if that’s what was inside the box. The hood sported a wig of long brown hair and his face was a picture of Kim Kardashian with her mouth open in a big O. To look at the box, the “woman” inside was every man’s cocksucking dream. 
Beth had watched him being fixed up and when Steve was finished, it had taken nearly 20 swats on her bare ass to get her to stop laughing. Hubby is gonna be one popular guy this afternoon, she thought. He knows he’s gonna suck cock, but he has no idea what a cock magnet he is. I may never even have to suck a cock.  With this setup, there’s only one thing that could be about to happen. We’re gonna suck cocks and it’ll be somebody that we know.

“I used to be married to a real man,” said Beth. “Now I’m stuck with a cock sucking slut who’s gonna entertain me. This is gonna be so much fun. Such a pretty mouth and all ready for cock.”

Now just a few feet away, Beth knelt in the same position as “Kim” in her own box and wondered what was on the outside of hers. She might not have thought of her husband as such a cock magnet if she knew her box had the body of a 10-year-old girl. The girl had on a tiny bikini so as to not alarm the men who were coming with an illegal picture. Outside the box, Beth had long blond hair and the face of a girl that one of the men would recognize. 
The couple was side by side, facing in the same direction so that they couldn’t see the front of each other’s boxes, but when they turned their heads to look at their spouse, they could see the face the other presented to the guests. As five men came into the room, Dale and Beth both recognized Jeff Minot, a 5th grade teacher and close friend. Four of the men were drawn to Dale, but Jeff approached Beth with wide eyes. 
She heard one of the other men say, “It’s Kim Kardashian. Fucking A. She wants to suck my cock, doesn’t she?” Then her attention was on Jeff as the big black man stood in front of her and caressed her blond hair. “Well, hello, Karen,” he said softly with a nervous glance at the other men. “Looks like teacher’s pet is going to get something special today.” He stared at her with blatant lust and then said, “Want to see what Mr. Minot has for you?”
Fuck me! I look like one of the girls in his class! What a pervert. He wants a blowjob from a 5th grader? Am I naked? What is he thinking? He could get in such trouble… like Art and Dale… for lusting after one of his students. What does Karen think about him? Has he ever abused her? She didn’t think so and didn’t know if he wanted an answer. Gagged, she couldn’t say anything. Assuming that a 10-year-old girl might flirt with her teacher, but balk at the idea of sucking his cock, she shook her head no and tried to show a little girl’s fear in her eyes. 

At the refusal, Jeff laughed. He hadn’t expected a response, but it was the one he’d expect from the little tease. She’d been in his class last year as his favorite eye candy. With a fresh class of boys and girls, he hadn’t decided which girls would be his favorites and Karen was still his favorite fantasy. Toward the end of the year, Karen would come to school in a tank top and he was pretty sure she let him catch glimpses of her nipples. He never said or did anything about it and figured she’d sing a different tune if he did. Here she was in a tiny, sexy bikini trapped with her mouth open. He didn’t need her permission. He unzipped and pulled his cock out. “Well, I’m going to let you see it anyway.” He showed her his half erect cock, which grew as he stroked it. “You know what a blow job is, my little blond tease?”

Reluctantly, Beth nodded her head. She couldn’t stop him and she didn’t know what her Master expected, so she tried to think like Karen. She’d known when she was 10, so she figured Karen would know, too. 
“Bet you didn’t expect to give me one today,” he said, falling into the fantasy as Beth played her part well. There was no way he’d actually do this with one of his students, but he had fantasized about it, both with a reluctant student and a precocious, eager one, but never with a bound and helpless one.  
“Uh uh!” said Beth emphatically as she shook her head. No, I didn’t expect that and no, I don’t want to. 

“Well, it’s your lucky day, sweetie,” he said. “I’m going to let you blow me. You’re sitting there with your mouth wide open, so it looks like you want to suck my cock. Do you want that?”
“Uh uh!” Beth shook her head again. 

“Oh, too bad. You shouldn’t tease a man and then say no when you get what you deserve, now should you? I mean, a pretty girl like you knows how to get a man’s attention already and it’s time you learned what happens when you get my attention. I’m going to shove my big black cock between those pretty lips just as far as I can and you’re going to be my little 5th grade slut and get a mouthful of my cum. Now, say uh uh, one more time for me. Does my little cock tease want to suck my cock?”
“Uh uh!”

“Is Mr. Minot going to stick his big black cock in your pretty mouth anyway?”
Beth stared at the cock for a second and then looked up at his face, pleading with her eyes. Yeah, you are gonna do it and I can’t stop you. Jeff, it’s me… Beth Kemper. I don’t want to suck your cock. You’re a friend and I don’t want to know what your cock feels like or tastes like. I don’t want to suck your cock and your 10-year-old cock tease doesn’t want to either. She let out a little sob and then nodded slowly. “Uh huh.”
“Yeah, that’s a smart girl,” said Jeff. “You’ve teased me and now you can’t stop me. Fuck, I’m going to enjoy this.” He positioned his cock at the big O in Beth’s face, grabbed her hair, and then slowly fed it in. She tried to pull back… tried to move her head side to side… her eyes were still pleading as his cock slid over her tongue and touched the back of her throat. He fed another three inches into the sweet, young mouth before his pubes tickled her nose. “Surprise, little girl,” he said, summing up the look on her face. 
As he fucked her face, Beth tried to imagine herself as Karen. She’d had a male teacher in the 6th grade and with Jeff’s cock violating her throat, she thought about blowing Mr. Carmichael. She couldn’t quite capture that feeling, but she hadn’t ever done a blowjob before Steve Evans had forced her. It wasn’t hard at all to remember that moment and that look in her eyes was apparently enough for Mr. Minot. That look of being totally fucked as she learned then the meaning of true helplessness told the 5th grade teacher now that Karen understood it. 
As he pumped in and out of the little girl’s mouth, Jeff kept his voice low to curb his embarrassing enthusiasm. “Fucking your hot little mouth, Karen,” he said. “So surprised? What’s the matter? Can’t stop me? I’ve always wanted to do this. To you... to other girls… over the years so many of them. You’re one of my favorites, though… flashing your little titties at me. Now I have you. Right between your pretty little lips. Suck my cock, slut.”
For Beth, there was only the two of them. She’d looked forward to watching and listening as her husband got it, but he was completely forgotten for now. She was Beth, blowing her friend, Jeff. She was Karen, blowing her teacher, Mr. Minot. She was Beth, blowing her teacher, Mr. Carmichael. She was a slave blowing her Master for the first time. She was Karen, coming back for more because she was afraid not to. She was Karen, blowing her Master, Mr. Minot. Oh how she was being used and how exciting it was. As he flooded her mouth with cum, she shivered with desperate need. I’ve never blown my husband, but I’ve blown so many men. Now my Master has even turned me into a 10-year-old girl being mouth raped by her teacher, a man she trusts. It never happened to me like that, but now it has. It’s like I’ve been a slave since I was 10. I need to cum NOW… but I’m in a fucking box and… no way! Lost in her fantasy of submission, she hadn’t realized where her fingers were until she exploded in orgasm. 
The pleasure of fucking his teasing student’s mouth was incredible and then, with his cum dripping out of her mouth, the little slut had an orgasm. He wished he could watch the slender young form squirm with pleasure as she squealed and moaned, her eyes looked ready to pop out of her head, and her breathing was fast and heavy. Karen Paulsen had cum for him! Drank his cum and came at the same time. 
The teacher laughed and said, “Yeah, tell me again that you didn’t want to suck my cock, slut.”

Panting, Beth quickly recovered from the intense experience. She was embarrassed that she’d had such a wonderful orgasm. She couldn’t put her finger on the reason for her pleasure, but she couldn’t chase away the thoughts of being a slave at the age of 10. Just like Aurora, Jasmine, Tumble, Mine, and Debbie—all those little girl slaves 10 and under. Do I wish I was one of them? I’m a fucking slave and I get off on it. Why not wish I’ve been doing it all my life?
Finally, she turned to look at Dale. She hadn’t been keeping track, but from body language, it looked to her like only one of the four men was still waiting his turn. The others looked sated. If not for the forced O, she would have smiled at the sight. They might imagine they were getting a blow job from Kim Kardashian, but it was her stupid, worthless husband choking down his third cock with a fourth waiting in the wings. What would they think if they knew their cum is going into a man’s mouth? She mentally shrugged. It doesn’t matter. It’s enough that I know. The third man stepped back, leaving behind a trail of cum drooling from Dale’s mouth. Keeping that perfect O, he took the fourth man in his mouth. Yeah, thattaboy, slut, suck cock for me.
For Dale, there were many levels of torment—the lack of control of his own life, the pain and torture his Master could bestow upon him, watching his wife being abused, and, worst of all, sucking a cock. In his mind, it was the most demeaning thing a man could be forced to do. Out of necessity, he was good at it. His Master knew how much he hated it and that only ensured he’d do it often. As usual, he’d do it today with his wife watching. It was humiliating under any conditions, but it galled him to the core when she watched. Even if she couldn’t say it, he knew she enjoyed watching him suck cock. It was her revenge for getting them in this mess. 
As the five men entered, he was more concerned with the four that singled him out than the fifth who bee-lined for his wife. At least she’d be occupied with a cock and not watching. As the first announced that he looked like Kim Kardashian, he understood what Beth had laughed about. They think I’m a woman behind the mask. A sexy, desirable, and unreachable celebrity just waiting to suck their cocks. I’m a man, dammit! A man who has no choice but to please my sick Master. A man who’s gonna suck four cocks just to entertain him. 
The first man grabbed Dale’s hair and shoved his cock deep. “A blowjob from Kim Kardashian,” he chuckled. “What a fucking bitch. Man, you can suck cock, can’t you, Kim?”
Dale tried to get his mind off the sheer indignity, but he never could. He knew his mouth would soon be filled with another man’s cum. My mouth being used by men. Giving them pleasure and getting none myself. My wimpy cock is caged and I hope it doesn’t get hard. Think about something else… about jogging… about teaching… about... when is he gonna cum in my mouth? Any second now. Starting another school year. Fourth period looks like it’ll be a problem… already got a class clown… for Christ’s sake, when is he gonna cum? They want me to be the faculty advisor for the history club again… what can I do different this year to make it interesting… oh God, he’s gonna blow… and… and… fuck, fill my mouth with cum. Fuck me to tears. Like it or not, I’m a cum receptacle.  
Between each blowjob, he looked at his wife to see what she was doing. After the second mouthful, he was surprised she was still at it. The man had stamina and was enjoying the experience. Fuck, it’s Jeff! He’s a grade school teacher and Beth’s a little jail bait doll. After the third mouthful, she was looking back. He could see the satisfaction in her eyes as the fourth man turned his head forward again and he could practically hear her voice as the fourth cock slid down his throat. “Oh, yeah, I love watching you suck cock. Choke it down for me. You do it so well. Better than me. Never had a blowjob in your life? Ha, ha, that is so rich. I’ll do it for anybody but you and you’ll do it for anybody but you.” He’d heard it enough times that even with her gagged, he could hear it like she was spewing it out live. Again! Sucking cock again! Another man in my mouth. He thinks it’s a girl, but it’s me. He’s getting what I never will. And Beth is laughing her ass off. Oh well, she looks pretty sexy when she does it. Right in front of me, sucking another man’s cock. It’s my fault, but she can suck a mean cock… oh fuck, no… shouldn’t have thought about that… fuck, I’ve got a hard on and it hurts and I’m sucking a cock and my wife is gloating and there’s nothing… absolutely nothing that I can do about it. Jesus, he’s cumming. Enjoy yourself, Beth. 
*****
The fun was gone for Debbie Chance. It had started as a challenge to earn needles away from Bubba and save mommy’s tits. Then she was saving Susie’s tits, too, and saving mommy and Susie from her brother, Jack. It was interactive as she “won” half the needles from Bubba or Jack. Now, Jack just demanded sex from Debbie and used fewer needles on mommy and Susie. The game was gone and in its place was a ritual. She missed the challenge of doing it right so she’d get the 12 needles or the hope that if she did even better she might get more needles. He had sex with mommy and Susie, too, but Debbie thought that was fine since they were older. She didn’t want to be Jack’s fuck toy. 

The little girl, now 11, knew she was special to Jack. Over the summer she hoped Jack wouldn’t notice the small swells growing on her chest, but he had. He never stuck needles in her, but she wasn’t sure what would happen now that she had tits. He didn’t tie her like he did mommy and Susie. They didn’t even have sex like mommy and Susie, up until two weeks ago when he’d popped her cherry like it was no big deal. Now, it followed that he would tie her and stick needles in her tits. 
He never called her a slave and she never asked if she was. In every way except name, she was a slave. The problem was that she was slowly becoming not special—a slave just like mommy and Susie. Why wouldn’t she jump at the chance to be special again? That’s just what she thought when Jack assigned her a special task. It was creepy and it made her jealous, but she’d be special again. 
It wasn’t creepy because he’d asked her to make out with another girl. She’d done it with mommy and Susie and a couple other slaves and a couple of mistresses. What was creepy was that she had to take the lead and seduce her friend, Anna, and Anna was a year younger, a 5th grader like she’d been when she started. She had to do it with two webcams in her room. One was behind her mirror peering through a little hole in the frame and disguised by a decal. The other was above her bed, disguised by a poster. 
Jack had gotten the idea when Anna moved in a few doors down and figured the younger girl would be eager to make a new friend in the neighborhood. She was and Debbie and Anna became best friends. After school, Anna came over to play and Debbie set her plan in motion. The good thing about being in a family of slaves was that Debbie knew she wouldn’t get in trouble if her mom caught them. Her mom knew what was going on and stayed out of the way. 
After talking about school for a few minutes, Debbie said, “It’s so hot today. Want to go swimming?” They had a small, above ground pool in the backyard that was only good for cooling off, not really swimming. 
“Yeah, sure,” agreed Anna. “I’ll go get my suit.”

“You can wear one of mine,” said Debbie. “I’ve got one from last year that’s a little small. It’ll fit you.”

“’kay,” said the unsuspecting preteen. Debbie gave her a pink two-piece suit. With relief, she quickly realized she wasn’t going to have to work as hard as she thought as Anna wasn’t a bit shy with her friend about stripping down and putting on the suit. Debbie got a good look at Anna’s slender body. No tits. No hair. Cute pussy. Bet Jack got all that. Hope he liked it. 
As she changed, Debbie took note that Anna didn’t stare, but she also didn’t look away in embarrassment. A few minutes later as they sat in the pool, Anna said, “You got boobs, huh?”

Debbie shrugged. “Yeah, no big deal. Happens to all of us. You jealous?”
Blushing, Anna said, “I suppose. I mean, not like I wish I had boobs yet. More like I wish I was in 6th grade and had them.”
“My mom always says not to rush things. It’ll happen when it happens. You’re cute and all.”

“So are you,” said Anna. “And you’ve got boobs.”

“Not that the boys care. I mean, they look, but they’re still so childish, you know? They want nothing to do with girls. It’s like there’s something wrong with us.”
“Cooties,” giggled Anna. “We got cooties, don’t ya know? Even in 6th grade? The boys don’t hang out with girls?” she asked with a trace of disappointment. “I thought in middle school they got more mature.”

“Not in 6th grade. At least not on the first day,” said Debbie. “They act just like last year. I think it happens in 7th grade. I saw some older boys talking to girls in the hall.”
Over the next few minutes listening to Anna, Debbie decided on a seduction strategy. It wasn’t very subtle, hardly a seduction at all, but Anna kept coming back to the idea of being older and having boobs, being older and having a boyfriend, being older and going to school dances, and, well, just being older.  
Back in her room after the swim, Debbie gave Anna a towel and then stripped off her suit. Standing in front of the mirror, but a little offset to give Anna room, she casually dried herself off. Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Anna was doing the same. The 10-year-old was farther back, but still facing the mirror for a full frontal view for that webcam. Getting Anna naked was just part of what Jack wanted. As Debbie walked in front of and past her, Anna turned to keep an eye on her friend which turned her bottom to face the webcam over the bed. 
Stopping in front of her dresser, Debbie dropped the towel to the floor. She opened her underwear drawer as she screwed up her courage and then turned to face Anna. “Hey, c’mere.” She tugged Anna’s hand and led her to stand facing her in profile to the mirror. With a quizzical look, Anna let Debbie position her. Just us girls, she thought as she dropped her towel, too. Without a hint of embarrassment, the two nude girls faced each other. It wasn’t like they were naked, but more like they just hadn’t gotten dressed yet. “Put your hand here,” said Debbie, cupping her budding breast. 
“Huh?” said Anna, balking as her friend turned the moment from casual to sexual. She laughed nervously. “Feel you up?”
“Nah,” said Debbie. “You just wanted to know what a boob feels like, right? Just touch it and see. I don’t mind.”

“You sure?” said Anna cautiously. “It’s OK with you? And it’s no big deal?” She reached out and cupped Debbie’s boob and jerked her hand back.
“Jeez, what was that?” said Debbie. “You can’t find out like that. Pretend it’s your boob and just… it’s your boob so you can do what you want.”

With a light blush, Anna reached out again and settled her hand in place. She cupped and squeezed the soft flesh. Then Debbie cupped both her breasts and said, “Like this. Here, you go around behind me and reach around. Then they’ll be more like your own.”
It sounded like a good idea and she’d already touched it once, so Anna moved around behind and grabbed both of Debbie’s boobs. She laughed nervously again. “I just don’t know how it feels to you. I mean, how does it feel when you squeeze them?” 
“It feels nice,” said Debbie. “I like to do it and…” She hesitated and then finished, “… it feels better when somebody else does it.”
“Somebody else? Like who?” asked Anna, surprised that Debbie had let somebody else feel her up. 

“You, silly,” said Debbie. She pulled away and turned to face Anna. “Check this out.” She tweaked her nipples. “My nipples get hard when I do this.” She could tell she had Anna’s attention as she took the younger girl into new territory. While she looked nervous, Anna wasn’t stopping her. “Let’s see if yours do, too.” Without waiting for Anna’s response, she rolled Anna’s small nipples between her thumb and forefinger. 
“God, Deb,” said Anna, pulling away. “That’s sorta… um… personal.” She looked confused and toyed with her own nipples. “What the heck? It… it felt different when you did it.”

“Better,” said Debbie. “Like I said, it felt better when you touched my tits, so why wouldn’t it feel better when I touch your nipples? Do it to me. Please? I wanna see how it feels.”

This was definitely not how Anna expected to spend her afternoon, but she complied with her friend’s request and rolled the small nubs until they were hard. “God, they do get hard. Does it feel good? Better?”

In response, Debbie reached out and took Anna’s nipples gently between her thumb and forefinger and rolled them. “What do you think? Does that feel cool or what?”
“Jeez, Deb, it feels naughty,” said Anna. “You won’t tell anybody, will you?”

“Heck no,” said Debbie. “We’re not doing anything wrong. Just experimenting, right? Did you get… um… tingly when I did this?” She went back to tweaking Anna’s nipples. 

Faced with a question, Anna didn’t think twice about this renewed assault on her nipples. She focused her attention on the feeling and then she shivered. “Yeah, tingly. Sorta… umm… good tingly… in my nip-nipples, I mean.”
“Yeah, me, too,” nodded Debbie. “Do me again.” As Anna played with her nipples again, Debbie said, “Tingly someplace else, too. Just… umm… was it just your nipples or somewhere… umm… else?”

“Like where?” asked Anna. Her eyes flashed right to where Debbie’s other tingle was, so she knew where. She just wanted Debbie to be the one to say it. 
“Down here,” said Debbie. “In my pussy?”

“Pussy!?” said Anna sharply, but softly. “That’s crude… I mean, don’t you think so? It’s… it’s… I wouldn’t call it that.”

With a chuckle, Debbie said, “Pussy, pussy, pussy. Jeez, Anna, what would you call it when it tingles?”

“I don’t know,” shrugged Anna. It was a good question and put that way, pussy was probably the right word. 

“Holy cow,” said Debbie, feigning surprise at the next turn of events. “You ever touch yourself there? You ever… cum? I do it. I rub down there and it feels incredible. What if… I mean, do you ever do that?”
“I don’t get it,” said Anna. “Down here? My vagina? Why would it feel incredible?” She looked down at her pussy with her hand poised to touch it. “Yeah, I have touched it lots, but it never felt incredible.”

“You have to touch a special place,” said Debbie. “It feels great and so I was thinking if… umm… never mind.”

About to call a halt to this experimenting, Anna’s curiosity grew again. “What were you thinking? What’s never mind?” She didn’t realize that Debbie’s hesitation was carefully planned. It was like it was against the rules to say holy cow and then never mind. On top of that, it was embarrassing that the older girl knew something that she didn’t. Anna had to know. 
“If it feels great when I do it, would that feel better if somebody else did it instead?”

“Somebody else? Me?” said Anna. “What do you mean incredible? Good incredible?”
“Yeah, good incredible. I can’t describe it,” said Debbie. “I can show you.” 

“Like touch yourself, you mean?” asked Anna. It was so confusing. She’d touched herself many times between her legs and nothing came close to incredible. 

“No, I mean, touch you.”

“My vagina!?”

“Your pussy,” said Debbie in a conspiratorial tone. “I promise it’ll be the best ever.”
Anna wasn’t sure at all if this was OK or if she should let Debbie do it. The one thing she was sure of was that she had to let Debbie do it. It sounded too good to not try whatever it was she was about to try and that feeling of being a little girl playing with an older girl was overwhelming. She couldn’t back out. “You’re sure?” she said.
“Lie down on the bed.” When Anna was on her back, Debbie said, “I do this.” She put her right forefinger to Anna’s clit and rested her left hand on Anna’s nascent breast. Making slow circles, she rubbed the younger girl’s sensitive nub and teased her nipple to hardness. “Just relax. It takes a few minutes.”
Within 30 seconds, Anna knew she couldn’t let Debbie stop now. It did indeed feel good. The surprising thing was that as Debbie did it, it felt better and better. It wasn’t like that ice cream tasted good or that a painting was pretty. The ice cream didn’t taste better when you ate more and the painting didn’t get prettier when you looked at it longer. The little tingle grew and her breathing got heavier. Something was about to happen. 
“Gawd,” she gasped as Debbie licked her nipple. Her little body jerked at the intense feeling and jerked again when Debbie sucked on her nipple. Something was definitely about to happen and she watched Debbie intently as her friend moved from beside her to between her legs, never stopping the intimate pressure on a part of her body that Anna didn’t know was there. It was odd because that made Debbie have to stretch to keep playing with her nipple. 
“You do it,” said Debbie. “Both hands. Both nipples.” As Anna took charge of her tingling titties, Debbie leaned close and replaced her fingers with her tongue. 

“Oh Gawd,” gasped Anna again as Debbie’s hands cupped her tight ass and lifted her up. Just before she came, she pondered how gross it was to have Debbie licking her there. Then it was pure pleasure. She was glowing when Debbie finished and then she felt Debbie’s lips on hers. It was so natural that she didn’t even think about saying no. What the heck just happened, she wondered. That was incredible. How did she know? Mmm, it feels good to have her hold me… kiss me… caress me. What happened? What does it mean? I loved it. I love her. 

When Anna looked recovered, Debbie said, “Was I right? Was it incredible?”
“Yeah, it was,” agreed Anna. 

“It looked better than when I do it to myself. Would you do me?”

“Do what? Touch you like that? I don’t know how.” It turned out to be quite simple. In no time at all, Debbie was moaning with pleasure. “Do I have to… umm… lick you down there?”
“My pussy?” said Debbie. “No, not this time. I don’t want you to. Maybe next time.” She didn’t want the interruption. Anna was doing fine, but she didn’t want to take the time to show her best friend how to use her tongue properly. 
Debbie was scoring big points with Jack just by making Anna cum and now she’d get even more as Anna tentatively fingered her pussy. She guided Anna’s fingers to the right place and then played with her nipples while Anna did the rest. Even she thought it was sexy to have an innocent, naked girl playing with her pussy while cameras were getting it all. When she came, it wasn’t the best orgasm she ever had. In fact, she could do it better herself. The other slaves did it even better than that. The orgasm was good, but it felt better to make her Master happy. 
After they were dressed, Debbie said, “That was pretty intense. I hope you’re OK with it. I liked doing it with you. I mean, I hope you liked it, but if you don’t want to do it again, that’s fine. If you want to do it again, that’s fine, too. Just don’t get weird and stop being my friend. I mean, it just happened, you know?”
“I’m OK,” said Anna. “It was fun. It was pretty special, you know? We can do it again, I mean, if you want to. I want to do it again now that I know what’s gonna happen.”

With Anna gone, Debbie went to her brother’s room. “Did I do OK?”

“Super,” said Jack. “That was hot. You did so good that…” He nodded toward his mom and Susie, naked, bound, and sitting on the edge of his bed. Each had only four needles in each tit. 
“Four more?” said Debbie excitedly. Winning four more needles from Jack was the best reward she could get. 
Susie rolled her eyes. The two of them had watched the whole thing on the webcam feeds to Jack’s computer. We’re sitting here with eight needles stuck in us and she’s happy. Yeah, do a little dance. Be happy. You got to cum… got to play with your little friend… made Master happy. You cum, we get stuck. It’s only a little torture. Heck, I’m happy, too, but I’m not gonna dance. Eight needles instead of 12. Life sucks when that makes me happy. Keep it up, little sister. 
“Who do you want to suck my cock?” Jack asked his little sister. 

Linda and Susie groaned in unison. They couldn’t hold it against Debbie for making a choice. He made her do it. They still hated having their fate decided by Jack’s favorite. She had to make a choice. She didn’t have to say it the way she did and she didn’t have to grin as she said it. “Mommy, get down on your knees and suck Master’s cock. I want to watch you suck your son’s cock.”
As Linda knelt to do her task, Jack put the taped show at the point where Anna was just lying down on her back in anticipation of something incredible. Three of them watched Debbie take the 10-year-old to her first orgasm. Linda watched Jack’s pubes come close and go away, come close and go away, come close and go away… over and over until she swallowed his cum.  

*****

With their daughter missing, Felicia’s parents had tried everything. They offered a reward. They’d pled on national TV for her safe return. They’d hired their own investigator. When the DVD labeled “Proof of Life” came in the mail, they played it right away. 
It started with a picture of Felicia in a simple white dress. “Hi, mom and dad, they just wanted to let you know that I’m alive and well.” She held up a newspaper from Rio de Janeiro dated five days ago. “See, it’s August 20th.” It was in Portuguese, so all the distraught parents could make out was the date. They clung to each other and sobbed. It had been two months and now they had proof that she was still alive. Surely demands would soon be made. 
“I get good food and there’s lots to do. I’m here with Mrs. Cooper, Lori, Kevin, and Joanie and Paul and Mrs. Wheeler. We’re all safe and in good health. We’re all having a good time. I’m not sure if I’ll get to come home, but I’m having fun and happy. I’ll show you.”
Her words confused her parents. There couldn’t possibly be anything good in her life, but there she was smiling and talking about having fun and being happy. What was going on? Why had they taken her if they were treating her so nice. With the two disarmed by the pleasant look on Felicia’s face and her words, the scene cut suddenly. 

“Mrs. Cooper,” said Felicia’s voice. The two were nude with Cindy on her back and Felicia kneeling between her legs. Her tongue went lick, lick, lick in a two second clip. Clearly there was contact between her tongue and the woman’s pussy. “Lori Cooper,” said Felicia. Lick, lick, lick. “Kevin Cooper.” Bob, bob, bob, up and down his hard cock for two seconds. “Joanie Cooper.” Lick, lick, lick. The video snapped through shocking two second clips one after the other. 
Felicia’s astonished father scrambled for the remote to turn off the disgusting scene. “Paul Faust.” Bob, bob, bob. “Helen Johnson.” Lick, lick, lick. “Mrs. Wheeler.” Lick, lick, lick. It was a race for dad to get the TV off with his wife hysterically sobbing. “Even big black ones,” said Felicia. He had the remote in his hand and froze at Felicia’s words. Felicia took Harold Kimbe’s cock in her mouth and slid the entire length past her sweet lips. “I feel like a real woman,” she said as the next picture showed her jerking off two spewing cocks. A black one aimed at her mouth and a white one aimed at her flat chest. 
Finally shutting off the TV, Mr. Miller slumped in his chair. She looked so happy and said she was happy and then all those disgusting things that she was happy about! No man ever wanted to see his preteen daughter doing those things, but now some sick pervert in Brazil had shown him that his daughter was a sex toy. There was more on the DVD, but neither of them watched it. They turned it over to the police who concluded (quite incorrectly) that the kidnapped group was in Brazil and there was virtually no hope of their recovery. What they didn’t tell the distraught parents was that an analysis of Felicia’s body language and speech patterns indicated she really was enjoying her new life. 
*****

Joke felt like the black sheep in a black family. From being aroused by humiliation, it had grown to a need for humiliation. He was addicted to it. Sucker had been the first, right from the start, to enjoy feeding his need. Mine had followed suit, imitating her older sister and enjoying the reaction she got from him. His wife treated him like a wimp and a pervert and he ate it up. By comparison, the three girls had “respectable” buttons that Master Paul could push to get them aroused, hence Joke was the odd man out, the black sheep, the butt of their jokes, and the target of their scorn. I’m the husband and father, but I’m the laughing stock of the family and I enjoy it… I need it… I’d beg for it if they didn’t offer it so freely. I can get hard just from thinking about how humiliating it is to crave humiliation. The terrible truth that he’d finally discovered just a week ago was that Mistress Lisa had trained him. God dammit, it arouses me to know that I’m the subject of a very successful psychology experiment. Whatever I used to be, now I’m a trained slave who enjoys being teased by my daughters. He enjoyed it from anybody, but from Paul’s two youngest slaves was the best. 
With his three slave girls so eager to humiliate daddy, Master Paul had to put the brakes on. It was too easy to do and he didn’t want Joke in a constant state of arousal. All he had to do was tie the big man up and let one of the girls tease him. Paul made sure they knew it wasn’t the slaves’ prerogative to decide when to push daddy’s buttons. When he did give them permission, they relished the chance to give daddy an erection. 
It didn’t even take any effort to torment Joke with a constant state of arousal. Right now he was in a low box lying flat on his back with only his head sticking out the side and resting on the floor and his cock sticking out the top. With the big black cock standing up on display, Paul had slipped a rubber washer around the base so his cock and balls wouldn’t fit back through. Whether he liked it or not, Joke’s cock was on display for his family. He had a ring gag with a clear hose running out of his mouth and a funnel on the other end. It was simple, the three female slaves could pee all they wanted as long as they did it in the funnel. Joke’s cock was hard because there was either pee to laboriously swallow with the ring gag making it difficult, someone was peeing, or he knew someone would pee pretty soon. His eyes darted around, relishing the predicament, yet he groaned in near constant agony from his inability to cum. 
Master Paul had dismissed the helpless slave from his mind while he attended to Sucker. The 15-year-old slave loved to suck cock. As always, the contrast in color of his white cock sliding into the pink rimmed hole in the chocolate face added to his excitement. “Nigger girls love white cock,” he said. The words always got a sparkle of delight in her eyes; she really did love them—white or black. He liked that acknowledgement from the oldest sister, but he also liked the denial that Mine showed. It was at times like this that he missed Licker. Licker and Mine didn’t love sucking his cock, but they’d do it well anyway and they couldn’t hide the look of distaste in their eyes. That feeling of power made it better. But, he’d given Licker away to Mistress Candice as her chocolate bunny and he still had plenty of slaves to keep him happy.
The 15-year-old black slave had a sleek look like all of the slaves. He and Joanie made them exercise to keep their muscles toned. The young master loved the little girl look of Mine, not looking forward to her entry into puberty. Sucker’s tits reminded him of First, but he’d come to prefer the chocolate skin of his slaves. There wasn’t a bad looking slave in the lot, as he considered his full access to Pain’s adult body. She didn’t pretend to dislike her position anymore. Given the choice, she’d rather be a thousand miles away, but she couldn’t deny that it didn’t take much to drive her to heights of ecstasy. Like Joke was addicted to humiliation, she was addicted to pain. Yes, there had been a time when she begged not to be spanked, not to get started; but she’d surrendered to the inevitable. 
They were all lovely, but right now Master’s attention was on Sucker. She loved white cock and she loved his eyes on her. He’d caressed her with his voice enough times that while he taunted her about white cock, she imagined his other thoughts. My milk chocolate mounds topped by dark chocolate kisses. There for him to look at any time he wants. My tight brown ass. My slender legs. My warm pussy with the shocking pink insides. All those taboo things a good girl shouldn’t let him see, but I do. I have to. At least he compliments me… us… all the time. He doesn’t have to, but he does. Nigger slaves to a white master. So wrong, but it’s true. 
She never took her eyes off Master’s face, reading his arousal as she’d been trained. Pulling her mouth off his cock, she licked his balls and his cock, catching the little smile on his face. He’s still surprised and turned on by how much more pink my tongue looks than First’s or Tease’s tongue. Taking his cock back in her mouth, she bobbed up and down faster, leading him closer to cumming. 
Pain took his attention as she went to Joke and lined the funnel up with her pee hole. “Got a present for you, toilet boy. Hold still now. That’s a good boy. Fuck, you’re so excited and I haven’t even started. Well, I think it’s pretty exciting, too, when I get to pee in my husband’s mouth and make him drink it. Such a twisted mind, professor. You wish I’d pee somewhere else, right? But it makes your cock so hard when I do it right here.” She let loose a stream of pee, leaning forward slightly to watch the yellow liquid run down the clear tube. It filled his mouth and then ran three inches up the tube. “Fuck, yeah, sweetie. You got a mouthful and now I’m gonna watch it go down, down, down.” 
Climbing onto the sturdy box, Pain lowered herself down on Joke’s cock. “Hard enough to pound nails,” she observed as she slowly slid up and down. By now, none of the girls were virgins and riding the hard cock while he worked on her pee was part of his torment. “Yeah, so big and hard and all the way up your wife’s pussy. Fucking mommy while the girls watch. What a pervert drinking my pee while I fuck myself. You’d even cum inside me if Master Paul let you. Ohhh, you want that, don’t you? Your cock feels so good in there. Bet you love it, too.”

Watching and listening to Pain tease Joke, Paul came in Sucker’s mouth. “Nothing like getting a blowjob with mommy and daddy’s approval,” he said as he watched her play with it and then swallow.
“Hey, perv, doesn’t look like you’ve swallowed any,” said Pain. “Get to work. Glug, glug, glug. I can do this all day. Can you?”  
My God, she’s driving me crazy, thought Joke. My wife riding my cock while I lie here with a mouthful of her pee. My loving wife taunting me in front of the girls. She knows how fucking hard it is to swallow with this gag. Urged on by the woman, he made a big effort and with an audible swallow, the level of pee went down an inch and a half. As Pain laughed, he felt a surge of humiliation and fought to keep from cumming. 
Pain rose quickly, leaving Joke’s cock glistening with her juices and throbbing with need. “Holy fuck, you almost came. You remember what happened last time you came without permission?” She looked close at his cock, her face inches away from it. “Looks like that hurts. Jeez, you could cum in a second. Go ahead, do it. Cum. I wanna see a big geyser of goo shoot out of that big, hard cock. You can do it. Come on, show the girls, daddy. Try just a little harder.” Even with his gag, she could hear faint strangled noises of need. “I did it, you guys. It’s fucking vibrating.”
Everyone knew that Joke couldn’t cum without some help. It was obvious he was seconds away from an eruption and even straining to keep it there. He was bathed in humiliation. Yeah, I was about to cum. Screw the consequences. Get back on there and ride it again. Make daddy cum in your pussy. Damn, it hurts. Get on it. Oh fuck me, don’t tease. Touch it. Touch daddy’s cock. Just a little. Stroke it. Lick it. Anything. God no, don’t announce it. I could explode right now. TOUCH IT FOR GOD’S SAKE!
“Ooo, she’s right,” said Mine, getting close, too. In her best innocent voice, she said, “My, my, daddy, what is that big thing? How come you’re letting me see it? That looks so naughty. Are you gonna cum? Would you cum on my face? I’m only 11, you know.” 
TOUCH IT OR GET AWAY FROM IT! Yeah, all over your sweet face if you let me. Just touch it. Yes, that’s it. Mine reached out her hand. “Don’t touch it,” snapped Pain. “We’re just gonna play with daddy’s sick little mind now. Want her to suck it, daddy?” Mine positioned herself over his cock with her mouth wide open. Lifting his head, Joke could see the tip of his cock and her mouth so close he could feel her breath. MY GOD, GET AWAY FROM IT! Just a little closer. For God’s sake, slide your lips around it. Do it.
“Can I get daddy in trouble, Master?” asked Mine. 

Joke’s eyes darted to the side as he attempted to beg to Master. Let her get me in trouble. I don’t mind. It’ll be worth it to blow the horse again. Oh God, just thinking about that… with them watching… I’m gonna explode. Get me in trouble or I’ll die. 

“Hmmm, interesting question,” said Master Paul. “Knowing you’ll suck horse cock, twice this time, would you be able to keep from cumming? How about if I serve you up a big bowl of horse piss?” Paul knew he was only feeding the slave’s hunger. The only true punishment for Joke was to lock him away for a few days with no contact and that just wasn’t any fun. 
“Finish your pee,” Master told the desperate slave. “Show your 11-year-old how much you like it.” It wasn’t hard to keep Joke frustrated at the peak of excitement. In fact, it was fun to do. He wanted to torment Joke a little longer and he didn’t want his slave choking on the pee in the throes of an orgasm. 
Taking Master’s invitation, Mine shifted her attention from daddy’s cock to his head. “You know, daddy, that is just so gross. Drinking pee. Bet you don’t like doing it, but what the fuck are you gonna do about it?” She giggled at his pained expression. “Guzzle it down. Glug, glug, glug. My daddy, the trained humiliation slut.” 
With another audible gulp, Joke swallowed and the pee disappeared from the tube. “Still got a mouthful?” asked Mine. “Almost gone, but you still got more.” She glanced down at his cock. “Still ready to cum? Ready for me to get you in trouble. Fuck, I loved watching you blow the horse. I wanna see that again. No control at all. Just a little sucky sucky and you’ll cum and then horse cock down your throat.”
Knowing Mine was right about more pee in Joke’s mouth, Paul removed the tube and then the ring gag. It would give his slave the chance for a good swallow and the opportunity to beg. 

With a final swallow, the big slave cleared his mouth. As best he could, he peered over the top of the box where Sucker was making licking motions that almost touched his cock. His two daughters had teased him to a point where he was barely capable of rational thought. Just touch it. Run that tongue up my cock. Put those lips around it. Master, give her permission to get my in trouble. If I beg to cum, will he let me? If I beg not to cum, will he let me? “Please, Sucker, you want to watch daddy suck off the stallion again?” Or Mine, but Sucker is closest. That ought to do it. He looked at Master. “Please, Master, I need to cum so bad. I don’t care if you make me suck horse cock.”
“Sucker, just your hand. Give him a hand job. Daddy’s gonna suck horse cock for a hand job.”

As Sucker’s hand closed around his cock, Joke whined, “No, I want her mouth. I thought you’d make her blow me.” Then he gasped as his cum rose, “Oh God, yesss.” The humiliation was sublime. Already at the peak, the idea that all he’d get was a hand job drove him wild. Everybody knows what I want. Everybody knows I’m not getting it. Everybody knows I’ll suck off the horse for Sucker’s hand.
A geyser erupted from his cock, shooting four feet straight up in the air. “Point it at his face,” said Master. Sucker adjusted the angle as she pumped Joke’s cock and as his cock spasmed, a thick rope of cum shot out and over his head. Still stroking the throbbing cock, she adjusted again and the next time he spattered his own face. The fully aroused man looked like he was in pain, groaning and grimacing as Sucker jerked him off. When he had no more cum left, he passed out. Even with her hand, she’d given him a spectacular orgasm. 
“Thank you, Master,” said Sucker. “He’s so much fun.”
It was another ten minutes before Sucker went to Joke and patted his face. “Time to wake up, daddy. Hello in there. Nap time’s over.” When he didn’t respond, she lifted an eyelid and the blank look scared her. “He’s not breathing,” she said. “I killed him.”
“He’s fine,” said Master, but he tucked the deflated black cock inside the box, unlatched the lid of the box, and opened it. “Shit.” Joke’s chest wasn’t moving. He put his ear to the man’s chest. He’s fucking dead. Sucker killed him. No, I killed him using Sucker. He’s just a slave, but I killed him. I didn’t mean to. He fought down the feeling of guilt and the weakness that went with it. He’s just a slave… a piece of property… it’s no big deal. “You didn’t kill him, Sucker,” he said. “You just broke him and now he doesn’t work anymore.”
The callous disregard for the slave’s life startled the other slaves. They looked at Master as he practically dared them to challenge his assessment. “Piece of property that doesn’t work anymore,” said Master. “He was a lot of fun, but that’s over. Guess we’ll all miss the fun, but he died happy. Right at the height of pleasure.”
“He cheated,” said Mine. “He came and now he doesn’t have to suck horse cock.”

“Mine!” snapped Sucker. It was one thing for Master to say it, but for Mine to act like it was no big deal deserved her reproach. 

“I’m just saying…” said Mine. “I mean, he could have died… got broke… after he sucked off the horse twice.”
“God, I just killed daddy,” said Sucker. “There’s nothing good about it.”

“Stop that,” said Master. “I know he was your daddy, but you didn’t kill him or break him. I did it. You don’t do anything without my permission, so I did it all. Nobody knew he’d break that bad, but it must have been a hell of an orgasm.”
“He died happy,” said Pain. She felt no remorse over his death. He’d ceased to be the man she married several months ago. She felt little maternal instinct toward her daughters anymore, but what little she had told her that they might have a difficult time dealing with daddy’s demise. “He was a slave who just got more than a slave could ask for. You didn’t kill him, Sucker. You played with him the way we always do. He wouldn’t ever admit it, but he’s never been happier than when you’re teasing him.”
The woman looked to Paul and said, “Master, you should tell Mistress Theresa. He can’t stay here like that.”

“Yeah, OK,” said Master. He left the room and got about four steps out the door before he was shaking so much he had to stop. He’d never seen a dead body before, let alone been there when it happened or felt responsible for it. We all thought he passed out. Could I have done something if we knew he was dead? Would CPR have worked? Slave or not, he was a human being. How should I feel about it?
Five minutes later he felt collected enough to find his way to Mistress Theresa. She thought he looked like he’d seen a ghost. “Paul, what’s wrong? You’ve been crying. Is everything OK?”

He wiped his eyes, but it was the redness that told her he’d been crying. “It’s Professor Joke. He’s dead.”
“What did you do?” she asked, immediately assuming he’d done something dangerous that had resulted in the slave’s death. She pictured Joke hanging by his neck or bleeding all over the place. 

“He just… came,” said Paul. “Like a huge one… orgasm, you know? And we thought he’d passed out, but then he wasn’t breathing.”

“He had a heart attack or what?”

“Yeah, I guess. What should we do?”

“I suppose your other slaves were there and know what happened?”

Paul nodded. “Sucker was pretty upset because she’s the one that jerked him off, you know? And so, I told them he was just a toy and he was broke now.”

Theresa was stunned. Just a broken toy? My God, the boy has been here too long. He’s so impressionable and all he’s had for the past two months is constant sex whenever and however he wants and now a man is dead and he thinks of Joke as a broken toy. “I suppose that’s one way to look at it,” she said in carefully measured tones. Their husband and father is a little more than a broken toy.
“Pain wants us to get him out of there,” said Paul. 

With a shrug, Theresa said, “Well, that’s the logical thing to do.” Pain would take it well. She’s so far gone that… well, they’re all pretty far gone. Maybe they all look at it like Paul. Maybe all they’re going to miss is playing with him. She called Bubba and with an hour, he and Steve and Mark Evans had removed the body. 
They all watched the recording and verified that Joke was just a well-used slave who’d had more than he could take. They had all the slaves watch as well, so none of them thought there’d been foul play involved. The whole event blew over fairly quickly as the owners pointed out that despite the physical exertion and mental torment involved, Joke had died of natural causes. Nobody, including Paul, ever referred to him as a broken toy again. 
The only thing of import that resulted from Joke’s demise was Paul asked Lisa how to train Sucker to get excited by humiliation. He missed the intensity of that game and wanted a replacement. Two weeks later, he started Sucker’s training. 
*****

Jasmine, Aurora, Bounce, and Tumble all shared the same enclosure in the Simons’ basement when the Master and Mistress wanted them put away. Depending on the Simon’s whim, there might be four prepubescent slaves in the enclosure or none. It was safety and security for the four slaves since when they were in there, they weren’t with Master and Mistress. Eddie and Eva Simon called it the Warren, though only Bounce and Tumble wore bunny ears. In a way the living space of tunnels and cages was their rabbit warren and the two princesses were guests. Princess Jasmine had claimed the back corner of the Warren right away, considering it to have some modicum of privacy if only because it was the farthest from the door. She invited Bounce to share it with her, deferring to the only male occupant. It was a miscalculation on her part because the next day, Bounce let it be known that blood was thicker than anything Jasmine could offer (and a 10-year-old girl has little to offer an 8-year-old boy). He booted Jasmine out and he and Tumble shared the back corner. It didn’t really matter since there wasn’t really any privacy anywhere; when Master and Mistress called, the slaves came. 
At the sound of the basement door, the slaves’ ears perked up. The four knelt as they were trained at the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs. Who was coming and what they wanted would determine what the kids did. When they saw Mistress Eva, Bounce and Tumble relaxed slightly. They stiffened again when she looked at them. 
Though it was a quick glance, Eva enjoyed the sight of the two bunnies kneeling. They had bunny ears, paws on their hands and feet, and a little cottontail attached to a butt plug hidden under their cute little bottoms. They hadn’t worn clothes since they arrived and were completely comfortable being naked. The bunnies moved around easily in the tunnels though the space wasn’t tall enough for them to stand upright; it was fun to watch them hop around, but today she had plans for her slaves. 
Jasmine wore a see-through version of the costume worn by Princess Jasmine in the Disney movie. The harem outfit was light and didn’t prevent her from moving around on her hands and knees. The Princess Aurora costume had proven to be less practical. So now, instead of a full dress, Aurora wore a white, see-through leotard. “Out,” said Mistress as she unlocked and opened the cage door. Her two princesses scampered out and knelt at her feet. “Strip.” Be quick… be quick, Jasmine reminded herself. Aurora was naked in a flash, but Jasmine had a little more to take off. What’s the point of wearing anything at all? It’s always strip, strip, strip as soon as Mistress comes down. Please don’t scowl, Mistress. Not my fault I’m always last. There go my pants and now she can see everything. 
In the bustle of stripping, the two missed the arrival of Master Eddie, though Bounce and Tumble were ramrod stiff by the time he was at the bottom of the steps. Aurora and Jasmine saw the Master as they settled back into their perfect, submissive kneeling position. Looks of dismay crossed their faces as Master moved the teeter-totter base into the center of the room. They accepted their lot in life—less turmoil, safety and security, better food as compared to their lives in Bosnia—but there were still some things that made them think maybe they were better off on another continent. No, no, not that, pleaded Aurora silently. It was only trouble to complain aloud. I hate the teeter-totter, but… Her mind flashed back to the last time she’d been less than cooperative and there were definitely things worse than this. No choices except bad choices. Bad and worse. Bad enough just to hurt forever, but Mistress has to put a buzzy in my pussy? She spread her legs and let Mistress Eva put a button vibrator in her pussy. Mistress knows how to make even a buzzy feel bad. 
The teeter-totter base was three feet wide and ten feet long with a curved bottom so it rocked lengthwise. Down the centerline of the base was a place to tie two slaves. “In,” said Mistress and, dismayed or not, the two got in and lay down on their stomachs. They faced in opposite directions with their heads under the seats and the soles of their feet touching in the middle. Maybe they’re just teasing, thought Aurora as she lay down. Maybe they won’t really do it this time. Maybe they just want to make me worried. They were the same thoughts she always had, but the maybes never came true. 
Eva tied Aurora and Eddie tied Jasmine, first securing their calves and thighs to the inside bottom of the base. The owners put metal stubs on the end of the little slaves’ arms. The stubs were cylinders with one end open where their fists fit, one end closed, and latches at the closed end. Leather cuffs around their wrists secured the metal stubs in place so it covered their tiny fists. Then, Eddie and Eva pulled the upper bodies of the pair towards each other and latched Aurora’s right stub to Jasmine’s left stub and Aurora’s left stub to Jasmine’s right stub. Facing away from each other, the little girls were bent backwards into a semi-circle of straining preteens. The position lifted their heads from under the seats to put their chins resting on the seats. Nothing supported their upper bodies in the severe arch except for their arms pulled back and connected at the ends to their straining partner. As a finishing touch, the owners fixed the slaves’ hair in twin pony tails. 
The twisted couple only admired the two straining forms for a few seconds. The girls’ asses were clenched, their backs corded in exquisite strain, and their arms and shoulders were sleek and well-defined by tightened muscles. Their faces already reflected their discomfort. 
“Playtime,” said Eddie and he opened the cage door. Bounce and Tumble scrambled out with big smiles. Our turn for fun, thought Bounce as he squeezed out ahead of his sister. With a ‘better them than us’ attitude, they were going to have fun on the teeter-totter even though they knew the pain of their fellow slaves. Bounce sat on a seat straddling Jasmine’s head with her face right in his tummy. From his vantage point he could look down on Jasmine’s upturned face and her straining backside though he had a better view of Aurora. “Suck, suck, suck,” he said with a grin. 

You don’t have to be mean about it, thought Jasmine. It hurts already. Why do you have to do that? I never tease you when it’s your turn to hurt. And I’m not sucking until it’s time.
Tumble sat on the opposite seat with Aurora’s head between her legs. She didn’t say a word, just flashed a smile at the older girl. The twins couldn’t keep from teasing the older girls when it was their turn for fun and Jasmine’s and Aurora’s turn for pain. Jasmine never reciprocated and Aurora only occasionally reminded the twins of their turns to hurt. Perhaps if they had, the twins might have learned to show some compassion. 

The twins were seated on what looked very much like a teeter-totter one might find at a park rather than a torture device for 10-year-old girls. Bounce grabbed Jasmine’s twin tails, one in each hand, and Tumble did the same at her end. Then Bounce leaned back and Tumble leaned forward… Tumble leaned back and Bounce leaned forward… Bounce leaned back and Tumble leaned forward. The teeter-totter started rocking. 

Once the twins were rocking back and forth, Eva turned on the vibrators in Aurora and Jasmine. In response, Jasmine took Bounce’s cock in her mouth and Aurora started to tongue Tumble’s bare slit. It wasn’t just painful for the bound girls—it was humiliating as well.  
Sucking mechanically on the little member in her mouth, Jasmine felt tears run down her cheeks. It hurt so bad already, but it was just getting started. Between her legs, the little vibrator went from low to medium to high and back to low. It was tantalizing and she would have cum if she had permission. As it was, she had to fight not to cum and that was cause for a different kind of pain. Denying herself orgasms made her pussy ache. Why me? What did I do? The torment made no sense except that it made Master and Mistress excited. I could make them happy other ways. I’d do anything for them. It hurts so bad I can’t stand it, but they won’t stop.  
Aurora’s mind went down a similar path. It was just so horrible to know that her pain and humiliation made Master and Mistress sexually excited. This was fun for their owners. She wanted it to be over so Mistress would make her feel better. All that Mistress Eva had to do to make her feel better was to stop the torture. Ironically, a hot meal and a fading memory of the pain would make Aurora feel that Mistress had saved her—a benefactor rather than the source of her pain. Lost in a hazy world of pain, Aurora’s last rational thoughts were of that salvation. 
When she saw Aurora’s eyes go blank and the little pink tongue stopped waggling in her pussy, Tumble said, “She’s gone.” 
“Her, too,” said Bounce, nodding at the blank stare in Jasmine’s eyes. Jasmine always went bye-bye first, so he waited until Tumble made the announcement. Now the little bodies twitched in uncontrolled, unconscious orgasm after orgasm. There was no pleasure to be had for the bound slaves; all they would remember was unending pain. Even that amused the Simons, so they watched for another ten minutes before they called Bounce and Tumble to them. Bounce ate Mistress to orgasm and Tumble took Master in her ass. 

When Aurora woke up, she was in Mistress’ arms, gradually becoming aware of the soothing touches and voice that won her love and loyalty where none was deserved.  The pain was over and Mistress was making it all better. Eva calmed her little slave simply because this final reversal from tormentor to savior was worth the small amount of time invested. It took just a few minutes and then Aurora said, “Thank you, Mistress. I love you.” The first time Aurora had said that, Eva was astonished at the words from her slave coming right after her torture. Now the cruel woman relished that moment. The silly slave’s thanks and love were almost the best part of torturing Aurora. 
*****
By special request of the three amigos, the youngest owners had a private party the first weekend after school started. The amigos, Luke, Kyle, and Jack, invited Paul, Josh, and Tom to a party with seven slaves in attendance—Tanya; Beth; Maggie; Jenny; and the amigos moms, Patti, Valerie, and Linda. None of party goers wanted a male slave around, so they’d asked the other owners for the best of the adult female slaves for the weekend. Thinking it would be a funny way to humiliate the eight slaves, the adult owners agreed to the party and the slave swap that went with it. 
With school out for the day, the invitees, owners and slaves alike, arrived in two cars and a mini-van as if they were out for an afternoon trip to the park. The three amigos and Tom hurried to the playroom and stripped to be ready for the rest of the arrivals. Josh led the seven slaves to the party. It galled the seven women to drive themselves to the party and be led blindfolded, but unbound under their own power to the playroom. Expecting more owners, they were surprised when the blindfolds were removed and Josh told them it was a party for the kids and they were the entertainment. Aside from Josh, who was 20, the grinning faces belonged to 11 to 16-year-olds, yet none of the slaves complained. 
It didn’t take a genius for the slaves to notice that the boys had selected all the “respectable” women. They had jobs and interacted with the outside world. They had to maintain the dichotomy of a world where slavery was taboo and pedophilia was illegal and another world where nothing was out of the question. Morality had become fuzzy or non-existent for slaves like Mommy, Professor Pain, and Barb Evans. For the seven women who slipped between worlds at the whim of the owners, morality was alive and well and they were going to be forced to do some very forbidden things. 
Maggie was thrilled at the announcement, though she hid it well. The three amigos had been around her all week at school in teasing moments where she thought they might compromise her secret. It heightened the sexual tension and the idea of the vice principal now belonging to three high school students made her tingle with excitement. Three preteens and a former student added to the rush of desire. My God! Just them? And us… me… their moms… Ms. Mcfuck me now… two teachers’ wives. I’m gonna get used by young boys. They want to get me naked and ride me hard. No dignity at all. Incredible! Why does it turn me on so to be a slave to these kids? Really, I’d rather be anywhere but here, but… I’m so excited!  
All Jenny needed to see was Master Tom and she was excited. Not just Master Tom. All the boys with no adult supervision. What will they do with us?  She looked at the three moms. By now she knew that they also got turned on by the forbidden age difference and for them, the incest as well. Tanya and Beth were sexy young women and the boys wanted them without their husbands. Not just me! God, I’d love to make Tanya go down on the boys, but we’re both gonna do it. They’re gonna share us and the other slaves are gonna watch me get used.  
Tanya reeled at the news. Jesus Christ! I’m here because of Art’s pedophilia and now I’m going to get nasty with teens and preteens. She looked at the other women, sizing them up. Nothing but women, but not all the women. They picked their favorites? I remember when Master Paul nailed me in front of Art. Maybe I’ll get that again, but without the asshole watching. For God’s sake, this does not sound bad at all. Not like doing Bubba. Am I a pedo now? Would I do it with Master Paul if I didn’t have to? 
Kyle broke the silence. “Maggie, stockings and shoes.” He pointed at a pair of six-inch heels with striped stockings resting atop them. “Nothing else.” She stepped forward out of the line to strip and Kyle laughed, “Yeah, go ahead and take center stage for us, vice principal. Gotta love it when the vice principal does whatever we want.” Maggie blushed as she realized that was just how it looked. Instead of stripping where she stood, she’d moved closer and drawn their attention away from the others. 
Reaching behind her back, Maggie slid down the zipper of her respectable dress she’d worn as vice-principal today. It sounded like a chain saw as she slid it down quickly in the quiet room. Without hesitation, she slid her dress off her shoulders and stepped out of it. In an instant the professional look was gone and she was left in a tight black bra, black panties, garter belt, and stockings. She removed each item, very aware that she was rapidly becoming the only naked woman in the room. Then she pulled up the long, striped stockings all the way to her upper thigh and stepped into the extreme heels. 
“Fucking tart,” said Jack, expressing everyone’s opinion of just how sexy and inviting she looked. Her full, round tits jutted out as lewd offerings and her shaved pussy was erotic. 

“Naked toy for a little boy,” said Tom with a sinister smile that made Jenny jealous. 
“There’s a tray on the table,” said Jack. “Take drink orders. You’re our naked waitress.”

Naked waitress? Does that mean I won’t get any cock? Damn it! Maggie picked up the tray and came closer, taking quick little steps. “What may I get you, Master Jack?” she asked. 
Jack rose and grabbed the vice principal’s fine tits. “Lemonade,” said the boy as he squeezed her tits and tweaked her nipples to hardness.

“What may I get you, Master Kyle?”

“One at a time,” said Kyle. “So you have to make a lot of trips. Waggle your bare ass to the kitchen and then bounce your tits on the way back.” It was a given that she’d do both; she couldn’t help but bounce and waggle in the high heels. She didn’t have to make a special effort 
The naked waitress turned and the silence that accompanied the click of her heels on the floor told her that every eye was on her. Oh, fuck, this is hot! Naked and waiting on the boys. Putting on a show. How demeaning. How exciting. In charge all day at school and now I have no control.  
“Mom, strip,” said Jack and Linda stepped forward. That command was quickly followed by “Mom, strip,” from Kyle and Luke as well so the three moms stripped in unison. 
When the three were naked, Kyle and Luke called their moms to them. The women knelt and licked their respective son’s cock and balls on command. “Come with me, mom,” said Jack. He tied Linda’s hands behind her back and then led her to a tall Plexiglas box and had her step inside facing him. Closing and locking the door, he stepped back and admired her. “Guess I’ll know where to find you when I’m ready for a good cock licking,” he said. “In the meantime, everybody can look all they want.” He covered the top of the box so she was visible from the neck down, but couldn’t see out. “Hey, guys,” he called out. “My mom’s on display for you. Naked as the day she was born. Nothing she can do but pose for us.” He reached through the holes in the front of the box and copped a feel. “Wait there, mom.”

Linda shivered at her predicament. It was just the thing to drive her crazy with desire. It was embarrassing that everybody knew it, but she couldn’t help it. Tucked away to wait while her son fucked somebody else just made her want him more. Everybody staring and I’m standing at attention with my hands behind me. How humiliating. It used to be so personal and now my son is showing me off like I was a show dog or something. That’s it. Check out Jack’s mom while he makes her wait to suck his cock. I’ll gobble down his cum with the moms and teachers watching. By the time he lets me, I’ll be wild. I’m not just waiting, I’m on display.  
“While mom waits for me, come over and keep me company, Tanya,” said Jack. “Be naked by the time you get here.” The pretty woman stripped and then let the 14-year-old touch her anywhere he wanted. 
*****
Walking up to Jenny, Tom saw the desire in her eyes. He thought she honestly didn’t want to be his slave, but she couldn’t help showing how turned on she was. At the last second, he turned and stopped in front of Beth. He reached up under her skirt, pulled her panties down, and stuffed the damp garment into her mouth. “Taste good?” he asked.  Without waiting for an answer, he walked behind her and unzipped her dress. As he slid it off her shoulders, he said, “That’s a good girl, hold still for me so I can strip you. I figure you’ve been waiting all day to lose your clothes for a little boy.”
He wanted Jenny as much as she wanted him, but Tom wanted to sample the other women as well. A quick glance told him of Jenny’s disappointment and it filled his cock. Circling Beth, he looked her up and down. “Everything in view except your tits. I love owning a woman. You like being owned by a boy? Let’s see those tits now.” Again he didn’t wait for an answer. It was time to take off her bra. He unhooked it and pulled it off. “Fuck, yeah, another easy woman. You know I love having big girls as naked playtoys. I’m gonna have a naked, helpless playtoy with big tits.”
It never crossed Beth’s mind to resist in the slightest. She’d watched Tom with other women and knew he didn’t take any shit from them. As he stripped her, she was already thinking she was his naked playtoy before he said it. He was predictable in that respect. She was just another notch in his belt, another slave who was going to get a taste of what it was like to belong to an 11-year-old. Of the women, she was the only one who hadn’t yet. I should have known this was coming. That’s why he was in the store a couple of times this week. Crossing that line to get me ready for today. 
Having been with the amigos and Paul, it wasn’t the first underage boy who’d owned her. That didn’t make it any easier. As a cashier at Toys R Us, Beth was around children all day. They were untouchable and nobody at the store looked at her like she was anything but a normal woman. She liked those hours of sanity; it was her safe place. Sometimes, at home she’d picture one of the kids naked, but she was more likely to think of herself naked with one of the dads she’d seen leading their tykes through the shelves of wonders. She was even more likely to imagine herself naked with one of the owners. 
Forced sex with any of the owners got her excited. She could show her miserable husband her talents and tease him about not getting any. Even if she was muted by a mouthful of cock, she knew the words ran through his head when he watched her. She figured that even now he’d at least be wondering what she was doing. Maybe he’ll figure it out when he’s with the adults and there aren’t any kids. Maybe it’ll just drive him crazy not knowing. Maybe I can tell him later. You bet I’ll do that. I’m gonna have an 11-year-old boy fuck me and that’s just for starters. All weekend with the boys. I’ll have a story for Dale. I never sucked him off, but now I can tell him an 11-year-old boy got what he’ll never get. Fuck me, this is as excited as I’ve ever been. 
She shifted the sodden panties to her cheek, jiggled her tits, and said, “Anything you want, Master Tom. I don’t want to be your naked playtoy, but that’s what I am. Show me what you think is fun.”
Tom frowned and pulled the panties from Beth’s mouth. “They were supposed to keep you quiet,” he said, sending a shiver down her spine. Oh shit! I was supposed to be quiet? Gawd, I thought I’d tease him… play his game, but I didn’t know the rules. He hadn’t planned on leaving the panties in place for long, so he wasn’t upset as he inserted a ring gag in her mouth a little early. The gag came with a 4-inch penis that he slid through the ring and locked in place. With the gag seated, it looked like a ring with a rubber stopper, no sign of the depth of the cock in her mouth. 
The young master went to work making his naked playtoy helpless just like he said he would. He made her sit in a wooden chair and cuffed her wrists in front of her. Attaching a 2 foot spreader bar to her ankles, he left her comfortably spread, not that she’d resist when he was ready to fuck her. It just looked better to him. He hooked a rope hanging from the ceiling to a ring at the center of the spreader and pulled her ankles a couple of feet into the air. Finally, he lifted her arms up over her head and secured her wrists to the back of the chair right behind her head. “Now that’s a helpless playtoy,” he said with a grin. He pulled the penis out of her mouth and stuck his finger in the big, gaping O. “I’ll use that in a minute,” he said and replaced the penis. 
Now that she was helpless, he played with her nipples. Gawd, did he think about this when he was in the store? Getting me naked and playing with my tits. Naked playtoy on aisle 7. He’s just two years younger than Master Paul. Why does this seem so much more forbidden? So much more exciting? Duh, because the other boys don’t call me their playtoy. They don’t have the same look of wonder when they play with my tits. He’s in charge, but I feel like I’m corrupting him. 
Unlike a normal 11-year-old boy, Tom knew what to do with his hands. His playtoy tingled with desire by the time he stopped and picked up the nipple clamps. “As long as you’re helpless, might as well take advantage of you,” he said and then clamped her right nipple. “Such a naughty girl letting me play with your tits. Don’t even mind that my mom’s watching, do you?” Valerie was not watching since she was busy bobbing up and down on Kyle’s cock, but it was the thought that counted. He clamped Beth’s left nipple. 

Pulling out the penis again, he stepped aside. “What do you think, guys? My naked and helpless playtoy ready to suck cock or what?” Gawd, he’s bragging. Yeah, hi, masters. Gotta tell Art about this. There I was chained to a chair and all I could think about was his cock, not yours. I’m gonna suck a 6th grader… give him the best blowjob I can… like the ones you’ll never get from me. Mmm, nothing I can do but get used. 
“Good one, Tom,” said Kyle. 

“Ready or not, here it comes,” said Jack. 

Stepping up on the chair between Beth’s legs, Tom rubbed his little stiffy against her cheeks and nose. Ready or not… Beth felt the surprisingly gentle touch of the boy’s helmeted member. “Lick it,” he said. Oops, jumped the gun there, she thought since her tongue was already reaching out; she’d realized his balls were right at the opening. She tongued his cock for half a minute. 
Without a word, Tom fed his cock and balls through the silver O. He didn’t thrust, but just seemed to savor the feel of her tongue laving his hard on. “Damn, there is nothing like a woman with a mouthful of my cock. Did you wake up this morning thinking about being a naked, helpless playtoy tied to a chair with your fucking mouth pried open while you enjoyed my cock?” He smiled down at her, letting the rhetorical question hang for a few seconds and then said, “I did.”
Don’t be crude, thought Beth. Don’t say fucking. It ruins the whole picture of me sucking on the cute little cock. Gawd, would I ever wake up in the morning thinking about this? Beth didn’t expect him to fuck her mouth and cum. His little cock and her open mouth didn’t seem like a recipe for an orgasm. She did expect that he’d stroke himself and leave her a present to struggle with, unable to swallow well with the ring gag in place. So, she was surprised when he got down. She watched (helplessly) as he pulled on the rope attached to her spreader bar and her feet went up until they were just a little higher than her head. 
As he stepped close, shouldering his way between her legs, Beth saw what was next. Gawd, I’ve been raped before… every time an owner uses me, it’s rape… but this… him with that cute little cock… what’s it gonna feel like… this is the most humiliating ever. Jesus H. Christ, hurry up and poke me. “Unnhhh,” she grunted as the soft/hard 3-inch cock went between her pussy lips. I’m so wet that Bubba could go all the way in one stroke and what do I get? Like there’s nothing there except… my God! Look at his face. I am being FUCKED. Can hardly feel it, but I’ve never felt so… so… never made anybody this happy before. Look at his face! Is this why Jenny loves belonging to him? Fucking an angel. I’m doing nothing, but I’m everything to him. 
Tom and Jenny had a special relationship, but from his standpoint, it really boiled down to she was the first of many women to really catch his attention. From Jenny’s standpoint, it was marvelous to be owned by the innocent/experienced, coy/demanding, boyish/dominant male that was Master Tom. Now Beth saw both sides of him as the innocent, coy, boyish master played with his other half and then unleashed the experienced, demanding, dominant male. He thrust hard and fast knowing exactly what he wanted. She marveled at how he possessed her. He was so committed to his own satisfaction that it seemed his orgasm was hers. If he’d touched her clit, she’d cum in a wondrously, explosive, unbridled orgasm. 

*****

As usual, the three amigos partied together. Patti and Valerie started the party sucking on their sons’ cocks while Tanya sucked off Jack. After just a minute, Luke said, “Switch.” Patti moved to Kyle, Valerie moved to Jack, and Tanya moved to Luke where they resumed sucking cock once they were all in position. “Man, there’s nothing like a pretty woman sucking my cock,” said Luke as Tanya took him deep. “I’ll be sure to mention to Art when I see him at school just how good you are.” He’d had Mr. Johnson for class last year and enjoyed teasing him about what he got from slut Tanya that her husband never got. “You’re super-hot and you suck cock so well.”
Next to Luke, Kyle told Patti, “Sucked my mom’s spit right off my cock. You don’t care which cock you suck. You just like boys, don’t you? Almost as much as I like a mom doing it. Traded my mom off so you could have a turn with me.”

“Pay attention, sluts,” said Jack. “We’re having a contest. Winner is the first one to get a mouthful of cum. One winner, two losers. Wonder what the winner gets? Well, it’s better than what the losers get.” The funny thing was that none of the cocksuckers made an effort to try harder. They were already doing the best blowjob that a slave could. None of them had even considered doing less. “Switch,” he said. 
Luke chuckled as his buddy told the bitches to switch. “Just 30 seconds, Jack? She getting to you that quick?” He winked. “That’s OK, better to make them work a little harder.”
“Yeah, Kyle’s mom is pretty good and a minute is too long. I swear, she enjoys cocksucking as much as I enjoy her doing it. Always… oh yeah,” he moaned as Patti got her lips around his cock. “Always so hot to make a grown woman suck my cock. Your mom’s a good one, too. I just don’t want to cum this soon.” Thirty seconds was about the right amount of time to almost make him cum now that he was warmed up.  
*****

 As Tom stripped and led Beth off to her fate, of course Jenny was disappointed and jealous. She was used to being shared, but she still felt that Tom was hers… her master… her owner… her little boy… her thrill. Not only did she have to watch him knowing that he knew she was disappointed, it was Josh who came and claimed her. They were almost the same age, something that seemed tame compared to the other options. He peeled of her clothes and then led her naked to a private room.  
All the while Jenny wondered what was in store for her. The answer was surprising. He told her to get dressed and indicated a black leather outfit hanging neatly on the wall. She’d only started putting on the leather bustier when she got the impression that it was something a mistress would wear. Not that any of the masters or mistresses bothered to look the part, but it looked like she was going to. Black leather panties and thigh-high boots completed the picture. The bustier lifted and accentuated her tits without hiding her nipples. 
Handing Jenny a riding crop, Josh said, “I thought it would be fun for you to get what you really want… to be a mistress.” From the big smile on Jenny’s face, he knew she thought it would be fun, too. “Only rules are when I take my clothes off, it’s the sign I’m ready to cum. You can do that or you can have the slave do it. And, you can take off your clothes, but not the boots. I like the boots. You’ll have one hour.”

“Yes, Master,” said Jenny. “Thank you, Master.” Somebody’s gonna eat pussy, so you bet I’m gonna take off these panties, but mistresses do it because they want to. Hell, I’ll take off the top, too, so my slave can attend to my tits. Who is it gonna be? Valerie’s here. It would be fun to really order her around. 
She followed him to the room next door and he let her go in first. Grace was waiting there wearing a maroon and pink leotard. Jenny grinned. Sweet! I didn’t even know she was here. This is the best. Better than Valerie. High school girl just waiting for me. 

Of the three, Grace was the only one who didn’t look like she was going to enjoy the next hour. Fuck me! We’re gonna play that game? Slave to a slave. I hate this. I hate the way she gets to play like a mistress around the house and now she’s gonna get to do it for real. She’s like my worst rival and now she gets anything she wants.   
*****

As everyone else was pairing up, Paul made sure that Maggie waited on him last. She was going to be his, but only after she’d pranced around making a fool out of herself and enjoying it. He went to the Plexiglas box where Linda was waiting for her son to come back. Reaching in through the openings at her chest level, he fondled her big tits without saying a word. It was an unspoken rule that she wasn’t allowed to know who was playing with her. She squirmed at his touch, but where could she go? Obviously, she could only stand and let the unseen boy fondle her. Well, I know it’s not Jack. That’s the only thing I know for sure. One of the other boys, but who? Who’s having his way with me? And why not? I’m only standing here on display like an invitation to come play with Jack’s mom. Ahhh, don’t do that… I get excited enough without you making my nipples ha-ha-hard… oh, damn that feels good. Just get me all wound up and I know it’s gonna be at least an hour before… ohhh, nobody ever did that when I was waiting… fingering my pussy… God, I’m wet… isn’t that cheating? Shouldn’t I just be… whooo… left alone? “Hah, ohhhhh.” 
The hands teased her for several minutes and then left. Come back… that’s so unfair. Just waiting gets me hot. Being touched and knowing I still have to wait is… it’s torture. Ohhh, time to check out my ass? Sure, why not take the full tour. Like the other boys, Paul was unnaturally good at arousing a woman and he enjoyed the reaction he was getting from the slave. She was dripping wet, not even aware she kept trying to move away. She could only shift inches inside the box. Moving her hips left and then right and then back. Squirming to interrupt his ministrations while at the same time responding to them with growing need.  
“What may I get you, Master Paul,” said Maggie as she came up behind the last of the boys. 

Paul turned and glared at the stupid slut. “She’s not supposed to know who’s doing this,” he said. “Go get me a Pepsi, four needles, and a whip.” He turned back to the box and reached through the holes in front, grabbing the big nipples and pulling the slave forward. He pulled her tits all the way out through the holes. It was a tight fit and he had to squeeze the soft tit flesh through the 4 inch holes. The Plexiglas was the equivalent of tying a cord around the base of her tits as they expanded to their normal size and dangled outside the box. Linda might have been able to pull them back through by stepping all the way back, but it really required someone pushing from the outside. The effect was to pin her against the inside of the box with her big meaty globes unprotected. 
“Right there on display for me, slut,” he said. “Big tits just begging to be played with.” He hefted them and tweaked her nipples. “Don’t you think it’s even better knowing that you’re Jack’s mom? I’m playing with your tits with him right over there. Almost like he’s letting me play with his mommy’s tits. Do you like it when he shares you with his friends?” He knew she did. It turned her on to know that she belonged to her son and she was on loan. 

For God’s sake! Get me out and fuck me! How about a blow job? Anything you want. I’m so fucking horny right now. Bet it’s not time to get me out though. Maggie’s coming back with a whip and I’ll bet he plays with her for a while. God damn, I hope those needles are for her. Probably not though. Shoving my tits out the front so he can do what he wants with them. What if I step back… ohhh, owww, fuck me… they stretch, but I can’t pull them back… and dammit, he’s pinching my nipples as punishment just for trying. Fuck, oh, fuck, he’s gonna stick me with needles and I’m just gonna stand here. Nobody but Bubba and Jack have done that before, but Master Paul’s gonna do it now. 

The boxed slave heard the tap-tap-tap of Maggie coming back and the sound stopped just feet away. She couldn’t tell what was going on outside. Is he drinking his Pepsi? Getting the whip? Getting the needles to poke in my tits? Maybe they’re for Maggie’s tits. 
Taking the Pepsi off the tray, Paul took a sip. Maggie had brought a short, sturdy whip clutched between her teeth. Not that there were whips that didn’t hurt, but this one wouldn’t take much effort to leave nasty stripes across her bottom. There were four long needles on the tray. Maggie wasn’t as worried as Linda was about the needles. It was obvious to her that they were for Linda. It was obvious to Linda as well, but she tried to deny it. Paul plucked the needles off the tray, took the whip from Maggie’s mouth, and said, “Suck on her nipples.” 
The vice principal set down the tray and licked and sucked on Linda’s prominent nipples. It was astonishing how vulnerable the woman’s tits looked, the only part of her anatomy sticking outside the box and easily accessible. How quickly I reacted, thought Maggie in dismay. No way do I want to make out with another woman, but here I am sucking on her nipples like they’re a treat. No hesitation. Didn’t even think about not doing it. Getting her nipples ready so he can torture her. 
Once his victim’s nipples were hard as they could be, Paul motioned Maggie back. Setting down his half-finished Pepsi, he grabbed Linda’s left nipple and stretched it out. Then, he shoved a needle through from right to left, relishing the muffled squeal of surprise and pain. He poked a second needle through her other nipple. “Aren’t you glad Jack fixed you up for me? I’ll have to thank him later.” 

Putting the third 3 inch needle against the top right side of her tit, he pushed that one through an inch and a half of flesh before it popped out the other side. “Just like a pin cushion,” said Paul. Only she was a real live woman that he could torture for fun. He could hear her moaning in pain. His cock was hard, so erect that it pressed against his belly. He’d done this before to Professor Pain, but there was something different, something special about doing it to Jack’s mom.  
Linda was used to the pain, but it was galling to have the young boy casually poke her. I’m a respectable woman… or at least I try to be… but when Jack says jump, I jump. When Paul wants to skewer me, I just have to let him. And I’m so horny I want him to get me out of the box and rape me even with the needles still in me… but it’s too soon… I’m getting all excited and I’m waiting here for Jack. Listening to the fucking and sucking going on around me and waiting. Oh God, here goes number four. She grit her teeth as the boy shoved the final needle through her tit. Then she heard the tapping of Maggie’s shoes fade away and she knew Paul had left with his fucktoy on his heels and she was alone again. With my tits out of the box and skewered. 
*****

At the call to switch again, the three cocksucking women were back where they started, Patti and Valerie enthusiastically blowing their son with Tanya just as enthusiastic on Jack’s cock. Long ago they’d given up fighting the arousal that came from their submission and the enthusiasm was trained into them so they couldn’t fight that either. There were consequences for doing a bad job other than just losing a contest. There were rewards from the arousal—they felt alive as their bodies tingled and yearned for release. While a rare orgasm was the pinnacle of pleasure, they got pleasure just from the arousal though that could turn to a mental and physical pain if it went on too long without a climax. 
The contest hadn’t been going that long, but Jack was so excited by the beautiful and sexy Tanya that he wanted to cum in her mouth. He’d called time early once to get through the rotation so he could fill her sweet mouth and declare her the winner. He was just seconds away from cumming and he knew this was it. Luke thought it was incredible to have his own mom sucking his cock. There was something about the incest that made it best. Yet, he didn’t want to cum in her mouth. He could do that anytime. He wanted Tanya’s lips around his cock. Precisely at 30 seconds, he called, “Switch!” Three heads came up and Luke smothered a smile as Jack groaned. Tanya knelt in front of him and he filled her mouth within 10 seconds. As she guzzled his cum, Jack came in Valerie’s mouth. Still working at it, Patti took nearly a minute to get a mouthful from Kyle. 
“Patti, eat Tanya. Slut Tanya, you may cum. That’s your prize for winning. Valerie, suck on Tanya’s tits. Bitch,” Kyle nudged Patti so she knew he was talking to her, “make it good for her. Tease her for… let’s say… ten minutes. You know, get her all wound up and then make her cum.”
*****

While Patti rewarded Tanya, the three amigos went over to watch Tom with Beth. Things were getting interesting there and it was always fun to watch Tom with a grown woman. 
Two months ago, Tom had seen the look in Maggie’s eyes and hadn’t known what it was. By now he’d seen it enough times in Jenny’s eyes that he understood it. She wanted to cum and he wasn’t do it for her. A man who couldn’t fuck a woman to orgasm might feel emasculated. For Tom, it was just something that would happen someday in the future. Still pumping, he felt his orgasm approaching, but he slowed his thrusts and reached a finger, no, two fingers, toward Beth’s pussy. “Uhhnnnnnn,” she whined at the promise or was it a tease?

“Damn.” Beth heard someone’s voice filled with awe, amusement, and astonishment. She didn’t know where the voice came from except that it wasn’t Master Tom. Wondering if it had anything to do with those outstretched fingers, she humped her hips closer to the edge of the chair. “Uhhnnnn!” she whined louder. Touch it. Just a little. For God’s sake. Make me. “Ahhhh,” she moaned as the experienced fingers found her clit decisively. “Ahhhh, ohhhh, maaaaa Gaaahhhh,” she said as Tom pumped his barely there cock and diddled her clit. She heard a voice. “Cum for me.” Yesss, permission to cum! Granted by an 11-year-old. Bright lights flashed and danced around though her eyes were screwed shut. She bounced closer to the edge and humped as much as a naked, helpless playtoy could. Something warm and wet from that barely there cock filled her. “Gaaahhhh, ahhhh, maaa Gaaahhhh.”

As the feel of young hips thrust against her ass disappeared along with the incredible fingers, Beth whimpered, opened her eyes, and looked at the faces looking back at her. Amigo. Amigo. Amigo. There he is… Master Tom. A fucking audience. Fuck all of you. That was fantastic. 

“You asshole,” said Kyle, punching his little brother playfully. “She’s not gonna want any of us now.” He leaned close, filling Beth’s field of vision “Say it. Say that was the best cum ever.”

Did you all cum already or did you stop just to watch me? Oh, God, please, I hope you all came and wandered over to see. I… I wasn’t that entertaining, was I? “Uhhhh, uh huh, a bess ewwer. Hell Ale, ho kay?”

“What?” said Kyle. He took the time to remove her gag. 

“It was good,” said Beth reluctantly now that she’d had a few seconds to consider her answer. 

“Best ever, you said,” said Kyle. “And what else? What was hellale OK?”

“He… don’t… I… it was… how could… how could it be so good?” she stammered. “Tell Dale, OK? Please, masters? Tell Dale that Master Tom is better than him.”

Kyle glared at his little brother and Tom said, “You gotta be 11, man. She’d be dead if I was 6.”

*****

Josh sat down in a chair to watch the fun as Jenny approached Grace. “I just love having a teenager as my slave. Oh, yes, I know you don’t want to be my slave, but that’s too damn bad. I see you acting so cocky around school. A high school senior who has it all. Even a dark little secret. Sex slave to whomever knows her dark little secret. Now you’re mine. Are you going to be a good girl?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Grace. She wanted to be defiant, but knew that would cost her. She had to settle for the galling humiliation of being a good slave girl for her rival. 

Circling her slave, Jenny thought about all the things she’d like to do to Grace. She fantasized about this very situation and now that she had it, she knew she couldn’t do everything. In fact, in just an hour, she couldn’t get very involved. She snapped the riding crop across Grace’s pert ass. “Hmm, did my slave thank her Mistress for that?”
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Grace. She grit her teeth as Jenny tested her with three more swats, thanking her temporary mistress for each one. 

“Stick out your tongue,” instructed Jenny. She took Grace’s tongue between her thumb and forefinger and pulled it out a couple of inches. “I think somebody can’t wait to get her pretty pink tongue in her Mistress’ pussy. I love having a high school senior tongue fuck me. Let’s see about getting you out of that leotard first. Wouldn’t my lezzy slave like to be naked for me when she’s making my pussy messy?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Grace. 

For a few seconds, Jenny considered just stripping off the tight garment or having Grace do it. That was just too easy. She’d noticed a pair of scissors sitting out. Maybe they’re there for a reason. I could cut it off. That would be fun. Bit by bit. Picking up the scissors, she used her thumb and forefinger to grab the stretchy fabric right where Grace’s left nipple made an impression. When she snipped the material between her fingers and Grace’s tit, the leotard sprang back to conform to Grace’s body, but now with a circle right over her nipple. Repeating that, Jenny snipped a circle over Grace’s right nipple. “Would it be fun to do gymnastics like that?” she teased. “You’d be a real hit. You’re such a slut, I bet you’d enjoy it.”

“No, Mistress,” said Grace. 

With a laugh, Jenny said, “But if that’s what I wanted, then you’d do it anyway.” Like you could do that. Hah, this is just temporary, you know. Grace got some satisfaction from that thought as Jenny moved behind her and snipped a circle over each ass cheek. Returning to the front, Jenny snipped a circle over Grace’s navel and then an oval over the slave’s pussy slit. “Maybe I’ll suggest to your little brothers that you’d look good like that next time they invite friends over.”  Oh shit, thought Grace. She could do that. 
“Not much left, is there, slut?” teased Jenny. She set down the scissors and stretched open the hole over Grace’s left nipple and pulled the teen’s tit through the circle. It took some stretching and squeezing to get the tit out and then when Jenny let go, Grace’s tit was completely out of the leotard. The tight material squeezed the base of the girl’s tit so it looked like a sphere. Jenny pulled the other tit out and laughed at the twin globes sticking out of the leotard. 
Grace blushed with humiliation. It did look odd and she hated that Jenny could have her way with her. Then Jenny snapped the riding crop across the bouncy boobs. “Oww, thank you, Mistress,” said Grace, looking at Jenny with apprehension. Don’t do that again. “Oww, thank you, Mistress,” she said when Jenny did the opposite of what she wanted. Dammit, she knows it hurts and it’s embarrassing. She knows I want her to stop. I freaking told her with the look on my face. After telegraphing her feelings, Grace had to suffer through half a dozen more swats and thank Jenny for each one. 
Satisfied that she’d humiliated Grace enough, Jenny toyed with her slave’s nipples and then clamped them. “I think about girls at school,” said the mistress-wanna-be. “I think about doing this to them as they flounce around and flirt with the boys. Come to Ms. McBride, girls. I’ll show you a thing or two. I just never really get the chance. But now I get to play with your tits.” Jenny was indeed mistress material just as Lisa and Theresa had judged her months ago. The biggest clue was that the hetero girl loved playing with a female slave. 
After using the scissors to cut the rest of the leotard off Grace, Jenny cuffed her slave’s hands behind her back. She wanted to tie them more securely, but she didn’t have the time and had never had any practice tying up a slave. Cuffs would have to suffice. From behind Grace, Jenny fondled the teen’s body so that Grace was completely on display for Josh. She only spent a couple of minutes on that. As a Mistress it was a foregone conclusion that she was allowed to cum and she wanted to get several orgasms in while she could. 
Stripping herself, except for the boots, Jenny guided Grace to her tits. “That’s it, my lezzie slut. Make love to my tits. That’s all you’re good for. Gonna make Mistress happy. Suck on them just like that. What a slut. You do it so well; you must enjoy it.” 
Grace licked and sucked her Mistress’ nipples. Not that I enjoy it, but I do it a lot, so it’s not so bad anymore. Suck mom’s. Suck Wendy’s. Suck Patti’s. Not a big deal. It’s easy and it’s a helluva lot better than the alternatives. Not like I haven’t sucked these nipples a lot for Tom and Kyle. After a few minutes of that, Grace felt Jenny push her head lower and she knelt in front of the woman and ran her tongue up the sopping slit. Not like I haven’t done this a lot either. 
From her point of view, Jenny enjoyed demeaning Grace. She just didn’t know that Grace didn’t feel demeaned. “That’s my lezzie slut. Slurp it all up. Eat pussy for Mistress. Bet you don’t want to, but not like you have a choice. Eating pussy because you’re a fucking slave.” She watched the girl’s tongue busy in her pussy and taunted her for a couple of minutes and then pulled Grace’s face tight against her pussy, having a wonderful orgasm. 

Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Josh was taking off his clothes. It was time to service the Master. “I think it’s time for my high school slut to suck cock.” She was glad that Master Josh had given her the choice of Grace’s orifices. Personally, she disliked sucking cock the most and she knew Grace felt the same. 
As Grace swallowed Josh’s cock, Jenny was relentless with her taunting. “There you go, slut. Suck that cock for me. Master Josh gave me a choice and I picked your mouth. Such a pretty mouth… especially when it’s full of cock. Suck him off, slut.” Damn right, I’m the mistress making her suck him. She doesn’t want to, but she has to. She’s doing it because I’m making her. “Blow your Master, slut Grace. Buck assed naked for him… letting him see everything. Down on your fucking knees and blowing him. Just one of so many cocks you get to suck. Do it for me. Do it for your mistress. Show me what a slut you are. Such a good slave. So well trained. How’s it feel to be his slave.”
Such a bitch! Grace started to get upset. You know it’s only temporary. You’ll be down on your knees sucking cock while I watch. Maybe even when he turns you back into a pumpkin. Poof, Jenny’s not a mistress anymore. Slut Jenny gets to suck Master Josh’s cock. Do it while I watch. Hah! That would be great. 
Jenny kept at it until Josh filled Grace’s mouth with cum. The teen held it in her mouth and then swallowed when Josh let her. Jenny respectfully waited until Josh had sat down before she turned her attention back on the slave. “Come lick me again, slut. Damn, that made me hot. Nothing like watching a slave bobbing up and down on a cock.” 
After two more orgasms, Jenny removed Grace’s nipple clamps. She looped a rope around Grace’s waist, pulled it through her crotch, and ran it through a hook on the ceiling. Then she proceeded to pull on the rope until Grace was on her tiptoes, painfully riding the narrow rope. “Such a pretty slut,” said Jenny, admiring the teen dancing on her toes. She’d been a slave long enough that she thought of girls as pretty and sexy. Like Grace she accepted that a lesbian show to entertain the owners was one of her purposes in life. She’d even come to desire a girl, especially Grace and Valerie, the two she shared a house with. “So sexy like that. All naked for me. Stretched up on your toes.” She ran her hands over the helpless girl. 
“Such a pretty and sexy girl. Bet you wish you had a boyfriend, but… hmmm, no boyfriends allowed,” said Jenny. She wasn’t allowed a boyfriend either, but she had Master Tom. It wasn’t like he was a boyfriend, but at least he wasn’t her brother.  “No boyfriend, but lots and lots of sex. Man, do I love watching you with your brothers’ friends.” Look at her. So hot like that. It’s the way I want her. Me. I’m in charge. She’s naked and helpless because that’s what I want. Imagine it was me naked for her. That would be hot… what? Oh shit, it would be! I’d be so excited if Master made me a slave to Grace… but it’s not me. It’s her. 
Picking up a paddle, Jenny asked, “Would you like to make me cum again, slut?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Grace, selecting the least painful of the alternatives. She didn’t want to give Jenny the satisfaction of spanking her into compliance. Her eyes widened as Jenny aimed the paddle at her ass. “Yes, Mistress,” she said again and then the paddle cracked across her bare bottom. “Yeeeaaaa! Mistress, I said I would.”

“It didn’t sound like you meant it,” said Jenny. She swatted Grace against as her slave digested that comment. 
“Oh, please, Mistress, let me taste your beautiful pussy.” Fuck you. Just get me down and I’ll do it and it’ll be good. “I live to… yeaaaoooww! I… I live to eat your pussy. It’s such a beautiful pussy. Yeeaaaooow! Mistress, please let me down so I can drive you crazy with my tongue.” What the fuck does she want? She gonna spank me no matter what? “Yaaahhhhh. Mistress, your miserable slave would like to eat your pussy. Please, may I? Teenage… yooowww… schoolgirl with her tongue in her teacher’s pussy. Ohhh, that is so wrong, but I want it so bad.”
Jenny set the paddle aside. There wasn’t much more she could wring out of Grace, so she let the slave down and rode her tongue to another powerful orgasm. 
“Time’s up, Jenny,” said Josh. “You’d be such a good mistress, you know. It’s like you were born to it… but you’re a slave, aren’t you? A fucking mistress stuck being a slave. Grace, get over here on your knees.” He waited until the teen was kneeling in front of him, ready to suck his cock to all appearances. “Jenny, kneel next to her.” The other slave hurried over and knelt. “Suck my cock, slut Jenny,” he ordered. “Do it while Grace watches.”
Jenny hadn’t seen that coming. No fucking way! Straight from mistress to sucking cock in front of my slave? My God, that is so cruel. Despite her thoughts, she didn’t hesitate. Sliding the cock deep, she heard Grace snort in laughter. It was her, but now it’s me! It’s me sucking cock while she watches. Think about her doing it… yeah, her bobbing up and down on his cock, but it’s me! God, it could be her making me do it! Why does that thought make me so excited? Damn, I get turned on either way.
Next to her, Grace smiled as Jenny smoothly slid the cock down her throat. Yeah, the perfect end. Like he read my mind. Thank you, Master. She snorted and then caught herself, letting a big grin be the sole sign of her pleasure. Suck that cock, slut. Fuck, you even stripped yourself for him and now there you are. Down on your knees and taking it deep. Sweet.

For reasons she wanted to deny, Jenny was as excited as ever. I should be a mistress. I should never do this in front of a slave. But I’m not a real mistress. I’m a cocksucking slut slave. It’s not her. It’s not anybody else. It’s me! Damn, it’s like I’m sucking her spit off his cock now. You want a blowjob? Here, let me gag myself with your cock. Fuck my face. Think about those girls I my class. It’s not them blowing him. It’s me. Bet they’d like to watch. She’d just had four wonderful orgasms and she knew if she could have another right now it would be the best of them all. Instead, she got a mouthful of cum and then Josh took her back to the party. 
*****

Paul led Maggie away from Linda and stopped her in a corner of the room. They had a view of what all the owners and slaves were doing, but Maggie’s eyes were on her master and Paul’s eyes were on her. “Slut Maggie, I have some wicked plans in mind for you,” he said. “Thought we’d try something different, though. You tell me what I should do with you and if I like it, we’ll do it. If I don’t like it, we’ll do what I have planned.” 
Tell him what he should do? Write the script for my own abuse by a boy? Needs to involve an orgasm for him… something unseemly for me… even painful or humiliating or both… or is it a trick question? “Master, it’s not a slave’s place to decide anything,” she said. 
“Dammit, I didn’t say you’d decide, you stupid slut,” said Paul. “I said give me an idea and I’ll decide.”
I have no idea what to say. “Master, I… I… can I have a minute to think? Umm, you teased slut Linda and you’re so hard already. Let me blow you now and when you cum, I’ll have an idea to get you hard and cum again.”

“Do it,” said Paul, pointed at his cock. It wasn’t what he’d expected, but it did turn him on to have her casually suggest a blowjob to give her time to think. How better to occupy a slave while she thought? 
Kneeling, Maggie took the boy’s cock in her mouth and sucked gently to give herself time to think. Torment for me, but it could be something that excites me. Something to turn him on. Let’s say 15 minutes of torment and then he cums. Gonna put out for a little boy and that always gets me going, dammit! Wonder how I could work in an orgasm for me? Turn him on by getting me turned on… he’ll love getting a grown woman aroused.  Will it be enough for him to reward me with an orgasm? Dammit, I’m trying to plan a way I can cum for a 13-year-old. 
As an idea formed in her head, she picked up speed. It was an idea that excited her. Hopefully it was an idea that excited Master Paul. Just thinking about it made her eager to get a mouthful of his cum so they could get started. She’d been right. He was horny and it didn’t take long once she put her mind to making him cum. She felt a flush of pride and excitement as he flooded her mouth with cum. After flashing him a view of his cum, she swallowed. 
“Master Paul, I want to lose control for you. I want to show you how to make a grown woman really want your cock. You could make me beg, but how would you like it to be real? I’ll give you anything you want because I’m slave. How would you like it if you got me so excited that I’ll do anything you want because I want to?”
Paul did indeed like that idea and when she was done telling him her idea, he knew she’d revealed her innermost feelings. He could get any slave to do anything, but now he knew what made this slave tick. It was different feeling of power, a control more intimate that he had over any other slave. “Go get what I need. You have two minutes.” 
Thrilled that he was actually going to use her idea, Maggie hustled off with a two minute limit that she thought was unfair. She didn’t think she could possibly get to a well-stocked room and back with the few items. Dammit, look at me scurrying so fast in these ungodly heels just to please a boy. That’s how bad I want him to do this. What if he knows what I want and then doesn’t do it? Well, he won’t do it if I don’t get back in time. She wasn’t even aware that the fear that a 13-year-old boy had engendered in her by the command was thrilling in itself. Paul had picked up on how much she wanted his control and how badly she wanted to please him. 
As Maggie came rushing back with the items, Paul looked at his watch. It had taken her two minutes and fifteen seconds. “Just in time,” he lied as she stopped in front of him. The command alone, not her failure and the subsequent distraction of her punishment, was what was important. “Nothing like having a sexy woman running errands for me. Man, do your tits bounce when you run like that. I could probably have gotten it even faster, but you’re just a naked toy who’s gonna entertain me, so why not start with seeing how fast my toy can move.”
Maggie felt her face warm as she realized the game had already started. She thought she knew what was going to happen, but he was already ahead of her. A 13-year-old boy sent me on an errand and I did it. I worried about getting back in time. I worried what a boy might do if I didn’t succeed! She was already tingling and they hadn’t even started. My God, I’m putty in his hands and I am no fooling going to want him. 
The young master knelt and attached the 3-foot spreader bar to Maggie’s ankles. Then he put the suspension wrist cuffs on her. Making a show of it, he examined the sturdy wooden paddle and set it aside for later. Then he attached the slave’s cuffs to ropes dangling from the ceiling ready and waiting. He hauled her arms into the air until her body was taut from her toes to her wrists and took off her high heels. 

As her master took away the little support that the heels provided, Maggie grunted in surprise. He’d upped the ante just a little, making it seem less like her idea. Her toes barely reached the floor, leaving her stretched and on display. He’d even hoisted her so she was facing into the room so she could see the eyes on her. The other boys were resting from their first orgasm and she was unexpectedly the center of attention. She shivered with desire as her body reacted to the added thrill. It was already going better than she expected when Paul said, “Hey, guys, look at what I’ve got… the vice principal is all strung up for me. Nothing but a naked playtoy now. A proud, grown woman who’s just a playtoy, a fucktoy for a boy. All you other slaves, take a look, too. You’re all finished for now, but I’m just getting started with my naked, helpless playtoy.” He bounced her tits. “Helpless for a horny boy.”
Oh my God! I just gave him an idea and he’s running with it! Going overboard! I didn’t know everybody would be watching. Don’t they have some fucking to do? She was everything he said as she hung there not just for his entertainment, but for them all. Being a boy’s playtoy was what she wanted, but she’d get excited too fast and then what? 
“You got a college degree, right?” asked Paul.

“Yes, Master, a Master’s degree,” she said. 

“Got a college Master’s degree,”  said Paul, “just so you can be a middle school boy’s playtoy. Was it a degree in hanging from the ceiling as my trophy?”
“No, Master,” said Maggie. It was a degree in managing kids in a classroom. It was about how to be in control of boys your age. God Almighty! I have the degree and he has the control. 
“Did it involve tit sucking?” asked Paul, sucking on her nipples as she stammered out that it wasn’t. “Did they teach you this was a good way to get a boy’s attention?”
“No, Master, please don’t do this. Don’t embarrass me that much.” She desperately wanted him to slow down. Her arousal was overwhelming and there was still so much to do. 
Starting at her ankle, Paul ran his hands up her right leg. “You don’t mind showing this… or your calf… or your knee. Bet you even show off your thigh in a bikini. But you don’t let little boys fondle your leg at the pool.” He ran his hands up her left leg. “You just let me do it while you hang around as my naked playtoy and...” He gasped in mock surprise. “… you don’t have on even a bikini.” He cupped her shaved pussy. “Face it, Ms. Owens, this is your worst nightmare. Naked and helpless.”
The slut’s wet thighs were unmistakable and Paul knew she hadn’t been lying about where this was headed. He picked up the paddle. “I’m gonna have some fun with the vice principal,” he said loud enough for everyone to hear. “Know what, Ms. Owens? You’re a beautiful and sexy woman who could probably have any man she wanted, but what’s going on? You’re a naked, helpless playtoy for me and my friends. Now I’m going to spank my toy just for fun and you can’t do anything about it except offer me your helpless bare bottom. I’m going to spank you and with each swat, you’re gonna say, Thank you, Master. I’m a naked, helpless playtoy for a boy. Everybody watch me scream.”
Not so much, thought Maggie. Get me down and fuck me now. Fuck your fucktoy. Don’t spank me. SMACK! “Eeeeeeaaa,” she screamed. After a quick gasp for breath, she blurted out, “Thank you, Master. I’m a naked, helpless playtoy for a boy. Everybody watch me scream!” All eyes were on her and they were eating pizza! The combination of getting what she wanted, the humiliation of actually wanting what she was getting, and the new twist of being the dinner show was overwhelming. Straining on her toes and stretched from the ceiling, she knew she was every boy’s desire. What a spectacle I am! I’m so helpless and I’ve got a 13-year-old boy spanking me while the other boys watch. What if he goes above and beyond even more?
“Master, please, fuck me,” she begged. It’s too early, but maybe he’ll do it. I’ll cum in a second if he does.  She felt the burning pain of the paddle and heard the sound like a gunshot. That’s my ass! “Eeeeeaaaa, I’m a naked, helpless playtoy for a boy. Everybody…” Shit, that’s wrong! “Oh God! Thank you, Master. I’m a naked, helpless playtoy for a boy! Everybody watch meeeeeaaaaaa!”
The third swat had caught her by surprise and she felt the heat in her ass and pussy. “Thank you, Master. I’m a naked, helpless playtoy for a boy! Everybody watch meeeeaaaaaaaa! Fuck! Thank you, Master. I’m a naked, helpless playtoy…” Who can’t even get out the words to beg for what I need. “… for a boy. Everybody watch meeeeaaaaa!” Stop that! “God, Almighty, fuck me, Master. Thank you, Master. I’m a naked, helpless playtoy for a boy!” Mother of God, does he know how to use a playtoy! “Everybody watch me scream!” She was mildly surprised that he didn’t swat her on the word scream this time. I’m a grown woman… more than twice his age… the adult here… with two college degrees… being spanked by a boy just for fun. “Please, Master, I need your cock. Get me down and fuck your playtoy. I want you!”
Paul strolled around front of his playtoy and her eyes went to his throbbing hard on. “That’s what I want, Master,” she said. “In my cunt. I want you to fuck me. I want a boy—you—to fuck me—a woman. Fill me with cum. I’m so hot for you, I’ll cum for you.” 
Turning his back on her, Paul walked over and got two slices of pizza. He took a bite of one as he walked back to Maggie. “Maybe I’m not done playing with you, Ms. Owens,” he said and took another bite. “I want to come play with your tits, but my hands are full. How about you bounce them for me. But first…” He reached toward her pussy and pretended to turn a key to wind up his toy. As he withdrew his hand he said, “Now, bounce.” 
For God’s sake, now I’m a wind-up toy? She started bouncing on her toes. It wasn’t easy. There wasn’t much play between her wrists and the floor, but she managed to make her tits bounce. “Winding down now,” said Paul. As he finished the first slice of pizza, she bounced slower and then stopped. Without a word this time, Paul turned the imaginary key and stepped back. Maggie had never felt more like a toy as she started bouncing again. I thought it couldn’t get any more humiliating. Wind me up and I bounce. Not just on command, but when he winds me up.  “Master, plea…” He cut her off with a finger to his lips. She wound down and he wound her up again. Winding down was as embarrassing as anything. It made her feel like that windup toy practically begging to be wound up again. As she bounced for the third time, Paul smeared precum on the tip of the slice of pizza. 
Maggie wound to a stop and when he offered the pizza, she took a bite. The sauce, sausage, and pepperoni drowned out the taste of the boy’s cum, but it was the thought that counted. He stepped back and stroked his cock with it pointed at the pizza. “Nooo!” shrieked Maggie. “Not there. In my cunt, please, Master. I’ve never wanted anyone to fuck me as much as I want you to fuck me, Master Paul. I want you to show your friends how to fuck a woman.”
Dropping the pizza to the floor, Paul lowered the begging slave. Without removing the cuffs, rope, or spreader bar, he laid her on her back and shoved his cock in to its full depth. It felt like her cunt sucked him in. “You may cum, playtoy,” he said because it looked like she would anyway and he didn’t want to worry about punishing her. Besides, it was part of the deal. He got a grown woman to beg for his cock and just like she said, she wanted him. She was his playtoy because she was his slave, but she wanted his cock because he’d turned her on that much. 

The humiliated playtoy had her first orgasm within seconds. Paul had recently cum, so he was in no hurry and enjoyed how much she really did want his cock. He counted five orgasms. What an ego boost for the 12-yar-old boy to know she wasn’t being forced and she wasn’t faking. He was amazed at his own sexual prowess, able to satisfy her repeatedly and then he filled her with cum. 
Rejuvenated, the three amigos came over to Maggie and fed her two slices of pizza and some lemonade. She sat up to eat, relishing the afterglow of sex and the reward of being hand-fed pizza. Afterwards, the amigos chatted among themselves, talking about what they wanted to do with their moms, Tanya, Beth, and Jenny. She held her tongue as they planned to torture and rape the other women. It sounded like she was done for the night since they were talking about every slave except her. 
Stretching, Kyle stood up and Jack and Luke followed suit. “Give me a hand,” said Kyle as he picked up the end of the rope that was still attached to Maggie’s suspension cuffs. Jack helped hoist the confused vice principal back up on her toes. Kyle grinned at her and picked up the paddle. “Say, Thank you, Masters. I’m a naked, helpless playtoy for three boys. Everybody watch me scream.”
As that first swat landed, Maggie wondered how many times she could cum in one evening and how did a conversation about everyone but her lead to this. 
*****
While the three amigos fed and then toyed with Maggie, the boys made sure that the slaves got to eat some pizza. Paul fed Linda through a hole in the Plexiglas while talking about how hot she looked just waiting for someone to play with. Tom broke pizza into roughly one-inch squares which he shoved five at a time up Valerie’s, Patti’s and Beth’s and Tanya’s pussies and then made them eat it out of each other. When watching his own mom dig pizza out of Beth’s pussy made him too excited, he added a load of cum to Beth and let his mom eat another five out of that messy pussy. Josh fed Jenny by making her eat pieces off the floor. 
*****

“Well, guess I’ve been staring at your body long enough,” said Paul. He removed the needles and gingerly pushed her tits back inside the box. Opening the front of the box, he led Linda out. “I heard you like waiting for it and like being shared. Jack is busy with Maggie, so you’re mine now. Turns me on to have his mom waiting for me. Turns you on to play with little boys.” 

He sat down with his legs spread and motioned her to kneel between his legs. “Lick my cock. I just want to watch you lick it and my balls. I want to have a grown woman give my cock a tongue bath.” As she languorously laved it, he said, “You really do love licking my cock.”
It wasn’t a question, just an observation, so Linda just kept licking the boy’s cock. He just fucked Maggie and it tastes like it. Do I love licking his cock? I’m so horny, I don’t think what I want, like, or love has anything to do with it. It’s just need. I’m a slave, so I do it good and it feels good. Yeah, I waited so long that it’s all about the sex now. I hope he lets me suck him off. Better yet, if he fucks me and lets me cum. Or, I’d just masturbate for him. Can’t believe what I need from a 13-year-old. 

Across the room, Maggie was screaming out how much she loved being a naked playtoy for the three amigos. Paul glanced at the bound and naked vice principal and when he returned his attention to Linda, she was still licking his cock, but with a worried expression. He looked back at Maggie and thought about doing that to Linda. That was what the look of worry was all about and he knew it. He tossed the idea aside since he’d already tortured Linda’s tits and made her wait for more than an hour. He wanted that feeling again of a woman who wanted his cock and he knew Linda was primed for that. 

With his cock pointed at the ceiling, Paul said, “Stop licking, you horny bitch.” He swung his legs up on the couch and lay down. “Mount me. Ride me and cum as much as you want.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you, Master,” said Linda eagerly. She straddled him and lowered herself down on his erection. It slid in easily as she took it all in one stroke. Holy fuck, it feels good. Small, but not too small. I’m so wet and horny, I’d cum even for Tom. Oh, yeah, bouncing on his cock. Gad, he’s staring at my tits. Watching them bounce. Ever seen ones this big bounce like this? Ooo, his eyes are bouncing in rhythm… no, he’s never seen anything like this… so exciting. Do it for him. Give the boy a thrill. Didn’t know what I was waiting for, but this is worth the wait!
Paul reached up and grabbed the slut’s nipples. It reduced the bounce of those big meaty globes, but didn’t slow her down even though her efforts stretched her nipples with each stroke. “You are one horny slut,” he said. “Man, I’m fucking Jack’s mom. No, you’re fucking me. You want my cock so bad you don’t care.” He pulled his hands away. “Suck on your nipples. Suck on those big, bouncy tits, cunt.” As she lifted up a heavy tit and sucked on the huge nipple, he watched in wonder. 
Yeah, I’m fucking you. Yeah, I want this that bad! Watch me suck my tits. I’m gonna cum soon. How many times can I? He just fucked Maggie. He’ll be good for a bunch. As she came for the first time, she felt so sexy from the way the young master devoured her with his eyes. Stored away to wait for this. Traded away by my son… hell, Master Paul didn’t even bring anybody to the party. Not even a trade, just a… a… loan! 
For the second time that night, Paul enjoyed the lust of a woman who couldn’t control herself. She was a slave, but she was riding his cock because she wanted to. It turned him on that it was so obvious she was enjoying herself. As she came again, she tossed her head, wildly throwing her hair in pure pleasure. For a moment, it was as if he wasn’t even there as she climaxed in her own world. Then she opened her eyes and focused on Paul again. The pleasure was so exhilarating and it was all centered on his cock. 
The slave came four times before she felt Paul’s hot cum shoot out of his cock and fill her pussy with a sloppy mess. Squeezing him tight with her pussy, she made sure she milked every drop out. Then, she slid off the boy and sucked his cock clean. 
*****

“Jen-jen,” said Master Tom when he found his slave alone again. Her eyes filled with delight and she straightened up, thrusting her tits out for him. “Naughty girl being so disappointed that I played with other bitches. I can have you any time I want at home and I’m going to use every damn pussy here and if you’re good, maybe yours, too. I sure hope I don’t hear one of the masters say you weren’t on your best behavior. That you didn’t please them as much as you could.”
For the most part, Jenny wasn’t aware of her tells that spoke of her disappointment and delight. As he chastised her, she was aware of how it hurt to be called naughty and how she shrunk under his glare. That meant she realized just how she’d reacted when he called her name. I want him so bad. I’d do anything for him. Is that sick or what? For God’s sake, don’t tell me you’re going to fuck everyone but me. Please, Master, let the naughty girl make it up to you. “I was my very best,” said Jenny. “I don’t ever want to disappoint you, Master.”
“I know,” said Tom, patting her ass. “Go get ready for bed, Jen-jen. Second bedroom on the right. Warm the bed for me.” He shook his head at the sparkle in his slave’s eyes. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.” Bedtime was a special time for both of them and Tom looked forward to it so much that he never stayed up late. The party would last all day tomorrow, so there was plenty of time for him to play with each of the women. 
When he got to the bedroom, Tom tied Jenny’s arms behind her back at her wrists and elbows and her legs together at her ankles and knees. He put a small ball gag in her mouth and then lay down next to her. He only used his hands at bedtime. For Jenny, it felt like this was their first time together as he explored every inch of helpless body. Every night it was like that and she hoped he never tired of it. Relaxed, she watched the cute boy’s face, a face she’d long since memorized but never tired of looking at. This was the calm… the time when she felt like this was where she belonged… that there was a shared love. His caresses got slower, sporadic, and then he was asleep. He turned away and she cuddled up against him from behind. With a sigh, she slipped into a deep, peaceful slumber. 
As it got late, the slaves were all either tied in a bed with a young master or put away in the slave chambers to wait for the next day. Tomorrow would be a full day of serving the boys. It was a given that during the weekend they’d all spend time with every boy. The age difference guaranteed that whoever they served, it would be humiliating. Some of them wondered how they’d come to this, but most of them just accepted that orgasms had become the most important aspect of their lives and so, they looked forward to the rest of the weekend and its promise of a constant stream of orgasms. 
*****

Unlike most of the slaves, Princess had no reservations about what she’d become. She was relaxed and happy as a slave. Even her daddy had said this was where she belonged and it made sense to her. She had no cares except for those times when a cruel master or mistress wouldn’t let her cum and those times were few and far between because it was so much fun in a twisted sort of way to watch her cum wildly while being ridden by a Rottweiler. They thought they were debasing and embarrassing her, but she enjoyed being pleasured by the massive canines. Even when a master fucked her (invariably doggy style), they usually let her cum.  
When Mike and Lisa came home from college for the weekend, Mike wanted to play with the puppy girl. Princess was used to being used at least once a day and wriggled like the happy puppy she was when she saw Master Mike. “May I be your puppy playtoy?” He put her into her bitch suit, but then told her she wouldn’t be playing with Sledge and Hammer today. She nodded her head and wriggled with joy. Doggy cock or Master Mike’s cock - either way she was happy. She might have said so if not for the ring gag that was in place since she had on the full suit including the mask. 
He clipped a leash on her and led her up the stairs and out into the walled compound. By now she was quite adept at walking on her elbows and knees, so he had a normal pace as he led her around. They made a couple of circuits of the grassy compound with Princess getting excited and wet. When he complimented her on being a good puppy, she wagged her tail. When she fell behind and he tugged on the leash, she made an extra effort and wagged her tail when she caught back up. When he stopped and made her sit, she wagged her tail and sat. Each wag of her tail made her tingle with delight and desire. 
Master Mike unleashed her, removed her tail, and pushed the foul end of it into her mouth and through the ring gag. She sucked on it to clean it and when he took it out, he said, “Go empty, Princess.” She walked away, sniffing the ground as she searched for the right place to pee. Not that she could smell the way a puppy could, but she wanted to please the master. After a minute, she selected a spot, squatted, and peed. Since it excited her, she peed facing Mike so she could watch him watch her. When she started sniffing again, Master Mike asked, “Do you have to poop, too?”
Looking up, Princess nodded. Exercise always seemed to make her ready to poop and the command to empty was approval to pee and/or poop. “Be quick about it,” said Mike. You can’t rush a puppy, she thought, but she did spend less time selecting her spot than usual. She squatted and squeezed out her poop, again with an eye on her master. Even that excited her because she was never completely lost in the role of being a puppy and the idea of pooping outside with someone watching was embarrassing. Finished, she trotted back to Mike.
The puppy girl wagged her tail as Mike picked up her fetching stick. After trial and error, they’d designed it to look like a letter ‘T’ with the ends of the crossbar and bottom of the T shaped like cocks so she could carry it in her mouth. He threw it and she bounded after it. I love it when somebody throws my stick. Play with me like a puppy. I’m a high school graduate and I was in college, but now I fetch sticks. When I run away, he can see my pussy and ass and I love it. He’s making me show it… he’s looking… and I love that he’s looking. She nosed it so the base of the T stuck up in the air and she pushed the cock shape through her ring gag and trotted back to him. Sitting back on her haunches, she offered him the stick. It was delightful that this position showed her tits and pussy. 
Each time she’d sit up so he could take the stick and she could show off her nudity. Right in front of her she could see the prominent bulge in his pants. He tired of throwing the stick before she tired of fetching it. That didn’t matter. She’d fetch until he was tired even if she tired of the game. 

As she sat up to offer him the stick, he said, “Does Princess want to cum today?”

Princess nodded eagerly. 

“You’ll have to beg to cum,” he said. “No talking, just begging.”

That was a new one for the puppy girl. She dropped the stick and whined like a desperate puppy. That seemed to make an impression, but not enough. Dropping to all fours, she walked a step closer to Mike where she could nuzzle his crotch and whine. “Princess wants my cock?” he asked. She nodded and nuzzle him again. “That’s begging for my cock, not to cum.”
In response, Princess turned her back to offer him her pussy, and wiggled invitingly. Fuck me. Fuck me and let me cum. Put it right in here. It’s ready for you. Do it and I’ll cum for you. “Still begging for my cock,” said Mike. 
What does he want? What can I do? Please touch my pussy. I don’t need your cock. Just touch me. She turned to face him, sat up, and whined while using her snout to point down at her wet pussy. Just touch it. Getting an idea, she walked as close to him as she could and sat up again with her legs straddling one of his. Blushing for the first time in weeks, she humped against his leg. Let me rub against you… or you rub me. For God’s sake, Master, you know what I want. Don’t make me work so hard for it.
“Does my puppy want me to rub her pussy?” asked Mike.

Princess nodded and kept humping. It felt good and he hadn’t said to stop.  

“My puppy wants to cum before me?”

She stopped as he accused her of being greedy for her own. Shaking her head, she turned around again and offered him her pussy. 

Mike thoroughly enjoyed the frustration he could engender in the slave. There really wasn’t a right answer to his command to beg, except to work hard trying. Anytime she sat up or turned her dripping pussy to him, it was obvious how much she needed to cum. He couldn’t take it much longer either. Just looking at her in that vulnerable bitch suit was hot. Add to that walking her, watching her piss and shit like she had no pride left, making her play fetch and her eagerness to do so, and her attempts at begging and his cock was throbbing. 
She looked back over her shoulder at him and wiggled with intense delight as he took off his clothes. I’m gonna get his cock. Poke it right in my pussy and ride me hard. Come in me, Master. Let me pleasure you and then maybe you’ll let me cum. She felt his cock against her fuckhole and then it slid in. I’m so wet. He’s going in so easy. That’s it… all the way in. Oh, yeah, hump the puppy. She pushed back against him, matching his thrusts. As her pleasure built, she threw her head back and howled. “Oowwwoooo, wooooo.” 
“Fucking slut puppy,” growled Mike as she worked herself up. It was simply incredible how this beautiful girl could enjoy being such a submissive bitch. The feeling of power was overwhelming as she howled. The sound was erotic, telling him he was driving her to crazy heights. Her wild abandon was unlike any other slave. “Cum for me, Princess. Let go and cum.”
More than ready to accommodate that command, Princess came in seconds. She howled even longer and louder as she lost control. She felt his cock spasm inside her as she came. Fill me with cum, Master. Show the fucking slut puppy how hot she is. 
After letting the puppy lick his cock clean, Mike got dressed and took her back inside. She glowed as she pranced alongside him. I got him excited. His cock was so hard for me and he came so fast. He even let me cum… because I was so exciting… fucking slut puppy. And the way he said it… like an animal. 
To her surprise, he led her to a private room. Usually that was it. She got fucked and then she was put away. If Master Mike wanted more, she wasn’t sure that was something to be happy about or not. 

Indeed, Mike had plans that didn’t involve the puppy girl fantasy. He took off her mask so he could see her face, but left her in the rest of the suit. “I’m going to play with Melissa now,” he said. “Pretty college cocktease. My sister’s friend. All helpless for me.”

At those words, Princess was shaken from her comfortable role and thrust into the memories of what had once been. She’d met Lisa’s brother a couple of times before her enslavement. Now she was back to being that Melissa and at the mercy of Lisa’s brother. She’d hardly given him the time of day back then. Instead of that happy wiggle, she shifted nervously. Was I a cocktease? Did I lead him on? Did he say anything back then? What happens to a cocktease when she becomes a slave?
“I had this idea,” said Mike. “Not as a puppy girl, but as a quadruple amputee. Captured and brought into my dungeon where I cut off your arms and legs. Nothing left but useless little stumps. So very helpless for me. You can’t even eat unless I feed you. Can’t go to the bathroom. Can’t shower. Can’t walk. And especially fun… you can’t protect yourself from anything I want to do to you, cocktease.”
Whatever he had planned, it sounded terrible to her. “Please, you can have anything you want. I’ll blow you. You can fuck me. I don’t care.”
He slapped her face. “I know you don’t care about that. I know you’ll do anything for me, you slut slave. I’m going to do some things that you wouldn’t do for me. That you can’t do for me.” Her attempt to be cooperative annoyed him. “You’ll wish I’d only fucked you when I’m done with you, you helpless cunt.”
The first thing he did was get an inflatable gag. “Open up,” he said. 

Melissa shook her head and clamped her jaw shut. There was only one part of her body that she could protect and that was her mouth. She was determined to deny him that. 

“Stupid cunt,” said Mike. “I could teach you the meaning of real pain and I will if you fuck with me at all. Right now, this is play time, but I could sure turn it into punishment.” At the threat, she opened her mouth tentatively. “Good girl,” he said. It didn’t take much of an opening to insert the gag. Then he attached a pump to it and inflated it until her cheeks bulged and her eyes were wide, pleading for him to stop before her jaw broke. Her mouth was completely filled, her jaw was pried as wide as it could go, and her tongue was trapped against the bottom of her mouth. “I love that gag,” he chuckled. “Not coming out for anything. What do you think? Comfortable?”

It was more than uncomfortable. The gag was scary and made her jaw ache from how wide it was open. She shook her head no. 

“Yeah, my little quad is just a fucking toy. You won’t believe what I will do to you and all the while, you just have to flop around and take it.” On her back, Melissa thought, if I turn over, I could do more than flop. I get around pretty good. He could catch me easy enough and then it would be worse. He hooked the end of a rope to a ring sticking out of the gag, tethering her to the wall and even the option of trying to get away was gone. 

Setting her on a three foot high table on her stomach, Mike worked an inflatable butt plug into Melissa’s ass. There might have been a time that she could fight that by clenching her ass, but she’d had enough things in that tight orifice that her ass was quite cooperative. Then he inflated that to the size of a softball and attached a rope to a ring attached to the plug. Pulling the rope taut, he tied it off. “Bite down hard,” he said as he pulled the rope on her gag taut. He could almost see her back and neck stretch as he pulled. With the ropes as taut as he could get them, he slid the table out from under her. With the addition of her weight to the ropes, they sagged slightly, but she was still suspended by her mouth and ass two feet off the floor. It looked like the rope could actually be passing all the way through her, going in her mouth and out her ass and she was stretched to the limit. 
“That doesn’t even look human,” he said. “Just a thing to torment.” He teased her nipples to hardness and clamped them and added weights to the clamps. “Just something to play with and hurt.”
Fuck, it does hurt. Pulling my ass inside out and my jaw hurts. My neck is so stretched out. All I can do is stare at the wall. Damn him… just played with my nipples… nothing I can do… clamped them. Fuck, I knew he was going to do that, but I can’t move a muscle. I never felt so helpless in my life. What’s he doing now? Putting something sticky on me… pieces of tape? What is it? How is that going to hurt?
With his toy suspended, Mike taped electric wires to her ass, tits, belly, and pussy. The other ends of the wires were attached to a control box that allowed him to control the intensity of the shocks and which wires were hot. “Bet you’d love to know what I’m doing,” he taunted her. “No point in you knowing though. Nothing you can do except hold still while I do it. You’ll find out soon enough.”
The master spent a minute just looking at the stretched form. Though he’d recently cum, his cock hardened at the sight. From the top she was a head and ass sticking out of the bitch suit. Lying down, he could check out her dangling tits and pussy. He stripped and moved in front of her. He could read the strain and pain in her eyes. Stroking his cock, he said, “It turns me on so much to fuck with you like this. You really are just a piece of property. Nothing but a thing. You’re a living, breathing person that I can treat like a thing and know that you hurt for me.” 
Moving back out of sight, he adjusted the level of the shock, turned on the wires for her tits and pussy and pushed the button for a second. “Uhnn, uhnnn, uhnnn,” she grunted. Her limbs flailed, making her bounce. She felt the pain of the electricity and the added pain as she bounced the weights on her tits and the strain on her jaw and ass. “Uhhhhnnnn, ohhhhhh,” she whined as she came to rest. 
“Want me to stop?” asked Mike. 

“Uh huh,” she said, knowing that he wouldn’t. 

“Wonder what you’d do for me now just to get down.” Anything! I’d already do anything. What more could he want? He pushed the button again and laughed at her. “Probably nothing would convince me to stop. Fucking with a college cocktease is too much fun.” That’s right. Nothing I could do. All he wants is to torture me. He shocked her again and then changed the hot wires to the ones on her ass and belly. He tormented her for several minutes, changing intensity and shifting between various body parts. All the while she pleaded for relief. Sometimes it was just a silent plea and sometimes she whined in desperation. 
When he was done, he lowered her to the floor, rolled her to her back, and removed the gag. All he had to do was dangle his cock in her face and she opened up and sucked him in. It was finally something she understood. On top of the suit making her helpless, she ached from the torture. The only things she could move were her lips and tongue. She sucked, but it was more like he was fucking her face as he drove his cock deep with each thrust. Now she was just a cum receptacle. At least he came quickly. 
Finished with her, he removed the suit and stored her away. She was too sore to move. There was something new in her life that scared her more than anything. I’m a victim. He can come and torture me anytime and he wants nothing else. Nothing I can do to stop him. 
*****

During the summer, Lisa took great pleasure in constantly taunting Barbara, Erin, and Princess about the sweetness of betrayal. They’d come willingly with her as friends and now they were slaves. All four of them had been seduced by Professor Joke, but Lisa had taken advantage of the situation while the other three coeds had been victims; their victimhood had led them right into Lisa’s clutches.  
Yes, during the summer, she drove that point home over and over. It was like challenging them to rebel and Barbara and Erin had each dared to do so once. Lisa had come to harness Erin and the slave flat out refused to cooperate, even trying to play tug o’ war with the leather straps. Lisa had simply let the pony girl take her harness rather than fight over it. “Maybe later,” said Lisa and she left the room, locking it from the outside. 
For half a minute, Erin was elated that she’d won the battle. She held onto the harness as a trophy she’d won from her mistress. It made her feel like she’d regained some control of her life if she could at least decide when she got harnessed. Maybe she could even hold out and not get harnessed. It wasn’t long before her elation faded. She gave up too easily. Why didn’t she punish me. That’s what happens to bad slaves. This is way out of character for her. Something’s up. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. 
Indeed, the reason Lisa felt comfortable taunting the slaves to the point where they just had to rebel was because she had reinforcements. It was pointless to fight with a slave and she didn’t have the same leverage she’d had on all the other slaves. It wasn’t like she could remind Mary of her pictures or threaten the professors with exposure of Professor Joke’s indiscretions. Rather than try to deal with the rebellion alone, she returned to the room with Bubba and Theresa. 
Erin blanched at the sight of the reinforcements. I am so fucked. What came over me? Why did I think I could get away with that? I knew I couldn’t win and it wasn’t worth trying. She held the harness out to Lisa. “Please harness your pony girl, Mistress Lisa.” Oh shit, oh dear! I know it’s too late for that. 
To Erin’s surprise, Lisa said, “Now that’s better. What a good pony girl.” She harnessed the errant pony girl as if all was forgiven. Bubba and Theresa just watched. The threat of their participation was enough. But, all was not forgiven. Once she was harnessed, Lisa put a spreader bar on Erin’s ankles and suspended the slave from ceiling by her wrists. With the contrite, obedient slave restrained, Bubba and Theresa left. 
Let the lesson begin. How much am I going to regret that little bit of defiance. It felt so good to do it, but it’s not gonna be worth it. Up on my toes. This is gonna hurt a lot. The bit gag kept her from apologizing, something she knew would get her nothing anyway. 
“You’ve got a big problem, Erin,” said Lisa, admiring the straining X-shaped body. “I like what I do. It makes me feel incredible… it’s hard to describe… to know that I turned one of my best friends into a sex slave. Such a pretty girl with so many plans for the future and now you’re just a pony girl. You should be happy when I come to play with you. Know what I did to Barbara when she disobeyed me? I locked her in a box for two days. Nothing but food and water. She tell you about it?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Erin. Barbara had described the solitude as sheer torture. For the pain slut, it was about the only kind of punishment that worked. Her sister wanted to be played with. Pain aroused her and she craved that attention. Trapped in a box for two days had made her appreciate the attention and it was the last time Barbara had dared to defy an owner. Erin had thought Barbara was lucky to get two days of relief, but it was clear now that Lisa knew how to punish a slave. Barbara’s punishment was solitude and her punishment would be more traditional. 
Lisa gave Erin 100 swats with a wooden paddle. After 10, the slave was screaming into her gag. Even though Lisa eased off on the force of the swats as time went by, Erin’s ass was so sore that the moderate swats were still extremely painful. The more “gentle” swats were simply so the piece of property wouldn’t be damaged. That took nearly an hour and then Lisa left her alone for another hour. 
The constant spanking had taken her mind off the strain on her arms and legs, but as soon as Lisa left her alone, Erin was aware of the ache in her limbs. Every bit of me hurts. My ass… I won’t be able to sit for a week… my arms and legs are dying… my toes… can’t take it… my back is strained. At least my tongue doesn’t hurt… that’s about it. 
By the time Lisa returned, Erin was lost in a hazy, red world of pain. There was nothing else in her life. She’d forgotten why she was in pain. It wasn’t important anymore. She was vaguely aware of Lisa’s presence and the gradually easing strain as she was lowered to stand flat footed and eventually laid down to rest. Lisa unharnessed the pony girl and waited for her to return to a lucid state. 
“My pony girl was very bad today,” said Lisa, knowing that Erin needed a reminder. “You were very disobedient. I hope you learned your lesson because I enjoyed punishing you. Nothing like stringing up my best friend and making her hurt. I can do even worse than that. I can make it last for days and I’ll enjoy it all. Will my pony girl ever disobey me again?”
“No, Mistress,” said Erin, weakly. 

“Will my pony girl ever disobey any master or mistress?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Next time someone comes to play with you, I expect you to be very happy and eager to play.” Lisa’s voice was calm and even, neither angry nor soothing. “You could have been a pretty pony prancing for me, but you chose punishment instead. Not a very good choice. You should consider it an opportunity, a privilege even, to please me. There are worse things in your little slave life.”
That had been nearly two months ago. Home from college again, Lisa didn’t remind Barbara and Erin that they’d once been friends and how much she enjoyed betraying them. She’d done it enough times that she knew they’d never forget it. It was very unlikely she could, but she didn’t want to taunt them into disobedience. She didn’t get enough time with the slaves and today was playtime for her. Mike had Kimmy, but Lisa didn’t have a slave with her at college. In fact, after providing 10 slaves to the club, she’d been forbidden by the other owners from enslaving even more. 
The two sisters were enveloped in the mindset of slavery. Barbara marveled at the effect of pain on her. Oh, how it could drive her wild with desire and need. She loved exploring new ways to inflict and enjoy pain. Erin was now a perfect pony girl whose arousal grew from the fact that she shouldn’t be a pony girl. The better she was, the more profound that denial and the higher her arousal. She loved and hated the lascivious looks she got. The plain leather harness was like jewelry that adorned her body and accentuated her nudity. For different reasons, the sisters accepted their new lives. In fact, their favorite activity was watching each other. Erin loved to watch Barbara being aroused by pain and Barbara got a special tingle watching her beautiful sister entertain an owner. Best of all was that the owners thought it was exciting to watch them in forbidden, incestuous, lesbian sex. Turned on by pain and Erin, Barbara wanted her sister. After a pony performance and watching Barbara writhe in pain and desire, Erin was equally ready.
Barbara was standing on her toes, alone and waiting for Lisa’s return. She was outside with her arms tied behind her and a rope from the top bar of a wooden frame pulling her nipple rings up so she had to strain up on her toes to keep from pulling the rings right out. A cord between her clit ring and tongue ring stretched her clit up and her tongue out. It was wonderful pain and she was already wet when Lisa came back with a harnessed Erin following. Sweet! She brought the pony girl! Watch me hurt, little sister, and I’ll watch your sexy body. Do your stuff for Mistress. I knew it. That’s why I’m outside. Pony girl playtime.  
As Erin pranced down the hall, she lifted each knee in a high kick that brought her thigh parallel to the floor with each step. She whinnied each time her right knee hit its apex. She proudly followed Mistress, hoping that other owners or even slaves might see her. With blinders on, she could imagine they did even if no one saw her. Lisa led her outside and straight toward Barbara. Oh my God! It’s naughty sister time. Look at her. She’s been here a while already. Bet she’s wet as can be. I’m gonna perform for my best friend and my sister. Turns me on even more to do it for them than the other owners. The others are just strangers, but Mistress and Barbara know who I was and what I’ve become.   
When Lisa removed her head harness and freed her arms, Erin was momentarily confused. That had never happened before. Then Lisa said, “My pretty pony can go play for a while,” and slapped her on the ass. Play? Like just run for the fun of it? Show my stuff? With a whinny, she galloped off into the compound and past Barbara. She frolicked for a few seconds before she looked back at Lisa to make sure this was the intent. As she did, she noticed that Barbara’s bondage didn’t force her to face in one direction. It looked hard and painful to do, but her sister had turned to watch. She whinnied with pleasure and pranced around knowing that she had two sets of eyes on her. 
After a couple of minutes, she galloped back and strutted right in front of Lisa and then right in front of Barbara. She didn’t know which turned her on more. Lisa was exciting because she had to please her mistress. Barbara was exciting because they were sharing their illicit pleasure at being used as they were intended. Not to mention how sexy Barbara looked perched on her toes, sweating, and straining with lust in her eyes.  
Prancing up to Lisa, Erin stopped for a second, her chest heaving with exertion and her body glistening with her own sheen of sweat. As Lisa reached out, Erin tossed her head, whinnied, and galloped off again. All three of them were taken by how equine that tease had been. It was daring her owner to try and catch her… saying she wasn’t done yet… playfully stealing more time. Lisa smiled at how Erin relished the role. While Erin frolicked, Lisa freed Barbara’s tongue and clit, not wanting to overdo that. When Erin came back a second time, she was winded and stayed for Lisa to put her head harness back on minus the blinders and bit gag. 
As she watched her sister frolic, Barbara had no desire to do the same. Erin was doing what she enjoyed while she enjoyed her pain. It was incredibly erotic to watch her younger sister in that sexy leather harness being so happy as a pony. Erin had always been shy and she knew her sister was not excited by being naked and acting ridiculous, but by how wrong it was for them to be slaves. It had been a while since Erin had voiced it, but Barbara knew Erin’s acceptance, even joy, was based on the contrary notion that they’d been betrayed. 
As for her, Barbara had stopped thinking about how she got where she was. She was a pleasure slave in the sense that she was a slave to pleasure. While Erin reveled in their shared betrayal, Barbara reveled in their shared addiction to pleasure. She wanted to pleasure and be pleasured, especially with Erin. She stood on tiptoes, feeling the strain in her toes, and lowered herself on occasion to enjoy the sharp pain in her nipples. Her pussy dripped like a leaky faucet while she watched her sexy sister. When Erin was harnessed, Barbara said, “Thank you, Mistress.”
Lisa laughed gaily. She didn’t know if that was thank you for the pain or for being allowed to watch Erin or both. It didn’t matter. Having a slave thank her for being a slave thrilled her. “Would my pain slut like her little sister to make her cum?”

“Mistress, what a slave wants doesn’t matter, but yes,” said Barbara. 

“Could I come up with something even better?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Barbara. I have no idea what it might be, but certainly Lisa can come up with something more terrible and better. “Cumming would be wonderful, but Mistress can probably do even better. Would Mistress like to show me?” Please. 
Lisa walked back to the door, picked up a wooden paddle leaning against the barn, and returned. “Yes, Mistress,” said Barbara. “That would be better.” I hurt already. I could cum in a second, but a spanking would drive me insane. 
“Could I come up with something even better?”

“Please, Mistress.” Barbara’s voice was almost a whine. “I don’t know what could be better than a spanking right now.”

Handing the paddle to Erin, Lisa said, “Spank the pain slut.”

“Mistress!” gasped Barbara, her eyes alight with desire. “Thank you!”

Me? Spank big sister? Erin looked at Lisa in surprise and hefted the paddle. She moved behind Barbara. There was no thought of taking it easy on the pain slut. Taking a big swing, Erin planted a sound swat on Barbara’s vulnerable ass. 
“God Almighty, Erin!” shrieked Barbara. She wasn’t sure Erin would do it right, but that was spectacular. “Spank me hard, pony girl!” Sweet! That hurt like hell. Just like Mistress would do it, but better because it’s Erin. Erin landed another hard swat. “Yes! Do it hard! Bet you always wanted to spank big sister!” 

Lisa just watched the interplay. She knew this would turn on Barbara, but it was better than she expected as Barbara yelled out encouragement and Erin responded. To her surprise, after five swats, Barbara yelled, “Run for me, pony girl! Show me!” Without hesitation, Erin made a big lap around Barbara, high stepping enthusiastically. It wasn’t part of her plan, but the sisters’ improvisation was arousing. It actually seemed logical that they would feed each other’s pleasure. 
“You hurt for me!” said Erin as she repositioned and swatted Barbara hard as ever. 

“Eeeeyaaaa,” squealed Barbara. Her whole body jerked forward and then back to rest. 

“Stop!” yelled Lisa. Erin paused in the midst of winding up for the next swat then lowered her arm with a guilty look. Lisa glared at her. “What is she hanging by?”
“Umm, Mistress, she’s hanging by her nipples,” said Erin. 

“You want to rip them off?”

“No, Mistress.” Erin looked stricken. “Oh, Barbara, I’m so sorry. Did I almost?”

“It was sweet, little sister,” said Barbara. Yeah, almost, but you didn’t and the pain was exquisite.
“Yes, you did,” snapped Lisa. “Has anyone ever injured you?”

“No, Mistress,” said Erin, ducking her head in shame. “I didn’t realize…”
“Of course you didn’t,” said Lisa. “You’re a stupid slave who got too excited. I asked too much of you. Now keep spanking her, but she has to keep her feet under her.”
 “Yes, Mistress,” said Erin contritely. She resumed swatting her sister, enjoying how much she could make Barbara scream since each scream equated to more arousal, yet managed to keep from endangering her sister’s nipples. After every fifth swat, she made another lap around Lisa and Barbara.  
“That’s enough,” said Lisa after Erin completed her fourth lap, marking a full 20 swats. It looked as if Barbara might cum just from the spanking. She freed Barbara’s nipples and then pulled her back into the air by her wrists. It was the same position, but safer. 
“Come here, Erin,” said Lisa. When the pony girl came to her still looking guilty, she stroked Erin’s cheek. “I asked too much of you, so you’re forgiven.” With her friends as slaves, her cruel streak had mellowed a little. She could have done so much to make Erin regret the near accident, but it was also cruel in its own way to get the former college girl to respond to a soft touch. The slave wasn’t even aware of how demeaning it was to be so dependent on a kind word. Then, she affixed a dildo gag to Erin’s mouth. It had a big ball that fit into Erin’s mouth and an 8-inch cock sticking out of her face. The gag clipped to the pony’s head harness, securing it in place. “Now, fuck your sister.”
Erin nodded her head, making the long fake cock bobble comically. Kneeling in front of Barbara, she worked the plastic cock into the pain slut’s sopping tunnel. The cock squeezed a copious amount of juices from Barbara’s pussy, coating Erin’s face. All over me. She’s so hot. I could do this in seconds. Should I? Maybe, but I want to enjoy it for a while.
“Yes, fuck me, Erin,” moaned Barbara. “May I cum, Mistress?”

“Yes, you may,” said Lisa. 

Barbara looked down to watch. As Erin thrust up and down in a near vertical stroke, her head was tilted back, giving Barbara a perfect view of Erin’s slick face, her look of pleasure, and a fleeting look of mischief. After a few seconds, Barbara understood that quick expression. “Don’t you dare tease me, Erin. God, I’m so close. Fuck me hard. Faster… please… jam your face in my pussy. You little slut. God, that looks so hot, you fuck face slut. Shove your pretty face in my fucking pussy, little sister. Harder. Faster.”  

In desperation, Barbara glanced at Lisa. Make her do it faster. Tell her to make me cum. Dammit, you’re both enjoying this. “Erin, I need to cum. Fuck me hard. Oh, you slut. You’re enjoying that… my cum all over your face… Jesus, that’s sexy.” So damn sexy. Look at her. She wants my juices all over her. She wants to take her time and wallow in them. “Do it, Erin… yeah, take your time… show me how much you love my pussy.” I know how hot you are and when it’s your turn, I’ll make you beg for it, too. “Have a good time, Erin. How do I taste? How do I smell?”

Beg all you want, Barbara. I’m taking my time. Beg with your eyes. Beg with your words… what? You want me to take my time? Yes, I love your pussy. It sloshes and every stroke pumps sweet juices out. Up hard. Down slow. Up hard. Your tits bounced. Down slow. Up hard. Love those juices. Down slow. I could do this forever.  Up hard. I love your tits. Down slow. So wrong to do this. It was wrong in many ways. She was making love to a girl, to her sister, because she had to, because her friend was making her, and even because she enjoyed it. 
Relishing the tease, Erin took a couple of minutes to wallow in her sister’s juices. There came a moment when all she wanted was to watch Barbara cum, so she picked up speed. The look of anticipation on Barbara’s face was thrilling. It was going to happen and Erin could feel it almost as clearly as her sister. Barbara was reduced to moans of pleasure in the final seconds, so Erin did her own narration. Shoving my face in her pussy… enjoying the view? Gonna cum for me… try not to cum… no, you couldn’t do that now… I own your pussy… I own your orgasm… cum for me, sis. 
“Oh, my God,” gasped Barbara as her orgasm hit her. The mix of pain and pleasure consumed her. My beautiful sister is on her knees, demeaning herself for me… enjoy yourself, slut… make me cum. Feels so good… wish we could cum together, but you enjoy my cum as much as me. As her orgasm passed, Barbara hung limp in the frame. 
Neither slave had noticed Lisa stripping. Now the mistress lowered Barbara from the frame. She ordered Erin to lie down on her back and lowered herself onto the upright dildo. Riding Erin’s face, she said, “Eat her, slut. Make her cum. Make her cum forever. Don’t tease, just do.”
Barbara buried her face in Erin’s pussy. Don’t tease! That was going to be part of the fun. Well, fuck, little sister’s gonna cum and cum forever. That’ll be fun, too. God damn, and I thought I was juicy. Hah, I win. You only got some of my juices and I’m gonna get all of yours. She slurped up juices for a few seconds and then attacked Erin’s clit who promptly launched into a well-deserved, long-awaited orgasm. Jesus H. Christ, she’s cumming… no waiting… hotter than I was.
Within half a minute, Lisa had her first orgasm as Erin felt like her head was being driven into the soft grass. After the first one, Lisa slowed down. She wanted more orgasms than her slaves, but it was too much fun to watch Erin rock through multiple orgasms to put an end to it. She counted four of Erin’s before she had her second. Another two before she had her third. “Enough,” said Lisa as she dismounted Erin’s face. Barbara looked up with a messy face and a look of disappointment. 
Kneeling to catch her breath, Lisa said, “Clean the cock.” Barbara leaned over her sister’s face and took the 8-inch dildo down her throat. When it was clean, Lisa took the contraption off Erin’s face. “No more orgasms, sluts. Clean each other’s pussies and faces.” Remembering back to two hetero sisters who shared nothing more than an apartment, Lisa found wicked pleasure in how much the two slaves enjoyed that task.  
*****

As the weeks went by, being shut in with Mistress Joanie had an odd effect on the others. Theresa had noticed it first during the summer. All the slaves were very compliant and happy following Joanie’s commands. Where all the other owners had beaten their slaves into submission, Joanie treated hers like beloved pets and they responded in kind. Even Master Paul was agreeable with virtually everything Joanie suggested.  For that matter, Lisa, Bubba, Steve, and Mark had spent most of the summer in the underground place to play with the coeds and they pampered Joanie. It was then that Theresa realized how hard it was to say no to the 11-year-old mistress. She made a mental note to do it and before she knew it, she’d said yes anyway. There was definitely something about the way she looked in your eyes, the soothing tone of her voice, and the how adept she was at cajoling. You just couldn’t say no. 

Joanie had noticed it, too, and she took advantage of it. At first, she thought they pampered her because she was the youngest mistress. When she realized it was more than that, she asked Steve to buy her a book on hypnosis. Theresa thought it was trouble, but all she could do was watch from a distance as Joanie practiced on Mommy, First, Kiki, Tease, and Butter for the next week. It was hard to tell if the slaves were changed at all. They already did whatever they were told, but it was obvious one afternoon that Mommy thought she was 10 and another time Butter acted like a boy. 

After a week, Joanie asked Theresa if she could try hypnotizing her. It was the last thing Theresa wanted to do, but she agreed anyway. It was so hard to say no that it was inevitable and Theresa reasoned that she needed to prove that Joanie couldn’t hypnotize her. Slaves were weak willed, but a mistress was not. Joanie started swinging the pendant and talking in her soothing voice. Certain that Joanie wouldn’t succeed, she wasn’t surprised when Joanie gave up quickly. After a quick conversation, she went to wash her hands and face. Yet…
As Theresa’s eyes closed, Joanie was thrilled with the possibilities. She had someone who wasn’t a slave, yet was completely under her control. “When I count to three, you will come alert. You will open your eyes. You will listen to what I say and do everything I tell you to do. You will still be asleep and under my spell, but you will be alert. One… two… three.”

Theresa’s eyes opened and she looked at Joanie expectantly. “Turn around once, Theresa,” said Joanie. “Turn around and now face me.” She could hardly contain herself as the woman did exactly what she was told. “Stand on one foot.” Theresa lifted her left foot off the ground. 

“Lower your foot. Close your eyes and listen,” droned Joanie. “You are deeply asleep. Completely relaxed. Whenever I say Theresa is going bye-bye, you will return to this state. Immediately. You will be relaxed and asleep and waiting for my command. When I count to three, you will come awake and alert. You will not know that you’ve been hypnotized. You will be convinced that I couldn’t hypnotize you. One… two… three.”

Again Theresa’s eyes opened, but this time she wasn’t under Joanie’s spell. “Well, I hope you’re not disappointed,” she said. “I think the hypnosis thing only works on weak minds like slaves.”

“Theresa is going bye-bye,” said Joanie. The woman’s eyes closed immediately. “Sweet,” said the young mistress. She was eager to get to the real fun, but she knew from practice that she had to lay down ground rules from the start. “Listen carefully to my voice. You are asleep, relaxed, and under my control. Whenever you are asleep, relaxed, and under my control, you will listen and obey. You will not remember what happens when you are asleep, relaxed, and under my control, but you listen and obey. Even if I tell you do to something later, you will do it, but you won’t remember that I told you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Joanie, I understand,” said Theresa. 

With her instructions so far, Theresa could be easily returned to this state and obey her, but Joanie wanted obedience even when the mistress was awake. “When you are not asleep, relaxed, and under my control and I say Theresa is a slut, you will not return to asleep, relaxed, and under my control, but you will be awake, alert, and under my control. You will not question me. You will not think anything is wrong. You will think my commands are your own ideas. You will obey me until I say Theresa is going bye-bye. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Joanie, I understand.”   

“When I count to three, you will come awake and alert. You will not know that you’ve been hypnotized. You will be convinced that I couldn’t hypnotize you. One… two… three.”

“I have some things to do, Joanie,” said Theresa. “Maybe you should try hypnotizing Paul.”

“Theresa is a slut,” said Joanie. 

“Do you want something, Joanie?” asked Theresa, realizing there was something more she needed to do before she did the other things she needed to do. 

“You have an incredible desire to do a sexy strip tease for me and dance naked. My approval is very important to you.”

Theresa blushed crimson. I shouldn’t do this, but I want to. She’s always been very special to me. “Joanie, I’d like to do something special for you. Something I haven’t done for anyone before. Would you let me dance for you and take off my clothes? I want to do a sexy strip tease to show you how sexy I can be. I want to entertain you. May I?”

“Theresa!” said Joanie. “That is so naughty. I’ve never thought of you that way.”

“I’ve never thought of me… you… us that way either,” stammered Theresa. “I’d really, really like to do it for you, though. I’ll do a very good job. Please? I really want you to enjoy watching me. I’m sexy, aren’t I? You don’t think I’d too old, do you?”

“No, you’re not too old,” said Joanie, pleased that Theresa’s face lit up from her approval. “You are sexy. OK, if it means that much to you, then see if you can make me horny.” She just happened to have a CD player that just happened to have a few songs with a good beat, so she turned on the music. 

Thank goodness, thought Theresa. I was taking a big risk just by offering. How humiliating it would have been if I asked and she said no. The woman started dancing for Joanie, intent on making it a sexy dance. For the first song, she just danced, shaking her ass, hips, and tits to get Joanie’s attention. It thrilled her every time Joanie smiled at her moves and tried to make them more lewd each time. At the start of the second song, Theresa slid down her shorts, beaming at the look on Joanie’s face when she saw her white thong. I am sexy. She likes it. 

After half a minute of showing Joanie every angle of her nearly exposed pussy and ass, Theresa pulled her shirt over her head to reveal a sexy white bra. They’d taken to dressing comfortably, usually shorts and T-shirts, but Theresa did like to tease the slaves with her sexy lingerie and now she was glad she had them on for Joanie. When she thought the song was about over, she unhooked her bra, threw it to the side, and shook her tits. When Joanie said, “That is so sexy,” Theresa couldn’t have been happier. I let her spend all her time with her slaves. It’s about time she noticed me. I deserve someone to appreciate me who doesn’t have to. 
As Theresa started dancing, Joanie enjoyed it just because of the control. At 11, she thought naked was sexy, so it was a foregone conclusion that Theresa’s dance would be sexy. When Theresa shook her ass, Joanie smiled at how she could humiliate the woman. When she shook her tits, she smiled again and again when Theresa waggled her hips. Slaves did this all the time for her, but now she had a mistress going out of her way to entertain her. By the time Theresa was down to her bra and panties, Joanie was smiling at her power and even more delighted at Theresa’s eagerness. A simple smile made the woman wiggle like an excited puppy. 

“That is so sexy,” she said and Theresa beamed. A third song started and Theresa stripped off her thong, dancing naked for the rest of the song. Theresa did everything she could to draw Joanie’s attention to her tits, ass, and pussy. She rolled on the floor, sat with her legs spread, just about anything she could think of. As the third song wound down, Joanie stripped off her clothes. “Perfect,” she said, clapping her hands. “You are incredibly sexy. I’m so happy you danced for me. I hope you do that for me more often. You’d really like to lick my pussy. You’ll think I’m delicious. My orgasm is very important to you.” 

“You liked it?” grinned Theresa. “Did I make you horny? Can I lick your pussy? I’ve never done that for you, but I think after that you need to cum.” Can’t wait to give that a try. 

“Yes, I’d like that, Theresa,” said Joanie. She lay down and spread her legs. “I’ve always wanted you to go down on me.” Her words were deliberately provocative to see how Theresa would react. 

With no hesitation, Theresa crawled between Joanie’s legs and started lapping at the young girl’s bare slit. All this time I’ve spent down here with her. Why haven’t I done this before? I’m a mistress. She’s a mistress. We can do whatever we want. She busied her tongue in the delicious pussy and was surprised at the intensity of Joanie’s orgasm. “Did I do it good, Joanie? That was a good one, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, that was super,” said Joanie. “Time to get dressed.”

When the two were dressed, Joanie said, “Theresa is going bye-bye. When I count to three, you will come awake and alert. You will not remember anything that happened since the last time I said Theresa is a slut. You will think nothing of the taste in your mouth or the pussy juice on your face, but you will go wash your hands and face. One… two… three.” When Theresa opened her eyes and said she wanted to wash her hands and face, Joanie said, “That’s OK, I have some things to do, too.”

When Theresa shrugged and walked away to wash her hands and face, Joanie got Kiki and they went to find Paul because she’d just had a devilish idea. He was the first of the owners that she’d hypnotized and she’d already had him do the same thing Theresa had just done. She told Paul she had something special and took Paul and Kiki to a private room. “Paul is a slut. Kiki is a slut,” she said. “Paul, you will be so impressed with Kiki’s good behavior that you want to reward her. You think that the best reward is to lick and suck her cute little boy part. You want to deep throat her. Her reward is for you to swallow her cum. Strip for her and her boy part in your mouth will make you excited and hard. Kiki, Master Paul will lick and suck your cock. You will encourage him. You will cum in his mouth. One… two… three.”

Paul hesitated a second and said, “Kiki, you’ve been such a good girl that I’m going to give you a special reward.” He took charge like the master he was. “First, this is for you.” The 13-year-old master stripped off his clothes and posed for Kiki. He did it without much fanfare, but it was obviously for Kiki’s benefit. Then, he knelt and licked Kiki’s soft cock. “Get hard for me, Kiki,” said Paul. “I’m going to suck off my good girl.” Bet this surprises her and Joanie, but she deserves it. 

“Yes, Master Paul,” gasped Kiki as Paul ran his tongue over and around her boy part. “I’ve been very good.” It’s about time somebody noticed and did something special for me. “Lick it good. Lick my balls, too… like you like me to do.” She watched with amazement as her former best friend and a full-fledged master actually licked her rapidly rising boy part. “That feels wonderful, Master. Thank you for rewarding me. I’ll be very, very good from now on.”

Is this really how I want to reward a slave? Paul wondered. I’ll have to tell him not to tell anyone. Don’t want this getting out. Yeah, this is not right, so we’ll have to keep it a secret. Fuck me, she’s been good. She’s beautiful, isn’t she? And her boy part… that’s freaking huge. I love to watch her do it to me, but can I really reward her right? He opened his mouth and slid Kiki’s boy part between his lips all the way to the hilt, choking and gagging as he did, but he bobbed up and down, taking it to its full depth each time. 

“Suck me, Master,” moaned Kiki. “God, yes, take it all. That’s fantastic. You’ve been hiding this talent, Master. You’re a great cocksucker.”

Joanie was beside herself with delight at the turnabout. She knew this was about the last thing Paul would ever do, but there he was sucking off a slave. Her pussy was still wet from playing with Theresa and she could feel the faucet turn on as her lust built. If Paul ever found out what she made him do, he’d throw a fit, but then she remembered Paul would think this was his idea. Her desire rose as she feasted on the betrayal. He was entertaining her because this is what she wanted. A master was sucking a slave and he had a hard on. 

When Kiki came, Paul caught it all in his mouth and then swallowed it. He stood and dressed. “You better not make me regret that, Kiki,” he said. “If you stop being good, I’ll have to punish you double.” He looked at Joanie. “Don’t tell anyone about this, OK?”

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” said Joanie, crossing her heart with her finger. “Kiki, there’s two of us and one of you. If you tell anybody, then we’ll deny it. Nobody will believe you and you’ll get the punishment of a lifetime.” She’d been planning on making them both forget it, but Paul had accepted it as his idea and Kiki was silenced on the matter. It seemed like a lot of fun to leave Paul with the memory. “Go home, Kiki.”

The astonished, but happy slave scampered off to the holding area that was considered home. “That was so nice, Paul. She really did deserve that. If you eat me now, I’ll suck your cock.” She was so excited that she came quickly and so did Paul. 

The next day, Joanie hypnotized Steve Evans, but she only wanted a little something from him. As one of the five top owners who had financed the underground complex, he had a bedroom he could claim at any time. She could use Bill Clark’s anytime, but just in case he came back and she had no place to call her own, she simply told Steve that his house was a mere 100 yards from the barn under which the complex was and he’d always sleep in his own bed in his house. When Bill Clark was around, Bill would use Steve’s bedroom and that made Bill’s bed Joanie’s bed full time. There was the knowledge amongst the club that Steve could claim his room any time, but Joanie was confident that he wouldn’t. 

The bold little mistress wasn’t done yet. The next day was Friday and Lisa came home from college to spend the weekend with her former classmates, Barbara, Erin, and Princess. Joanie wasn’t sure she could hypnotize just anybody. The owners might just refuse to even let her try, but she was sure that the people who’d spent the summer with her would at least sit still for the attempt. Five minutes later, Lisa was hers. 

In one way, Joanie admired Lisa as the consummate mistress. She’d contributed ten slaves to the club, far more than anyone else. At the same time, the 11-year-old resented the older girl. Lisa had freedom to return to the outside world. In fact, at the start of the summer, Lisa had been consigned to an eternity underground with Joanie, but she’d talked her way back to freedom and Joanie couldn’t. Besides, with Lisa’s stature as a mistress, she’d be the ultimate conquest. It was a challenge Joanie couldn’t pass up. 

“Lisa is going bye-bye,” said Joanie after she’d laid the groundwork for Lisa. “Whenever we are alone, you are my slave. You fear me and will do anything and everything I command. You love me and will do anything and everything to please me. You will be very, very obedient just like any slave you trained. You won’t realize it, but you will be naughty once in a while just to give me the chance to punish you. When I say, remember what I know, Lisa, you will think of something so dreadful that your only choice is to be my slave. When I count to three, you will come awake and alert, but you will be my slave whenever we’re alone. One… two… three.” 

Lisa blinked and looked around. She was awake, but Joanie had forgotten to tell her to forget what she’d just been commanded to do. She was alone with Joanie and understood what that meant. What just happened? She hypnotized me and the little bitch tried to turn me into her slave! I could run, but… oh shit! I’m afraid of her… and I love her… and I am so fucked! I’m a God damn mistress, but if she opens her mouth…
Seeing the defiance in Lisa’s eyes, Joanie wondered what had gone wrong. “Remember what I know, Lisa,” she said. 

When Lisa grimaced at a dreadful memory, Joanie smiled. “Yes, Mistress Joanie,” said the college coed. I can’t let her tell anyone about the… dreadful thing. I have no choice. Because of that… dreadful thing, she owns me and now I have to do everything she commands. I belong to a preteen mistress! 

“Take off your clothes, slut Lisa,” said Joanie. “Let’s get some skin bare so I can whip it, spank it, pinch it, and enjoy it.” Sweet! Instant slave! Look at her eyes. She knows! Oh, crap. I didn’t tell her to forget the commands, but she’s obeying anyway… and she remembers that I only just hypnotized and her and made her be my slave. Sweet! She was impressed that Lisa didn’t just strip, but actually got her clothes off just as fast as she could. 

“You’re a very good slave,” said Joanie when Lisa was naked and standing at attention with her hands at her sides. “You know better than to try to hide your tits and pussy. Push out your tits for me. Be proud of those tits. They’re my tits. Show them to me.” She picked up a pair of nipple clamps and pinched Lisa’s right nipple. “I’m gonna make my nipple hurt. It’s what they’re for,” she said. “Such nice tits deserve a little decoration.” She pinched it hard and sucked on the slave’s nipple and then slowly opened the clamp… slowly put it over Lisa’s nipple… slowly closed  it… daring Lisa to move. “Crunch!”
For God’s sake, obeying her is so important to me. I want to please her. Yessss, play with my tits, Mistress. No, don’t hurt it. Don’t play with my nipple. Ohhhh, I know where this leads. Please, oh, please, don’t put that on me… don’t… no, don’t close it. “Ahhggggg.” Fuck, that hurts worse than I thought. I know she hypnotized me and I can’t stop her. She watched with dread as Joanie attended to the other nipple and then clamped it severely. “Aaahgggg,” she gasped again. 

“So pretty like that. Every slave’s tits ought to be clamped.” Joanie had an evil smile as she hung weights on the clamps. “Now let’s put this where it belongs.” She lubed up a sizeable butt plug. “Bend over, slut.” Putting the tip of the plug to Lisa’s tight asshole, she started to push it in. 

“Oh, God, no, Mistress,” whined Lisa. “It’s too big.” That’s what they all say… and it is! What is this? My punishment for enslaving so many others? I’m going to fucking hold still for her. I don’t want to do this. She’s making me. Why did I let her hypnotize me? I have no choice. It’s this or… She shuddered at a dreadful memory. Can’t let her tell anyone about that. 

“What fun would it be if it was easy,” said Joanie. Lisa’s ass put up a good fight. After a minute, Joanie only had the plug an inch deep. She might have stopped if it hadn’t been for the pussy tingling protests from her slave. Slowly, bit by bit, she worked it deeper. The slave’s asshole was open nearly two inches when she finally felt Lisa relax and the plug went in easy. It had taken six minutes to get it in, but it was worth it. 

She tied Lisa’s wrists in front of her and then tied a rope to Lisa’s wrists that she winched into the air until the rope was taut with Lisa standing flat footed. “I’ve got a college girl all tied up and about to go on her toes. You looking forward to this as much as I am?” 

“No, Mistress,” said Lisa. “Please, I’ll do anything you want.” I would. I want to be a good slave. I’d do anything, but she’s going to torture me anyway. She’s so taking advantage of me. I am gonna kill her when this is over. 

“Of course you will,” said Joanie. She ran the winch until Lisa was perched on her toes. “Now the fun begins.” She swatted Lisa’s vulnerable ass hard with a leather paddle. “What is it Tom likes to say? I’ve got a naked, helpless playtoy. No, that’s not it. You’re a naked, helpless playtoy for a little girl.” She swatted Lisa two more times. 

“Yes, Mistress,” agreed Lisa. That was what Tom said and it felt terrible. Anything Mistress wanted for as long as Mistress wanted. As if it wasn’t bad enough already, Joanie kept reminding her of her perspective as a mistress. It’s funny when Tom says it. 

By the time Joanie had warmed her ass with an even ten swats, Lisa was screaming and pleading for Joanie to stop. Her ass burned, her nipples hurt, and her arms and legs felt the strain. To her astonishment, Mistress gave her another ten swats. In the break that followed, Joanie said, “I paid attention in class.” She lubed up a vibrator and shoved it into Lisa’s dry pussy. Using a crotch rope, she secured it in place and turned it on. Then she gave Lisa another ten swats at the rate of one every thirty seconds. 

Fuck no! She’s going to turn me into a pain slut! This is only temporary. I’m her slave only while we’re alone and I’ll make sure that never happens again. But, pain slut is forever. If she succeeds, then I’ll crave pain. At least it’ll take weeks to train me and she’s not getting another shot at this. Still, at three and a half minutes, with the seventh swat, Lisa came in a forced orgasm despite the pain. It was a first step. On the fourth swat after that, she came again. 

“Ready for this to end?” asked Joanie. 

“Yes, Mistress,” sobbed Lisa. 

“Beg for my pussy.”

“Please, oh, please, Mistress, may I lick your pussy?” In response, Joanie delivered two more swats. She wants more! I should have some backbone, but I’m a slave. I’m a helpless playtoy who needs to save her ass. “Please, Mistress, my I lick your pretty pussy? May I drink your juices? May I make you cum with nothing but my tongue? May slut Lisa get down on her knees and make her beautiful Mistress cum?”

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” said Joanie. She ran the winch until Lisa was on her knees with her arms still extended into the air. Sinking her fingers into Lisa’s hair, she pulled the erstwhile mistress’ face to her pussy and allowed her slave to take her to three orgasms. Then she removed Lisa’s nipple clamps, untied her wrists, and removed the crotch rope and vibrator. 

“You lick pussy pretty damn good,” said Joanie. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you for letting me please you. I love you and I want to please you in every way.” She knelt in silence as she watched Mistress put on a strap on dildo. Jesus, even that’s not enough to get a reaction from me. I don’t know where she’s gonna put that, but there’s not a hole in my body I want it. If she didn’t have so much on me…
“Bend over that table,” said Joanie. “Spread your legs. Would you like Mistress to fuck that wet pussy of yours?”

“No, Mistress, but it’s here for you. What a slave likes doesn’t matter.” That felt subhuman. 

Sliding the cock deep in one thrust, Joanie fucked her slave from behind. It was sinfully fun to rape the older girl. “Nothing but a naked playtoy for a little girl,” said Joanie. “Play with yourself. I want you to tease yourself. Get as close to the edge as you can, but you’re not allowed to cum.”

Dutifully, Lisa fingered her clit. So much fun to make a slave do this. Nothing but humiliating for me to do it. I can’t help it. I even want to do it… and I have to do it. I am so going to beat the shit out of her when we’re not alone and I’m not a slave. I’ll get them to expel her… turn her into a slave. I don’t let just anybody fuck me, but Mistress can. She diddled herself off feverishly until she felt like she was ready to burst and then slowed down to keep herself on the edge. It was so tempting to cum, but it would be big trouble and she knew it. 

Fucking away, Joanie enjoyed the sounds of distress from her new slave. Lisa whined desperately, wanting to cum so bad, but she wasn’t allowed and Joanie thrilled at the feeling of power. She’d watched Lisa control a slave’s orgasms and freely take orgasms for herself. Now it was reversed. Watching the sexy teen’s body writhe in frustration was exciting. She was enjoying that moment when Lisa came with a guilty gasp. Shocked, Joanie pulled out of Lisa’s pussy and grabbed the errant hand still busy pleasuring the naughty slave. 

“I can’t believe you disobeyed me,” said Joanie. After the initial shock, she was quiet pleased that Lisa had. She just couldn’t let on that she was pleased. She had even included in her original command that Lisa could disobey just so she could punish the slut, but hadn’t expected it right then. At least she had the pleasure of watching Lisa’s orgasm slip away as she held onto the slave’s wrist. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I didn’t mean to. I was so close and then…”

“Shut up. Don’t be sorry, be obedient,” said Joanie. “Now lie down on your back.” 

Fearful of more punishment, Lisa quickly lay down. To her dismay, Joanie lassoed her clit with a slender cord and then winched that cord up until her clit was sticking out an inch. It hurt and she had to arch her back to ease the pain. The winch went up and Lisa arched more and more. Joanie stopped when Lisa’s clit was extended out of her pussy and there was no more arch left in her. “Open your fucking mouth, slut,” said Joanie.

Wondering what was coming, Lisa opened her mouth. She saw Joanie loom over her and then saw the dildo right in her face. It slid into her mouth and then it was too late to close it. “I’d like to see you cum now, you stupid cunt,” said Joanie as she drove the dildo into the hilt, giving the slave a taste of her own juices on the way. She reached out and grabbed Lisa’s nipples and pulled them out a couple of inches. “Gulllk, uukkk, glurk,” said Joanie, mocking Lisa as she choked on the cock. “I’m so horny that if I was a boy, I’d be pumping cum down your throat, slut.” 

In fact, Joanie was so horny that she took off the cock and pushed her pussy against Lisa’s face. Upside down, Lisa licked her Mistress’ pussy with a great view of Mistress’ lovely, tight ass. It felt like her clit was going to be pulled off and she ached from the strain of keeping that tender bit attached to her body, so she licked for all she was worth and when Joanie came, she was rewarded by the sound of the winch lowering her down. 

“Was your orgasm worth it, slut?” asked Joanie. 

“No, Mistress,” said Lisa contritely. “I won’t do it again. I promise.”

“You better not. Now stand up and take out the butt plug,” Joanie ordered. Lisa struggled with the plug and finally pulled it free. Joanie laughed as Lisa held it at arm’s length. “Clean it, slut,” she said. “You know how.”

God, no. Not me. Lisa brought the foul plug to her mouth and shoved it all the way in. She pulled it out clean, but just to be sure, she licked every inch of it. 

“Lisa is going bye-bye,” said Joanie after she took the plug from her slave. “Whenever we are alone, you are my slave. You fear me and will do anything and everything I command.” She deliberately skipped the part about loving her. Her happy slave hadn’t been as much fun. “You will be very, very obedient just like any slave you trained. You won’t realize it, but you will be naughty once in a while just to give me the chance to punish you. When I say, remember what I know, Lisa, you will think of something so dreadful that your only choice is to be my slave. You will be my slave, but you will not remember that you were hypnotized. You will remember being my slave, but it will be our secret. You can tell no one. When you come awake and alert, you will remember being my slave and you will think of it as a fun game we play. You will come visit me at least once every two weeks and you will let me take you to a room where we can be alone even though you know you will be my slave. When I count to three, you will come awake and alert, but you will be my slave whenever we’re alone. One… two… three.”

Taking Lisa back to the group, Joanie wondered just how Lisa would react. As Theresa came into view, Lisa stopped dead. She looked at Joanie as the memories flooded through her mind, now the mind of a mistress again. She couldn’t manage the anger or the physical violence that she’d promised herself. Instead, Lisa hugged her tormentor and said, “Thank you, Joanie.” She thought it had been fun, but she also hurried off and found Mommy. As Lisa led Mommy off to a private room, Joanie knew Mommy was in for a rough session. 

*****

Wondering what was going on, Kimmy showed up in response to a summons from Mistress Joanie and Master Paul. Her master had insisted she play with the two. She shuddered as she delivered herself to the preteens. Of course she’d do everything demanded of her, but belonging to the children was her worst fear. It was one thing to perform for Master Mike, but she felt so perverted when she got aroused by preteens and Joanie was good at it. “Cool, it’s the college girl,” said Joanie to Paul. Mike didn’t allow Kimmy to attend college anymore, but it was how the two owners thought of her. “Want to molest her?” smiled the 11-year-old. 
Kimmy was surprised at their greeting. Like they’re surprised I’m here? They’re acting like they weren’t expecting me and don’t know what to do. 
“For starters,” said Paul. 

“Gonna show him your tits,” said Joanie. “That’ll be fun, won’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Kimmy.

Undoing the knot at the small of Kimmy’s back, Joanie lifted the slave’s halter top up and over her head. “Here we go, slut. Flashing those cute little tits to a horny boy. What a slut you are showing them off like that. Didn’t even think about covering them up.” Of course, if she had, Kimmy would have been punished. Joanie reached around from behind and cupped the small tits. “Here they are, Paul. I think she likes this. Hmm? Like it better when a girl feels you up or a boy?”

“It… it doesn’t matter, Mistress,” said Kimmy. She looked down at the small hands lifting her tits up for inspection. Bad enough have to do this, but does Joanie had to taunt me about it? 

Joanie grabbed the elastic waist of Kimmy’s shorts. “Got panties on, slut? I hope so. I hate it when stripping a slave is over quick. Gonna pull them down now and find out.” She pulled down Kimmy’s shorts easily, revealing “panties” that consisted of a narrow strap around her waist, two straps that ran from her hips into her pussy lips, joined into one strap, and ran up the crack of her ass. From the top of her pussy to the top of her ass crack, the straps were buried in tender flesh and none of Kimmy’s treasures were hidden from view. “What the heck is that?” asked Joanie as she circled the slave and eyed the curious panties. 

“Nothing,” said Paul. “She’s wearing practically nothing. I like it. Leave her like that.” He advanced on the slave and played with her tits and then pulled the straps from between Kimmy’s pussy lips just so he could tuck them back in their intimate hiding place. “Fuck, I think Master Mike wanted to make you even more fun to play with.” He pulled the straps free again. “Put them back,” he told Kimmy. 

Used to wearing the practically nothing panties, Kimmy pulled on the top of the straps and they popped right between her pussy lips.  Fuck me, I’m entertaining a 13-year-old like he’s never seen a pussy before. 

“Let’s do it,” said Paul to Joanie. In response, Joanie tied Kimmy’s wrists behind her back and led the slave to a wooden horse topped with a metal V, a narrow edge for Kimmy to ride. “Please, Mistress,” said Kimmy when she saw the wicked device. “I haven’t done anything wrong. I was good.” Fuck! I’m begging to an 11-year-old! Try not to whine. “Tell me what to do. I’ll lick your pussy… suck his cock… what else? What can I do?”

“Swing a leg up and over,” said Joanie. “That’s what you can do. Be a good girl and it might not be for very long.” She grinned as the obedient slave mounted the horse. She’d make the slave ride for a long time no matter how much she cooperated. Kimmy’s tiptoes just reached the floor. Paul ran chains from Kimmy’s nipple rings to the front of the horse and Joanie fastened a cuff on a short chain to each of Kimmy’s ankles. Then she attached the free end of the chains to the back end of the top rail, lifting Kimmy’s feet well off the floor and putting her weight down on the narrow V. Kimmy was a petite woman, but with all her weight resting on her pubic bone, it was uncomfortable and soon would be painful. Paul shoved a whiffle ball gag in the helpless slave’s mouth that ended any chance to beg for mercy. 

Picking up a whip, Joanie said, “Might as well have some more fun.” She lashed Kimmy twice. “This is so fucking cool,” she said to Paul, walking around in front of Kimmy so she could see her face. “All weekend long with no adult supervision. I wonder how much she can take.” The little mistress felt a surge of excitement at the look of fear that made itself at home on Kimmy’s face. Walking behind the slave again, Joanie said, “I’ll have to thank Master Mike. Doesn’t look like she’s been whipped in a while. All nice and smooth and white back here. Kinda like she’s begging for it, you know?” She lashed Kimmy half a dozen more times and then stopped. “I mean, seriously, did it sound to you like she was really eager to suck your cock or eat my pussy? What’s it gonna take?”

As Kimmy broke out into muffled, incomprehensible pleading, the pair of owners walked away. They’d let Kimmy’s mind do some of the work now. 

A hour later, Joanie returned. Left alone, the tortured 22-year-old perked up as the young mistress came… to save me. For God’s sake, it hurts. Take out the gag so I can promise anything. Please. 
“You’re fun,” said Joanie. With that comment, Kimmy flashed back to the last time the pre-pubescent mistress had toyed with her. Fuck, this isn’t gonna be easy. She made me feel so good, but it’s not fun getting there from here. 
“I need some practice,” said Joanie. She untied Kimmy’s wrists and then tied them in front of her. Picking up her favorite implement of punishment, pain, and play, she hefted the slender whip and stepped to the back and side where she had a good view of Kimmy’s alabaster back. “Know what I think when I see such flawless, perfect, smooth, white skin?” Kimmy cast a frightened look back at her. “Ahhh, I see you do know. Now hold still. This isn’t easy, you know.”

As she’d practice all summer, Joanie lashed Kimmy’s back five times across her shoulder blades. Each red stripe was about 20 degrees above horizontal and an inch lower than the previous. “Nice,” said Joanie. “My living canvas. Aww, I know it’s hard to hold still, but it’s worth it.” She wiped the tears from Kimmy’s cheek with her finger and then sucked on the finger. “Tears. What could taste better?”

What could taste better? She’s a freaking sadist! I am so gonna be putty in her hands. She wants a reaction? I’ll give her a reaction. “Uhhhh, bih, stah ih!”

“Don’t pretend!” snapped Joanie. “I want to earn that.” She moved to the other side of her target. “Slaves! They’re so stupid. Think I don’t know the diff between bih, stah ih and BIH, STAH IH? I’ll give you double if you fuck with me.”

For a second Kimmy felt like a child caught with her hand in the cookie jar and then she felt like a slave who’d fucked up bad. OMG, don’t give her a reaction. She’ll wrench it from me and know when she does. She looked back over her shoulder and made defiant eye contact. In that second she knew that look and that attitude, her true feelings, were what her mistress wanted. Fuck, this isn’t gonna be easy. 
Joanie lashed Kimmy five more times, laying down five parallel stripes from the other side and angled to form a cross hatched pattern with the first five. The ten stripes made five Xs that crossed right at her spine, each an inch lower than the first. “Isn’t that pretty,” said Joanie as Kimmy seethed. Bitch is toying with me. Master Mike just does. He hurts, he fucks, he demands, but he doesn’t go, stop, talk, go some more. What’s next? 
Next was Joanie showing the slave a picture of her back. Kimmy was stunned at the picture on the small screen of the digital camera. That’s on my back? It’s… my God, it’s like art. The pattern is perfect. It hurts. Every freaking lash hurt and all ten of them still sting, but it’s beautiful… in a sick sort of way, of course.  

“Pretty, huh?” asked Joanie and Kimmy nodded.  “Sweet,” said the talented 11-year-old. “Now let’s do the whole back.” So far only the top quarter or so of the slave’s back was patterned in red stripes. Joanie figured she could work down and… “I can probably fit 15 more on each side, 30 altogether. All the way down. Hold still.” When Kimmy shot her a look of fear and despair, Joanie chuckled. “Yeah, that’s gonna get me to stop.” 

She laid down two more stripes from the left and two more from the right. “Hope I don’t make a mistake,” she said, as if to herself. “I’d have to wait ‘til the marks are gone and start over.”

“Uh uh, nooo,” wailed Kimmy. “Ah hole hill.”

“Well, of course you’ll hold still, you stupid slut, Just hope I don’t miss.” She carefully lashed Kimmy two more times and then switched back to the left for two more. 

Kimmy had been yelping at each lash, trying her best to stay quiet and still. Tears ran down her cheeks and now she started sobbing softly. The mistress wasn’t even halfway done and it hurt so bad that it had taken her mind off the throbbing pain between her legs. Joanie moved in front and watched the slave for a few seconds. Setting the whip down she said, “Now that’s honest.”

That was it? That’s what she wanted? Fuck, she got me. She glared at Joanie. “Aass whah you wanh? Hears?”

“Oh, not just tears,” said Joanie. “More than that. More like this.” She grabbed Kimmy’s hips and put some of her weight there. 

“Ahhhh, haaahhh, oh, gawwww,” wailed Kimmy as the added weight pressed against an already sore pubic bone. “Stah it, you b…” She caught herself before she called her mistress a bitch and glared instead. 

“Like that,” said Joanie with a smirk. She took out Kimmy’s gag and toweled her face and chest dry. “Kinda cool to make you drool, but messy, you know? Now what was it you offered an hour or so ago?”

“Mistress Joanie, let me lick your pussy.” Kimmy’s voice was desperate. “I want to lick your pussy… your smooth, bare… 11-year-old pussy. I want to make you cum… stick my tongue all the way in your pussy… I love your pussy.”

“No, you don’t,” said Joanie firmly, enjoying the consternation on Kimmy’s face. “Maybe you’re choosing to lick my pussy over sitting on the horse, but you don’t want to lick my… what was it? My smooth, bare, 11-year-old pussy. Maybe you need to make me happy to save your ass, but you sure don’t want to and you don’t love it.”

“Mistress, I… I… no, I don’t want to eat pussy. Not yours. Not anybody’s.”

“Especially not mine,” said Joanie. She shrugged. “Just be honest.”

“Mistress, I… I’m gonna eat your pussy,” said Kimmy, choosing to be diplomatic and not say she certainly didn’t want to go down on a girl half her age. “I’m gonna do such a great job. Doesn’t matter if I want to or not, does it, Mistress? I’m gonna lick your pretty pussy… it is pretty. I know how to do it right and I’m gonna make you cum as many times as you want. Not because I want off the horse. Not because you whipped me. Because I belong to you.”

Expecting an argument, Joanie was surprised at the approach Kimmy used. Her slave hadn’t agreed or disagreed, just stated the facts. It changed her plan because now there was no reason to keep Kimmy on the horse. She could battle wits with any of the slaves, but this was too far off her plan to improvise. She removed the cuffs from Kimmy’s ankles and the sigh of relief from the slave as her toes touched the floor made Joanie feel the power of being a mistress. She could hurt her slave or ease the pain. Everything was her decision. After freeing Kimmy’s nipples, she said, “Just a second before you get off, slut.” She chuckled. “My pussy is pretty? OK. Just one question. Do you get this fucking wet for Master Mike?”

Kimmy looked down at the rail between her legs. When did that happen? Flustered, she looked back up at Joanie. “No, Mistress… uh… sometimes, not always, but it’s not because… not because of the pain or… not because you’re 10 or…”

“Shut up,” said Joanie. “I know why and I don’t want you to figure it out. Now get off the horse and come say hi to my pretty pussy.” She settled herself comfortably on a couch and let Kimmy come to her. As the slave leaned in to kiss and lick her pussy, Joanie stopped her. “Say hi to my pretty pussy.”

Literally. She wants me to say hi for real.  “Hi, Mistress Joanie’s pretty pussy,” said Kimmy, blushing. Teasing me about my words. It was the only nice thing I could think of to say that was true and she’s making fun of me. “You and I are gonna make Mistress Joanie feel good.” 

After her second orgasm, Joanie stopped Kimmy long enough to get a vibrator. Handing it to Kimmy, she settled back down. “Eat me. Make me cum. Use that on yourself. Two more cums for me and on the second one, you cum.” She took Kimmy by the hair and tilted her head back so the slave had to look in her eyes. “Remember last time when you begged me to stop? You were cumming so good, so hard, but you didn’t want to enjoy it that much? Remember?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Kimmy. It had been spectacular, but embarrassing. She hated the way Joanie had played her, aroused her, and then satisfied her with a long, drawn-out orgasm. 

“When you cum, don’t stop until it’s really over. Cum like it was me holding the vibrator and making you. It’s OK. I know the real you and I’ve seen it before and I want to watch you again.”

Kimmy nodded and buried her face back between the slender thighs. The real me? What is the real me? I do not like licking her pussy. I do not like being her slave. This does not turn me on… but something she’s done does turn me on. Gawd, maybe it’ll be a quick one. She teased herself as she took Joanie to her third orgasm and then turned the vibrator up a notch and worked on her clit to time her orgasm with Joanie’s next one. 

Her master was all about his own orgasms, often denying Kimmy her own pleasure for weeks. When he allowed her to cum, the orgasms were great, but brief compared to what Joanie had done weeks ago. She’d wanted Joanie to stop because she didn’t want her best ever orgasm to come from a girl, let alone one so young. In the weeks since, she’d thought about it, half wanting a repeat and half trying to deny it had been special. As she felt the tingle building, she weighed the option of pretending her orgasm was over before it was over, but Joanie had seen through her other acts and besides, Joanie was right. She’d done it before for the uncanny mistress and there was no point in denying it. 

As Kimmy took herself higher and higher, Joanie felt the result in her clit. It always amazed her how a slave who could eat pussy so well could do it even better in the seconds before an orgasm. Kimmy translated her own arousal through her tongue and into Joanie’s squirming body. It would be hard to convince anyone that Kimmy didn’t enjoy eating pussy right now. 

Hearing Joanie’s gasp of pleasure, Kimmy shifted the vibrator to press directly on her throbbing clit. She tongued the mistress for all she was worth as her body exploded in pleasure. Can’t stop now. Just let it happen. Then Joanie pulled Kimmy’s head back and looked into her eyes. “Cum for me,” said her mistress, in a voice husky and passionate that made Kimmy want to do just that. She was surprised that Mistress had pulled her away and was now fingering herself to keep that fourth orgasm going. It’s all about my orgasm… my pleasure. My God! It’s so powerful! I can’t keep going. Too intense. What has she done to me? Despite the mix of feelings that she didn’t deserve such pleasure, that she might pass out, and that she was entertaining Mistress Joanie, she kept the vibrator on target. What a show I’m putting on for her. It’s incredible. Too much. “Mistress, stop! You’re gonna kill me. I can’t take it.” She begged for Mistress to stop even though the vibrator was in her hands. She needed permission.  

They were almost the same words as Kimmy had used the last time. “Death by pleasure,” said Joanie. “Don’t you dare stop.” She watched as Kimmy panted, squirmed, and thrashed as if she was torturing herself. Finally, Kimmy seemed to melt right in front of her and Joanie looked at her watch. “Twenty-seven seconds. Better than last time.”

“Uh huh, Mistress,” sighed Kimmy with a look of bliss. She knew she should stay kneeling in front of her mistress, but then it was Joanie who helped her lie down. 

“So much fun,” said Joanie softly as she caressed Kimmy’s hair. The young mistress could never understand why other owners delighted in denying orgasms when it was so much fun giving them. She felt powerful when she tormented a slave, but just as powerful or even more so when she pleasured one. Kimmy had held still while she was tied… gotten on the horse herself… taken a whipping… and eaten pussy without resistance. Of course, that magnificent orgasm made Joanie feel her real power. It was the one thing Kimmy had resisted, but she’d done it anyway. 

Joanie fed Kimmy in a dog dish while she had her dinner. After dinner, she took Kimmy to her bed and tied her. For a couple of hours, she read a book and peeked at the sexy decoration once in a while.  Then she turned out the light and cuddled with Kimmy as the two fell asleep. When Paul was done playing with his own slaves, he joined Joanie in bed, making sure Joanie was between him and Kimmy. It’s how Joanie wanted it.   

*****

In the morning, Joanie shooed Paul out of the room, telling him to go find a slave to play with. She untied Kimmy and said, “Let’s go shower.” 

The command sounded odd to Kimmy mainly because it didn’t sound like a command. It came out as a suggestion, an offer even, yet she knew it carried the same weight as anything that came from Joanie’s mouth. She padded into the bathroom and turned on the shower. After she stepped in, she moved to the side so Joanie owned the spray while she waited for Joanie’s permission even though there were two shower heads. 

“Well, get in,” said Joanie, making sure there was room for both of them under the spray. Wondering what was up, Kimmy stepped in and savored the hot shower. To her surprise, Joanie got behind her and washed her back. When Joanie was finished, the 11-year-old turned her back to Kimmy. “Do me now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Kimmy. A shower usually meant alone and cold water. Anytime she showered with her master, it involved some sort of demeaning treatment, such as scrubbing him with a brush attached to a gag in her mouth. As she washed the preteen, it just seemed like she was being too forward, but it was what Joanie had ordered.  The whole matter-of-fact way that Joanie was acting was odd. It was like they were equals and Kimmy was wary not to fall into that trap. 

Nothing was said as they washed themselves, shampooed their own hair, and rinsed off. It was unnerving to the slave that nothing was being demanded of her. After the shower, they dried off with big fluffy towels, a luxury that Kimmy could only vaguely remember. She kept wanting to ask what was going on, but she held her tongue. 

Back in the bedroom, Joanie said, “Look in that overnight bag. Put on the clothes in there.” She stepped into a pair of striped bikini panties and fished out a T-shirt while Kimmy opened the bag. 

OK, so we’re going to play dress up, thought Kimmy as she unzipped the bag. What kind of costume is in here? To her surprise, the clothes looked normal. She put on the bra and panties and looked over at Joanie to see if there was mischief in the mistress’ eyes. Joanie was putting on socks and not paying attention to her. Kimmy put on the blouse and skirt and looked down at herself, still trying to figure out the catch. She slipped on the socks and held up the necklace, giving Joanie a questioning look. 

“Yeah, put it on,” said Joanie. “It’ll look nice on you.”

Kimmy put on the necklace and the bracelet and the bag was empty. She looked at Joanie. “What may I do for you, Mistress?”

“It’s a day off, Kimmy,” said Joanie. “Call me Joanie. You can do that and still respect me, can’t you? Tomorrow you’ll be a slave again, but today you’re not.”

“A day off? Joanie?” said Kimmy. There are no days off for slaves. “I don’t know…”

“C’mon, let’s go have breakfast,” said Joanie, taking Kimmy’s hand. “The day off only works while you’re with me. You wander off and another owner sees you, I can’t do anything about it, so stick with me.” 

She led her ‘friend’ to the kitchen and ordered bacon, eggs, and pancakes from Mommy, who was there specifically to cook for the masters and mistresses as they woke up. “What do you want, Kimmy?”

“Umm, bacon and eggs sounds good. And an English muffin. Toasted, you know, crispy. And butter. Real butter.”

“Orange juice, Mistress?” asked Mommy.

“Yeah, some OJ. You want some Kimmy?”

“Coffee,” said Kimmy. “Can I have some coffee?”

“Why ask me?” said Joanie. “Just tell her and she’ll make some.”

“Coffee,” said Kimmy. “With cream.”

Mommy thought what Joanie was doing was odd, but it was well within her power and personality to make her cook breakfast for a slave. She didn’t see it as a privilege for Kimmy, but as a demeaning task for her. 

“I envy you, Kimmy,” said Joanie. “In a way. You get to go outside. I’m stuck in here forever. I’ve got one friend, Paul, and he’s nice and all, but it’s the only choice I have for a friend.”

Realizing she was seeing a part of Joanie that the little girl normally kept hidden, Kimmy was cautious. It sounded like Joanie wanted her to be her friend if only for today. She hated Joanie, but the privileged little mistress sounded so plaintive that it was hard not to feel something for her. “You shouldn’t envy me, Joanie. I’d trade places with you in a second. Being outside just isn’t all that great when I’m a slave outside.”

Joanie crinkled her nose. “I suppose it could be worse. You could be a slave like Mommy who never gets to go outside either.”

“Yes, thank God for that,” said Kimmy. “That has to suck for her and the others. So, you don’t get to go outside at all? I mean, there’s the compound.”

“Yeah, we get to go outside and see the sun or feel the rain, but it’s still a ten foot wall between me and the real outside.”

“You could probably go outside,” said Kimmy. “They’re not looking for you anymore. For some reason they think you’re all in Brazil. It was on the news.”

“Really, nobody told me that. Until you just did. If I was careful…”

“You shouldn’t,” said Kimmy. “Not on your own, I mean. Talk to one of the five. Master Steve or Master Eddie. They’re the ones making you stay. They’ll be pissed if you don’t talk to them.” She wondered what might happen to an 11-year-old mistress who pissed off the five top owners. She knew if she did it, she’d be screwed, but what about Joanie? 

Mommy set glasses of orange juice in front of the girls and poured Kimmy a cup of coffee. “She’s right, Mistress, you…”

“Shut up, Mommy,” said Joanie, irritably. “Nobody’s talking to you. Maybe I’ll talk to Mistress Theresa first, but this is NOT one of the times you’re allowed to interrupt.”

“She’s allowed to interrupt?” said Kimmy as Mommy retreated with her tail between her legs. 

Joanie shrugged. “Yeah, sure, she’s an adult, you know. My mom for real. She gets to tell me if I’m about to hurt a slave, which I haven’t done in a long time. I mean, never, but she hasn’t had to interrupt in weeks.”

“God, if I talked back to Master Mike…”

“Off that subject,” said Joanie quickly. “Not on your day off,” she whispered conspiratorially. 

When Mommy set plates of steaming hot food in front of them, Joanie dismissed her. “Go stand out in the hall in case somebody else wants breakfast, but leave us alone.”

The two ate in silence for a couple of minutes, savoring the hot meal. Enjoying the banquet, Kimmy found it hard to keep hating Joanie. This was a different girl. She’d turned off her mistress side, so Kimmy was trying to turn off her slave side. “I haven’t had a breakfast like this is a while,” she said. “It’s delicious.”

Joanie chuckled. She almost said that it better be because Mommy was in big trouble if it wasn’t, but she softened that considerably. “Mommy’s a good cook. Everything she cooks is good.”

At 11, Joanie was more than precocious. She was used to getting everything she wanted and her wants were more mature than any sixth grader’s should be. The little girl part of her was still not as worldly as she might think, however. They were almost finished with breakfast when she said, “You should ask Mike to marry you.”

Astonished at the mere idea, Kimmy almost choked on her food. “”You’re kidding,” she said. “I could name a dozen reasons why not.”

“Hmm, you hate him, he’s your master, he uses you, you hate him, and he’s ugly,” said Joanie. 

“He is not ugly,” said Kimmy. “I don’t hate him… I love being his slave, but I’m his slave.”

Rolling her eyes, Joanie said, “I won’t tell him anything. Are you serious that you don’t hate him for what he makes you do?”

“I can’t… can’t go there, Joanie, said Kimmy. “Not even on a day off.”

“OK, but listen to my reasons why,” said Joanie. “Do you want to get married and have babies?”

“I used to. Well, married yes, babies no. But that’s not gonna happen.”

“Does Mike want to get married and have babies?”

Kimmy shrugged. “Not like we talk about that kind of stuff, but I suppose so.”

“Is Mike going to set you free?”

“No, not even,”

“What is Mike going to do with you when he gets married?” When Kimmy didn’t respond quickly, Joanie said, “What will his wife do when he finds out about you?”

“I don’t know. I just figured he’f find someone who wants to be a mistress and then I’d have a master and a mistress.”

“Who is around him all the time and will always be with him?”

“Are you talking about me?”

“Yeah, you,” said Joanie. “You’re stuck with him. Love him, hate him. He’s handsome, he’s ugly. He’s a great guy, he’s an asshole. You’re stuck with him either way. Marry him.” She grinned as she made her case. To her, it was as logical as anything. “You finished? Let’s go someplace where we can talk.”

“Yeah,” said Kimmy. She picked up her plate to carry it to the sink. 

“Leave it,” said Joanie. “Mommy will do the dishes.” She led Kimmy back to the bedroom and shut the door. 

Ensconced in the privacy of the bedroom, Kimmy said, “I can’t begin to imagine what Master Mike would do to me just for bringing it up.” It was an outlandish idea, but it also offered a way out of slavery. There was the question about what her master would do to her for her sheer impertinence, but on the flip side, how would he treat her if she was his wife? 

“What if he asked you?”

“Don’t you dare put the idea in his head,” said Kimmy sharply. 

“God, I can push your buttons, can’t I?” grinned Joanie. “I wasn’t even trying to that time. That was so kewl. You talked back to me. I love it.” She patted Kimmy’s hand. “I’m glad you’re relaxed.”

Kimmy’s blood froze when Joanie proclaimed her ability to push her buttons and then relaxed again when the curious little girl said she loved it. “I can’t figure you out,” she said. “Last night and then today. Oh, yeah, you don’t want me to figure you out.”

“Right, so what if you brought him a new toy and told him that you wanted to help him train her? And… then said you wanted to share more than that?”

“How long have you been thinking about this, Joanie?”

“Couple of weeks,” said Joanie. “I’m thinking that Jenny will marry Tom someday. I mean, jeez, have you watched those two together? I thought it would be me and Paul, but he’s got the hots for Sucker.”

“Holy cow, you have been down here too long,” said Kimmy. “Pairing up everybody. What about you and Tom. You could share Jenny. She’d be in heaven… don’t tell her I said that.” 

“You didn’t answer the question,” said Joanie. “You ever think about being a mistress? Sharing something with Mike?”

“No, I never thought about that.”

“So, what are do you think about? You’re a slave or you’re free from all this? You don’t think about being a mistress or a wife. You just want out? To be free?”

“Yes, to be free. I wish none of this had ever happened,” said Kimmy. “Nothing you can do about that, is there? Can we just drop it?”

“No,” said Joanie. “I won’t drop it, because that’s not one of your choices.”

“There are no choices!”

“OK, sorry, you’re right,” said Joanie. She knew the answer to the question. Kimmy wanted the one thing she couldn’t have. 
There was an awkward silence for a quarter of a minute and then Kimmy asked, “So what do you want to do on my day off?”

Joanie blushed, an uncharacteristic color for the confident young mistress. “I want to kiss you.”

“You can do that any time,” said Kimmy. 

“I want you to kiss me.” Joanie looked at the floor. “I want you to want to kiss me.”

“God, you are nuts,” said Kimmy in exasperation. “You can’t just turn off what happened last night.”

“You hate me,” said Joanie.

“I don’t hate you,” said Kimmy. “I’m yours anytime you want. I love being yours.” She sighed. “That may be going overboard. I don’t hate you.”

“I love playing with you,” said Joanie. “I loved giving you an orgasm.”

“I noticed,” said Kimmy. “You’re an enigma wrapped in a conundrum wrapped in a puzzle.”

“Huh?”

“You confuse me.”

“Do you want to kiss somebody else?” asked Joanie. 

“Here? Kiss somebody who’s here today?” asked Kimmy. “No. No kissing.”

 “I did it for you. I wanted to make you feel good. Better than you ever did.”

“What? Last night?” Kimmy shook her head. “You did. You made me feel better than ever, but who said I wanted to feel that good for you?” She couldn’t believe the vulnerability of the little mistress and couldn’t shake the feeling that she’d pay for this if she insulted Joanie. “I want it to be with someone special.”

“I don’t get you,” said Joanie. “What did you say? I’m a something in a something in a puzzle? All my slaves love it when I make them feel that good. You’re the only one who doesn’t and you know what? Unless you tell Mike how you feel about him, there will never be anyone special.”

“How I feel about him?” said Kimmy. “You think I love him?”

“Yeah,” said Joanie. “As much as you love me.”

“I want to be a slave,” said Kimmy, throwing up her hands in exasperation. “It’s less complicated. Seriously, is this some sort of torment you’ve devised for me?”

“You want to be a slave. That’s easier? Well, you’re not today. It’s your day off and you can do anything you want.” Joanie stood in front of Kimmy. “Anything you want. Even say no.” She cupped Kimmy’s cheeks in her hands and kissed her. 

Astonished, Kimmy’s immediate reaction was to respond as a slave. It was Mistress Joanie kissing her. She kissed back and even when the words sank in that she could say no, she kissed the little girl. It was a powerful, passionate kiss that she couldn’t bring herself to end. She felt her heart pounding and her head swirled with contradictions. She’s too young. She’s a girl. She’s a mistress. What does she want from me? Is this it? She wants to be my special someone? How could she be?
Joanie broke the kiss, surprised that it was her that finally did. “Thanks, Kimmy,” she said. “Nobody ever kissed me like that.” Sure all her slaves kissed her like that, but not because they wanted to. Paul kissed like her lips were the guardians of her pussy, just a means to an end. Kimmy kissed like a lover. 

“Nobody ever kissed me like that,” echoed Kimmy. It was true. Nobody had ever loved her so deeply and kissed her like that. “What are you doing? How could you know? I hate you.” She pulled Joanie to her and kissed her again. As she kissed Joanie, she thought about something she’d once heard – that hate is not the opposite of love; indifference is. She couldn’t deny that there was a deep emotion driving her. 

Thought the kiss lasted for half a minute, Joanie answered Kimmy as if her statement had been just a second ago. “Yeah, I can tell.” She unbuttoned the top button of Kimmy’s blouse. 

Kimmy caught Joanie’s hands. “What are you doing? I mean, are you making me somehow? This is ridiculous.” She undid a second button herself. How could I want this so much? Was there something in the orange juice? Am I not thinking clearly? No, I’m just fine… and I want this. “Don’t hurt me, Joanie… please.” 

“I couldn’t,” said Joanie. She undid two more buttons. “Just stop me if you want.” She kissed Kimmy for a few seconds and then undid the last button on her lover’s blouse and pulled it open. With no prompting, Kimmy helped her take it all the way off and then let Joanie remove her bra. “Wish I hadn’t given you one of these,” said Joanie as her fingers fumbled with the catch. When she pulled it free, she said, “They’ll always be like that, won’t they? Mine won’t.” She bent and sucked on a nipple. 

“Stop that,” said Kimmy. She pushed Joanie away and took off the preteen’s shirt. “Yours are perfect now.” She took one of Joanie’s nipples in her mouth. Perfect? There’s nothing there. Wow, I looked at these last night and it wasn’t with contempt for her flat chest. Did I want it then? 
“We can’t both… unless we just take off our own clothes.” Joanie pulled away and tried to get her shorts off. 
“Like hell,” said Kimmy. “Don’t rush it. I want to do it, but first…” She returned to sucking on Joanie’s nipples. 

It was what Joanie wanted, but Kimmy’s passion still surprised her. She’d wondered if she would have to hypnotize the slave, but it looked like it was enough that she’d done it to Mike. “I wasn’t sure you’d want to…”
Kimmy was busy with the hard little nipples and didn’t respond. Bullshit! She kissed me knowing how I’d respond. I don’t even know what I’m doing, but this is the first time I’ve had sex in years without being forced. I want this even if she is an 11-year-old girl. That’s it. I want to feel the pleasure without being forced and this may be my only chance. She switched nipples. Why lie to myself? I want her. Love her? Maybe. Want her? Yes. Inhibitions went bye-bye a long time ago, so girl? Yeah. Too young? Yeah. Mistress? Yeah, I might regret it later, but yeah. Beautiful? Me want!
She wanted every inch of Joanie. Returning to kissing her lips, Kimmy felt the hard nipples. At 11, Joanie ought to have something going on there besides delectable nipples. “Maybe yours will stay like this. I’d like that.”
“Jeez,” said Joanie. “A little bigger please and then no more.”
“Yeah, a little bigger,” agreed Kimmy. She turned and lay Joanie back on the bed and then made quick work of the girl’s shorts. “I like how you look in panties,” she said, drinking in the nearly naked form. “But, I have to…” She pulled down Joanie’s panties to expose the pretty, bare pussy. 
Turning the preteen over onto her stomach, Kimmy ran her hand from Joanie’s calf to her shoulder blade. “I love how you look from this angle. Smooth, with the right curves.” She did it again. “Calf, smooth thigh, cute and perfect ass, and your back… so perfect.”
“You should have more days off,” said Joanie. She rolled away from Kimmy onto her back. “I don’t want to take yours off. I want you to do it, OK?”

“Like you haven’t seen it before,” said Kimmy. Like I haven’t seen her before. She unfastened her shorts and slid them down. It was very different doing it on her own when she wanted to do it. She hesitated as she realized how much she wanted to take off her panties for a girl half her age. With a shrug, she took them off. It didn’t matter why, just that she wanted to. 
“On your stomach,” insisted Joanie. She repeated Kimmy’s action of caressing from calf to shoulder. “I know what you mean. I like this view. Even Kiki, you know? The way it curves. But not a man.” Then she found herself on her back, pinned under Kimmy. The older girl kissed her and then kissed her way down the preteen body, quickly arriving at her destination. 
Running her tongue through Joanie’s slit, Kimmy was again struck by that fact that she’d done this before, but it was different like this. She owned her own tongue and decided what to do with it. Lick here. Lick there. Swirl. Nibble. She knew what to do and this time she wanted to do it. Taking her time, Kimmy balanced the tease and the drive to an orgasm. Quick wasn’t good, but neither did she want to take too long. She took a few minutes to bring Joanie to a satisfying orgasm. She was disappointed that it didn’t seem like a great one. 
“Mmmm,” moaned Joanie as she came down. “It’s better like that. You wanted to. You love me. Something about that. Here,” she pointed at her heart. “It’s better.” She rolled Kimmy to her back and went straight for her pussy. 
Like Joanie’s slaves, Kimmy felt something special about having the little mistress go down on her. Having a mistress do it wasn’t something that happened very often… never for Kimmy. It was just a few seconds before she realized that Joanie sucked at it. It was only logical that she gave instruction, cooing and moaning as Joanie’s technique improved. When she came she learned what Joanie meant about it being better. It wasn’t one of those long, drawn out climaxes that embarrassed her with their intensity. It was special. 

The two girls spent the day together, returning to the bed twice and acting like good friends in between. At bedtime, Joanie promised Kimmy a good night’s sleep and put her in a bed by herself with a Do Not Disturb sign on the door. 

In the morning, Kimmy woke up to find Master Mike looking down on her. The day off was over and she knew a day of freedom was going to make this worse. As she started to get out of bed to kneel at his feet, her master grabbed her wrists and pushed her down on her back. Looming over her, he said, “We’re getting married next weekend.”

It wasn’t a proposal, but a statement of fact. An order from master to slave, but not an order she expected to hear. What the hell? This is what Joanie was talking about yesterday. How did she know? Is this for real? She laid the groundwork and I understand why he wants to marry me. I am the only woman in his life. But, I hate him. Hell, he didn’t even ask, he just told me. How romantic is that? Wife and slave. “Do you love me, Master?”
“You’ll be my slave,” he said. “As my wife, you’ll be my slave and mine alone. I won’t share you with anyone else.”
“Joanie said you do. She said I love you, too. I think she’s nuts, but she knew all about this. You talked to her about it?”

“We’ll have three children,” said Mike. 

At that point, Kimmy understood that Mike was evading her questions. She had a brief epiphany that he may never say he loved her and then his last question derailed that train of thought. “Master, I can’t… shouldn’t have children,” she said. “I’m too small. Too narrow in the hips.”

Mike chuckled and cupped the small tits that he adored. “And I don’t want these to get big and floppy. That’s why we’ll adopt.”
Not like I have a choice, thought Kimmy. Well, maybe a choice between slave wife and slave slave. I like slave wife better. No more sharing. I’m his alone. He’s jealous. At least that means he cares, if only a little. It’s a start. She snuggled against him. Uncertain if she loved him, she knew that after years of being his slave, the world was a daunting place. She needed him. 
*****

Lindsey led her little band of budding delinquents through the woods that surrounded the Evans’ house. With 40 acres, the house was well away from curious neighbors. The 12-year-old girl was intent on exploring the property that backed up to her gated community. Dillon, her boyfriend, followed quietly. There were perks and promises of more perks that went with being the spoiled rich girl’s boyfriend, so he rarely disagreed with her. Frank, the other boy in the group, was more vocal, warning Lindsey about the No Trespassing signs, but he followed anyway. Last in the group, Leigh was the quiet one. People mistook her silence as shyness, but in reality, she’d learned that what went on in her head was not suitable for polite conversation. She’d shocked her parents, friends, and a teacher or two in the process. Now she kept those thoughts to herself. 
On a scale of 1-10 where 10 was spoiled rotten, Lindsey was a 10 and the other three, all from well-to-do families in the same gated community, were in the 8-9 range. Used to getting her own way, Lindsey knew she could talk her way out of an irate Mr. Evans. If not, her daddy was a lawyer and he’d convince the man that his darling daughter was allowed to trespass where she wanted. 
With no one in sight, the four preteens darted across the driveway and into the bushes closest to the barn. It wasn’t Lindsey’s first visit. She hadn’t been able to get close enough during the construction of the underground facility, but she knew something had been going on. Since then, she’d seen cars come down the driveway and go into the barn. It was odd enough that she was certain something was going on and she wanted to see inside the barn. 
As they approached the barn, everything was going according to plan until a voice from behind said, “What are you kids up to?” They turned as one to see Bubba, who had just stepped from around the corner of the barn. 

Lindsey put her hands on her hips. “You’re not Mr. Evans. We live next door and it’s OK with him. Who are you? What are you doing here?”

“It’s OK with me?” asked Steve Evans, coming around the other corner of the barn. “I don’t think so.”

Still in lecture mode, Lindsey said, “There’s something going on around here. My daddy’s a lawyer and when I find out what it is, there’ll be big trouble for you.” Facing Mr. Evans, she didn’t see Bubba move between them and the way they’d come, cutting off their escape route, or Theresa take Bubba’s place at the corner of the barn. The four kids were surrounded. 

“Oh, is that it?” said Steve. “You want to see what’s in the barn? It’s really quite interesting. I’ll show you.” 

Lindsey took her hands off her hips as Mr. Evans agreed to satisfy her curiosity. She was going to get her way. That was more like it. It did take some of the fun out of it if it was something so benign that he was willing to show them without an argument. He opened the barn door and the four kids filed in with Bubba and Theresa on their heels. There were two cars parked inside the otherwise empty barn. 
“There’s nothing here,” said Lindsey, in disappointment. 

“Not here,” said Steve. “It’s under the barn. Wait there.” He went to a panel and pressed the entry code. A section of the barn floor slid aside to reveal a set of steps. 
As their host started down the steps, Frank grabbed Lindsey’s arm. “Maybe we shouldn’t go down there. What’s down there, mister?”
“Don’t be such a wimp,” said Lindsey. She shook off Frank’s hand. “I’m going down.” She started down the steps with Dillon and Leigh following. 
Frank stood his ground at the top of the stairs. “I’ll stay out here and keep watch.” He shifted nervously as his three friends went through the door at the bottom of the steps. He didn’t really want to miss out on whatever was down there, but it just didn’t feel right. It was too easy and they hadn’t told anyone where they were going. “Hey!” he said as Bubba picked him up and slung him over his shoulder. He struggled, but the big black man had him securely as they went down the stairs.  
Steve ushered the three other kids into a room lined with cabinets with ropes dangling from the ceiling. “What’s all that for?” asked Lindsey, looking up at the ropes. She plopped down in the only chair in the room. 
“For hanging kids from the ceiling,” said Steve. “Who’s first?” The three slaves-to-be gaped at him. Just then, Bubba walked in still with Frank over his shoulder and set him down. 
“We need to go,” Frank told Lindsey. “He just carried me down. I said it was trouble and he just fucking grabbed me and made me come down.” He turned to Steve. “I don’t want to know what’s down here. Let us go and we won’t tell anybody anything.”
Lindsey and Dillon blanched at the sight of Frank carried into the room. Like Frank said, it was trouble and now they all knew it. “We’ve been kidnapped,” said Leigh. “We’re not going anywhere.” She was surprisingly calm.

“We can’t be kidnapped,” said Lindsey, as if Leigh was stupid just for thinking it. “My daddy’s a lawyer and he’ll sue the crap out of them.”

“Her first,” said Steve, nodding at Lindsey. 
“You are so not hanging me from those,” she said. She couldn’t have stopped them if that was their intent, but instead, Bubba picked her up and left. He put her in the room next door and shut and locked the door. When he returned, he carried Dillon to a separate room. 

“Where are we going?” asked Leigh as Steve led her out the door without a fight. 
“Another room,” said Steve, leading the placid 12-year-old out of the room. She followed as if she hadn’t a clue that something was wrong. Running her hand along the sterile white wall, she looked curious, not frightened. 

“What are you gonna do to us?” asked Leigh as Steve shut and locked the door. She didn’t get an answer. He heard her briefly try the doorknob. 

“What’s with her?” said Bubba after observing the scene. 

“Probably in shock, denial… who knows. She’ll figure it out sooner or later.” Steve and Bubba went to Lindsey’s room where Theresa was already waiting. “So, you’re their leader?” he asked the bratty girl. 
“Yeah,” she replied. Her hands went to her hips. “This isn’t funny, Mr. Evans. You have to let us go and maybe… just maybe we won’t tell anybody that you kidnapped us.”
“You may not want to go once you find out what’s going to happen,” said Steve. “We train slaves down here. Sex slaves to be precise. Only, we don’t want four new slaves. We want three new slaves and a new mistress.” He looked at Bubba, who nodded. “Since you’re the leader, I think you should be the mistress. How would you like to be in charge of your friends?”
“You’re sick,” said Lindsey. “That’s just disgusting. They’re my friends and you have to let us all go.”

“Leaving is not an option,” said Bubba. “Your choice is slave or mistress.”

She pondered the two choices. Obviously there were other options, like just leaving, but she decided to humor them until she could get away. She’d accumulate evidence against them in the meantime. “And mistress is like in charge? The boss? Nothing bad happens to a mistress?” asked Lindsey. 
“That’s right.”

“Mistress, then,” she said. If she was in charge, she figured she’d learn more than as a slave and could escape easy enough and then lead the authorities back to the sinister barn. 

“Good choice,” said Steve. “Just one thing before you can be a mistress. If you want to be a good one, then you have to know how to treat a slave and to do that, you’re going to be a slave for a couple of weeks.”

“No way,” argued Lindsey. “You said nothing bad happens to a mistress.”

“That’s right,” said Steve. “You’re not a mistress yet. You need some training and that training includes being a slave first. Don’t worry. It’ll be a piece of cake and then you’ll be a mistress.”
Bubba motioned Steve out of the room. When they were alone in the hall, he said, “Since when is being a slave part of mistress training?” The leader of the club didn’t want to contradict Steve in front of Lindsey, but he did want to know what Steve was up to. 
“She’s hot, don’t you think? I just want a piece of her spoiled little ass and then she can be a mistress.” 
Bubba chuckled. “She is that. Wouldn’t mind getting her lips around my cock.” He shrugged. “Fine with me.” He took hold of the doorknob. “You hold her, I’ll collar her.” Then he opened the door and they went back in. 
Moving quickly, Steve got behind Lindsey and grabbed her wrists, pinning them behind her. With her restrained, Bubba put a collar on the surprised preteen. When Steve stepped clear, Lindsey pulled at the collar, but it was locked in place. “Take this off me,” she insisted. 
“Take off your shoes and socks,” said Bubba, picking up a remote control with a single button. 

“Or what?” said Lindsey. 

“Or this,” said Bubba. He pressed the button and the collar shocked the new slave. 
“Yeeaahhh! Hey, fuck you!” Lindsey snapped. “That hurt.” She pulled harder at the shock collar. “Get this off me and then I’ll take off my shoes and… yeeeahhhh! Fuck! Stop that!”

“Take off your shoes and socks,” said Bubba again, his finger poised over the button. 

“Don’t you dare push that button,” said Lindsey. They didn’t say anything about fucking shocking the hell out of me. Damned if I’m gonna let them get away with this. 
“Damn, she’s a slow learner,” said Theresa. 

“I like slow learners,” said Bubba. He pushed the button a third time, enjoying her squeal of pain and attempts to remove the collar. 

“That it?” said Lindsey. “I take off my shoes and socks and then you’ll stop shocking me, asshole?” She glared at Bubba. “Yeeeaahhhh!”

“Asshole?” laughed Theresa. “You called the master with the remote for your collar an asshole?”

“Well, he is!” insisted Lindsey. “Why? What am I supposed to call him when he shocks me like that? It fucking hurts?”

“Master,” said Bubba. “Call me master.”

“Oh, so that’s the game,” said the slow learner. “Slave and master. Then you’ll stop shocking me? Yeeeahhhh!” Fuck that hurts and he knows it. Humor them. Take off your shoes and socks. Call him master. This is fucked up. Well, I won’t call him an asshole again. That’s for sure. “OK, OK, I’m doing it.” She went to one knee and took of her shoe and sock, then switched and bared her other foot. 
“Satisfied?” she asked. She watched his thumb as it moved over the button. “Master.”
“That was good,” said Bubba. “We expect obedience, instant obedience out of our slaves. Now, take off your shirt.”

“You gotta be kidding me,” said Lindsey. Fuck that. They’d see my bra and then they’d want that. I am so not showing them my tits. They said sex slave. Are they serious? 
“Instant obedience,” said Bubba as he pushed the button. 

“Aahhhyyeeaaaaa,” squealed Lindsey. Fuck! That was longer. For the first time, her arrogance faded. “Please, don’t do that again. Don’t make me take off my clothes.” She willed Bubba’s finger away from the button. “Oh, God, yeeaahhhhooowwww.”

“Take off your shirt,” repeated Bubba. 

“OK, OK,” said the girl. She skinned off her T-shirt and draped it over her chest. Her white bra showed little sign of her developing tits. Her skin was creamy smooth, begging to be touched despite how much she wanted otherwise. 
“Take it off means take it off, get rid of it, and stand with your hands at your sides,” said Bubba. His finger hovered, but she tossed the shirt aside and put her hands down. 

“Take off your pants.”

“You’re sick, you perver…eeaahhhhh.” Lindsey glared at Bubba. Then she slowly unsnapped and unzipped her jeans. She slowly hooked her thumbs in the waistband. “Aeeahhhhhhaaa,” she squealed as Bubba lost patience. 
“Faster,” said the big black man. She shucked her pants quickly, revealing slender, coltish legs. 
“Getting the idea, isn’t she?” said Theresa. 

“More fun than most,” said Steve. “She’s gonna be fun to train.”

“Take off your bra,” said Bubba. 
You gotta be kidding me. Lindsey’s expression said what she didn’t dare say. I’m 12 and I’ve got almost nothing to show. This is so illegal. Why do they want to see my tits? God, it’s embarrassing. What are they gonna do then? She unhooked the front catch on her bra, somewhere between slow and scared out of her wits fast. With a soft sob, she slid it off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Her hands instinctively covered her tits and then dropped to her sides. She burned with humiliation as the trio stared at her small cones and the dime-sized nipples atop them. Nobody’s ever seen them… stared at them. They have no right. 
“Take off your panties,” said Bubba. 

“I love making a new slave do it herself,” said Steve. “Who’s gonna be naked and ready to play?” he teased. 

Me. I am. Ready to play what? Dickhead. You don’t have to rub it in. “Please?” she said, hesitating with her thumbs in the waistband of her last article of clothing. “Yeaahhhhhh, owwww, oh fuck me!” she yelled. Her panties dropped at the scared out of her wits speed and she stood naked in front of the three adults. It was super creepy because they were staring. They wanted to see her. They were adults and she’d never felt so much a little girl before. Bewildered, she wondered what kind of adults… three of them… were interested in her skinny little body. It was creepy and illegal. I’ll nail them someday, but it’s creepy right now. 
As Steve moved toward her, Lindsey leaned away, but it felt like her feet were stuck to the floor. There was no place to go and she was certain if she tried she’d just get shocked. “Ohhh, no,” she moaned as Steve played with her little tits. This better be worth it. I’m gonna be a mistress. I’m gonna be a mistress. I’m gonna be a mistress. This is part of my training. Hell yeah, imagine me with that button in my hand and Leigh wearing the collar or Frank or Dillon. Do they have other slaves? God, could I even push the button? Could I make somebody hurt like that? They looked like they enjoyed it. Her thoughts returned to her ongoing violation as Steve’s hands cupped her ass cheeks. Gross! He likes my bottom. That’s one thing I’m not doing when I’m a mistress. No, bottom touching. They’re sick perverts. Oh fuck, of course he has to touch me there. My pussy. Like that’s even yours to touch, asshole.
Steve just gave the girl a brief introduction to what it was to be a slave at the disposal of anyone who wanted to touch her. Then he pulled her arms behind her and Bubba tied her wrists together. Theresa popped a ball gag into Lindsey’s mouth. Working together, the three owners tied the slave’s elbows so they touched, her ankles, and her knees. She protested each new binding with grunts of disapproval, reasoning that grunts were OK. She couldn’t be expected to stay completely silent, could she? Theresa pulled the girl’s long blond hair into a pony tail and then they tied the pony tail to a rope hanging from the ceiling and pulled that taut with her standing flatfooted. It was comfortable, but hideously exposed as far as Lindsey was concerned. 
Then they left her. Hey, what’s with this? Naked and tied? What are you going to do next? Fuck, I can’t move a muscle. She turned away from the door. At least this way they can’t see my privates when they walk in. Can’t hide for long, though. Damn, these ropes are tight. I can’t even find a knot. I’m not gonna get out of this. She tried for several minutes anyway and confirmed her initial impression. 
*****

Alarms around the perimeter of the estate had alerted Steve that they had trespassers. He’d called Bubba and Theresa was always available. He also called the Simons. While Bubba, Steve, and Theresa were having fun with Lindsey, Dillon was getting his first taste of his new life. Eddie, Eva, and Mark Evans converged on the boy who was sitting on the floor in the farthest corner from the door. He stood as they entered, taking a defensive stance. 
While Eddie and Mark wrestled the boy to the ground and pinned him on his stomach, Eva removed his shoes and socks and put wrist and ankle cuffs on him. As he struggled, Dillon’s protests quickly turned from a defiant, “Let me go! You can’t do this,” to concern, “What are those for? What are you doing?” and then to pleading, “I’m sorry. We didn’t mean anything. Please, don’t hurt me.”
Eva attached ropes to Dillon’s wrist cuffs and started the winch to pull his arms into the air. As the men let him go, Dillon rose and backed up against the wall, but the inexorable pull of the winch lifted his arms up and pulled him away from the wall until he was standing in the center of the room with his hands in the air. They ran ropes from opposite walls to his ankle cuffs to pull his feet apart and force him onto the balls of his feet. 
“What are you gonna do?” whined Dillon. This is a nightmare. We’ve been kidnapped and kidnapped kids never return. Nobody knows we’re here. These people are organized. Underground hideout.  Six of them. All this stuff ready and waiting. We’re so fucked. What do they want? They didn’t even ask for anything. Just tied me up. What for? Three of them could do anything to me even without tying me. 
“Open wide,” said Eva, holding up a ball gag. When he refused, she said, “Open wide or you’ll wish you had.” She tingled at the obvious look of surrender in the boy’s eyes. She knew just what he was thinking. Or else what? He didn’t want the gag or the “or else” and she let him weigh the two choices for a few seconds. “Last chance.” He opened his mouth and she put the red ball between his white teeth and buckled the strap behind his head. 
Eddie took a few minutes to explain Dillon’s new situation, slave to whomever wanted to use him. Aside from an occasion whine of despair, Dillon took the explanation and the rules that went with it in silence. He was too stunned to even know how to react. It was surreal to listen to a man tell him that slavery was alive and well and that he was now a piece of property. Like so many others in their first few minutes of slavery, he couldn’t comprehend the full depth of the meaning and he kept waiting for them to say it was all a joke, their way of teaching him a lesson for being snoopy. 
Using a pair of heavy shears, Mark cut the front of Dillon’s T-shirt from the bottom hem all the way to his neck. Then, he cut the sleeves and pulled the shredded garment from the boy’s body. Like all the owners, Mark enjoyed the opposite sex the most, but he was bi-sexual in the sense that using any slave was thrilling. He ran his hand over the new slave’s bare chest sensuously and felt the rush of power as the boy tried to shrink away in obvious distaste. “So cute,” said Mark. “Can’t wait to see all of you.”
“Uhhnnn!” grunted Dillon in protest. See all of me? What’s that mean? He’s gonna cut of all my clothes. He’s a fucking fag! Oh fuck, he’s gonna strip me and then what? 
Sure enough, Mark cut up one leg of the 12-year-old’s jeans and then up the other one. The pants fell away. “Cute little cock,” said Mark, enjoying the disgust in Dillon’s eyes. They could have let Eva do the honors, but the three had decided Mark could evoke a more visceral reaction from the hetero boy. He pulled open the front of Dillon’s briefs and peered in. “Pretty small. Not getting a hard on for us? I got one for you.”
At the mention of the master’s cock, Dillon whined the loudest of all. He watched in helpless horror as Mark cut off his briefs and left him standing naked and exposed. His young cock hung limp. “We’ll have to work on that,” said Eddie. “A boy slave ought to be excited to get to show off his cock and get used as a playtoy.”
With a wink, Eva said, “Bet I can get a rise out of him.” She unbuttoned her blouse and pulled her bra up to expose her tits. Stroking his cock, she rubbed her bare tits against Dillon’s chest. “You want to play with me?” she teased. Despite his predicament, the sight of the woman’s tits and the feel of her hand on his cock earned a hard on from Dillon. When she was finished, she slipped a plastic ring on his cock and stepped back so they all could admire the humiliated boy’s erection. 
“Much better. So sexy,” said Eddie. 

“I always think a hard on is the perfect look for a little boy,” said Mark. “All naked and proud.” 

Oh, God, this is too embarrassing. She made me hard and they’re all staring at it. They think I’m sexy. No, I am not proud. I just can’t do anything about it. Not like I want to be standing here with it waving in the breeze. I wish I could just die. Now what? They could do anything. Just as Dillon imagined the worst, the three owners left the room. It took him a couple of minutes to realize that his hard on wasn’t going to go away. He didn’t even think to turn away from the door, as if he was proud of it and eager to show it to whomever came in. 
*****
When Bubba, Steve, and Theresa left Lindsey, they moved on to Leigh. She’d spent her time alone in the room opening cabinets and drawers and examining the cuffs, whips, gags, and ropes. There was no doubt in her mind that she’d been kidnapped by bondage practitioners. While investigating her disappearance, the police would discover a wide range of bondage pictures that she’d collected off the web. She didn’t know how to feel about her fantasy becoming a reality. Her fantasy involved some control and she knew she’d have none of that in reality. 

When the three came into the room, Leigh was sitting Indian-style on top of one of the cabinets with a ring gag in her hands. “Are you gonna tie me up?” she asked. Her eyes settled on Bubba as the most daunting physical presence. The idea of being tied up by the big black man was exciting. 
“You’re our slave,” said Bubba. “We’ll tie you when we want and use you however we want. Get down off the counter.”

“Wicked,” said Leigh, sliding off the counter and facing Bubba with a surprisingly eager look. She set the ring gag on the counter. “That’s my favorite. How you gonna tie me?” She held her wrists out to him. 
“You want to be tied up?” asked Bubba.  

“I dunno. I think about being tied and tying others… mostly women.” She shrugged. “A little of both really. Kind of scary to think about it. Do I get a safe word?”
“I changed my mind,” said Bubba. 

“What?” said Leigh sharply. “You’re not gonna tie me up?”

Bubba didn’t answer her. Instead, she looked at Steve. “I want her to be the mistress.”

Leigh’s brow furrowed. “Are you married?”

“No,” said Bubba, surprised at the apparent non sequitur. 

“Don’t you have to be married to have a mistress?” asked Leigh in disappointment. Something about Bubba excited her and it was obvious to the others. 
“Not that kind of mistress,” said Bubba. 

“Ohhhh,” said Leigh, getting the idea. “The kind that ties up girls and makes them beg for something. Would you tie me up sometimes, too? You could do anything to me then.”

“Yeah, she’s the one,” agreed Steve. “Won’t Lindsey be surprised.”
Bubba and Theresa both laughed at the thought of Lindsey learning that her enslavement was not temporary and that Leigh was her mistress. Then Bubba explained the mistress-slave relationship to Leigh in no uncertain terms. 
“And Lindsey will be my slave?” asked Leigh. That’s what she thought they’d said, but she just wanted to be sure. 

“Yeah, and Frank and Dillon,” said Bubba. 

“Wicked,” said the 12-year-old. She could look so innocent and she could look incredibly devilish. “Can I see her now?”
“Not yet,” Theresa cut in and then addressed Bubba and Steve. “I think it would be fun if we spent the next two weeks training Lindsey to be a slave while she still thinks she’s going to graduate to mistress and then let Mistress Leigh tell her she’s her slave forever.”
 “Oh, poo,” said Leigh. 
“Yeah, that sounds like fun,” agreed Bubba. “There’s plenty of slaves for you to play with and practice on, Leigh. We’ll get Lindsey all excited about being a mistress. She’ll probably even work harder for us knowing it will end one day. Then, just when she thinks she’s done being a slave, you’ll walk in and claim her.”

“Wicked,” said Leigh again. Imagining that moment, she said in a mock tease, “Surprise, Lindsey. You’re gonna do things for me you won’t believe.” She changed her voice to normal. “Can I see Dillon and Frank?”

“No, not them either,” said Bubba. “We’ll train them together and I don’t want to give them a chance to spoil Lindsey’s surprise.” 

“Oh, all right,” acceded the new mistress. “But, I can see the other slaves now, right?”
“Sure,” said Theresa. “I’ll take you to meet Mistress Joanie and she can introduce you to the other slaves.”

*****

Joanie and Paul chafed at the delay in playing with the new slaves. They’d gotten to participate in the training of Barbara, Erin, and Princess right from the start, but the adults were taking care of the four new kids. Just minutes after Lindsey was left alone, the two doms paid the naked and bound 12-year-old a visit. 
At the sound of the door, Lindsey looked over her shoulder. Kids? What are you doing here? For fuck’s sake, I’m not here for you to gape at. Go away. 
“Guess she thinks her ass is her best part,” said Joanie.

“Turn around so we can see the front,” said Paul. 

“Uh uh,” said Lindsey. 

“Excuse me,” said Joanie. “When Master Paul gives you an order, you do it, slut.”

Master Paul? He’s my age and she’s even younger. Well, duh, I’m gonna be a mistress, so I should’ve known there were others my age. Hey, get away from that. “Uh uh,” she said as Joanie picked up the remote for her collar. “I a ih-ih,” she said. I’m a mistress in training, so cut me some slack, OK? Don’t you dare push that or I’ll make you pay when I’m a mistress, too. “Aaayyeee,” she squealed and then turned to face them. Happy now? Fuck, did they leave me here for these two to come check me out? Stay back!
Putting his hand on Lindsey’s pussy, Paul said, “Gonna put my cock in there soon.”
“She got any hair down there? Looks like mine,” said Joanie. 

“Some,” said Paul, inspecting the blushing girl from inches away. “It’s blond and you have to look close.” 

So this is how it’s gonna be? Just check me out? How embarrassing. She tensed as Joanie caressed her ass. What’s with my bottom? Even she thinks it’s sexy? Oh, I get it. Just anything to shock me. Although… she’s doing it different. Sends chills up my spine. Oh, God, yesss. her fingers on my back. How’s she doing that? Her attention was taken away as Paul cupped her tits. Enjoying yourself? I already let Dillon do it. Holy cow! That makes me tingle. Dillon never… hey, don’t pinch my nipples. “Uh uh,” she grunted. Within seconds her nipples were surprisingly hard and his fingers really made her tingle. She felt like prey between two predators who were toying with her before the kill. Despite how they aroused her with mere touches, she wanted it to stop. 
“She’s drooling,” chuckled Paul. Am not! Dammit, I am. I can’t swallow with this damn gag in my mouth. Hey, it’s not funny. It’s gross.
Joanie put it in perspective as she said, “Can’t even keep from drooling, huh? We can make you do all sorts of things, like cum.” She reached around and fingered Lindsey’s pussy. “You play with yourself? Ever let anybody else watch? Wanna do it for Master Paul now?”
They knew I’d be drooling. Part of the plan. Fixing it so I can’t keep from drooling. Hey, don’t touch me there. Her eyes widened as she saw the look of interest and desire in Paul’s eyes. “Uh uh.” God, they can do anything they want. No fair. 
The door opened and Theresa stuck her head in. “Joanie, Paul, can you give us a hand?” As they stepped into the hall and the door closed, she smiled and said, “What are you two up to? Couldn’t wait?” 
“We only get a couple of weeks with her,” said Joanie. 

“More,” said Theresa. “We changed our minds. Leigh’s gonna be the mistress and Lindsey’s gonna be a slave.” She stepped aside so the experienced master and mistress could see the new apprentice. 
“Sweet,” said Joanie. “Can I tell her?”

“Absolutely not,” said Theresa sternly. “Leigh’s going to get to show her and not for a couple of weeks. Keep her thinking she’s going to be a mistress and then imagine how she’ll feel when she finds out she belongs to Leigh.”
“Kewl,” said Paul. “We’ll all get to watch?”

“Over and over,” said Theresa. Then, she told Leigh, “There are cameras in the rooms and we’ll record that special moment so we can all watch it.”

“Wicked,” said Leigh. 

“Take her on a tour,” said Theresa. “Introduce her to the slaves and have some fun with them.”
As Joanie and Paul led her away, Leigh stopped by Bubba who’d also just come from Dillon. “I want you to… umm… be my first. You know… tie me and all and… and… rape me.” she blushed. She looked at Paul and Joanie. “I mean, if that’s OK.”
“You want him to tie you and all?” asked Joanie, not sure she understood Leigh’s outlandish intent. 
“Yeah, I mean, he’s so big and so… umm… black and I want him to.” She shivered at the thought. “Don’t you guys ever want to just be totally helpless? I know I want to.” 
“She goes both ways,” explained Theresa. 
“Boys and girls?” said Paul.
“Tie and be tied,” said Theresa. 

“Dammit, I knew I was weird. Thought you’d all be different… weird like me.” Leigh looked at Bubba. “If it’s not OK, then…”
“Later,” said Bubba. “You’re not weird. I’d be honored to be your first and I’ll make your fantasy come true better than you imagined.”
“I dunno,” said Leigh. “I imagined a lot. Later then.” She looked up at the massive man and shivered again as handsome big black man replaced sinister ugly white man in her fantasy. It didn’t occur to her that Bubba was very well hung “Let’s go,” she pushed Joanie to get her started down the hall. 
As the three kids turned the corner toward the slaves’ quarters, Theresa said, “Don’t hurt her, Bubba. She has no idea what she just asked for.”

“Don’t disappoint her,” said Steve. “She just might know what she just asked for. Little white girl asks big black man to rape her? You need to make it special for her and by that I mean, take her as hard as you can without hurting her.”
“What a proposition,” said Bubba, shaking her head. He’d had her fun with Tease and Butter, but only in their mouth and ass and their asses had been loosened up by smaller cocks before him. He’d fucked Sucker and she’d been loosened up first. Taking a virgin without hurting her would be quite the challenge. 
*****

Left alone for nearly an hour, Frank had checked out the contents of the drawers and cabinets. He stood in a corner with streaks of tears running down his cheeks. By now he’d cursed Lindsey for having this stupid idea, himself for tagging along, and the three adults that had kidnapped him so easily. He’d told his friends not to trespass and not to go down the stairs. He’s been right and they’d walked right into the trap and the kidnappers had to know that since they were up to no good they hadn’t told anyone where they were going. They’d vanished off the face of the earth and he held little hope that he could talk his way out of the situation. 
The six owners had joined forces and decided that Eva, Theresa, and Mark would put Frank in his place. Seeing two new faces, the boy knew it was worse than he thought. Theresa and Mark pulled him to the middle of the room where he offered no fight. Eva tied his forearms together across the middle of his back and then Mark left the two women to the plan they’d devised. 
At the mercy of two beautiful women, Frank didn’t feel any better. They looked at him like there was something funny about having a boy tied up and he wondered just what was fun or funny about it. Whatever it was, he didn’t think it would be good for him. “You don’t have to tie me,” he said. There were five of them and he figured someone was outside the door or watching on a computer from the camera feed in the room. 
“Ever fantasize about an older woman?” asked Eva. “Maybe a teacher?”

“Or a friend’s mom?” asked Theresa. “Ever want to fuck a woman?”

Considering that an offer that sounded a lot better than what he had imagined, Frank nervously nodded him head. There was Ms. Paulson and Mrs. Keller, but these two women were hotter than his English teacher and Lindsey’s mom. 

“Maybe you thought she’d say, I just love little boys. So much energy. Bet you’d be a great fuck.”

“Or maybe it was, you ever fuck a girl? How’d you like me to teach you about making love.”

The lad nodded at Theresa’s suggestion. He’d actually thought once that Mrs. Keller was about to suggest she’d show him about sex, but it hadn’t happened. 
“Ever thought about being tied up by a woman so she could satisfy her nymphomaniac lust on your cock while you just cum and cum inside her cunt?”
“Or maybe by two women who love 12-year-old cock?”

Despite its appeal, that didn’t sound like fun to Frank. Even the part about cum and cum inside her sounded like there were strings attached. Tied up they could do more than ride his cock which, by the way, was not in the mood to be tied up and ridden by two beautiful women. 
Eva stepped back from him and unbuttoned her blouse. His eyes were fixed on her, so he didn’t notice Theresa pick up a head harness with a ring gag. When Eva took her blouse off, Theresa said, “Open wide, little boy.” 

He’d already made the decision to cooperate. His arms were tied and the room was full of more bondage gear; cooperation seemed like the logical course of action as opposed to angering them.  There was a little hesitation to indicate he’d rather not, but he opened his mouth wide and let Theresa fit the ring between his teeth. As he bit down, she fastened a strap behind his head and then pulled the Y strap from the corners of his mouth up over his nose, between his eyes, and over his head and fastened that to the other strap. 
Eva took off her bra and let him see her full tits. “Want to touch them?” she asked. 

Frank nodded. She’s just teasing me. They tied my hands. All I get to do is look, but man, those are some great tits. He’d never seen a woman’s tits in the flesh. The 3-D detail was fantastic, making his predicament seem less ominous. Maybe they really do want to ride my cock. How bad could that be? 
Meanwhile, Theresa attached a rope to the ring at the top of his head harness, pulled it tight, and fastened it to a cleat on the wall. Now his hands were useless and he couldn’t move from his position. The boy was more interested in Eva as she skinned off her pants. Her thong panties left little to the imagination. “Like what you see?” she asked, turning in a circle so he could check out her barely covered ass as well. 
“Uh huh,” nodded Frank. He was disappointed as Eva stopped there and then Theresa moved in front of him. 

“So, you fantasized about a woman teaching you about sex,” said Theresa. She paused long enough to pull her T-shirt up and over her head. Reaching to unhook her bra, she said, “But you didn’t fantasize about two of them, did you?”

Uh uh, no, one was enough. Who’ve thought about two at once? Why does this sound bad? I feel like the victim here and not like I’m getting lucky. Man, she’s got nice tits, too. Can’t touch those either. 
Theresa slid down her shorts. “Now the real question is, did you ever fantasize about being a woman’s sex toy? About getting used for her pleasure and forbidden to cum and cum inside her? Hmmm? About a woman riding your cock and your cock hurting so bad because you can’t cum?”
“Uh uh,” the slave shook his head. 

Reaching around from behind, Eva undid his belt, snap, and zipper. “You getting excited about being our sex slave?” She slid down his jeans, making sure her hands pressed against his smooth thighs as she did. 

“Yeah, he’s got a hard on,” said Theresa, eying the tent in the slave’s boxers. “He’s excited all right. Ready to be used.”

“Aahhh,” gasped Frank as he felt Eva cut his shirt with a pair of scissors. 
“What’s the matter, little boy?” asked Theresa. “We’re down to just our panties. Time to get you down to just those boxers. We just eat little boys alive.”
Oh fuck, what are they gonna do? Frank squirmed nervously. His shirt was cut all the way down the back and Eva went to work on a sleeve. Yeah, you’re in just panties, but your arms aren’t tied. It looks like fun for you and not for me. Like the others, he learned what helpless really was as Eva took the remnants of his shirt off. 

“Ready to see the slave’s cock, Mistress Theresa?” asked Eva, grabbing the waistband of his briefs.

“Let’s see it, Mistress Eva,” said Theresa. 

Sex slave. Little boy. Slave. Used by two women. How can they keep me from cumming? How bad is this gonna suck? Oh fuck, my dick’s hard. Not the way I imagined it. He thought about himself proudly displaying it, triumphantly ready to plunge into a woman’s pussy. Instead, he was embarrassed by the display as he posed helplessly for them to ogle. 
“Kind of small,” said Eva. “Guess we have to keep him, though.” She stroked his cock. “Bet he does it himself. How about it, little boy? You jerk off and shoot your cum in the potty? Shoot it in the shower? Maybe just on the floor.” Then, she put a ring around the base of his cock. 
It felt divine, which only confused Frank more. They were going to make him cum. They’d said it was about them, their pleasure and he wouldn’t be allowed to cum. There has to be a catch. They’re up to something. It’s not fair. I’m naked. They should take off their panties. I should get to touch them. 
“So much fun to play with little boy slaves,” said Theresa, enjoying Frank’s discomfort. “Now here’s the rules.” While Eva jerked him off, Theresa explained his new status as a slave. In the midst of the rules, the slave felt like he was going to cum. It felt so good that he was afraid she was going to stop. By the time Theresa finished, he wished Mistress Eva would stop. His cock ached and his balls felt ready to explode. He squirmed, trying to interrupt the wonderful rhythm that felt so good and hurt so bad. It’s the ring on my cock. I can’t cum because of that. Fuck, who’ve thought of that? Who knew they could really keep me from cumming. It’s like fucking torture. 
As Frank grunted in obvious pain, Theresa took off her panties and pressed them to his face. “Smell good, slave boy? Make you want to cum even more? My pussy is aching for cock. Want to fuck me? Want to make me cum? Want to hurt for me?”

“Uh uh, uh uh.” Please stop it. Leave me alone. For God’s sakes, let go of my cock!

Theresa knelt in front of him, her breath hot on his cock. “Ever think about a blow job? Hot lips wrapped around a cock and sucking out the cum? That would be sweet, wouldn’t it? No cock ring. Just a cock and a warm, wet mouth. Sound nice?” He nodded at the promise of no cock ring and his cock in her mouth. She stood up and Eva stopped stroking his cock. Looking him in the eye, Theresa said, “Now think about it being your warm, wet mouth and Master Mark’s cock.”
“Think about it, blow job boy. Your mouth is in a perfect O. Just waiting for a cock,” said Eva as she walked around in front of him. The two women gathered their clothes. “Yeah, you’ll get to suck off Master Mark, but Master Bubba really loves little white boys sucking his big black cock.”
No, no, no! Not me doing the cocksucking! That’s not what I meant and you know it. Fuck me, what happened to two horny women riding my cock? They can’t be serious. That’s disgusting.  He watched them collect their clothes and then walk out unabashedly naked. 

Just before the door shut, Theresa said, “I’m so fucking horny. Let’s go find a real man.”

Staring at his throbbing cock, Frank slowly realized that the ache in his cock wasn’t going to fade soon. The damn ring was keeping his cock from going soft and keeping alive the urge to cum. I was right. There was a catch to it.  
*****

As Joanie entered the room, Mommy, First, Tease, Butter, Kiki, Pain, Sucker, and Mine all knelt as they were trained. She made sure they were properly positioned and then waved Leigh in through the door. The new mistress stopped and stared. “So many of them,” she exclaimed. “All girls?” She sounded disappointed.  
“Everyone, this is Mistress Leigh,” said Joanie. “She’s been a mistress for all of about ten seconds now. You will obey her just like you obey any of the owners.”

“Yes, Mistress Joanie,” said the eight slaves as one. 

With the introduction done, Joanie led Leigh up to Kiki. “Not all girls,” she said. “Stand up, Kiki.” When the cross-dressed boy stood, Joanie lifted her plaid skirt. “We made her into a girl, but she’s still got a naughty boy part.” 
“God, he’s wearing girls’ clothes,” said Leigh. She looked Kiki up and down, amazed at the long hair, perfect makeup, and feminine aura. She pulled out Kiki’s panties and peered in at the obvious erection. “He’s turned on.”
“She’s turned on,” Joanie corrected the apprentice. “Show her.”

In response to the command, Kiki unbuttoned her white blouse and lifted her training bra. “She’s got tits. Tits and a cock. How?” asked Leigh
“Tits and a boy part,” said Joanie. “We don’t call Kiki’s panty partner a cock. It’s a boy part and usually it’s a naughty boy part like it is right now. The tits are new. Girl hormones to make them grow. She’s so proud of them.”

“That’s her brother,” said Paul from behind them. 

“Her brother! No way! He… she’s your slave? Your own brother. She looks so cute. How come she’s your slave?” She thought about her little brother as a slave. It wasn’t the same. Joanie had her big brother as a slave wearing girls’ clothes and growing tits. 
“Tell you later,” said Joanie. “This is First. She’s my big sister.”

“My God! Brother and sister!” Leigh looked at the younger girl in awe. It was better than having Lindsey as a slave. First was an older girl and she was hot!
“What would your mommy think?” Paul teased Joanie. 

“God, like she could know,” said Leigh, rolling her eyes. It did beg the question of where Joanie’s parents were and why they’d let Joanie do this to her siblings. 
“Actually, this is my mommy,” said Joanie. 

Leigh’s first reaction was to say, “Ewww.” She looked at the beautiful, naked, kneeling woman. Aside from a collar there was no bondage, yet the woman knelt at her daughter’s feet. “I mean, God, I thought I was… I never thought of this. It’s like… like… so much better than Lindsey.” She tore her eyes off Mommy to look at Joanie. “You’re gonna tell me how. How about them?” She nodded at Butter and Tease.
“They’re…”

“… her Lindsey,” Paul interrupted. 

“Her Lindsey?” Leigh’s brow furrowed and then she got it. “Like, you mean, you own your best friends, too? Yeah, I’m gonna own mine, too.” 
“That’s Butter and Tease and yeah, they are or were my best friends. Now they’re just pretty property. Anything I want from any of them.” To Leigh’s surprise, Butter and Tease preened at being called pretty property. The slaves were proud to be slaves. 
When Leigh looked at the three black slaves, Paul said, “They’re my slaves. That’s Professor Pain. You won’t believe what she does. And that’s Sucker and Mine, her daughters.”
“Your friends?” asked Leigh.

“No, just slaves,” said Paul. “You’ll learn all about them.”

“So, eight slaves? And Lindsey and Dillon and Frank make eleven?”
“More than that,” said Joanie. “Couple of dozen. These are just the ones that live here full time. Bubba and Eva and Eddie and all of them have slaves at home.”

“And Princess, Barbara, and Erin,” added Paul. “Want to meet them?”

“I want to tie her up,” said Leigh, looking at Mommy. The little mistress’ head was spinning at how rapidly her fantasy was turning to reality. The smorgasbord of slaves was more than she’d ever dreamed of. She could hardly wait to get started for fear that it would all vanish before she got to do anything and she wanted to make her preference known.  “But, yeah, show me all the slaves.”
“Just those three more and then we’ll show you how to tie Mommy up good,” said Joanie. She let Paul lead them to the adjacent holding area where the three former coeds had been hastily stored at the arrival of fresh meat. 
Again Joanie took the lead introducing the slaves. When that was done, she said, “We should start with my slaves. These three are pretty hard core. Specialty slaves. So, you need to work up to them.”
That there might be something beyond her limited on-line collection piqued Leigh’s interest. She simply wanted to tie someone up, look at them, and make them beg, so she didn’t mind waiting to find out what a specialty slave was. In her mind, that meant something besides just tying so, despite her curiosity, she accepted Joanie’s suggestion. At this smorgasbord, there was room for only one main dish on her plate and plenty of time for dessert later. 
Taking the new mistress back to the slaves’ quarters, Joanie stopped her outside the room. “How do you want to tie Mommy?”

“Oh, God, so many ways,” said Leigh as pictures danced through her head. She had to pick one and settled on a favorite. “You have like a thing for her head? Straps all around it? And a gag?”
“Like a horse’s harness?” said Joanie. 

“Yeah, something on her head that doesn’t cover her face, you know, and a gag.”
“Yeah, we can do that? What kind of gag?”

“Do you have all kinds? I mean everything?” Leigh asked tentatively. She didn’t want to be so bold as to suggest something her new friends might find weird. 
“I guess,” said Joanie. “Everything I can think of.”

“One shaped like a penis?”
“Yeah, got plenty of those. You can even put it in, OK?”

“Wicked,” said Leigh. “Then I want her hands tied to… strapped to her head. To the back of her harness.”

“Hmmm,” said Joanie, visualizing what Leigh wanted. “Paul, there’s one like that in one of the rooms. Third one on the right? Could you get it?”

“Harness with cuffs for her wrists? Yeah, be right back.” Eager to get started and afraid they might start without her, Paul dashed off.
“And her legs tied like…” Leigh knelt quickly with her feet against her butt, “… like this so she can’t stand.” 
“No problem,” said Joanie. “You ever do anything like that before?”

“Uh uh, just saw a picture of it.”

“OK, you do her head and wrists. I’ll show you how to do tie one leg and you can do the other. Anything else?’
“Her boobs,” said Leigh. “I wanna tie a rope around them. You know, so they turn purple.”

Joanie laughed. “She hates that.”

“We can’t do it then?” said the disappointed 12-year-old. 

“Oh, we can do it all right,” said Joanie. “She’s a slave. We blackmailed her with pictures of her with underage boys and girls. If she escapes, she goes to jail. What she wants doesn’t matter. When she hates something, it only makes it more fun.” As Leigh grinned, Joanie nudged the apprentice playfully. “They’re slaves. You do what you want, not what they want. If they argue, we’ll punish them. I’ll show you good ways to do that. You can do any freaking thing you want to them, except harm them.”
“What’s that?” asked Leigh. 
“Permanent stuff,” said Joanie. “Leaving a scar, cutting off a finger, I dunno, stuff that you can’t undo.”

“They’re property,” said Paul, pulling up short from a dead run. “You take care of your property. We feed them and stuff. We play with them, like spanking and sex, but we keep them in good condition.” He handed the tangle of leather straps to Leigh. “Here you go.”
“Anything else you want to do to her?” asked Joanie.
“Guess not. Not this time anyway. Got any ideas?” 
“Nope, this is your show,” said Joanie. “Let’s go.”

Mommy waited for their return. She’d heard the new mistress claim her. Brand new mistress. Wonder where she came from. Bet she picked me because she wants to tie a woman… wants to feel what it’s like to own a woman… Joanie’s mommy. So much energy. She’ll get to all of us, but she wants me first.  
“She’s scary,” said Tease.

“Scary? Why?” asked Mommy. 

Tease said, “She’s been a mistress all of ten seconds and she didn’t think eight of us was odd. Just that Mistress had her brother and sister and mommy. And she thought all girls was disappointing. Did you hear that? Who walks right in and says oh, look, eight naked slaves to play with, wish I had my mommy and brother and sister.” 

“She didn’t say that,” said Butter.
“Yeah, but she didn’t say, ohmigod, they’re naked or holy cow, there’s eight of them or anything. Just there’s eight of them and I want to tie her. Like she sees it every day.”

“She was pretty nonchalant about it,” agreed First. “If she’s been a mistress all of ten seconds, where’d she come from? And who are Lindsey and Frank and… ?”
“… Dillon, I think she said,” said Mommy. “Like they just grabbed four kids and decided Mistress Leigh was a mistress and the others were slaves.”

“We’re her Lindsey,” said Butter. “That’s what Master said. Lindsey’s one of her best friends. Bet they’re all friends.”
“Yeah, and she didn’t care about them being slaves,” said Tease, giving further evidence that Leigh was scary. 

“Mistress doesn’t care that you’re her friends,” countered First. 

“It’s different,” said Tease. “Mistress Lisa didn’t show Mistress all of it at once. She did it bit by bit with us, not hey, look at my eight slaves.” She could remember the way Lisa had seduced Joanie to be a mistress. Though it was just weeks, it had been gradual enough that nothing struck Tease as being grounds for Joanie being shocked. In her mind, it was a big difference between that and Leigh’s nonchalance. 
“All right,” said Mommy. “Just calm down. Mistress Leigh wasn’t surprised, but that doesn’t make her scary. I wouldn’t fuck with her though.”
Taking her own advice, Mommy opened wide to let the new mistress put the 3-inch long penis gag in her mouth and then use the head harness to strap it in place. She even helped straighten one of the straps so the inexpert girl put the harness on properly. When she sucked on the cock, Leigh snickered. Her surprise was such an innocent reaction that Mommy felt a little extra excitement from her naiveté. She wanted the cock in my mouth, but hadn’t thought past that. She was so excited about putting it in… putting a cock in a woman’s mouth. Now I’m sucking it for her. 
Leigh lifted one of her arms and attached it to a strap at the back of her head and then the other. Lifting her arms like that forced her chest out and lifted her tits as if she was offering them to her. Leigh stopped to stare at them, but so far she hadn’t touched them.

Wanting to just watch Leigh’s reactions, Joanie had also noticed Leigh hadn’t touched Mommy even though she’d asked for Mommy specifically, but she didn’t say anything. Making Mommy kneel, she showed the apprentice how to wrap ropes around the slave’s legs and tie a proper knot. On the other leg, Leigh did a decent job of securing Mommy’s foot against her ass.  
Even when she tied ropes at the base of Mommy’s tits, Leigh was almost clinical in how she worked around her breasts without touching them in a sexual manner. When she finished, she stepped back to admire the naked and tied woman as if she’d just created a work of art that she was afraid to touch. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to do next or how to proceed.
“Want her to lick your pussy?” asked Joanie when she picked up on Leigh’s indecision. 

“Here?” said Leigh, looking at all the witnesses to the sexual act if she did it here. She was shocked at the suggestion of a lesbian act. “I’m not into girls. I just wanted to tie her and…”
“Come on,” said Joanie, heading for the door. “We need to talk.”

“About what?” asked Leigh as she followed the experienced mistress out of the room.
“Mommy will lick your pussy and it’ll be incredible,” said Joanie once she had Leigh alone. “I mean, you must have got a little tingly and wet, right?”

“Well… yeah,” admitted Leigh sheepishly. “But she’s a woman. I’m not gay or anything.”
“Yeah, tying up a slave is a turn on. So is fondling those great tits, spanking her, whipping her, shocking her, you name it. Don’t think of her as a woman. You’re not a lesbian. You’re a mistress and she’s a slave. Get it? Mistress and slave is different than girl on girl. She’s just property. She’s a tongue in the right place when you need it. The real turn on is the power and control. She doesn’t want to lick your pussy, but when you get turned on enough, you make her lick you until you cum. We all do it. It’s almost as much fun watching a slave eat pussy as it is to be the one getting your pussy licked.”
“Well, if you put it that way, I suppose it would be really wicked to make her do something she doesn’t want to do. But I… well, not like I want everybody to see my pussy. I mean, they’re naked, but they’re slaves. It’s like… well, I don’t want to be naked in front of the slaves. Naked is for slaves.”

“It’s gonna be pretty hard to get her to lick you without showing off your pussy,” said Joanie. “Listen, the slaves are naked because we make them be naked. They don’t want to be naked. Hell, they don’t want to be slaves or tied or fucked by whomever wants to. We make them do it. When I take my clothes off, it’s because I want to. I want them to see my pussy and I want them to make love to it. It’s my choice. Got it? Yeah, all the owners get naked, but it’s our choice to be naked. Be proud of your body. Be proud you can make Mommy lick your pussy. Be proud to cum on her tongue.” 
“I just thought I’d spank her or something,” said Leigh. She was finding her fantasy harder to live out that she imagined. It felt like she wasn’t in control if there was an audience. It felt like they were judging her. “I want her to beg me to stop.”
“Mommy does that well,” said Joanie. “She’ll beg to lick your pussy if you spank her. I know you thought about this some. Like a sexual fantasy. You touch yourself when you think about it?
Leigh blushed at the other girl’s frankness. “Yeah, when I’m alone.”

“Her tongue is better than your fingers,” said Joanie. “So, when you’re ready, you make her lick you. If you’re not ready, we can go back in and spank her until she begs. When you’re ready, you know, wet and tingly and all, you can make her lick you. I mean, yeah, you can go off private and diddle yourself off if that’s what you want, but it’s better when she’s kneeling right in front of you with tears running down her cheeks and eating you like a pro to save her ass.”

“Sounds pretty good,” agreed Leigh. She hadn’t thought of sex with a woman before Joanie suggested it and now it was like the experienced mistress had given her permission to go into that forbidden territory. On top of that, Joanie made it sound thrilling. She wanted to spank the slave and make her beg. Making her beg for her pussy was better than anything she imagined. Making her eat pussy was more like making Mommy be a lesbian than being one herself.
“Don’t be nervous, either,” added Joanie. “The slaves live to make you happy. If you’d play with yourself in your room in front of your alarm clock, you can do it in front of a slave, just another piece of property.”

When they returned, Leigh put her hands on Mommy’s tits and hefted them. The impressionable 12-year-old had wanted to before, but that would be embarrassing. With her new perspective, she did it without reservation. She looked in her eyes, daring Mommy to stop her or protest. What she saw was submission. It was like Mommy was giving her permission, but that wasn’t it. It felt good when she realized it was Mommy’s admission of slavery, recognition that she was a mistress, and acknowledgement that a mistress could do anything she wanted. Mommy couldn’t stop her. She toyed with her nipples and felt the tingle grow. 
When Joanie saw her getting into her role as a mistress, she said, “How’s it feel to feel up my mom? Pretty hot, huh?”
“Yeah,” said Leigh. “She’s got a great body and she can’t stop me.” She was beginning to understand what it meant that a slave was a toy. Mommy would hold still for anything and there was no judgment from anyone. She could play with the woman’s tits without embarrassment. As she enjoyed Mommy’s tits, she realized that she’d wanted to touch those women in her bondage pictures. She got excited taking advantage of the bound woman. 
“Wanna spank her?”

“Yeah,” said the new mistress enthusiastically. It was the one thing she knew she wanted to do that she hadn’t done. Everything else was new territory. 
“Let me get her ready,” said Joanie. The way her legs were tied, Mommy’s feet were in the way of a decent spanking, so she untied the slave’s legs and untied her tits to get the circulation going again. Then she attached a rope to the top of Mommy’s head and winched that up until Mommy was perched on her toes. 

Handing Leigh a wooden paddle, she said, “If you thought it was hot to fondle her all you wanted, wait until you spank her and she can’t stop you.”

“Wicked,” said Leigh. She’d felt intimidated by the experienced master and mistress and uncertain about fulfilling her fantasy, but now that she realized she really was going to get to, she was regaining her confidence. Taking the paddle, she surveyed Mommy’s ass. Just the thought of spanking it was thrilling. She was just standing there ready to take it. On her toes looked sexy and it was just like her fantasy. The slave was helpless. She swatted her ass once. 
“Jeez, don’t tickle her with it,” said Joanie. “Have at it.”

Emboldened by her first blow and Joanie’s words, Leigh hit the available ass as hard as she could. The slave made a wonderful sound, a yelp of pain and surprise. Yet, she was still standing there ready for another. After six swats she was beginning to wonder how many it would take to get her to beg. Her panties were wet from the screaming and from the fact that Mommy was still standing there ready for yet another. Now she felt the power of being a mistress. 
“Maybe she should beg to lick your pussy,” said Joanie. 

Taking the hint, Mommy begged after the seventh swat, “Mistress, please let me lick your pussy.”

Not sure what Leigh would do to the meager effort, Joanie said, “You call that begging, Mommy? You got a girl spanking your helpless ass and I don’t think that’s good enough to get her to stop?”

After the next swat, Mommy said, “Please, Mistress, I’m begging you to let me lick your pretty pussy. You want to cum on the tongue of a grown woman? Want me on my knees and licking your juices? Make me do it.”

“Hell, she’s having so much fun. Your ass is so entertaining, Mommy. I’d just swat it over and over if I was her,” said Joanie. 

“No, no, not anymore.” Mommy squealed in pain when the new mistress hit her hard again. Her voice was truly desperate this time. “Fuck me! Just get me down, Mistress. Get me on my knees and make me lick your pussy. Make me bury my face in your pretty pussy. Make me taste you. Oh, God, what my own daughter makes me do and now she’s sharing me with you. Please, may I lick your pussy in front of my family?”

“You want mercy?” asked Leigh. That was the word from her fantasy. She wanted her to beg for mercy. 

“Yes, Mistress, have mercy on my poor ass. God Almighty! I’m a grown woman begging for your pussy. I don’t want to lick pussy, but please, let me. Make me do it. My ass is so sore, I’ll do anything for you. Just stop and I’ll make you cum with my tongue. Please, may I?”
“All right,” said Leigh. “I’ll have mercy on you.” For the first time since she’d started, she took her eyes off the target and saw that Joanie and Paul were both naked. Paul was getting his cock sucked by Sucker and Joanie was letting First lick her pussy. It wasn’t embarrassing anymore as she stripped and proudly displayed her barely furred pussy and little tits. She had more hair and her budding tits were bigger than Joanie’s and even Lindsey’s.  
“Winch her down,” said Joanie, hoping she didn’t have to interrupt First to go do it for Leigh. “That switch… move it down so she can kneel.”

Once she had Mommy on her knees, it was just as good as Joanie had said. There were tears on the slave’s cheeks and the helpless woman was doing it to save her ass. She tentatively offered her pussy and Mommy licked, surprising her by burrowing between her lips and running from bottom to top in one swipe. After a couple of strokes of Mommy’s tongue, she decided it felt damn good. In fact, it was what she needed. “Yeah, so hot to have your mommy eating me. Lick it, bitch. Oh, God, that feels good.” 
With their head start, Paul and Joanie came before Leigh. Joanie stepped close where Leigh could see her. “Lick her, Mommy slut. Make me proud. I want to see your tongue lapping up all her juices. She just walked in off the street and poof, she’s a mistress and you’re down on your knees licking her pussy. How’s it feel to have a new mistress?” 
It sucks, Mistress. I’ll always be a slave. Anybody you bring down here gets to use me. Mommy didn’t slow at all, giving no sign of her thoughts. Dammit, that makes me horny. Licking pussy because my little girl wants me to. Makes me horny to think about First and Kiki and Tease and Butter getting used, too. She’s not special at all except they decided she’s a mistress. Her other three friends are slaves. Why pick her? Doesn’t matter, though. I’m her pussy licker right now.
When she came on Mommy’s tongue, Leigh was surprised at the intensity of her orgasm. Her body shook and she watched as Mommy’s drank her pussy juice. It felt so powerful to feed her orgasmic flood to the slave. It had to taste and feel disgusting, so this was the ultimate power trip. Even after her orgasm, Mommy lapped at her pussy, cleaning all the juices up.    

Coming back down from the pleasure high, Leigh looked around self-consciously. Joanie was lounging naked with Tease sucking her nipples and Butter licking her pussy. She did a double-take when she saw Kiki licking Paul’s flaccid cock and balls. It put a whole new light on the homosexual encounter she’d just had with Mommy, soundly reinforcing that it was no big deal. The unoccupied slaves were attentively watching as if that was their duty when not occupied. Nobody was gawking at her nudity or judging her for her public orgasm. In fact, the slaves looked like they were ready for a command. 
Feeling like she truly belonged where she was and in the position she now held, she pointed at Mine and said, “You, come here. What’s your name?”

“Mistress Leigh, I’m Mine,” said Mine, hurrying to kneel in front of the new mistress. 
“Yeah, that’s right, you’re Mine,” said Leigh, getting the implication as soon as she said it out loud. Whoever she was with could say she was Mine and feel the ownership of the little black girl. Lying down, she said, “Suck my tits, little bitch.”

It felt indecently good just to give the command and ever better when the young slave bent to the task. Having the eager mouth suck on her nipples was even better than when she played with them herself. Leigh imagined her tied and doing it, but it was obvious that she’d never have to tie a slave to get this kind of obedience. Tying was for fun and pleasure because she liked the looks of a girl in bondage, but unnecessary. 

Her entire library of bondage was nothing but pictures of white women in bondage, so Leigh could imagine herself either as the mistress or the woman in bondage depending on how she felt at the moment. Her attraction to Bubba was because when she thought about being tied, it was at the hands of a man and the image of Bubba added fuel to the fire of her bondage desire. She had no interest in tying a man, but now she expanded her tastes with Mine sucking her tits and she asked Paul if she could tie Pain.  
“Sure,” said Paul. “She’s interesting. I’ll show you what she does. For the first time, let me pick how she gets tied. After you see how she’s different, you can tie her how you want.”

“What’s different about her?” asked Leigh. The woman didn’t look different in the sense that she knew Paul meant. 

“Better if I show you,” said Paul. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” He called Pain to him and said, “Gonna tie my big nigger up for some fun.”
Leigh’s eyes got big when she heard Paul use the N-word. She hadn’t so much as blinked at the use of tits, pussy, slave, or even pussy licking, but nigger was just something you didn’t say ever. Nobody else seemed fazed by the insult and she had to remind herself that Pain was a slave and that meant Paul could call her anything he wanted. She’d called Mine a little bitch without batting an eye, so she now had another point of reference for what it meant to be a slave. 
Paul tied Pain’s arms across her back so they’d be up and out of the way for a spanking. Then, he tied a rope around her waist and ran the rope down the crack of her ass and up through her pussy slit, grinning at Leigh as he did so. Attaching the crotch rope to the rope on the winch, he winched her up on her toes. 
The new mistress admired the simplicity of the bondage and the helplessness of the slave. When Paul said he was going to leave her like that for a while and invited her to play with the nigger, she started by fondling the woman’s big tits. “Can’t stop me, can you, nigger?” she said, enjoying the look that Pain gave her. It was that same submissive look she’d seen in Mommy’s eyes, yet lacking the acceptance of her slavery.  Leigh wondered if it was because Pain couldn’t stop her, because she was fondling Pain’s tits, or because she’d called the slave a nigger. Whatever it was, Leigh found the dash of defiance more exciting than Mommy’s look. 
“Had your little girl sucking my tits and now I’m playing with yours.” She bounced them and then ran her eyes down the length of the slave’s straining body all the way to her toes. “All naked for me and showing it off. How’s that rope in your cunt feel? That’s gotta hurt. And up on your toes. How long can you take that?”

“As long as you want, Mistress,” said Pain. The longer the better. Master’s showing me off, so I know I’m gonna be up like this for a while. Should I beg for more? Beg to cum? Or beg for it to stop? Damn, she likes this. She is scary. 

“I might want it a lonnng time,” said Leigh, expecting that Pain would eventually beg for relief. 
As Leigh explored Pain’s tits, pussy, and ass with occasional taunts, Paul explained some of Pain’s story. He told her that Pain had a Ph.D. and had once been a college professor. “Pretty cool to have a college professor as a slave, huh?”

“Yeah,” agreed Leigh. “She used to be somebody and now she’s a nobody. Bet professors have a lot of power and now she has none.” It was exciting to think about how they could turn a proud, independent woman into a slave. Just like they were going to do to Lindsey. “How’d you do it? Turn her into a slave?”
As Paul told her about tenure and how a professor would do anything to get it, Leigh watched the woman start to squirm. It didn’t look like she was in pain, so she decided the position wasn’t as bad as it looked. Maybe the rope was wide enough to be almost comfortable. Maybe she could stand on her toes for hours. She squeezed Pain’s ass cheeks, still amazed at the freedom she had to do anything to the slave. It felt naughty to play with a woman’s ass, but she was warming up to the idea. It felt incredible to have the freedom to explore the slave’s nude body. 
When he finished telling Leigh about Pain’s descent into slavery, even letting her daughters be enslaved, he asked the straining slave, “You having a good time, slut?”

“No, Master,” said Pain. 

“I thought you would be. What’s the matter, don’t like the idea that she’s gonna see what you really are? Maybe I could tell her how you were conditioned like an animal instead of showing her. Would you like that?”

“Master, it doesn’t matter what a slave wants or likes,” said Pain, “but, yes, it’s embarrassing every time you show off your nigger slave like… like it’s funny.”
“Well, it is funny that a psychology professor like you is a pain slut,” said Paul. He watched Leigh as he said that and it didn’t look like she understood what a pain slut was. “Let me ask you this and don’t lie. Does it feel good?”
“Yes, Master. Please stop or may a slave cum?”
“You greedy nigger,” said Paul. “That all depends on whether I like how you beg. Maybe I’ll let Mistress Leigh decide. You can beg to her. Start by begging for her to speed up the process.”

“Yes, Master,” said Pain. Her skin darkened in a blush as she looked at the 12-year-old girl. He knows the last thing I want to do is show yet another person what I’ve become. Little white girl will probably like torturing the nigger slave and not letting her cum. I don’t want to beg to a girl. Not again. Yet, begging had been a command, not a suggestion. “Mistress Leigh, would you please spank a nigger’s big black ass? Please, get yourself a paddle and smack a slave’s helpless ass like you’re hitting a home run. Bet you’d like to make a greedy nigger scream and beg. Your slave needs you to spank her hard.”
Thinking a slave should beg not to be spanked, Leigh was confused. She wanted the slave to beg for the spanking to end. The hesitation made Pain blush even darker. She doesn’t even know what’s going on. She’s so innocent and he’s making me beg. How do I convince her to spank me? I’ve got to bare my soul to her.
“Why’s she wanna be spanked?” asked Leigh, realizing she was missing something. 

“You’ll see,” said Paul. “When you think she’s begging good enough, go ahead and spank her.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Pain. “Get the paddle and spank that big nigger ass please. Bare bottom spanking in front of everybody. How about that?  Show the college professor what she gets for being a stupid slave. Damn, a nigger slave really wants a hellacious spanking from a little white girl. Spank this ass and then a slave will thank you with her tongue in your pretty white pussy. Please, I’m begging you. Hurt me now, please.”
Leigh picked up a paddle and stepped behind Pain. Then Leigh said, “Beg some more.” She didn’t know why the slave was begging, but she was getting turned on by the desperate sound of her voice. It was sincere, if misguided, begging. 

“For God’s sake, Mistress, use that paddle on a nigger’s ass. Spank that big black ass hard as you can. Lord knows I don’t want you to see me like this, but you’re gonna see it anyway. Please, don’t make a nigger hang here forever.” She wiggled her ass invitingly. “How about you swat this as hard as you can. Big niggers like getting their hide tanned by little white girls. Please, I need it bad. Please, give me ten or twenty or thirty. As many as you like. Make me scream and I’ll do anything you want. Lick your pussy. Lick my little girls’ pussies. Suck some cock. Just spank me, please.”

The slave begged well and by now Leigh’s curiosity was piqued. She swatted the inviting target as hard as she could. “Eeaaaaahhh, yes! Make a nigger happy. Drive me crazy. Thank you, Mistress. Please, spank me again.” Damn, that did feel good. She hit hard. Burning my ass. A few more of those and I’ll be lost.  She’ll get a real show.
Surprised at the slave’s reaction, Leigh delivered ten swats before she accepted the idea that Pain was Pain because she liked pain. Each swat was followed with, “Thank you, Mistress. Please, spank me again.” The woman was begging for more. The little mistress stopped and walked around in front of Pain. Examining the slave, she announced. “She likes it. She’s all wet. Holy shit, she’s getting turned on. She really likes it! Wicked!”
“That’s what’s special about her,” said Paul with a grin. “Every swat is making her hornier and hornier. Keep it up. You’ll know when to stop. Oh, hey, watch this.” He grabbed Pain’s nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and pulled. The helpless woman leaned forward as far as she could and screamed when Paul pulled her nipples two inches out. She was up on the very tips of her toes, her legs shaking from the strain. “Fuck me, Master Paul! Play with your pain toy. Hurt me!”
When Paul released Pain, Leigh started spanking her again. It was wildly exciting to spank the helpless slave and listen to her excitement build. After the eighteenth swat, Pain screamed, “Yeaahhhhh, fuck me, Mistress! Yeah, do my ass. Thank you, Mistress. Please, spank me again. And… and please, may a nigger pain toy cum?”
“How’s she cum?” Leigh asked Paul, wondering if the woman could rub herself on the rope and get off that way. 

“However,” said Paul. “I fuck her. She masturbates. One of the other slaves eats her. You could use a vibrator on her. But, not yet. She needs to beg properly.” He stepped close and whispered to Leigh. “When it’s time, I’ll get her down and she gets to cum right away, before the feeling passes. Then she can lick you or whatever.” Stepping back, he said, “But she doesn’t necessarily get to cum. She needs to convince you.”
Glancing at Paul’s throbbing cock, Leigh said, “Well, if she begs good enough, I wanna watch you fuck her, OK?”

“God, yes, Mistress,” whined Pain. “Spank me. Hurt me. Fucking drive me crazy and then let Master Paul rape me.”
Pounding Pain’s ass over and over, Leigh finally stopped when Pain gasped, “Thank you, Mistress. Please, spank me some more. I’ll do anything if you let me cum. Watch me cum and then I’ll show you how a nigger eats white pussy. I’ll make you cum over and over. Please, I’m so hot. I need to cum. I’m begging you. I can’t take much more. Watch Master Paul rape the college professor and then let me show you some tongue.”
Leigh winched the gasping, whining slave down and Paul was on her in seconds. He slid deep in one stroke. Leigh barely had time to position herself to watch the white cock slide in and out of the black slit before Pain started to cum. She was stunned at the speed of the slave’s orgasm and then at how long it lasted. Somewhere in there, she realized Paul came, too.

As Paul rolled off the slave, he called for Tease and Butter. He put Tease to work cleaning his cock and told Butter to clean the cum out of Pain. Leigh watched the butt slave feast on Paul’s cum and then Joanie guided the new mistress to sit on Pain’s face. The exhausted slave eagerly licked the offered pussy just as good as she’d promised. When Leigh came, she started to rise, but Joanie put light pressure on her shoulders. “Keep going,” she said. Then Pain taught the innocent little girl the joy of multiple orgasms. 

*****

Mark Evans had devised a new form of torment for a slave. He got a sexual rush imagining what it would be like to take a woman off the street and put her in a house of horrors. That unfortunate new slave would be trained as a sex slave, too, but Mark had his agenda at the same time to get his thrill from scaring the living daylights out of her. When the other owners heard the idea, they, too, saw the potential thrill in dominating a slave through fear. They decided to let Mark try his plan on the preteen Frank. 
Left naked and bound, Frank wished he was any place but here. He was already scared witless when Steve and Mark came in, removed his cock ring, untied him, and led him to another room. There, the two men tied Frank’s wrists behind his back, tied a rope above his elbows, and a rope below his elbows so his elbows touched. They tied his legs the same way, ankles, above the knee, and below the knee. Mark gagged him and they left him naked and helpless on the floor. As they were leaving, Steve said, “You sure you want to leave him here? Remember what happened to the last one.”
“Dad, you don’t really believe in ghosts, do you?” said Mark. “I know what happened before, but I’m telling you the room is not haunted.” 

“Her skin…” said Steve.

The words were enough so that when the door closed, Frank wondered what had happened to “the last one” left in the room tied, naked, and helpless and what made them think it was haunted. Hearing Mark deny that it was haunted only served to get his mind going down that dark path. Now every odd noise made the hair on the back on his neck stand up.

Abruptly, the lights went out for no apparent reason. “Ummphf,” he grunted in surprise, feeling a chill from the unknown. He was in the middle of an otherwise empty room. There were several cabinets lining the wall with drawers and doors, but he couldn’t see them anymore. Now the noises really sounded creepy and he started to imagine that a ghost had turned off the lights. 
Preparing to haunt the room, Mark brought down his specially trained Rottweiler, Ghost, and put on night-vision goggles. Entering the room through a secret panel in the tall cabinet in the corner, he played the sound effects of a door creaking open, chains rattling, and then heavy footsteps. At the boy’s muffled sounds of fear, he felt the familiar thrill that came with complete control of another person. He could see Frank squirming as this time he was in complete control of the boy’s fear. His footsteps were lighter than the sound effect, but still loud in the enclosed space. On top of that, the click of Ghost’s nails on the tile floor was clear as the dog paced beside him. 
“Nnnnnn,” rumbled Mark, an almost human sound that made Frank roll away. Touching Ghost’s right shoulder elicited a low, menacing growl from the dog. Frank held his breath. Maybe it’s my imagination. Maybe it’ll go away. Maybe it hasn’t seen me. Don’t move and maybe it won’t find me. When Mark touched Ghost’s left shoulder, the dog tilted his massive head back and howled. 
“Uhhnnn, haahhhhh, uh, uh,” whined Frank. Holy shit! What is it? A ghost? A werewolf? Why did they leave me here alone? He descended into pure fear. He was on his back with his eyes wide, searching the room. Mark clearly saw the stream of pee as his victim wet himself. Leading Ghost up close, he let the boy feel the dog’s hot breath. “Uhhnnn, ahhhhh,” gasped Frank, rolling away onto his stomach and then to his back where he continued searching. He whined and then started thrashing and grunting in panic. 
Closing the distance, Mark let the boy feel their presence again and got the same reaction. Frank rolled away, but came up against the wall this time and pressed into the corner facing into the room. This time, when Mark got close, he positioned Ghost’s jowls near the boy’s right shoulder and pressed Ghost’s left flank. In response, Ghost reached down and grabbed the boy’s shoulder and bit down. It wasn’t enough to tear the skin, but it was enough to bruise it. With his goggles, Mark watched Frank jerk and twist in panic, but Ghost held him securely. A second touch to the dog’s left flank and Ghost released his hold. 
By now Frank was shivering in fear and he heard the dog howl again, right over him. He turned toward the wall, as if hiding his face might help. As the final touch, Mark sprinkled a light dose of itching powder on Frank’s back and arms. Then he retreated, leaving the boy alone in the dark. 
As he felt the effects of the itching powder, Frank recalled Steve’s final words, “Her skin…” Now something was happening to his skin. It was merely itchy, but in his state of mind, he imagined it was decaying or peeling off. He squirmed, trying to scratch the itch, but with his arms tied, all he could do was wriggle on his back and he quickly realized the floor was wet. He tried holding still, fearful that he might exacerbate the decaying of his skin, but the itch was terrible so he couldn’t help himself. When the lights came back on, he jumped. It was almost as scary to see the empty room. What the hell was in here with me? Why would they leave me in here with it? Get me out of here! 
“God, that was incredible,” said Mark once he was out of the room. “Better than anything. Did you hear him? What a rush. He panicked and it was all because of me. It was the ultimate.”
“Yeah, we heard him,” said Steve. “Wish we could have seen it. OK to turn on the lights now?”

“Give him another ten seconds and then do it,” said Mark. 

With the lights on, they watched him squirm as he tried fruitlessly to scratch the itch. “Now that’s control, too,” observed Bubba. “That’s pretty hot. Little boy so itchy and not a fucking thing he can do about it. Putting on a hot little squirmy show and not even aware of it.”
“Jesus,” said Theresa, tempted to finger her pussy as they watched. “Is that pee? Did he pee himself?”

“Oh, yeah, that was great,” said Mark. “When Ghost howled, he just lost it. Check out his shoulder. You can see every one of Ghost’s teeth. Lucky he didn’t have a freaking heart attack.”
Over the next hour, Frank squirmed constantly. As he did, he kept his distance from the haunted cabinet. He hadn’t seen where the ghost had come from, but it was the far side of the room. His great, gasping sobs of fear gave way to sniveling and whining as the itch and his panic gradually faded. As rational thought returned, his breathing calmed and he noticed the wetness on the floor was his own piss. It’s real. The ghost is real. The room is really haunted. I’ll tell them and they won’t put me here again. They better not. Shit! They won’t believe me. What would I say if somebody told me a ghost and his dog came in and scared the piss out of me? It’s too crazy. It bit me! Hey, it bit me and there’s marks. They’ll have to believe I was bit by a ghost dog. 
He couldn’t see where the itching powder had been and so couldn’t tell if his skin was OK or not. It felt OK, but what if it wasn’t. Would they believe me then? What if… oh hell, what if they left me here on purpose… like a sacrifice to the ghost… or just to scare the hell out of me? What if they don’t care? What if they do it again… every day? He crawled to the door and leaned against it, banging the back of his head on the door occasionally in a feeble attempt to get attention. 
*****

Taking charge of Dillon’s training, Theresa returned to the spread-eagle, naked boy. Despite the cock ring, his cock had shrunk so small that it looked like it was trying to crawl up inside him. “How’s my pretty little boy?” she said with a smile as she circled him. “All naked and ready for me to play with? Bet you didn’t sneak over here thinking how much fun it would be to show your cute cock off to me.” She took some pictures of him. “Maybe I’ll post these on Facebook for all your friends to see. That would be fun. All the guys and girls checking out Dillon naked. Let them wonder what’s happening to Dillon.” She took some pictures from behind him as well. “Let’s make sure we show the gay boys your cute ass.”
When she’d embarrassed him enough, she read him 10 rules and made him repeat them back. Of course, he couldn’t on the first try, so she warmed his ass to a bright red before he finally could repeat them word for word. She took a couple more pictures. “I’ll post these so the girls know Dillon got a bare bottom spanking for being naughty.”
Reaching between his legs, she took his balls in her hand. “Bet you didn’t sneak over here thinking how helpless you’d be. Don’t want me fondling your balls? Hmm? Bet you really don’t want me to squeeze them, but guess what?” She slowly tightened her grip until he grimaced in pain. “I like squeezing the balls of nosy, helpless, 12-year-old boys. I like spanking them, teasing them, and squeezing their balls. 
“Aaahhhheeeeee,” squealed Dillon as she squeezed even harder. 

“Higher,” said Theresa. “Like a little girl.” She squeezed harder until he screamed at the right pitch. “Now, let’s get this straight, little boy. This is what I do for fun. If you fuck up, imagine what I’ll do when I punish you. Imagine that and maybe it’ll be motivation to be a good slave. It’ll be easier on you.”

The experienced mistress lowered him to stand flat-footed and unhooked his wrist cuffs. She quickly pulled his arms behind him and clipped his cuffs together. Then, she put a half-inch scrotum stretcher between his cock and balls. After clipping a leash to a ring on the chrome torture device, she freed his feet. “Follow,” she said and walked out of the room with him hurrying to keep slack in the leash. 
It was no mistake that Dillon came out right in front of Eddie. “This the new cocksucker?” he asked, eying the boy in a manner than made Dillon blush. 
“Yeah, he’s the one,” said Theresa. She didn’t even stop as she led him down the corridor and out into the enclosed outdoor exercise yard. 

As she led him around the yard, Dillon didn’t dare resist. The leash was attached to the most sensitive part of his body and, though he chafed at the woman’s control, he followed like the meek little boy toy he was being trained to be. She stopped right in the middle of the big rectangle and moved behind him. To his surprise, she reached around him and took his cock in one hand. “Pee,” she said. “I’ll aim. You pee.”
Burning with shame, Dillon found it hard to pee even though he needed to. Right here? Outside? With my cock in her hand? She’s holding it like she does this every day, but I’ve never done it. Why does she have to hold it? Finally, he started to pee.
“Let’s write your name,” said the mistress. Moving his cock, she spelled out, “S-l-a-v-e. Slave. That’s you. Finished?” It was obvious he was. “I’ll shake it for you.” As she shook it more than needed, she said, “So much fun to play with your cock. Remember the rule not to pee without permission? Well, this is where you’ll pee every time.” Dillon was dismayed at the idea. Every time? Outside? With it in her hand? 
She took him back inside to his room and took off her shirt. “Remember these?” she teased, cupping her bra-encased tits. Taking off her shorts, she turned around to give him a good view of her ass. “This is your first lesson in how to please your mistress.” She took off her bra and bounced her tits. “I like showing off to little boys, but I don’t like little boys who get hard ons when I do. You’re nothing but a slave and you’re not allowed to get excited by my body.” 
As the woman stripped, Dillon watched with interest. Despite his predicament, her sexy body was getting a rise out of him. She had great tits and he didn’t mind seeing them again. What? I’m not supposed to get a hard on? Fuck her, she can’t stop me from getting turned on. Check her out. What the fuck? His interest went from her body to her hand as she grabbed his balls. “Ahheeee,” he screamed as she squeezed. 
“What did I tell you?” chided Theresa. “No hard ons. Now that’s better.” A little squeeze and his cock deflated quickly. Then, she skinned off her panties and posed. “Dare you to get a hard on.” He managed to keep from getting excited. To make sure he stayed that way, she got a cattle prod. 
“Down on your knees,” she ordered. When he complied, she grabbed his head and pushed her crotch to his face. “Lick my pussy. Lick all up inside it. Get all messy. Taste me. Smell me. This is what you’re good for. Eat my pussy until I cum.”

Holy cow! I wanted to do this to Lindsey, but this is even better. Fucking slut wants me to eat her. No problem. The lack of control wasn’t exactly what he wanted, but he didn’t mind getting up close to the woman’s pussy. 
Keeping an eye on Dillon’s cock, Theresa saw it start to rise as he got excited. He didn’t even see her move the cattle prod to his balls. He felt the touch and then, “Yeeeaaaa.” He tried to jerk back, but her other hand held his head firmly. What the fuck was that? Jesus, it hurt like crazy. She no shit expects me not to get a hard on. This is a dream come true turned into a nightmare. She’s sick.
Theresa coached the slave to improve his pussy licking skills, shocking him one more time when his cock got carried away. When she came, she rubbed her pussy on his face, and shocked his balls just for good measure. “That was a good boy,” said Theresa. She gathered up her clothes and dressed. “No hard ons for me.”
The mistress left and returned a few minutes later with Frank. He was still tied and naked from his frightening experience and she laid him on the floor face up. Both boys were relieved to see each other. A friendly face seemed to make their torment just a little less daunting. After stroking Frank’s cock to hardness, Theresa put a cock ring on him. Dillon averted his eyes, rather than watch his friend’s cock. 
Moving to Dillon, she lubed a slender vibrator and slid it easily up the boy’s ass. “Look at Frank,” she said. “I let him have a hard on, but not you. See?” 

Not that he wanted to look, but the taunt drew Dillon’s attention to Frank’s boner. The vibrator in his ass came to life. “Want to have a hard on like him?” asked Theresa. “He’s got a cute cock, doesn’t he? Looks good when it’s hard like that. All naked and tied so I can look all I want. Hell, even you can look all you want. Not a stitch of clothes on, just like you.” The words kept his attention focused on Frank. “Ever notice that Frank’s got a nice body? Firm chest… cute little nipples… hot cock. Yeah, I’ll bet you have. You got a nice little hard on for him.”
What the fuck? Dillon was shocked at his body’s reaction when Theresa called his attention to it. I do. Fuck, I’m looking at him and got a hard on. Jesus, it feels good. What’s going on? I don’t want to look at him. No way am I gay! It’s the vibrator in my butt. That’s what’s doing it. She’s making me have a hard on. 
“What do you do when it’s like this,” asked Theresa. She reached around and started stroking his cock. “You play with yourself? Jerk off? You want to feel good right now?” She used her body and her free arm to keep him from backing or turning away. “You think about Frank while you jerk off? All the boys in the shower?”
Dillon shook his head no. “Uh uh,” he said as she put words in his mouth. He pleaded with Frank with his eyes, which only looked to Frank like he was ogling him. 
“Oh, yes, Frank,” moaned Theresa. “I’ve always wanted to see you naked and tied. Thank you for letting me see your hard cock. It’s perfect. I think about it all the time. Now you can watch me cum.” He fought against her as she stroked him and put words in his mouth, but Dillon erupted in orgasm, shooting his cum on Frank and the floor between them. Neither boy looked away as the twisted scene unfolded. Frank had to stare in disbelief as his friend came just as Dillon stared in morbid curiosity spurred on by Theresa’s words.  

It wasn’t until he was alone again that Dillon saw the big picture. She hurt my balls when she was naked so I wouldn’t get hard and she made me get hard when Frank was naked. Can she make me get turned on by Frank? Can she make me gay? For God’s sake, I don’t wanna be gay!
*****

Three days into her training, Lindsey was known as a slow learner. It was two days before she consistently said master and mistress and three days before she stopped hesitating at every command just to make a point. Huddled in a cage, she waited fearfully for her next training session. Fuck them all! I’ll be a mistress in a few days, so they shouldn’t be so hard on me. My butt is so sore I can’t sit. That damn shock collar was made in hell. And three seconds? Don’t tell me I’ve been so disobedient that I deserve a three second shock every fucking time. I do it all now, but only because it hurts so much. God! How can they make me lick and suck cocks. Men’s cocks! That’s sick and illegal! And spanking me just for fun! Fuck, even when I’m good, they play with me and call it fun. Everybody… and I mean everybody has gawked at me… felt me up… teased me… how humiliating… how mean… how sick! 
The cage was so small it was a chore just to turn around in it. Standing was impossible. She hadn’t imagined it was possible to treat somebody like this. They’d used everything from hunger, pain, isolation, and humiliation to motivate her and she was finally coming around. It was only an act though. I’ll do the shit they want, but I won’t let them beat me. I just have to hold out until I’m a mistress. Then I’ll be in charge. I’ll get to do all this to the slaves. That’s what this is all about. They’re showing me what I can do to slaves 
Lindsey hated Paul and Joanie with a passion. She hated all the owners, but especially the boy and girl who were just a year older and a year younger than her. They should be her peers, not tormentors. What was bad for her was she couldn’t hide her feelings. Joanie felt Lindsey’s animosity as her eyes narrowed even as she pretended to be submissive. The slave cringed even as she glared as Joanie and Paul came in with Mistress Theresa. Mistress Joanie and Master Paul. Hah! When I’m a mistress, I’ll punch her in the nose and squeeze his fucking balls. Wow, Dillon just about exploded when Mistress Theresa did that to him. Can’t wait to get my hands on Paul’s balls. 
“Hello, Mistress Theresa, Master Paul, and Mistress Joanie,” said Lindsey as she recovered to a fake smile. “How may I serve you?” It was an ominous feeling when Mistress Theresa opened her cage door and Paul and Joanie watched. The older mistress was here to supervise something that Paul and Joanie were going to teach her. That was her experience when the three came in together and it was never good when her peers needed supervision.

When Lindsey came out, Joanie made it clear she was to kneel in front of her. Dammit, I’m always naked… always kneeling… always giving in. What’s she want now? To her surprise, Joanie stripped off her clothes. “Is it over?” she asked. “Am I a mistress now?” What else could it mean that Joanie was matching her nudity. 
“Jesus,” said Joanie. “Thank you, you stupid slut.” She paused still wearing her panties. “You know how much I like punishing you. Gotta do it while I can.” She picked up the remote control. 

“Please, Mistress, no! I’m sorry. I got excited. I thought maybe…”

“A slave should have learned not to bother to think,” said Joanie. She pressed the button and…. “Eeeeaaaahhh,” one, “aaahhoohhhh,” two, “aahhgaaahhhhh,” three, released it. 
“M-mistress, how may I serve you?” said Lindsey. It galled her to ask that right after the torture, but she had to. 

She stared at Joanie’s pussy as the mistress bared it all in front of Paul and Theresa without a hint of embarrassment. It was the first time she’d seen the 11-year-old naked. It was almost laughable to see the bare pussy and flat chest, but Lindsey wasn’t about to laugh. Maybe later when she was a mistress, she could make fun of the little girl. 

“Lick my pussy, slut,” said Joanie.

What? What did she say? She couldn’t have said what I think she said. “Mistress Joanie, a slave doesn’t understand.”

“Oh, yes, you do,” said Joanie. “You just don’t want to believe. You licked and sucked Master Paul, Master Steve, and Master Mark. Choked I guess is more what you did. Now that you know how to please a man, it’s time to learn how to please a woman. This is your first lesson in pussy licking.”

“Oh, God,” gasped Lindsey. Her neck still hurt from the shock collar and now she was being told to do the most disgusting thing ever. She didn’t want to suck those cocks, but she understood a girl did that for a guy. Girls just didn’t do girls. Inching closer to Joanie as a show of obedience, she said, “Mistress Joanie, I’m not a lezzie.” 
“Of course not,” said Joanie. “You’re a slave and it doesn’t matter if a slave prefers cocks to pussies. A slave does it anyway. Would you like to suck Paul’s cock?”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Lindsey. No really, but if those are my choices, then I’ll take the cock. That’s much preferable to putting my tongue in her pussy. 
“OK, then,” said Joanie. “I didn’t know you liked cock that much. After you’re done with my pussy, you can do Paul, too.”

“No, Mistress, I didn’t mean both,” said Lindsey. 
“Stupid slave,” said Joanie, enjoying how Lindsey was digging herself deeper “I told you to lick my pussy, so you’re going to. You offered to suck Paul’s cock. Would you like some help getting started on my pussy?”

Stupid, stupid me! They always do what they say they’ll do. I’ve never been able to talk my way out. Why would I think I could this time? I’m going to lick her pussy. She’ll get hers later, when I’m a mistress, but for now, I don’t have a choice. Maybe it won’t be as bad as I think it is. Bet I have to make her cum like I do for the guys. I’ve fucked up enough already. Lucky she didn’t shock me for being slow. Bet offering some help is a trick, too. “No, Mistress, a slave will do it without help.”
“Good choice,” said Joanie. “Now come here. Kneel in front of me. Reach around and put your hands on my butt. It’s easier to get to my pussy if you can pull your face to me. Lick all up and down inside my slit, get your tongue in my hole, and use your tongue like a finger to play with my clit. I know you’ve diddled yourself off, so it’s just like that only with your tongue in an 11-year-old’s pussy.”
Theresa sighed heavily, a sign of disapproval that the slave wouldn’t pick up on. She wouldn’t do anything more overt than that at Joanie’s final attempt to get Lindsey to refuse by reminding her she was about to lick a younger girl’s pussy, one that she obviously hated. It was supposed be just pussy licking training, but Joanie had gone out of her way to give the slave plenty of opportunities to balk and end up being punished until she begged to lick pussy. 
What a bitch! Lindsey thought as she knelt in front of Joanie. Just had to throw that in there, but I’ve fallen for that before. Yeah, it’s a little girl’s bare pussy. Just lick it. Get it over with. I’ll make her regret everything she says and does to me. Can’t wait to tease her about no hair and no tits. “Yes, Mistress Joanie. It’s a pretty pussy. Thank you.” She had the satisfaction of seeing the look of disappointment on Joanie’s face when she didn’t give the mistress the chance to spank her. She rested her hands on Joanie’s bottom and pulled her face to the small pussy. 
Tentatively licking just Joanie’s smooth bulge, Lindsey blushed. That part didn’t taste bad and it didn’t even smell bad. Working her tongue into the bare slit was a different matter. She felt like she was going to gag as she tasted the 11-year-old pussy. So disgusting to do this to a girl… so wrong to make me do a girl like this… if I didn’t have this collar on… how humiliating. Why can’t she be happy with my hand or Paul’s cock or something else to make her cum? Because she likes belittling me. That’s why. Jeez, it doesn’t taste as bad as I thought, but that doesn’t make it OK.  Yeah, not bad at all. I can do this. Then I’ll be a mistress and never have to do it again. Yeah, that’s right. I’ll make Leigh do it to me. That’ll make it all worth it.  
“Holy cow, don’t lick so slow. It’s like you’re savoring it,” said Joanie. “I’m glad you like how I taste, but you have to do it faster. Now get down between my legs where my hole is and get your tongue in there. I’m still a virgin, but you can use your tongue like a little cock and fuck me.”

Fuck! I’m not savoring it. Just distracted by my own plans. Focus. Do it right so I can get it over with. Gawd, she wants me inside her? Like a little cock. Yeah, you bitch, here it comes. Doesn’t taste bad. Not so disgusting. Just humiliating as fucking hell. Searching for the hole, Lindsey found it lower than she expected and then shoved her tongue inside and tried her best to imitate what she imagined it was like to fuck with a cock. She, too, was a virgin, so it was all a guess, but she heard Joanie moan in pleasure. 
Joanie’s disappointment at not getting to punish Lindsey faded to be replaced by the triumph of getting the stuck up girl to demean herself. The slave wasn’t very good at it, but she’d get plenty of practice. What surprised her was Lindsey’s apparent attempt to do it right. When she was ready, she guided the slave to her clit and coached her to a decent job of pussy licking. “That’s a good girl,” she moaned as she started to feel the fruits of Lindsey’s labor. “You’re a natural. Keep that up and you’re gonna make me cum. Now when I cum, keep licking. See how long you can make me cum. Don’t you dare stop early.” 
When she came, Joanie ground her pussy against Lindsey’s face. “Keep licking. Keep licking. God, a girl sure knows how to make a girl happy.” It wasn’t a long or powerful orgasm, but it was enough so that Lindsey knew she’d been used. 
“So, you think she’s good?” said Theresa. “Let’s see what I think. Come do me, slut.”

At the sound of Mistress Theresa’s voice, Lindsey backed away so that Joanie’s tummy wasn’t all she could see. To her surprise, Theresa was naked. Oh, fuck me! I’m gonna to her, too? What about Master Paul? I’m gonna lick her and then suck his cock? Though she felt tricked and used, Lindsey didn’t argue or hesitate. There was no point in that. Burying her face in the woman’s pussy, she found it to have a stronger taste and smell. By comparison, Joanie’s pussy was pleasant. Still, she didn’t dare object and in minutes, she’d satisfied Mistress Theresa. 
After she blew Paul, Lindsey had some alone time to think about what just happened. What she thought about surprised her. Not as bad I as thought. Am I a lezzie? No, not that. They made me do it… but I thought about making Leigh do it to me. How could I think that? Guess that’s what makes me a mistress. I get Mistress Joanie now. It’s not about boys and girls. It’s about mistresses and slaves. Hell, licking her pussy was better than sucking Paul’s cock. I mean, jeez, he is in my mouth and in my throat. I hate that… and his cum is disgusting. Joanie’s pussy… if you forget she’s a girl… wasn’t bad. Not that I’d ever tell her that, but given the choice… not that I’ll get a choice… I’d do her again over Paul. 
Huddled in her cage, she tried to recall that initial disgust at being forced to go down on a girl. Why is doing that to a boy OK and a girl not? It was just sex. Sure I thought it would be bad, but why would it be bad? Because that’s what I’ve been taught? Yeah, I wanted a boyfriend because that’s how the world works, but if you forget about what people think… I get it. Anything goes down here. All those old rules are gone. They don’t see anything wrong with a grown man fucking a 12-year-old girl in the mouth or a girl doing another girl. 
That brought on a whole new train of thought. If she and Leigh were being trained to eat pussy, were Dillon and Frank sucking cocks? She managed a smile at that thought. It would be fun to watch them do it. She’d seen them in training, naked and tied like her, but she hadn’t seen them suck a cock. They were obedient little boy slaves, too afraid to talk back and beneath her not only because she was a mistress in training, but because she had some backbone. Defying the pain was something to be proud of. She fingered the shock collar as she considered that. 
For the first time since her training started, but not for the last, she wondered what they were doing to Leigh. She’d seen the boys, but not Leigh. Had she escaped? Were they doing something worse to her? Was she dead? What had they done with her friend? 
*****

Leigh was comfortably nestled in a trunk in the backseat of Bubba’s car. She trembled in anticipation of what Bubba promised. Joanie’s envious that I’m going out of the underground hideout, but not so envious that she’d do the same thing. Just me, Bubba, and my rape fantasy. I’m even locked up in a box gagged with my wrists and ankles tied. Can’t turn back now. Wicked! 
Parking in his garage, Bubba lifted the trunk out of the back and carried it carefully into his house. He’d become quite fond of the brash little girl and was worried about her. She honestly wanted to be raped and even scowled when he gave her a safe word. What worried him was whether it was physically possible to get his cock in that virgin pussy and how disappointed would she be if he couldn’t? 
Once inside, he opened the trunk and lifted her out. “Hah! Look what I caught today? Sweet little virgin cunt. Gonna break her in right.”

Though the fantasy had started as soon as she was tied and stuffed in the trunk, Leigh was shocked at the words. He wasn’t even talking to her. She looked where he was looking and saw Maggie admiring the petite trophy in her master’s arms. He has help! Who’s she? What’s she gonna do? Why is she here?’
It was a brief view of the other slave, though she didn’t know Maggie was a slave since she was dressed like a vice principal should be dressed, and then Bubba whisked her away to his bedroom. There’d been no introduction and no explanation of Maggie’s presence. Tossing her on the bed, Bubba said, “Bet you wish you were home with mommy and daddy right now, sweetie. Once I break you in, you won’t want to go back home. Once you get a taste of black cock, that’s all you’ll want.”
Despite all Bubba’s attempts to set the mood, Leigh could barely keep from giggling. He was so huge… so intimidating… so black… and he was all hers. After years of hiding her weird desire for bondage, she’d found people who were like her. He put leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles and tied a rope to each cuff. Then, he untied her ankles and used the ropes to tie her ankles to the bottom corners of the bed. When he untied her wrists and restrained them to the top corners, she was spread-eagle on her back.
Tied and helpless and now in a position to be raped, Leigh sobered quickly. She was still clothed, but now that the moment had come, it was a little scary to realize she had no control. She experimented with her position and found she could still turn her knees inward in what looked like a way to at least make it harder for him to fuck her. Then, he tied a rope to each knee and pulled them wide, tying the ropes to the sides of the bed. Oh, holy fuck! This is it. This is real. 

“Not much longer, sweetie,” said Bubba, clearing not using ‘sweetie’ as a term of endearment. “I’m gonna get some white pussy.” He leaned over her and grabbed the neck of her T-shirt and ripped it right down the front, exposing her young tits.
“Hey, don’t,” said Leigh. The sound of ripping material sent an electric thrill through her. Now she understood why Bubba had given her shabby clothes. She wasn’t going home in them. “Get away from there,” she protested as he reached for her small mounds. As he touched her, she gasped from the sheer excitement of that telling moment. It was the first time she’d ever been touched in a sexual manner (not counting slaves, of course) and he’d done it without her permission. She hadn’t fought her bondage until now and she pulled against the ropes, finding them unyielding as Bubba shredded her shirt and pulled it all the way off. 
Despite the thrill, Leigh wasn’t sure this was what she wanted. Actually having a man stare at her tits and grope them was so personal. It felt good, but she had no control at all. It wasn’t enough to use her safe word yet. She watched his big hands grab the hem of her skirt and rip it up the front and off. “Stop it,” she said. “Just let me go. I don’t want to do this. I wanna go home.”
Enjoying the role playing, Bubba felt his cock pounding as he got her down to just her panties. Her protests weren’t accompanied by her safe word, so he didn’t heed her. “What’s the matter, sweetie? Don’t wanna show your charms to a complete stranger? Don’t wanna find out what happens when I get those panties off? Too bad. You’re never going home.” He grabbed her panties and tore them off. “Sweet, little white pussy. Virgin cunt.” With definite signs of wetness seeping out. 
Bubba stepped back and took in her entire body and said, “Look at that. Bet nobody’s ever seen that before and now I got it all to myself. Helpless. Not a damn thing you can do about it.” 
In response, Leigh did her best to try to cover herself, but her muscles corded in vain and she only felt the frustration of being at Bubba’s mercy. A man is staring at me. Looking all he wants. Right here in the room… in the flesh. Gawd, he’s gonna fuck me now. Is it what I want? How else could it be? Who better to do it? He’s scary big. Even if he wasn’t, I’m tied and I let him. The verbal interplay between them set one scenario, but now she was feeling the reality. It wasn’t a game. This was really what it felt like to be helpless. 
Stripping down to his underwear, Bubba paused a few seconds to let the size of his cock register as a bulge, a warning of what was to come. Then he slid those down and saw that the role play wasn’t necessary anymore. She was wet and ready for her fantasy to come true, but she was shocked at what she’d set herself up for. 
At her first glimpse of Bubba’s cock, Leigh thought he was deformed. What’s wrong with it? It’s way too big… supposed to be six inches, but that’s a foot… that’s not gonna fit in me… why the hell didn’t he say something before? Wanted to shock me? It worked. He really is looking forward to raping a little white girl. 
On her verge of using her safe word, Leigh held off as Bubba brought his cock to her face. “Look at it close, sweetie. You’re gonna make it real happy. First, I want you to lick it. Lick my big black cock.” As her tongue reached out and licked him, he said, “Yeah, nothing like a little white girl licking black cock.” She relaxed as her rape was temporarily postponed. This was safe and more to what fit in her fantasy. He was making her do something she didn’t want to do and she couldn’t refuse him or he’d hurt her. Though she didn’t want to do it (or maybe because she didn’t), she was turned on by licking his cock. 
With his cock slick and her pussy oozing its own lubrication, Bubba moved to her pussy, stroking one finger in and out. When he added a finger, he found a tight resistance and had to work to loosen her up. He used a third big fat finger to open her up even more. Gradually relaxing the tight virgin pussy, he stopped wondering if he could get his cock in. At this point he wasn’t going to stop. He spent several minutes preparing her and then knelt between her legs with his cock ready to begin it journey deep into her soul. 
For Leigh, it was a process of pain, tension, relaxation, and no pain that was repeated several times. Just as the pain faded, he’d bring it back with another finger or more depth. She wanted to stay with it, but when she saw his cock pointed at her, she said, “Don’t. It’s too big. Jumping Jesus is fat.”

“You mean Jumping Jehosephat,” said Bubba as the flustered virgin got her safe word wrong. She was ready, but he could tell she was scared yet he was sure she’d be disappointed if he stopped now. The hard part was over and she didn’t even know it. “Too bad, baby,” he said. “You’re fucked. Nothing you can do, huh? Nothing at all, so I’m gonna show a little white girl not to mess with a big black man.”
The role play had vanished a long time ago, but when Bubba called her baby, she knew he was talking to her, not a role she was playing. He’s talking to me and he’s still gonna do it! What the fuck is a safe word for? No, he can’t. “You have to stop.” She felt his cock press against her pussy. “Nooo,” she wailed. “You promised.”
“Can’t stop my cock now, baby,” he said. “Look at that. Got the head already inside you. Rest of it’s gonna follow.” Pumping in and out, he used her juices to lube him as he opened her up to his full girth. He took his time, noting that she’d calmed down now that he was in and she wasn’t in pain. Inch by inch he worked his way in and then felt her hymen. “Time to pop that cherry, baby, with a big black cock.” He pushed hard.
“Ahhhh,” gasped Leigh as he tore the final barrier. “Stop. Slow. Slow. Just… Gawd, you did it.” She lifted her head to see his cock stretching her pussy open. He was so deep and she was so full, but it looked like the entire foot of cock was still outside. As she watched, he pumped in and out and she noticed the care he was taking. She dropped her head back and looked up at the huge form looming over her. I’m getting raped… by the biggest, blackest man I’ve ever seen. He’s taking me. Dammit, I told him to stop… it really is rape. I really am helpless. I really couldn’t stop him even with a safe word. Wicked! It’s perfect. 
All she had to do was pull at the ropes, run her eyes over the big naked man, and feel his cock taking advantage of her. Her entire body tingled and her clit throbbed. She wanted him to fuck her, but he was still being careful. “Holy shit, Bubba,” she said. “I think you’re right. Little white girls do love big black cocks. It’s all I’ll ever want. Could you make me cum? I can’t stand it much longer.”
“One little white girl orgasm coming up,” said Bubba with a smile. He was only halfway in, but he didn’t think he’d get much more in the petite girl. Starting slowly, he took his cock nearly all the way out and sank it deep again. When he was sure she was ready, he stroked faster and faster while she moaned in lust. As she came, he felt his own orgasm seize him and he pumped what seemed like a quart of cum into her pussy. 
Without untying her, he cuddled her close. “Hope you enjoyed that, baby.”

“You raped me,” said Leigh, pressing her body up against him. “You really did. I like chickened out and you did it anyway.” She didn’t feel the least bit betrayed that he’d ignored her safe word. In fact, it made her trust him more because he’d known what to do. 

“Any other time but then, baby, I’d’ve honored your safe word, but not right then. You would’ve felt cheated.” 

“Yeah, it was awesome,” she said. 
“Now, to make this complete…” he said, leaving that hanging for a second. “Maggie! Get your ass in here.”

She didn’t know what was going on, but before Leigh arrived Maggie had been told once Bubba took the girl into the bedroom, she was to strip and stand outside the bedroom door. She responded so fast that it startled Leigh. “Ohmigod, she’s a slave? She’s beautiful.” She eyed the nude woman who stood on display next to the bed. “Can I tie her?”

“Later,” said Bubba. “Maggie, our new mistress has a load of my cum so far up her pussy that I’ll bet you can’t get it all out, but you’re damn well gonna try.” He pointed between Leigh’s open legs as he spoke and Maggie dutifully knelt between them and lapped at the girl’s pussy. New mistress! Don’t we have enough? She’s what… 12 or 13? Cute. Wonder what she’s gonna be like? Damn, she’s such a little thing and she does have Bubba’s cum inside her. He did fuck her. 
“Holy cow,” said Leigh as the woman slurped at her pussy. She’d seen Maggie dressed for work and the beautiful, professional woman had been an impressive sight. It was hard to believe that same woman was now groveling and slurping between her legs. It was so messy and the slave’s face was quickly adorned with pussy juices and Bubba’s cum. “Eat me, slut.” She just had to say something to make it complete. She was tied to the bed, but she was still in charge. Guess that answers my question, thought Maggie. She’s so sure of herself I don’t like the sound of that. 
“Eat up, Maggie, and listen close,” said Bubba. “This is Leigh, our newest mistress. You will, of course, do everything she commands. You’re eating my cum out of her pussy so you know for certain that I came inside her. I took her virginity tonight tied to the bed.”

“He raped me,” said Leigh. “It was kewl.”

“You’re the witness to that, Maggie. You can tell all the other slaves that I tied her to the bed and raped her. I want them to know.” Bubba looked at Leigh. “You’re not a afraid of anything. I want all the slaves to know how confident you are. So confident that you let me tie you. They hate and fear my cock and you took it. Hell, you wanted it, baby. She’s gonna tell them you’re an awesome mistress. You’re a mistress when you’re tied and freshly raped and you’re a mistress when they’re tied and waiting for your commands.”
“Wicked.” She looked down at Maggie. “Hey, slut, First made me cum three times today. You better be just as good.”
Maggie digested the news and the little girl’s bubbly claim that she’d been raped. That’s different. She liked it. Look at her. Tied and helpless and Bubba stuck his big damn cock inside her. She’s proud of herself. What the fuck does that mean about her being a mistress? Yeah, I’d say she’s not afraid of anything. So confident. If she likes it, does that mean she thinks we all like it or should like it? She’ll dish it out without worrying about a slave. That’s scary. 
After Leigh had her three orgasms, Bubba said, “You wanna see something really awesome? Maggie, suck my cock.”

“Holy fuck!” said Leigh as the woman took Bubba’s cock all the way in and down her throat. “That is awesome. God, it makes me wish I had a cock.” Maggie didn’t react to Leigh except to think, Shit! Hope nobody tells her about a strap on.
*****
Mistress Theresa led Lindsey into Dillon’s room. The slave had been with her now former boyfriend a few times now. He was naked with his hands tied behind him as was she. She’d almost gotten a rise out of him two days ago, but he didn’t seem interested in her anymore. Even when Mistress Theresa fondled her tits and played with her pussy until she squirmed with need, Dillon didn’t get a hard on for her. On command, he crawled to her on his knees and ate her pussy until she came and still he was soft. What was I doing with him? Why would he pretend to like me? He’s so fucking gay. Why didn’t I see it before?
In fact, Lindsey was about to see an even more blatant demonstration of his sexual orientation. Getting a hard on for a girl’s body made his balls ache and Dillon knew what she must think. There was no use in denying it. He knew she was sexy, but couldn’t even bring himself to look at her, not because he might accidently get hard, but because he couldn’t.  Mistress Theresa chained Lindsey to the wall and left him kneeling in the middle of the room. He wanted to explain, but there was no talking allowed and he’d learned the hard way that meant even when there was no one in the room, someone was watching. 
The newly conditioned boy could only hope that the mistress didn’t take the next step and then to his dismay, she carried a naked and bound Frank into the room and set him down. Frank’s cock was already hard. “Isn’t that hot?” said Theresa. “Don’t you just love a boy who’s naked, tied, helpless, and hard? So sexy.”

For a second, Lindsey thought Theresa was talking to her, but the mistress was looking at Dillon. “Uhhnnggg,” she grunted as Dillon’s cock rose to its full glory. 
Blushing at his body’s betrayal, Dillon couldn’t fight the conditioned response. He didn’t even need the vibrator anymore to get hard at the sight of his friend’s cock.  It felt so good, that he couldn’t even take his eyes off it. 
“Don’t you just love naked boys?” asked Theresa. 

“Yes, Mistress,” said Dillon. Not answering was not an option and it was trouble if he lied. He hated that he’d started to look forward to Frank’s visits. That cock was a turn on. It was hot that Frank didn’t want to be naked, tied, and making him hard. In a twisted way, Dillon thought it was even exciting that he didn’t want to get hard for Frank. He’d been so screwed in a way he’d never imagined and it was hot! He got more excited by Frank than he’d even been by a girl. 
For the first time, Theresa untied Dillon’s hands. She’d always jerked him off, but this time she said, “Jerk off. I know you want to do it. Look at hot little Frank and jerk off. Come here,” she pointed at the floor, just inches from Frank’s face. “Jerk off right there. Give him a good view of your cock. About time he learned to appreciate another boy’s cock.”
Dillon positioned himself as instructed and stroked his cock with his eyes glued to Frank’s erection. He’d never been this close. It was a sexy sight and he knew it would be a good cum. 
From his perspective, Frank immediately saw what Mistress had planned. His ring-gagged mouth was inches from Dillon’s cock. He’s gonna do it on my face. Shit! He’ll probably even get some in my mouth. Fucking queer! This sucks pretty bad.
It was worse than Frank imagined. It never took Dillon very long to cum and when he was close, Theresa said, “Aim at his mouth, hot stuff. Put your cock right through that ring and shoot it all in his pretty mouth.” She held Frank’s head so he couldn’t turn away. “So hot to have a naked and tied boyfriend who’s gonna practically blow you. Got his pretty mouth open and ready.”
“Holy fuck, yeah,” gasped Dillon as he aimed his cock at the inviting opening. He does have a pretty mouth. Kewl! She called him my boyfriend. I guess that’s right. Man, it’s hot to have him just waiting for it. As his cum rose, he shoved his cock through the ring and milked every drop into Frank’s mouth. 

When Dillon was done, Theresa put a rubber stopper in the ring gag. “Don’t want you to spit it out, slut,” she told Frank. “God, that was hot to watch him fill you up.” Fuck, it was terrible, you bitch, thought Frank. I can’t fucking swallow and now it’s just gonna sit there. Man, it’s slimy and tastes gross. And Dillon didn’t have to enjoy it so much… asshole.  
She turned to Dillon. “Your turn, baby. I know how much you want his cock. Suck it. Lick it all over and then suck it. Get a taste of his cum.” She took the ring off the bound boy’s cock. 
Not so sure that he wanted to, Dillon, nevertheless, felt a surge of desire at the suggestion. It wasn’t just that he’d been conditioned to like cock; as a side effect, he’d been conditioned to be thrilled by submitting. He leaned over and licked Frank’s cock. “Enjoy it, baby,” urged Theresa. “That’s my pretty boy, sucking cock for me. He doesn’t want you sucking it, but what the hell is he gonna do while you make love to it. Bet he doesn’t want to cum in your mouth, so you better do it good.” 
While Dillon blew Frank, Theresa stepped back near Lindsey to talk quietly. “I think we got a couple of gay boys. That is so fucking funny that your boyfriend is gay. You’d think a hot piece like you could cure him, but look at him go. I mean, you lick pussy, but not like you want to. He’s just hot for cock.” She felt the surge of sexual thrill from knowing Dillon was her own creation. He still denied his yearnings, but given the chance, he’d get hard and cum at the sight of a hard cock. 
Ready to get his first taste of cum, Dillon took half of Frank’s cock in his mouth and bobbed up and down while using his hand to stroke the lower half. It was so exciting that he thought his cock might spring back to life despite an orgasm seconds ago. Moreover, Frank deserved it. His boyfriend had a load of his cum, so it was only fair to return the favor. He knew Frank didn’t share his love of cocks, so it was a turn on to know that his cum was locked in his boyfriend’s mouth. Nothing Frank could do about it and nothing he could do to stop from cumming. 
When Frank came, Dillon made sure he caught it all in his mouth and then he swallowed it. “Thanks, Frank,” he said. “That was hot.” After seeing the cock day after day and getting hard, it was more exciting to be so close to it, feel it in his mouth, and make it shoot. 
Frank grunted in protest, but that was all he could do. It felt good, but that didn’t mean it was OK. He still had Dillon’s cum in his mouth and managed a partial swallow. 
Excited herself, Theresa pushed Lindsey to her knees and made the girl eat her pussy. By the time Theresa came, the boys both had hard ons again. Frank from the girl on girl show and Dillon from Frank’s hard on. Though she was encouraged by Dillon’s reaction, she didn’t want to spoil him, so Theresa put Frank and Lindsey back to their rooms and left Dillon alone. 
After seeing the result, Leigh complained to Theresa about Dillon’s training. “He’s gonna be my slave, right? And now when I walk in the room, he’s not gonna get turned on? That sucks. I want a slave who wants me. I want to tease him, make him hard, and then say no. What’s the fun in a limp dick? I mean, it’s wicked that he gets all turned on by Frank, but can’t he be turned on by me, too?”
Though she tried to defend how she’d trained the boy, in the end, Theresa didn’t have a good argument. She’d tampered with Leigh’s slave for her own pleasure without thinking what Leigh might want once the new mistress took possession in 10 days. It had taken her four days to train him and, as it turned out, most of the next 10 days to retrain him to get hard for a man or a woman. 
*****

Listening to Mark’s tales of Frank’s panic wasn’t good enough, so the owners put infrared cameras in the haunted room where they could at least watch the boy roll and scuttle across the floor in desperation as the ghost chased him around. He’d be virtually incoherent for nearly an hour afterwards. Between that and visits to Dillon, Frank hated being their slave. He looked forward to “normal” slavery. Being forced to eat pussy was preferable to anything else. Spanking and abuse by a living master or mistress was almost welcome. Once he was introduced to cock sucking, that became part of “normal” slavery and even that was better than the haunting. 

Master Steve seemed to pay attention to his description of the hauntings. He had the evidence of multiple dog bites, but only Master Steve took him seriously and they kept putting him in the room anyway. After a week of horrendous fright, Master Steve brought in a wooden box as Frank was being put in the haunted room. “Just thought I’d try to do something about the ghost,” he said.  
Whatever it was, Frank was relieved when the master untied him. “Can’t leave you free,” he said, “but maybe you’ll be safe in the box.” He unlatched the lid and swung it open and guided the curious lad to step into the box. It was a mere one and a half feet wide and three feet long with a half wall about a foot from one end. Though he was uncertain about what looked like a new prison, Frank wanted to be safe from the ghost, so he knelt down in the large side of the box. Upon kneeling down, he saw the half wall had three semi-circles cut in it. Trusting Steve, he crouched down all the way and rested his neck and wrists in the semi-circles as instructed. To his shock, the master slid the top half of the half wall (which Frank hadn’t even seen before then) down and the wall became stocks trapping his head and hands on one side. 
When the gagged Frank whined and struggled in protest, Steve said, “Can’t have you flailing around in the box, now can we? Just calm down. I like my slaves helpless and now I’ve got one stored away safely to wait for me.” He shut and latched the lid, trapping the frightened boy inside. 
On cue, Mark came in the room. “You gonna try the box again? You know what happened to the last one.” The two men grinned at the renewed muffled protests from the box. 

What happened to the last one in the box? Master Steve said he was doing something about the ghost... something new, but he already knows it won’t work. Oh my God, I thought he was helping me, but he’s fucking with me. What’s gonna happen? Fuck me! I can’t move… can’t see… can’t do anything. This is worse than being tied. Frank whimpered as he heard the door shut. 
A few minutes later, Frank thought he heard the creak of the door, the rattle of chains, and the ghost’s footsteps. He held his breath and then his fears were confirmed as something definitely thumped against the box and then the hound from hell howled. Yet, when nothing else happened, he felt safe inside the box. Nothing touched him. Nothing bit him. Then, the box levitated and he screamed. He felt it move. No, no, don’t lift me. Don’t drop me! Don’t take me away! Where’s it taking me? What if it doesn’t bring me back? Is this what happened before? Did the box and the boy disappear and never come back. God help me! What’s it gonna do now? What if Master Steve can’t find me? He was even more frightened since he was once again faced with the unknown. 
Mark and Steve carried the box out of the room, down the hall, and outside. They lowered the screaming box into a hole and Mark threw a shovelful of dirt on top of the box. He continued to fill the hole until the box was completely covered. 
Inside the box, Frank didn’t know what the sound was as the first load of dirt landed atop the box. After a few more loads, he realized it was the rhythmic shoveling of dirt. It’s burying me? Buried alive? Fuck, fuck, fuck! I gotta get out! Dammit, Master Steve knew what was going to happen and he trapped me in the box just for this. I’m gonna die. As the dirt piled up, the light coming from around the lid vanished. He screamed and struggled in panic, but he was trapped. 
In fact, Frank was trapped in the stocks specifically so he couldn’t hurt himself by desperately trying to claw his way out. The two men watched over the fresh dirt. They had no intention of letting him die, so a few minutes later, Steve said, “Hey, he’s over here!” He brushed the mere inch of dirt off the top of the box. “Damn, just like last time.” He lifted the lid and gazed down at the struggling, squirming little bundle of boy in its neat package. 
When Steve lifted the top half of the stocks to free Frank, the boy practically flew out of the box and leaped into Steve’s arms, pressing his quivering body against his protector. The master may have fucked him by putting him in the box, but all was forgiven as he clung to the only sane thing in his life. His eyes were wild with fear and his breath came in ragged gasps. 
“Now that’s hot,” said Mark, envious of his dad. It had been his plan, but the role he’d assigned his dad was the winner. He had the satisfaction of knowing he’d scarred the boy for life while his dad had the satisfaction of owning the boy, body and soul. “I think it’s time.”
Steve caressed the slave’s hair and said, “We can make sure you never go into that room again.” When the boy looked up at him hopefully, he continued. “You have to pay a price. Are you ready to earn your safety?”
Frank nodded eagerly. What’s the catch? Why couldn’t he do this sooner? What’s the price? I’ll do it. Anything.
Setting Frank on his feet, Steve said, “All you have to do is suck our cocks.”
Again the boy nodded. Is that all? Nothing I haven’t done before for that little fag, Dillon. Yeah, I’ll suck them off and swallow if that’s what they want. Just keep me away from the ghost. A few days of sucking Dillon and being sucked had lowered his resistance to the idea and, on top of that, he now associated pleasure with the taste of cum. It wasn’t something he’d offer to do, but if that was the price for his safety and sanity, he had no qualms about it. 
“Hold still,” said Steve as he unfastened the strap behind Frank’s head and removed the ring gag. “This time you get to use those pretty lips on my cock. How’s that sound, slut?”
“It sounds OK, Master,” said Frank. Better than just being forced, I suppose. 
Steve ran a finger over Frank’s upper and lower lip. “That’s what I want to hear. My little boy’s gonna put his pretty lips on my cock and suck it and swallow my cum.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Say it,” said Steve. 

“I’m gonna suck your cock and swallow your cum, Master.”

“No, no, no,” chided Steve. “Say a slutty little boy is going to wrap his pretty lips around his Master’s cock, suck it dry, and swallow the yummy cum.”
“A slutty little boy is gonna wrap his pretty lips around, umm, his Master’s cock. I’m gonna suck it dry and swallow the, umm, yummy cum.” He blushed at the words he had to use. Slutty little boy… pretty lips… suck it dry… yummy cum. I said I’d do it. Why’s he embarrassing me, too. Is that part of the price?
“Kneel down, unzip my fly, and pull out my cock,” said Steve. 
Frank fumbled with the man’s zipper and then fished out his hard cock. He licked the eight-inch cock, realizing it was much bigger than Dillon’s. As he took the head of the cock in his mouth, his master said, “Suck me off good, slut, or I’ll give you back to the ghost. Mmm, yeah, those pretty lips feel nice.” That’s right, I’m doing it to save my ass. Man, he sounds like a fag, enjoying this so much… calling me a slut with pretty lips. Then, he felt strong hands on his head, guiding him up and down. Hey, I can do it myself. Oh shit, not so deep. “Aakkkk.” Fuck, it went down my throat. So this is what he wants. Gotta let him. Don’t fight it or else. Gagging and choking, he forced himself to relax and it went easier. 
For his first real blowjob, Frank did a pretty good job. Steve was already excited by the control he had and now with the boy eagerly blowing him, he felt his cum rise quickly. A couple of times he pulled the boy’s face all the way to his crotch, sinking eight-inches down the tight throat. The sounds were so erotic that he couldn’t hold back for long. When he came, he filled the boy’s mouth. “Don’t swallow it yet,” he said. “Show it to me. Roll it around with your tongue.” He watched Frank play with his cum for ten seconds and then told him to swallow. Not so bad. I’ve had Dillon’s cum in my mouth for half an hour or so while I tried to swallow with that damn ring gag. 
Just seconds later, Frank had Mark’s cock in his mouth. While he considered Steve his protector, Mark was his tormentor, yet he had to suck this cock just as good. Either one of them could put him back in the room with the ghost. 
“You’ll do anything to keep from going back in there,” said Mark. “This is just the start. I’ll think up all sorts of ways for you to convince me not to put you in there. Every day you’ll have to earn it. Nothing but a fucking slave, so you’ll do everything I want.” He raped the boy’s mouth and shot his cum on Frank’s face. “There’s a pretty boy looking like a slutty girl who just sucked off her boyfriend. All over your face.”
Haunted by a ghost.  Bit by a ghost dog. Chills went up Frank’s spine as he thought about the hellish howl. Buried alive. I can’t take it anymore. This sucks, too, but not as bad as that room. I blew them. Fuck, he shot his slimy cum on my face. But, it’s better than the alternative. He could mentally deal with living tormentors, but not with ghostly ones.
*****

By the second week of her training, Lindsey had become an obedient slave. She no longer thought about becoming a mistress when a master or mistress was commanding her. Somewhere along the line it had just become too conflicting to remind herself she was a mistress while licking a pussy, sucking a cock, or getting a playtime spanking. During her downtime, she still thought about it, but she couldn’t afford the haughty hesitation that came with that thought when she was supposed to be obedient. She clung to the hope that it would be over soon even as she slid into slavery. 

Consulting with Bubba, Steve, Theresa, Joanie, and Paul, Leigh made her plans for the moment she’d get to tell Lindsey the truth—that Lindsey belonged to her. What started in her mind as a simple confrontation with her slave prepared by another owner so she could walk in clothed to taunt a naked and tied Lindsey turned into a more elaborate plan that no one but Leigh could pull off. She wanted to shock Lindsey and for that she needed Lindsey back to being Lindsey. 
With a day left before that moment, Joanie introduced Lindsey to Mommy, First, and Tease. The three slaves all knew Leigh was a mistress, but were sworn to silence and threatened with severe punishment if they shared that secret with Lindsey. After hanging First by her wrists, Joanie let Tease demonstrate her talent, teasing First about how she was on display, so helpless, waiting for a spanking, and all for her little sister. Joanie spanked her big sister and let Mommy take First to the edge of an orgasm and stop while Tease continued to tease. Then, Joanie freed First. 
“Get over here, slut,” Joanie said to Lindsey and the slave hurried to her. She hung Lindsey just like she had First with her toes barely touching the floor, and gagged her. “So nice,” said Joanie. “I like how a slave looks when she’s stretched and straining. First is my favorite like this, but you’re pretty hot, too. Perfect little slave.” She’d made a point of letting Lindsey watch Tease at work on First and now it was Lindsey’s turn. 
When Joanie turned away, Lindsey wasn’t surprised that Tease came close, smiling as she did. “Up on her toes. Stretching. On display for everyone. Gonna hurt soon, but nobody cares. Mistress just wants to look and we get to look, too. Cute little titties. So small. Bet I can make her nipples hard. Everyone want to see her hard nipples? I bet you do as much as she doesn’t.” She sucked on Lindsey’s nipples and then stepped aside. “Check them out, everybody. Pointy little nipples. I don’t think she wants to show them off, but she is.”
Though she was ready for Tease’s tease, Lindsey still found it humiliating. For God’s sake, I’m on display for a bunch of strangers. Slaves. A woman, Mommy… a girl, First, who just got this treatment… and Tease. They can see everything and what is Tease going to do? Yeah, stretching… on display… shit, nobody cares… got that right. Hey, leave my titties… tits… alone. Small! You’re one to talk; you’re flat as a board. Don’t do that… shit, that tingles and my nipples are getting hard. God! Yeah, everybody stare at my nipples. Bad enough to be naked for strangers, but does she have to rub it in?
Tease kept up a constant stream of teasing humiliation. She turned Lindsey to give them all a good view of her “pert, spankable ass”. Don’t even suggest that! She fingered the helpless girl’s pussy until she squirmed on the edge of an orgasm. Well, don’t stop now! When she could tell Lindsey was hurting, she even teased her about the pain and how she couldn’t do anything about it. Dammit! That’s not funny! 
“Think I should spank her now, Tease?” asked Joanie. 

“Mistress, what a slave thinks doesn’t matter,” said Tease, taking the cue to move to the next level. “Besides, I heard she’s gonna be a mistress and I don’t want to make her mad at me. Bad enough you’re making me tease her.” 
What? Yes! That’s right! I am and when I am, I’ll make them all pay. Especially you, Tease, for teasing me when it hurts. Just another day or two. At least they know what’s coming. Yeah, you better respect me. 
Then, Tease shocked Lindsey as she addressed her directly for the first time. “Only, what if you’re not really gonna be a mistress? What if you’re such a good slave that they keep you like this? What if you’re just so hot that they want you over and over? Once you’re a mistress, you won’t let them touch you, will you? And what if they still want to touch you… fuck you… feed you cock… spank you?”
Joanie laughed. “You sure know how to tease, Tease. Bet she never even thought of that. Now she’s gonna worry about it. What if we never planned to let her be a mistress?”

“That would be so wicked, Mistress,” said Tease. She looked back at Lindsey. “You’d be so fucked, wouldn’t you? Spending the rest of your life hanging by your wrists because a master or mistress thinks you’re so sexy like that. You are sexy, you know. You’ll be sexy as a mistress, too. I’ll still be a slave and I’ll lick your pussy all you want or you can spank me for being so bad. I shouldn’t have even teased you about not being a mistress.” 
“That’s enough, Tease,” said Joanie. “I think she just might give you a spanking for that.” She lowered Lindsey, saying, “I guess I won’t spank you in front of the slaves.” Still, she clipped the older girl’s wrist cuffs behind her back and leashed her to lead her away. Back in Lindsey’s room, the mistress chained the slave’s wrists to the wall, ungagged her, and, as she left, said, “Tomorrow will be special.” She and Tease had done their part to remind Lindsey about being a mistress. They all left Lindsey alone for the rest of the evening to let her think about her upcoming transformation. 

The next morning, Lindsey had the best breakfast since she’d arrived. She was eager to get to Leigh and the boys, but she didn’t argue when Mistress Theresa clipped her wrists together behind her back and led her to another room. She knew they were setting the stage. Entering the room, Lindsey had the immense satisfaction of seeing Leigh for the first time in two weeks and the little slut was obviously well-trained already. It was a wonderful sight to see her best friend naked, unfettered, and taking all of Bubba’s huge cock down her throat. She knelt to watch the fun. She was glad she’d never had to do Bubba.  
Stopping, Leigh looked at Lindsey dismissively and then up at Bubba. “I love your cock, Bubba. How about you fuck me now?”

Lindsey smiled. Sweet! She didn’t even call him Master Bubba and since when does a slave get to decide when to stop sucking and start fucking. He’s gonna smack her. This is gonna be great. 
It didn’t go the way she expected. “No problem, baby,” said Bubba as he positioned his massive frame over the slip of a girl. No problem, baby? No punishment? What the hell? He’s gonna fuck her right there on the floor? Damn, that’s gonna hurt. What the hell? His big fucking cock went right in. He’s raped her before. Holy fuck, she’s not a virgin. It got worse as she watched in disbelief while Bubba fucked the little girl to an orgasm and then came, pumping his cum into Leigh’s pussy. 
When Bubba pulled out, Leigh spun around so Lindsey was between her spread legs. She peered down the length of her body at Lindsey. “C’mere, slut. Time to clean my pussy. Get over here and suck Bubba’s cum out.”
With a derisive snort, Lindsey said, “Hah, no way, slut. It’s time you learned who your mistress is.” She looked at Theresa. “You can take my cuffs off now so I can show her who’s boss.”
“Hey, stupid,” said Leigh. “Who’s cuffed and who’s not? Now I’m gonna have to punish you for calling me a slut. It’s Mistress Leigh to you. And I’ll have to punish you for not calling Theresa Mistress. Guess I’ll punish you for being slow, too.” She stood up.

“Fuck, I’m gonna have so much fun with you,” said Lindsey. She tried to stand, but Leigh put a hand on the slave’s head and held her down. “Don’t touch me. Let me up.”
Leigh just laughed. Using the same words Tease had used the day before, she said, “What if you’re not really gonna be a mistress? What if you’re such a good slave that they keep you like this? What if you’re just so hot that they want you over and over? Once you’re a mistress, you won’t let them touch you, will you? And what if they still want to touch you… fuck you… feed you cock… spank you? You saw what I just did for Bubba. He wants me over and over, so I said OK. Hell, I asked him to fuck me. So, I’m a mistress because you’re a stuck-up, snooty girl who’d never show Bubba what little white girls like and you’re a slave because I asked Bubba real nice if I could own you and guess what he said?”
As the first words came out of Leigh’s mouth, Lindsey was too stunned to react. She looked frantically from Leigh to Bubba to Theresa to Joanie to Paul and back to Leigh. What if… what if… what if… they’ve always planned this. Tease knew yesterday. They all knew! No way! I can’t be the slave. They promised me. How could she do this to me? God, no, she just sucked and fucked because she wanted to? She’s not tied and I am. She called him Bubba and got away with it and she’s gonna punish me for not saying mistress. I’m not that stuck-up and snooty… maybe a little. She knows how I feel about blacks. She knows I’d never let Bubba fuck me. If she let him… little slut used her body to win him over… then, maybe he did let her be a mistress. She cheated.   “He… he… he said yes… M-m-mistress Leigh,” said Lindsey. 
Bubba boomed, “I said fuck, yeah, then I can have both little white girls. One who likes it and one who doesn’t. One who asks nicely and one who’ll do it because I’ll turn her pretty little white bottom so red we could use her for a stop light.”
“No, you can’t, Master,” said Lindsey. “It’s not fair. You said it would be me. I’ve been looking forward to being her mistress for two weeks. I put up with this shit for two weeks, Master.”

“And I’ve been looking forward to owning you,” said Leigh. “This is wicked. You kneeling there all naked and helpless and me wondering how long you’re gonna argue while the swats just add up. Understand this—you’re gonna put up with this shit for the rest of your life.”
“Noooo,” wailed Lindsey. From the look on the ‘real owners’ faces, she knew it was terribly, horribly true. Leigh is now a real owner. Just mentally putting Leigh in that category brought about a change. Mistress Leigh. “Leigh… Mistress Leigh, I thought we were friends.”

“Fuck, slut, we’re friends and you were gonna make me your slave, so we’re friends and I’m gonna make you my slave. It’s so much better doing it to a friend, don’t you think? Just think of how much you were looking forward to spanking me, feeling my tongue, tying me naked, and showing me off. That’s how much fun I’m gonna have doing it to you. Now I’ve got you, your boyfriend, and Frank. Your boyfriend is gonna do everything for me and nothing for you.  I think I’ll just make you my pussy licking slut.” Leigh grabbed Lindsey’s nipples and pulled them out. “You were so into boys. Now I’m gonna feel you up, parade you around naked, and spank that cute little ass and you’ll eat me whenever I want. Nothing but a toy for me, your best friend.”
Leigh picked up the paddle and remote for Lindsey’s shock collar that were waiting at the ready. “Tough choice. I saw how good the shocks worked on you, but I really want to spank you. It’s what I dreamed about.” She set down the remote and swatted Lindsey’s bare bottom. It was so satisfying and felt so personal as she did the work herself. “How about you remind me what I told you to do while I have some fun.”
In shock, Lindsey suffered through five swats, yelping louder with each one, before she even thought about making it stop. What did she tell me to do? Fuck me! She wants me to eat Bubba’s cum out of her pussy. “Owwaaaa,” she gasped at the sixth swat. “Mistress, you want me to lick your pussy and clean out Bubba’s cum.” How disgusting is that!?
After four more swats, Lindsey knew more was expected. This can’t be happening. Today was my day. I was gonna be a mistress. Now she wants me to beg? “Aahheeee.” Another swat and she had no choice, “Mistress, may I lick your pretty pussy? May I taste you? And Bubba? May I lick his cum out of your beautiful pussy?” Ugh, is she really gonna make me do that?
“Of course, you may, slut,” said Leigh. “Just one more thing I want to hear.”

When she heard what Leigh wanted, Lindsey looked in her Mistress’ eyes and said the hardest thing she could imagine. “Please, may your best friend be your devoted pussy slave forever?” 

“I’d like that,” said Leigh. “Now get busy, Lin.” 
Lindsey looked up sharply when Leigh called her that. Leigh knew she didn’t like being called Lin and she saw the smug smile on her mistress’ face that said she didn’t even get a say in that. 

Leigh lay down and watched with satisfaction as Lin lapped at her pussy, getting a taste of Bubba’s and her cum. “He got it deep, so you’ll have to suck hard, Lin. When you think you’ve got it all, I want my devoted pussy slave to make me cum with nothing but her little pink tongue.”
Thoroughly humiliated, Lin sucked the cum out of the 12-year-old mistress’ pussy and then took her to an orgasm. It was every bit as disgusting and humiliating as she’d imagined and she spent the whole time bathing in the wicked irony. “Keep going, Lin,” said Leigh. “You’re pretty good, you know? I’m just thinking about how you wanted me doing this to you and now look who’s tongue fucking who. Damn, it makes me hot to know I’m gonna fuck you forever. Yeah, it’s gonna take a long time for you to make up for thinking of me as a slave… one thought and you’ll pay for that forever.”
Wicked! Lin thought Leigh’s favorite word was just right for the occasion. She’s wicked. Nothing but pussy licking for me. Probably won’t ever even let me cum. Should have been me as the mistress. I was the leader. I was always in charge. It’s not fair. I was supposed to be the one. It was gonna be so sweet and now… it’s sweet for her. She didn’t even consider stopping. If I’m lucky I won’t get punished for what I’ve already done. No way I’m asking for more. Please, for the love of God, tell me this is all a joke. 
Leigh thought three orgasms was the perfect number. It seemed to be what Joanie and Theresa liked. One was to show she could. Two was rubbing the slave’s nose in it. Three was just for her. Four was exhausting. She let Lin hit that magic number and then stopped her. “Time for your punishment, Lin,” she said. She freed Lin’s wrists, wondering if her slave would be stupid enough to try something with Bubba, Theresa, Joanie, and Paul there as reinforcements, but her devoted pussy slave let her attach ropes to her wrist cuffs and pull her up on her toes. With Lin well restrained, the other owners left the new mistress to break in her slave. 
“Such a pretty ass,” Leigh said and started swatting it. Lin made such satisfying noises with each swat. She stopped after five. “That was for not calling Theresa Mistress.” She gave another five swats. “That was for calling me a slut.” 
Dammit! She didn’t forget. I didn’t know I was the slave. It’s not fair to punish me. I thought I was the mistress. She’s enjoying this. She wants me, her best friend, to be her slave forever. How many times is she gonna spank me if it’s forever? I was gonna turn on her, but now she’s turning on me. I bet she thinks I deserve this. Got my just desserts for being stuck-up and snooty and wanting to be her mistress. She started to cry at that thought. She was getting what she deserved and it would never end.  

After the tenth swat, Leigh came around in front of her slave and looked at her curiously. Lin was crying, but it wasn’t because of the swats. She screamed for the swats, but she was crying for some other reason. “What’s the matter, Lin?” she asked. “Not having fun?”
With a sniff, Lin said, “You think I deserve to be your slave, Mistress.”

Leigh pondered that for a few seconds. That wasn’t how she felt about it. “No, Lin, I don’t think anybody deserves it. Don’t you think if you deserved it, it would take the fun out of it? Nope, you don’t deserve it, but it’s gonna happen anyway. I’m doing it because it’s fun.” She smiled at the look of surprise on Lin’s face. “Yeah, I know you were the bossy one, so it’s cool to have you as the slave. You were into boys, so it’s cool that you’ll be my pussy slave. You were always so worried about what to wear and now you won’t ever get clothes again. And, it was your idea to come see what was at the Evans’ farm, so it would be really wrong if all of us were slaves and you got off easy. You laughed at me when I asked you to tie me up last year and now who’s tied and who’s laughing. I’m so turned on that you’re the slave and I can do anything I want, but you don’t deserve it.”

Stepping back into position, she gave Lin another swat. “You talked about boys and losing your virginity and now…” Swat! “… I think I’ll keep you as a virgin forever.” Swat! “You’ll never know what a cock feels like…” Swat! “… except in your mouth or ass.” Swat! “I may never let you cum again.” Swat! “Unless you beg really good. Now, that was for not calling me mistress. How many times did you forget? Five swats for every time.”
How many times? Four or five? Bare bottom spanking from my best friend. It hurts so bad, but I can’t stop her. She doesn’t care. She’s having fun. I’m tied… fucking tied and my ass is all hers. Desperate for relief, Lin tried to bargain. “Mistress, your devoted pussy slave is sorry. I’ll never forget again. I’ll do anything you want.” 
“That’s nice to know, Lin,” said Leigh. “It’ll save your ass in the future, but not now.” She delivered another five swats. “That’s for not calling me mistress a second time.” Setting aside the paddle, she said, “I thought you’d do it more than two times, but you caved pretty quickly. Guess they trained you right. Now, if you’re really my devoted pussy slave, I may never have to punish you again, but we’ll see about that.”
“That was it, Mistress?” Lin was sure she deserved more. I caved pretty quickly. It felt like I fought harder, but it was just in my mind. I couldn’t fight. I didn’t dare. Bubba and Theresa and Joanie and Paul were there. There were too many of them. Dammit, it looks like I’m weak. She thought briefly about rebelling. There would come a time when she was free and alone with Leigh, but then what? The doors were locked and the other owners were never far away. No escape and what would they do to her for trying? She had no option except to be a devoted pussy slave until she could think of something else… a way to convince Leigh to free her. 
The slave shuddered as her mistress reached around and massaged her tits. She felt Mistress’ warm breath and lips on her neck, kissing her tenderly. Creepy. What’s she gonna do now? I don’t want her to touch me like this, but it’s better than the paddle, I guess. 
Leigh could feel Lin cringe at the intimate touch. Fondling a girl like this was against her nature as much as it was against Lin’s to be fondled, but as a mistress it was thrilling to know how much her slave didn’t want it. It was the feeling of control that Joanie had told her about. Moreover, she knew that Lin couldn’t even say anything because it was better than the alternative and Lin would come to accept and enjoy it. She’d change the pretty blond against her will and that was another thing Lin had no control over. 
“Know what’s funny?” said Leigh softly. “I was into boys. Still am. But I like how a girl feels. So soft. Such nice, smooth skin. I like your tits. You’re so beautiful and now you’re mine, all mine.” She kissed Lin’s neck again. “I can kiss you, feel you up, anything I want.” She rolled the slave’s nipples between her thumb and forefingers and then rubbed the hard nubs. “You’ll be my good slave. Do anything I want. Kiss me.” She turned Lin’s head to the side and kissed her on the lips, pushing her tongue into her slave’s mouth. 

“You kiss nice,” said Leigh after she broke the kiss. “I like kissing. Doesn’t matter if it’s a boy or a girl. What’s really gets me is you don’t want to kiss a girl, but you’ll do it for me.”
We talked about boys. She was into boys. I never knew she was into girls, too, thought Lin. Don’t say those things. God, I wish I wasn’t beautiful. Maybe she wouldn’t want me. But I am and she does. Treating me like property… like a toy… a sex toy. Yuck, she wants to kiss? That’s gross. Just that… I want her to be like this. I want her treat me nice… appreciate me… make me feel good. She felt her Mistress’ fingers lightly down her back. Ohhh, yessss, that felt good.
“Nice soft skin,” said Leigh as she caressed her slave’s back. She was happy with Lin’s reaction. The soft sighs and the way Lin moved enticingly told the young mistress that Lin was expressing a preference. Her hands moved lower to cup and caress Lin’s ass cheeks. “Such a pretty bottom. I like it when it’s nice and white, but it looks good red, too. It curves so perfectly. Nice and round. I never thought of an ass as sexy before, but now that I own one, I like them. This one especially.”
Coming around front, Leigh stepped back a few feet and drank in her slave’s nude body. “You know? I saw you naked in the shower after PE and it wasn’t a big deal. Just another girl, but now it is a big deal. My sexy pussy slave. Nothing to do but stand there and look sexy. You wanted a boyfriend, but now you’re a girl’s sex toy.” She put her hand on Lin’s smooth, shaved pussy. 
I want a boy to think I’m sexy, not her. Holy shit, don’t touch me there. Embarrassing enough that they shaved my pussy, but you don’t have to fondle it. Oh, no, don’t put a finger in there. God, it’s gonna feel good and I hate that. Anything she wants. What if she was serious? What if she never lets me cum again? 
“That’s my pretty pussy slave,” cooed Leigh. “You like that, don’t you? It’s mine to play with. Yeah, got my finger in your cunt… rubbing it… feels good, doesn’t it? Know what I want? I want you to look at me and get wet and excited. Mistress Theresa showed me how to train you. How about that? You’ll get excited by looking at a naked girl. Just like Dillon gets excited about a naked boy. I’ll train you to be just what I want.”
“Mistress, please don’t,” said Lin. “Don’t touch me there.” Don’t make me feel good. Don’t make me like it. 
“What? Are you trying to tell me what to do, Lin? Or are you begging like a good slave should? What’s the matter, don’t want to get all wet and horny for me?” Leigh kept rubbing her slave’s clit. 
Lin turned it into begging in response to her mistress’ accusation. “Please, Mistress, would you stop rubbing me like that? Anything but that, Mistress. May I please not get wet and horny?”

Leigh laughed at how her slave had phrased the question. “OK, you don’t have to get wet and horny for me. Go ahead and try not to.” She bent down and sucked on one of Lin’s nipples. “Don’t mind me. Just go ahead and don’t be wet and horny.” While her slave begged, Leigh alternated between nipples and sped up her fingers. 
“You’ll have to try harder,” Leigh teased. “You’re getting wet. Can you hold your hips still, you little slut? I told you that you didn’t have to get wet and horny, but looks like your body is naughty. You say no, but your body says yes, more please.” Speeding up more, she straightened up. “Want to suck my nipples? Want to lick them? Want to kiss me? Want to lick my pussy? Get all excited and maybe I’ll let you.” She kept Lin on the edge of an orgasm as she said offered her body to her slave. She knew the answers were all no. Lin didn’t want to do any of those things, but the real point was to keep the slave’s eyes on her body while she pleasured Lin. 
She kept that up for a couple of minutes and then stopped. “Maybe someday you’ll beg to cum for me, but that’s enough for now.” Pushing her two wet fingers into Lin’s mouth, she let the surprised slave clean them and then lowered Lin’s arms. She pulled Lin’s arms behind her back and clipped her cuffs together, pleasantly surprised that there was no resistance. Backing her slave up against the wall, she attached her wrists to the wall, dressed, and left. 

Walking into Dillon’s room, Leigh said, “Did you miss me, Boy Toy?”
The boy gaped at his friend as she sauntered in dressed and arrogant. He instantly understood she was a mistress, though he wanted to deny it. “Yes, Mistress Leigh,” he said tentatively, hoping she didn’t laugh. When she smiled, he added, “I was worried about you.”

“Looks like I came out OK, huh, Boy Toy?” She walked up to him. “You’re my slave and I’m your mistress. Guess you figured that out. What a good boy. Look at you all naked and waiting for me. That’s how I like my boys, naked. Got any questions, Boy Toy?”

“Umm, yes, Mistress,” said Boy Toy. “How come you’re my mistress?”

“Good question,” said Leigh, expecting something along that line. “Bubba and Steve and Theresa like me. We all thought it would be wicked if my friends were trained to be my slaves. So, just to get it straight. I’m your mistress. I will do all sorts of things with and to you. Most of it won’t be fun for you. You will do everything I tell you to, no matter what it is. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Boy Toy. After two weeks of training, he still felt embarrassed to be nude in front of his friend. He’d fantasized about her and tried to sneak peeks of her, even it was only to see the outline of her tits in a tight top or what she chose to expose in a bikini. For her to be in the superior position of unabashedly gawking at him was more than a little uncomfortable. 
“Want to see your mistress’ tits?”

“Yes, Mistress, I know they’re perfect,” he said, sucking up to her. If it hadn’t been true, it was now. He didn’t know if there was a right answer, but a complement couldn’t hurt. He stared at the small bumps under Leigh’s tight tank top. He was too apprehensive to enjoy the chance to unabashedly gawk at her, though she was giving him the opportunity. 
“Doesn’t look like that to me,” said Leigh, pointedly looking at his limp cock. “Convince me.”
She wants me hard first? Invited to stare, he looked at her slender legs, running up to her tight shorts and imagined what lay hidden in them. He’d be licking that pussy soon, maybe fucking it if he was lucky. His eyes continued up to focus on her tits, imagining them bared for him. His cock stirred. It was exciting to look at her knowing that she knew he was looking and even wanted him to look. He didn’t have to glance away when she caught him looking. “My mistress is sexy,” he said. “A slave doesn’t deserve to see her body, but it would make me hard. Your pussy is pretty and bare and waiting to be licked. Your tits are just right and I’d love to make your nipples hard and suck on them all you want.” Just describing her brought his cock to half-staff. He looked down at it. “A slave would like to see his mistress’ tits. Would you like to watch me jerk off for you?”  
“Hmm, not very convincing,” she said. Wanting him to succeed, she ran a finger around her breasts and then cupped and squeezed them. “Ohhh, I love having slaves suck my tits. It feels so good and especially when my boy toy with a hard cock does it.” As his cock swelled up to stand at attention, she said, “That’s what I want to see every time I come to see you.” She slowly lifted her tank top to exposed her flat tummy. His eyes were glued to her, more than convincing her that he wanted to see her tits. She skinned her top all the way off. Joanie had, of course, been right when she’d said that stripping by her own choice was thrilling. She could control Boy Toy’s cock with her body.
Leigh had spent plenty of time with Bubba, Steve, and Mark, but this was the first time with a boy her own age. The big cocks were satisfying, but, just as Boy Toy thought this was personal, so did Leigh. “Who would’ve thought two weeks ago that I’d have Lin’s boyfriend naked and hard, practically begging me to look? Who would’ve thought you and your cock would be my property?” She put her hands on his chest. “Anything I want from my boy toy, even if it’s just to look at him.” Then she pulled his head down to her tits and he sucked on her nipples. She gasped, surprised at his eagerness as he made love to her tits. It certainly wasn’t a perfunctory suckle, more like he was worshipping them. 
Lifting his head up and away so he was standing back up, she said, “I think somebody’s going for extra points. Might just work, too.” It was so thrilling to have Lin’s boyfriend make love to her tits that she had to remind herself she had to be in control. He wasn’t Lin’s anymore. He was hers and a slave, not a boyfriend. Still, she just knew she had to get Boy Toy to do that in front of Lin. That would be fun. 
Slapping him smartly on the ass and then grabbing a handful of his ass, she said, “Pretty piece of property, Boy Toy. I spanked Lin 20 times for being disobedient. I mean, can you imagine what she did when she found out she was my slave? She got her punishment and you’re such a good boy that your ass is still nice and white. Oh, the things I’m gonna do to you. Be right back.” She grabbed her shirt and put it on as she headed out the door. 
Picking up a bag, she went to claim Frank. When he saw her with a bag in her hand, he said, “Leigh! For God’s sake, I was so worried about you. How come you got clothes? Are those clothes for me? Are we going?”
Like Boy Toy, he was naked and chained to the wall. She shut the door. “Frankie, I’m glad you’re so happy to see your new mistress, but I’ll start punishing you if you don’t call me Mistress now that you know you’re my slave. You belong to me personally. My property. Understand?”
“Yeah, yes, Mistress,” said Frankie. He was a slight boy, shorter than Leigh, and she’d decided that he was going to get the same treatment as Kiki. Broken by Mark, he wasn’t about to even question why she called him Frankie. 
Leigh started by putting a blindfold on Frankie so the soon-to-be-girl wouldn’t see the transformation. Once he was sightless, she said, “Yes, I do have clothes for you.” He heard the zipper of the bag and immediately wondered what the catch was. She’d just called him property and what didn’t she want him to see? 
“Here, step into these,” said Leigh, helping Frankie into a pair of bikini briefs with butterflies on them. She pulled them up, tucking his soft cock into the soft material. “Now this,” she put his legs one at a time into a short tartan skirt and slid it up to Frankie’s hips.

What the heck is she doing? Frankie couldn’t tell the difference between the girl’s panties and a boy’s briefs, but he knew she hadn’t just put pants on him. What is that? Is that a skirt? Dang, did she just put a skirt on me? Jeez, they got Dillon getting a hard on for me and now she’s dressing me like a girl? Just to humiliate me? This is sick.  
Freeing his arms, Leigh put a crop top on Frankie that fell just below his nipples and reconnected his wrist cuffs behind his back. She brushed his unruly hair. It would be a few months before it was long enough, but it had to do for now. “Pucker up, Frankie.” When he pushed his lips out, she put lipstick on them. “Now put your lips together.” When he pursed his lips just like a girl would do to make her lipstick look just right, she knew he knew what she’d just done. 
The young mistress put suspension cuffs on Frankie’s ankles and attached ropes to them so she could hang him upside down. “There we go. Fixed up all nice and pretty.” She loosened the blindfold. “Frankie, are you ready to see the new you?” Then, she uncovered his eyes and he immediately looked down.
“What do you mean the new me? Are you gonna make me wear this and let everybody see me?”
“Of course, Frankie,” she said. “And, I’m going to spank you for forgetting to call me Mistress, but first, I’ll tell you what I mean. You are now and forever after a girl.” She can’t do that really, can she? “I’ll call you Frankie, she, and her. Everyone will.” Feminine names! She is out to humiliate me. “You will never act like or call yourself a boy.” Yes, I will. “You’re a girl.” No, I’m not. “You’ll get to wear cute girl clothes like these. Yes, you are cute and sexy like that.” Fuck me! I’m a boy and she’s gonna make me pretend I’m a girl. “I’ll let you keep the package between your legs, but from now on, you’re a girl with a boy part.” What? Let me keep it? How could she even consider not. “When it’s erect, it’s a naughty boy part. Never a cock, dick, penis, or woody. If I let you cum, you’ll cum in only one place, the mouth of your boyfriend, Boy Toy.” Jesus Christ Almighty! I’ve got a boyfriend, too. 
“Ready to be my good girl?”
“No, Mistress,” said Frankie. 

“Never gonna be ready for it, huh?” said Leigh. “Too bad. Ready or not, you are. But first, I have to take care of something.” She bent Frankie forward at the waist. “Ooo, cute panties,” she teased. “Hold still like that or I’ll tie you.” 
Frankie looked back over her shoulder and saw her mistress with a paddle. Hold still for how many? Mistress swatted her and she jumped and yelped. “That’s good,” said Leigh. “Even sounded like a little girl getting spanked.” She swatted her two more times before Frankie shifted to make her bottom a little less accessible. 
“Get back here,” snapped Leigh. “Dammit, if I hit half an ass with this, it’ll hurt more, you silly slave. Now give me a good target.” She had to take a deep breath to calm herself as the pert, pantie-clad ass turned back toward her obediently. She gave Frankie two more swats and stopped. “That should do it for now. This time. Next time it’ll be worse.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Frankie.

“Now wait here and I’ll be right back with a surprise. Oh, hey, want five more swats?”
“No, Mistress.”

“Good, then when we come back, say hi, handsome, ready to play naughty?” She shut the door without looking back or waiting for an answer. 

Say what? Jeez, she’s gonna bring Boy Toy in, I just know it. He’s gonna walk in and I’m gonna say that or get five swats. Well, five swats never sounded better. She’s not winning this one. It was less than five minutes later when the door opened and Boy Toy came in with Mistress on his heels. Frankie said nothing. 

“Holy shit! She is sexy,” said Boy Toy as he stared at his cross-dressed friend. He’d been given the rules of how to treat Frankie and though it felt weird, he used the right pronoun and didn’t have to feign the part about being sexy. He couldn’t help but get turned on by another boy, or a girl with a boy part, and Frankie was dressed sexy. Look at her legs. And that top. Like it’s hiding little tits. That skirt is way short and if she has panties on like Mistress said… that’s hot. 
The last thing Frankie wanted to hear was that she was sexy and, to her dismay, Boy Toy’s cock responded like it always had. It’s because I’m a boy, he reminded himself. He called me she. Everybody will. Frankie looked at Leigh and bent at the waist almost proudly. She took her five swats as manly as she could and straightened up, still proud of being defiant though her ass hurt like hell. 
“Now,” said the pretty mistress with an evil tone. “Let’s do it all over again. Do you want to say it or get five swats?”

“What!? Mistress Leigh!? I thought…”

“Yeah, yeah, got this problem when slaves think. What you think doesn’t mean a fucking thing. Now, give me that fucking defiant look again and bend the fuck over or else.” Fuck me! She noticed I was being defiant. I thought I had a choice. I thought I won, but I didn’t. I never will. Leigh stepped up close and Frankie thought Mistress was about to slap her. “Wait a second, pretty girl,” said Leigh in a tone nearly the opposite of what she’d used a second before. She wiped the tears off Frankie’s cheeks and blotted her pretty blue eyes. “There, that’s better. Got something to say to Boy Toy?”
Fuck! Say or five swats, then say it or five swats, then say it or five swats. It’s not really a choice, is it? “H-hi, han-handsome. Ready to play naughty?”

Leigh patted Frankie’s cheek. “That wasn’t so hard, was it, pretty girl.” She lowered her voice and growled, “Now say it like you mean it.”

I thought it couldn’t get any worse. “Hi, handsome. Ready to play naughty?” Frankie used her best imitation girl voice and wasn’t even aware of how she flipped her hip right after handsome. It was so feminine that Leigh almost clapped. 
“Yeah, sweet thing,” said Boy Toy. “I’ll play naughty with you any time.” Turned on and knowing he was going to get to cum, he wasn’t reluctant like his girlfriend. He let Leigh position him standing right in front of Frankie and tie his wrists to ropes from the ceiling. His mistress manually hoisted him to his toes since Frankie was connected to the winch. 
When Boy Toy was secure, Leigh worked the winch and Frankie looked down at her ankles. “Mistress, please, don’t. That’s…” She quickly sat before the slack in the rope was gone and she was pulled right off her feet. “Not upside down,” she whined, but the winch inexorably pulled her ankles into the air. “My skirt,” she shrieked as it fell down to expose her panties. 
“Ooo, butterflies,” said Boy Toy. “I like butterflies. Those are cute.”

“Don’t look at me. Oh, fuck, my top. Mistress! You picked his top on purpose!” As her feet went farther, the crop top fell down to expose her nipples. 

“Of course, I did, sweetie,” said Leigh as she cradled Frankie’s head to keep it from dragging across the floor until her head was clear. “I know you want to play hard to get, so I’m helping out.” The ropes were tied to her ankles so that winch half-turned her as she rose up so she was facing Boy Toy. 
“Jeez, Frankie, your boy part is naughty,” said Boy Toy, ad libbing for the first time as the girl’s boy part came up toward his head. 

“No, it’s not!” shrieked Frankie. “Is it?” Why would it be hard? The girls’ clothes make me feel funny, but I’m not turned on. Getting spanked by Leigh made me feel funny, too. Hanging in front of Boy Toy like this really gives me butterflies in my tummy. What’s happening. Please, tell me I’m not turned on. 
“Yeah, looks ready to play to me,” said Boy Toy. Mistress stopped the winch with the sexy bulge in Frankie’s panties treat right in front of his face. He was standing and Frankie was dangling in what was a vertical sixty-nine position. As Frankie swung back and forth, her face rubbed against his cock though she managed to arch her head back and away. 
“A little more help,” said Leigh. She pulled Frankie’s panties aside and freed her naughty boy part. “Make Frankie a happy little girl.” Once Boy Toy started blowing Frankie, Leigh knelt and pushed Frankie’s head to Boy Toy’s cock. “Come on, be a good girl and suck him off. Do you need a ring gag?”

Ring gag, suck him off, or five swats I’ll bet. Frankie reluctantly opened her mouth and sucked in her boyfriend’s cock. Boy Toy had the leverage to bob up and down on Frankie’s boy part, but Leigh had to help Frankie get the right rhythm. The new girl thought it felt indecently good to have her boy part sucked. She didn’t want it to feel that good, but it did. It almost made it worthwhile to be dressed like a girl, to be mostly naked, and to suck Boy Toy’s cock. God help me, I feel sexy. 
As Boy Toy sucked off his girl, he was excited and didn’t care that he was. Frankie was hot as a boy or as a girl and it felt better, more right, now that Frankie was a girl. Nothing had really changed, but he could tell himself it had. Despite Frankie’s protests, he could tell Frankie was turned on. From his perspective, it even seemed Frankie got more turned on the more she protested. And, it was Frankie that came first, filling his mouth with cum. 

After swallowing Frankie’s cum, Boy Toy could focus on his own orgasm. He licked the cute cock, but his concentration was on fucking the tight mouth. All Leigh had to do was keep Frankie from swinging as Boy Toy pounded in her mouth and shot his load. “Swallow it, baby,” he said and watched Frankie’s throat work to put the cum where it belonged. He couldn’t believe how hot it was to get a blowjob from the boy-girl. She was the best of both worlds to him. 
Leigh lowered her two slaves and then stripped, reveling in the looks her slaves gave her. She waved them to her and the naked boy and sexy girl took turns licking her pussy until she’d had three orgasms. She made a mental note to thank Theresa and the others for training her slaves so well. She thought it wasn’t possible, but like Theresa said, Frankie was excited by the humiliation and Boy Toy was excited by helping humiliate Frankie.  
Putting her slaves away, Leigh realized it was almost time for lunch. She’d taken up the whole morning, but it had been a very productive morning. When she took lunch to her slaves, she freed one wrist on each slave, leaving the other chained to the wall, so they could use a hand to eat. She knew they’d been eating out of bowls, so this was a treat for them, a sign of her approval. She liked using the stick, but Joanie had shown her the value of the carrot, too. 
During the hour before lunch and half hour after lunch when she was alone, Lin digested what had just happened. There was no doubt that she was angry over the betrayal. They’d told her she was being trained to be a mistress by learning to be a slave and that was a lie. She’d put up with the shit with the expectation that it would be over one day and now it would never end. She was mad at Bubba for making that promise, the other owners for training her, and Leigh for the final betrayal. What was most galling was that she knew she couldn’t express her anger. She had no recourse but to be the slave she’d been trained to be. 
She went from not believing her best friend could be this mean to accepting that this was the real Leigh and there was nothing she could do about it. It’s not a joke. If daddy knew what was going on, he’d sue them. He never let anything bad happen to me. I was special. He gave me everything I asked for—clothes, MacBook, iPod, iPad, iPhone, a horse, a dog, a cat, riding lessons, dance lessons, everything. If only he knew, but he doesn’t. Just me now to take care of myself and I can’t do anything. I’m scared, embarrassed, mad, and screwed. 

Of all the things she’d done in the past two weeks, getting down and eating cum out of Leigh’s pussy was the most degrading, hardest of all. She’s a slut. In her two weeks, she’s learned to suck Bubba’s cock because she wants to. She likes it. She let me watch her get fucked just to show me that she likes it. You’d think that would make her a better slave than me, except that she likes being a mistress more. She touched me and she liked that, too. She liked embarrassing me, spanking me, teasing me, being mean. I gotta think of something to put her in her place. 
By the time Leigh came for her, Lin still hadn’t thought of anything that didn’t involve asking for punishment. What’s she gonna do now? Can I manage to not get punished? How bad is this gonna be and can I take it? Her mistress held up a 2-inch diameter black rubber ball with a stem attached to a small disk and a black cone that was 2-inches long and an inch in diameter at the widest. The cone, too, had a stem and a disk. Both had a 1-inch diameter bell, like a sleigh bell, attached to the disk. “Which goes in your mouth, Lin?” asked the mistress. 
“Mistress, that one goes in my mouth,” she said, nodding at the cone since it was smaller. 

Leigh dropped her hand that held the cone and held up only the ball. “It’s gonna be pretty hard to shove this up your ass.”

What? Shove that up my ass? Ohhh, one in my mouth and one in my ass. Fuck! That is so not fitting in my ass. “Mistress, that goes in my mouth.”

“Where’s this one go?” Leigh held up the cone. 

Well, duh, bet it goes in my ass then and she wants me to say it. Hah, I got the answer to that. “Mistress, what a slave thinks doesn’t matter.” There. I didn’t say it goes up my ass.
The young mistress was surprised by the answer, but she made use of it. “That’s a good girl. I see you’re learning. You’re right. What a slave thinks doesn’t matter. Just remember that. Now open up.”
It was Lin’s turn to be surprised when Mistress put the cone in her open mouth. She closed her lips around it with the disk outside her mouth and her teeth biting on the stem. It fit comfortably in her mouth and she eyed the ball warily, wondering if now it was going up her ass. It didn’t seem possible. 
Leigh promptly pulled the now slick cone out. “Turn around and bend over.” 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Lin, relieved that the cone’s destination was her ass. She grunted as Leigh put it in, but she’d had larger ones. When Mistress offered her the ball, she opened her mouth and let Mistress put it in. She had a sense that she’d averted a worse fate despite the fact that she wanted neither the plug nor the gag. 
“I could strap that in so it won’t come out,” said Leigh. “I’m not going to, but if it comes out by accident or on purpose, I’m putting the butt plug in your mouth and strapping it in. Now, ring the bell.”
Considering her options, Lin realized there was only one way to ring the bell. She shook her head back and forth and up and down, making the bell ring. She wanted to die when Leigh grinned at her success. “Now the other one,” said Leigh. The other one? The one in my ass? Wiggle my ass for you? Why do you want to embarrass me so much? The slave wiggled her ass and heard the bell jingle gaily. 
“Very nice,” said Mistress Leigh. “We’re going for a walk and I want those bells to jingle with each step.” She clipped a leash to Lin’s collar and led her out of the room. The first stop was Boy Toy’s room where Leigh led Lin in and walked her in a circle to make sure the slave rang the bells for Boy Toy while blushing bright red.

Pulling an identical set of gag and plug from her bag, Leigh put them in Boy Toy’s mouth and ass and made him ring the bells. When she told them both to ring their bells, the two slaves found some comfort in their mutual humiliation. Leigh connected a chain from Lin’s butt plug to Boy Toy’s collar and led the two slaves to Frankie’s room. 
Seeing Frank as Frankie for the first time, Lin’s immediate reaction was to think, there’s somebody worse off than me! She’s making Frank dress like a girl like Kiki. Jeez, that’s more humiliating than being naked, I think. Those are some sexy clothes. I like to turn boys’ heads, but I wouldn’t wear something like that. She continued to stare at Frankie while Mistress explained that Frankie was now a girl with a boy part and that punishment would ensue for forgetting that. 

God! He’s worse off than me. More humiliated. He’s got to play like a girl. Is he gonna get tits, too?  Lin watched as Leigh gagged and plugged her, removing her butterfly panties in the process. Those are little girl panties. Like I wore when I was eight. For God’s sake! Is that his cock… her boy part… pushing his… her skirt up? She’s got a naughty boy part? She’s got clothes, but just a short skirt and top. Jeez, if she bends over…  
Again, Leigh made Frankie and then the other two slaves ring their bells. She attached a chain from Boy Toy’s butt plug to Frankie’s collar and led the three jingling slaves out of room and out into the walled in outdoor compound. She led them around, chastising them if the jingling died down. Stopping in the far corner, she said, “Pee break. Boy Toy, you can stand and pee. Lin and Frankie, squat down like good girls and pee.”

From their expressions, Leigh could tell that Lin and Frankie both wanted to protest, but faced with the prospect of a butt plug in their mouths, they just looked outraged as they squatted and Boy Toy peed proudly. A jet of pee came out from under Frankie’s skirt while Lin did her best to keep from peeing on her feet. So, that’s how a girl pees, thought Frankie as she watched her fellow girl slave pee without a boy part. Coming right out of her slit. Kind of a stream, but right between her feet. She’s gonna do it on her feet. She’s splashing on her feet. Boy Toy had the same thoughts, adding on a touch of arousal at getting to watch something that clearly embarrassed Lin.  
Lin had to pee bad or else she might now have done right there. Peeing in public! I had to do it for the other owners, but Boy Toy and Frankie are staring like they’ve never seen a girl pee before. Oh God! They haven’t. She felt her face burn in shame as she assuaged the boys’ curiosity. Don’t look at me. I’m not looking at you. Jeez, I don’t want to watch you two pee, so don’t watch me. Giving in to her non-verbal demand for privacy, Boy Toy and Frankie reluctantly looked away, but that didn’t undo her feeling of being a demo for their benefit.  
For the past two weeks, the three slaves had been given a chance to piss and shit right after lunch. They peed outside, in a can, or in a toilet and they shit in a can or toilet, so what Leigh asked next was a shocking new twist. “Who needs to shit?” Based on their training and conditioned schedule, she knew they all did. 
Boy Toy raised his hand tentatively and Frankie followed suit. “Uh uh,” whined Lin, clearly meaning not here rather than not me. She looked at the audience and back at Mistress. “Uh uh,” she whined again. For God’s sake, not outside. Not with them watching. Put me in my room with a can. Let me do it in a toilet with them watching, but not here. 
“Can’t do it with a butt plug,” said Leigh. “You first, Boy Toy.” She picked the second most compliant of the slaves and extracted his butt plug. She took out her most compliant slave’s gag and popped the foul plug into the astonished Frankie’s mouth. Frankie made a face, but didn’t spit it out. “Clean it. Whenever it comes out, it gets cleaned just like this.” When Frankie did nothing, Leigh said, “Suck on it. That’s how you clean it.” 
What the hell? That came out of Boy Toy’s butt. Jeez, it tastes like shit. Suck on it? Frankie started sucking, realizing that the foul taste and smell abated quicker that way. Gross, but sucking is actually better than not sucking. Hey, what are you two looking at? Bet mine’s going in Lin’s mouth and Lin’s is going in Boy Toy’s mouth. Your turns are coming up. You two don’t get it, do you? Anything she wants or I go back in the ghost’s room. She’s got something on you. Anything she wants or you get it. 
Sure enough, Leigh pulled out Lin’s plug and put it in Boy Toy’s mouth and then pulled out Frankie’s plug. She removed Lin’s gag. “That’s gro… ulp,” said Lin as the slave’s lips closed around the plug. Leigh felt her pulse race as Lin sucked on the plug. My God! I’ve cum eight times today already and I’m wet as can be watching Lin take everything I give her without a peep. Being a mistress is so incredible. I’m gonna need a tongue pretty soon.
Linked from collar to mouth, the three slaves squatted on the grass facing each other and shit. Boy Toy watched Lin as the nude girl blushed furiously. The boy was shitting, too, but seemed unfazed by the audience. Frankie was at least covered by a skirt and that left Lin as the only one who was bothered by the crude act. It took her just a few seconds to decide that looking down was better than staring back. She could at least pretend they weren’t watching. 
Leading them back to the building, Leigh paused just outside the door and turned on the hose. To clean off their butts, she sprayed Lin and Boy Toy down with cold water, getting them wetter than they needed to be. She told Frankie to lift her skirt and was more discrete, but Frankie’s skirt still got wet. After replacing the butt plugs in butts and gags in mouths, she led them back inside and into the slaves’ quarters for the first time. The large space was vacated as the mistress set up for their final embarrassment of the day. 
“This is where the slaves all live when they’re not being used,” she told her trio of slaves. “This is where you’ll stay from now on.” She positioned them between cleats in the floor and told them to kneel. Then, she clipped their leash to a cleat in front of them and their ankle cuffs to a cleat behind them. Still with their wrists behind their backs, they were as immobilized, helpless, and on display as ever. 
“It’s time for you to meet the other slaves,” she explained. “Mistress Joanie, Master Paul, and Mistress Theresa and their 11 slaves all live here with us. Bubba and the others spend a lot of time here, but they also have homes and slaves they keep at home. You’re just going to meet the 11 live-in slaves today.” 
Eleven slaves! Lin had met three of them and had a feeling there were more. It felt like the first day at a new school about to meet the other kids in her class. The other slaves knew the ropes and she suspected they were well-behaved. I’ll stick out like a sore thumb. The new kid who doesn’t fit in. Hell, even Boy Toy and Frankie don’t seem all that put out. Bet they all want to see the naked girl and I feel so vulnerable. She couldn’t stand and she couldn’t cover herself. Like the other two slaves, she could only kneel facing the door and wait. 
“Oh, yeah, and when they come in, they’ll all introduce themselves and say hello. I want my slaves to have manners, so you’ll say hello, too. Only, since you’re gagged, you’ll say hello by ringing your bells. Both of them.”
Dammit, the next to last thing I want to do is ring my bells, thought Leigh. And the last thing I want to do is get punished in front of them all at our very first meeting for not ringing my bells. What a bitch! Where did she come up with all these wicked ideas for her very first day with us? She was a normal girl just like us two weeks ago. Well, a little weird, but I thought she’d outgrown that tie up game thing. It isn’t a game anymore. 
Leigh let ten minutes go by to let the suspense build. She wanted her slaves to have time to get physically settled and to think about being on display. Then, she said, “I better check on them. Let them know you’re ready.” She left and let the other owners know they were ready. They were all biding their time while they waited for Leigh. Joanie was warming Mommy’s ass. Theresa was washing down Princess after the puppy girl had a go with Sledge and Hammer. Paul was getting his recently sucked cock cleaned by Pain. They all had planned their schedules around this moment since they all agreed bringing new slaves to meet their fellow slaves in the close quarters that the slaves shared was a pivotal moment. 
“They’ll be right in,” Leigh told her less than thrilled slaves. “They’re all so excited to meet you. Oh, by the way, everybody thinks it’s so cute that you came to check out the place, walked down the steps yourselves, and got turned into slaves. It’s like you were asking for it.”
I did not walk down the steps by myself! Frankie didn’t dare point that out, but she could have the small bit of pride that came with being right. 

A couple of minutes later, Joanie led her five slaves in. Lining them up in front of the three new slaves, she said, “Mommy, this is Lin.”
“Hello, Lin,” said Mommy. 

Expecting the next introduction, Lin did nothing and then realized she was going to say hi to each one separately. Suddenly scared that she’d been disobedient, she shook her head more than she meant and the jingle of the bell was loud in the quiet room. Blushing, she shook her hips and made the other bell ring. Hi, hello, yeah, we met yesterday. Watch me embarrass myself. Jeez, not bad enough that I’m chained to the floor like an animal, but I have to wiggle on command. At least she’s naked, too. 
“Mommy, this is Boy Toy,” said Joanie. 

“Hello, Boy Toy,” said Mommy. 

Mommy? Is that really her mommy or just a name she gave her like she named me Boy Toy? God, she’s like 11 and has a woman as her slave. Five slaves in all. She must be really good at it if they let her have five. He shook his head and wiggled his ass, too interested in the naked woman slave to be embarrassed. 
“Mommy, this is Frankie.”

“Hello, Frankie. What a pretty girl,” said Mommy.
Pretty girl? Does she know I’m a boy? She didn’t say anything like that to the others, so I’ll bet she does. Everybody’s going to say that just to keep reminding me. She shook her head and wiggled her ass. 

When First was introduced, the teen slave made an extra comment to Boy Toy. “Hello, Boy Toy. You’re a horny one. Got a hard on for Mommy and me.”

Damn right. She was hot and so are you. Hope we get to play together sometime. He rang his bells proudly and his cock waved at her as well.  Being a slave sucked, but he saw the potential for some perks as the only boy slave. 
Going in age order, Joanie introduced Kiki next. She was dressed in her blue sailor suit/school girl clothes. All three of the new slaves came to the same conclusion without being told. Kiki got girls’ clothes because she was just like Frankie, a girl with a boy part. Kiki left no doubt when she said hello to Frankie and lifted her skirt to reveal the bulge in her blue and white striped panties. “I bet our mistresses will want to see a couple of girls play with each other’s boy parts. Hope you’re looking forward to it, pretty girl.”
Fuck me! She’s just like me and I’ll bet she’s right… just to humiliate us both. Bad enough I have to be Boy Toy’s girlfriend, but I’m gonna do it with Kiki, too. Jeez, she is cute, but that’s still a guy like me. Gay play or is it lesbian if we’re girls? Then Frankie’s eyes widened as he noticed the bumps in Kiki’s tight top. For God’s sake, she’s got tits. She’s a she or… they did something to her. Boy part and tits… girl parts. Maybe they’re falsies. Yeah, that’s gotta be it. 
After Frankie said hello, Kiki lifted the girl’s skirt. “You are looking forward to it, aren’t you? Me, too.” She cupped her tits and added, “It’ll be more fun when you get some of these.”
Not falsies! I’m gonna get some of those? How? Fuck, Mistress said I was lucky to keep my boy part. Could they do a sex change on me and turn me into a real girl? What did they do to Kiki? Will it hurt? 
Joanie introduced Butter and Tease before telling the three slaves that Mommy was her real mommy and now was their surrogate mommy. It was something that Lin already knew, but Boy Toy and Frankie were astonished that Joanie owned her mom, sister, brother, and two best friends and that Theresa was Mommy’s original owner and best friend. It put things in perspective for Frankie, who realized, it’s not odd to them at all that Leigh owns her friends. They all do it. Even family. Not like anybody’s going to do something about it. It’s twisted, but in here that’s normal. 
Paul introduced Professor Pain, Sucker, and Mine and then Theresa introduced Barbara, Erin, and Princess. By the eleventh introduction, the three mute slaves jingled their hello without hesitation or embarrassment. It wasn’t so bad for Lin and Boy Toy to be naked when they were just one of twelve or for Frankie to be dressed like a girl when she was not the only one. Frankie dwelled on how she’d get tits and Lin thought about how she’d once told Leigh she didn’t want anything to do with blacks because they were lazy and stupid. She was sure Leigh hadn’t forgotten that and she’d worried about being taken by Bubba and now she had to worry about Leigh making her have sex with Pain, Licker, or Mine. 
Of the three, only Boy Toy had his full attention on the introductions. Each new slave was another naked female form that he imagined being paired with. Maybe he’d only get to cum in Frankie’s mouth, but how bad could it be going down on First, sucking Pain’s tits, or just being in the presence of one or more of the college girls. He wasn’t interested in the preteen Butter, Tease, or Mine, but they were cute and they’d grow up. 
When the introductions were over, Joanie, Paul, and Theresa restrained their slaves in various quick and simple ways. Finished first, Paul reclined in front of Pain and said, “Suck my toes, nigger.” Like Leigh before them, the three new slaves were shocked at the use of the N-word, but they noticed that Pain didn’t react with outrage. They watched the once proud woman attend to her master’s feet, licking and sucking his toes. It was simply submissive and degrading without the blatant sexual nature of so many other things. 
When Theresa offered her foot to Barbara, the three young slaves saw the pattern. Leigh let her slaves watch the lesson in toe sucking long enough to know what was expected and then she pulled Lin’s gag out. “Be a good girl and suck my toes, Lin.” She was dubious about the joy of having her toes sucked until Lin got started. It was, as she expected, a thrill to make her slave do it, but it was also an unexpected sensual pleasure. 
Be a good girl! She just keeps rubbing it in. How low can she sink? Lin licked her mistress’ big toe, mimicking what she saw Pain and Barbara do. It was embarrassingly like sucking a little cock, but absolutely humiliating in another way. Like kissing her feet only worse. She’s been walking around barefoot all day and it’s dirty and disgusting. Bet Boy Toy and Frankie are watching me. At least I’m not the only one, but everybody knows it’s my first time. It’s like a test and I don’t dare fail. Jeez, it tastes like dirt. When she moved to the next toe, she was dismayed to see Leigh’s big toe was much cleaner. I did suck the dirt right off it. Nine more to go. Pain and Barbara get to use their hands, but not me. And First is doing Mistress Joanie now.  
To Lin’s relief, after she finished one foot, Mistress said, “Boy Toy, let’s see if you can do just as good a job. Do a blowjob on my toes.” After the intense morning, the new mistress spent a more relaxing afternoon as Theresa and Joanie guided her to a slower pace. There was plenty of time to explore every little wicked idea Leigh had. 
*****

The next morning after feeding her slaves, Leigh was looking forward to a fun session with Lin. So many positions to try, she’d selected one for her slave. She’d made a list and thought of this as the first of many daily tie ups. There was more than a month of positions on her list. Some she remembered from her pictures and some she’d learned when other owners had used equipment she’d never seen before. 
Lin had other plans for the day and as soon as her friend unclipped her wrists from behind her back, she lunged at Leigh. She didn’t have a real clear plan except to subdue her tormentor and then make demands. Unfortunately, she hadn’t counted on two things. First, her arms were stiff from being in the same position all night long and her meager attempt to throttle her mistress was easily thwarted. Second, Leigh was ready for the rebellion. If not today, she knew it would happen. She punched Lin in the solar plexus and the astonished slave said, “Hah,” as Leigh knocked the wind out of her. 
Delivering the punch just as Theresa had taught her, Leigh was surprised at its effectiveness. Her slave fell to her knees. “Aahhh,” gasped Lin as Leigh stepped behind her. “Ahhh,” she gasped again as Leigh clipped her wrists together. “Aahhh,” she said again, the only syllable she could muster. She doubled over, making it even easier for her mistress to control her. “Aahhh,” she gasped as Leigh pulled her to her feet. She knew she was clearly outmatched and tried to apologize. “Mis-mistress Leigh. I shouldn’t have… I’m sorry… please don’t p-punish me.” She looked to the other slaves for support, but the well-trained slaves looked at her as if she was stupid and Boy Toy and Frankie were still chained to the floor. She was alone. 
“Mistress, you know this is wrong. We should try to get out,” insisted Lin, trying to dig in her heels as her mistress tried to lead her away. 

Leniency was far from Leigh’s mind as she rounded on Lin. “You have no arms. You’re already in trouble and you’re already helpless. Don’t make it worse.” She marched Lin out of the room and took her slave to a room with a spanking bench in it. The bench had a dark brown leather padded bolster three feet off the floor resting on solid metal sides that formed an A frame to support the bolster and the slave’s weight. She ordered Lin to straddle one end of it and boosted her up to help. 
What is this thing? What’s she gonna do? How bad is this gonna be? Lin had taken her best shot and didn’t dare anger her mistress anymore, so she just watched as Leigh adjusted a small shelf on the right side of the horse and brought it up so she was kneeling on it. Her mistress strapped her calf down on the shelf and then did the same with her left leg. Now she was attached to the horse and unable to move from her hips down. 
“Please, Mistress, I’ll never do that again,” she pleaded from her helpless position. It frightened her that Leigh hadn’t said anything so far except one or two word commands to go, straddle that, and hold still. “I’ll be the best slave ever. May I be your good pussy slave?” 

“Shut up,” said Leigh. She looked in the well-equipped cabinets and found a ring gag that she put in Lin’s mouth. She loosened the side shelves so that now they were held up by Lin’s legs. “Stand up.”

Lin thought it was a stupid command or maybe a test. She attempted to do the impossible feat of standing. She hardly noticed the effect of putting her weight on her legs was to push the shelves down as far as they could go and still stay attached to her legs. When her mistress tightened the screws on the shelves, she was even more securely attached to the bench. 
“Lean forward.” Leigh guided her slave to lie down on her stomach. She then unclipped Lin’s wrists, pulled up a side shelf toward the front of the right side and positioned Lin’s right forearm lying on the shelf. She clipped her slave’s wrist cuff to one end and used straps to secure her forearm to the shelf. When she did the same with Lin’s left arm, it looked like the slave might be super-glued to the spanking bench. Lin’s thighs and arms hugged the sides of the horse, her body was pressed against the bolster, and her head, fingers and toes were the only things she could move. 
“Two weeks of training and you’re still stupid enough to try to attack me?” Leigh stood in front of her slave with her hands on her hips. “I know you’ll never do that again because I’m going to teach you the meaning of real pain. There will be no doubt in your silly head that I’m the mistress and you don’t fuck with me.” 
Cringing at how furious her mistress was, Lin wondered what ‘real pain’ was. The shock collar hurt like hell. She’d been spanked to tears and beyond. She’d hung by her wrists for ages. What more was there? It was frightening to hear those words and be as helpless as she was right now. More helpless than she’d ever felt. I’m going to hold still for whatever she wants. She could rip out my fingernails, whip me bloody, or anything. Probably things I can’t even imagine. I never knew how dark she was, because this is the real Leigh, not the one I’ve been friends with for years. She was surprised and comforted a little when Leigh picked up a paddle. She could deal with that. 
A knock on the door startled Leigh. She didn’t want any interruptions right now. Mistress Theresa stuck her head in. “Mistress Leigh, I need your help right away with Boy Toy.”

“Can’t it wait?” snapped Leigh and then all the anger flowed out of her from the glare that Theresa gave her. Something was wrong and she was afraid it was her. She’d done something wrong. She was on the road to punishing her slave the way they’d discussed if this should ever happen, so what was going on? 
Leigh was already heading for the door without waiting for an answer. The look alone said it couldn’t wait. Mistress Theresa stopped her and said, “Hang that paddle on the wall where she can look at it and think about her spanking and then come with me.”

As she hung the paddle, she told Lin, “I’ll be back.” Stepping out the door, Leigh wasn’t surprised when Mistress Theresa didn’t take her to Boy Toy. “Young lady,” said Theresa, sternly lecturing Leigh. “You are still an apprentice and if I call you for any reason, you’ll come. There’s nothing wrong with Boy Toy. I just made that up to get you out here without letting Lin know that you’re in trouble. A little trouble anyway. More trouble if you argue or don’t do what I’m about to tell you.”
“Yes, Mistress Theresa,” said Leigh, feeling like a naughty schoolgirl. “What was I doing wrong? Of course, I want you to teach me to do it right.” She didn’t know if Theresa might punish a bad apprentice, but she wanted to be a good one with or without consequences. If she wasn’t good, then she knew she’d have constant trouble with her slaves. 
“It’s simple,” said the experienced mistress. “Never punish a slave in anger. You’ll hit her too hard, too much, or something. When you go back in… after 15 minutes to let her stew over the paddle… you’re going in to punish a disobedient slave, not on a personal vendetta. I know she’s been good for days and chose to disobey you, but don’t take it personally. You’ll go back in and persuade a piece of property to perform properly. Like you’d tighten a loose nut, wash a sticky pan, or update your software, you won’t do it in anger. You’re just fixing her. Returning her to good condition. Training her to be your slave, a better slave.”
“Upgrading her,” said Leigh lightly. 
“Don’t joke about it,” said Theresa, sobering the 12-year-old immediately. “You’ll spend the next 10 minutes thinking about what you might have done to damage your property if you’d done it in anger. She’s just a slave, but she’s still a human being. If she was a blowup doll, it wouldn’t be nearly as much fun to use her like property, but it also means you feed her, water her, potty her, let her sleep, and don’t damage her. It’s an incredible feeling to own and control a slave and I guarantee you that if you damage her, you’ll regret it.”
“Yes, Mistress Theresa. I didn’t mean to joke about it. I do take it seriously. And, I guess, thank you for stopping me.”
“You’re welcome,” said Theresa. “When you’re done thinking about how anger can damage a slave, I want you to spend another five minutes telling me one more time what you are going to do to take your slave down to nothing so you can start building her up. That’s the only way to deal with that level of disrespect to you.”
Fifteen minutes later, a more somber apprentice was ready to continue. She wasn’t going to just have fun punishing a slave in ways that she couldn’t outside this little community of slave owners. She was going to adjust a piece of valuable property. It was an extreme adjustment, but it had to be done to imprint on the slave who her mistress was. 
“Do you want to come watch, Theresa?” asked Leigh, wondering if the teacher wanted to monitor the apprentice. 
“No, I’ll watch on the live feed, but here, take this.” Theresa gave Leigh an ear bud and showed her how to put it in her ear so it would stay in place. “I’ll be able to talk to you that way and then your slave won’t know I’m watching and helping.”

For those same 15 minutes, Lin hugged the spanking bench and basked in her vulnerability. I really fucked up. Who knew she could hit like that and wham… I went down. Didn’t even make a good effort, but I’ll bet the punishment is just as bad as if I punched her in the nose. I thought it might work, but she’s really one of them… and that makes me really a slave… her slave. I’m about to be spanked… yeah, hang it right in front of me… but I’ve been spanked a zillion times in the past two weeks. Just how many swats does a slave get for trying to escape? 
She tried to convince herself that it was just a spanking, but Lin knew there was something ominous about the spanking bench. It was her first time on it. Spankings could be done while she was tied and hanging from the ceiling and this level of restraint boded ill for her. She spent more of her time worrying about the unknown than about the paddle hanging on the wall. 

When Leigh returned, she said, “My slave was very bad. Do you know that trying to attack your owner is about the worst thing you can do. It deserves a very strict punishment. I’m very disappointed that you thought you could get away with something because we used to be friends. You are no longer my friend. You’re my slave. You’re a toy, maybe my favorite toy, but just a toy. If you don’t work right, I have to fix you.” 
Yesterday Leigh said it was fun to own her friend, but now Lin felt the change. Mistress thought I did that because we’re friends… guess she’s right. I thought I could get on top of her and then what? I never would have tried it with Bubba. He’s too big. Never tried it with Joanie or Paul. I did it because she’s my size and my friend. It was my last chance to win her over. Now we’re not friends. No chance of reaching her as a friend. 

The errant slave watched Mistress take the paddle off the wall. She’d had enough time to reflect to know that her ass was perfectly positioned for a spanking. It was upturned nicely and perched on the end of the bench. At the first swat, she grunted in pain. Did it hurt more because she couldn’t move at all? After five swats, hardly enough to bring a tear to her eye, Mistress set the paddle down. 
“That’s what a friend gets,” said Leigh. She showed Lin another paddle. “This is what bad slaves get.” The paddle was a ten-inch long handle on a stiff, two-inch wide leather strap long enough to cover Lin’s available ass from cheek to cheek. It had more weight than a simple leather strap and more flex and sting than a wooden paddle. Moreover, Leigh could wield it as hard as she could without damaging her slave. It was pure pain, but Lin didn’t know that yet. What she did know was that it had to be worse than what a friend got. 
The slave trembled as Leigh moved into position. She looked straight ahead, too scared to look. Then she felt a searing pain as Mistress brought it down hard. Her eyes bugged out from the pain and she screamed just as loud as her gag allowed. 
Oh how exciting it was for Leigh to watch her slave struggle against the bonds. It was if she thought the pain strengthened her enough to break free. How sorry her slave had to be right now. “My slave is no longer Lin. It is no longer a she. It’s an it. Its name is Pussy. My Pussy. My Pussy licks my pussy. My Pussy worships me. My Pussy never disobeys me. If My Pussy does disobey me, it will get more of this.” Leigh brought the strap down hard again, a little lower so the bright red, 2-inch wide stripe was nearly four inches wide now. 

Leigh waited for the noise to die down to mere sobs before she continued. It was so thrilling to make her slave scream like that. “My Pussy will never call itself I, me, or anything except Pussy or it. Always in third person. Pussy is hungry. Pussy wants to lick pussy. It is happy to be Mistress’ pussy slave. It is not a person. It is a thing. It will please me or it will be punished.” Sorry, so sorry. I’ve learned my lesson. Fuck. I will not be a thing. She can’t do that to me. She’s got to stop soon. She’s got to forgive me.
Laying a hand on Pussy’s ass, Leigh said, “Wow, that is hot. Its ass is really hot. I hope Pussy thinks twice before it disobeys its mistress again.” She stepped back into position and brought the strap down hard again, widening the stripe to nearly six inches. Pussy’s entire ass was searing red hot. No, no, no, no, no. Don’t do it again. I will never ever ever fight her again. Just give me another chance. I didn’t know it could be like this. 
“Put down the strap,” said Theresa, worried that Leigh could wield it a fourth time so fast that she wouldn’t be able to stop her apprentice. She was relieved when Leigh did just that. 

“Pussy will refer to its bottom as its tushie,” said Leigh. “Everybody else has an ass, but it has a tushie. In fact, Pussy has a tight tushie. It will always say tight tushie when it refers to its backside. Say it. Say Pussy has a tight tushie.”

“Ussy ha a high hussy.” Pussy’s tight tushie burned from the spanking and now its face burned with shame at what it had become. Like I’m a little girl. She wants me to talk like a little girl. After three of those swats, if Mistress told it to say Pussy wants to suck Bubba’s cock, it would have said it for its mistress. She noticed that Mistress set the strap down, but it was still handy. 
Leigh freed Pussy’s arms from the spanking bench and then pulled them behind it. She tied its arms from wrist to above the elbow so that its elbows touched and it had to thrust out its chest. Then the mistress ran a rope through an eye on the ceiling behind Pussy and tied an end of the rope to Pussy’s wrists. She pulled Pussy up from horizontal on the bench to about a 30 degree angle with its arms stretched out behind it and bearing all of its upper body weight. 
“Pussy does look good when it is stretched, straining, and in pain. I hope Pussy remembers to be obedient after this. Pussy doesn’t have tits. All the other girls have tits, but Pussy has boobies. Pussy will call them baby boobies. Say it.”
“Ussy ha ayee ooees.” For God’s sake. Baby boobies! They’re smaller than Mistress’ tits, but not that much smaller. How many ways can she humiliate me?
“That’s right. Baby boobies that are fun to play with.” Leigh pinched Pussy’s nipples to hardness. Pussy has nippies. Pussy has hard little nippies. Mistress has nipples, but Pussy has nippies.” She pulled out one of its nippies and put a clamp on it. 

“Owwooo,” wailed Pussy. It was no less helpless than it was before and now its baby boobies were available to torture. Its ass hurt. Its arms and shoulders were starting to ache and now its nippies hurt. 
“Make Pussy call itself an it,” said Theresa in Leigh’s ear. 

Leigh slid a hand down to Pussy’s pussy and worked a finger between its pussy lips. “This is Pussy’s girl spot. I have a pussy and Pussy has a girl spot. It’s a little girl spot. Say it. Say it has a little girl spot.
“Ussy ha a ihul ira sah.” What if I forget and call it my pussy? Punishment for that?
“No!” snapped Leigh. “I didn’t tell you to say Pussy has a little girl spot, I said say it has a little girl spot.”

No, don’t make me say it. Damn, she can still swat me with that thing. “Ih ha a ihul ira sah.” As long as I’m like this, I gotta do it. 
“And last, but not least, Pussy doesn’t have a mouth. It has a cock hole.” Leigh ran her finger around the inside of Pussy’s ring gag. “This is Pussy’s cock hole. Pussy’s tongue will lick its mistress’ pussy, but its cock hole will beg for cocks. Just like that. All wide open and begging for a cock. Begging for something long and hard.” Leigh got a dildo that was a foot long and an inch and a half in diameter. It was as long as Bubba’s, but of lesser girth. She put the head of the dildo in Pussy’s ring gag. “Pussy doesn’t have to do or say anything. Its mouth like an O is begging enough.” She pushed the dildo in enough to make Pussy gag. “If Pussy wants Mistress to stop, then it can try and stop me, but Pussy’s cock hole is still begging for cock.”
I am so not begging. You put this gag on me. I can’t shut my mouth. I can’t stop you. Pussy strained as if it could reach around and stop Mistress, but nothing changed. “Here it comes,” said her mistress. God, no, you don’t mean more, do you? “One, try and stop me.” For God’s sake, I can’t and you know it! “Two, such nice begging.” She can’t do it. I can’t take anymore. “Three.”
Pussy looked cross-eyed at the dildo as it slid halfway in. “Akkk, gakkk, aaakk,” she choked and gagged. Get it out! Get it out! God! She’s doing it. She’s really doing it. Shoving that cock down my throat. Halfway! Six inches. I can’t breathe. No, not more. Fuck me! It doesn’t belong there. How can she do this? She’s smiling. Fucking enjoying it and its all the way in now. A foot long. She actually pushed the whole thing in and I can’t do anything about it. My mouth is hers to use. 
Leigh slid the dildo back out. “That’s what Pussy’s cock hole is for. It’s for cock. Still begging for more?” She watched her slave’s eyes bug out and its throat expand as she fed it in right down to the balls resting on Pussy’s chin. “Big long one for Pussy.” She pulled it nearly out and fed it back. “Fucking Pussy’s cock hole.” It was intoxicating and after half a dozen times, Mistress Theresa told her that was enough. 
“Wow, Pussy, that’s fun. It’s punishment today, but we’ll have to try that during playtime, too. Bet Pussy wishes it hadn’t tried to attack me. Bet Pussy won’t do it again.”

Pussy shook its head. “Uh uh, ohn oo ih ahin… e’er.”

“Ah, it says that now, but I can’t trust it anymore. Now for the final part of its punishment, Pussy. Time to make Pussy really an it.” 
Leaving her slave to wonder what Mistress meant by making Pussy really an it, Leigh went to a cabinet and got out a barber’s heavy electric razor. She plugged it in, put a stool next to the spanking bench, and stepped up where she could reach Pussy’s head. “Such pretty blond hair,” said Leigh. “But it’s Lin’s hair, not Pussy’s hair. I’m going to cut it all off.”
“Unnhhhh!” grunted Pussy in protest. No fucking way! That’s mine. It’s part of me. You can’t. For God’s sake, it took me years to grow it that long.
“Pussy needs to learn that it belongs to me. I will do what I want with my toy. When Pussy learns that it belongs to me, then it may get to have hair again.” Leigh ran the razor down the center of Pussy’s hair, mowing a reverse Mohawk on the hapless girl. Great bunches of beautiful blond hair fell to the sides and down her back. Pussy complained the loudest of all as Leigh ran the razor from front of back over and over until the slave’s head was covered with mere stubble. By the time Leigh was done, Pussy was sobbing hysterically. Being dehumanized was worse than any spanking. 
“Pussy gets no hair until Pussy earns it. Now this next part is a little tricky, so Pussy better hold really, really still.” Leigh ran hot water and wet a towel for Pussy’s head. She blotted Pussy’s eyes and waited a couple of minutes for Pussy to stop sobbing. When Pussy was again still, Leigh filled her palm with shaving cream and then removed the towel and coated Pussy’s head with the rich lather. “Never done this before,” said Leigh as she took a safety razor to her slave’s head. “Hope I don’t cut Pussy.”

Pussy’s protests died down at the touch of the razor. It held its breath, thinking that the slightest movement might end in disaster. My hair is gone. All gone. Not just trimmed. She’s making me bald. God, I’ll be a freak.  Everybody else has hair. What do I have to do to earn hair? That’s insane. Dammit, I didn’t know you’d go this far, Mistress. All I needed was a warning and a second chance. I’m nothing now. 
“There,” said Leigh, stepping back to appraise her work after she shaved and toweled off Pussy’s head. “That is wicked. Pussy is an it. Pussy looks like an it. Pussy has no connection to its old life, so now it can concentrate on its new life as my pussy slave.”
So that’s it? Forget that I was a beautiful girl with my whole future ahead of me. Now I’m an it with nothing to look forward to except more pussy and more cock. Just a thing to be used. Just for Mistress’ pleasure. Pussy is a slave. It has no choice. It better be damn good because I… it bets there’s worse things than this.
With the punishment over, Leigh got her slave off the bench, leaving its arms tied behind it. She pulled the slave’s bald head to her pussy and her Pussy licked her pussy without needing a command. Pussy looked odd with no hair, but Leigh thought it was sexy simply because she’d been the one to remove its hair. More than anything, shaving her former friend, made it an it and made her feel powerful. 
After Leigh’s third orgasm, Mistress Theresa said, “Now, take it back to the slaves’ quarters. Put it in a cage. Cover it and leave. Let it think about it for a couple of hours. You did a good job.” When Leigh took Pussy back to the slaves’ quarters, the slaves were all there except for Pain. Pussy wanted to vanish into the floor as Mistress presented it to the group. “This is now Pussy. You will call it Pussy or it. Pussy is not a girl, not a she. It’s an it. You’ll be punished for calling it anything except Pussy or it.” She took Pussy to a cage and put it in, locked the door, and covered the cage with a sheet. “Pussy will not talk to the other slaves and the other slaves will not talk to it.” Leigh walked out of the room without looking at the slaves. 
Even Mistress Joanie was stunned at Pussy’s appearance and she had known ahead of time what Leigh was going to have to do. Pussy’s bald head was more striking than she’d thought and Pussy’s ashen face spoke volumes about its shock. It looked more defeated and submissive than she’d ever seen a slave be before. She knew it had to be done and she saw the looks of fear and disgust in the eyes of her slaves as Leigh left the room. Knowing they thought Leigh was scary and out of control, Joanie looked at her slaves and said, “That’s what I would have done to any of you if you dared to attack me. It’s exactly what Master Bubba and the others have always said would be done for that offense. No other slave in this club has ever done anything like that and I’ll bet Pussy never does again. Instead of fearing Mistress Leigh, you should look down on Pussy as the worst slave ever who got what she deserved.”

She needed something different, so Joanie leashed Barbara.  “Follow,” she said and she led Barbara to a room with stocks and locked the college girl down securely. She didn’t usually go for the intensity of a session with a pain slut, but the 11-year-old’s heart was pounding as she imagined doing that to a slave—not hers, of course, because they were well-behaved—but one who deserved it. The pain slut would be well-used and they’d both be thoroughly satisfied when Joanie was done. 
Left without a master or mistress in the room, First said, “She cut off her hair.” Her voice was subdued showing her hesitation at talking about Pussy.
“She cut off its hair,” corrected Mommy. “You heard Mistress. Mistress Leigh did what had to be done. She also said not to talk to Pussy, so let’s change the subject.”
“I wasn’t talking to it. I was talking to you about it,” said First. 

“I still don’t think that’s allowed,” said Mommy. 

“Why is it here? Why not in the room it’s been in for the past two weeks? In solitary instead of like that? Where she… it can hear, but not see?” When Mommy shrugged, First pressed on. “It’s so we do talk about it. We can help it, you know. Like say, what it’s used to outside where there are laws and right and wrong is not what happens down here. See, talk about how to behave.”
“Maybe,” acceded Mommy. “At least, it’s not wrong to do.” She saw the added benefit that they could practice calling Pussy it where they could correct each other. It was such a radical change that already First had slipped twice and she had to work hard to remember it. 
“Mistress, well, all the owners, I guess, decide what’s right and wrong,” continued First. “They make the laws and that’s why they’re allowed to have slaves and why Tease or Butter or me can have sex with a grown man or woman or be forced to do it with each other. The laws outside don’t apply here. Pussy is a slave now and she… it needs to learn to be a good slave. It broke the law and it got sentenced to being an it.”

“That sucks,” shuddered Butter. “It was too much, don’t you think?”
“It’s how it is,” said Mommy. “First is right. Pussy broke the law and you…” she frowned at Butter, “… shouldn’t question her… its Mistress’ actions. If it sucks, then it sucks to be sent to jail, too. It sucks to be wrong. It sucks to get caught.”
Crying and drooling in her cramped cage, Pussy was feeling so sorry about itself that it didn’t pick up the first comments about it. When First said we can help it, it tuned in. Pussy needs all the help it can get. It’s still wrong that they don’t obey the laws down here. If they got caught, then… How long have they been doing this and not getting caught? Years, I’ll bet. They’re not going to get caught. And that means the other slaves are right. The owners do make the laws. Yeah, it sucks, but it’s a different world down here. As Pussy calmed and quieted, the others knew it was listening.
Stripped of everything that defined her—family, friends, name, and appearance—Pussy was most impressionable. It listened as the others talked about obedience, punishment and privileges, and even the pleasure they got from being a good slave. It soaked up the advice as they rebuilt it from hopeless to the meager hope of being a good slave. Nothing made sense unless it thought of this as a different world, like a different country where the laws were different. When it thought like that, then its enslavement was still hard to accept, but Pussy could see the sense in it. It could understand why there were owners and slaves. 
The talk about privileges and pleasure gave Pussy the idea of what had to be done to earn its hair back and, presumably, be a she again. It was so easy. All it had to do was be a good slave. Which, when it thought about it, sounded easy and hard at the same time. Submission. Instant obedience. No hesitation. Be cheerful. Love its mistress. Considering itself to be nothing any more, the first three would be easy. The last two were outrageous. 
When Leigh came back two hours later expecting Pussy to be sniveling, she was pleasantly surprised that Pussy looked up with what could only be described as a ring-gagged smile. Her face was placid and her eyes offered promise. Aside from peeking in on her slave and removing the gag, she ignored Pussy and played with First and Sucker instead. Pussy could hear, but not see its mistress. It could be good. Just give it a chance. Maybe it’s ugly now, but it wants to try to earn its hair back. They gave it ideas that it wants to try. It just didn’t dare say that out loud, so it sulked until dinner. 
At dinner, Leigh fed Boy Toy and Frankie with the other slaves where the two were allowed the camaraderie of their fellow slaves and utensils. Then, Leigh put a bowl of beef stew in Pussy’s cage. It was a delicious stew offset by the fact that Pussy had to eat it like an animal. Like an it. Not even a pet, because a pet gets to be a boy or a girl. How long will it get treated like this? How can it show it’s better now? Looking up with  gravy covered face, Pussy said, “Thank you, Mistress. Pussy is happy to be your slave. It doesn’t deserve such a good dinner.”
“Nonsense, Pussy,” said Leigh. “It deserves dinner and that’s the same that all the slaves got. How else am I going to keep my slave in good condition?”
Leigh’s comment was a bitter slap in the face for Pussy’s attempt to show its change in attitude. Pussy finished the stew and drank the water that Mistress offered. It tried again, “Thank you for caring about your property, Mistress.”
At those words, the young mistress’ brow furrowed. It more subservient than what she expected and she wasn’t sure how to respond.  With a shrug she decided that was about all  Pussy could say at this point that was both acceptably slavish and accurate. It felt like Pussy had made some progress toward understanding its fate during the afternoon. “Pussy should at least feel safe,” said Leigh. “If Pussy wants more than food and shelter, then Pussy has to earn that.”
Theresa told Leigh she had to refrain from sex with Pussy. Leigh wanted to train Pussy a certain way, so they set about doing that. After breakfast the next day. Leigh took Pussy to the spanking bench and secured its legs to the bench. She leaned her slave forward to rest its chest on the leather bolster. Tying Pussy’s arms behind it, the mistress suspended Pussy by its arms leaning forward at 30 degrees from horizontal and inserted a vibrator between Pussy’s clit and the bolster.  
With the weight on Pussy’s hips and arms, all it could do was hold that position pinning the vibrator against its sensitive clit and look forward or down. There was a new addition to the room, a large screen TV that Pussy faced. Mistress started a DVD and the vibrator and left. At the first image, Pussy thought, what a beautiful girl. Who is that and why am I looking at her? Hey! Is that Leigh? No way! She’s gorgeous. Like super makeover gorgeous. Wow! I never knew she could look like that. From a full length picture of Leigh in the nude but with her arms and legs strategically placed to hide her tits and pussy, the picture slowly zoomed in until all that was on the screen was her face … her pretty brown eyes… her pert button nose… her pink lips… her rosy cheeks… framed by full, silky, shiny brown hair. 
Pussy couldn’t take its eyes off the screen. Not only was it in the only entertainment in the room, it was an amazing transformation that captured its attention. The picture changed to a full body shot of Leigh from behind. Again she was nude though her bare back and half turned face were the focus. The picture zoomed in on Leigh’s face and this time there was audio. Leigh’s voice softly said, “Mistress is beautiful. Pussy loves to look at Mistress. Pussy adores Mistress.  Such lovely, smooth skin. Her bottom is a delight.” Pussy looked, but Leigh’s bottom had just gone off the screen as the picture continued to zoom in on her face. Dang it, It can’t see it. She said it too late. “Mistress hair is long and beautiful… shiny… thick… so soft. Her nose is perfect. Her lips are sweet. Her shoulders so soft and shapely. Her back is a delight.” What!? It can’t see her back now. She’s doing that on purpose. “Her chin is strong. Her ear is kissable. Her throat so pale and perfect. Her eyes are big, brown, and beautiful. Her lips are sweet and soft. Her neck is a delight.” Hah! Pussy looked at that before it was gone.
The picture changed again and this time Pussy could see Leigh’s peach sized right tit and the quarter sized nipple as well as Leigh’s face. As the picture zoomed, that tit came closer and closer and the words spoke of the exquisite tit and suckable nipple. Pussy marveled at the quality of the picture, the way it zoomed, and how it had never noticed Leigh’s tit in that light. It scorned the words that said it was a sexy, suckable tit, but it didn’t take its eyes off the picture. 
As the picture changed again, Pussy noticed the tingle in its pussy for the first time. It shifted, but the vibrator was firmly seated. The picture zoomed in on Leigh’s tits as a matched set as Pussy fought the orgasm. She said she’d never let Pussy cum. Is this a trick? Is the vibrator going to stop? Pussy hasn’t cum in days. It would feel so good if it could cum. They make me listen to them cum and I don’t get to.  Staring at Leigh’s beautiful, sexy, suckable tits, Pussy came. The picture changed to show Leigh nude with an arm draped across her tits and, for half a second, Pussy was disappointed and then its eyes fell on Leigh’s exposed pussy while its orgasm lingered and then faded. It sighed contentedly, watching the picture zoom in on Leigh’s bare pussy while extoling its sexy virtues. 
When the picture changed again, it showed Leigh on her hands and knees facing away from the camera. Damn, now she’s gonna try to convince Pussy that her butt is sexy. The words were about Leigh’s pussy again and Pussy looked to see that its mistress’ pussy was indeed peeking between those smooth thighs. The picture went right in until the shiny, swollen lips dominated the screen. She’s turned on. Her pussy is all wet. God, Pussy never even thought about seeing a pussy from this angle. 
For an entire hour, Pussy got a tour of Mistress’ body as the pictures repeated with the constant stream of words telling it how sexy its mistress was. It came a dozen times and always looking at Mistress’ beautiful, sexy body. 
When Leigh came in, she was wearing the clothes that Lindsey had worn the day she’d been kidnapped. Her makeup and hair were similar to the pictures. Moving slowing and gracefully (just short of posing), she stopped the DVD right after Pussy’s next orgasm. Those are Lindsey’s clothes. Mistress Leigh in Lindsey’s clothes. She looks so beautiful like that. Wow, Mistress is beautiful. The slave felt no connection to Lindsey and no sense of ownership of the clothes. Mildly euphoric from an hour of forced orgasms, it let Mistress remove the vibrator, untie its arms, and get it off the bench. 
After putting a six-inch chain between Pussy’s ankle cuffs, Leigh led the shuffling slave to the slaves’ bathroom and let it use the toilet. Then she gagged Pussy with a huge ball that pried the slave’s mouth about as wide as it could go. She screwed a tool into the ball with a three-inch handle and a three-inch by one-inch brush. Setting a pan of soapy water by her slave, she said, “Scrub the floor, Pussy. Show Mistress that it wants to be a good slave by cleaning the entire floor. “
What the fuck? Scrub this disgusting, dirty floor with a brush in my mouth? Crap, so this is what it has to do to get its hair back? This and sit on a bench and stare at Mistress and cum and eat out of a bowl and huddle in a cage and what else? When does it get to really show her it’s a good slave? Like do something special for her? This is disgusting! Pussy’s protests were nothing but words in its head because it knew it had to do it. And without hesitation. It was already dipping its brush in the soapy water.
“Let me rinse the floor a little,” said Leigh from behind Pussy. Her slave paused and half a second later, she sprayed the floor ahead of Pussy with a hose. 
Feeling a few drops of the cold spray, Pussy shied away from it waiting for Mistress to finish. Then the spray shifted to spray the very floor she was kneeling on and she caught the full brunt of the spray. “Eeeeeee,” she squealed in surprise. Mistress! That’s cold! Stop, let Pussy move out of the way.
“Shut up, Pussy,” said Leigh without stopping. “I got the toilet wet and it didn’t complain. I got the sink wet, but it didn’t complain. I got the floor and the wall wet and they didn’t complain. I got Pussy wet and it’s being a noisy piece of property.”
Stunned, Pussy shut her mouth. Property. Property. Property. Like a toilet. Like a sink. Like the floor. Like the wall. But Pussy has feelings. The floor doesn’t care it’s cold water, but Pussy does. 

Finished with that indignity, Pussy scrubbed the floor happy that it wasn’t being sprayed anymore. It hurried to finish just in case Mistress decided to spray the floor again, yet not so fast that it missed any spots. This was beneath Lindsey, but it no longer felt like it was beneath Pussy. 
The afternoon was the same. Pussy watched Mistress’ pictures for an hour. The audio didn’t change, so it took what little pleasure it could by outsmarting it. Pussy looked at Mistress’ bottom just before it went out of sight and the audio said her bottom was delightful. It looked at Mistress back, legs, whatever was about to be declared delightful. And it came several times. 
After that, Pussy learned how to manicure its Mistress and was amazed that Mistress manicured its hands as well until Mistress said the inevitable. “I need my property to look nice.” Just like that when it manicured Mistress it was its chore and Mistress’ pleasure and when Mistress did it to Pussy it was Mistress’ decision and something Pussy had to put up with. 
For the rest of the week, Pussy adored Mistress for an hour in the morning and an hour in the afternoon. It watched the pictures with enthusiasm that grew over the days and came without reservation. Mistress was alluring and sexy and Pussy wasn’t even aware of the subtle changes that accumulated into a drastic change. For the last two days, the audio went up a notch, suggesting that Mistress’ pussy was delicious. That pleasuring Mistress was thrilling. That Pussy wanted to touch Mistress with its fingers, lips, and tongue. 
In the meantime, Pussy lived in a cage, ate from a bowl, learned how to pedicure, cleaned what seemed like every room in the facility, and yearned for Mistress’ sexual attentions. Listening to Leigh, Joanie, and Paul play with the slaves in the same room was frustrating. When it listened to the other slaves talk when they were alone, it decided it was doing the right things. It just needed to keep at it. 
By the time Mistress was ready to give Pussy the attention it desired, Pussy had lost track of the days. It had been a full week since its rebellion and this time when Mistress put it on the bench, she secured its arms to the shelves so it was once again super-glued to the bench. Mistress gagged her slave with a small ball gag that was enough to make it difficult for Pussy to speak. This was different and Pussy shuddered in anticipation. 
“Pussy has a nice, round, spankable tight tushie,” said Leigh. “Pussy has been very good this week, so this isn’t punishment. Mistress will play with Pussy like this sometimes. Does Pussy want Mistress to spank it?”
No, not really, but yes, kinda… sorta… maybe. It’ll please Mistress. Will that make it feel good? The other slaves made it sound like it was fun to get spanked. Does it have a choice? Oh gawd, it wants Mistress to play with it, but a spanking? Regardless of its thoughts, Pussy whimpered erotically, acknowledging both its helplessness and desire for even that kind of attention.  
“Hmm, that sounds like a yes,” said Leigh. She brought the paddle down hard to the beautiful tight tushie. It felt wonderful to flattened that pert tight tushie and hear her slave gasp in pain yet continue to offer its tight tushie as if nothing had just happened. As she spanked Pussy five times, she was struck by how accurate Mistress Theresa had been.  The experienced mistress had talked about how being ignored for a week would change her slave and it was true. Pussy enjoyed the spanking, getting more vocal with each swat and each vocalization was a more erotic sound that virtually begged for more. Pussy’s wild eyes were thrilling as they begged for Mistress to stop even as its movements and sounds seemed the opposite. 
For God’s sake, what the hell was that? She’s spanking Pussy, but it feels… good? No, it’s not good, but it’s… fun? No way! Not good. Not fun. But, do it again, Mistress. Gawd, Pussy is so wet. 
Freeing Pussy’s arms, Leigh pulled its arms back and tied them to the suspension rope so the slave’s body was 30 degrees from horizontal. The young mistress ran a hand up Pussy’s back and then rubbed its bald head. She frowned at the feel of stubble on her slave’s head. “Pussy is so sexy like that. I like its head shaved smooth. Time to clean it up.” 
As she had last week, she lathered up and shaved Pussy’s head. She’d always thought Lindsey’s long blond hair was beautiful, but Pussy’s bald head was sexy. It wasn’t just the control and the fact that she’d done it to her friend. She’d decided that Pussy’s beautiful blue eyes were accentuated by the fact that the only hair left was its eyelashes and eyebrows.  While Leigh shaved her slave’s head, Pussy wondered what it had to do before Mistress let it grow its hair back. 
After admiring Pussy’s bald head, eyes, and face, Leigh turned her attention to its body. “Pussy has such adorable baby boobies,” said Leigh. Smaller than her own, Leigh admired Pussy’s conical breasts and then caressed one. 
“Nnnnnn,” moaned Pussy, surprising itself and its mistress. The touch was like an electric shock of pleasure. It pressed forward to put more pressure on its baby boobie. Mistress is playing with its baby boobies. No, don’t. Yes, more. How could it feel good? Please stop. Gawd, pinch it. Do them both. The other one, too. Don’t let Mistress know how good it feels. Crap, too late for that. 
“Oh, my, Pussy,” said Leigh. “My Pussy really likes that, doesn’t it?” She circled Pussy’s nippie and then pinched it. Leigh’s stomach did a flipflop as Pussy whined desperately. Pussy looked like it was ready to explode though its eyes and its whine begged Mistress to stop. Leigh could understand Pussy’s conflicting feelings. There had been times when she didn’t know what to do. She should do one thing, but wanted another. This was what Pussy looked like except 1000 times more intense. Pussy wished Mistress would stop, but wanted more.
“Would Pussy like to cum?”
“Nnnnnnn, ahhhhh,” whined Pussy. You’re kidding? Yeah, but no. It doesn’t matter what Pussy wants. But, yeah. Gawd, it’s tingly and wet. Why?
Dangling a vibrator in front of Pussy, Leigh said, “Does Pussy want this in its little girl spot?”
“Nnnnnn.” Pussy shifted its hips forward and back, rubbing on the bolster. Once. Twice. Three times. It looked like it was humping on the only available surface though the motion wasn’t enough to fulfill her desire. 
“Stop that, Pussy,” said Leigh. 
Stop what? Oh, gawd! No, Pussy wasn’t… didn’t mean it. It’s like supercharged tingly and hot and touch it. It shuddered, weaving its upper body back and forth as if rubbing its baby boobies against Mistress’ hands… if only Mistress hands were there to be rubbed against. What’s going on?
Leigh slipped the vibrator in place. “What if I turned this on and told Pussy it couldn’t cum unless it had permission?”
“Nnnn, gahhhh, uh uh!” Could Mistress do that? Pussy couldn’t help it. 

“What if I turned it on and told Pussy not to cum even though I knew it couldn’t keep from cumming for me. Would I be upset? Would I need to punish Pussy? It would be my fault, wouldn’t it? How could I be upset about that?” She turned on the vibrator. “Try not to cum, Pussy.”
“Ahhhhh, guh, nuh uh, nuh uh.” Pussy wiggled and squirmed, her eyes wide with unsated need. She didn’t say not to. She said try not to. She knows Pussy can’t help it. Pussy’s gonna cum. Look at Pussy, Mistress. Let it look at you. Oh, gawd, those eyes.  To her astonishment, Mistress pulled her top right off. Her tits! Gawd! In the flesh! So exciting! Don’t! Ohmigod, pinch my nippies! “Eeaaaaaaaa! Gaaaahhhhh!” Try not to… fuck, I’m cumming!
Leigh watched in amazement as Pussy had a violent orgasm. It was wildly erotic. The harder she pinched, the wilder Pussy got. Pussy’s eyes were sinks of desire drinking in Mistress’ beauty and sexuality. The way it strained against the ropes looked like it had to hurt. She might have been torturing her slave, but she knew Pussy was in the throes of pleasure. 
Straining and writhing, Pussy blushed scarlet. The way Mistress looked at it made it feel so self-conscious. She’s enjoying this. Like Pussy is so sexy. Like she’s so excited it’s out of control. Gawd, Pussy is not just on display, it’s performing. This was once so personal, but now its orgasm is hers to control. And it is enjoying it. Every muscle strained. Every fiber of its being was on fire. Pussy thought its heart would burst from the pounding. It thought it might pass out and then the orgasm finally passed. Its chest heaved from the exertion and Mistress watched everything. 
“That was beautiful, Pussy,” said Leigh after Pussy was finished and she’d turned off the vibrator. “Pussy is so sexy when it’s horny.” 
Her slave just moaned piteously in a mixture of pain, pleasure, and embarrassment and then burbled a glob of spit out onto the bench and moaned again from the sheer humiliation. It had no doubt that Mistress did indeed think it was beautiful and sexy and it would have cum again if the vibrator was still going. Mistress’ tits were so beautiful, sexy, and thrilling. 
Instead, Leigh lowered Pussy so it lay flat on the bench with its arms still tied behind it and took out its gag. She pressed her pussy to Pussy’s face and the slave started licking without being told. It took its mistress to three orgasms and then paused and looked up. “That’s good, Pussy,” said Leigh. “That was just right, but do keep licking. Just outside and a little on the inside. Drink my pussy juice, Pussy.” She let Pussy leisurely lap at her pussy until her juices had stopped flowing and her breathing had calmed. 
For several minutes afterwards, Leigh caressed her slave from its dainty toes to its bald head. She crooned compliments as she stroked each body part, ending up at its head. Rubbing the smooth pate, she said, “Pussy is so sexy with no hair. I may just keep it like this forever. Maybe no one else will want it but me, so I’ll have it all to myself. My sexy, bald virgin. Forever.”
That gave Pussy pause. No one had shown any interest in it since its head had been shaved a week ago. This was the first time that even Mistress had deigned to play with it and call it sexy. It loved this treatment and the words that flowed from Mistress’ mouth and trickled over its damaged psyche. Moreover, the prospect of being ignored by other owners sounded good. But its hair! It was so beautiful, too. Wasn’t it sexy with long hair, too? Can she be serious about never letting it grow back?  
“Open its cock hole for me,” said Leigh and Pussy was surprised to see the foot long dildo in its mistress hand. Like right now? With you holding that? What about the ring gag? You just expect it to let you do it? Pussy opened its mouth. It knew the answer to its questions. It could do it now or Mistress would use the ring gag. Then, once the head was between its lips and resting on its tongue, it was as if the gag was in place. 
Sliding the dildo all the way in, Leigh said, “I could let Pussy grow its hair back and maybe dye it pink.” Like that slut Yolanda? Gawd, that was hideous and you know how much Lindsey laughed at that. The dildo came out and back in. “Maybe something original like purple or turquoise. I’ll have to see what pleases me.” She fucked Pussy’s throat half a dozen times and stopped. 

“I want Pussy to do Bubba just like that someday soon,” said Leigh. “His cock is that long and bigger around, so we’re practicing for then. I want my slave to make me proud as it deep throats that big, black cock. When it comes times, Pussy will open its cock hole wide and suck his whole cock. I know how much Lindsey doesn’t like blacks, but I don’t care. Pussy is a slave and Pussy will love being Bubba’s cocksucking little white girl because I want Pussy to show Bubba that it’s a cocksucking little white girl hungry for big black cock.”
Fuck me! She hasn’t forgotten what Lindsey said about blacks. She’s gonna make it suck that cock. Pussy can’t say no. It’ll suck that fucking nasty big black cock. Pussy cringed at the thought and then Leigh added, “And I’m gonna enjoy watching every inch of it go into between Pussy’s hot little lips and down its throat.” Yeah, thanks for that. Like Pussy didn’t feel bad enough already. 
For the next week, Pussy cleaned every inch of the facility again, learned how to massage Mistress, got pussy licking lessons from First and Mommy, and rode the bench twice a day for an hour each time. The narrative changed to how much Pussy wanted to please Mistress. The poor thing got wet just being put on the bench by its sexy mistress and now it not only got excited by Mistress’ body, but by the thought of being commanded by her. It was halfway through the week when it made the connection between the audio, video, and its orgasms and realized it was being trained. By then, Pussy was so addicted to Mistress that it didn’t matter. Pussy got wet just thinking about how it had once been Mistress best friend and now it would happily grovel at her feet forever. For some odd reason, it was even excited to know it had been totally fucked—changed forever. 

Leigh continued to play with Boy Toy and Frankie. They sucked each other off and fucked each other in the ass without hesitation. They licked her pussy like pros. As Pussy neared the end of her second week of training, Leigh decided it was time for something special with Boy Toy. She coached Boy Toy on what was expected. Thrilled, though a bit dubious at the opportunity, Boy Toy couldn’t figure out Leigh’s ulterior motive. 

It was all filmed as he kissed her, crooned words of love, and slowly stripped her. When she was naked, she lay back on the bed and he knelt between her legs. Still suspecting a trick or a trap, Boy Toy fucked her. It was the first time he’d fucked a girl and he thoroughly enjoyed it, finally losing his suspicious thoughts as he pumped his cum into Mistress’ pussy. 

It had all seemed too good to be true. I actually came in Mistress! I actually fucked her! Since when does a slave get to do that? She didn’t say it was a reward. No reason at all given for the privilege. He figured it was just something Leigh enjoyed so much she was willing to do it with a slave. 

Pussy was just ending its second hour lusting after Mistress on the seventh day of the second week. Leigh considered Pussy trained. She might tune up her slave once in a while, but it wouldn’t have to sit and stare at Mistress through multiple forced orgasms on a regular basis. After removing Pussy’s vibrator, Leigh lathered up Pussy’s head and cleaned the blond stubble off its head.

When Pussy’s head was smooth again, Leigh put the recording of her and Boy Toy in the player and turned it on so Pussy could see Boy Toy’s love and devotion for Mistress. It didn’t have the dramatic effect that Leigh wanted as Pussy watched Lindsey’s former boyfriend make love to Lindsey’s best friend, something that Lindsey had never let him do and now never would. Pussy was too detached from what it had once been to feel the betrayal and jealousy. In fact, when it was over, Pussy said with a smile, “Boy Toy serves Mistress well. He’s a good slave. May Pussy serve Mistress?”
“Pussy will wiggle like an excited puppy when it offers to serve Mistress,” said Leigh. The idea had just popped into her head because Pussy had done just that, though not as excited or as long as she wanted. 
“May Pussy serve Mistress?” asked Pussy again, wiggling the best it could while tied to the bench. 

“Yes, Pussy may,” said Leigh. 
She held up the foot long dildo. “Open wide.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Pussy with a wiggle. It didn’t like it one bit, but it was still excited at the prospect of pleasing Mistress. It opened wide and Leigh put the head of the fake cock in its mouth. Pussy wiggled again when Mistress paused. 
“What a good slave,” said Leigh. She slid the cock down Pussy’s throat until the fake balls rested on Pussy’s chin and let go. “So exciting to suck on a foot of cock, isn’t it?”

More exciting to lick your pussy or get spanked or let you touch it, but yes, Pussy is tingly all over. It nodded with the base of the cock clenched between its teeth just in case the motion made it slip out. As Mistress reached for the balls, Pussy wiggled again. Out and in. Do it. Out slooow, and in… ohhh… slooow like that. Make its eyes bug out. She’s happy. Mistress is happy! Again. Do it again. Out slooow… God, that feels weird… and back… ulk, fast. Makes it feel warm all over. Warm and tingly. 
Leigh did it again and then left the cock in place. She skinned off her T-shirt, smiling at the desire in Pussy’s eyes. The slave gazed longingly at the perfect quarter globes topped by little nipples. It knew there were 17 freckles between those pretty tits, 21 if it counted the ones it could just barely see when Mistress’ tits filled a 72” HDTV screen. It knew them well and preferred to take in the whole picture. Mistress chest was adorable. “Does Pussy want Mistress to take off her shorts or fuck its mouth again?”
Both! You first. No, no, no. Cock first. No, no, no. Ohhhh, you decide. Yessss, your shorts. God, look at her panties. It knows what’s inside them. Not a hair to be found. Just smooth skin with a sexy slit, the doorway to her pink treasure. Now, cock. Fuck its mouth so it can breathe.
“You want to see what’s inside?”
Pussy nodded, but also made a forward and backward motion with its head. Pump the cock for it. Ohhh, yesss, out slooow… breathe… it’s making Mistress so happy… breathe… and back in… fast. Take its throat. Mistress can be so cruel… so powerful… so demanding… so fulfilling. Now panties. 

Leigh slid down her damp panties. Pussy’s look was everything she wanted in her slave. She pulled out the foot long cock and shoved her panties in Pussy’s mouth, but not before Pussy inhaled deeply to enjoy Mistress’ scent.  
“Pussy’s such a good slave. So well trained,” said Leigh. She picked up the wooden paddle, but wanted to make sure Pussy knew the spanking wasn’t punishment. “Such a pretty bottom. How can I resist giving it a few swats?”
As Pussy wiggled its excitement, Leigh swatted its ass hard. “Unnnh, ohhhh,” said Pussy, a grunt of pain and a grunt of pleasure. Slowly and methodically, Leigh swatted Pussy a total of ten times. Faster. Don’t take so long. When does Pussy get to lick Mistress? Don’t make it wait.
Pussy was beside itself when Leigh left the room. It wants your pussy. Why did you go? Don’t tease it. It earned pussy. Let it show you how good it is. It did Mommy and First sooo good. It passed their test… but it saved the best for you.
It was just a couple minutes of agony for Pussy as it wondered if it had done something wrong. At the sound of the door, it looked over and saw Mistress and Master Bubba come in the room. Oh God, you mean now? Mistress is gonna make Pussy suck Master Bubba’s cock now? It’s so huge! So black! So ready! Gawd, Pussy doesn’t want to today. Yet, Pussy’s body wiggled with excitement. Mistress is gonna make it and Pussy will make Mistress happy. 
Bubba ran his hand from Pussy’s ass to its neck, stopping just short of the bald head. “I just love little white girls. My favorite thing when it comes to cocksucking. Little white girls don’t like to suck black cock and I hear this little white girl doesn’t like blacks at all. Gets me all big and hard to think about raping a white girl’s mouth, especially when the stupid slut doesn’t even want to be in the same room with me.”
As Bubba taunted her, Pussy cringed. It didn’t sound like Bubba was happy and it desperately wanted the chance to make Mistress happy which meant making Bubba happy. Like Leigh, Pussy thought Bubba was the biggest, blackest man it had ever seen. Naked, he was black from head to foot, though its eyes were fixated on the throbbing cock at mouth level. Its gonna suck that cock. For Mistress. Make love to a black man’s cock. For Mistress. Whether it wants to or not. No hesitation. 
Bubba fished the sodden panties out of Pussy’s mouth. Based on what Bubba had said, Pussy knew it was being demeaned. A little white girl forced to service a black man’s cock. Instinctively, it knew not to say it wanted to suck Bubba’s cock. I do and I don’t. He wants Pussy to not want it. Not gonna say I do.  It looked at Mistress in the brief moment it had before the cock violated its mouth and said, “Please, Mistress, don’t make Pussy suck that big, black cock. Don’t make it be his little white girl cocksucking slave.”
“Open Pussy’s fuck hole,” said Leigh as Bubba’s cock bounced on Pussy’s nose. She felt a surge of arousal from her slave’s protest, even though it sounded like Pussy was acting. Pussy didn’t talk back and Pussy wouldn’t call itself a little white girl, let alone a little white girl cocksucking slave. Pussy would, and did, wiggle with excitement. The excitement that came from being trained and totally fucked by its best friend. 
Bubba either didn’t notice that Pussy was acting or didn’t care. The look on its face was enough to tell him how much it didn’t want his cock. Yet, it opened up on Leigh’s command and he pushed the head of his cock between those pretty pink lips. He paused just long enough for Pussy to look up at him as if to wonder if he might not do the dreaded deed. Then he pushed all the way in to nestle its nose in his pubic hair, feeling its throat tighten around the intruder. Between its face and the feel of its throat, he knew how much it didn’t want to have him there. 
With his cock buried deep, he said, “So, does black cock taste different than white cock?” He laughed. “Sure looks different to have such a pretty face and pink lips wrapped around something so big and black. Man, it’s enough to make me cum just thinking that a couple of weeks ago you were such an innocent little white girl and now you’re my cocksucker.” He stroked in and out a few times, watching his cock pull its lips out and push them back in. 
The look in Pussy’s eyes was different than when Leigh had put the fake cock where Bubba’s was now. “Must taste different from a plastic cock,” she said. “It looked happy to suck that for me. Doesn’t look happy now.”

Bubba chuckled. “No, not a happy bitch, but she sucks cock damn nice. Love those blue eyes begging me not to.” He set up a smooth rhythm in and out. “Wish she had her hair. Blonds suck cock the best.” He called me she! He called me a little white girl and now he called me she! Yeah, I’m a girl. 
“It’s still a blond,” said Leigh, emphasizing the word it’s because Bubba wasn’t using it. “It has to earn its hair back.”
“She will,” said Bubba, not picking up on Leigh’s hint at first. “She’ll be a good slave or else. If she’s good, then she… it gets its hair back.” It’ll get its hair back. It’ll earn it. Will it be a girl then? A cocksucking little blond girl? 

“Good slave or no hair,” said Leigh. She stroked Pussy’s bottom. “Suck cock like that, Pussy. That’s a good slave. I want to see him cum in its mouth. I want it to swallow Bubba’s cum.” 
For the first time since it had seen Bubba, Pussy started to tingle. It’s pleasing Mistress. Little cocksucking blond girl sucking big black cock. That’s so nasty, but Mistress is happy. Not so bad really. None of this in and stop. Not out slow and back in fast. Just steady. It can breathe and it knows what to expect. Like fucking its mouth. Hmmm, swirl its tongue. Mmmm, he liked that. Suck harder on the way out. Bingo. How about that ‘Fuck, it doesn’t want your cock’ look. God, it’s 12 and a man is forcing it to suck his cock. It’s doing it with Mistress watching. It shouldn’t have to do this, but it’s getting wet and tingly.  
With Pussy fighting him (apparently), Bubba was getting more and more excited. He loved it when Leigh sucked him, a willing little white girl, and he loved it when a slave did it. None of the slaves wanted to do it, but they did. His rhythm increased as he fucked Pussy’s face. It was a fantastic feeling to rape the preteen’s mouth. 

Pussy concentrated on Bubba’s cock. It wanted to catch all Bubba’s cum. It had to swallow it all for Mistress. Any second now he’d cum. Any second now. He pounded in and out of its mouth, down its throat. His orgasm seemed imminent, though it took another minute and then he rested his cockhead in its mouth and stroked himself to pump out his massive load of cum. Pussy’s mouth filled and overflowed. As soon as he finished, it closed its mouth and swallowed. It looked miserably at the puddle of cum on the bolster in front of it. Then Pussy ducked its head and licked up the cum and swallowed that. It licked Bubba’s cock, cleaning it and swallowing the cum it found there. It took his cock back into its mouth and sucked on it. When Pussy thought all the cum was in its tummy, it said, “Thank you, Master Bubba, for using Pussy’s mouth.”
Looking over at Leigh, Pussy fixed its gaze on Mistress’ pussy. “Mistress is so wet. Please, may Pussy make its beautiful Mistress cum with only its tongue?”
“Yes, Pussy may,” said Leigh. She stepped up to Pussy’s mouth. Instantly she felt the difference in Pussy’s technique. Her slave had paid attention during pussy licking lessons. Bubba patted Leigh’s cute ass, patted Pussy’s red one a little harder, and left with a smile on his face.  
Pussy took Mistress to three orgasms and then licked her outer lips, cleaning up the juices until Leigh had stopped flowing. Leigh was happy that her slave knew how to lick pussy so well, when to stop, and what to do afterwards. She caressed Pussy’s naked body, spending particular attention on Pussy’s tits, ass, and pussy just to make her slave feel owned. “I’m very happy with my slave,” she crooned. “You’re so sexy.” 

Pussy stiffened. Oops, she called me you… not it. 
“You made me proud today the way you sucked Bubba’s cock.”
What’s going on? Is Pussy not an it? No, she just slipped up. She looked up at Mistress who was caressing and staring at its bottom. 

“So sexy. You have such a pretty bottom.” She was enjoying Pussy’s consternation, deliberating not explicitly saying that Pussy wasn’t an it anymore. For several minutes, she carefully avoided ‘it’ when referring to Pussy. Not to get Pussy’s hopes up however, when she stopped she said, “Now, you’ll have to work on earning your hair back.” Pussy still gave her a big smile. 
Taking Pussy back to the slaves’ quarters, she had her slave kneel unfettered. “You’ve earned the privilege of being with the other slaves,” she said. “You may speak with them, but you may only say yes, no, I don’t know, please, and thank you and you may say their names, like yes, Mommy or thank you, Tease.” She looked at the slaves who were there and said, “Pussy is not an it. Pussy is a girl.”
Pussy was beaming with delight, kneeling proudly upright. I made Mistress proud and happy. I’m a good slave. I’m not at the very bottom anymore. Mistress tapped her on the head and she looked up, her smile wavering at Mistress stern look. “You can lose it all in an instant,” said Leigh. “Disappoint me and you’ll find out what that means.” 
Certain that she wouldn’t disappoint Mistress, Pussy’s smile returned. It wants… I want nothing more than to make her happy. I can’t imagine disappointing her. 
*****

It wasn’t long before Leigh allowed Pussy to grow her hair back. The slave thought it was the best reward she’d earned so far. It took several months to get it to the length Leigh wanted and during that time, Pussy wished Mistress had never let her have hair again. Now she looked and felt like Lindsey and that made her former relationship with Mistress Leigh and Boy Toy come alive again. She remained a virgin while she had to watch her boyfriend’s love and devotion to another girl. It was a bitter pill to swallow that the closest she got to Boy Toy was the privilege of blowing him from time to time. 
What was worse was the intense feeling of betrayal that she now felt at being an obedient, devoted sex slave to her best friend. A girl she’d known for years. Her closest friend. Leigh had betrayed her and there was nothing she could do about it. Much as she hated it, she had a compulsion to please her mistress. And so, Pussy routinely did things that would have turned Lindsey’s stomach. 
A few months later, Pussy went certifiably insane, considering herself just a part of Mistress. Leigh’s hand moved when Leigh wanted it to. Leigh’s eyes looked where Leigh wanted them to. Leigh’s Pussy did whatever Leigh wanted it to. It hardly needed a verbal command. It knew what Leigh wanted and did it. What commands Leigh did give Pussy came to Pussy as if they were just thoughts. It stopped talking… hands and eyes don’t talk, so neither did Leigh’s Pussy. 
As part of Leigh, Pussy was part of Mistress and so Pussy was the Mistress and Lindsey was the slave. It had been promised it could be a mistress and now it was. Pussy was that part of Leigh that aroused Leigh. It did painful and humiliating things and felt the same pleasure that Leigh felt, even relishing the feeling of betraying her best friend. What thrilled Leigh made Leigh’s Pussy wet and tingly. When Leigh came, Pussy felt the pleasure. 

Pussy felt there was a mental connection no less than the connection between Leigh and her hand. It didn’t speak because Leigh knew what it wanted… what it needed. It peed when Leigh said to. It slept when Leigh said to. It ate when Leigh said to. It was always the right time since Leigh thought it was the right time. If Leigh asked what Pussy wanted to eat, it didn’t have to say it out loud. Leigh always gave it what it wanted. If Leigh served chicken, that was just what Pussy wanted. If Leigh served spaghetti, that was just what Pussy wanted. If Leigh had set a plate of shit in front of Pussy, that’s what Pussy wanted. 
The one time that Pussy did talk was when it was playing the role of Lindsey so it could heighten the galling feeling of being Leigh’s slave and heighten Leigh’s pleasure. Lindsey would beg and plead. Not to suck a cock. Not to eat a pussy. Not to be spanked. For a reprieve. For freedom. For mercy. Oh how Leigh (and her Pussy) enjoyed it when Lindsey begged and was denied. 
When it was shared with other owners, it role played Lindsey. It was thrilled when an owner abused Lindsey, though it didn’t share the orgasmic pleasure of another owner. It enjoyed being a part of Leigh that could go out and please another owner. When it was done being used and it returned to Leigh, it pressed its hand to Leigh’s cheek and shared the thrill of Lindsey’s abuse through their shared mental connection. In reality, nothing was passed. Leigh didn’t know why Pussy needed to touch her cheek, but she let her slave do it. She considered it an endearing gesture that Pussy was glad to be back..  
Leigh was very happy with her slave’s insanity. She’d totally fucked Lindsey more than she’d imagined possible and that was wicked. 
THE END

Note to readers: I think I’ve take these characters as far as I can and I’m getting repetitive, so it’s time to end it.. 

BTW, some readers may wonder why Kimmy got to marry Mike. It’s simple. I most closely relate to her and I just married my master. It’s a consensual relationship and I told him if he wanted to put rings in my nipples he had to put a ring on my finger first.  

