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By Kenna
Chapter 1
Mary’s husband Bill was finding less and less motivation to call home.  In Saudi Arabia, the company had purchased a villa where the Americans were free to drink, party, and generally ignore the repressive culture around them.  Women were flown in from the U.S. and Europe to serve them, so Bill was not missing out on any sex by being halfway around the world from his wife.  
Occasionally his boss, Mr. Evans came into town to check on progress.  When he did, the parties got even wilder.  He’d bring one or more of his slaves with him.  Bill didn’t know that the women he brought were otherwise respectable wives and mothers from his own community.  All he knew was that when they got there, Mr. Evans shared them with him and they were the wildest, most submissive sluts he’d every encountered.  He was beginning to enjoy the blowjobs, rim jobs, anal sex, B&D, and S&M that were the new perks of his job.  In fact, he dreaded the time when his job would end and he would have to go home to his humdrum wife and daughter.
*****
Mary’s life was a series of humiliations as she followed the orders of her Mistress all week long. But, when Friday afternoon arrived, she found yet another humiliation waiting for her. As soon as she got home from school, Lisa made her strip and told her. “There’s going to be a party tonight and you’re going to be the waitress.”
Mary tried to hide the tiny bit of relief she found from Lisa’s statement. “Yes, Mistress,” she said simply. She’d worked as a cocktail waitress during college and, though she imagined she’d be nude for the party, she at least was relieved that she knew how to handle serving people their food and drinks. But, her experience would do her no good for the role that Lisa had planned. Lisa held up a tray and Mary looked at it quizzically. It was an ordinary looking serving tray but had two sets of straps attached to it. 
Lisa laughed cruelly at the puzzled look on her teacher’s face. “Let me help you figure this out, Pet,” she said. “You hold the tray while I put it on.”
Put it on, thought Mary, wondering what that meant. She soon found out as Lisa pushed the tray against her belly, right above her navel and pulled one set of the straps around her like a belt. Having fastened the tray around her waist, Lisa then proceeded to hook the other straps around her neck. The tray hung suspended from her neck, bound tightly to her waist like a shelf jutting out from her abdomen. Mary took a tentative step and watched the tray bounce. “But, Mistress…” she started to complain. 
“Silence, Pet,” said Lisa. “You’ll need some practice with the tray before the party. A clumsy thing like you will probably spill all the drinks. Stand at attention while I fetch a glass.”
Mary stared at the tray in disbelief. There was no way she could walk around without spilling the drinks. The tray bounced with each step. Yet, she had no choice but to wait obediently until Lisa returned with a filled glass. The teen set the glass on the tray and stepped back. “Stand still,” she said as she walked across the room. “Now bring me my drink, Pet.”
Mary took a step and the water sloshed out of the glass. She was lucky the glass didn’t tip over completely. The hapless teacher reached for the tray with her hands to steady it, but quickly dropped them at the sound of Lisa’s voice. “You stupid bitch!” shouted Lisa. “You aren’t allowed to use your hands. I think that’s pretty fucking obvious, isn’t it. Walk to me with the drink and try to do it without spilling anymore.” She took another careful step, sloshing more water out. Two more steps and the glass was only half full. By the time she reached her Mistress, most of the water was on the tray, dripping off the sides. 
The slave stood trembling in front of her Mistress, knowing that she’d failed miserably. “This is going to take some work, you stupid bitch,” muttered Lisa. She looked coldly into Mary’s eyes and said, “You better not embarrass me tonight, Pet. Now walk back,” she ordered. 
Mary followed Lisa, making each step slow and tentative. Lisa replaced the glass with an empty one, wiping the tray clean. “Again,” she ordered. Mary walked across the room with Lisa’s words echoing in her head. She didn’t want to embarrass her mistress. Her life was miserable enough without doing that. By the time she got to the other side of the room, she’d spilled half the water, but she knew she’d done better than the first time. She turned and walked back to Lisa who refilled the glass again. Mary made the circuit a third time, returning with most of the water still in the glass. 
“OK, Pet,” said Lisa. “You’ve proven that you can learn. But, that’s still not good enough. I want you to practice until you can do it without spilling a drop. And, oh yeah, there’s a little bit more to it.” 
Mary’s heart sank when Lisa pulled out a pair of boots with five inch heels. After setting the glass aside, Lisa pulled one of the boots onto Mary’s right leg. The shiny black boot went all the way up to Mary’s mid thigh and zipped up tight. Lisa pulled on the second boot and zipped it up. Mary teetered on the high heels. She took a couple of steps. “No, no, bitch,” said Lisa. “We’re still not done.” Lisa showed Mary a pair of handcuffs. “Put your hands behind your back,” ordered the Mistress. 
Mary stared in horror for a moment at the shiny steel cuffs. She was having a hard time staying balanced as it was. With her arms trapped behind her back, it would be impossible. But, she knew better than to argue with Lisa. She allowed herself to be cuffed and stood trembling as Lisa put the filled glass on the tray. Under Lisa’s orders, Mary walked across the room. Water sloshed all around, but the glass remained upright. She stepped carefully back to her Mistress.
“Do I need to warm your bare ass, Pet? Or are you going to learn to deliver a drink without spilling a drop?”
“I… I’ll learn, Mistress. I can do it.” Mary thought to herself, I have to learn or else. 
“That’s right, Pet,” said Lisa. She filled the glass again. “Follow me.” Lisa walked around the room carrying the pitcher of water. After a few steps she stopped. “Need a refill?” She held up the pitcher, already down ¼ from when she had started. 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Mary, looking at the half-filled glass. After a few more steps, Lisa refilled it again. It was terribly difficult to take even one step without spilling water. 
“Now, Pet,” said Lisa, soothingly. “I can see you are improving. And we’ll keep practicing until you get it right. But, if I have to refill this pitcher, I’m going to spank you. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Mistress,” answered the miserable slave. She understood that she had to perfect her technique before Lisa ran out of water. 
They continued to practice for 30 minutes until Mary could walk across the room without spilling a drop. Lisa made Mary do it 5 times in a row before she was satisfied that her slave was ready for the party. 
“Just one more thing,” said Lisa. “I don’t think this will make it any harder, but you’re going to be wearing this hood for the party. Let’s just practice with it to make sure.” She held up a leather hood that caused Mary’s feeling of confidence to fade. Mary held still while Lisa pulled the hood onto her slave. First a rubber ball gag was inserted in Mary’s mouth. The ball was attached to the inside of the hood. Next, Lisa pulled the hood over her face and behind her head until it covered her head completely. Lisa even tucked Mary’s hair up inside the leather casing. Carefully the Mistress made sure that Mary’s nose was aligned with the air hole and then started strapping it down. It strapped behind her head, under her chin, and around her neck. When Lisa was done, she let Mary look at herself in a mirror. All that stared back at Mary were a pair of eyes. The rest of her head was completely covered, making her totally unrecognizable. 
Mary felt herself becoming aroused at the sight of herself. She was going to be totally anonymous, totally exposed, and totally subservient to the party-goers. She imagined she’d not only be delivering drinks, but fondled as well. It made her tingle to think about the complete humiliation and vulnerability she’d feel. She heard Lisa’s voice. “The hood is just in case any of your friends are at the party. Don’t want you to be recognized.”
Mary felt a fresh blush of shame spread through her as she imagined herself on display to her friends like this. They would never know it was her, but they might take wild liberties with her. Then she caught herself. That was a silly thought. She didn’t have any friends that would come to a party with a nude and bound waitress. Or did she? Who might be at the party? Which of her friends might be the kind of person who would fondle a helpless slave?
Lisa removed Mary’s hood and handcuffs. She let Mary eat and use the toilet as preparation for the party. Then, Mary had to get dressed up again. 
Amy met her friends right after school. They went to Grace’s house and just hung out for a while. It was too early to go out and party yet and Amy wasn’t in a rush to start. She wasn’t sure if it was her turn yet to get the party supplies and was very nervous. It was Wendy who finally said, “You ready for this, Amy? You been practicing?”
“Yeah, sure,” nodded the 13-year-old trying to sound confident. “Is it… my turn tonight?”
“Show us,” said Wendy, pulling out a large dildo. No one answered Amy’s question, leaving the girl little doubt that tonight was indeed her turn. 
Amy took the fake cock from her friend and put it to her lips. Then she opened her mouth and slid it a couple of inches in, swirling her tongue around the head. She pushed it in and out of her mouth like the older girls had shown her. Soon she was pushing several inches into her mouth. She blushed at the attention she was getting, but she had to show that she was part of the group. 
“Nice,” said Grace. “Guess you are ready.” She took the dildo from Amy. “We’ve got a party to go to tonight. Booze and pot provided, so you won’t have to get it for us. Tomorrow night though… then it’s your big debut. Don’t disappoint us.”
Amy sighed in relief. Her first real blowjob was put off for another night. “Where’s the party?” asked Amy. 
“Lisa’s house,” said Grace. 
The girls drove around to each of their houses, with each girl getting dressed for the party at her stop. When they stopped at Amy’s house, Amy again wondered where her Mom was, but had gotten used to not finding her home. It was just as well because the girls followed Amy up to her room and helped her pick out the clothes for the party. When she was done, she looked at herself in the mirror. She was wearing a short little top that hugged her young form tightly. Her friends had insisted on no bra, so her nipples pressed against the thin fabric. That left her midriff bare all the way down her hip-hugging shorts. She wore the boots with the 4-inch heels that made her legs look so long and sexy. As she looked at herself, she shivered. She looked so naughty, so hot, and so grown-up. She was glad her Mom wasn’t home. Not that she ever complained much anymore. Lisa looked out for her. 
By the time they got to Lisa’s house, it was after 6. Lisa met them at the door and led them in. They went down to the basement where they could play some music and just hang out without being bothered. “Just us girls,” said Lisa, confirming Amy’s suspicion. They could be themselves without any boys around. She suspected they all be naked before too long. “Except for one thing,” said Lisa. “I have arranged for a special treat for tonight.” She let a few seconds of silence pass before she said, “We have a waitress for the evening who will bring us our drinks.” With that, she led her Pet into the room. 
Amy stared at the woman who stood beside Lisa. The first thing she noticed was that the waitress was obviously completely naked. But, she wasn’t dressed like any waitress she’d ever seen before. The woman wore the tray around her waist so that it didn’t hide her full tits or her shaved pussy. She stood as if was completely natural to be nude in front of a bunch of strange girls. Her wrists were bound behind her, adding to the erotic vision. Long boots went most of the way up the woman’s legs. The tops of the boots and the bottom of the tray neatly framed her pussy. She’d heard about women who liked to be tied up and clearly this one liked it. She even wore a complete face hood that looked quite uncomfortable. Amy wondered just who would let herself be dressed up like that and paraded in front of a bunch of teen girls. 
Mary stepped slowly into the room, feeling the heat build from the humiliation of her totally exposure. She didn’t know who or what to expect as she stepped from darkness into bright light. Her eyes squinted in the light as they adjusted. She could feel Lisa’s presence next to her and make out shapes of people in front of her. As her eyes focused, they fell on Grace. She felt her tummy tingle and her knees wobble as she realized she was staring at a teenage girl. Her gaze shifted to the next girl, Susie. Oh my God, she thought, I’m serving high school girls dressed like this. Girls that she’d seen at school and would most certainly recognize her. Nothing could be farther from the roomful of men she’d expected. 
The slave’s vision was slightly impaired by the leather hood. Before she could focus on another girl, Lisa stepped into her vision. “Go up to each girl and get their order. Then come back to me. I’ll make the drinks and send you back to them. Got it?”
Mary nodded. She heard Lisa say, “You have to write down your drink order. I’ve fixed her so she can’t talk. Isn’t she wonderful? I just love having a woman I can order around. And this one just loves being ordered around.”
Grace stepped up to the waitress first. “I’ll take a gin and tonic. Oops,” she said and then picked up the pad of paper on Mary’s tray. “Gin and tonic,” she said as she wrote. Mary looked at the short skirt of the young girl and lovely long legs. 
“Over here,” called Wendy, making Mary walk to her. Mary’s eyes fixed on the tight halter top that Wendy filled out so well. “Rum and coke,” she said as she wrote her drink order down. Mary carefully walked over to Susie. She couldn’t miss the way Susie’s large tits pressed her nipples against her tight top. She wondered if she’d see them without the top. “Scotch, straight up,” said Susie. 
Mary caught the figure of the last girl in the corner of her eye and stepped toward her. This girl was younger than the rest, her small firm tits were cute and she wore tight little shorts that showed off her cute ass. The girl turned to face Mary and Mary froze. Amy! She was standing nude and bound in front of her own 13-year-old daughter. With a squeak, she turned her head to find Lisa. Her Mistress was staring back at her with a big smile on her face. Mary looked back at her daughter, realizing that just seconds before she’d been admiring the young girl’s body. She’d felt a sexual tingle as she’d thought about the young girl seeing her naked. Now her stomach flopped as the heat in her body surged. The humiliation of being on display for strangers was magnified by the knowledge that her daughter was staring at her. She watched her daughter’s eyes run up and down her body, finally settling on her tits. 
Amy reached for the pad of paper and Mary jumped, at first thinking that Amy was reaching for her tits. She felt Lisa’s hand on her bare back. “Relax, Pet,” whispered Lisa softly. “This will be such fun. I know I’m really enjoying it. Aren’t you?”
Amy was a little confused by the reaction of the waitress. She’d taken the other girls’ orders without a problem, but seemed a little distraught now. Determined to act the role of a big girl, she ordered a drink that she’d heard her mom order before. “Screwdriver,” she said as she wrote that down. 
Mary swayed a little as she heard her daughter’s order. Who was Amy hanging out with? Look at how she was dressed! She just ordered a drink! She was staring at her mother like she was used to being waited on by naked women. Well, Mary calmed down a little bit as she realized, the other’s weren’t staring and were probably used to being around naked women. Amy was staring because she wasn’t used to it. 
The mother was faced with her worst nightmare. She couldn’t let on to Amy who she was. That would ruin her career and marriage. It would embarrass and appall her daughter. Her knees shaking, she stepped away from the girl and followed Lisa to the bar. Behind her the girls were talking, but she couldn’t make out what they were saying. Instead she heard Lisa. “Little girl wants a screwdriver, huh? You bring it to her without spilling a drop. I’ll bet you thought I couldn’t come up with anything to screw up your life more. Well, you were wrong. Tonight you’re waiting on your daughter. Naked. Hands tied behind your back. Helpless. Sexy.” Lisa laughed. “I saw her look at your tits. I think she likes them.” 
Mary blushed under the hood. She couldn’t believe the feeling she was having. She felt a thrill of excitement course through her as Lisa taunted her. The humiliation was overwhelming, but it only made her more excited. I’m naked in front of my own daughter, she reminded herself. My own daughter! 
With the drinks made she carefully delivered them to each of the girls. Once her tray was empty, Grace said, “I think our waitress deserves a tip, girls, don’t you? What can we do that will make her happy?”
Mary wanted to back away from them, but she felt someone press up behind her. It had to be Lisa because she could see the other four girls. Grace reached out and cupped the teacher’s right tit. A little gasp escaped from underneath the hood. “Ooo, she likes this,” said the teen. She stroked Mary’s tit and tweaked her nipple until it was hard. Susie did the same to Mary’s left tit. The slave thought she’d never felt any single touch that was as wonderful as these two girls touching her, fondling her, arousing her… in front of her daughter!
Wendy pushed Grace aside and fondled Mary’s tit for a moment. When Susie stepped aside, Mary fixed her gaze on Amy. Would she? wondered Mary. Without hesitation, Amy followed the older girls’ lead. A louder gasp escaped as the 13-year-old tweaked her nipple. The touch was like electricity. 
“Oh, yeah,” said Lisa. “I think she likes you, Amy. Did you hear that? She likes it.”
“Maybe she just likes them young,” said Grace. 
A slight pressure against her back made Mary turn slightly to face Amy more directly. “Go ahead,” said Lisa. “She wants you to touch them both.” 
It did indeed look like the slave was offering both her tits to the young girl. With a self-conscious grin, Amy reached up with both hands. She didn’t want to look like she was afraid. They were challenging her, so it wasn’t like she was a lesbian. Yet, she was enjoying the feel of the older woman’s boobs. 
“That’s good,” said Lisa finally. “She is a slave bitch, so we don’t want to give her too much pleasure. Her job is to serve, not stand around being felt up.”
Mary made her way shakily to the edge of the room where she could stand and watch. Amy sipped at her drink, tasting the vodka hidden under the juice. It made her feel good, so she took a few more sips. Before she knew it, the glass was empty. Mary stood dumbly and stared at the empty glass as she realized her 13-year-old daughter had just downed a mixed drink. She stepped back into the center of the room and the girls’ attention. Their glasses were empty and she had a job to do. She carried the empties back to the bar and patiently waited while Lisa refilled them. Then she made her way to each of the girls again. She paused in the center of the room until Lisa said, “Oh, you naughty slave. Are you looking for another tip? You want Amy… to feel you up?”
Confused by her own lust, Mary shook her head. She didn’t have the right to expect anything from these girls. Stepping backwards, she stood still on the side of the room again, waiting for her next duty. 
Amy was enjoying herself. The girls were talking about boys and clothes and jewelry. She was getting a buzz. The pretty woman at the side of the room looked so sexy the way she was dressed. It had been fun to feel her up. It was fun to be in charge.  The woman looked so naughty and had to do whatever the girls wanted.  She wondered if the woman would do more than let the girls feel her up, but she was a follower, not a leader. She would wait for the other girls to make the next move. 
Lisa got Amy aside and nodded toward Mary. “What do you think about her?”
“Umm, she’s pretty,” said Amy, wondering just what she ought to say about a naked and bound waitress to sound cool. Of all the girls Lisa was her favorite. She’d gotten her mom to relax the rules and taken care of her. She felt most comfortable around her ‘big sister.’ “Does she like to be tied up?”
“She’s not complaining, is she?” asked Lisa. 
“No, she acts like she wants me to look at her. Who is she?”
“Well, Amy, she’s wearing the hood for a reason. Nobody, but me gets to know who she is. It’s better that way.”
“Better?”
“Better for her. She gets to do naughty stuff like walk around naked in front of teenagers and nobody knows who she is.”
“OK, I was just wondering who would do something like that.”
“It’s not really her choice,” said Lisa. “I’m making her do it.”
“What? How?”
“Let’s just say I belong to a group that likes to train slaves. We find them in different ways.”
“Slaves?”
“Yeah, she’s a slave. What do you think about that?”
Amy didn’t know what to say. 
“Give it a try. Make her fetch you another drink. Go ahead, it feels good.”
Amy looked down at her empty glass and then at the waitress. She shook her glass at her mom and smiled as it got the desired reaction. Amy felt the surge of power from ordering the slave around. Soon Mary was delivering a third round of drinks. 
To keep Amy from getting too drunk too fast, Lisa was watering down the 13-year-old’s drinks. She was still getting tipsy, but the petite girl might have been totally wasted after just two full drinks. 
Mary again started to retreat to the edge of the room, but Wendy said, “How about another tip for the waitress, girls? How do you like this?” she asked Mary, running her hand lightly up the bound woman’s bare ass. 
“Mmmmm,” purred Mary through her gag. It felt humiliating to have any of these beautiful girls touch her anywhere. She knew this was a bad crowd that Amy was hanging out with, but she was powerless to do anything. Hands touched her breasts again. She looked for Amy, but didn’t see her. She stiffened as her eyes found Amy talking to Lisa. What was her Mistress telling her daughter? Lisa handed Amy something and she saw the younger girl grin with delight. The next thing she knew, Amy was walking toward her with a big, black dildo in her hand. Oh, God, she thought to herself, Amy couldn’t possibly know what to do with that kind of thing. Could she?
Amy put one hand on the slave’s hip and put the dildo to her shaved pussy lips. “Spread your legs, bitch,” said Amy, her voice commanding. 
Without hesitation, Mary spread her legs and then felt her daughter slide the dildo inside her cunt. She whined in desperation as the cock stimulated her. It wasn’t deep enough or fast enough to make her cum. It was just enough to tease her. She looked at Lisa, catching the sinister smile of her Mistress. Fucked by my own daughter, she told herself. Because my Mistress owns me.  Because my Mistress knows what a slut I am. She came back to reality as the cock came out of her cunt. She thrust her hips forward involuntarily, seeking the cock. But it was gone. She looked at Amy, begging with her eyes. Fuck me again, sweetie. Fuck Mommy again. But Amy was looking at Lisa as if seeking approval. Lisa nodded at Amy. 
“Spread wide again, bitch” said the sweet little 13-year-old. Mary opened her legs even wider and felt the cock slide between her pussy lips. This time Amy was more aggressive as she pumped it in and out of her mother’s cunt. As she pulled the cock free, Amy asked, “Did you enjoy that?”
Shaking with lust, Mary nodded. Yes, baby, Mommy loved the feel of the cock in your hand. Then she backed up against the wall, waiting for the girls to toy with her again. 
Lisa made sure that Mary wouldn’t have to wait very long. “She does so much more than just serve drinks, girls. Let’s play a game and you’ll see what I mean.”
“Well, duh,” said Wendy. “She fucked that cock pretty fucking good. So what can she do besides serve drinks and fuck?”
“What game?” asked Susie.
“Strip poker,” said Lisa. “She wants us so bad. And she’ll be the prize. Last one naked gets to feel her tongue on their pussy.”
“OK, that’s cool,” agreed Susie. 
“Let’s see,” said Grace. “Nobody’s wearing a bra. Jewelry doesn’t count. Shoes are one item. We can make this be quick.” She sat down on the floor in the middle of the room and patted the floor next to her. “Sit here, Amy,” she said, making sure Amy was facing her mom. 
Lisa had cards handy and quickly dealt a hand. Grace lost the first hand. She stood up and walked over in front of Mary. “Loser has to take something off… right in front of the waitress,” she said and then pulled her top up over her head. Mary’s eyes went right to the teen’s tits. “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” she said. “The bitch likes teenage tits.” Mary blushed, but didn’t take her eyes off Grace’s breasts until the girl had turned away. 
Susie lost and removed her shoes. “Not much point in taking my shoes off in front of her,” she said, explaining why she hadn’t gotten up. “Next time I will.” Lisa lost and followed Susie’s example. When Grace lost, she removed her shoes, too. 
The next hand was a loser for Amy. She started to remove her boots. “I think the boots gotta go in front of the waitress,” said Lisa. 
“What?” complained Amy. “You took your shoes off sitting down.”
“Yeah, but she likes you. She hasn’t seen your legs all night. You have to stand right in front of her while you pull those boots down those pretty legs.” 
Mary couldn’t control the moan that escaped from her lips. She shook her head. No, no, don’t make her do that, she begged silently. 
“See,” said Lisa. “She’s trying to deny it, but she wants to see.”
Put that way, Amy found she couldn’t argue any more. Besides, it was just her boots. She stood and stepped right in front of her lustful mom. “Want to watch this?” she asked, teasingly as she slid one boot down to reveal her slender calf and bare foot. “Like my legs?” she teased as she slid down the other. She turned around, noting how the woman’s eyes never left her legs. It was an eerie, yet wonderful feeling. 
Mary had the same eerie, yet wonderful feeling in the pit of her stomach.  She was being forced to watch her daughter’s slide into debauchery.  She had no doubt that Amy was enjoying herself.  The little girl would soon be naked and still enjoying herself.  And Mary couldn’t deny that the sight was thrilling her, too.  The thrill of the forbidden was overwhelming.  She wanted to see more.  
Amy sat back down feeling a hunger building in the pit of her stomach. It was an odd feeling, a feeling that she wanted more of. Something about the way the woman was looking at her was exciting. 
When Wendy lost, she removed her shoes. So far only Grace had gone beyond that. Lisa lost and stood in front of her slave as she pulled off her shirt to reveal her beautiful tits. Susie was next, revealing her large breasts to the horny teacher. By now Mary was having a hard time controlling her breathing. Her breaths came in ragged gasps, barely controlled, almost moans of lust. Grace lost and shed her short skirt. She twirled in front of Mary to show the scanty thong that remained. 
Amy lost the next hand and Mary caught her breath as the 13-year-old rose and stood in front of her. None of the other girls had said anything as they stripped in front of the waitress, but Amy could sense the heat of the woman. The other girls had noticed it and mentioned it. The woman wanted her. “Want to see my tits?” she asked the woman, teasingly. 
Behind her Lisa stifled a laugh, but Mary saw the motion. A fresh wave of humiliation shot through her, tingling her to the core. Want to see my little girl’s tits? She heard the words ringing in her head. Want to see little tits? Want to…? She didn’t realize she’d nodded until Amy smiled at her. She let her breath out slowly in an audible sigh as Amy raised the tight little top. How does she know how to do this? wondered Mary. Amy raised it over her head and paused fully stretched so that her small tits melted into her taut frame, then she lowered her arms. She cupped her own tits, accentuating them briefly before sitting back down. 
“Hot, girl,” whispered Grace to the young teen. “You are hot.” And drunk, she told herself. This little piece was gonna be easy tonight. 
The girls played quickly. Soon Grace, Susie, Lisa, and Wendy were wearing only panties. Grace lost the next hand. She stood in front of Mary and turned her back to her, showing off the thong that disappeared up the crack of her ass. Then she turned to face the teacher and slid down her thong, revealing her recently shaved pussy. “Guess I won’t be the first to feel her tongue,” she lamented to the other girls. She sat down outside the circle, done with the game. 
The next loser was Amy. She was impatient to get stripped, since each lost article of clothing brought a new thrill. But, at Grace’s comment, Amy had remembered the stakes. She was ahead. She would be the first to feel the woman’s tongue… did she want that? She shuddered as she thought of it. Yes, she did want that. But, now with this loss, she was tied with the other girls again. Still, she stood in front of the waitress, wanting to tease the horny woman. “Want to see my panties, too? Mine are new? I’m…” She glanced around at the other girls. “Do you think she knows how old I am?”
“Probably has a good idea,” laughed Lisa. “But tell her anyway.”
“I’m just 13,” said Amy. “My friends just helped me pick out these panties.”
Mary felt a pang of lost innocence at Amy’s admission. She’d been shopping with these girls. That’s where she’d gotten these clothes. The voice rang in her head. Want to see my panties? Mommy? Mommy? Mommy? Want to see my… Her eyes widened as the little girl slid the short shorts down her lovely legs and stepped out of them. A small red triangle covered her daughter’s pussy. Thin red straps ran around her waist and disappeared. She watched in mute disbelief as Amy turned her back. Looking over her shoulder at her Mom, Amy felt a surge of lust as the woman’s eyes widened anew. A thin red strap ran down between the little round ass cheeks of the 13-year-old, leaving nothing to her mother’s imagination. 
“Come sit back down so we can finish,” called out Wendy. The voice shook Amy from the electric bond that had briefly held the two together. 
The next hand was a loser for Lisa. She took off her panties to reveal the pussy that Mary was most familiar with. For the first time, Mary realized that her daughter might win the game. She might be kneeling in front of her daughter, tonguing that sweet… oh, God, don’t think like that. She shook her head, but couldn’t chase away the burning lust. Her eyes were on Amy, taking in the beautiful white skin, pink little nipples, and tiny red triangle between her legs. Then she realized that Wendy stood in front of her. She watched Wendy remove her thong and knew that only Susie and Amy remained. 
They’d have to remove her hood if she was going to go down on them. Once the hood came off, Amy would see her. They couldn’t do that. She pressed back against the wall, wanting to disappear. But, there was no place to hide. The two girls were looking at their cards. Amy smiled and looked up at her mom. Please, no, thought Mary. Don’t let her be the winner. 
Amy and Susie laid their cards down at the same time. “You’re the winner, Amy,” said Susie. She stood and stripped off her thong in front of the slave. 
“Cool,” said Lisa, suddenly in Mary’s face. “Gonna eat 13-year-old pussy.” Her voice dropped as she said, “Gonna eat your daughter’s pussy. I can see it in your eyes, Pet. You want her pussy. Slut.”
Mary knew that the words of her Mistress were true. She was as sexually charged as she’d ever been. But, Amy would see her. She couldn’t do it. 
Lisa pulled Mary out of the room. “My pet and I have a little wardrobe adjustment to make,” she said to the other girls. Once out of the room, Lisa stripped the hood off her slave and pulled the gag from her mouth. 
“Ms. Simon…” whined Mary as soon as her mouth was free.
“Bitch,” said Lisa, slapping her slave across the face. “How dare you speak without permission?”
“It’s my daughter…” whined Mary, enduring another slap.
“You think I don’t know that, stupid cunt?” said Lisa. “That’s what’s making this fun. Your hot little tart of a daughter doesn’t know who you are, but she knows she wants her pussy licked by you. Damn, watching her strip for you was worth a million. She is so hot.”
“She’s drunk,” said Mary, her head rocking from another slap. 
“Let’s get back to basics, bitch,” said Lisa. She quite surprised by her slave’s sudden streak of disobedience. “You remember the pictures in the magazine? Pictures I’ve taken since then? Things you’ve done? Making out with young girls isn’t new to you. Want your hubby, your daughter, your boss to know what you’ve been doing, slut?”
“No, Ms. Simon.”
“Fine then, imagine these two fingers are your little girl’s tight little pussy lips,” she said, holding up her index and middle fingers tightly together. She pressed them against Mary’s lips. Lisa smiled as her slave’s tongue came out and licked at the slit between the fingers. “Don’t forget that.” 
*****
Once Mary and Lisa were gone from the room, the other girls crowded around Amy. “I have never seen a woman look at someone like she looks at you,” said Wendy. “She is so hot for you.”
“Yeah,” said Grace. “She’ll do anything you want.”
“She’s your toy,” said Susie. “Whatever you’ve ever wanted to do… now is your chance.”
“But what…” said Amy. She didn’t know what she wanted. 
“OK, girl,” said Wendy. “She’s gonna lick your pussy until you cum. Do you know what that means?”
“Kind of,” lied Amy. 
“She’s gonna lick your pussy.” She waited for a look of understanding from the 13-year-old. “That feels good.” She waited again. “Pretty soon it will feel better than you’ve ever felt before. When it feels like your whole body is gonna explode, that’s an orgasm. That’s cumming.” She paused. “That’s what she’s gonna do for you.”
“Explode is good?”
“Explode is wonderful,” said Grace. “But, don’t rush it.” She cast a slightly annoyed glance at Wendy. “Once you’ve exploded, she’ll be done and you’ll be happy. You need to tease her some before you let her lick you. Play with her tits. She likes that. Touch her wherever you want. Like Susie said, she’s your toy. Play with the bitch. She has to let you do whatever you want. She’s fucking tied up.”
“Feel a tingle in your tummy right now?” asked Susie.
“Yeah,” admitted Amy. 
“Go with that feeling,” said Susie. “Anything that makes the tingle better is good. When the slave starts licking your pussy or maybe even before, that tingle is gonna go down, from your tummy to your pussy. That’s when you start working on the exploding part.”
“Just don’t rush it,” said Grace. “Slow is good. Tingle is good. Exploding is better.”
*****
Lisa removed the tray and gave her slave a different hood. It still fit tightly around her head, covering her completely and hiding her hair, but this one had an opening around the mouth. Lisa led her toward the door. “Not a word from your mouth, bitch,” she said. “You don’t want her to recognize your voice. No matter what she says… if she asks a question… if she says she likes big black cocks… you don’t say a word.”
Mary nodded meekly as she was led into the room and looked down at her daughter who was lying on her back on the carpeted floor. The young girl still wore the tiny thong that looked so obscene, yet so inviting on the slender frame. She stopped dead in the doorway and then pushed back against her insistent Mistress. It was hard to get leverage in the 5-inch heels, but the defiant slave stood her ground for a moment before Lisa pulled her back away from her daughter. She didn’t want to make a scene in front of the girls and it appeared her slave needed some more discipline. 
“What, bitch?” spat Lisa. “I thought you fully understood the consequences of disobedience.”
“Ms. Simon,” said Mary, panting. “Please…”
Lisa thought her slave was going to argue with her yet again despite the obvious repercussions. She opened her mouth to speak, but her slave cut her off. “Get her to eat me, too… please.”
Lisa stood in stunned silence for a few seconds as she tried to convince herself she’d heard correctly. “You slut,” she said finally, putting her hand to her slave’s cunt. She brought it away damp with her slave’s juices. “You are so wet for your little girl. I never imagined this.” She paused for a moment and then slapped Mary soundly. “That’s for talking back to me.” She found her slave’s clit and teased it for a few seconds, making Mary catch her breath. It was a tiny bit of pleasure that her Mistress had never given her before. “That’s for being so wickedly wonderful,” breathed Lisa. “Of course the drunk little bitch is gonna eat Mommy.”
Mary found herself staring down at the ‘drunk little bitch’ seconds later. She licked her lips in anticipation. A little voice deep inside her screamed about how wrong her thoughts were. She imagined the voice had spoken aloud to Lisa and imagined Lisa slapped it viciously as she knelt before her daughter. Nothing was keeping her from his moment. The little girl still wore the cute little thong and Mary’s arms were still cuffed behind her. With that flimsy barrier between them, Mary paused kneeling. She didn’t know what to do.
Amy rose to kneel in front of the full grown woman that knelt before her. The tingle in her tummy grew just from the woman’s eyes on her. Her small hands reached up to cup the full tits and she watched the eyes of the woman as they sparkled with lust. A moan escaped the lips, now fully visible to the girl. The full, red lips of the woman parted and gasped again as she toyed with the hard nipples.  Around the room the other girls looked at each other, pressing their finger to their lips to silence one another. All of them knew just who was under the hood… all of them except for Amy, of course. Amy was charting new territory, going beyond their own erotic expectations. Each of them wanted the others to stay silent… no interference with the innocent 13-year-old as she expanded her horizons. Only Lisa knew just how far Mary was willing and eager to expand her daughter’s horizons. 
As Amy caressed her mother’s tits, the naughty mother puckered her lips at her daughter. Amy looked in wonder at the sight. “You… you want to kiss me?” she asked, the tingle growing just at the thought of it. 
Mary nodded and bent toward the precious lips of her daughter. Amy rose slightly to meet the woman halfway and pressed her lips to her mother’s lips. She pulled back abruptly when she realized the woman was trying to pry her lips apart with her tongue. Confused for a moment, she stared back at the bound woman. She looked at the other girls in the room for support. Grace, Susie, and Lisa all nodded at her. She leaned back in, this time with her lips slightly parted. She felt the tongue slide into her mouth and her whole body warmed in an instant. She responded by pushing her tongue into the woman’s mouth and the tongues battled for a moment before eagerly caressing each other. Amy felt the tingle grow from centered in her tummy to other places… places that demanded more attention. 
Still, there were things left to explore. Amy wanted to sample so many experiences right now. She stood, pulling Mary to her feet with her. At just the right height, Amy leaned to meet a swollen nipple with her mouth and sucked on it. She blushed at the thought of the other girls watching her, but she just had to try it. The tingle grew as she did and she knew she was doing the right thing. 
Mary jumped at the touch of her daughter’s lips to her sensitive nipple. It was more than she could have imagined, a thrill that shot the length of her body as the 13-year-old’s lips brushed her nipple and sucked it to hardness.  She watched with forbidden joy as her daughter sucked one and then the other. She moaned in pleasure, noting that the mere sound brought the young girl’s eyes up to meet hers. Reluctantly, but feeling an urgent need, Mary pulled herself away from the wonderful caress of her daughter’s lips and knelt before the young girl. This time it was her that suckled on the forbidden nipples until Amy’s stood up hard and sensitive. Amy held her mommy’s head to her chest as she relished the feel of the moist pressure against that which no one else had ever touched. 
Mary moved from the small tits to kiss the flat tummy and then down to just above the hairless slit. She could smell the sex of her daughter. Having eaten cunt on several occasions now, she knew what awaited her. She grasped the thin red strap that went around her daughter’s narrow hip between her lips and bent down farther, pulling the panties down as she did. 
Amy saw how awkward it was for the slave to remove her panties with her mouth and grasped them in her own hands. She pulled the panties the rest of the way down and stepped out of them. She felt no self-consciousness as she stripped off the last of her clothes. She was after all, the only one wearing anything at this point. “Are you ready to eat me?” she asked the woman.
“Ohhhhh,” breathed Mary, not willing to speak any intelligible word. What a silly question, little girl, she thought to herself. She glanced at Lisa and saw the savage glee in her eyes. Mommy is ready to eat her little girl’s cunt. She waited impatiently as Amy lay back on the floor again and then pressed her face to the rising pubic mound. She pushed her hard tongue between the tender, hairless lips and ran it firmly up to Amy’s clit. 
“Eeeeeee,” squealed Amy as the tongue touched her most sensitive part. She clasped her hand over her mouth, abruptly embarrassed that she’d lost control. She watched curiously as the woman’s tongue stroked up and down her slit over and over again. It was so naughty to watch, yet she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the pink tongue that was pleasuring her. Looking above the tongue, she caught the eyes that held hers for a moment. The woman was watching her every move, every reaction. 
The tingle was well inside her pussy now and Amy knew that she was on the way to exploding, just like the other girls had said. She was conscious of their presence and mildly embarrassed by it, but there was no way that she was going to stop at this point. It simply felt too wonderful. Words ran through her head as she felt her lust rising. This is a slave. She is here for my pleasure. She is my toy. “Eat me,” she whispered, watching for the slave’s reaction. She saw the woman’s eyes open in surprise and then she licked even harder. “Eat me, slave,” she said. Again the tongue fucking intensified. 
“I’m only 13,” she said, recalling the surge of passion that she and the woman had shared the last time she’d said those words. A moan escaped from the woman’s lips even as she licked the virgin pussy. Mary was going wild with lust as her daughter verbally teased her. “I’m somebody’s little girl,” said Amy. 
“Mmmm, gawww,” moaned Mary, stifling the urge to make intelligible sounds. You’re my little girl, she thought. My innocent little baby. And I want you so fucking bad. She pressed her face into the bare pussy, trying to make her little girl cum on the spot. 
Amy was amazed at the reaction that brought from the woman. “Little girl,” she said again. Ordinarily she might be embarrassed at being a little girl. She was trying to act the big girl around her new friends. But those words were the key to this woman’s arousal. “I’m somebody’s little girl,” she said again. “Oh, God,” she moaned as a new wave of lust swept over her. “If my mommy could see me now,” she whined, humping her hips up to meet the urgent tongue. “Mommy. Oh, God, do you have a little girl? Would you eat your little girl? Oh, do it, that’s sooo… oh, Mommy…” Each time she breathed the word, it brought her closer to the explosion that she could feel approaching. It was so naughty. Mommy eating her little girl. But, it made the woman tongue her harder and it made her tingle more. More tingle – better. Explosion coming. “Eat me, mommy,” she screamed. “Eat me.” The explosion swept over her. She pulled the slave’s head to her as she humped up to meet the thrusting tongue against her clit. 
As she lay on the floor recovering from her orgasm, Amy looked at the girls as they looked at her. She’d put on quite a show for them. Now it was embarrassing. What had she said? But, her embarrassment was laid aside as Susie knelt down beside her. “That was wonderful, Amy. I’ve never seen anything like it. That was your first, wasn’t it?”
“Uh huh,” she said nodding. 
“You are so hot,” said Wendy. “That was beautiful. I’d watch that over and over.” She gently caressed Amy’s face. 
“I… I… oh, holy cow,” said Amy. “I pretended she was my mommy. It was so naughty. She liked it and I liked it.” She paused. “You won’t tell anyone, will you?”

“That you pretended she was your mommy?”
“Yes, please, that’s so naughty.”
“No, Amy,” said Wendy. She, and the other girls, had been afraid Amy had realized who was behind the hood in her moment of passion. Now they realized it was just a fantasy. “Of course not,” she said. “We’re your friends. We can share naughty little secrets like that. Your mommy is probably at home watching TV right now, huh?”
“Probably,” agreed Amy. 
Lisa knelt next to the two. “One more thing you gotta do, Amy,” said the senior. 
“What’s that?” asked Amy. 
“Eat her.”
“No,” said Amy. “I thought she was a slave. I don’t have to do anything to her.”
“Well, of course she is a slave,” agreed Lisa. “What I meant is, you’ll never have an opportunity like this again. If you don’t eat her, see what it’s like, then you’ll never know. You’ll always wonder what it would have been like. She’s yours to use the way you want. I think you have to eat her, just to see what it’s like.” She handed Amy another glass of vodka and orange juice as she helped the girl to sit up. “Look at that pussy. You’ll always wonder… what would that be like?”
Thirsty, Amy downed the drink at once. She coughed at the burn of the vodka as it hit her throat. She felt that tingle inside again. The woman was probably feeling that tingle, too. The little girl searched for the woman’s eyes behind the hood and when she found them, they told her a story of lust. “Do you have a little girl?” asked Amy. 
Mary nodded slowly. 
“Would you let her eat you?”
Mary didn’t know how to answer that question. She paused for several seconds and then slowly shook her head no. 
“You want me to?”
The slave nodded her head. Yes, the voice screamed in her head. Yes, I want my little girl to eat me. 
Amy knelt over the sopping cunt and inhaled. The aroma hit her and she felt the tingle grow. “I liked it when I pretended you were my mommy,” she said. “I’m gonna pretend that again. Bet you’d like to pretend with me. You want your little girl to eat you, don’t you?”
Mary nodded slowly, reluctantly this time. Yes, eat me, Amy, she silently begged. 
“Mommy,” said Amy as she leaned closer to the pussy. The idea was so absurd. Her strict, school teacher, prudish mom would never do anything like this. Yet it was exciting to say because each time she said it, the woman’s eyes came alight with passion. “Mommy,” she said again and pressed her tongue to the bare pussy. She licked up the length of it, knowing that somewhere near the top of the slit was the sensitive point. Tentatively she ran her tongue up and down the slit, enjoying the taste, but paying attention to the helpless woman. In just a few swipes of her tongue, the 13-year-old had zeroed in on her mommy’s clit. She paid particular attention to it, wanting to make the woman’s tingle grow even more. As she did, she was surprised to find her own tingle growing, until there was an urgent need in her cunt again. 
Mary watched in disbelief as her daughter teased her so expertly. She couldn’t believe her daughter didn’t really know who she was. The fantasy was so real that she fell completely into it. Her daughter was eating her. Her daughter really was eating her! The only fantasy was that her daughter knew it was mommy. Caught up in that moment, she convinced herself that Amy was willingly tonguing her mommy to orgasm while these other girls watched. Mary came suddenly, hard and long as Amy licked at the swollen clit of her mother. 
Amy was suddenly astride Mary’s face, pressing her hot cunt to the surprised tongue of the slave. The little girl had felt her tingle grow to the point that it was again undeniable. The only answer was to take that tingle and build it to an explosion again. Riding the woman’s face, Amy felt the pleasure as it rose in her again. “Eat me, Mommy,” she breathed, living her own fantasy. “Make your little girl cum.” She tensed her body suddenly. It wasn’t as good an orgasm as the first, but then she hadn’t allowed it to build slowly as she had the previous one. 
The moment was suddenly broken as a sated Amy stood and looked down at Mary. “Holy cow, she is pretty good with her tongue. And, damn, I think she really does have a daughter.” She looked around at the other girls/ “Don’t you?”
“Yeah, she probably does,” said Lisa. “And you’re right about something else. I’ll bet she’d love to stick that tongue of hers in her little girl’s cunt.”
“I don’t know,” said Amy. “That’s pretty naughty. I think she just wants to pretend.”
Amy curled up on the couch and woke up in her bed the next morning experiencing another hangover, but she had memories of the best party ever. The other girls rode Mary’s face a few times before the party ended. 
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When Amy woke up the next morning she found herself naked, as usual, with Wendy, Grace, and Susie. When she asked where Lisa was, Grace told her, “She went to spend the night with your mom. Since you were passed out, we figured somebody better tell her you were spending the night with some friends. She’ll be back before too long though, I think she wants to talk to you.” 
Remembering the events of the previous night, Amy wondered too what her friends thought of her. She hadn’t seen them getting the same attentions from the slave after she’d gone to sleep. But, she didn’t know how to ask the question. Embarrassed she realized she’d had sex with another girl before she’d ever even made out with a boy. She never figured out how to ask the question and the other girls acted like nothing had happened, so she just led it slide as they hung out for the day, went to the mall, and got ready to party again that evening. 
Back at the mall, Grace singled out a man in his twenties. “I’ll get the booze tonight,” she said as she left the group and walked over to the man. 
Thirty minutes later they had some beer and were headed for the pool hall. “Don’t let us down,” said Wendy to Amy as they walked into the hall. As with the last time, nobody paid any attention to the girls as they walked through the room and knocked on the door. 
The four girls crowded into the room. “How many bags, girls?” asked Joe from behind his desk. 
The rules flashed through Amy’s head as in the brief pause before Grace answered. “Three bags tonight, Joe.”
Amy started at the words that came out of her friend’s mouth. Three bags meant… But there was no escape for her. The other three girls stepped back, making sure that Joe’s eyes fell on the 13-year-old. Dressed and made up as she was, she looked older, but she didn’t feel it right now. Joe set three bags of pot on his desk and leaned back in his chair. “Let’s see it, babe,” he said to Amy. 
Three bags meant a naked blowjob and Joe got to eat her, too. She looked around at the other girls who looked at her rather coldly; their eyes warning her not to chicken out now. With that reminder, she turned back to Joe and pulled her tight top up over her head. She wriggled out of her pants and slid down the thong. Joe’s hands immediately went to her small tits. “Damn, Amy,” he said, remembering her name. “You look a lot younger with your clothes off.” But, that didn’t deter him from running his hands all over her body before she knelt between his legs. Amy didn’t like the feel of his rough hands on her tender skin. She didn’t like the fact that the other girls stood and watched as he fondled her. She didn’t like the trapped feeling that she had, but she didn’t dare back out now. Remembering the lessons the other girls had given her, she took Joe’s cock in her mouth. 
The young teen swirled her tongue around Joe’s cock and sucked a couple of inches in her mouth. It felt different than the dildos, warm and somehow soft, yet hard. Her lips were spread wide as she sucked on the cock. The warm salty taste was very different from the dildo, too. Her head bobbed up and down as she took his cock a little deeper with each thrust. Soon she was taking the whole cock down her throat and could hear Joe’s breathing becoming ragged and strained. His hands grabbed her hair and set the rhythm of her sucking. “God damn, she’s pretty fucking good,” he panted. “Too young. Too fucking young.” He couldn’t stand not knowing. “How old is she?” 
“Thirteen,” said Grace with a smirk. “She’s in 8th grade.”
“Fucking middle school,” said Joe. “I love middle school mouth.” He loved it so much that he filled it with cum seconds later. 
Amy was surprised when her mouth was suddenly filled with warm, sticky, salty cum. She hadn’t thought that far ahead and didn’t know what to expect. Joe’s hands kept her from pulling away, so she had to keep sucking as he shot deep down her throat. The cum seeped out around the corners of her mouth. Her frightened eyes looked up at Joe, begging for him to release her. She struggled slightly, but he kept his hands tightly in her hair and his cock pressed deep down her throat. Finally he was finished and pulled out. 
Uncertain what to do, Amy didn’t want to get the goo on her new clothes, so she swallowed what was in her mouth. The other girls whooped loudly. “Way to go, Amy.” “Nice first one, Amy.” “Hot mouth, girl.” She wiped the back of her hand across her mouth to clean away the drops of cum around her mouth and smiled a feeble smile at her friends. She’d done her first blowjob! It had been terrible, but she hadn’t disappointed her friends. 
“Quiet down, girls,” said Joe. “Shit. Can’t have somebody coming in here now. Not with a naked 8th grader on her knees in front of me.”
The room quieted immediately. Amy felt Joe’s big hands on her again as he squeezed her tits and then lifted her up onto his desk. He laid her back on the desk right in front of him and pulled her legs apart. “Mmmm, yeah,” he said just before he ran his tongue up the bare pussy. Embarrassed as she was to be lying on a desk in a seedy office with a big man licking her pussy, Amy felt the tingle in her tummy that she knew was good. She tried to imagine it was the woman from last night, but Joe’s stubble on her soft thighs and tender pussy lips wouldn’t let her fall into that fantasy. As he ate her, Joe’s hands continued to roam her slender body. He kneaded her tits, then cupped her ass, then caressed her thighs. It seemed he wanted to memorize her body. His tongue was relentless and he knew what he was doing between a girl’s legs. 
Remembering her fantasy from the night before, Amy suddenly wondered if this man had a daughter. It had been so long since she’d seen her own daddy. He looked nothing like her daddy, but he was a big man about the same age as her daddy. She closed her eyes. Daddy, she thought. Eat me daddy. That made the tingle grow in her pussy. Eat me. Make me feel good, daddy. Daddy’s hands were cupping her ass now and pulling her up to meet his mouth. She reached for her tits and squeezed them, teasing the nipples to hardness. It felt wonderful to touch herself while daddy’s tongue made her feel good. “Do it,” she breathed softly. Her breathing was coming in soft pants as the tingle grew even more demanding. “Yesssss,” she hissed. “Squeeze me.” Her hands squeezed her tits while daddy’s hands squeezed her tight ass. “Daddy,” she whispered, too softly for anyone to hear. It was enough to warm her and make the explosion come even closer. Imagining her daddy making her feel so good, she came hard. Her hands went to Joe’s head, pulling him down as his hands pulled her up. 
The feeling passed, leaving her with the wonderful afterglow of an orgasm. She looked shakily down her body at Joe’s face. He grinned back at her, with her juices obviously smeared around his lips and across his cheeks. “Hot little girl,” he said. “Love a middle school pussy,” he said as he sat back. 
Amy slid off the desk filled with a mixture of disappointment that it was over and embarrassment that it had happened at all. The thoughts ran through her head. What had she just done? She’d stripped right in front of everyone. She’d blown a complete stranger. She’d let him put his tongue in her most private place. The feel of his hands on her body still lingered. Her friends were grinning at her as she pulled on her thong. Nobody even looked away as she pulled her clothes on. 
She wanted to leave, but as she finished dressing and stepped toward the door, Grace said, “Grab the pot, Amy, you earned it.”
Amy grabbed the three bags and rushed out of the office. 
Mary filled the six condoms that her Mistress required every evening, but with a different conclusion than normal.  “Empty them into this ice cube tray,” said Ms. Simon.  “Then, very carefully, fill the tray with water.  I want six frozen cum cubes for the morning.”  
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The next morning, Amy awoke in the fashion to which she was becoming accustomed.  She had a hangover and was nude with the other three girls lying around her in the same state.  It took her a moment to get her bearings before she realized that this time they were at Lisa’s house.  That seemed strange to her since Lisa hadn’t been with them at all and was still nowhere in sight.  She made her morning naked dash to the bathroom, intensely aware that Lisa’s brother was probably in the house somewhere.  But, her worries were for naught – she made it back without anyone seeing her.  
Mrs. Simon made them breakfast as if it was perfectly normal for four girls to sleepover when her daughter was out.  Shortly after breakfast, the still recovering 13-year-old noticed that Lisa was back and the other three girls were now gone.  Lisa beckoned Amy to come over.  As she approached, Amy saw Lisa had several photos.  She sat down next to the older girl and her eyes goggled at the top photo.  It showed her naked and sitting atop the face of the naked waitress from Friday night.  
“Pretty good photos, huh,” said Lisa.  She flipped the top photo off the stack to reveal one of Amy with her hands on the tits of the waitress.  “You really enjoyed yourself.”
Amy laughed nervously.  “The other girls said they keep a scrap book.”
“Yeah, well, that’s kind of true,” said Lisa.  She flipped the top photo away again.  In dread, Amy stared at the next one.  This one showed her with her face pressed to the cunt of the waitress.  She’d been so drunk she could scarcely remember that moment.  “The two of you really hit it off,” smirked Lisa.  “She wanted a piece of your puss and you wanted a piece of hers.”
“It wasn’t quite like that,” said Amy.
Lisa cruelly picked up the picture and held it right in front of Amy. “Tell that to the camera,” she said.  “Looks to me like you’re having a pretty good time.”
Amy looked past the picture that was inches in front of her and saw the next picture in the pile.  “Where did you get that from?” she demanded.  “There wasn’t even a camera there.”  She was certain there hadn’t been a camera around last night, but this one clearly showed her stripping with Joe in the background, his eyes alight with excitement.  She was stretched out as she pulled her shirt over her head.  You couldn’t see her face, but you could clearly see her small tits.  
“Cell phone,” said Lisa. “Grace’s cell phone has a camera in it.  She uses it all the time to get cute little pictures like this one.   Or like the next one,” she said with a hint of evil.  Slowly she slid the top photo away to reveal one that showed Amy still in the midst of stripping.  This time her face was clearly visible, but so were her tits and pussy as the picture caught her with her thong panties pulled down to her thighs.  
“Those don’t really go into a scrap book, do they,” asked Amy nervously.  “Somebody might see them.  I mean, somebody besides you or one of the girls.”
“Yeah,” agreed Lisa.  “Somebody might see them.  Somebody might see them even if they don’t make it into the scrap book.  Gosh, I could accidentally take one of these over to your house and leave it lying around.  You mom might …”
“You wouldn’t,” said Amy in surprise.  She knew when her friend was playing around with her.  Those kinds of pictures didn’t accidentally end up anywhere.
“OK, not accidentally,” said Lisa.  “Maybe I’d do it on purpose.”  She slipped away the top photo again as she said that and Amy saw herself kneeling between Joe’s legs with his cock in her mouth.  
“God,” she said, her breath taken away by the picture.  “I’ve got it all the way in.”  She actually felt a tinge of pride at her accomplishment.  It was her first time.
“Yeah, won’t mommy be proud of you,” taunted Lisa.  
“Don’t…” said Amy.  “That’s not funny.”
Lisa let Amy’s comment slide as she exposed yet another picture.  This final picture showed the young girl with a smile on her face and Joe’s head between her legs.  “Got just about everything that happened in the past two nights right here,” said Lisa.  “And plenty more of these.  Grace does a pretty good job of taking pictures, doesn’t she?”
Amy heard a sound behind her and turned in shock to see Lisa’s mom standing behind them.  She quickly gathered up the pictures, trying to hide them.  “Don’t bother, sweetie,” said Lisa’s mom.  “I’ve already seen them.  Those pictures have to go to your mom, right now.  Imagine what she’s going to say when she sees them.”
Amy let out a choked sound.  She was trapped.  Her friends had taken those pictures for their scrap book.  How could Lisa’s mom have seen them.  “How?  When did you…?  Lisa, did you show them to her?”
“Of course,” said Lisa.  “I share everything with my mom.”
Amy had just started to enjoy new found freedom with her friends.  They’d gone shopping, been partying, and spent so much time just talking.  Her new wardrobe, her new jewelry, and her new curfew would be wiped out in a second if her mom saw those pictures.  “Please, don’t show them to her.  I won’t ever do anything like that again,” she promised.  
“You miss the point,” said Lisa.  She turned to her mom and said, “Let me talk to her, OK?”  Lisa’s mom shrugged and left the room.  All was going according to plan.  “Amy, stand up,” said Lisa, her voice stern.  
“What?  Why?  What’s going on?” asked Amy.
“Stand up, bitch,” said Lisa.  “Do it now or the pictures go to your mom.”
Amy stood up quickly as she suddenly realized that there was some bargaining to do.  “What are you going to do?”
“Quiet,” said Lisa sharply.  “If you want to keep these pictures from your mom, then you will do everything that I tell you to do.  Understand?”  
“Yes,” said Amy.  
“Say, yes, Ms. Simon,” said Lisa.  “I like that.  It shows respect.”
Amy recognized the title of respect that she thought her mom gave all her students.  “Yes, Ms. Simon,” she said.  
“Stand on one foot,” said Lisa.  She watched with amusement as Amy picked one foot up off the ground and wobbled to keep her balance.  “Now the other foot.”  Amy traded feet and stood that way while she waited for her next command.  “Jump up and down.”  The little girl did as she was told.  
So far nothing was too bad.  She thought Lisa was just playing with her.  But… “What about your mom, Ms. Simon?” asked Amy.  She was the adult who was going to turn her in.  Amy figured she could jump up and down all day, but Mrs. Simon was the one who would turn her in.  
“Don’t worry about her,” said Lisa.  “If you follow my instructions, then my mom won’t tell your mom.  Trust me.”
‘Trust her?’ thought Amy.  She’d trusted her already and now was deadly afraid that Lisa would use those pictures to betray her.  
“Take off your shoes and socks,” said Lisa.  Amy stood in front of the older girl and removed her shoes and socks.  It felt a bit like playing strip poker except that she was the only one playing.  And she would lose every time.  “Now take off your pants,” said Lisa.  
“Your mom…” Amy reminded her.  Lisa’s mom was just in the next room.  She could come back at anytime.  Plus, the 13-year-old still didn’t think it was within Lisa’s power to stop the pictures from getting into her mom’s hands now that Lisa’s mom had seen them.  
“Listen, bitch,” said Lisa.  “You don’t want these pictures to go to your mommy and daddy, right?  Think about it.  Think about how that would ruin your life.  Think about what if your friends at school saw them.  People would talk about you behind your back.  Your life would be ruined.  You have to think about what you will do in order to keep these pictures a secret.”
“Yes, yes,” said Amy.  “I understand that.  But, your mom is going to make you give those pictures to my mom.  You can’t stop that.”
“If I could?” asked Lisa.  “If I could stop her from showing them to your mom, would you take off your pants?”
“Yes,” agreed Amy.  She’d been completely naked for Lisa already.  It was no big deal.  Except Friday night there had been a competition and she hadn’t been the loser.  
“Mom!” called out Lisa.  Mrs. Simon was there in an instant.  “Tell her that if she does everything I tell her to do, then you won’t show the pictures to her mom.”
“Of course, sweetie,” said Mrs. Simon.  “If you can convince Lisa to keep the pictures a secret, then we can do that.  I’ve seen so many pictures of her other friends and their parents don’t know about them.  You know Grace and Wendy and Susie, don’t you?  Of course you do.  They’ve all done the same things that you’ve done.  So, do what you’re told and everything will be just fine.  And if you don’t…” Mrs. Simon’s eyes narrowed and her voice hardened, “you’ll be grounded for the rest of your life.  Your friends will know what a good cocksucker you are.  They’ll know you’re a lezzie bitch.  Your life will be ruined.”
Amy stared at the older woman as the threats rolled off her tongue.  She understood blackmail.  She just couldn’t believe it was coming from Lisa’s mom.  This sounded more serious than the games that Lisa seemed to be playing.  This was for real.  She stood dumbfounded until she realized that Lisa was talking to her again.  “So, take off your pants,” said Lisa.  “Hey, do you hear me?  Take off your pants.”
Amy blinked at Lisa in disbelief and then looked at Lisa’s mom who simply stood her ground and crossed her arms as if to say, ‘We’re waiting.’ Amy unsnapped her tight shorts and unzipped them.  Then, she pulled them down her slender legs and stepped out of them.  She blushed as she got her shorts down and remembered she was wearing a red thong.  It felt obscene to be standing in her tight top and thong while Lisa and her mom stared.   
“Why are you doing this?” she asked timidly.  “Ms. Simon.  Mrs. Simon,” she added hastily.  
“Call it a hobby,” said Lisa.  “I like to have slaves who will do my bidding.”
“S-slaves,” stammered Amy.  She remembered the naked waitress.  Ms. Simon had called her a slave, too.  Now the girl realized that she was being added to Lisa’s collection.  
“Slaves,” said Lisa.  “Grace, Susie, and Wendy are slaves, too.  Once you know your place and you learn to do everything you’re told to do, then life can get a lot easier.  So, now, take off your top.”
“My top?  Ms. Simon!” complained Amy, her eyes again going to Lisa’s mom.  
“Stop arguing with me, bitch,” said Lisa.  “Or I’ll call my brother down and he can watch, too.”
Shaking, Amy pulled her top over her head and posed for the two.  She was intensely aware of her nipples getting erect in the cool air.  Somehow this felt exciting, too.  It was almost like when the waitress had stared at her.  That woman had wanted to see her nude and it had excited her to know that.  She didn’t know why, but it was clear than Lisa and her mom wanted to see her nude, too.  She felt a shiver of excitement as their eyes ran over her body.  
“Now the thong,” said Lisa.  
Amy knew it was coming.  She didn’t argue or hesitate.  The thong barely hid anything anyway.  She slipped the flimsy garment off and let the two women stare at her bald pussy.  
“Follow me,” said Lisa and she led Amy to the basement steps and then down to the basement.  As they entered the basement, Amy stared at the scene that awaited her there.  Three girls were lined up, nude with their hands behind their backs.  Each wore a hood that totally covered and concealed her face.  Yet, Amy knew she could recognize Susie’s big tits and narrow waist.  She looked closer at the other two and could tell which one was Grace and which was Wendy.  So that’s where the other girls had gone to.  Lisa had said she collected slaves and now Amy was staring at a good portion of the collection.  
The three girls shifted nervously as they became aware that someone was in the room with them.  Amy glanced around and saw that Mrs. Simon had not followed them down the stairs.  It was just Lisa and her three, no four, slaves, Amy reminded herself.  The 13-year-old was dismayed at the sight of the other girls bound and hooded.  She’d looked up to the older girls and their free spirits.  Now, she discovered they were not so free; her heroines were slaves… just like her.  
Seconds later, the nude girl had her hands cuffed behind her back and she was as helpless as the other three.  She considered resisting the hood as her mistress slipped it over her head.  But, not only was there no point in resisting the inevitable, it would get her into trouble.  Soon she too had a hood over her head.  In the blackness she could do nothing but wait for whatever her mistress had planned.  She felt hands on her tits and then probing her pussy.  With a shiver she realized she could only hope that it was her mistress.  There was no way of knowing who was really fondling her.  
Then, just outside the leather of her hood she could hear a voice.  She recognized the voice as that of Lisa.  “My pretty little pet,” said her mistress.  “I can do anything with you that I want, can’t I?  Touch you here…” she felt a hand brush her nipple.  “Or slap you here…” She jumped at the sting of Lisa’s open palm on her bare thigh.  “Or invite someone else to look at you.”  Amy clearly felt Lisa’s presence behind her as her mistress put both hands on her shoulders.  The young girl could do nothing but mentally cringe as two more hands caressed her small tits.  
There was a zipper across Amy’s mouth.  The smell of leather filled her lungs, so when Lisa unzipped it, the slave felt cool air against her lips and opened her mouth to inhale the fresh air.  “That’s my pretty pet,” said Lisa, soothingly.  “Open wide and breath deep.”  As Amy did, she felt something pushed inside her mouth.  It was cold and hard – an ice cube, she guessed.  The zipper was pulled shut again and the cold was trapped in her mouth.  
One by one the slaves were unzipped, fed an ice cube, and then zipped shut again.  The cold burned Amy’s tongue.  She moved the cube around in her mouth, trying to keep it from being unbearable.  She wanted to spit it out, but there was no chance of that.  Instead, she bit on it between her teeth, then shifted it to the other side of her mouth, and then to the center.  The cube was getting smaller, but it was still unpleasant.  Then she caught the taste of something salty oozing from the cube.  She’d tasted it before and knew that a man’s cum had been frozen inside the cube.  As she worked to shrink the cube, the taste built up.  When she couldn’t stand it anymore, she bit down and crush the cube into tiny pieces.  Her mouth flooded with the salty goo, but the discomfort of the frozen cube rapidly went away.  She swallowed the cum, but the taste lingered.  
Lisa could tell when each of her girls realized what was hidden inside the cube.  Amy was the first, but she had a head start.  The little girl’s whole body shuddered and she tilted her head in consternation.  Shifting her attention to the other three, Lisa watched as Grace shook her head in disgust, then Wendy moaned, and finally Susie moaned as well.  “Did my slaves like their treat?” asked Lisa loud enough for them all to hear despite their hoods.  
The three older slaves all nodded their assent.  But, Amy told the truth as she shook her head no.  “Well, like it or not, that’s the kind of treat that my sluts deserve,” said Lisa.  She removed the hoods of the girls so that they could once again see each other.  
Amy took the chance to look around the room, but there was no one except for Lisa and the other three slaves.  She still had no idea who the second person had been that had fondled her.  Mary knew who had touched her daughter.  Amy’s mother was in the next room.  The teacher was tied in a kneeling position, her face pressed up against a narrow slit in the wall so that she could see everything that happened.  
“What did you have in your mouth, Amy pet,” asked Lisa.  
“It was an ice cube, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  
“Oh, it was more than that, wasn’t it?” said Lisa.  “What was the extra treat?”
“Cum,” said Amy.  “There was a man’s cum in the ice cube, mistress.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“You’re sure because you’ve tasted it before, haven’t you?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“My little slut pet,” said Lisa, taunting her new slave.  “Come over here.  Up the ladder and onto the table.”
It was difficult with her hands tied behind her back, but Amy carefully climbed the three steps of the step ladder and then stepped onto the table.  She was three feet in the air and completely on display.  Lisa removed the ladder, leaving the little girl standing up on the pedestal.  “Dance for us, slut,” said Lisa.  “Shake your tits.  Shake your hips.  Look sexy.”  The girl’s ass was facing the slit in the wall so Mary could see her daughter’s ass sway in response to Lisa’s orders.  Amy moved her body, shaking her tits for the other girls.  It was thoroughly humiliating to be performing for an audience as she was, but she had no choice.  “My little 13-year-old pet,” said Lisa, the words thrilling her as much as it embarrassed Amy and shocked Mary.  
The innocent young girl had been reduced to this in a matter of weeks and Mary knew it was all her fault.  It was her fault for posing for those pictures years ago.  It had led up to her enslavement and Lisa’s entry into her life.  It had led up to Lisa’s presence in her house and now in her daughter’s life.  Those few pictures and her attempts to cover it up by letting Lisa enslave her now had her daughter dancing nude in front of her.  She was disgusted with herself for letting all this happen.  But, more than anything, she was disgusted with the tingle that shot through her body as she looked at the slim form of her daughter.  The tight ass was cute and alluring.  The small tits were so suckable.  And she could remember the taste of Amy’s pussy.  She wondered how long it would be before Lisa brought her out and let her do it again.  It she hadn’t been tied and gagged, she might have called out right now.  
Her mind reeled at Amy’s admission.  Her little girl had tasted cock before.  She knew what a man’s cum tasted like.  Mary wondered when that had happened.  But, it didn’t really matter.  It had happened and it was all Mary’s fault.  Her daughter was a slut, just like her.  Her daughter was being trained to please her mistress.  
“That’s very nice,” said Lisa.  “I want you to keep dancing like that.  Be my little slut who likes to show off her tits.  No matter what happens you have to keep dancing until I tell you to stop.  If you stop, so help me, I will bend your naughty little ass over and spank it until you beg to get up on the table and dance again.”
Amy kept swaying her hips and shaking her tits despite how terrible it seemed to be putting on such a show.  She didn’t want her pictures to get to her friends at school or her parents.  And now, she didn’t want to get a spanking either.  
“OK, come on down,” Lisa called up the stairs.  “I think she’s ready to show off her stuff.”
Amy saw Lisa’s mom come down the stairs.  Though she desperately wanted to stop, she had been forewarned.  Her tiny body kept moving.  But, then there was somebody behind Lisa’s mom.  When Amy saw Lisa’s brother, Mike, she froze.  She wanted to cover herself, but her hands were cuffed.  She squeezed her legs together, doing her best to hide her hairless pussy.  When Lisa’s dad followed right on his son’s heels, it was even worse.  Amy wanted to die right there.  She looked around, judging where she could jump to, but Lisa was suddenly right in front of her.  “Do you know what this means, slut,” she said sternly.  
“Please, don’t make me do it in front of them, Ms. Simon,” pleaded Amy.  
Lisa was secretly amused at Amy’s reluctance.  It was, of course, exactly what she expected.  “Let me help you down, pet,” she said.  She reached up and took Amy’s wrist for support.  “Jump down now.”  She made sure Amy landed safely before she turned stern again.  “I said I’d spank you if you stopped dancing and you must understand that I am not to be taken lightly, pet.”
“Please, no, Ms. Simon.”
“Don’t try to talk your way out of it, pet,” said Lisa.  “What did I say about stopping?”
“You said not to stop, Ms. Simon.”
“Or else what would happen?”
“You’d spank me.”
“So, I gave you plenty of warning, didn’t I?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon, but…”
“Go bend over the couch,” ordered Lisa.  
Amy looked at the couch and then back at Lisa.  She looked around the room at the other slaves and then at Mike, Mrs. Simon, and Mr. Simon.  The little girl was confused.  So much was happening.  She didn’t want to be where she was, but she was completely helpless.  There was nothing to do but obey.  She walked in stunned silence to the couch and then paused.  Lisa led her to the arm of the couch and pushed her forward.  The 13-year-old was poised with her ass in the air, 
“How long did I say I would spank you, pet?” asked Lisa.  
“I… I don’t know,” said Amy.
“You forgot or you weren’t listening?”
“I don’t know,” said Amy.  “Ummm, I guess I forgot.”
“That won’t do,” said Lisa.  “I expect when I give you instructions that you will listen and remember everything.  But, I hate to repeat myself.  Grace, do you remember how long I said I’d spank the little bitch?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Grace.  “You’re going to spank your pet until she begs to get on the table and dance again.”
“Did you hear that, pet?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
Lisa cast a glance at the slit in the wall.  It was hidden in a crack in the paneling, but she knew exactly where it was.  For a moment she stared at the slit, knowing that Amy’s mom was watching every move.  Then, she picked up a wooden paddle and stepped around the frightened girl.  Lisa wanted Mary to see every blow on her daughter’s ass.  
Amy cried out in pain as the wooden paddle slapped firmly against her ass.  “Don’t.” she screamed.  
Lisa looked again at the crack in the wall.  “I just love spanking a naughty slave,” she said, loud enough so Mary could hear.  “It’s even better when it’s a tight little 13-year-old slave.”  She brought the paddle down soundly a second time and smiled at the scream that erupted from Amy’s throat.  
When the slave tried to struggle away, she found herself pinned down.  Mike put a hand on her head and his other hand on her bare back.  She was so small and light that it took practically no effort at all to hold her in position.  After 5 swats, Amy’s mind started racing.  She needed to make it stop and her mistress had given her the way to make it stop.  As reluctant as she was to say the words, the pain was forcing her.  “Please, Ms. Simon…” she panted.  “Please, let me get up and dance.”
“That sounds nice, pet,” said Lisa.  “Who are you going to dance for?”
“You… and your mom… and your dad and brother.”
“You want up on the table?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.  On the table.  So I can dance.”
“Say, ‘This pet wants to get up on the table and dance.’”
“Th-this pet wants to get up on the table and dance,” repeated Amy.  
“And what will you shake for us?”
“I’ll shake my tits for you.” 
“Don’t say I anymore.  Say this pet.”
“This pet will shake her tits for you.”
“Go, do it,” ordered Lisa.  They all watched as the sobbing teen struggled to her feet.  The ladder was back in place, so all Amy had to do was stumble over to the ladder and climb up on the table.  She never thought she’d been doing something like this, but her life had turned upside down in just moments.  From her position on the table, she could look down at the eager faces, waiting for her to show off.  Lisa tapped the paddle against her open palm as a warning.  
Amy wiggled her hips and then started swaying.  Without much enthusiasm, she shook her tits.  But, under the glare of her mistress, she knew that she had to do better and it wasn’t long before she was lewdly grinding her hips and making her little tits bounce. With her hands cuffed behind her, they could see everything and she couldn’t do anything but dance more.
The other three slaves were amazed at the speed of Amy’s submission.  They had all danced on the table for Mr. Simon and Mike and others, but the weak-willed 13-year-old was doing it with enthusiasm much faster than any of them.  In a way they knew they had led the girl to where she was now, but they had no choice in the matter.  Thoroughly cowed slaves themselves, they had only done their mistress’ bidding. 
Lisa was quite pleased with how her new slave was behaving.  It took some of the fun out of it, but there was more fun to be had elsewhere.  “I think you’re making my brother and father hard,” she said to Amy.  “Do you like that?”
“No,” replied Amy.  
“You don’t like making men hard and pleasing them?”
“No.”
“But you do it so well,” teased Lisa.  
Amy kept wiggling her sexy little body.  She didn’t like it, but she wasn’t about to stop and earn another spanking.  Her butt still stung from the last one.  “Yes, Ms. Simon,” she answered.  
“Turn around and wiggle your ass for us,” ordered Lisa.  
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  Ashamed to do it, but afraid not to, she turned and wiggled her ass.  In the process, she gave her mom a perfect view of her tits and pussy as they wiggled, too.  
“You’ve done well,” said Lisa.  “But now that they’re hard, you have to do something to help them out.  Do you know what you’re going to do for them?”
Amy took the final compliment as permission to stop dancing and turned to face them.  She knew just what was about to happen.  “I… This pet could suck them,” she said.  
“That’s such a good slut,” said Lisa.  “Hop down off that table.  I’m going to let you do just that.”  Since the production was going on for the benefit of Mary as much as anyone, the table was moved and Amy found herself kneeling just a couple of feet from the wall.  First Mike pulled his cock out and put it right in Amy’s face.  The young teen was uncomfortable with her hands tied.  She’d been able to use them a couple of nights ago when she’d done her first real blow job.  Now she couldn’t use them.  She leaned forward and licked at the tip of Mike’s cock and then licked up and down the shaft.  
Mary watched in disbelief as her daughter performed for them all.  The girl had been placed in profile to Mary so she had a perfect view of the 13-year-old as she unknowingly showed her mother what she had learned.  After licking Mike’s cock all over, she took the head in her mouth and sucked on it.  Mike used her hair as a handhold, keeping her from pulling away as he shoved his cock deeper into her mouth.  Amy was thoroughly embarrassed at the disgusting sucking noises that she was making, but she had to keep sucking as the cock slid into her throat.  Her eyes flashed up to Mike’s face and saw him leering back down at her.  It made her feel even worse to have him look at her like the slut she was.  She looked sideways at the others, but couldn’t see them all that well.  Still, she knew they were staring at her as she sucked him off.  As Mike slid his cock out, she caught a glimpse of Lisa’s smirk.  It was galling to know that she was being forced to perform for them, but she still had no choice.  
On another stroke, she glanced the other direction and caught a curious sight.  As Mike thrust deep again, her view was once again obscured by his body.  She was certain she’d seen eyes peering through the wall at her.  It was creepy.  As he thrust in and out, she started to look for the eyes and each time she grew more and more certain that there was another, unseen person watching her every move.  She couldn’t imagine why someone else was watching from hiding and didn’t guess that the observer was restrained, being forced to watch.  
But, her curiosity was forgotten as Mike’s sense of urgency picked up.  Soon he was pounding down her tight throat and it was all Amy could do to keep from gagging with each pressing thrust.  Seconds later he flooded her mouth with his cum and she fought to swallow it all.  She could feel her mouth overflow and the cum trickled out the corners of her mouth and down her chin.  As his thrusting slowed, she finished swallowing what she could and then licked his cock clean.  
Lisa examined her and said, “You missed a few spots, pet.”  She pointed at her own chin as if directing a friend to clean up errant bits of food.  In response, Amy snaked her tongue out and licked up the traces of cum that had dribbled out.  When Lisa was satisfied that her pet was cleaned up properly, she moved out of the way.  
Immediately Amy found herself facing 8-inches of cock on Mr. Simon.  “It’s big,” she said in surprise.  She almost said she couldn’t do it, but even as a new slave she knew that was not something to say.  She had to try.  For a few seconds she looked at the wall again and saw the eyes clearly staring back at her through a narrow slit.  Without taking her eyes off the wall, she flicked her tongue out and tasted the precum at the tip.  The eyes widened as she did that.  She leaned forward and licked up the length of the shaft.  This time she felt a strange urge.  “Mmmmmmm,” she purred loudly, trying to get a reaction from the eyes.  Again there was a hint of surprise in the mysterious eyes.  “This pet is a naughty little cocksucker,” said Amy just to get the eyes to respond.  Then she slid her mouth over Mr. Simon’s hard cock.  
When she looked again, Amy found her view of the wall obstructed by Lisa’s face.  Lisa looked at her in wonder and then at the slit in the wall and then back at her again.  “You can see her, can’t you?”
“Uh huh, yes, Ms. Simon.  This pet can see someone behind the wall,” said Amy.  She hadn’t known it was a woman, but now she did.  
“You know who’s back there?”
“No, Ms. Simon.”
“You don’t know who’s back there, but you’re putting on a cocksucking show for her?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“Well, it’s the naked waitress that’s back there, pet,” said Lisa.  “You remember her from a couple of nights ago.  She really liked you and you really liked her.  Suck that cock good for her and then I’ll bring her out.  I’ll let her lick your pussy again.  Now show her what a slut you are, pet.”
For some reason, Amy felt a tingle in her tummy that spread to her pussy when she found out who was watching.  She had enjoyed teasing the naked waitress and the pussy licking that they’d shared.  Knowing that Lisa collected slaves, it made sense that the naked waitress was the one who was watching.  The little girl wanted to please the naked waitress more than anyone, so she slid the big cock in her mouth and let the man sink it to the hilt.  Her nose was buried in his pubic hair and she felt him deep in her throat.  But, this time it felt good.  She slid out and caught the eyes again.  “Mmmmmmm,” she rumbled as she sank it deep again.  
The thought of being watched from behind the wall never left her mind for the next couple of minutes, though she couldn’t see the eyes much anymore.  Mr. Simon kept his cock deep in her mouth as he thrust methodically.  He built up the pace slowly until he was ramming it down her throat and panting hard.  When he came, he filled her mouth with his jism.  Though she tried hard to swallow, Amy made sure a little bit trickled out of her mouth.  She was certain that the naked waitress had sucked these cocks before and was thrilled by the sight of her doing the same.  As the sated Mr. Simon stepped away, Amy locked eyes with her mother and licked the cum clean.  
Mary couldn’t believe the effect that Amy was having on her.  This was her little girl that was sucking cock just a few feet away from her.  She could see the depth that the man was achieving on Amy.  It shocked her that her daughter was so good at cocksucking.  Yet, more than anything, she found it thrilling.  Amy was taunting her with the cock and thoroughly enjoying the cock and the taunt.  Her pussy was soaking wet by the time Mr. Simon was done.  Then she felt her restraints being loosened and she was pulled to her feet.  
Mary was nude, but hooded.  Her hands were cuffed behind her and she entered the room on 5-inch heels.  She was stiff from kneeling with her face pressed to the wall for so long, so she moved slowly.  Lisa led her to stand right in front of Amy and the two ran their eyes up and down the other’s body.  
“Do you know who this is?” Lisa asked her newest slave.  
“Yes,” said Amy, surprised that she suddenly knew.  But, it made sense.  Her mother had started to act odd several weeks ago.  Lisa had moved into the house.  Lisa had started to make the rules.  Amy hadn’t known what was going on as it happened and she hadn’t questioned Lisa’s new role in her life then.  She had simply been pleasantly surprised at the extension of her curfew and the other changes that Lisa had forced.  The naked waitress had responded differently to her than the other girls on Friday night.  Everything made sense now.  The realization hit her.  “Fuck,” she said softly.  “And this pet sucked cock right in front of her.  And she watched.  And… and… she licked this pet’s pussy.”
Lisa wanted to be sure.  “Who do you think it is?” she asked.  
“This pet thinks it’s her mom,” said Amy softly.  She looked at the nude body in front of her and then into the eyes.  “It’s my mom.”
“Guess we don’t need this anymore then,” said Lisa as she removed Mary’s hood.  
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Mary didn’t know what to say as her identity was revealed.  Finally she said, “Guess you never thought you’d see mommy like this.”
Amy blushed and said, “Guess you never thought you’d see me like this.”
“Awwww, isn’t that sweet,” interrupted Lisa sarcastically.  “My two sluts get to meet face-to-face.  You’ve been pretty close, should I say face-to-cunt before.  Now mommy and her little girl find out that they are both slaves.”  She uncuffed Amy and handed a butt plug to the confused teen.  It looked strange to the little girl.  She’d seen dildos before, but this one didn’t look like a cock.  It was just 4-inches long, but bigger around than the dildos she’d seen before.  “Amy pet, you’re going to put this where it belongs.  Mary pet, you tell her where it goes.”
Mary looked with dismay at her mistress.  She wanted to argue, but knew that was not a possibility.  She’d humiliated herself in front of many people, but she didn’t want to do this with her daughter.  She looked at her daughter and steeled herself for the inevitable.  “Amy, baby, oh fuck,” she breathed in desperation.  She looked again at Lisa.  There was no pity in the eyes of her mistress.  “Amy, that goes up mommy’s ass.”
“What?” asked Amy in surprise.  She didn’t think that possible.  
Mary turned her back to her daughter and bent at the waist.  “This pet said it goes up mommy’s ass.  It’s been there before and it’s going there now.”  She reached back and spread her ass cheeks with her hands.  “Just find mommy’s asshole and push it in.  This pet is used to it by now.”
Amy eyed the puckered asshole that her mother presented her.  It still didn’t seem possible that the big plug could fit in her tight asshole.  She pushed it toward her mom’s exposed ass.  
“No, no, Amy pet,” said Lisa.  “That is where it goes, but it needs to be wet before you put it there.  It’s pretty fucking big.  So lube it up with your mouth.  Suck it a bit for us.”
It was Amy’s turn to be embarrassed as she put the thick black plug to her mouth and sucked it in.  It spread her lips wide and made her wonder again how it was going to go in the even tighter hole that her mother was showing her.  When it was slippery with her saliva, she put it to her mom’s ass and pressed it into the hole.  She worked it back and forth, twirling it so it looked like she was screwing it into place.  As Mary’s ass relaxed, Amy made progress with the plug.  Suddenly, she pushed passed her mom’s sphincter and it slid deep into Mary’s ass.  “Unnggg,” grunted Mary as it sank all the way.  
Amy stared at the plastic disk at the end of the plug.  That was the only thing that kept it from disappearing up her mom’s ass.  She looked at Lisa and then back at her mom’s ass.  “That’s right,” said Lisa.  “That’s what mommy’s ass is for.  Now, take a look at this.”  She handed a second, slightly smaller plug to Amy.  “Tell mommy where that’s going.”
Amy stared at the plug in her hand.  “Mommy,” said Amy.  “I’m scared.”
Mary turned to see what was going on and saw the butt plug that Amy held.  “Oh fuck no,” she whispered.  But she was too well trained, she had too much at stake.  She couldn’t argue.  She was so well trained, that she knew where that plug was going, but she couldn’t do anything yet.  Amy had been given an order.  There was a moment of silence.  Fearful of what would happen if Amy didn’t respond, Mary prompted her daughter.  “Our mistress gave you an order, Amy.  Tell me where that goes.”
The young girl stared at her mom in disbelief while a slight smile crossed Lisa’s face.  Amy looked around the room, wondering if it was going up someone else’s ass, but she knew it wasn’t.  She opened her mouth and shut it again.  Then, she opened it again.  “Mommy, this one’s going up this 13-year-old pet’s ass.”  She turned to put her back to her mother and as she did, her eyes ran across the three older girls that had helped with her enslavement.  They had been unhooded and were watching intently.  The 13-year-old blushed at the thought of everyone watching what was going to happen next.  But, as she bent to present her young ass to her mother, she realized that the other three girls had probably been in the same position at one time.  She was bent over and looked at them again, wondering if their mothers had been the first to put something there.  Amy spread her ass cheeks with her hands.  
The three older teens shuffled uneasily as they watched the young girl present herself to her mother.  They had indeed been in the same position before and knew just how humiliating it was to Amy to have her own mother violate her virgin ass.  Besides being able to empathize with the 13-year-old, they also were ashamed that they had been instrumental in her downfall.  But, they had no choice, just as Mary knew she had no choice as she stared at the tight rosy asshole of her daughter.  She put the plug in her mouth and sucked on it, moistening it in preparation for its penetration.  
Satisfied that it was slick enough, she put one arm around Amy’s waist to steady her and hold her in position, and then pressed the plug to her daughter’s ass.  It’s not that Mistress Lisa was being kind, but it was only practical that the plug was slender for the 13-year-old’s first time.  Even so, Amy struggled against the intrusion, feeling a tremendous pain and then fullness as the butt plug slid into place.  “Oh, take it out, take it out, mommy,” she squealed as the plug seated itself firmly in her ass.  
Mary didn’t dare to do what her daughter was begging for.  In fact, she held Amy’s hands to keep the girl from removing it herself.  She figured rightly that there would be dire consequences if the plug didn’t stay where it belonged.   As Amy relaxed, she stopped fighting and simply slumped in her mother’s grasp, surrendering to the indignity.  The pain subsided to just uncomfortable and then as she relaxed further, it was simply a full sensation that she found herself getting used to.  
Lisa moved right into Amy’s face.  “Let’s get one thing straight, little slut,” she said sternly.  “That plug stays where it was just put until I tell you it can come out.  Do you understand that?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” she said.  
“Now, tell me why you will obey everything I say,” instructed Lisa.  
“Because you have pictures of this pet, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  
“That’s right,” said Lisa.  “I have pictures of you.  I have pictures of your mommy.  I have pictures of you and your mommy doing very naughty things together.  If your daddy finds out about it, he’ll leave you both.  If your friends see them, you’ll be ruined.”  Lisa grabbed Amy’s tiny little nipples cruelly and pulled hard on them.  Amy gasped in pain, but didn’t fight her mistress.  “Yes,” breathed Lisa softly into her new slave’s ear.  “And you’ll obey me because you’re a cocksucking, pussy licking slut who enjoys her new life as my slave.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  
“So, what are you?” asked Lisa.
“This pet is a cocksucking, pussy licking slut who enjoys being your slave,” said Amy.  
Lisa turned to her family and asked, “We’ve all seen her suck cock.  Who has seen her lick pussy?”
The two men and one woman stood stoically.  None of them had seen that yet.  “Not me,” said Mike, answering for all of them.  
“Guess we’re going to have to fix that,” said Lisa.  “Huh, pet?  My mother, father, and brother don’t believe that you lick pussy.  Time to show them that.”  As she spoke, she pointed at the floor.  “Lie down, pet,” she said to Mary.  “Lie down and spread your legs.”
Mary lay down on the carpeted floor as instructed, with her legs spread wide.  “Get down and do mommy good,” said Lisa.  “Make mommy cum for us.”  As Amy bent forward and inhaled her mother’s hot scent, Lisa said, “Do you know that men like to watch girls do girls?”
“Uh uh, no, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  
“Well, they do,” said Lisa.  “We’re all going to enjoy this, but what do you think is going to happen if then men get hard ons again?”
“This pet is going to suck cock again,” answered the 13-year-old.  
“Over and over,” said Lisa.  “But now, eat that pussy.”
Amy pressed her face to her mother’s cunt and started licking up and down the juicy slit.  She heard her mother’s quick intake of breath from the thrill of her touch.   “Oh, fucking God almighty,” moaned Mary as the little pink tongue stroked up her slit and found her burning clit.  She was ashamed at how hot the sight of her little girl licking her pussy made her feel.  It wasn’t just the touch of the soft tongue as it teased at her clit.  It was the knowledge that this was Amy, the girl she’d fought to protect all her life.  She’d watched her daughter dance nude and gotten hot watching that.  She’d watched in disbelief as Amy had sucked cock and gotten even hotter.  Now she was on fire as she looked around the room at the gawking faces.  Amy was eating her out and everyone was watching.  “Fucking eat me, Ay-Amy,” she moaned, feeling a rush down her spine just from speaking the words.  
During the pussy licking, Mrs. Simon disappeared up the stairs.  She had other arrangements to make.  The orgy was only just beginning.  
The 13-year-old did what her mistress and her mother wanted.  She ate the sopping cunt furiously.  Like her mother, the lewd act was making her hotter than she could believe.  Her own pussy was getting wet from the smell, taste, and feel of her mother’s cunt.  She looked up the length of her mother’s body, watching the huge breasts heave in excitement.  Listening to the crude words that her mother spoke, she could hear the lust.  She could see the burning in her mother’s eyes.  She reached her small hands up to cup her mother’s big tits, rolling and pinching the nipples between her fingers.  Knowing that she was performing for an audience, she was thrilled to the core.  
Mary arched her back up off the floor as she felt a wave of pleasure engulf her.  Her whole body tensed when her orgasm shot through her.  “Eat me, you little slut,” she screamed at her daughter.  She came long and hard as Amy’s tongue satisfied her deeply and thoroughly.  Then, she lay panting on the floor, waiting for Amy to perform her next demeaning act.  By now the men were, no doubt, hard as a rock.
“Mary pet,” said Lisa.  “I know we promised Amy the chance to suck more cock, but I think you should join in, don’t you?”
Not that she agreed with her mistress, but Mary knew that she dared not argue with her.  “Yes, Ms. Simon,” she said with dismay.  The brief feeling of ecstasy faded as she scrambled to her knees in front of Mr. Simon.  Beside her, Amy knelt in front of Mike.  Lisa stepped behind Amy and used her hands to restrain the 13-year-old’s head.  Amy had been so eager to suck cock that she was about to start without even being told to do so.  Instead, Lisa forced Amy’s head to turn and watch as Mary sucked down Mr. Simon’s huge cock.  “Watch mommy for a minute, precious,” said Lisa.  “She watched you do it.  Now it’s your turn.”  
Hard though he was, Mr. Simon was in no hurry to cum a second time.  Amy watched her mom’s head bob up and down on the cock for a minute.  Mary’s face burned in shame at the knowledge that her daughter was watching her.  Still there was no thought of disobedience.  Not only was she afraid of the consequences, but again she found herself uncontrollably thrilled to be sucking a cock in front of the little girl.  Finally, Lisa released Amy’s head so she could suck the cock waiting in front of her.  Mother and daughter bobbed up and down in unison.  After the two men came, the slaves were rearranged in preparation for the next round.  Moving the slaves around gave everyone a chance to recuperate from recent orgasms and gave time for Mrs. Simon to complete her arrangements.  
In the next few minutes, Grace, Wendy, and Susie were uncuffed only to be retied in other positions.  Mary and Amy stood and watched as first Grace was bound using two straight iron bars.  The bars each had four semi-circles in them.  Her ankles and wrists were put in the semi-circles of one half of the metal contraption.  When the other iron bar was mated to the first half, her ankles and wrists were trapped.  Lisa and Mike then screwed bolts through the ends of the bars to fasten them together.  Grace was helpless with her legs spread 3 feet wide and her arms rigidly bound about a foot apart between her legs.  Lying on her back, she could hardly move a muscle as Mike briefly fondled her tits.  
Next, Lisa tied a rope around Susie’s waist.  The free end of the rope ran through Susie’s crotch.  Lisa even made a point of tucking the rope between Susie’s pussy lips so it disappeared from sight, cruelly rubbing the teen’s tender clit.  The mistress ran the rope up the crack of Susie’s ass and used the free end to tie Susie’s hands behind her.  The slightest move of her arms or hands rubbed Susie’s most private areas roughly.  Mike amused himself by tying a rope around first the base of Susie’s right tit and then her left tit.  This made Susie’s already large tits stand out even more, like huge, round, purple grapefruit.
Finally, Mrs. Simon wheeled a set of stocks into the room.  Wendy let out a squeal as she saw the stocks and looked desperately around for escape.  Too frightened to run, she could do nothing but squirm as Mike led her over to the stocks.  First she knelt up on a wooden platform that put her 3 feet in the air.  Her head and arms were quickly trapped in the stocks.  Unfortunately for the trapped teen, she had seen these used before and knew what was going to happen.  Amy and Mary watched with growing amazement as Wendy’s shins were tied in place on the platform.  The platform formed a V so that her legs were spread apart, her ass and cunt about 3 feet in the air, perfectly positioned for anything the masters and mistresses had in mind.  She was completely immobile and even unable to see what was going on behind her now.  
Lisa paid a visit back to Grace with a dildo gag in her hand.  Unable to do anything at all, Grace was soon fitted with a 3-inch cock in her mouth and an 8-inch cock protruding from her face.  Meanwhile, Mike put a set of alligator clips on Susie’s protruding nipples.  The clips dug cruelly into her tender, helpless nipples.  A 2-inch chain hung from the clips with identical clips on the end of the chains.  Mike smiled as he clipped a 1 pound weight on the end of each chain.  Mr. Simon put a double ball gag in Wendy’s mouth.  One ball was in her mouth with a cord wrapped around her head and tied behind.  The second ball was firmly attached to the first and also had a cord dangling from it.  Amy wondered about the second ball even more than she wondered about the 8-inch dildo sticking from Grace’s face.  
Lisa ran up stairs and then came quickly back down with a big smile on her face.  “We’re all ready,” she said excitedly to her brother and father.  Then, she turned to Amy and Mary.  “You see, you’re not the only mother daughter slaves that we have.”  Grace moaned in embarrassment and Susie let out a whine.  They had been through this before and knew what was coming.  That never made it any easier.  “Mary pet, you have met the mothers at one of our social events.  Amy pet, you have met the daughters.  Now, it’s time for you to see them as the true sluts that they are.”  Lisa waved her hand at the steps and said, “Now here’s Valerie, Grace’s mommy.” 
 The sound of shoes on the steps sounded and Valerie stepped into the light.  She was wearing 5-inch heels and not a thing else.  Her hands were tied behind her and her lips were spread wide by a ring gag.  She teetered into the room on her high heels and stopped beside Grace.  Looking down at her bound daughter, she too moaned in anticipation of her upcoming humiliation.  There was not a doubt in her mind where the 8-inch dildo was going.  
“You shouldn’t feel too bad, Amy,” said Lisa.  “Lots of girls have naughty mommies like yours.  When we find one of those mommies, we make sure she pays for being naughty.  And we make sure her little girl pays just like you are paying.  Grace, Susie, and Wendy helped to make you my slave, but they have no choice because they are naughty little girls.  You’re going to watch them be naughty just like they watched you.  Here’s Linda, Susie’s mommy.”  
The big breasted Linda came down the stairs and into their view.  She was bound in identical fashion with her daughter.  Her huge purple tits sported weighted alligator clips, too.  But, as Linda stepped in front of Susie, Mike undid the clips on Linda’s tits.  Then, he unhooked the weights from Susie’s tits.  Finally, he hooked the alligator clips that dangled from Susie’s sore nipples onto her mother’s big nipples.  The two were joined nipple to nipple, just two inches apart.  Like they had on other occasions, they stood staring into each other’s eyes, knowing that today would be a long day.  
“We might get you to spend some time with the other mommies,” said Lisa, still addressing Amy.  “But, we always like to start our mommies and their little girls out together.”  Then, she walked over to Wendy and stroked the helpless teen’s face.  “I’ll bet your mommy is going to be really thrilled to see you like this, huh, Wendy pet?  This is going to be so special.”  She turned back to Amy and explained, “You see, the girl who gets in the stocks like this is so fuckable.  We’re going to watch Wendy lose her virginity today.  Even her mommy, Patti, is going to watch.”
The last slave came down the stairs and stepped into the light.  Patti had a 5 foot wooden stick across her shoulders.  Her wrists were bound to the ends of the stick, making them stick straight out to her sides.  A 3’ foot stick was tied to her ankles, making her legs spread wide.  It was difficult to walk, but she took a couple of shuffle steps into the room before she fixed her eyes on Wendy.  “Oh, God no,” she begged.  “Not that.  Not today.  That pet is just a little girl.”  The 16-year-old Wendy hardly thought of herself as a little girl anymore, but she wasn’t too thrilled about her upcoming rape anyway.  Still, she also wasn’t in any position to argue.  
Patti was led all the way up to where she was face-to-face with Wendy.  It was then that Amy saw the point of the second ball dangling from Wendy’s mouth.  The ball was shoved into Patti’s mouth, or actually, it looked more like Patti was shoved onto the ball.  When the cord was tied behind Patti’s mouth, she was lip to lip, nose to nose, and eye to eye with her virgin daughter.  “Nothing like looking deep into your daughter’s eyes as she gets fucked for the first time,” chuckled Lisa as she patted Patti’s ass.  
With the stage set for the torment of four lovely mother-daughter pairs, the Simons each took a pair.  Lisa took Mary and Amy as her fun for the day.  Mike would get the opportunity to take Wendy’s virginity.  He liked to trade out his slaves frequently, having owned four different women since he was 15.  The first had been a 25-year-old who had been horrified at the prospect of being enslaved to a horny teen, but had learned to obey nonetheless.  The second had been a 20-year-old college girl.  The blond beauty had gone from stuck up flirt to cock pleasing whore under his tutelage.  The third had been a 18-year-old high school senior that had set him on the path of entrapping more high school girls.  She had helped him trap Kimmie, Wendy, and Grace and then was replaced by Kimmie.  He trained Kimmie while Wendy and Grace had helped to trap Susie and now Amy.  Now Kimmie would move on to another master and Wendy would take her place as Mike’s fifth and newest personal slave.  Mr. Simon would start with Linda and Susie and Mrs. Simon would get to play with Valerie and Grace.
While the others were already trained, Amy was still new to the idea of being a slave.  Lisa started by testing her young slut.  “Notice how the others are all tied up?” she asked Amy rhetorically.  “Did you notice how they all held nice and still while they were tied up?  That’s how we want you to behave, Amy pet.  Do you understand?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  She trembled at the thought of being so helpless, but she knew she had no choice.  
“We like to have them tied up so that we can do anything we want to them.”  Lisa paused and looked around the room.  “See how Linda and Susie have their tits clamped?  You can bet that doesn’t feel good, but they can’t do anything about it.  Watch this,” she said, turning their attention to Patti and Wendy.  “Ooo, yeah, Mike is getting a whip and they are going to get the bare asses tanned.”  She watched in silence as a few quick strokes were applied to Patti’s helpless ass.  
“Now, mind you,” continued Lisa.  “They are trained to hold still while I put a clamp on their tits or spank them whether they are tied or not.  We just find that tying is fun, too.  So, just remember that I can tie you up any time I want and then … well, you’re my toy either way, but tied up you’re my fucking tied little girl toy.  Got it?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
For a moment the mistress turned her attention to Mary   “You’re already well trained, aren’t you, pet?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“So, what are you going to do while I abuse your daughter?”
Mary cringed at the thought of what was about to happen.  But, she knew the answer to the question.  She was in too deep to argue with anything that her mistress did.  “Nothing, Ms. Simon.  This pet will do nothing while you abuse this pet’s daughter.”
“That’s right,” said Lisa as she turned to face the 13-year-old again.  “Mommy can’t save you.  In fact, Mommy is going to help me show you just what I’m talking about.”   With that, Lisa left them for a moment and rummaged through a drawer.  She came back with several plastic tubes and set them on the table beside Amy.  Picking up one, she put the 1-inch diameter tube squarely over Mary’s left nipple.  She pumped the air out of the tube and the horrified slave watched as her nipple was painfully sucked an inch into the tube.  
“Owww,” moaned Mary, though she didn’t dare more to stop her mistress.  She looked at Amy, blushing at her own  helplessness.  She wanted to do something.  She almost defied her mistress, but realized that would only bring more punishment.  She was being tortured right in front of her daughter and she was taking it like the true slut she had become.  Without flinching, she watched as Lisa put a second tube over her right nipple and sucked the air out.  Both tender nipples were painfully and prominently displayed.  
“Does that hurt, pet?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“And why don’t you stop me?”
“Be-because this pet deserves it.”
“And does the little pet deserve it, too?”
Mary looked at her 13-year-old daughter for a few seconds, pondering the answer to that question.  Her daughter was nude.  She’d danced nude on the table.  She’d sucked cock.  She’d proved she was a slut, just like her mother.  “Yes, Ms. Simon, the little pet deserves it, too.”
“Mo-om,” objected Amy.  Instantly, Amy felt the sting of her mistress’ hand as it slapped her cheek hard.  She looked with surprise at Lisa.  Shocked, she stood silently staring into the eyes of her mistress.
“You will say one of two things to me right now, pet,” said Lisa evenly.  “You will either say that you do or you do not deserve to have your nipples sucked into a tube just like your mommy.”
“I… This pet does not deserve to have her nipples sucked into a tube like her mommy,” said Amy.  She’d done nothing to deserve that and wanted to make a point.  
“Hmmm,” said Lisa thoughtfully.  “I think all sluts deserve that, but I suppose that’s not really the point now, is it?  The point is whether or not you will stand still and let me do it, whether you deserve it or not.  So, you will say one of two things to me now.  You will either say that you will or will not hold still while I suck your cute little nipples into tubes.”
“Yes, Ms, Simon,” said Amy meekly.  “This pet will hold still while you suck her cute little nipples into tubes.”
“Perfect,” said Lisa as she put a tube over Amy’s left nipple.  She sucked the air out until the teen’s nipple was swollen and stretched an inch into the tube.  As she started to close the valve to trap it that way, Amy jerked and pulled away.  The tube flew off and fell to the floor.  
Horrified, Amy stared at the tube as it rolled across the floor and then looked up at her angry mistress.  “It hurt,” she whined.  
“That’s the fucking point, slut,” said Lisa.  She used her size and presence to back Amy up against the wall.  “And you said you’d hold still for it, so now you’re a fucking lying slut.”  
Amy stood frozen against the wall, too afraid to move a muscle.  Suddenly every eye was on her.  It was attention she didn’t want.  “I’m… I’m… this pet is sorry, Ms. Simon,” she begged.  
But, it was too late for an apology.  Lisa tied a cord around the frightened girl’s wrist and then tied the other end of the cord to a ring in the wall.  Quickly she tied Amy’s other wrist to another ring, stretching her between the rings.  Smoothly, showing her years of experience, Lisa tied Amy’s ankles to rings low on the wall and in short order, the girl was stretched spread eagle against the wall.  “Remember, the lesson was about holding still even when you didn’t want to hold still,” hissed Lisa.  “Now, you’re going to get it anyway.”  
She put the tube back over Amy’s nipple and sucked the nipple way out again, then capped off the tube.  Grabbing another, she did the same to the tortured girl’s other nipple.  While Amy moaned in pain, Lisa retrieved a third tube.  This one was only half an inch in diameter.  Lisa waved it in Amy’s face.  “Any idea where I can put this one?”
“No, Ms. Simon,” whined Amy.  She couldn’t think of a body part that would fit inside such a narrow tube, but she knew it wouldn’t be pleasant.  
Lisa knelt in front of Amy and pushed the tube between her cunt lips.  She seated it on Amy’s hard little button and sucked the air out.  “Eeeeee,” squealed Amy as her tender clit was sucked an inch from its hiding place.  “Oh, my God, take it off, please take it off,” she begged.  Pinned against the wall as she was, she couldn’t even wiggle her slender little hips to try to dislodge it.  
“I think it’s perfect,” said Lisa.  “Looks like you’ve got a little cock.”  With that said, she set up a video camera on a tripod in front of Amy and turned it on.  The 13-year-old’s taut body and futile struggles were now being captured for posterity on tape.  But, that wasn’t all the Lisa wanted to record.  She handed a riding crop to Mary and said, “I want you to find a spot on that pet’s inner thigh and hit it gently with this crop.  Hit it over and over in the same spot.  I want to see a little pink triangle on her thigh.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.  She took the crop and, as instructed, began tapping it on Amy’s soft thigh, about 6 inches below her crotch.  As the gentle repetition built up, the sensation of pain on Amy’s nipples faded, to be replaced by a growing sting where the pink triangle was turning to red.  
“Oww,” whined Amy.  “Mommy, that hurts.  Please, don’t.”
Mary didn’t even respond to her daughter’s pleading.  It was not her decision whether she would stop or not.  She kept up the tap-tap-tap in the same spot even as tears rolled down Amy’s cheeks.  
For a few minutes during the introduction of the mothers, Grace kept her head up so she could see what was going on.  But, by the time she became the focus of Mrs. Simon’s attention, her neck was sore.  She relaxed and lay staring at the ceiling, listening to the events unfold.  She came to full alert when she saw the face of her mistress staring straight down at her.  “Well, slut Grace,” said Mrs. Simon.  “Are you ready to make your mommy happy?”
Gagged, Grace could only look up the length of the 8-inch dildo that protruded from her face and nod.  Mrs. Simon turned to Valerie and said, “Suck that cock for me for a few minutes, slut.  Make it nice and wet.  Every inch of it.”  
Valerie knelt down carefully next to her daughter.  It was difficult with her hands tied behind her, but she managed to get down without falling over.  Then, she leaned forward, sliding the tip of the dildo through the center of her ring gag.  Knowing that every inch of it had to be moistened with her spit, she slid her mouth down the length of it until her lips were pressed against her daughter’s lips.  Then, she slowly withdrew.  She’d been instructed to suck it for a few minutes.  With no time reference, she could only suck until told to stop.  Time after time she slid down the cock, sucking it deep and then pulling back.  Grace’s eyes showed her revulsion at the close up view she had of her mom’s cocksucking ability.  
“Faster now,” said Mrs. Simon.  “Pretend it’s a cock and you have to make it cum.  Suck it hard and fast.  Show slut Grace how much you like to suck cock.”
Grace, of course, had her own little 3-inch cock to suck on as she watched her mother bob up and down.  It wasn’t quite deep enough to press against the back of her throat, but it filled her mouth completely.  She sucked on it and swallowed occasionally to keep her mouth from filling with her own spit.  
After what seemed like an eternity, Mrs. Simon finally said, “OK, slut Val, you may now straddle Grace’s face and see if you can slide that cock inside your cunt.  You may cum as you fuck yourself on her face.”
Valerie had been denied any sexual pleasure for several weeks.  Now her pussy was dripping from the humiliating thrill she got from performing for her mistress.  She was pleased that she would get to satisfy herself this time, regardless of the fact that it would be on a dildo sticking out of her own daughter’s face.  Carefully she got her feet under her and placed them on either side of Grace’s head.  She quickly lowered her cunt to the waiting cock, but the head missed her slit and bumped against her pubic bone.  She gave a whine of frustration and tried to line it up with her fuck hole.  The cock bent slightly and then slid forward, brushing her clit without penetrating her.  She was so hot she could hardly stand it.  Again she tried to line up with the head of the cock and press it inside her and again it bent rather than press between her tight cunt lips.  Whining in frustration, she looked at her mistress, her eyes begging for help.  
“You might just have to take your time,” said Mrs. Simon.  “Slow down a little, my horny slut.  I said you could try to fuck yourself, but if you can’t, then I guess you’ll just have a wait a few more weeks.”
Fear coursed through Valerie’s veins at the thought of being so close.  She had her mistress’ permission to cum and wouldn’t have that for several more weeks.  It was now or never.  Carefully and slowly, she aligned the cock once more simply by feel and pressed her weight down.  Again it dodged her pussy and she screamed into her gag.  Again she looked pleadingly at her mistress.  
“Want some help, slut?” asked Mrs. Simon.
“Uh hunh,” grunted Valerie.  She nodded eagerly.  “Uh hunh, ih-uh aye-on.”  Despite the gag, she still tried to call her mistress by name.  
“OK, I’ll tell you what, slut Val,” said Mrs. Simon with a cruel smile.  “I’ll help you put that cock in your cunt after slut Grace cums.”
Valerie pondered that for a moment, then stood up, walked around her daughter, and knelt between her legs.  Her tongue snaked out from the ring gag and licked at the spread pussy of the 16-year-old.  
Mr. Simon made a few adjustments to the already precarious predicament of Linda and Susie.  They were inches from each other, with their nipples crushed in tight alligator clips.  He pulled Linda’s hair into a pony tail and tied a rope around the base of the tail.  Then he did the same to Susie’s long hair.  Taking the free ends of the two ropes, he threaded them through a ring in the ceiling and pulled on them.  First he pulled Linda up on her tip toes and tied off the rope.  Then, he pulled Susie up on her toes.  That act took the gap from between the two, pressing their bodies together.  
Linda could feel her daughter’s nubile young body pressing against her.  There was a time in her distant past when that might have seemed repulsive.  But, now she relished any touch on any sensitive part of her body.  Her tits tingled as they pressed against her daughter’s full, swollen tits.  Though any movement was awkward, she managed to put her legs straddling one of Susie’s legs, humping her cunt against her daughter’s hip without remorse.  Like Valerie, she had been denied an orgasm for several weeks.  The contact with her daughter was more than she could bear.
Susie tried to shrink away from the unwanted contact with her horny mother, but found there was no escape.  Her feet and calves started to ache as they bore her weight.  Her mother’s rubbing was having the same effect on her as the motion rubbed Linda’s hip against Susie’s shaved cunt.  The rubbing felt good in one way, but the rope that cut through her pussy hurt more.  
Mr. Simon leaned close to Linda’s ear and whispered, “Give the slut a big kiss, Linda.  Fuck the slut’s mouth with your tongue.”  He stepped back to watch Linda press her open mouth to Susie’s and force her tongue into the girl’s mouth.  When Susie turned her head to avoid the kiss, Mr. Simon stepped behind Susie and reached around her to cup her big tits.  He pulled hard on the clip that still crushed Susie’s nipple.  “Give her a kiss, slut,” he hissed into her ear.  “Let mommy kiss you.”
In pain, Susie turned back to face her mommy and let the tongue violate her young mouth.  As the two continued to kiss and rub their bodies together, Mr. Simon picked up a flogger and slapped it across Linda’s helpless ass.  Linda was nearly oblivious to the pain.  Her legs hurt from the strain of standing on toes.  Her cunt hurt from the rope that dug deep.  Her tits hurt from the tight binding.  Adding to that, her ass started to sting from the steady whipping.  But, she continued to hump herself against the 16-year-old, trying to get herself off while she could.  
Mr. Simon switched to Susie’s ass, whipping it soundly for several strokes.  Despite her cries of pain, Susie kept kissing her mother.  It would only get worse if she disobeyed her master and stopped kissing.  Unlike her mother, she was getting no pleasure from the situation.  Every inch of her hurt and nothing felt good.  Her tits, cunt, and ass were sore from the tortuous binding and whipping.  Her feet, calves, and thighs hurt from the strain.  Her arms hurt from the cruel and tight ropes.  Even her head started to hurt as she hung by her hair.  Tears rolled down her cheeks from the pain and from the knowledge that she was a naughty, naughty girl who deserved everything that was happening to her.  
Mike started on Patti with a whip.  He slapped her ass a few times just to watch her jump.  He snapped the whip across her bare back, her tender thighs, and even across her pussy with cruel upstrokes between her legs.  Wendy could tell as each blow landed from the sound of the whip and the cry of her mother into the gag that they shared.  She also started to notice her mother’s eyes as they jerked wide with each new blow.  It was a feeling that Patti would never get used to and a sight that Wendy would never get used to either.  
After 20 strokes, Mike stopped.  “Do you know why you’re getting whipped, slut?” he asked her.  
“Uh uh,” said Patti, managing to shake her head slightly.  
“Good,” said Mike.  He picked up the whip and started delivering more blows to the helpless woman’s red ass.  “You let me know when you figure it out.”
Another ten blows stung Patti’s ass before she started nodding her head.  “Uh huh, uh huh, uh huh,” she grunted.  She’d thought about what had transpired since she’d arrived in the basement and decided there could be only one thing she had done wrong.  
“OK, slut,” said Mike.  “I’d ask you what it is, but I guess you’d be hard to understand.  Let’s do this as a multiple choice.  You tell me when I hit the right reason.  A) I’m whipping you because you’re a stupid slut.”  He paused, but there was no response.  “B) I’m whipping you because you didn’t get undressed fast enough.”  Again he paused.  “C) I’m whipping you because you argued with me over whether little Wendy is going to lose her virginity today or not.”  He paused again.  
“Uh huh, uh huh,” grunted Patti.  
“You shouldn’t have argued, should you?”
“Uh uh,” agreed Patti.  She hardly thought of her outburst as an argument, but she knew she should have kept her mouth shut altogether.  
“It’s OK for me to fuck her, isn’t it?”
“Uh huh.”
“It’s OK for Mr. Simon to fuck her, isn’t it?”
“Uh huh.”
“It’s OK for me to invite 10 friends down her today and let every one of them fuck her, isn’t it?”
“Uh huh.”
“Yeah, that’s right, slut,” said Mike.  “It’s gonna happen one way or another.  It’s just easier on your poor ass if you give me your blessing.  Just wondering though, slut.  Do you want to stay and watch my 10 friends fuck her?  I’ll let you stay right where you are.  You can watch every stroke in her pretty blue eyes.  You can enjoy the sight of her getting gang banged all day.  Would you like that?”
“Uh uh.”
“You want her to enjoy it all by herself?”
“Uh huh,” agreed Patti.  
“I bet I can talk you into staying,” said Mike.
“Uh uh,” said Patti.  
“After you watch her get fucked 12 times, then I’ll let one of them fuck you.  I’ll let you cum today with a big cock in your cunt.  Would you like that?  Would you stay and watch if I said you could cum today.  And wait… before you answer.  How about if I tell you that I’ll make sure you don’t cum for a month if you don’t stay and cum today.  Now, do you want to stay and watch?”
“Uh huh,” grunted the defeated Patti softly.  
Mike stepped around behind Wendy.  He reached under her and fondled her tits.  Fully restrained, she could do nothing in response to his unwanted touching.  She felt her nipples harden as he pinched them.  His hands roamed over her entire body, touching her ass, her cunt, her thighs, her back.  Every touch reminded her of just how helpless she was.  Her head and hands were on one side of a wooden wall, while every inch of her body was easily accessible on the other side of the wall.  
Though he enjoyed being cruel to his slaves, Mike also knew that for the virgin to take several cocks during the day, she would have to be well lubricated.  He put a coating of KY jelly on his cock and pressed it to the entrance of her tight pussy.  Wendy couldn’t even move her hips to deny him entrance to her most precious and private parts.  His cock penetrated a couple inches into her and then tore through her hymen without ceremony.  
Patti saw the grimace of pain and shock in her daughter’s eyes as she was taken and knew just what had happened.  “Uh, uh, uh,” Wendy started chanting and Patti knew each grunt was another thrust.  
When Lisa finally put a stop to the tapping on Amy’s thigh, the poor girl was sobbing.  A beet red triangle had been seared into her tender flesh.  “You see, Amy pet, your mommy will do anything I tell her to do.  You liked it when she let you go out with new friends and get new clothes.  She did that because I told her.  Now you have to take the bad that comes with the good.  You get to be more independent and more grown up.  But, you also have to be my slave forever.  Do you get my point?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon, this pet gets your point,” sobbed the 13-year-old.  Her small chest heaved, only making the bobbing weight on her nipples even more.  “This pet would really like it if you took off the tubes now, please, Ms. Simon.”  She sucked in her breath at the look on the face of her mistress.  Instantly she knew she shouldn’t have said that.  “I’m sorry, Ms. Simon,” she said quickly.  
“Next point to learn my precious is that I don’t give a shit about what you would like,” replied Lisa.  She stepped to her pile of tubes lying nearby and hefted a much larger tube.  It was three inches in diameter and six inches long.  With a wicked smile, she jerked off the tube on Amy’s swollen, aching right nipple and put the larger tube over the entire tiny breast.  She started pumping the air out of the large tube.  The astonished teen watched her entire tit swell into the tube.  With enough suction, soon the tender flesh of Amy’s tit was protruding an additional 2 inches into the tube.  
Amy grit her teeth against the pain.  Learning fast, she knew silence was her only option.  
Lisa chuckled at the sight.  “Keep this up and you’ll have the biggest tits in the 8th grade,” she said.  Then she picked up a matching tube and repeated the process on Amy’s left tit.  The helpless girl looked like she had missiles instead of tits.  
“Now, pet,” said Lisa as she gently stroked Amy’s cheek.  “Never say you’re sorry.  Never do anything that will make you sorry.  You must always be obedient and do everything you can to make me happy.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  She looked at her swollen boobs and then back at her mistress.  She held her tongue about the pain.  
“What I want you to say is, ‘Thank you, Ms. Simon.’  And when you say that, I will take them off.”
“Thank you, Ms. Simon.”
“That’s better, Amy pet,” said Lisa.  “You need to learn to thank me for hurting your tits.  Or for spanking you.  Or for letting you suck a cock.  Making me happy is your entire reason for being.  Anytime you get a chance to make me happy, that should make you so happy you want to thank me.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“One last little test before I take them off though, Amy pet.  I want to know if I should yank them off, which could hurt a lot.  Or should I let the air out slowly and remove them carefully.  What do you think?”
Amy pondered the question for a few seconds.  The answer was obvious to her, but Lisa had said this was a test.  Finally she said, “This pet doesn’t care how you take them off, Ms. Simon.  This pet doesn’t get to decide things like that.”
“Such a sweet pet,” said Lisa as she let the air out of the first one and laid it on the table.  She grabbed the second one and pulled on it, further distending the teen’s soft, pliable tit until the seal broke and the huge tube came free with a loud pop.  Finally, she removed the smaller tube that was still on Amy’s clit.  
Lisa turned to Mary and said, “That looked like it hurt the sweet little pet.  Perhaps mommy should kiss them and make it better.”
Mary bent to the task of kissing, sucking, and licking her daughter’s breasts.  “Don’t forget to make her poor clit feel better, too, pet,” added Lisa.  “But don’t let her cum.”
Grace couldn’t believe her mother was going down on her.  She hadn’t even been ordered to do it.  It had just been a condition of getting help with her own orgasm.  Eat your daughter and you can cum, too.  She’d been surprised by the eagerness with which her mom had tried to impale herself on the dildo, but hadn’t realized that it she was driven by desperation.  Now the 16-year-old could see that her mother would do just about anything to cum.  
She was in no position to argue with her mistress or her mother.  Her ankles and wrists were bound in iron.  All she could do was peer between her arms at the head that bobbed up and down between her legs.  She could feel her mom’s slippery tongue as it licked up her juices and found her clit.  At first, she didn’t respond to the ministrations.  It was too bizarre and not the least bit exciting for her.  For several minutes her mother licked feverishly, trying to get a reaction from her daughter.  Finally, the constant stimulation caught up with Grace and she felt a tingle.  “Ohhh, mmmm,” she moaned into her gag.  
Grace saw her mom’s eyes flick up to her face, a mixture of satisfaction and gratitude in her eyes.  She realized just how selfish she was being by not letting go.  Her mother was working hard to make her cum and she wasn’t responding.  She chased the image of her mother from her mind, imagining instead that it was one of her girlfriends going down on her.  The excitement built quickly as the expert tongue teased her clit.  Goddamn, she thought as her eyes shot open.  She looked down again at her fucking mother, eating her out like a lesbian whore.  Her mother was fucking good at pussy licking and it felt wonderful.  Her whole body warmed suddenly and she started thrusting her hips ever so slight up to meet the talented tongue.  Eat me, mommy, she thought to herself.  She looked up at Mrs. Simon, who was watching intently.  Her whole body shook in orgasm as she came.  
Valerie pulled herself from between her daughter’s thighs and once again squatted down over Grace’s face.  She looked to Mrs. Simon for the promised help.  Part of her expected yet another test before she could cum.  It would be perfectly within the personality and rights of her mistress to keep denying her that final pleasure all day long with one task after another.  She’d gone for frustrating weeks without cumming at the hands of this arbitrary mistress.  As Mrs. Simon reached for the dildo, Valerie felt a wave of gratitude sweep her body.  Her mistress was going to let her cum.  Her eyes shown with lust as the dildo slid into place and she started fucking herself on her daughter’s face.
From her position, Grace was mortified.  She could see the tip of the cock slide between the swollen, wet pussy lips and the all the way in.  The pussy pressed against her face and then went up again.  Down, up, down, up, she watched the pussy get penetrated time after time. Juices started to run down the length of the fake cock and into her mouth.  She could smell and taste her mother’s juices as the woman pumped madly away.  
Valerie was in heaven as she fucked herself.  She didn’t care that her daughter was watching so closely.  It was relief that she desperately needed.  She pumped harder and faster as she felt the pleasure build.  In her excitement, she suddenly pumped too hard, too high and the cock popped free.  She pushed down, trying to align the cock with her burning cunt.  Seconds to go.  She was almost there.  Frantically she looked at her mistress for help in reseating the cock.  
Mrs. Simon knew instantly what had happened.  “Problem, Val slut?” she asked casually.  “Did the cock slip out?  Ooo, and it looked like you were so close.”
Valerie’s hopes were dashed with those words.  She looked frantically down at the slippery dildo and then back at Mrs. Simon.  What could she do?  She tried to beg with her eyes.  Please, just put it back in, she begged.  
“It’s so fucking messy right now, slut,” said Mrs. Simon.  “I don’t want to touch it like that.  Perhaps if you suck it clean I can put it back in your messy, messy cunt.”  
There was no arguing with her.  Valerie bent over the cock.  “I’ll let you know when it’s clean enough,” said Mrs. Simon with a cruel chuckle.  Valerie slid the cock deep down her throat.  Though it was already as clean as it would be, those final words told her that she shouldn’t stop until told.  
Satisfied that Susie had been sufficiently whipped for now, Mr Simon set the flogger aside.  He watched the mother and daughter kissing for a few minutes, noting that Linda was trying hard to get off while Susie was merely obeying his commands without enthusiasm.  Then, he released the ropes that were holding them up on their toes.  The two sighed with relief as their aching legs were allowed to relax in a different position.  But, they didn’t stop kissing and rubbing against each other.  
Next, the master removed the clips that pinched their nipples and bound them together.  Grasping Susie’s ponytail, he pulled her away from her mom.  Linda let out a short whine of despair.  Though she may never have cum just by thrusting her tied cunt against her daughter, she wanted to keep trying.  Mr. Simon had other plans for the young girl and pulled her to her knees, still using her ponytail as a handle.  First he lined the girl up with his hard cock for his third blow job of the day.  Linda stood at attention watching as her daughter engulfed the 8-inch cock and sucked on it for a couple of minutes.  Abruptly, Mr. Simon pulled the girl away.  He was saving his next load for Wendy.  
Then, Mr. Simon spun the girl around the pressed her face into Linda’s cunt.  “Lick her pussy,” he ordered.  “Make her cum.”
Susie started licking at the sopping cunt.  Her mother was very aroused, with juices running down her thighs.  Yet, the rope hid her mother’s clit, making it difficult to do a proper job.  She didn’t see how she could make her mother cum.  Still, she kept at it, trying to work the rope aside with her tongue and teeth to get to the sensitive button.  Finally, she succeeded and attacked the clit with her tongue.  She heard her mother gasp with the pleasure of an approaching orgasm and suddenly she was yanked away.  Susie looked up at her mother’s face to confirm what she already knew.  Her mother had not cum.    
He pulled Susie to her feet roughly and turned his attention to Linda.  Just as he had with Susie, he pulled Linda to her knees and fed her his cock for a short time.  Then he pushed Linda’s face to Susie’s cunt and let the mother eat her daughter.  As Susie approached the brink of orgasm, she was not surprised when Mr. Simon yanked her mother away, leaving her frustrated.  
Knowing that he’d taken them both to the height of frustration, Mr. Simon said, “I think that’s enough for the two of you today.”  He untied the ropes that held their arms back.  “Take the rest of the ropes off,” he said.  “You can get dressed and go home.  Once you get home, you have my permission to eat each other and cum.”  Very sternly she said, “You do not have my permission to cum any other way.”  
Mike fucked Wendy until he came inside her.  The teen girl didn’t get a chance to cum, but that didn’t bother her master at all.  He watched his father as he abused Linda and Susie, making them suck his cock and eat each other.  All the while he fondled the helpless body of his new slave, constantly reminding her that she was totally at his mercy.  
“I’ve invited over a whole bunch of guys to fuck you, slut,” he said to her.  “They’re going to enjoy your cunt all day long.”  He took a butt plug and inserted it into the tight teen ass.  “This is to make sure that they don’t fuck your ass.  You’ve got your mother protecting your mouth,” he laughed.  “So, all the cum that the guys have is going into your pussy.”
“When we’re done, you’re going to move into my house so I can train you 24 hours a day.  I’ve got a cage waiting for my new pet.  When you’re not in the cage, you’ll be doing everything that I command.  You know what will happen if you disobey me, don’t you?”
Wendy nodded her head, “Uh huh.”  Like the other girls, Lisa had pictures of her doing disgusting things with cunts and cocks.  There was not a thing she dared to do in defiance of her new master.  
Mike stepped away from his slave as he watched Linda and Susie leave.  His father would take a turn with the teen while he went upstairs to greet his friends as they arrived for Wendy’s cumming out party.  
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Lisa noticed that her father had taken his position behind Wendy.  That meant it was time for her to take her two pets away.  Soon the basement would be crowded with horny teen boys and that was no place for Amy.  The boys would not understand the concept of restraint and that Amy’s virginity was not to be lost today.  “Get dressed,” she ordered her two pets.  “Put on the outer clothes that you came in.  No panties and no bras.  Then meet me upstairs.”
Mrs. Simon also knew it was time to wrap up her activities.  “Enough,” she said to Valerie.  “It’s clean.  You have two minutes to get on that cock and cum.  Otherwise, you won’t be cumming for weeks.”  
Valerie scrambled to her feet and squatted down over Grace’s face one more time.  She sighed with relief as Mrs. Simon guided the dildo to its destination.  Frantically she started fucking herself on her daughter’s face and in less that a minute she came with a wonderful orgasm.  
Mike helped his mom get Valerie and Grace unbound and the two were sent off like the others.  Mr. Simon finished depositing his seed in Wendy and left as well.  Only Patti and Wendy remained in the basement when Mike brought 10 strapping young teens down to meet the bound women.  Up to this moment, Wendy and Patti had both been hoping that Mike was exaggerating about how many boys were going to get to take a turn with the 16-year-old girl.  But as the voices filled the room, they could tell that there were indeed 10 boys.  Patti tried to turn her head, but to no avail.  Wendy, who was facing the steps, couldn’t see the boys either because her mother’s head was in the way.  They could do nothing but wait for the unknown boys to start taking turns.  
“Holy shit, you weren’t kidding,” said a familiar voice.  Both women shuddered at the sound of the voice.  In disbelief, they rolled their eyes to the side to see the face that pressed close.  To their utter humiliation, Patti and Wendy found themselves staring at Josh, Patti’s son and Wendy’s brother.  The 18-year-old senior peered over the stocks at the nude form of his younger sister and then back at their faces.  “Just like he said, a couple of horny sluts.  Fuck!  If I’d known this, I’d have been doing the two of you long ago.”  
The two captive women struggled vainly against the wood and ropes that held them in place.  This was worse than anything they could have imagined.  Patti was naked and helpless in front of her own son.  Wendy felt the same cold rush of humiliation at the thought of her big brother ogling her, touching her, and fucking her.  But there was nothing to be done about it.  Their master, Mike, was showing that he could and would do anything with them.  
Just when the two thought they were at the depths of humiliation, they heard another familiar voice from the other side.  “This is awesome,” said Luke.  With a mutual moan of despair, the two women looked to the other side to focus their eyes on Patti’s 14-year-old son, Wendy’s younger brother.  Patti felt small hands on her tits and knew that her youngest child was feeling her up.  
Moments later, Patti felt a small cock slide inside her and knew that Luke had just started to fuck his mother.  From the look in Wendy’s eyes, she surmised that Josh was doing the same to her daughter.  
“Awwww, isn’t that precious,” said Mike, speaking directly into their ears.  “Mommy’s getting fucked by her little boy and Wendy slut is getting it from her big brother.  Isn’t that a surprise?”  He laughed, enjoying his ability to torment the two so thoroughly.
“You know what?,” Mike continued to torment them.  “I think that later on I’ll ungag you so that Mommy can suck her little boy’s cock.  I’d really like to see that.”  His voice hardened.  “Enjoy this while you can Wendy.  This will be the last time your brothers get to fuck you.  For you though, Patti slut, now that they’ve had a taste of your cunt, I bet they’ll be back again and again.”
Patti’s mind reeled at the thought of being at the mercy of her two sons.  Not only was she being raped by her son, there were hands all over her body.  She would never know who had their hands on her right now.  On the other side of the stocks, Wendy was getting the same treatment.  Raped by her big brother and felt up by a group of boys.  First Patti felt her pussy go wet as Luke squirted inside her and then Wendy took her brother’s incestuous seed inside her.  
Upstairs, Valerie and Grace left, followed by Linda and Susie.  But, Amy kept her newest mother-daughter set.  She wasn’t done with them yet.  “Turn around and show me how you look, my pets,” she told them.  Without hesitation, Mary turned slowly.  She was wearing a tight crop top that showed her nipples and barely covered the bottom of her braless tits.  The tight skirt exposed a lot of thigh.  She’d become used to the feeling of a short skirt and no panties.  It made her feel so vulnerable, so sexy, and so controlled.  
Mary looked over at Amy and said, “Don’t make her ask twice, Amy… pet.”
Prompted by her mother, Amy turned slowly.  Her halter top and shorts were a little more comforting to the teen, but the thought of no bra or panties left her feeling on display.  Her small breasts pressed against the thin material of her top almost tight enough to make a nipple impression.  Lisa held up Amy’s thong and said, “Well, I know you’re not wearing your panties because I have them right here.  How about you, Mary pet?” she asked.  “Pull up your skirt to show me that you have no panties.”  Embarrassed, Mary wiggled up her skirt until her shaved pussy was visible.  
“Very nice, pet,” said Lisa.  “Let’s go for a drive.  We’re going to go shopping.  We need to add a few things to Amy’s wardrobe now that she’s a pet, too.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” echoed Amy.  
Mary slid into the driver’s seat and Lisa got into the passenger seat.  Amy sat in the back.  “Skirt up,” said Lisa and Mary slid her short skirt up to show her pussy lips.  Lisa knew that she had to be a little more discrete with Amy.  The underage teen in the back seat couldn’t be openly naked, but she could take some liberties in the car.  “Amy, play with your nipples.  Let’s see if you can make them hard enough to show.”
They drove to the mall and got out of the car.  “Two steps behind me, both of you,” said Lisa and she walked toward the door of the mall.  Amy’s nipples now made a definite impression on her top and she looked nervously around to see who might notice.  For the moment she was safe.  “Hold hands,” said Lisa.  
Mary had long since learned not to disobey, but Amy said, “What?”  Only a little girl would hold her mother’s hand at the mall.  “I can’t do that.”  Mary seized her hand and held it as they walked despite Amy’s objection.  
Lisa stopped and turned to face the two.  Looking angrily at Amy, she said, “Say, ‘This pet can’t do that.’”
“This pet can’t do that.”
“You damn well better do it.  I don’t like arguments,” said Lisa.  “Now I’ll have to punish you when we get home.  Have you already forgotten why you are doing this?  Do you want those pictures out?  What will your friends say?  What will daddy do?  Do you want him to leave you both?  Shit, Amy, you’re on your fucking knees and sucking a cock while mommy watches.  Your mother will go to jail.  Holding her hand is easy to do once you understand the consequences.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy meekly.  She looked at her mother and then at the hand that her mother held.  She colored in embarrassment again.  She knew she had to obey, but what if her friends saw her holding her mother’s hand?
Lisa resumed walking to the mall and led them to a pet store.  They wandered down the aisle of collars and stopped.  “Pick out a nice one for Amy,” said Lisa.  “I think a nice white or pink one would look just right on her.”
Amy stared at Lisa in disbelief, but said nothing.  
“Ooo, that one,” said Lisa, pointing at one studded with cheap rhinestones.  Mary pulled the collar off the hook and held it up to Amy’s neck, judging it for size.  Amy shrank away, but Mary still managed to get it around her throat and then pulled it away.  
“Let’s not be foolish,” said Lisa sharply.  “As sweet as that picture looks, we can’t be trying collars on Amy in the store like you did, pet.  Now pick out a leash and go buy them.”  
Mary picked out a matching leash and went to pay for them.  They walked out of the pet store.  “Hold hands,” Lisa reminded them.  She led them to a lingerie store.  “Why don’t you just wait here, Amy pet” said Lisa.  She pointed at a bench in the mall.  “Go sit there and wait for us.”  Amy was relieved to have a few moments away from her new mistress.  The whole idea was very intense and she needed a moment to think.  So much had happened today that her mind was spinning.  She was learning not to argue with Lisa and figured that the threat of a punishment had not been given lightly.  For the next few minutes, she had time to wonder what the punishment would be.
Inside the store, Lisa had Mary pick out a see through baby doll nightie and matching panties.  “Let’s go try it on,” she said.  Once back in the dressing room, Lisa pressed right in with Mary.  “Everything off, pet,” she said and watched with amusement as Mary stripped off everything and then tried on the pink nightie and panties.  In the tight quarters, it was clear that nothing was left to the imagination.  “Very nice, pet.  Get dressed and let’s see what else we can find.”
Lisa led Mary quickly to another rack.  Mary blushed as they stopped in front of the display.  Lisa simply selected a black bra, black panties, black garter belt, and black stockings.  When Lisa handed them to Mary, the teacher confirmed what she thought.  Everything would be a snug fit for her.  Then Lisa turned back to the display and picked out another set of identical undergarments.  This time Mary looked at the size and felt a cold rush.  This set was for a very petite woman.  This set was Amy’s size.  
Lisa smiled wickedly.  “You’ll look so adorable in these,” she said.  “Now, go back and get a matching nightie and panties in Amy’s size.  I’ll be out with Amy.”  She turned and walked away, leaving Mary to take care of the purchase.  
Once out with Amy, Lisa said, “Hope you didn’t mind waiting, pet.  Your mom just wanted a few extra things.”
“No, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  “Umm, Ms. Simon?”
“Yes, pet?” said Lisa.  She was mildly amused that Amy had a question.  It could only be trouble for her.  In time the young girl would learn that silence was always her best option.  
“Did you really mean you’d punish this pet for not holding her mom’s hand?”
“Of course, pet,” said Lisa.  “I have to punish you every time you disobey.”
“What kind of … ummm… punishment is this pet going to get?”
“Oh, there’s lots of things,” said Lisa.  And half the punishment is the anticipation, she thought to herself.  She could use this opportunity to heighten the girl’s anticipation.  “Maybe I’ll spank your bare bottom.  Maybe I’ll put clothespins on sensitive parts of your body.  Hmm, there’s a thought.  You ever have a clothespin on your nipple?  No, I suppose not.  Or maybe I could just not let you pee for several hours.”  She smiled as Amy clenched her thighs together.  The exquisite mental punishment was already beginning.  “Do you have to pee now?”
“This pet was thinking about it,” said Amy.  “It’s been hours since…” her voice tailed off as she saw the smile on Lisa’s face.  “Oh no.”
“Oh, yes,” said Lisa.  Conveniently, Mary came out of the store right then.  “We were just having a talk,” Lisa said to Mary.  “Tell Amy when you pee.”
Mary looked at her daughter and said, “This pet pees when Ms. Simon let’s her.”
Amy said nothing.  That was a whole new level of control that she hadn’t thought of before.  
Susie knew what was going to happen when they got home.  The teen had known what was going to happen the instant that their mistress had given her mom permission to cum.  She could tell from the way her mom was fidgeting in the car.  Most important, she could tell from the way her mom kept looking at her.  It was a nervously, guilty glance, but her mom kept running her eyes over her body and up to her mouth.  It was humiliating to know that her mother thought of her as a sex toy, but it was even more galling to know that Lisa’s grasp extended into the privacy of their own home.  
As soon as they stepped through the door, Linda said, “Get your clothes off, slut.”  She was already pulling her own clothes off and tossing them aside.  In seconds the older woman was naked.  “Hurry up,” she urged her daughter.  
“Yes, mommy slut,” said Susie.  She knew there was no way out of satisfying her mother.  She’d seen her like this before.  After weeks of being refused the simple pleasure of an orgasm, she could be very demanding.  Still, she took her time undressing.  It was her only means of rebellion.  Still wearing her pants, she flicked her tongue out at her mother.  “This what you want, mommy?”
“Dammit, hurry up,” insisted Linda.  She didn’t like that her daughter liked to tease her when she was so desperate.  It just wasn’t fair.  
Finally, Susie was nude.  Though there was a small amount of satisfaction from teasing her mom, she wanted to get it over with.  Besides, her mom’s tongue would get her off, too.  The two settled into a 69 position, expertly eating each other out.  
“One more stop,” said Lisa.  “This one’s not in the mall, so let’s go.”  They walked back to the car and drove out of the mall parking lot.  Lisa directed Mary to drive to a seedy sex shop and park.  “You have to wait her again, pet,” said Lisa to Amy.  “We’ll be back in a few minutes.”
As with the other stores, Lisa had a mental list and went quickly from one counter to another, loading Mary up with disgusting items.  The worst part was that Mary knew most of this was for Amy.  There was a small butt plug, handcuffs, gags, and a pair of 4” heels.  Mary shuddered at the sight of the strap on dildo.  Knowing that Amy’s virginity was safe for now, she assumed that Lisa would be using it on her while Amy watched.  Lisa gave her a couple of lesbian videos and a stack of magazines ranging from lesbian to young girls to bondage.  Finally, Lisa picked out a leather outfit that Mary figured must be for Lisa.  There were leather, thigh high boots, a leather corset, and leather panties.  It looked like the kind of outfit a mistress would wear around her slaves.  
Back in the car, Lisa tossed a magazine into the back seat with Amy.  “What do you think about this?” she asked the teen.  
Amy flipped through the book and stared at the obscene pictures.  All of the pictures were of young girls, barely legal it said, though some of them looked too young.  They were proudly showing off their bodies in ways that accentuated their most private parts.  Though she’d been through an intense sex session in the morning, this shocked her all over again.  Even more shocking were the blatant attempts to make the girls look less than legal.  One girl was dressed as a schoolgirl with stuffed animals all around.  As she stripped in the photos, she displayed a slender young body and bald pussy that could have been just Amy’s age.  
Mary’s heart sank at the corruption of her daughter.  Everything that they’d just purchased was leading up to a very obscene and very humiliating session.  It was early afternoon, so Lisa would have plenty of time to train Amy.  Worse, Mary knew that she would be part of that training because she had no choice.  She would do anything that Lisa commanded, including teach her daughter to be a sex slave.  
Mary’s husband, Bill, was in for an unusual weekend.  His boss was coming over again, but this time instead of bringing submissive sluts as he normally did, he was bringing his wife.  There was a hint of something big going on.  Mr. Evans had told Bill to get everyone else out of the villa.  The two men were going to have some serious business conversations.  Though he’d met his wife before, there was also a hint of something special about meeting her this time and the chance to entertain both Mr. and Mrs. Evans for the weekend.  
With that touch of mystery about the visit, Bill met the corporate jet at the airport.  First Mr. Evans stepped off the plane into the glaring Saudi Arabian sun.  Bill did a double take as two women stepped off the plane right behind him.  At first he thought it was his wife Mary and their daughter Amy, but on second glance, the two were simply dressed just like his wife and daughter.  Bill didn’t think that the Evans had a daughter, so he wondered who the girl was.  
“Bill, you remember my wife, Karen,” said Mr. Evans.  
“Of course,” said Bill, “you’re looking lovely Mrs. Evans.  It’s so nice to have you visit.  I hope you can take our local heat,” he smiled.  
“I can take just about anything,” said Karen.  
“And this is Kimmy,” said Mr. Evans.  He introduced the submissive that had introduced Mary to lesbian sex.  The fully trained slave was dressed like a young girl though she was nearly 20.  She was petite enough to pull off the ruse of being a young teen so Bill thought the girl was around 15.  
“Kimmy,” nodded Bill.  “Welcome to Saudi Arabia.”  With that being the limit of her introduction, Bill wondered just what the girl’s relationship was to the Evans.  
Meeting the Evans at the airport was a mere formality.  Bill got into his car while the Evans and Kimmy got into a long limo.  He led the way back to the villa even though both Mr. Evans and the driver knew the way.  
They pulled into the driveway and Lisa instructed them to bring everything into the house.  No sooner had they walked in the door, than Lisa said, “Put your own collar on now, pet.”  Mary pulled her collar from her purse and put it on.  “Now put Amy’s collar on her.”  Mary fumbled for the pink rhinestone encrusted collar and held it up to Amy’s neck.  FLASH!  Startled, Mary noticed the camera in Lisa’s hands for the first time.  “Don’t stop now,” said Lisa.  Mary finished fastening the collar around Amy’s neck as Lisa snapped a couple more photos.  “Now the leash.”  Mary attached the leash to Amy’s collar and led the 13-year-old around the room on her hands and knees.  
“OK, now stand up, Amy pet, and take off the leash,” instructed Lisa.  “From now on, you will wear that collar anything we are home alone.  Don’t wait for me to tell you to put it on.  Do you understand?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  She removed the leash and waited for her next instruction.  
“Give each other a kiss,” said Lisa.  
Mary stepped to her daughter, put her arms around the slender shoulders, and leaned down to kiss the young teen.  She had no doubt what was expected and so was surprised when Amy dodged her lips to give her a quick kiss on the cheek.  Amy tried to push away as if the kiss was done while Mary knew it hadn’t even started.  Mary held onto Amy, keeping her from making a big mistake.  
“Listen, little bitch,” hissed Lisa.  “I don’t want to see a cute little kiss on the cheek when I tell you to give someone a kiss.  Now open your mouth and give your mom a big, enthusiastic kiss.”  
Mary could feel the girl shudder in her arms, but Amy turned her face back to her mother and they pressed their lips together.  Amy felt her mom’s tongue push between her lips and into her mouth.  She tried to relax as her mom kissed her deeply and passionately.  FLASH.  She kept kissing despite the knowledge that she was being photographed in yet another very compromising position.  It actually felt kind of nice to be kissing like this.  She relaxed a little bit more, feeling her mom’s hands roam across her bare back.  She put her hands around her mom, caressing the bare skin below her mom’s top.  FLASH.  
Mary felt herself getting wet.  It was that now familiar feeling of humiliation that she found so arousing.  She didn’t want to be doing this, but the mere fact that she had to do it was thrilling.  She cursed herself as she had so many times in the past for her weakness and for the thrill that shot through her.  Pulling Amy even tighter, she pushed her tongue as deep in the girl’s mouth as she could.  
“Now feel her tits,” said Lisa.  
It seemed perfectly natural to Mary, who realized she was reliving her first encounter with a woman.  That first time with Kimmy she’d had a hard time getting Amy out of her mind.  Now, it really was Amy and she knew that soon they’d be going all the way, just as she had with Kimmy.  Her hands slid around from Amy’s back to her tits as she fondled the small mounds on the 13-year-old.  
Amy couldn’t tell if the command was to her or to her mom, or both.  She slid her hands around to her mom’s front and cupped the full tits that pressed against her.  As their bodies moved apart to give each other room to touch, the two leaned across their busy hands to continue kissing.  FLASH.  Amy’s head spun with disbelief at the act she was performing.  Her hands went up under Mary’s top, touching the bare flesh of her tits.  She felt the hard nipples that showed her mother’s arousal.
Mary was frustrated by Amy’s tight top.  She kept kissing Amy as her hands went behind the girl to the tie of her halter top.  Quickly she untied the knot at Amy’s neck and pulled the halter down around Amy’s waist.  Her hands flew back up to the now bare tits of her daughter.  By now Amy’s hands had pushed Mary’s top up over her tits so that the next photo caught mother and daughter with their hands all over each other’s breasts.  
“Get all her clothes off, now,” said Lisa.  She kept taking pictures as the two followed her commands.  First, Mary pulled Amy’s halter all the way down until it dropped to the floor.  FLASH.  Then, she knelt in front of Amy and unsnapped the tight shorts.  FLASH.  She struggled briefly with Amy’s shorts as she wiggled them down off her slender hips and helped her step out of them.  FLASH.  Her 13-year-old daughter was nude in front of her.  Amy blushed as her mother’s eyes devoured her.  It had taken just seconds to get all her clothes off.  
For a moment, Amy was the center of her own attention.  She posed.  Her mother stared.  The camera flashed.  Then, she realized that her mother was still dressed and that was probably not what Lisa wanted.  She reached for her mom’s top and pulled it up over her head, stopping for a moment to stare at the big breasts she’d just revealed.  FLASH.  It seemed so odd.  She knelt down and unzipped her mom’s skirt, then tugged it down over her mom’s wide hips.  FLASH.  Young as she was, she didn’t consciously recognize the lust that welled up in her at the sight of her mother’s nude form.  Her mind flashed back to the nude waitress perched on high heels with her hands tied behind her back.  This was the same nude body, but this time she had stripped it eagerly.  
Mother pressed against daughter again in a forbidden kiss.  They rubbed their nude bodies together and their hands roamed across each other’s tits, ass, and bare cunt.  FLASH.  The camera captured their illicit lust time after time as they let their passion rule them.  
Unbidden, Mary picked her daughter up and laid her on the couch.  She began showering kisses across the young body.  Her arousal was only heightened by the continued flashing of the camera.  Her pussy was soaked from her own juices.  She relished the obscene acts that she was being forced into.  It was even thrilling to look up at her mistress and say, “May this pet eat the little slut’s pussy until she fucking cums?”
“Yes, pet,” said Lisa.  “Eat the little bitch good.”
Mary plunged her tongue into Amy’s equally sopping cunt and tasted the juices as she had before.  With her hands on the soft inner thighs, she held her daughter’s legs wide as she buried her face in the hot pussy.  FLASH.  “Oh God, yes,” moaned Mary as she felt pleasure ripple though Amy and into her.  She looked up the length of Amy’s heaving body and saw the glistening sweat on the soft breasts.  “You fucking slut,” she hissed at Amy.  “Cum for mommy.  Cum hard.”  Amy’s ears burned from the naughty talk, though she noticed a distinct thrill shoot through her entire body.  She was a slut.  Without another word, Mary ran her tongue up Amy’s slit and found the swollen clit.  Nibbling and licking at the love button, she brought Amy to a screaming climax.  FLASH.  
Amy was so hot that she didn’t even need any encouragement to return the favor to her mother.  They traded positions quickly and Amy was immediately lapping at her mother’s wet cunt.  She couldn’t believe how excited her mother was over their mutual humiliation.  Her body still tingling from her own recent orgasm, Amy could hardly take her eyes off her mom’s body.  The big tits heaved with excitement and her mother’s head was thrown back in wild abandon.  Wanting to make eye contact and wanting to thrill her mom as much as her mom had thrilled her, Amy stopped licking and said, “You’re a fucking slut, too, mommy.”  Mary’s eyes snapped down to lock with her daughter’s eyes.  “I’m eating your fucking cunt, so cum for me, mommy.”  
“Oh, God, yes,” moaned Mary.  Her hands grabbed the girl’s head and forced her back to her task.  Amy felt like she was being pushed deep inside her mother and she could barely lick at the slit.  Instead, for a few seconds it was more like she was fucking her mom with her nose until Mary finally relaxed her grip.  Amy returned to furiously licking at Mary’s clit until the woman came explosively.  
Mary looked to the side and found herself staring right down the lens of the camera.  FLASH.  So many pictures had been taken now of her with her daughter that she knew there could never be any argument with her mistress.  In all the months that she’d been Lisa’s slave, she knew that Lisa had been very careful not to be in any of the pictures.  Every single piece of incriminating evidence pointed toward the mother corrupting the daughter without any coercion at all.  
The ride from the airport to the villa was just 15 minutes.  Rushing over to be as courteous as possible, Bill opened the door of the limo as it pulled up.  Mr. Evans climbed out of the limo and turned back in to help his wife out.  
What Bill saw next simply astonished him.  His first glimpse of Mrs. Evans had been of her sensibly dressed at the airport.  His second glimpse of her now was of her feet coming out together.  Six inch heels adorned her feet and a set of ankle cuffs were around her slender, bare ankles.  A 12 inch chain connected the cuffs.  Bare legs continued to extend out of the limo and Bill unconsciously repositioned himself to get a better view.  Unceremoniously, Mr. Evans grabbed his wife’s hair and pulled her the rest of the way out, using her hair as a hand hold to stand her up on her feet.  She was nude, with her wrists cuffed behind her and a severe pair of nipple clamps.  
Karen looked at her host and reddened in embarrassment.  Her husband hooked a finger around the chain that connected her nipple clamps and pulled.  She teetered across the pavement of the courtyard for a few feet before her husband let her stop.  She stood facing Bill.  
Stunned, Bill couldn’t believe the transformation that had occurred in the limo.  He ran his eyes up and down the nude body of his boss’ wife.  She looked every bit like the other submissives that Mr. Evans had brought by, but this time it was his wife.  He took his eyes off the bound woman in time to watch Kimmy being extracted from the car in similar fashion.  First her feet appeared and as long bare legs extended out, Bill figured that she was dressed (or undressed) just as Mrs. Evans.  He was less surprised then when Mr. Evans stood the nude Kimmy up on her 6-inch heels and led her across the pavement.  He stopped Kimmy right beside Mrs. Evans.
By now Bill could feel a growing pressure in his crotch.  He had a hard on while staring at the two slaves.  What was even more arousing was that Kimmy was clearly underage.  Months earlier Mary had seen a close resemblance to Amy and now Bill saw that same resemblance.  Though he should have been shocked, he found himself staring at the young girl with lust.  This weekend was going to be very different from what he’d expected.
Mr. Evans handed a collar to Bill.  “Put it on Kimmy,” he said.  
“With pleasure,” said Bill. He took the wide leather collar and put it around Kimmy’s delicate throat.  Briefly a picture of Amy flashed through his mind, but he shook it away.  He looked over at the slut named Karen and thought of his wife standing there like that.  The collar had a metal ring dangling from the front and Bill took the chain between Kimmy’s nipples and clipped it into the metal ring.  That put just enough tension on the chain that it pulled Kimmy’s already pert young tits just a little higher.  He looked over at his boss and watched him to the same to his wife.  Karen’s chain was just a little shorter than Kimmy’s so it pulled her tits up more severely.  But, neither slave complained.  It wouldn’t have done any good.
“Bill,” said Mr. Evans.  “I’m promoting you to Senior Vice President in charge of the Saudi operations.  You’ve been doing a wonderful job.”
“Thank you, Mr. Evans,” said Bill.  “I’m glad that I’ve been able to help the company.”
“Call me, Steve,” said Mr. Evans.  “Since you’re moving up, we should be on a first name basis.”  He nodded toward the two submissives.  “This is another perk of the job.  Welcome to the inner circle.  I like to share my women with the right men, but I only share my wife with very special people.”
“She’s a lovely woman,” said Bill.
“And she’s trained to do anything you want,” said Mr. Evan.  “Let’s go inside.”  He led them in and once inside, he uncuffed Karen.  “Go make us some drinks,” he ordered.  
Bill watched as Karen tiptoed across the room on her high heels and out of sight.  With the clink of ice and bottles, he wondered what drink she was making.  
“I thought maybe you could start with Kimmy today and then we’ll swap later on,” said Mr. Evans.
“Kimmy would be just perfect,” said Bill, glad that the weekend was turning into a more pleasant experience than what he’d been prepared for.  He’d never had a girl so young and the idea had him madly aroused.  
“Kimmy is well trained, so if she gives you any trouble, feel free to punish her in any way you see fit.  The other slut is the same,” he said.  “I don’t think of her as my wife much any more.  She’s good for social gatherings, but mostly she’s a well trained slut.  Don’t treat her with kid gloves.  God knows I don’t.  If I catch you spoiling her, there will be hell to pay.”
“I understand perfectly,” said Bill.  As Karen tottered back into the room, he was surprised to see she brought him a mai tai, his favorite drink.  He wondered how she knew that and then realized – she was that well trained.  He almost thanked her for the delivery, but instead he pulled on her nipple clamp, twisting it brutally.  “I hope this drink has enough rum in it,” he said.  “If not, I’ll be showing my displeasure later on.”  He turned away from her as if she had ceased to exist and grabbed Kimmy’s chain.  “Come on, let’s go to the dungeon and play,” he said to her.   
Owned Teacher’s Daughter
By Kenna
Chapter 6
“Get me your paddle, slave bitch,” said Lisa.  “I believe I’ve promised a punishment session to my young little pet.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.  She got up quickly and went for her paddle.  Moments later she returned with the long wooden paddle and handed it to their mistress.  Amy had to learn as she had learned that there was no room for disobedience, or even backtalk.  She would learn to do what the mistress commanded instantly.  
Lisa saw the fear in Amy’s eyes as she looked at the paddle.  The poor girl had probably never been spanked, but had always thought a time out might be her worst punishment.  She was about to learn differently.  Thinking of all the demeaning things she had planned for the afternoon, Lisa wanted the spanking to go smoothly.  With that done and lingering in Amy’s mind, the rest of the afternoon could be quite fun.  If Amy balked at the spanking, then more punishment would be needed and that could take more time.  So, Lisa made sure Amy knew that cooperation was her best course.  “Amy pet, you deserve to get spanked.  Do you understand that?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon, this pet understands she deserves to get spanked.”
“You also understand there are even more punishments I can do to you?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon, this pet understands.”
“Then, you understand most of all that since you deserve this punishment, you will hold still and take it like the slave you are.  And any time you displease me, I may punish you in whatever way a slut slave deserves.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon, this pet understands.”
“If this goes well, then I will let you pee.  If it doesn’t go well, then … well, that could be your next punishment.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
 “Good, then,” she said.  “Get the handcuffs out, teach, and cuff her hands behind her.”  Amy stood nervously as her hands were cuffed behind her back.  “This helps you to hold still, slave,” said Lisa.  “It will help you learn that it is useless to move or struggle at all.  Maybe in time you will get your punishment without being bound, but for now, I’m only thinking of you, my precious.”  She ran a hand softly across Amy’s cheek.  “Little girl slaves do so want to avoid their punishment, so this keeps you from getting into more trouble.”
Lisa looked at Mary.  “Now lean her across the arm of the couch with her bare little ass sticking up in the air.”
Amy let out a gasp of fear as her ass was presented for the spanking.  
“When I spank you, I want to hear you count them,” said Lisa.  “You will count, one, Ms. Simon, thank you, two Ms. Simon, thank you.  I’ll decide when we’re done.”
There was a moment of silence as Lisa let the anticipation build.  With her face pressed against the cushion of the couch, Amy couldn’t tell when the first blow would fall.  Her bottom twitched in fear.  She cast a nervous glance to the side, but then buried her face in the cushion again.  
SMACK!  Lisa slapped the paddle firmly across the helpless ass.  “Eeeeeee,” squealed Amy.  She panted a couple of times to regain the wind that had been knocked clear out of her.  “One, Ms. Simon, thank you!”
Lisa paused for a moment to admire the wide pink stripe that now adorned the 13-year-old’s ass.  Then she brought the paddle sharply down across the pink stripe.  SMACK!  “Aaaaaaa, nooooo,” wailed Amy.  “T-two, Ms. Simon, thank you.”  SMACK!  “Aaaaahaaa,” cried out Amy.  “Th-three, Ms. Simon, thank you.”  By now Amy’s ass was a pretty shade of red.  “What do you think, Mary pet?” she asked.  “Isn’t that a nice sight?”
“No, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.  “She may deserve it, but it is not a nice sight.”
“Oh, I suppose not from your point of view.  I rather think it’s quite pretty.” 
SMACK!  “Owwww, four, Ms. Simon, thank you.”  Amy squirmed, wishing she could cover her exposed and helpless ass.  SMACK!  “Aaaaa, five, Ms. Simon, thank you.”
“Do you remember why you’re being spanked, Amy pet?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” sobbed Amy.  “This pet is being spanked because she wouldn’t hold her mommy’s hand at the mall.”
“That’s right, precious,” said Lisa.  “But you did hold her hand, didn’t you?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“And you got spanked for it, because you argued.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“So what’s the lesson here, Amy pet?”
“H-hold mommy’s hand at the mall.”
“Not exactly, bitch.  Now stop bawling and think!”
“D-do what I’m told without talking back?”
“Well, that’s pretty fucking close for a stupid little bitch like you,” said Lisa harshly.  “The lesson is do what you’re told immediately.  If I tell you to hold mommy’s hand, you do it.  If I tell you to kiss mommy, you do it.  You do it like it was your idea.  You do it like it’s the most fun thing in the world.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,”
SMACK!  “Eeeeee,” squealed the surprised teen.  She’d thought the punishment was over.  “S-six, Ms. Simon, thank you,” she gasped.  SMACK!  “Aaaa, owwwwww, seven, Ms. Simon, thank you.”  She desperately wanted to turn over and hide her stinging ass, but she didn’t dare move.  SMACK!  “Aaaaaa, eight, Ms. Simon, thank you.”
“How many did you think you should get, precious,” asked Lisa.  Mary stiffened at the question.  It was only trouble.  After months of training, she knew there was only one right answer and she also knew Amy wouldn’t get it.
“Ms… Ms. Simon, this… this pet should get… ummm, oh, I don’t know.  Please Ms. Simon, you decide.”  Mary sighed in relief.  
“That’s right, precious,” said Lisa.  “That’s always the right answer.  I decide.”  
SMACK!  “Aaaaaaa, nine, Ms. Simon, thank you.”  Amy’s ass looked like it was on fire.  Every blow stung terribly, but she bravely held herself together.  There were worse things that a spanking.  SMACK!  “Ten, Ms. Simon, thank you.”
Lisa put the paddle aside.  “That should do it, I think,” she said as she uncuffed Amy. “Now if you disappoint me again today, that will mean that I was wrong.  That will mean I should have spanked you more.  I don’t like to be wrong, pet.  So, you better not fuck up again.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon.”
“Now the two of you may go pee,” said Lisa.  She pointed at the back door. 
Without hesitation, Mary opened the back door and stepped out into the yard.  Horrified at the idea of peeing in the yard, Amy followed.  She wasn’t about to disobey right now.  The girl watched as her mother squatted on the grass and let loose a steady stream of pee.  She didn’t miss the fact that her mother did it without question, as if she had done this so many times before that she’d gotten used to it.  With distaste, Amy squatted behind and with her back to her mother.  “No, no,” said Lisa, wanting to get the most from the girl’s humiliation.  “Squat down in front of her.  Face her so she can watch you pee like an animal in the yard.”
Amy repositioned herself and squatted down with her legs spread wide and facing her mother.  She blushed as a hot stream of pee squirted from her slit and splashed on the ground.  She looked at her mother’s stream and then down at her own.  A wash of shame burned through her as she emptied her bladder.  
Mary’s stream trickled off and stopped.  First she wiped the last few drops of pee off her cunt lips with her fingers and then stood and waited for Lisa’s next instruction.  She wasn’t looking forward to licking her fingers clean in front of Amy, but she knew that was coming.  She watched as Amy finished and then stood.  
“Don’t you wipe yourself after you pee, Amy?” asked Lisa.
“Yes, Ms. Simon, this pet wipes herself.”
“Then do it,” said Lisa.  “Use your hand.  It’s all you get.”
Amy wiped her pussy lips and looked at her hand in disgust.  She desperately wanted to wash her hands now.  “Clean your hands now,” said Lisa.  Amy watched with wide eyes as Mary licked her fingers one by one.  She looked at Lisa and then at her own hand.  Her ass still burned from the spanking.  Slowly she raised her hand.  She’d do this sooner or later.  Sooner meant now.  Later meant after another spanking.  She licked her fingers just as she’d seen her mother do.  The foul taste of urine filled her mouth as she cleaned up.  
“Much better,” said Lisa.  “That’s how my pets pee.”  She turned and led them back into the house. 
*****

Kimmy proved herself a well trained slave by sucking Bill’s cock and taking it up the ass.  She was very tight and it was a thrill for the man to fuck the young girl.  From behind it was easy to pretend he was fucking Amy.  The perverse desire for his own daughter was at once shocking and arousing.  He’d never had a thought like that until he’d seen Kimmy standing in the hatch of the airplane, looking so much like his little girl.  But, of course, he didn’t know that was the plan.  
Bill went in search of his boss and found him spanking the slut Karen.  “Hmmm,” said Bill as he watched.  “Too bad Kimmy is so well trained.  I didn’t even get to spank her hot little ass.”
Steve stopped spanking his wife.  “Bill, you surprise me,” he said.  “Karen and Kimmy are both well trained.  They will never give you an excuse to spank them, but then you don’t need an excuse to warm their asses.”
Bill blushed at the reminder.  “Didn’t even think of that,” he said.  “Guess I was just in a hurry to feed her some cock.”
“You didn’t let her cum, did you?”
“No, of course not.”
Steve turned to Kimmy.  “Go upstairs to the second room on the right.  There you will find a leather paddle.  Pick it up and put it between your thighs.  Find the biggest butt plug you can and put it in your mouth.  There’s a coil of rope there, too.  Put it around your neck like a necklace.  I want you to come back here will all those things and make sure you keep the paddle between your thighs the whole way.”
“Yes, master,” said the young girl.  Bill watched her cute little ass as it bounced up the stairs.  The stairs curved up to a balcony, so he could see her the whole way up.  Then she disappeared down the hallway.  
Steve said, “I love sending a slave bitch after her own paddle.  She knows what she’s going to get, but she’s still gonna bring the paddle back.”
Karen was still bent over, waiting for her spanking to continue.  But, now that Steve’s attention was on Kimmy, he decided to give his wife a break.  “Lay down on your back, slut,” he told her.  “Suck your own nipples and make them hard for us.”  The two men watched as the woman pulled her tits up to her eager mouth.  She sucked and licked at the large nipples until they were hard as a rock.  “Now, play with yourself,” said her husband.  “Play with your cunt.”
She hadn’t been allowed to cum for weeks, so Karen quickly got her fingers to work in her wet cunt.  She shoved the fingers of one hand up her cunt while using the other to diddle her clit.  A rare moan of pleasure escaped her lips as she felt the thrill of an impending orgasm.  
Just then, Kimmy appeared at the top of the steps again.  She waddled into view, her slender, firm thighs clasping the leather paddle firmly.  She could only take tiny steps, so she paused at the top of the steps, pondering how she would make it down without losing the paddle and without falling.  Both men smiled at the girl’s predicament, but there would be no reprieve.  
Another gasp of pleasure escaped Karen’s lips and Steve said, “Stop now, bitch, that’s close enough.”  
Karen’s gasp this time was of frustration.  Her husband knew her well.  She’d been just on the verge of cumming.  Now she pulled her slick fingers from her cunt, wondering how long it would be before she would get to cum again.  
Bill watched with amusement as Kimmy grasped the handrail of the steps with one hand and hopped down one step.  Her cute little tits bounced as she came to rest one step down and only thirteen more to go.  Emboldened by her success, Kimmy hopped down another step and another.  Each one brought a lovely bounce to her bare tits.  Bill again had the image of his daughter doing the same thing.  He’d been away so long he couldn’t quite remember how big his little girl’s tits were.  Perhaps by now they were about the same size as Kimmy’s tits.  He felt his cock harden at the thought of Amy bouncing just like that.  Kimmy hopped down another step and the paddle bounced free, falling onto the step in front of her.  
A look of horror swept over Kimmy’s face as the paddle fell out.  She’d been specifically told to keep the paddle between her thighs and she knew she’d been a bad girl.  Dutifully, she bent and picked it up, and then placed it back between her smooth thighs.  She squeezed her knees tightly together as she hopped down another step.  This time as she hopped down, Bill imagined what Mary might look like in similar circumstances.  Her large tits would bounce much more, jiggling like jello.  He much preferred the effect that gravity had on Kimmy’s smaller tits.  They were firm and perky, bouncy, yet not flabby.  Kimmy made it down two more steps before the paddle fell out a second time.  Again she grimaced in anticipated punishment, but returned the paddle to its assigned position and hopped a few more steps.  
She was just two steps from the bottom and looked down in desperation at the paddle that had slipped yet again.  It was nearly free from her thighs.  She looked at Steve and then at Bill and then back at the paddle again.  Squeezing her legs especially tight, she hopped one more step.  The paddle slipped down between her knees and she clasped them tightly together.  She hopped to the ground floor only to have the paddle clatter to the floor a third time.  
As she replaced the paddle again, Bill noticed that she even put it with the handle facing out, making it convenient for her master to take it when he was ready.  At his command, she turned and put her hands behind her back.  Steve expertly tied her elbows together and then wrapped the cord around her forearms all the way to her wrists before tying it off.  Steve turned her around again and removed the butt plug from her mouth.  It came out with a pop.  
“Stand up and bend over, Karen,” he said to the older woman.  She scrambled to her feet and bent, presenting her ass to her husband and master.  Without any hesitation, Steve shoved the plug up her tight asshole.  It went in to the hilt and her sphincter tightened around the narrow neck, sealing it in place.  
“Now, Kimmy, I was planning on giving you five swats, but you dropped the paddle three times… three times!  Just how many swats should I give you for each time you dropped it?”
“Master, I think you should give me five swats for each time,” said Kimmy quickly.  
“That sounds fair,” said Steve.  
Bill thought it sounded anything but fair.  The poor girl had been purposely given an impossible task.  She’d fetched her own punishment.  Steve had known she would fail and “earn” extra swats.  Yes, it was decidedly unfair, but it sure sounded like fun, too.  He watched as the petite girl bent to offer her ass for a spanking.  Steve took a big swing and slapped the hard leather paddle soundly across Kimmy’s exposed ass.  The girl jumped and grunted in pain, but didn’t move to avoid the next swat.  Steve delivered a total of five swats, turning her helpless ass bright red.  
“Here, you take the paddle and give her a few swats.”  Bill eagerly took the paddle.  It not only sounded like fun, it looked like fun.  He made solid contact with the girl’s ass a few times, feeling his cock swell even larger at the feeling of power.  After five swats, he gave the paddle back to Steve.  
As Kimmy took the rest of her punishment, Bill moved around front of her to watch her little tits.  They hung down, enlarged by gravity, but still firm and round.  Each swat made them jump and sway.  His cock was so hard, he wanted to grab her head and force his cock down her young throat, but he waited as she took her full 20 swats.  
“Here,” said Steve, handing the paddle back to Bill.  “Give Karen a few.”
Bill took the offered paddle and began spanking Karen.  Tears rolled down her cheeks, but she didn’t complain.  She’d done nothing to deserve a spanking, but if this was what her master wanted, then that’s what she was going to get.  
Reading Bill’s mind, Steve said, “Imagine that was your own wife’s ass, Bill.”  He saw the guilty look in Bill’s eyes and knew the plan was working.  “Imagine she’d bend over for you just on a whim and let you warm her buns.”
“Mary would never do that,” said Bill.  But, the fantasy was still exciting.
“Imagine her stepping out of the limo dressed just like Karen and Kimmy.”
“That would be nice,” agreed Bill.
“Imagine Mary and Amy stepping out like that.”
Bill stopped and stared at Steve.  The idea took his breath away.  “She’s only 13,” he said.  
Steve noticed that Bill didn’t say no and he wasn’t terribly shocked.  “How old do you think Kimmy is?”
“Fifteen,” said Bill, feeling guilty at the admission.  
“Just a couple years difference,” said Steve.  He knew Kimmy was older than that, but Bill didn’t need to know it.  He was purposely using Kimmy’s youthful appearance to lower Bill’s resistance.  It was the perception that was damning Bill.  “You just got a blow job from a 15-year-old slut.  Is there really any difference between that and a 13-year-old slut.”
“Jesus,” said Bill.  “You’re talking like she really is a slut like Kimmy.”
“And Mary is a well trained slut like Karen,” said Steve.  He knew the moment could go either way.  Either Bill would accept the idea or not.  It didn’t matter either way.  If Bill accepted the idea, then it was a done deal.  If he didn’t accept the idea, then there was still the trump card that his wife would be in jail before he got back to the US, his daughter would be in foster care, and he’d be out of a job.  
Bill stared at his boss, trying read a trace of humor in his eyes.  But, he knew that Steve was serious.  “You’re not kidding are you,” he finally said.  He backed up and sat down in the nearest chair.  “I’ve been gone for 4 months now and… you trained them to be like this?”  He waved at Karen who was still bent over, waiting submissively for the next spanking.  
“Absolutely,” said Steve.  “Amy is finishing her training right now.  She might still be a little rough around the edges,” he added.  “She’ll give you an excuse to use the paddle on her.”
“When can I see them… use them?” asked Bill, thoroughly taken by the idea of having his wife and daughter being his personal sex slaves.
Lisa looked at her watch.  “Let’s have a little more fun,” she said.  “Then we’ll have dinner.  Amy needs to learn how to eat like a slave, too.”
*****

Lisa fished out a video camera for her next lesson.  The two slaves were still naked.  Handing a bag of clothes to Mary, she said, “Dress her in the outfit that fits her.”  She pointed the camera at them.
Mary looked into the bag and saw it contained the matching sets of black bra, panties, stockings, and garter belt.  She pulled out the black panties and stepped toward her daughter.  “No, no, those go on last,” said Lisa.  Mary put them aside and picked up the garter belt.  She knelt in front of her daughter and wrapped it around her slender waist and fastened it snugly.  Then, Mary helped Amy get a foot started in one stocking and rolled it up her smooth calf, and halfway up her thigh.  She fastened the stocking to the garter belt and repeated the process with the second stocking.  Amy’s cunt was neatly framed by the garter belt and stockings.  She looked incredibly sexy for a young teen.  Next, Mary stepped behind Amy and pulled the bra up under her tits.  Only then did she realize that it was a half bra and cupped the young girl’s tits without hiding the nipples.  She fastened the bra behind Amy’s back and adjusted it so that it fully accentuated her tits.  Finally, Mary pulled Amy’s tiny panties up her legs and around her waist.  
“I just love the way you dress your daughter for a date,” said Lisa.  “Now, Amy, you get mommy dressed.  Maybe we could invite a boy over later.”  Amy trembled at the thought.  Mary didn’t know if Lisa was serious or not, but there was nothing she could do either way.
Mary had undressed her daughter and now she had dressed her.  The outfit was incredibly obscene on the girl, so it only further damned the mother.  Now she had to hold still while Amy repeated the process.  Never having dressed in anything like this before, it took Amy a while to get the sexy stockings up her mother’s legs.  The whole time it looked like she was enjoying the process of fondling the long smooth legs of her mother.  When she fastened Mary’s bra in place, she also took the time to adjust Mary’s tits in the cups of the bra so that they were properly and blatantly on display.  Blushing, she pulled up Mary’s panties and the two posed for the video camera in their matching lingerie.  
Lisa then snapped a leash onto Mary’s collar and one onto Amy’s collar.  “On your hands and knees,” she ordered them.  Mary got down instantly.  Amy hesitated half a second to see her mom obey and then quickly complied.  Lisa smiled at the way Mary was helping train her daughter.  The young girl didn’t argue as long as she had a role model to follow and Mary was being an excellent role model.  
With a tug on their collars, Lisa got the two to crawl across the carpet and around the room.  She led them all over the house, reinforcing their subservience to her.  Up in Mary’s bedroom, Lisa stopped them.  “Stand up, Mary,” she said.  “And put on your 6” heels.  I think that will really top off the outfit.”  Mary did as she was told and stood teetering in the heels.  “Now, walk downstairs and get Amy’s new shoes.  I want to see her in them.”  
The humiliated teacher walked away as Lisa said, “I love the way a pair of heels makes a woman’s legs look so sexy, don’t you, Amy?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy, uncertain what was the correct answer.  She really didn’t find it sexy or even want to stare at her mother’s long legs and wiggling ass as it disappeared out the door.  
When Mary returned, Amy stepped into the 4” heels.  They weren’t nearly as high as her mother’s, but they were much more than the 13-year-old was used to wearing.  She wobbled around in the room.  “Ooo, that makes her look sexy, doesn’t it, Mary pet?”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.  Amy noticed that her mother said it with considerable enthusiasm.  It felt funny to have her mother say she was sexy and mean it.  She noticed how her mother’s eyes follower her around the room.  Then she noticed the wet spot between her mother’s legs.  
Lisa led the two around the house again, but this time they were on their feet.  “Get used to those heels, Amy,” said Lisa.  “I want you to wear them all the time for me.”  She stopped them in the living room where they had started several minutes earlier.  “You know what?” she said.  “I think you’ll look better without the panties.  Mary, take off Amy’s panties for her.”  
The teacher knelt down and removed her daughter’s tiny panties.  She was momentarily face to cunt with her daughter and could smell the teen’s arousal.  She stared for a moment at the glistening pussy lips neatly framed by the garter belt and panties.  Then she stood up.  Amy was instructed to do the same thing and quickly removed her mother’s panties.  
“Very nice,” said Lisa.  “From now on, whenever the two of you are home, you will wear just what you are wearing now.  That just looks so perfect.  Turn around for me.”
Each of the slaves turned around to show that their pussy, ass, and tits were completely visible and accessible despite the scanty lingerie that they wore.  
“I have a special outfit for you, teach,” said Lisa.  “It’s the one we bought today.  I want to see you in that, so get those clothes off and get on the leather boots, corset, and panties.”  
Mary looked surprised.  She’d thought the outfit was for Lisa.  But, she didn’t hesitate as she pulled out the leather clothes, removed every stitch of her current outfit, and then dressed in leather.  Looking down at herself, she thought she looked pretty out of character.  She no longer looked like a slave, but more like a mistress.  
“Oh, take off the panties, again, pet,” said Lisa.  “It just doesn’t look right to have your pussy covered up.”  Mary did as she was told and then Lisa said, “Run get your leather paddle.  I think that will add to the look.”  Mary left the room.  The boots had 5” heels, so they were difficult to walk in.  
“She behaves so well, doesn’t she, pet?” said Lisa.
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  
“I hope you’re paying attention so that you learn to obey so well, too.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon, this pet is paying attention.”
“Excellent,” said Lisa.  “She obeys so well, that I’ll bet if I told her to, she would spank you.”
“No, Ms. Simon,” said the frightened teen.  “This pet has been good.”
“Well, of course you have, pet,” said Lisa.  “You better stay that way.”  They heard Mary coming back.  “Take a look at what she’s got in her hand and imagine her using that on you,” finished Lisa before Mary was close enough to hear.  
Amy’s eyes widened as she saw the studded leather paddle that her mom carried.  It looked like it would be really painful.  She stood trembling in her high heels.
Lisa proceeded to pose the mother and daughter in very suggestive poses.  In the series of photos that she took, it looked like Mary was dominating her scantily clad daughter.  Amy knelt in front of Mary as Mary smacked the paddled against her palm, making an obvious threat.  Amy bent over the arm of the couch, uncertain whether she was really about to be spanked or was just posing.  Either way was terrible.  
Then Lisa delivered the coup de grace.  She handed Mary the strap on dildo that they had just bought and told her to put it on.  Surprised at the request, Mary complied nevertheless.  There were a couple more photos taken with her sporting a hard plastic cock with Amy kneeling in front of her.  Mary suddenly saw what was going on and could only hope that she was wrong.  

”You’re really hot, aren’t you, Mary pet?” asked Lisa.  She’d noticed her slave’s wet spot and by now knew Mary’s weaknesses.  Her slut really enjoyed the humiliation and the entire afternoon had been one humiliating moment after another.  
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.  
“You’d like to cum, wouldn’t you?”
“Please, Ms. Simon, yes, may this pet cum?”
“Soon, pet, soon,” said Lisa.  “I want you to show me that you deserve to cum.  I want you to really please me.  I want you to make yourself even hotter than you are now.  Do you know how you’re going to do that for me?”
“This pet thinks she knows what you want,” said Mary.  
“What do I want, pet?”
“You want… oh, God… you want me to put this… in Amy’s mouth.”
“That’s what I want,” agreed Lisa.  “I’m going to make a movie and I want to see her suck your cock.  I want you to make it sound naughty and nasty.  I want my little slut to suck that big black cock.  Whether or not you get to cum will depend on how naughty you make it sound.”
Mary stood thinking about what that meant.  How could she make it sound naughty?  She desperately needed to earn an orgasm right now.  After a few seconds, she looked back at her mistress and said, “OK, Ms. Simon, this pet knows what you want.”
Lisa stepped back and put the video camera to her eye.  “And action,” she said.  
Mary stepped up to the kneeling Amy.  She looked down at the 13-year-old, who was already opening her mouth, ready for the nasty act that was expected of her.  “You little cocksucking slut,” said Mary, taking her cue from Amy’s apparent cooperation.  She wanted to debase her daughter – that same daughter who had sucked cock several times in her presence already today.  Amy looked hurt at the insulting, degrading tone that her mother took and backed away from the cock that pointed at her face.   “No,” continued Mary as she reacted to Amy, “don’t act like you don’t want it, you little slut.”
Amy was confused by Mary’s participation in her slave training.  Her mother’s attitude was so very wrong, so very contrary to anything her mother had said to her in the past.  She’d sucked cock before and her mother knew it.  She’d sucked cock because she’d felt trapped by her friends.   She’d had no choice.  Now it was her mother that was making her feel the same way.  Trapped.  The cock bobbed in her face.  The naked, kneeling teen knew that she’d be sucking it soon.   It was just a matter of how much she’d be taunted before she sucked it.  
“I know that little white girls like big black cocks,” said Mary, hardly believing the words that she spoke.  She was stunned by the desire that she felt.  This was the route an orgasm, but even more, she felt the tingle building from making her daughter embarrassed and knew this was the route to a wonderful orgasm.   “Little white 13-year-olds like big, fucking black cocks in their mouth.  So why don’t you show me, you little slut.”  She leaned toward the girl, poking the cock lasciviously at her.  
Amy leaned toward the cock, ready to take it in her mouth.  Her tongue was extended to lick the tip when suddenly it backed away.  She looked up at her mother, a look of confusion and disappointment on her face.  Why did it have to be so hard?  Why was her mother teasing her?  Why was her mother helping their mistress to make her feel so low?  All these thoughts ran through Amy’s mind as she watched the cock dance away from her.  It wasn’t that she wanted it so much as she knew it was going to happen and wanted to get it over with.  
“Tell mommy that you want to suck the big black cock,” said Mary.
Amy was thoroughly cowed by now.  She’d submitted to many humiliating acts all afternoon and watched her mother do the same.  With no moral support to defy their mistress, Amy was completely lost.  There was no concept of right or wrong, naughty or nice.  There was just the knowledge that she had to serve her mistress or face the consequences.  “Mommy,” she said.  “This pet wants that fucking, big black cock in my mouth so bad.  Please, let this pet have it.  This pet will show you.  This pet can take it all the way down her throat.”
“You naughty little bitch.”
“Yes, mommy,” hissed Amy.  A wave of heat swept over her unlike anything she’d felt before.  It consumed her even though she didn’t consciously realize it.  Suddenly she wanted the cock.  “Amy’s a naughty little, cocksucking bitch,” she said. 
Mary felt the wave of heat pass through her as the little girl spoke those words.  She was already excited, but Amy’s demeanor only made her hotter.  “You want the cock?”  Her voice was warm and inviting.  
“Amy wants the cock,” said Amy.  “Amy pet wants to suck it all.”  Her voice was demanding.  “Let this pet show you what a fucking little slut she is.”  She was thinking of the times she’d had a real cock in her mouth.  The taste and the warmth of the male member was overpowering.  She thought of kneeling next to her mother earlier that same day and sucking a cock as her mother had sucked one also.  She leaned forward and took the tip of the cock between her lips.  
Mary eased her hips forward to let her daughter engulf the first couple inches of the cock .  Both were oblivious to the video camera that was capturing every moment of the encounter.  They only existed for each other.  Their subconscious reminded them that they were slaves performing for their mistress, but their conscious minds were focused on the very erotic act that was occurring between them.  
But, Lisa wasn’t satisfied with existing in their subconscious.  She saw the interaction between mother and daughter and knew she needed to reinforce her presence as their mistress.  “Here,” she said, interrupting the moment.  She held out a pair of nipple clamps to Mary.  “Put these on the bitch’s nipples.”
“Why not?” said Mary.  She took the clamps from Lisa and looked at her daughter.  “My little slut daughter, you need to feel a little pain while you suck cock.”  She paused.  There was something missing.  “But first,” she set down the clamps and picked up a set of handcuffs.  Her little girl would feel the pain and suck the cock with her hands restrained behind.  Without asking for permission, Mary handcuffed the teen, leaving her with her small tits vulnerable, offering themselves for her abuse.  She rolled Amy’s left nipple between her thumb and forefinger to harden it and then clipped one of the tight clamps on it.  
“Owwww,” complained Amy as the cruel clamp bit into her tender flesh.  She could do nothing but watch as her mother rolled her right nipple to hardness.  Embarrassed by her body’s natural reaction, she couldn’t stop it.  Again she moaned in pain as her other nipple was clamped.  
As the cock bobbed in her face, Amy took the opportunity to snake her tongue out and lick the length of the big black shaft.  “Mmmmmm,” she purred as she licked it.  
Mary felt her knees get wobbly and her cunt was soaked from the sight and sound of her nude daughter.  The little slut was so eager to suck the cock.  Yet, at the same time she looked so innocent.  Tied and helpless, she could do nothing but do as she was told.  “Open wide, slut pet,” said Mary.  She watched Amy’s small breasts heave as the 13-year-old panted in lust.  
Amy opened her mouth and licked her lips.  “This pet needs cock,” she said.  “In her mouth.”  The cock pressed forward and Amy encircled the tip with her lips, sucking an inch into her mouth.  
Mary wasn’t too sure how much of the cock her daughter could take or how fast.  She pressed her hips forward, watching the cock disappear inch by inch.  When Amy stopped and pulled back, she eased off the pressure.  “Suck it for me,” she said.  “You’re going to take it all.” 
Amy bobbed up and down on the cock for a few strokes, getting the feel of it before taking more.  It hit the back of her throat and she relaxed her throat to let it slide in.  She fought her gag reflex as it sank deep.  Her friends had made her practice, so she knew just what had to be done.  She let the cock slip a little bit deeper and then bobbed her head up and down again, letting the glistening cock slide out and back in.  With each thrust, it went a little bit deeper until her face was pressed against her mother’s belly and the cock was all the way down her throat.  
Mary felt a wave of heat as she saw the cock sink to the hilt in her little girl’s face.  She started a fucking motion.  She was fucking her little daughter’s face!  Taking Amy’s head in her hands, she increased the tempo of fucking.  Each stroke took the cock nearly out of Amy’s mouth to display the whole length of the long, black cock and then she sank it back deep.  She couldn’t feel her daughter’s lips on her cock, but she could see Amy’s lips spread wide and her throat bulge with each thrust.  “Fucking slut cocksucker,” breathed Mary.  “All the fucking way down your tight little 13-year-old throat.  You are so fucking good.  Suck it all.  Suck the cum right out of it.  Show Mommy how a cock gets sucked right.”  
Amy was beginning to wonder if her mom really might cum from watching her suck the fake cock.  She couldn’t believe how excited her mom was getting.  But, she also couldn’t believe how exciting she found the nasty act, too.  She was sucking cock for her mother.  For a moment she thought about what if this was her daddy.  She’d suck cock for him, too, if he wanted.  He’d have a hard, warm cock that gave her a creamy reward when she did it good.  But, she looked up the length of her mother’s body and saw the big tits bouncing in rhythm to her thrusts.  Astonished, she saw the smile on Mary’s face.  Then her eyes focused back on the cock in front of her.  She saw the length of it slide out and pause, then disappear under her nose again.  She wanted to touch herself and blushed at the thought of fingering herself while her mom watched.  It might be humiliating to do it, but she was so hot right now that she would have masturbated right in front of both of them if she could have.  
Lisa set down the video camera.  “That was wonderful,” she said.  “Get the cock off now and I’ll let Amy eat you out.”
Panting heavily, Mary’s fingers worked at a frenzied pace to get the strap on removed.  She fumbled with the buckles, getting frustrated at the delay to satisfying her demanding lust.  Finally, she pulled the straps and cock away and tossed them aside.  She pressed her cunt up to Amy’s face and felt a wash of relief as Amy’s tongue slid up her dripping slit.  It felt wonderful, but there was something missing.  She looked over at the discarded dildo.  That would fit nicely, she thought.  
“Ms. Simon,” pleaded Mary.  “May this pet use the dildo, too?”
“That’s a wonderful idea,” said Lisa.  “Fuck yourself in front of your daughter while she eats you.”
Put that way, the idea was humiliating, but that only made Mary more excited.  She scrambled for the dildo and shoved it deep inside herself.  “Watch mommy fuck herself,” she hissed as she stroked it in and out a few times.  Then she stepped up to Amy and let the teen get busy with her tongue again.  The two set up a rhythm with the dildo sliding in and out and Amy’s tongue attending to her mom’s clit.  Mary came in a huge orgasm from the combined attentions.  Her legs were so wobbly that she staggered backwards and sat down heavily.  
Owned Teacher’s Daughter
By Kenna
Chapter 7
“Dinner time,” announced Lisa.  “Mary pet, you fix us all a hamburger and fries.  I’ll help Amy pet get ready for dinner.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.  She got up quickly and hurried to the kitchen.  
Amy felt relief that she would get to eat dinner.  Of course, she had not yet eaten a meal for her new mistress and didn’t know that dinner would not be a relief.  It didn’t take long for her to start to wonder as she knelt cuffed and helpless in front of her mistress who did nothing to free her from her bonds.  Her nipples were clamped and the only clothes she wore served only to accentuate her most private and most sexual parts.  Lisa circled her like a predator, making Amy feel even more exposed as the older girl could ogle every inch of her body.  
“Hmmm, I wonder,” Lisa finally spoke, “what does my pet think it means to get ready for dinner.  You could eat just like that, couldn’t you?”
“No, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  “This pet can’t move her hands.”
“You have to think more like a pet,” said Lisa.  “Dogs and cats don’t have hands, but they still eat.”
Amy couldn’t believe what she was hearing.  She could imagine a plate of food on the floor in front of her.  She’d have to eat it like a dog.  Maybe Ms. Simon would even put it in a bowl like a dog’s dish.  “Yes, Ms. Simon,” she agreed.  “This pet could eat without hands.”
“Perhaps mommy could feed you like she just fed you a cock and a pussy,” teased Lisa.
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy dejectedly.  She wanted to be uncuffed, but didn’t want to risk the wrath of her mistress.  
“Well, time to get you ready,” said Lisa cheerfully.  She grabbed Amy’s hair and pulled the helpless girl forward.
“Aaaaa,” squeaked Amy in fear as she tipped forward out of control.  She thought she would fall face forward on the floor, but she was laid gently down on her stomach.
“You have to learn to trust me, pet,” said Lisa.  “Screaming like that is just not allowed.  If I want to drop you on your head, then I will.  Making noises about it won’t make any difference.  I’ll have to punish you again.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy dejectedly.  
Lisa cuffed Amy’s ankles together tightly and removed her high heels.  Then, she took a short rope and tied Amy’s wrists to her ankles.  The young teen found herself practically tied in a ball as her wrists and ankles touched behind her back.  In fact, Lisa started rocking her back and forth, using the arch of her body like the rocker on a rocking chair.  It was uncomfortable to be nearly bent in half, and very distressing to be used by her mistress like a toy.  Yet, Amy held her tongue throughout the minutes that Lisa rocked her.  
As she came to rest, Amy thought about the spectacle she made.  Her small tits were thrust out, nipples still clamped tightly.  Her ass was clenched tightly and every muscle was taut.  Her slender body was cruelly on display and her mistress was enjoying the sight.  
As a finishing touch, Lisa put Amy’s hair in a ponytail and then tied her hair to her ankles as well.  It made the helpless girl stretch her neck back and stare at the ceiling.  Uncomfortable started to grow to painful.  “Wait right here,” said Lisa with a laugh.  Amy couldn’t move a muscle anyway.  “I’m going to check on dinner.”
Mary was working as fast as she could in the kitchen, totally unaware of the torment that her daughter was facing.  Lisa noted that dinner was still a few minutes away and went into the backyard.  A few moments later she came back in.  
“Dinner will be ready shortly,” said Lisa.  “I’ve got a little snack for you to get you started, though.”
Amy felt a sense of dread from the way that Lisa said that.  She knew her mistress would never be nice to her, so there had to be a trick.  The complete helplessness of her situation only made matters worse.  Lisa’s hand came into view and she focused her eyes on it.  Between Lisa’s thumb and forefinger was a struggling June bug.  The rust colored beetle’s little legs flailed in the air.  For a moment Amy was afraid that Lisa would drop the beetle on her and let it crawl all over her.  It gave her the creeps.  There was nothing she could do to escape from the bug.  But, her worst fear was not as bad as Lisa had planned.  “Open wide,” said Lisa.  
“O-open wide?” said the astonished Amy.  “M-my mouth?”
“Of course your mouth, you stupid cunt,” said Lisa sharply.  “I said I had a fucking snack for you.”
“It’s… it’s alive,” said Amy plaintively.  
“It won’t be when you bite down on it,” said Lisa.  
“It’s gross,” argued Amy.
“You stupid cunt,” said Lisa.  “You sucked a cock and swallowed the cum.  You ate pussy.  This is nothing but a little bug.”  She paused.  “You need to remember your lesson for the day, pet.  This lesson is that you are going to do what I tell you to do.  You are going to open your fucking slut mouth and eat this bug.  Just how hard do you want to make it on yourself?”
“Oh, God,” wailed Amy.  Her whole body hurt and Lisa wanted to add insult to injury by making her eat the bug.  “If … if… if I eat the bug, will you promise not to punish me?”
Smack!  Amy felt the sting of Lisa’s palm across her cheek.  “Don’t ever try to negotiate with me, pet,” said Lisa.  “You’re going to get punished for disobeying me.  The deal is that if you do what you’re told, then the punishment won’t get worse.”
“How much worse?” whined Amy.  It didn’t seem like it could get worse.  But…
“Well, right now I’d say you’re going to eat dinner tied just like you are now.  I’m going to spank your disobedient slut ass as much as I want later.  And you’re going to eat this bug.  If you don’t eat the bug right now … well, there are a lot more where this came from and when you’re hungry enough, you’ll eat 50 of them for me and that will be all you get for dinner.  Now open you’re fucking mouth.”
Amy opened her mouth and closed her eyes.  She grimaced as she felt the bug drop on her tongue.  “Accckkk,” she said and then snapped her mouth shut.  She felt the beetle scurry around inside her mouth and then pushed it between her teeth with her tongue.  Crunch.  She bit down and felt a gooey insides of the bug spurt out.  She fought the urge to throw up.  In her present position, it would go everywhere.  She chewed a couple more times and then swallowed.  It really didn’t taste as bad as she’d thought.  
Lisa came back with two more of the beetles.  She showed them to her captive.  “Open wide, pet,” said Lisa with a smile as she tested her pet’s obedience.  
Amy opened her mouth and felt the second beetle on her tongue.  Crunch.  She swallowed the foul appetizer and looked up again at the third wiggling bug.  She opened her mouth without being told.  Crunch.  
“That’s much better, pet,” said Lisa.  “I like it when my pet is a fast learner.”  
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said the defeated teen.  
Then, the 13-year-old had no option, but to continue to hold still in that painfully stretched position while her mistress disappeared again.  She heard the door open and close.  How many bugs would she eat, she wondered.  For several agonizing moment she waited in strained silence and then she heard the door again.  When Lisa walked back into her field of vision, she held a fuzzy caterpillar.  
Amy sobbed as she looked at the 2-inch long hairy creature that crawled on Lisa’s hand.  Lisa taunted her with it, making sure the helpless girl could see it.  Amy had once stepped on a caterpillar just like this one.  The stuff that oozed out was green and gross.  Then there was the hair all over it.  
“Open wide, pet,” said Lisa, ending the slave’s indecision.  Amy opened her mouth with another sob and closed her eyes.  “Very nice, pet,” said Lisa.  “You know what caterpillars turn into?”
Amy opened her eyes and looked up.  “Yes, Ms. Simon, this pet knows that caterpillars grow into butterflies.”
“Well, since I like butterflies, I’m not going to let you eat this one,” said Lisa.  She turned and went back outside.  
When Lisa returned again, she was empty handed and Amy breathed a sigh of relief despite her predicament.  “Dinner’s ready, pet,” she announced.  “We’re going to have to eat it right here since you can’t move.”
Mary brought three plates into the living room and set them on the coffee table.  “You may feed Amy,” said Lisa.  “You eat a bite, then give Amy a bite.  Don’t forget to dip every bite.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” answered Mary.  
While Lisa ate her burger and fries, Mary broke off a bite of burger, dipped it in her pussy and ate it.  She broke off a bite of Amy’s burger, dipped it and fed it to the teen.  Amy ate gratefully, vaguely aware of the odd taste to the burger.  The meal proceeded relatively normally, at least as normal as could be expected when a nude mother feeds her bound and naked daughter one pussy dipped bite at a time.
“Do you like your dipping sauce?” asked Lisa.
“Ummm, I guess so, Ms. Simon,” answered Amy.  “I can’t really tell what it is.  It’s odd, but OK I guess.”
“Pet, next time dip it so she knows what is on it,” Lisa said to Mary.  She indicated that Mary was to dip it directly in Amy’s wet pussy.  
Mary took a French fry and dipped it in Amy’s pussy.  “Aaahhh,” said the startled teen.  “What was that?”  Her eyes got big when her mother held the French fry in her face.  “That’s what you just put in my… my… pussy?”
“Yes, Amy,” said Mary.  “All the others were dipped in my pussy.”
“That’s…” she bit off the words.  She wanted to say it was gross, but she realized that was the whole idea.  She was in no position to argue with whatever had been going on.  Now that she knew the truth, she still had to keep eating or face the wrath of her mistress.  “That’s unexpected,” she said, trying to recover from her surprise.  She opened her mouth and ate the fry.  This time she recognized the taste of pussy juice on the food.  She knew without a doubt that she really had been eating every bite after it had been dipped in her mother’s pussy.  
“And that’s how you will eat every bite from now on,” said Lisa.  So, Amy finished her entire meal with each bite dipped between her legs and then popped into her waiting mouth.  
“I heard you had a nice appetizer,” said Mary to her daughter.
“She made me eat bugs,” said Amy with disgust.  Then she paled at the thought of what punishment she might get for showing her disgust.  “I mean, yes, mommy, I ate three uh, yummy June bugs.”
“Well, as your mother, let me say that nobody ever died from eating a bug.  In fact, many people eat them all the time.  As your mother and your fellow slave, let me say that I hope you thanked Ms. Simon for giving you extra protein.  I know that you argued and you are going to get punished, but have you considered the value of showing your gratitude instead of whining or complaining?  I don’t like to see you punished, but you deserve it.”
Amy was stunned at her mother’s comment.  She was supposed to thank Ms. Simon for making her eat bugs?  She deserved to be punished?  Every muscle in her body ached.  She’d been eating cunt juice on every bite of her dinner.  She was humiliated, naked, helpless, and more miserable than she’d ever been in her life.  Her nipples ached from the clamps.  She couldn’t imagine life being any worse at the moment.  And she should thank their mistress?
As she was fed the last few bites of her tasty dinner, Amy mulled over the words she might use should she be able to swallow her pride and thank Ms. Simon.  But, the teen had a streak of defiance and couldn’t bring herself to thank Lisa for her demeaning treatment.  In fact, she wanted to shout out her anger at her treatment, but she knew that would be wrong.  In the end, she selected a course of action that was still unsatisfactory.  She decided to remain silent.  
So, when Lisa stepped in front of Amy, she waited for a few moments for the teen to speak and was disappointed that Mary’s words had gone unheeded.  After a whole day of humiliation, bondage, and punishment, Amy had still not come to accept her position.  Still, the pet was showing some signs of coming around, so the day had not been wasted.  If she wouldn’t say it on her own, she still had to learn to express her gratitude for her mistress’ attention.  “Thank me, bitch,” said Lisa.  “Thank me for the bugs.”
Afraid of adding even more punishment to her future, Amy obeyed the direct command.  “Thank you, Ms. Simon, for feeding me the bugs.  They were yummy.”
“You’re welcome,” said Lisa politely.  “There’s always more where those came from, so maybe I’ll let you have a few more tomorrow.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  
Lisa finally untied Amy, letting her arching muscles finally relax.  The two slaves cleaned up the kitchen before Amy received a sound spanking of 20 swats.  The day of sexual activity had Amy hot.  Several times she’d gotten aroused from the contact of her mouth with a cock or a pussy.  Being on display had excited her against her will, too.  Even the spanking didn’t detract from her sexual energy.  Lisa couldn’t miss the juices that leaked from the 13-year-old’s pussy and so her final punishment was decided.  She was not allowed to cum for the rest of the evening.  Instead, she was blindfolded as ate Lisa’s pussy.  The slaves were not allowed to look upon the nude body of their mistress. 
Finished with that, Lisa read Amy the 20 rules that she’d given Mary many weeks ago.  They were modified slightly because Amy was younger, but they were essentially the same.  
1. I will remain naked with 4" heels at all time when I am alone at home unless directed otherwise by my owner. 

2. When I am not alone I will wear a skirt and top or dress with garter belt and stockings and 2" heels unless directed otherwise by my owner. 
3. I will always have my hair done and make-up as my owner likes it. 
4. I will only eat what my owner permits and I may not use utensils someone outside the circle of mistresses and masters are present. 
5. I am never to sit on a toilet seat. If I am alone at home I will use the back yard for my toilet needs. If I use a bathroom I will squat over the bowl with the seat up.
 6. I will always have my ass lubricated. 
7. I will keep my pussy bald at all times. 
8. I will never wear panties or bra unless directed by my owner. 
9. I will sleep naked on the floor every night unless directed otherwise by my owner. 
10. I will never refuse an order of my owner. 
11. I will wear my collar at all times when I am alone and carry it in my purse at all other times. 
12. I will exercise daily and keep myself fit. 
13. I will never sit on any furniture without the permission of my owner. 
14. I will never make any decisions without consulting my owner. 
15. I will have my plug, big black dildo and nipple clamps with me at all times. 
16. I will respect all others by calling them Ms. or Mr. 
17. I will always display a smiling face. 
18. I will masturbate every morning, at lunch and as soon as I get home from work BUT I will not have an orgasm without permission. 
19. I acknowledge that I am obeying these and all other rules and orders from my owner because I want to be a good pet. 
20. I understand that my life is now controlled by my owner.
“And very important for you, Amy pet, is number 21.  I will protect my virginity at all costs until my owner decides it is time to lose it.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.    
In the basement at the Simons’ house, most of the boys were gone by now.  Wendy had taken every single one of them in the once virgin cunt.  Cum dripped down her legs and her pussy was stretched with the persistent rape.  Patti had taken many cocks as well.  She could feel the slimy cum running down her legs.  Now only her two sons remained.  Brad and his father were about to show Patti just how low she could be forced to go.  The mother was freed from the ball gag and untied.  Totally defeated, she stood naked without even thinking about covering herself from her sons’ eager gaze.  
Wendy was taken from the stocks and the two were given a much needed bathroom break and allowed to clean the cum off their bodies.  Ten minutes later, they were back for more abuse. 
“On the table, slut,” said Mike, indicating that Patti was to step up onto the table for display.  She did as she was told.  “We want Josh and Luke to know just how obedient you are.  They need to see that you will do as you are told without being tied up.  Then, when they take you home, they know you’ll obey their every desire.”
“Yes, Master,” said Patti.  Her last refuge was being taken from her.  No longer would she be safe even in her own home.  She stepped up onto the table, letting the boys feast their eyes on her nude body.  
“Tell them what you are, slut,” said Mike.
Patti looked at her boys and said, “Mommy is a cock hungry slut.”  She paused, but Mike indicated that she wasn’t finished describing herself.  “I’m a naughty slut who does whatever my Master tells me to do.  I’ve… I’ve sucked so many cocks I can’t remember how many.  I’ve eaten pussies, even… even Wendy’s pussy.  I’ve licked assholes.  And, I’m … going to do it all for you… if you want.”
“What about Wendy slut,” said Mike.  “Tell them about their sister.”
“She’s… she’s a slut, too,” said Patti.  “She eats pussy and sucks cock and … she sucked my tits today.  She does everything she’s told, too.  She’s a good little slut.”
“And now her brothers are going to fuck her in the ass,” said Mike.  “What I want from you bitch is to cheer them on.  Understand?”
“Yes, Master,” said Patti.  “Go for it, Josh!  Get hard.  Get hard for her!  Poke her in the ass,” Patti yelled with enthusiasm.  She couldn’t believe that her Master had found yet another demeaning act for her, but she was also too well trained to argue with him.  Wendy was going to get her ass fucked and she was going to cheer the boys on.  She started bouncing up and down on the table, totally aware that her big tits were bouncing wildly as she cheered on Josh.  “Ream her ass.  Fuck her good.  Make the bitch squeal for me!”
Luke was torn between watching his brother and watching his mom as she put on a show that he couldn’t believe.  Josh was doing the best he could to follow his mother’s instructions.  His cock was deep in his sister’s incredibly tight ass and he pounded away.  Wendy grunted with each thrust.  Her body jerked in time to her brother’s thrusts and her tits were bouncing almost as wildly as her mother’s.  
‘Do her good, Josh!,” yelled Patti.  “Make it hurt.  Cum inside her.  Nothing like fucking your sister’s ass.”  She was getting excited by the words she was using and the sight of the girl jerking and bouncing in rhythm to her brother’s demanding thrusts.  She wondered if she would get her ass reamed, too.  That wouldn’t be so bad.  She’d cum so many times today that she’d lost count, but she was hot enough to do it again.  “Shove that cock up her ass.  Do it again.  Harder.  Harder.  Fuck the bitch.  Make her cum.”
Indeed, Wendy felt herself cumming as her brother pounded into her.  Josh felt her ass tighten and suddenly he was cumming deep in her tight ass.  Finished, Josh pulled out and lay back.  His cock was soft, but he’d had a wonderful orgasm in his sister.  He watched as Luke got behind their sister next.  
Wendy moaned in slutty pleasure as she saw her little brother kneel behind her.  She looked up at her mother.  “Fuck the bitch in the ass!” yelled Patti.  “Do her, Luke.  Do big sister.  Fuck her ass.”  Luke pushed his hard cock past the slight resistance of Wendy’s now stretched sphincter.  In seconds he was deep inside her as well.  
“Butt fuck me, little brother,” said Wendy as she pushed back against him.  Luke fucked her with the same intense enthusiasm as Josh.  He came hard and quick, not satisfying his sister at all.  
The two boys thought they were finished.  They’d cum in their mother’s and their sister’s cunt and ass.  Spent, they didn’t know what more could be done.  But, Mike wasn’t finished with Patti yet.  “Down off the table now, slut,” he told her.  
Patti quickly got down.  Like the boys, she’d thought they were done.  But, she knew that her Master could torment her for hours without tiring.  At his command, she knelt and sucked his cock into her mouth.  It was the one hole that hadn’t been used yet.  She blushed at the thought of sucking the cock while her sons watched, despite the fact that she’d already described it to them.  The actual act was even worse than telling them about it.  Mike had been saving himself for this moment, so he didn’t take long to cum.  As he came, he made sure some of it went in her mouth and some of it went on her face.  The point was to demean her in front of her sons.  He wanted them to go home knowing that she saw a sex toy that they could play with anytime and anyway.  
He looked over at Josh and Luke and saw that the younger boy was hard again.  “Come over here and let her suck that for you,” said Mike.  “Let mommy suck your cock.”
“But, I haven’t washed it,” said Luke.  “I mean… it was in Wendy’s ass.”
Mike looked at Patti and said, “Is that a problem?”
“No, Master,” said Patti.  “It’s OK, Luke,  Mommy will suck it anyway.  Mommy will suck it clean for you.”  Amazed, Luke stepped in front of his mother and watched with big eyes as she licked and sucked his cock.  She did it without hesitation.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned in pleasure.  “You gonna cum in Mommy’s mouth?”  She sucked it in again, taking the whole length in her mouth.  “Such a beautiful cock,” she said.  Then, she started sucking in earnest, taking long deep strokes of his cock down her throat.  She looked up the strong, hairless chest of her 14-year-old son and the wide eyes as he appreciated his first blow job.  Even fiber of her being wanted to stop, but she didn’t dare.  She felt him spasm in her mouth and she sucked his cum out of his cock and swallowed it.  
Patti wasn’t surprised when Josh stepped in front of her with his hard cock pointing at her face.  “Josh has got a dirty cock for Mommy, too?” she said running her tongue up the length and tasting Wendy’s shit all over again.  She’d just gotten Luke’s cock clean and chased the taste of shit away with a dose of cum only to have the taste of shit fed to her again.  Josh’s cock was bigger than Luke’s, but she took it all the way until her nose was pressed into his pubic hair.  She bobbed her head up and down in long strokes, cleaning the cock and savoring the feel of a warm, salty, throbbing cock in her mouth.  She pulled back and looked up at Josh.  His chest was hairy, more manly than his younger brother’s, but his eyes showed the same boyish amazement as his mother attended to his cock.  “You gonna cum in Mommy’s mouth?” she asked him.  
Josh’s reply was to grab her hair and force his cock deep down her throat again.  Using her hair as a handhold, he started pounding his cock in her mouth.  He was thinking about how she would do this every day and every night for him as he came in her mouth.  It felt exquisite as she put suction on his spasming cock and milked the cum right out of it.  
A bedtime, Mary and Amy were bound wrists to ankles and put on the floor of Amy’s room.  Then, Mary’s ankles were tied to Amy’s ankles, making them even more restricted.  After Lisa left, Amy called out softly, “Mom?  Mom?”
They had been warned to stay silent, so Mary didn’t respond.  But after a minute or so of prodding, Mary finally turned to her daughter, “She said to be quiet, bitch.”
“Mom?” whined Amy softly.  “I don’t want to do this.”
“Then don’t,” said Mary.  “Don’t.  Send me to jail.  End up in a foster home.  Be the fucking laughing stock of the town.  But, shut up and go to sleep now.”  She turned away and didn’t speak anymore.  Amy gave up trying to get her mother’s attention a couple of minutes later.  It was a long and difficult night, but the teen managed to get some sleep in her bound position.  
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Tied to her mom, Amy spent too much time awake that night.  Any move by either of them woke her from the tugs on her restraints and reminded her just what she’d gotten into.  It did give her time to think about the past few months.  Now it was clear when her mom’s descent into slavery had begun.  Lisa had moved in and acted like a big sister, setting new rules. She remembered seeing some defiance in her mom back then, but now there was none of that left.  She wondered if she’d get like that, too.  
Around 6 o’clock, she couldn’t take it anymore.  “Mom,” she whined.  “I gotta pee.  What am I supposed to do?”
Mary wearily raised her head and glared at her daughter. The stupid pet was going to get them both in trouble.  She looked at the open door of the room and whispered, “Wait.”  It was all they could do.  “And don’t pee the carpet.” She shuddered to think what the punishment would be for something like that.  
A couple of minutes later, Lisa came into the room wearing a nightgown and robe. The two naked slaves looked up at her.  “Did I hear someone talking in here?”
“I have to go to the bathroom,” said Amy.
“You don’t have to do anything, pet,” said Lisa.  “What you have to do is learn to obey.  You were told to be quiet.  You will get to pee when I let you pee and not a moment sooner.  I should make you wait a little longer just because you had to ask, but it does fit into the schedule right now for you both to get a bathroom break.  Except that since you asked, Amy pet, you’re pee break will be in the backyard.”  
She untied the two slaves.  “Mary pet, you may go use the toilet in the bathroom.  You may only pee.  Do not wipe yourself.  When you are finished, come downstairs to the family room.”  She grabbed a handful of Amy’s hair and lifted her to her feet.  “You put your heels back on and run out to the backyard.  You can squat and pee like an animal.”
“Y-yes, mistress,” said Amy.  She slipped on the 4 inch heels that she’d worn the day before.  They still didn’t feel comfortable and she wondered how her mom wore the 6 inch heels.  Naked except for the shoes, she started out of the room.  
“Stop right there,” said Lisa. She relished the way Amy froze, quivering with fear. “Mary pet, don’t you think her legs and ass look adorable when she wears those shoes?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Mary.  “Adorable and sexy.”  She slipped on her heels.
“Run along now, my pets,” said Lisa.  While her two pets peed in their respective locations, she strolled down to the family room.  Walking out on the patio, she watched Amy squat down and pee.  Then she pointed the camera at the 13-year-old and snapped a picture.  In mid pee, Amy couldn’t stop.  She stared aghast at Lisa.  
“Oh, go on and smile for me, Amy pet,” said Lisa.  She raised the camera again.  “Smile or else,” she snapped.  When Amy gave her a weak smile, Lisa took another picture.  Just then Amy couldn’t hold the smile any more and the smile broke into a sob of despair.  Lisa took a picture of that, enjoying the sight of the girl peeing and crying on the grass.  
When the potty break was done and all three of them were together in the family room, Lisa said, “I want you both to learn to wipe each other now.  This is what you’ll do every time one of you pees.  I’ve decided there is a much more efficient way to wipe.  You see, I would have you use your fingers and then lick them clean, but you might as well just lick each other clean and save a step.”
Amy stared at her mistress in disbelief.  In the meantime, Mary didn’t hesitate.  She pushed Amy onto her back and spread her legs.  Then she ran her tongue up her daughter’s slit, catching the drops of urine that clung to her lips.  FLASH  Amy looked up from watching her mom too see the camera was again in action.  It took 3 swipes before Mary didn’t taste anymore pee.  Then she lay back with her legs spread.  
Disgusted as she was with the idea, Amy followed her mom’s example.  She’d learned her lesson the night before about arguing.  Her tongue tasted the acrid and foul urine as she cleaned up her mom.  FLASH went the camera, recording her nasty act. 
“How was that?” asked Lisa.  
“Disgusting,” said Amy.  
“Hmm, if you think that’s disgusting, maybe next time I’ll just have her pee in a glass and you can get used to the taste.  Believe me, little pet, if I hand you a glass of mommy’s warm pee, you will drink it all sooner or later.”
Amy believed that Lisa could eventually force her to drink it. “I’ll get used to it, mistress.”
“Good, because I expect you both to clean each other without being told from now on.  If you forget, then I’ll know some remedial training will be in order.”  She turned to Mary.  “Now, Mary pet, it’s time for a shower for both of you.  I’m going to have such fun with two pets.  It’s more than twice the fun of one.” She smiled evilly.  “Even showers will be more fun.”
In the bathroom, Lisa tied her two slaves’ hands behind their backs.  She put a gag in Mary’s mouth.  The ball fit firmly in her mouth and a strap around her head held it firmly in place.  Extending from the front of the gag was a one inch plastic tube topped with a three inch diameter sponge.  Amy got a similar gag.  Turning on the shower, she tested the water to make sure it was appropriately cool and said, “You can wash each other with your sponges.”  She rubbed a bar of soap into the sponges to lather them up.  “Go ahead.”
Mary stepped into the shower followed by Amy.  The teen gasped in surprise at the cool water and nearly backed out of the shower.  She caught herself and stepped back under the cool spray.  Her mom leaned forward and pressed the sponge gag against her upper chest and, with circular motions, soaped her up.  
Lisa pulled up a chair and propped the shower door open so she could watch.  It was amusing to see the two as they soaped each other all over.  They’d have to stop and come back to her to lather up the sponge once in a while, forcing them to step from the cool shower into the colder air. “Just look at your nipples, Amy pet,” she said on one occasion as the teen shivered in front of her to get more soap.  
It took over half an hour for the two slaves to wash each other.  It quickly became apparent to the slaves that it wasn’t a token shower.  They were to do everything and do it well.  Amy found herself bending and stretching and squatting to reach various parts of her mom that she didn’t want to see naked and definitely not this close up.  Yet eventually they both managed to get each other washed to Lisa’s satisfaction.  All through the shower, Lisa snapped pictures of the pair.  
Breakfast was next with Lisa announcing that she wanted French toast, eggs, bacon, and coffee.  “Amy, you may have a glass of milk and two eggs.  Mary, would you like eggs and coffee?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Mary.  She was starving and Lisa often skimped on her breakfast.  She started the French toast and coffee.  
When Mary was ready to cook the eggs, Lisa said, “Just cook two for me.  You’ll be eating yours raw.”  Once breakfast was served, Lisa sat down ate, leaving her hungry slaves to watch as she took her time enjoying her meal. 
Amy watched, her stomach rumbling as she smelled the delicious breakfast that she couldn’t have.  By the time Lisa was done eating, even raw eggs seemed like a decent breakfast to the hungry girl.  “Amy, do the dishes,” ordered Lisa.  “Mary, get four eggs, a glass of milk for Amy, and a cup of coffee for yourself.”
Taking the four eggs from Mary, Lisa handed one back to her and one to Amy.  “Crack open the end of it and suck out the good stuff,” she instructed.  “I want my cock sucking slaves to become egg sucking slaves, too.”
Amy took the egg and cracked open the end.  She was hungry enough that she didn’t want to waste any even though the whole idea was terribly humiliating.  Prying open a small hole in the end, she raised the egg to her lips and sucked.  When nothing happened, she sucked harder.  Abruptly the thick, slimy white of the egg filled her mouth and then the yolk popped through, making her eyes open wide in surprise. It felt and tasted horrible, but she swallowed.  The second egg was no less disgusting than the first.  
After breakfast, Lisa ordered them to masturbate, but didn’t allow them to cum.  Amy watched as her mom got incredibly aroused from the embarrassing act of playing with herself in front of her mistress.  She even found herself getting excited by watching her mom.  Mary’s arousal was contagious.  In the end Amy got as excited as her mom did, but then they were both left frustrated.  Her pussy was obscenely wet with juices all over her fingers and thighs.  When she was ordered to, she licked her fingers clean.  FLASH went the camera yet again.  
By then it was mid-morning on Sunday.  Lisa had all day with them, but she planned to split them up for the afternoon.  Now it was time for a trip to the park.  “Butt plugs in,” she announced.  “We’re going out and I want you to have your butts filled for me.”  She picked out a short skirt, tight blouse, garter belt, stockings, and low heels for Mary.  There was no bra or panties as usual.  For Amy she picked up a short, tight pair of shorts, a very tight top, peds, and a pair of sneakers.  Like her mom, Amy was allowed no panties or bra. 
Expecting to drive somewhere, Mary was surprised when they left through the front door and walked down the sidewalk.  “Hold mommy’s hand, Amy,” said Lisa. Reluctantly, the 13-year-old took her mom’s hand as they walked.  
Mary felt very conspicuous walking through the neighborhood in the tight blouse.  Amy felt even worse.  Her top felt like it was made for a 10-year-old and her small tits overfilled it.  Her nipples made hard little points in the thin fabric.  She had to keep tugging her shorts down to keep from showing off the bottom of her butt cheeks.  “Mistress,” she said, stopping after two blocks.  Despite all she’d learned so far, this seemed like her mistress was breaking the rules.  Her halt pulled her mom to a stop as well.  “I didn’t think we’d be coming outside like this.”
“Keep walking, pet,” said Lisa.  “I’m pleased to know that you didn’t think.  That’s the way my slaves should behave. Don’t think.  Don’t think about anything that I command.  Just do it.  Now walk or else I’ll have to reteach you the lesson I thought you learned yesterday. You don’t want a spanking right here and now, do you?”
Not really certain that Lisa would spank her in public, Amy almost told her mistress that she wouldn’t dare. Just before the words came out, she realized it sounded like a challenge. Even if her mistress wouldn’t dare spank her in public, her defiance would earn her worse punishment in private.  “No, mistress,” she said.  Her moment of rebellion over, she started walking again.  Once they got to the park, Lisa pointed at a set of swings and told Amy to go swing.  The teen noticed that there were swings that were unoccupied, but the one’s where Lisa pointed had two boys there.  The boys looked a little younger than her, but not by much.  It was just what she didn’t want to do, but she went over and started swinging.  
Lisa and Mary sat and watched as the two boys struck up a conversation with her.  “Wonder what they’re saying to her, huh, mommy?” teased Lisa. “Maybe trying to talk her into going behind the bushes over there?”
“From the way you dressed her, mistress, they probably are.”
“Maybe I should call her back and tell her that she has to go into the bushes with them.”
“Mistress!  That could be dangerous for her.  She’s just a little girl.”
“Yeah, I suppose,” said Lisa.  “She ought not to go off on her own with a couple of boys.  Maybe I could send you along.  Think the boys would like a little mother-daughter action?”
Mary blushed, but said nothing.
“Maybe my pet would like some little boy action,” said Lisa, observing Mary’s reaction.  “A little cock about the size of my middle finger.  Want to play with something like that?  Hmm?  Strip down and watch him get hard for your body? Suck on it for him?”  She held her finger out and for a moment Mary thought she was going to be forced to suck on it right there in the park.  
Mary said nothing, but her mind wandered into that forbidden territory.  It wasn’t like Lisa could actually do that.  It was too risky even for the mistress to command.  
“Maybe you’d like to, but I could order Amy to play doctor with them with no worries.  She’d just be a naughty little girl if she got caught.  You’d be a pervert and thrown in jail.”
Amy was having her own issues with the boys.  They’d immediately been drawn to her as she approached.  Their eyes undressed her from what little clothing she had on.  At first their conversation was polite, just an opportunity to hang around and feast their eyes on her.  Then they made a couple of comments about the size of her clothes.  It made her nervous.  She’d been ordered to go swing, but she didn’t know if she was allowed to stop without some command from her mistress.  There hadn’t been any time specified, so she stayed despite her uneasiness.
The two boys whispered to themselves for a few seconds and then one’s voice rose as he said, “She doesn’t even have a bra on.”
Hearing that, she finally decided time was up.  They’d gone as far as she wanted and she didn’t want to know what came next.  Sliding out of the swing, she walked back to her mom and Lisa.  She felt the boys’ eyes on her ass as she walked.  She tugged at the bottom of the shorts, horrified to realize that the shorts had slid way up while she was swinging.  
“Looks like you have a couple of admirers,” said Lisa as Amy approached.  “We were just discussing whether I should tell you to go into the bushes with them and take off everything.”
Amy looked quickly around.  There were a couple of places in the park where a couple of kids could have a private moment if they were quick about it.  She looked back at Lisa, not sure what to say in response.  Lisa just laughed at her.  “That would be just precious,” she said, “but not today.”  She got up quickly and walked across the grass a few feet.  Bending down, she scooped up a little moth that was flitting in the blades of grass.  “I’ll give you a choice, pet.  Eat the moth or go strip for the boys.”
Without hesitation, Amy took the moth and popped it into her mouth.  It fluttered briefly before she squished it between her teeth.  “Thank you for the yummy bug, mistress.” She felt as if she’d gotten away with something, never realizing that even that choice was reinforcing her position as a slave.  If she weren’t a slave, she’d have refused to even make a choice.  
On the way back home, Lisa lagged a little behind the pair as they walked holding hands.  She made a quick call on her cell phone, setting up something special for the afternoon.  
As soon as they got back home, Lisa said, “I’ll have to punish you for stopping during our walk.  I don’t know what goes through the head of a silly pet sometimes.  Then, I’ll have to punish you for leaving the boys so soon.  I ordered you to go swing.  I was planning on coming to rescue you when I felt like it, but you took it upon yourself do something without being told.  That’s one of your rules, right?  Never make a decision without consulting me?”
Amy’s face clouded and fought to keep from crying.  She’d worked so hard to do everything right and she was still getting punished… twice.  “Mistress,” she sobbed.  “I tried so hard.  I just forgot about the rule.”
“Try harder and don’t forget next time,” said Lisa simply. “Naughty slaves don’t get any sympathy from me.”
First they had lunch.  And though lunch wasn’t part of the punishment, it was still demeaning.  Amy had her hands tied behind her back and knelt on the floor about five feet from her mistress.  She’d already watched Lisa eat a ham sandwich and her mom have little more than a leaf of lettuce.  Now Lisa tossed a bit of ham at her and she had to try to catch it in her mouth.  She missed it the first two times and it fell on the floor.  Mary retrieved the ham from the floor and gave it back to Lisa each time.  On the third try, Amy got the bite of ham that had now hit the floor twice.  
Lisa continued to toss ham and squares of bread at the helpless slave.  Lisa’s aim wasn’t particularly good and Amy knew she was missing on purpose.  It didn’t absolve her of the requirement to try to catch it.  As Lisa snapped at her for not trying hard enough, Amy started to cry with frustration. She was trying hard, but Lisa was the one making her miss.  She had no response to Lisa’s disappointment.  She knew better than to blame Lisa for her deliberately bad throws.  All she could do was stretch and bend and move quickly to catch even the poorest thrown pieces.  Amy got better at catching the food thrown at her and eventually ate the equivalent of a ham sandwich.  “Very good, pet,” said Lisa, patting Amy on the head.  “You can learn something after all.  Just one more thing and then we’ll get on with your punishment.”  She took a handful of Amy’s hair and walked the hapless girl on her knees out to the patio.  
The mistress took a minute to find three June bugs which she deposited on the patio near Amy.  The bugs crawled slowly, aimlessly around on the concrete. “Eat all three of them,” said Lisa.  “Eat all of them and then I’ll punish you.  If you make me feed them to you, I’ll double the punishment.”
Amy stared at the bugs for a few seconds, wondering how she could manage to eat the bugs.  She was kneeling and her hands were still tied behind her.  She leaned and fell less than gracefully to her right side.  Then she rolled to her stomach and wormed her way to the first one.  She lipped it up and crunched it, swallowing the disgusting treat.  She couldn’t believe she was groveling on the patio, chasing down beetles just to keep her ass from being spanked. Then after she’d eaten all three, she forced herself to say, “Thank you for the yummy bugs, mistress.”
“Well done, pet,” said Lisa and Amy felt a sense of satisfaction from pleasing the older girl. She was pleased to have dodged the double punishment.  
Lisa moved Amy into the family room, positioned her on her back, and put a clothespin on each nipple and one on her clit.  Grabbing the two on the teen’s nipples, Lisa pulled them up, forcing her to arch up off the floor.  She held Amy up for a minute.  “Don’t be a slow learner, pet,” she said.  “There was no point in stopping and throwing a little fit on the way to the park.  I’m your mistress.  When I say we’re going to the park, we’re going to the park.  No matter how long it takes, we’re going to the park.  Whether you want to or not, we’re going to the park.  If I have to spank your bare bottom right on the sidewalk, we’re going to the park.  Now, you do know that this lesson is not about going to the park, right?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Amy, her voice strained as she kept her back arched to ease the pain on her nipples.  “It’s about doing what I’m told without question.”
“That’s right,” said Lisa.  She let go of the clamps on Amy’s nipples and pulled on the one on her clit.  
“Aaahhhh,” gasped Amy as she came up off the floor again.  
“So, I will continue to surprise you with things to do that you really don’t want to do.  When I do that, you just smile and do it.  Just get it in your pretty, simple, little head that you do it right the first time or you do it right the second time with punishment attached.  Why would you ever not do it the first time?”
“Never, mistress,” moaned Amy.  Lisa moved the clamp side to side and Amy moved her hips along with it.  Up and down and she humped in the air lewdly.  Around in circles and her hips moved in circles.  
“OK,” said Lisa letting Amy relax.  “That’s the first punishment.  I’ve got something special planned for the second one, but have to take care of mommy first.”  She left Amy lying on her back, still with the clothespins attached.  
To Mary she said, “You know the drill.  Here’s five dollars and six condoms.  Be back at 6 with them filled.  Don’t come back early.”
Mary changed her clothes into something sluttier than she’d worn to the park, just what Lisa picked out.  As she was leaving, she heard Lisa tell Amy. “Mommy’s going to fuck a bunch of men.  She hates it, but she gets to cum a bunch of times.  So, she really loves it.”  The mother’s ears burned as she walked out the front door.  
As soon as Mary was gone, Lisa made another call on her cell phone.  Then she freed Amy and had her get dressed just like she’d been dressed for the park.  “We may be going back out,” she said.  “Thought you’d like to try your luck with some more boys.”
Amy blushed, feeling embarrassed just at the thought of it.  But with her mom gone, it seemed that Lisa might just feel freer to do something like that.  She worried over that idea as Lisa had her kneel on the floor for a few minutes.  There was a knock at the door and Lisa said, “Sounds like your punishment has arrived.”  
Amy’s heart sank at the thought that someone else would be witness to her punishment.  She wondered if it was Lisa’s mom or dad or brother who was to be her punishment.  When Lisa opened the door, her brother, Mike, came through the front door, but then Amy saw her punishment and gasped.  Mike had brought the two boys from the park.  “Yeah, that’s her,” said one of the boys as he walked passed Mike and up to Amy.  
“This is Hank and Jim’s lucky day,” said Mike.  
“Guess what you’re gonna do now, pet,” said Lisa.  
“I’m gonna strip,” said Amy, her heart sinking.  
“Oh, I’d rather say you’re gonna let Hank and Jim have their way with you, pet,” said Lisa. “An hour’s worth of fun doing anything they want… except putting those cocks of yours into her pussy,” she added to the boys.  
Amy’s head spun as she realized she had absolutely no choice.  She’d just been through the lesson again.  She could do it now or do it later.  She took a ragged breath, just short of a sob and grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it up over her head to reveal her braless tits to the 11-year-olds.  She felt an odd tingle in her tummy when she did and it got even stronger when she pulled down her shorts.  She was wearing just her sneakers and, of course, her collar.  She’d almost forgotten about that until Lisa clipped a leash to it and handed it to an astonished Hank.  “Ever want to walk a naked girl like she was a dog,” she asked.
Amy blushed from head to toe as both boys gaped at her.  Then Hank gave a tug on the leash and she followed him obediently.  She felt Jim’s hands on her ass.  When Hank stopped, Jim took the opportunity to cop his first ever feel of a real live tit.  The next thing she knew, she was on her back on the floor with the two boys pawing over her.  
It was humiliating to have the young boys taking advantage of her, but their excitement was contagious and again she found herself getting aroused just from their eager hands and eyes.  They didn’t know how to touch her to make her feel good, yet it was still thrilling.
“Gonna suck some cock,” said her mistress.  “I want to see you do it.  Tell them what you’ll do for me.”
Amy eyed her mistress, briefly considering testing her limits again.  She was learning that her mistress had no rules to follow.  She could command her slave to do anything, anywhere, anytime.  All a slave could do was obey.  
Lisa dangled the digital camera by the strap, telling her that her humiliation would be captured forever.  She shuddered at the idea, but the last thing she wanted was to get spanked in front of the boys as well and photographed being spanking in front of them.  She could imagine clearly and graphically a spanking being delivered on her bare bottom while she screamed and squirmed. She imagined the boys would laugh at her embarrassment and then she’d end up sucking them off anyway.    
“Want me to blow you?” she asked the boys.  When they looked a little hesitant, even confused, she realized she’d have to talk them into it. “Take off your clothes and I’ll show you how a girl can really make you happy.  I’ll suck your cocks.”
Jim looked dubious, but Hank said, “Yeah, hey, I heard that feels good.”  He stood up and dropped his pants and underwear.  His cock was indeed little bigger than Lisa’s middle finger.  It was long, slender, and erect and Amy thought it was so much less threatening looking than Mike’s was.  
She reached for it and stroked it.  “Come closer,” she said, pulling him to her face.  Then she licked his cock.  FLASH “Oh, wow,” gasped Hank as she did.  She rose up enough to take him in her mouth and suck on the entire length of the little member.  As she sucked him, she looked over at Jim’s amazed face.  FLASH Then she saw the other boy take off his pants and underwear, too.  She was happy that they were cooperating to get her punishment over with.  
When Hank came, he moaned loud and squirted his load of boy juice in her mouth.  It tasted different, not as powerful as a man’s cum.  She swallowed without a second thought and turned to Jim.  FLASH She sucked Jim for a couple of minutes before he rewarded her with a shot of boy juice, too.  
By then she was so excited, she could hardly stand it.  She couldn’t believe she’d actually gone down on two strange boys right in her own house.  Her pussy leaked juices out onto her thighs and she looked desperately at her mistress. “Mistress, may I show them how a girl plays with herself?”
“Yes, pet, go ahead and play with yourself,” said Lisa.  She smiled as she watched Amy’s fingers frantically work on her clit for a minute before she said.  “You just can’t cum.  This is your punishment, remember?  What good would it do to let you cum for your punishment?”  As Amy’s fingers continued in her slit, she said, “Don’t you dare cum.”
Amy pulled her hand away.  “Yes, mistress,” she said, her body aching for release that she wasn’t allowed.  
The boys took just a brief break before returning to fondle her offered body.  They played with her pussy, sucked her tits, gave her kisses, and touched her everywhere.  After ten minutes, their little cocks were hard again. 
“Give them a hand job this time, pet.  Let them cum on your face.  Do that for me and then your punishment is over.  If you want them to stay and watch you cum, you can do it after that.  I suppose they can stay and play with you all afternoon if you want.”  She smiled at the idea that Amy had become so horny that she might have them stay longer than required.  
Amy jacked the two boys off this time.  Again they were quick to cum when she got down to business.  They squirted nearly clear boy juice onto her face and tits.  FLASH With the boys satisfied, she asked, “May I cum now?”
“Entertain the boys for another half hour, pet.  Then you can cum,” said Lisa. 
She’d been prepared to cum right away.  She’d convinced herself to have the boys stay for a few minutes while she played with herself.  Now that she’d talked herself into that commitment, another half hour so that she could cum seemed like nothing.  She’d already suffered through an hour of the little buggers touching her and having their way with her.  When the boys seemed to be tiring of the game, she became the aggressor, reaching for their cocks and stroking them like a little slut.  Her mistress had been clear.  She didn’t just have to sit around with the boys for another half hour, she had to entertain them.  
After just 10 minutes had passed, the doorbell rang.  She stiffened and the two boys rushed for their clothes.  “Relax,” said Mike as he rose from his spectator position to answer the door.  Opening it just a little, he checked to see who was there and then opened it wide.  Amy was surprised to see Grace come in.  Grace was another of Lisa’s slaves, but Amy hadn’t expected that Lisa had summoned her.  
The truth was, Grace had always been part of Lisa’s afternoon plan so that Amy would have another slave as role model.  Mary had filled that role for the morning, breaking down Amy’s resistance just by being so compliant.  Grace was here to set a similar example.  The older girl knew why she was there.  She just wasn’t expecting the impromptu presence of the two boys.  It didn’t take but a second to figure out what was going on.  She gave Lisa a sick look.  Lisa smiled back at her.
Knowing her place was to be the compliant slave, Grace did what was expected without a command.  In less than a minute, she was wearing just her collar.  It was Jim’s turn to lead a naked girl around on a leash.  “Can I take her outside?” he asked.  When Lisa nodded, he put his underwear and pants back on and then led the naked 16-year-old out to the back yard.  
Grace had rather small tits for her age, but they were still larger than Amy’s so she had the boys’ full attention as they groped her.  For the moment, Amy was a forgotten spectator as the boys played with the new girl.  Grace not only knew she was there to set the example for Amy, she’d been promised a reward for being a good role model.  Embarrassed at being the center of attention of two 11-year-olds, she nevertheless took advantage of it to earn her reward.  She oohed and aahed as they touched her and she showed them all around her body as if she enjoyed the attention.  Without being prompted she blew Jim and then Hank.  Once the boys had become comfortable in the secluded backyard, they’d stripped as well and took their blowjobs outside.  
“Time for you to eat Grace,” Lisa said to Amy. “Show the boys how two girls do it.”  This was Grace’s reward for being a good slave.  She hadn’t been allowed an orgasm since their last meeting.  Now Amy was going to give her a good one.  She lay down on the grass and pulled Amy to her.  Pressing her lips to Amy’s, she pushed her tongue into the younger girl’s mouth.  The two kissed passionately for a couple of minutes before Grace guided Amy to her tits to suckle and then finally to her pussy.  
Amy was dying for her own orgasm.  Her extra half hour had already passed, but she still didn’t have permission to cum and the boys weren’t paying any attention to her anyway.  She chafed at the delay, but with her orgasm hanging in the balance, she wasn’t going to argue.  Obediently she lapped at Grace’s pussy even as the boys said, “Ewwww.”  Blushing, she slurped up Grace’s juices and found her clit.  Again she felt the building excitement as Grace shared her arousal with her.  Soon she was enthusiastically licking and Grace came.  
“Now, me, mistress?” asked Amy.  
“Amy pet, no, you don’t get to cum yet,” said Lisa, shaking her head with mock sadness.  “You were told to entertain the boys for half an hour and you only did it for 10 minutes.  Grace has been entertaining them since.  Now it’s time for the boys to go home and you didn’t do what you were told.”
Amy just wanted to cry.  She’d put up with the humiliating punishment and done everything that her mistress had demanded.  She’d been tricked into letting the boys stay to play with her and now with no cum. It wasn’t her fault that the boys had been more interested in Grace than in her.  Or was it? As she thought about it, she realized she’d just let the boys go to Grace without so much as an attempt to keep their attention.  She’d even felt relieved that they were more interested in Grace.  She’d let the chance slip by. It was her fault that she wasn’t going to get to cum now.  
Lisa, on the other hand, was having fun with her pet.  The look of desperation on Amy’s face told her that the poor girl was already well on her way to being the slut that she wanted.  They’d brought the 13-year-old along slowly, but once they had her hooked, Amy was quickly moving to full fledged slut.  
“I’ll tell you what, pet,” said Lisa after the boys were dressed and gone.  “I’ll give you one more chance.  Get me and Mike off with your mouth and then we’ll let you cum.” She tied Amy’s hands behind her.  “Nothing but your mouth, pet.”  She raised her skirt and pulled down her panties.  Settling back, she pulled Amy’s face to her pussy.  As Amy licked, she said, “This is what a slave is for, pet.  You live only to serve me and the other masters and mistresses.  Nothing should make you happier than pleasing me.  If you never get another orgasm, you should be happy that I get plenty.  I’ll have your sweet little tongue in my pussy day after day.  You’ll have cock down your throat every day.  You’re just a slut slave, pet.  When you stop expecting anything for yourself, your life gets much easier.”
Amy tried to ignore the words, but it was impossible.  They seeped into her brain as she obediently lapped up her mistress’ juices.  She pressed her face into the aromatic pussy and nibbled on the erect clit. She did indeed want to make her mistress cum since that was her path to fulfillment. She’d surrendered to the inevitable.  When Lisa came, Amy felt a warm glow of success.  
The 13-year-old turned to Mike and crawled to him on her knees.  Waiting patiently, she took his cock into her mouth once he’d freed it from his pants.  Just one more task and then she’d get to cum.  She slid the cock deep in her throat, remembering the words of her mistress.  She’d be doing this day after day.  It wasn’t a conscious thought at the moment.  It was just enough to start the seed growing.  When Mike filled her mouth, she was finally ready.  
“Go ahead and cum,” said Lisa.  
Amy turned her back to Lisa and raised her bound hands, “Will you untie me, please, mistress?”
“No,” said Lisa. “Figure out a way to do it just like that.”  
Amy looked desperately around.  Deciding she could hump herself on the arm of the couch, she stepped toward it. Lisa saw what she was thinking, “Don’t you dare!  Don’t forget that you are not to use the furniture.  That means even for this.”
There was nothing she could use and her pussy ached for release.  For several seconds she looked around desperately for something that she could rub against that wasn’t furniture.  Seeing nothing, she lay down on her stomach and rubbed her cunt against the carpet.  Spreading her legs wide, she managed to push her pussy against the floor and rub slowly at first, then increasing in speed.  She made quite a sight humping against the floor, but her moans were of frustration, not pleasure.  It just wasn’t good enough.  She couldn’t get her clit pressed against the floor, so she was just rubbing her juices in the carpet.  
Lisa let Amy writhe hopelessly on the floor for a full ten minutes.  It was hot to watch the little girl struggling for an orgasm that just wasn’t ever going to happen.  She was amazed at Amy’s tenacity as she pursued her orgasm hopelessly, but erotically.  Finally when she thought Amy had suffered enough, she said, “Fuck, pet, that is one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.  You look like you’re trying to fuck the house.  Grace, give her a hand or a tongue.  Let her cum.”
Grace flipped Amy to her back and pushed her face into the young girl’s dripping snatch.  She grabbed Amy’s ass with both hands and pulled it up so she could properly attend to the swollen clit, but she took her time with it.  For several minutes she teased Amy higher and higher.  By the time she focused on Amy’s clit, Amy exploded in a screaming orgasm.  
After Mary got home that night with her collection of condoms, she was allowed to fix dinner.  Lisa told her to fix three burgers and fries, enough for all of them.  Of course, Mary and Amy both knew they’d be dipping theirs.  For Mary it was more food than she normally got from her cruel mistress.  Dipped or not, she wouldn’t refuse it.  
With the burgers cooked, Lisa again tied Amy’s hands behind her and positioned her five feet from the table.  She cut up the burger and bun into bite sizes pieces.  For Mary, she took one of the condoms and drizzled the cum on her burger.  Using a second one, she drizzled cum on her slave’s fries as well. “Enjoy your dinner, Mary pet,” she said.  
Lisa took a couple of bites of her own burger before turning her attention to Amy, who could do nothing but patiently wait for her dinner to be tossed to her.  She dipped a bite of burger into cum from a third condom and tossed it to Amy.  The teen deftly caught it and ate it, clearly tasting the man’s cum.  “Wonder what he would think,” mused Lisa, “if he knew a 13-year-old girl was eating his cum right now.”  Each bite that she threw to Amy was dipped in the cum.  She tossed them left and right, high and low and Amy struggled to catch each one.  This time the ones she missed stayed on the kitchen floor around her.  She didn’t get a second chance.  Thinking that she’d only get the one try made her work harder to catch each bite.  Otherwise she’d go to bed hungry.  
The French fries were delivered to Amy in a different fashion.  Lisa stood beside Amy and placed a fry on her upper lip, just under her nose.  “Tilt your head back, pet,” she said.  When Amy tilted her head way back, Lisa left the fry balanced on her upper lip.  “Wait for it,” she said.  She counted a couple of seconds. “OK, now you can eat it.”
How am I supposed to eat it? thought Amy.  She pondered for a few seconds and then jerked her head even farther back, trying to get the fry to drop into her open mouth.  She succeeded only in tossing the fry over her nose where it slid to the floor.  
“Somebody’s gonna be damn hungry tonight,” said Lisa as she put another fry on Amy’s upper lip.  “Maybe you have to be quicker.”  She wasn’t really sure if this could be done. It was just something that had occurred to her.  It looked like if Amy did it fast enough, the fry would stay in place as she jerked back and then fall into her open, waiting mouth.  
Amy was about ready to cry.  She’d caught most of the burger and bread, though it was thoroughly demeaning to eat that way.  Now it looked like all her fries were going to be lost.  
Lisa didn’t care if Amy went to bed hungry.  She did, however, care if Amy learned this cool trick or not.  It was also clear to her that if this were to work she had a responsibility to do her part right.  The fry had to be in the right spot.  That didn’t mean she couldn’t place all the blame for failure on Amy.  “You better learn this, pet, or else.  It will be a long, hungry night if all those fries go to the floor.”  After a couple of more unsuccessful tries, she changed tactics and balanced it on Amy’s nose instead.  It was farther from her mouth, but there was less resistance between the fry and her nose than between the fry and her lip.  
Again the 13-year-old snapped her head back and this time the fry landed on her open mouth, teetered and then fell off.  She finally caught and ate the third one that her mistress placed on her nose.  Once she got the technique down, she started catching them more often, even catching the last five in a row.  She felt the satisfaction of a pat on her head as her mistress said, “Well done for your first try, pet.  A little more practice and you’ll be able to eat anything like that.”  The sense of satisfaction faded as she realized she may just well be eating all her meals like that.  
“Now you can eat what you missed off the floor,” said Lisa. 
Amy fell to her side and rolled to her stomach.  Then she belly crawled around the kitchen to lip up all the bites that had been sitting on the floor for several minutes now.  At least she got to eat, but this only reinforced the importance of catching everything the first time.  And it was better than eating bugs.  
Lisa propped her back up on her knees and then used a knife to slit open the fourth condom.  She held it right over Amy’s open mouth as the teen tilted her head back.  “You’ll have to thank mommy for collecting the yummy cum for you, Amy pet,” she said.  The cum oozed out and formed a long strand that ran down into her mouth.  She felt it slowly fill her mouth and then Lisa squeezed the condom a little to force out a blob that plopped into her mouth.  Bringing it closer, Lisa squeezed out the last drops.  The mistress reached into her slave’s mouth and stirred the cum around, making sure it coated her tongue, teeth, and gums.  “You can swallow your dessert now,” she said finally.  
“Mary pet, you come have some, too.”  She squeezed the contents of the fifth condom into Mary’s mouth.  “Now be a good mommy and share some of your dessert with Amy pet.”  She pulled Amy’s head back.  “Open up, pet.”
Amy opened her mouth while Mary leaned over and leaked cum from her mouth into Amy’s mouth.  Lisa pushed Mary’s face closer and closer until the two were sharing an obscene, cum flavored kiss.  By the time they were done, Mary had shared all her dessert.  Amy swallowed it all. 
The contents of the sixth and final condom were poured on Amy’s tits for Mary to lick off.  She lapped it all off and this time Mary was allowed to swallow her dessert.  
After dinner Lisa made Mary tell about her afternoon.  Amy didn’t want to listen as her mom described how easy it was to seduce a group of men and then have sex for hours.  Lisa made sure that Amy paid attention, suggesting even that she’d need the advice for when it was her turn to pick up boys.  Mary described the afternoon in detail, including how much she had enjoyed it and how many times she’d cum.  She may have enjoyed it as the slut she’d become, but Amy didn’t think her mom enjoyed telling about it.  
Worse for Amy was the anticipation and dread she felt over knowing that she was probably next to tell about her afternoon.  When her mom finally finished, Amy squirmed nervously.  Lisa took them over to the computer and called up the pictures she’d downloaded.  “You can tell mommy what you did and you even have pictures, too.”
“Remember the boys at the park,” her story started.  
That night Mary was hog tied and left on the floor in Amy’s room.  Amy was tied spread eagle to the furniture on the floor of the family room.  Lisa covered her with a thin blanket and tucked it right up under her chin.  “So you won’t get cold,” she said.  Then she blindfolded her young slave.  “Sleep tight.”
Exhausted as she was, Amy still had a hard time falling asleep.  She couldn’t move at all to get comfortable.  Then, during the night she heard the front door slam.  Someone was in the room with her!  She could tell the lights were on from the little bit that seeped in around the edges of her blindfold.  She was certain the lights hadn’t been on when Lisa left her.  She hoped it was Lisa, but if that was true, then why did the front door open and close?  There was nothing to be done about it, but it was frightening.  Then she felt the blanket slide down slowly as the someone pulled it from the bottom.  It slid over her body, exposing her shoulders, then her collarbone, and then the tops of her breasts.  It stopped moving just short of exposing her nipples.  
Then there was nothing.  She lay waiting for something else to happen.  A feeling of dread filled her as she imagined someone with her about to touch her.  No touch came and she eventually drifted off to sleep.  She awoke with a start and realized that the blanket was even lower now.  She hadn’t even awakened when it moved, but now she could feel her tits completely exposed and the top of the blanket was around her belly button.  Again she tensed, waiting for something to happen.  
Just as she was about to fall asleep, the blanket moved again.  “Please, don’t,” she begged as the blanket slid down to expose her pussy.  It stopped about mid thigh.  It was eerie and frightening, as if a ghost was in the room and making the blanket move.  “Who’s there?” she called out.  There was no answer and now she was frightened and getting cold, too.  Eventually she fell asleep from exhaustion.  
The next time she awoke, the blanket was gone completely.  It was chilly As she lay awake, she was certain that she could feel a presence close.  Slight noises came from close by.  A whispered word.  Slut.  She turned her head.  “What?  Who’s there?” It had been so soft, she wondered if it was her imagination.  Was she hearing things?  Cocksucker. “Who’s there?” she asked again, more frantic.  Slave.  Were there two people?  Were the words coming from different places?  Was her mind playing tricks on her?  Pussy licker.  She held still, frozen in fear, hearing words that continued to come at different intervals.  
Then the voices stopped. She strained to listen, but it was quiet.  She fell asleep again.  She woke to the sound of Lisa coming down the stairs quite obviously.  The blanket was back over her.  “How was your night, pet?” asked Lisa.  
“F-fine,” stammered Amy.  She wasn’t sure what had happened.  She felt more rested than she ought to based on the harrowing night.  She couldn’t shake the thought that she’d dreamed the whole sequence.  When Lisa untied her, she was allowed to use the toilet.
They followed the same routine as yesterday morning with a shared, gagged shower followed by breakfast.  Kneeling with her hands tied behind her back, Amy wondered if this was how she’d eat all her meals now.  Lisa ate her breakfast while Amy knelt and watched from five feet away.  Mary sucked her eggs.  When it was time for Amy to eat, Lisa planned to crack the eggs and pour them into her slave’s mouth, but on a whim, she tossed one in a high arc at the teen. Amy watched the egg sail to her as if in slow motion.  Responding to her training, she moved her head and opened her mouth as wide as she could.  To both Lisa’s and Amy’s surprise, the egg popped right into Amy’s mouth.  
Amy felt the egg crack against her teeth and the white of the egg seeped out slowly.  “What are you going to do with that now?” teased Lisa now that Amy had a mouthful of broken egg.  “I suppose you could eat it all.  A little extra calcium won’t hurt you.  You’re gonna have to work hard to get the yolk out of there.  I don’t think it’s broken enough.  Tell you what though.  If you can suck out the good stuff, I’ll let mommy take the shell out of your mouth so you don’t have to eat the crunchy part.”
Amy bit down on the egg, cracking it more and worked on poking a hole with her tongue.  She cracked it and worked her tongue around, cracked it some more and used her tongue some more.  Eventually she opened up a hole big enough to suck out everything.  Her mom fished out the shell as best she could, but Amy still got a little crunch with her breakfast.  
“Ready for number two?” asked Lisa.  She tossed the other egg to Amy who caught it just like the first.  It practically took Lisa’s breath away to see the teen’s talent at work.  She watched as Amy worked to open a hole in the egg.  “I’ll bet that will help out with blow jobs,” she observed, being as nonchalant as she could to hide her amazement.  “A little bit of special exercise for your tongue.  The boys will love you.”
Amy blushed at the suggestion, but she didn’t stop exercising her tongue to get her breakfast from inside the egg.  She earned every drop of the raw egg.  
After breakfast, Lisa said, “My two slaves need some grooming.  I didn’t give you any time yesterday to take care of this and it looks like your pussy’s needed some cleaning up.  Go upstairs and I want you to shave each other.  Take your time and do your legs and anywhere else that needs it to.  Come back down when you are finished.  Don’t take too long.”
Though they were unsupervised, Mary didn’t let Amy slack off.  They’d been told not to take too long, so she didn’t waste any time.  Using the safety razor on Amy’s soft pussy lips, she didn’t rush either.  The hair on Amy’s legs was soft and light, barely visible, but she shaved it all off, too.  She shaved under Amy’s arms and then they traded roles.  Amy was embarrassed to be shaving her mom’s pussy, but she didn’t dare refuse.  She’d done much more with this pussy and she assumed she would do it again.  Still, taking such care to intimately remove all the hair seemed different.  She was preparing the pussy to be licked.  She was cleaning up her mom to their mistress’ specifications. And her mom had prepared her pussy to be licked, too.  
When they presented themselves back to their mistress, Lisa was pleased with the result.  She caressed their soft, bare skin searching for signs of hair, but she found none.  “Time for some fun,” she told them after the inspection.  “Mike had Kimmy do this to some of the other slaves, so now Amy is going to do it to mommy.”  She winked.  “I’m certain that mommy will have a good time.”
Mary wondered just how good a time she would have when the first thing Lisa did was to tie her right wrist to her right ankles and her left wrist to her left ankle.  Lying on her back, her legs were wide open and she felt incredibly vulnerable.  “Now I want you to play with mommy’s pussy with your fingers.”
Amy looked over her mom as the lay spread and waiting.  She’d never thought of her mom like this until recently and it still felt odd to be staring at her mom’s naked body.  Remembering the intimate times they’d had as a naughty girl with a naked waitress, she felt an odd excitement in the pit of her stomach.  She reached for her mom’s pussy, wondering just why she found this so arousing.  Her hand touched the already damp slit and she started rubbing it.   
At Lisa’s command, she shoved a finger as far up inside her mom’s fuck hole as she could.  “Two fingers,” said Lisa.  “She’s a slut with a big fuck hole.  She took a bunch of men in there yesterday.  You can fit two fingers.”  So Amy pushed her index and middle finger in.  She pushed them in and out, fucking her mom with the two fingers.  She felt her own pussy tingle as her mom moaned in pleasure.
“Hell, she can take three fingers.  I think three fingers is still smaller than most cocks.”  Amy added her ring finger to the other two as she fucked her mom.  
Mary gasped as her daughter shoved three fingers in her cunt.  It still didn’t stretch her as much as some of the cocks she’d taken, but it was so naughty to have her daughter doing it.  She felt a hot wave of humiliation, but that only made her pussy wetter.  She could scarcely believe she’d taken her daughter down this same path into slavery.  Yet, if it felt so horrible to betray her 13-year-old daughter like this, why did it feel so good?  
“You got her going good, Amy pet.  Now use four fingers.  She’ll stretch.  Push them all in there.  Open her up.  Fuck her good.  Use your fingers like a cock and fuck her.”  
Amy obediently pushed all four fingers together and stroked them in and out of her mom’s pussy.  It was tight, but as she thrust in and out several times, she felt her mom stretch just like Lisa had said.  The response from her mom was amazing.  The moans and desperate whines of excitement made Amy want to do it more, harder, and faster.  
“Now comes the good part,” said Lisa.  “Tuck your thumb into your palm and use your whole hand.  Push it in.  Go ahead, she can take it.  She wants it.  Fuck her like your whole arm was a huge cock.”
“Oh, my God,” gasped Mary as she saw what this was leading to.  “Yes,” she said, losing herself in lust.  “Shove it in me, Amy.  Fuck mommy.”  She spread her knees as wide as she could, her eyes fastened on the point where Amy’s hand disappeared into her pussy.  “Oh, God, mistress, may I cum?”
“Not yet, slut,” said Lisa.  “Push it all in, Amy.  I want to see your hand inside her all the way to the wrist.”
Amy was busy following Lisa’s orders and her mom’s begging.  She pushed her hand halfway inside her mom with each thrust with the heel of her hand never going in.  She was feeling her own tingle build and no one was even touching her.  It made her wonder how her mom felt to be open so wide.  Then she heard Lisa’s command to put her hand all the way in. She pushed and gaped at the sight of her hand going in.  It sank 6 inches inside her mom and she felt the warm, wet grip of her mom’s pussy.  Nothing but her wrist was showing as she fisted her fellow slave.
“Out and in, do it, Amy,” said Lisa.  She grabbed Amy’s forearm, lost in her own lust at watching the daughter fist her own mom.  Holding Amy’s arm, she pulled the girl’s hand all the way out and plunged it back in.  She helped Amy thrust deep for several strokes and then let go so she could watch Amy do it herself.  
With Lisa’s help, Amy watched her hand disappear again and again.  Then Lisa let go and she plunged her hand in again.  This time she stopped with her hand all the way in, feeling the warm, wet womb clasp her hand.  She could even spread her fingers a little and feel around inside.  “Jeeeesus, Amyyyy,” screamed Mary.  
“Yeah, you can cum, slut,” said Lisa.  “What a fucking slut!  Cum for Amy!  Shit, you’re gonna want nothing but Amy’s fist up your slutty cunt from now on!”  She smacked the back of Amy’s head.  “Stop fooling around and fuck her.”
Amy made a fist again and pulled her hand out and then back in.  Her hand was a cock.  She wondered if cocks really came that big.  Her mom sure had opened up to take it all.  She pulled it out and pushed it in, again and again, picking up speed as her mom went wild.  It looked so hot to shove her whole hand inside.  It made her whole body tingle to watch her mom, to drive her to an orgasm with her cock fist.  She felt her mom’s pussy spasm around her arm, making it a little harder to push back in the next time, but she kept doing it the whole time her mom came.  
When her mom finally stopped cumming, Amy pulled her hand free and put it over her mouth.  It smelled wonderful. She licked her juice covered palm.  Her hand went to her pussy to play with herself.  Vaguely she heard Lisa telling her to stop, but she couldn’t.  Her hands were pulled away and pinned behind her.  She whimpered and begged, but Lisa cuffed her hands back.  
Then her face was pressed to Lisa’s pussy and she felt some release by burying her face in another warm, wet pussy.  She inhaled the scent and tasted the sticky sweet juices.  Without thinking she found Lisa’s hard cum button and attacked it with tongue and lips.  
Lisa came fast and hard in an orgasm that lasted nearly a minute.  Then she pushed the little girl away and fell back, exhausted from the climax of passion and lust.
Amy lay crying, pleading, and begging for her own orgasm.  She couldn’t do anything about it and she felt the fire slowly die.  It was almost painful to feel the desperate need to cum fade away unsated.  A few minutes later, she felt Lisa caress her face and then grab her by the hair.  “I didn’t tell you that you could cum, you little slut.  You are in so much trouble.”
Lisa smiled cruelly at her little slave.  She’d worried that Amy would behave so well that she wouldn’t get a chance to punish her today so she was looking for any excuse. She would have let Amy cum if only the girl had asked first.  She would have made Amy cum after Amy ate her.  The passion was so powerful that she wouldn’t have denied her slave, except for that one little slip of not asking first.  
Amy sobbed in frustration at the cruelty of her mistress.  Already the moment was passed for her, but she could still recall the feeling of wanton desire.  “Yes, mistress,” she said. “This pet was very bad.”  
“My pet was very good,” said Lisa.  “You made mommy cum like crazy.  I would have let you cum, too.  You deserved it.  But, you broke a rule by trying to cum without permission.  You wouldn’t stop when I told you to stop.  You even fought with me.  You were very good, but then you were very bad.”
It made the teen feel even worse (which was the point) to know that she’d earned an orgasm and then lost it on a technicality.  She struggled to her feet when Lisa ordered her.  It was difficult to stand with her arms behind her, but she managed.  
Lisa poured a tall glass of water and then made her drink it.  And another.  And a third glass.  “Take off your shoes.”  Then she led her slave out to the patio.  She went to the rock garden just off the patio and brought back two flat rocks each about 4 inches in diameter.  Setting them down on the patio about a foot apart, she told Amy to stand on them.  
Amy stepped up onto the rocks and only the balls of her feet fit on them.  Then Lisa picked up a third, smaller rock.  “Hold this between your knees.”  Amy bent her knees inward and clasped the rock between her knees.  It was a precarious position balancing on the two rocks while trying to keep her knees together.  “Don’t move off those rocks.  Don’t drop that rock.  Don’t pee.”
She’d already figured out the first two and with Lisa’s final two words, she realized why she’d just forced down three glasses of water.  It would take some time for the water to go through her system and she could already imagine how hard it would be to stay in this position for any length of time.  “Yes, mistress,” she said. She almost wanted to ask what happened if she failed at any one of them because she was pretty sure she couldn’t do what she’d just been ordered.  
When Lisa went into the house, Amy found herself suffering through her punishment alone. It was strangely unsatisfying to be punished without being watched.  If she was going to suffer, she wanted someone to watch her do it.  She knew Lisa’s absence didn’t release her from her requirement to stay in position and hold her pee.  It just told her that she would suffer longer.  Her mistress might even forget about her.  
Struggling to hold the rock between her knees, she felt her feet start to ache.  She moved her right foot so it was her arch, not the ball of her foot, that rest on the rock.  That felt more comfortable, but when she moved her left foot, the rock between her legs slipped.  She gripped her knees tightly to catch it before it slipped all the way out.  It was nearly loose and she felt it slipping even more.  She couldn’t reach down and put it back in place.  With a sob she felt it slip free and it clattered on the patio.  Horrified, she looked up at the sliding glass door.  Lisa didn’t seem to have noticed, but she would when she returned.  Even though the rock was gone, Amy held her knees together, hoping that would count for something.  
Lisa peeked at her slave every five minutes.  At the ten minute point, she noticed the rock was on the patio now.  She let it go for now, pleased that the little slave was still pressing her knees together.  It looked so wonderfully difficult to stay balanced and painful to stay in one position like that.  It made her heart race to see the 13-year-old straining just for her.  
After 30 minutes she went back out to Amy.  She’d seen Amy teeter and step off the rocks twice during that period.  She looked at the rock on the patio.  “I told you to hold this between your knees,” she said.  “You dropped it in less than 10 minutes.  I am so disappointed in you.  Now, don’t lie to me, how many times did you move off the rocks?”
Amy hadn’t actually kept track.  It was more than the two times she’d been seen, but she didn’t know if she’d been seen at all or how many times.  “Probably around ten,” she said, “but mistress…”
“Don’t make excuses,” said Lisa.  “Don’t tell me how hard it is.  It’s fucking punishment.  It’s supposed to be hard and hurt.  And you’re a fucking slave.  You’re supposed to do everything you’re told.  Now here,” she pushed the rock back between Amy’s knees and let the teen grip it.
“Do you need to pee?”
“Yes, mistress, may I?”
“Bad?”
“Really bad.  Like I’m gonna burst.”
“Hold the rock for 10 minutes.  If the rock is still there when I get back, you can pee.”  Lisa turned and went back inside.
Amy stifled a sob as Lisa left her alone again.  She started to wonder just how bad her punishment would be if she peed anyway.  There was more at work, though, than punishment for peeing.  She didn’t want to disappoint her mistress.  She was getting tired of being the bad slave, being put down.  Her mom, the good slave, was getting good treatment.  She wanted to be like that.  She held her pee, but way too soon she felt the rock slip between her knees.  Frantically she squeezed her knees together, but the rock squirted out like a watermelon seed.  She started to cry.  
At precisely 10 minutes, Lisa came out to her sobbing slave.  “Awww, too bad, pet,” she said.  “I thought you could do it.  Now I’ll bet you really gotta pee?  Does it hurt?”
“Yes, mistress.”  
“You know it’s supposed to hurt, right?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Why?”
“Because it’s fucking punishment,” said Amy, repeating just what Lisa had said earlier.  
“Yep, that’s it,” nodded Lisa.  “Now I am going to let you pee, but hold it for two more minutes.”  
She went back inside and when she came out she had a plastic pail with two chains attached.  “Off the rocks, pet,” she told Amy.  “Spread your knees.”  She clipped one chain to Amy’s pussy lips and then the other.  Now the bucket hung between her legs, stretching her pussy lips.  It was a light plastic pail, but it still hurt to have the weight attached to the sensitive area.  
“Pee,” said Lisa.  
Amy let her bladder go and a stream of pee shot out and straight into the pail. “Aahhhh,” she gasped as she saw what was happening.  She filled the pail with her pee, feeling the weight pull on her tender lips more and more.  She tried squirming and leaning to get the pee to go anywhere but in the pail.  Most of three glasses of water and a glass of milk flowed from her pussy into the pail.  
The pain was incredible as her pussy stretched more and more.  Then the weight was so great that the clips started to drag free, tearing across her skin.  Finally the pail fell with a plop to the ground, sloshing the pee around and earning a sigh of relief from the slave.  Amy looked up quickly, wondering if she’d done something wrong now by letting the pail slip off.  
Instead, Lisa just stroked her hair gently.  “That’s my good pet.  You do realize that all you had to do was squat down and rest the pail on the patio.”  She smiled wickedly.  “But you knew just how bad you were and you took your punishment for me instead of making it easy on yourself.”  It was wonderfully satisfying to the mistress to know that her slave probably hadn’t even thought of that.  Hadn’t even thought of avoiding the punishment in such a logical fashion.  
“Now let’s go see how much lunch you can catch,” said Lisa.  
Amy caught most of her lunch on the first try.  Again Lisa tossed her ham and bread, making her stretch, lean, and dive for the poorly thrown bits of food.  That was about half of her lunch with the second half, more ham and bread, perched on her nose for practice.  She was better at catching the little bites of food than she had been at catching an entire fry.  
By the end of this round of eating, Lisa said, “You have such a special talent, Amy pet.  I think I’ll have to show all my friends how you can eat.  In fact, I’ll call this eating for an audience.”  She placed the last square of bread on Amy’s nose.  The teen tossed her head back and caught the bread neatly in her mouth. It was a warm feeling to know she’d pleased her mistress.  She just wasn’t sure she liked the idea of being so special that it was worthy of an audience.  It was, after all, pretty humiliating.  
“Mistress?” said Amy.  
“What, pet?” responded Lisa, wondering just what trouble her pet was about to get herself into.  
“I like that you like how I eat,” she said carefully.  “Maybe others wouldn’t really appreciate it like you do.”
“How silly,” said Lisa.  “You’ve had a thought now, haven’t you? And you’ve fooled yourself into thinking that I care what you think.  I’ll show you what my friends would really like to see.”  She left the kitchen and went out to the backyard. 
Amy’s shoulders drooped as she cursed herself for even daring to speak.  She couldn’t believe she’d been so stupid again.  There was only one thing she could imagine Lisa going outside for.  Sure enough, Lisa returned with one of the rust colored beetles that were so common this time of the year.  
“They’ll really like this,” said Lisa.  She placed the beetle right on the tip of the horrified teen’s nose.  
Amy figured that Lisa’s friends would enjoy watching this part especially as she threw her head back and caught the beetle in her mouth.  Crunch.  “Thank you for the yummy bug, mistress.”
After lunch, Lisa announced that she was going shopping.  “You need to clean house, Mary pet,” she said.  “You can help, Amy pet.”  She left the two wearing just collars, heels, and plugs.  She drove off and around the block and came back, bursting in quickly to see if she caught her slaves being naughty.  Pleasantly surprised that they were cleaning house and still wearing just what she left them in, she went out again and did her shopping.  
By Wednesday, Lisa thought her new slave well trained enough for a little coming out party of her own.  Grace, Susie, and Wendy had all met her, but now they would meet her as the slut slave she’d become.  The afternoon started with all of them in the car.  They went to get some pot for the party.  “Two bags,” Lisa told Amy, as they pulled up at Joe’s.  
“Isn’t it Grace’s turn?” Amy asked the group.  
“I don’t care whose turn it is,” said Lisa.  “When it’s just the slaves having their own party, you can take turns.  When I’m along, I pick. Now get out,” she pushed Amy out and then followed.  
Inside the bar they knocked on Joe’s door and entered.  “Hi, Lisa,” said Joe.  “Don’t see you in here very often anymore.  She been a bad girl?”
“Yeah, you know how it is.  She wants three bags and don’t let her cum.”  
Amy looked at Lisa in surprise as she heard her mistress up the ante.  She pulled off her clothes for the man and then knelt in front of him.  She didn’t think she deserved to be punished.  She’d just thought that Lisa might have forgotten whose turn it was.  Then she caught herself, realizing that she was thinking again and thinking got her in trouble every time.  Accepting that she once again deserved her punishment, she sucked Joe to a full erection and then took his whole cock in her little mouth.  He’d already said it once, but she heard him repeat how much he liked middle school mouth.  After he came in her middle school mouth, he demonstrated how much he liked middle school tits, ass, and pussy.  Lisa let him bring her close to an orgasm, but then made her get dressed and they left.  
Bringing three bags back to the car was a telling moment.  It was like admitting to the other girls that she’d messed up and been punished.  They knew she’d messed up and now they knew she’d been punished, licked by the old man and left unsatisfied.  Feeling like she’d started the party off on the wrong foot, Amy resolved to stop thinking.  She realized there was never a time when Lisa wouldn’t be her mistress, even in what had started out looking like a social occasion among the girls.  
The other girls acted like nothing happened, laughing and joking on the way back to Lisa’s house. Amy tried to get back in the party mood, though she knew she couldn’t ever relax completely.  Other times she’d spent with Wendy, Grace, and Susie, she’d felt like the center of attention because they’d been busy seducing her to their life of submission to Lisa.  Now that she was one of them, they treated her like she was nothing special.  In fact, they seemed to be working so hard to keep her out of the conversations that she began to wonder if they knew something she didn’t.  It was like she wasn’t part of the group.  That made her nervous.  
It got worse when they got to Lisa’s house and went into the basement for the party.  Lisa didn’t join them and the other three girls took up the couch, even telling her that it was best if she just remained standing.  The small talk dropped off to just idly talking about a party coming up at the high school.  
“What’s going on?” she asked, fidgeting in front of the three.  
“Nothing,” said Grace.
“We’re not allowed to prep you,” said Susie.  
“Just wait,” said Wendy.  
She waited, trying to imagine what Lisa had in store for her.  They were clearly waiting for Lisa to join them.  Or were they waiting for more than Lisa to join them?  The anticipation was driving her crazy.  
When Lisa came down the stairs, she was wearing a black leather body suit.  The collar of it fit tightly around her neck and it clung to her breasts, narrowing at the waist, with the hips cut high.  Amy thought it looked incredibly sexy and severe at the same time.  If she’d ever had an image of a mistress in her mind, this was it.  The outfit was completed by black leather boots that came up to her mid-thigh, a studded leather paddle in her hand, and a riding crop dangling from her waist.  She walked into the room on the 4-inch heels, swinging her hips and letting them all know who was in charge.  
Lisa walked up to the stunned Amy, pulled the riding crop out, caressed Amy’s cheek with the end of the crop, and said, “Convince me that you should be my slave.”
Amy’s mind was a rush of thoughts as Lisa made what appeared to be a simple request.  What if she didn’t want to be a slave?  How could she convince Lisa of something she didn’t want?  If she wasn’t convincing, was she free?  What did it mean to convince her?  What was expected of her?  This was what the others hadn’t been allowed to prep her for.  She was on her own.  
She caught herself thinking too much again.  First off, she realized it hadn’t been a request.  Secondly, her mistress didn’t care what she thought.  Most important, she was a slave.  The past few days had convinced her of that.  Now she had to convince her mistress.  She started by removing all her clothes.  They’d been out driving around, so she wasn’t wearing her slave gear, but as per one of her rules, she had it with her.  Now she pulled out her collar and put it on.  She put on 4 inch heels.  Lastly, she put the butt plug in place. She looked up at her mistress hopefully.   
Lisa stared at the 13-year-old mutely.  
More, she wants more, thought Amy.  “This pet is your slave,” she said.  “This pet will do anything you want.  It doesn’t matter what this pet wants.  This pet is your slave because you own me… uh, it.  The pet lives to serve her mistress.”  Met with stony silence, she said, “Please, let this pet be your slave.  This pet has been a good slave.  This pet had been a bad slave sometimes, but this pet has been trying hard.”
Amy felt the riding crop touch her bare shoulder and then the crop bent slightly.  It wasn’t firm at all, just the slightest downward pressure to give her a hint.  She knelt down in front of Lisa.  “I want to be your slave because that’s what you want, mistress.”
The crop touched the top of her head and pushed ever so slightly again.  She bent forward, putting her face at Lisa’s feet.  She took one of Lisa’s boots in her hands and kissed it.  She looked up the long length of Lisa’s body and saw a smile.  It was a scary smile, but a smile nonetheless.  She kissed the boot more and then the other.  She kissed her way up one boot and down the other.  There was no indication she should stop, so she kissed her way up again and kissed the bare thighs from the top of Lisa’s boots to the bottom of the leather suit.  She kissed the leather encased pussy and licked the leather.  She knee walked around her mistress and kissed her ass.  Coming back around front, she kissed higher and higher until she kissed Lisa’s breasts.  Then she was standing in front of Lisa, looking again for some sign that she was doing well.  
Lisa placed the tip of the crop under her chin and lifted her chin.  As Lisa walked, Amy followed to keep the riding crop right under her chin.  She walked right up to the side of the couch.  Lisa picked up the paddle and the three girls got up from the couch.  
Swallowing hard, Amy bent over the arm of the couch, stretching her body out and offering her ass for a spanking.  “Mistress, this pet adores you. This pet will serve you forever. Please, spank this pet’s ass.  Please,” she said, getting an idea.  “Convince me that this pet is your slave.”
Feeling the abrupt sting of the paddle, Amy said, “Thank you, mistress.”  She gritted her teeth and thanked her mistress for four more swats before she cried out.  She still thanked Lisa, even when she was screaming from the twentieth swat on her very red ass.  
“Alright,” said Lisa. “You may be my slave.”
Amy felt an unexpected rush of pleasure at the announcement. It was a tremendous relief as she realized she’d been worried she might not be acceptable.  She looked up at her mistress and one more time said, “Thank you, mistress.”
While Amy remained nude, the other three girls stripped one at a time and were dressed by Lisa.  Susie wore a tight leather corset that pulled severely at her waist.  It was cut above her pussy and below her big tits.  She had 6 inch spike heels.  Grace got a little school girl uniform with a skirt that was 6-inches long, a white blouse, and tie.  Her bare pussy peeked out from under the short skirt.  She might have looked the naughty school girl part except for her 6 inch heels.  Wendy got a simple T-shirt that she wore like a badge of honor.  The bottom was above her waist so her pussy and ass were completely exposed.  The front of the T-shirt said, “RAPE VICTIM. NOT A VIRGIN.”  The back said, “FUCKED IN EVERY HOLE AND LOVED IT.”
Susie rolled a joint and passed it around.  Grace fixed them all a drink.  Lisa sat on the couch and undid the Velcro of her crotch to expose her slick pussy.  “Come here, Amy,” she said, pointing at her sopping pussy. Amy set down her drink and obediently licked her mistress’ pussy.  She licked all the other girls to orgasms, too.  Then she picked up her drink, sat down, and tried not to think about how much she wanted to cum.  
When she finished her drink, Amy held still while Lisa tied her hands behind her back.  Lisa hardened the girl’s nipples with her fingers and affixed nipple clamps connected by a short chain.  The other girls led her around by the chain on her nipples.  When they weren’t doing that, the chain was in her mouth, pulling her nipples up cruelly.  Tied the way she was, Amy got no more booze or pot.  There was cheese and crackers when the girls got the munchies. With her hands tied, Amy couldn’t even eat.  She was resigned to being thirsty and hungry while the others partied until she had an idea.  She asked Grace to collect a couple of crackers and some cubes of cheese.  She had Grace carry them to Lisa.  “Does my mistress want to feed me?”
Amused at the offer, Lisa tossed food to her kneeling slave from several feet away.  The other girls applauded and laughed at Amy, but she was at least getting some snacks.  Then Lisa let Amy eat for an audience.  All the other slaves, drunk and stoned, took it as a challenge and took turns, but none could match Amy’s proficiency. 
An hour later she dove into the pussies again and again an hour after that.  She was trembling with unsated lust, but she didn’t dare ask to cum.  This was her coming out party, but it was definitely not intended that she was to have fun at it.  While there might be no fun, she did understand that she could easily get into trouble by doing the wrong thing.  
After the third round, Lisa asked her, “Does my pet want to cum?”
Amy had been waiting for the moment.  She looked back at her drunk mistress, shrugged as if an orgasm meant nothing to her, and said, “Does my mistress want her pet to cum?”
“Yeah, I do,” said Lisa. She patted Amy on the head, happy that Amy really did understand now what it meant to be her slave.  
Before she could even react, Amy was pulled to the floor by the other three slaves.  She saw Wendy sucking on her tits.  Grace started kissing her.  Be default that meant it was Susie’s tongue in her pussy.  She came once and then Susie was kissing her and she could taste her own juices.  Somebody else made her cum again.  Wendy’s sloppy kisses moments later informed her who had done the second orgasm. She figured it was Grace that was busy between her legs to give her the third one.   
After that, Amy was untied so she could party with the rest of them.  She was very careful to remember her place.  Even when she was very drunk and she saw Lisa finally nude, she wanted to please her mistress.  She crawled up to Lisa who was relaxed on the carpet floor.  “You have the hottest body here, mistress.  May this pet show her mistress what a slut she is?”
“Doan even wook at me,” slurred Lisa.  “You can’t, cuz you’re a slave.”  Amy shut her eyes only to have Lisa pry them open again. “OK, you can wook. Gonna voncince me more?”
The next morning Lisa woke up with a throbbing headache.  She went to take some aspirin and when she came back, she roused Amy.  “Did you really lick my ass and my pussy last night, pet?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Did I ask you to?”
“No, mistress.”
“Sweet, sweet, Amy pet,” she said, stroking Amy’s hair.  “That doesn’t buy you damn thing.” She was angry at herself for getting drunk and losing the control that she considered so precious.  She’d actually let the little slut drive her crazy with her tongue… without permission.  Her slave had taken advantage of her.  Hmm, she had to admit that Amy had done that well. “I will be just as hard a mistress as ever, you little slut.”  She didn’t say it, but Amy inferred that she was not to be punished for her audacity.  For a slave, that was a little victory in itself.  
Amy surrendered under the relentless pressure of her mistress and within a week was a well-trained slut.  Her summer vacation had turned into a nightmare in which she and her mother were constantly tormented.  It was now Friday, though she’d lost track of the days.  
“We’re going out tonight, my pets,” said Lisa.  Both Mary and Amy felt a sense of dread at their mistress’ announcement.  There was almost nothing that had happened in the last week that was enjoyable.  Going out would just be another torment for them.  
Mary put on a tight, short skirt and a blouse that buttoned halfway up the front.  She wore nothing else.  Amy put on the clothes that Lisa laid out for her.  The outfit consisted of a very short skirt and a tank top.  Though it looked acceptable at first, except for the obvious lack of underwear, Amy saw the cruelty of her mistress in the selection of the tank top.  When she pulled it on, she realized it was made for a much smaller girl.  The result was a top that looked like it was painted on her slender form, showing every curve of her young body and especially showing her hard little nipples.  
Presenting themselves to their mistress, they were rewarded with an appraisal that matched their expectations.  “Well, look at mommy slut and her little girl slut,” said Lisa with a smug smile.  “Undo two buttons, mommy slut.”  Mary expected nothing less.  She undid two buttons, which created a V between her breasts that reached nearly to her navel.  
Lisa handed Mary a short chain with clips at each end.  “On your nipple rings,” she said.  Mary took the chain and clipped each end to a nipple ring and let it hang between her breasts.  Then, Lisa handed car keys to Mary.  “You’re driving.”  She turned to Amy.  “You sit in front with mommy.  I’ll sit in the back seat.”
The three got in the car and Mary backed out into the driveway.  “Put the chain in your mouth, mommy slut,” said Lisa.  Mary stopped the car long enough to pick up the chain that hung between her breasts and put in between her lips.  The tension pulled her nipples right up out of the blouse, making them visible to anyone who might be close enough to see.  “Skirt up,” said Lisa.  Mary pulled the skirt up her legs until her pussy was visible.  
Lisa leaned over the seat and looked at her slave.  “Very nice,” she said.  Then she looked over at Amy.  “Skirt up, little slut,” she said.  “Just like mommy.”   Amy wiggled her ass around as she pulled the skirt up high enough to show off her bare cunt as well.  “Play with your nipples,” said Lisa.  Amy fingered her own nipples, making them even more prominent against the thin material of her top.  
“I’d like a soda,” announced Lisa.  “Let’s go through the drive thru.”  
Mary chafed at the idea of going through the drive through as exposed as she was.  She’d done this before and knew just how humiliating it was.  She looked over at her 13-year-old daughter, knowing that the young girl was going to be exposed as well this time.  But, she didn’t dare disobey.  She was in way too deep and was too well trained.  
Mary ordered a soda for their mistress and nothing else.  She knew that if she was permitted anything her mistress would say something.  Without any further guidance, she could only assume that neither she nor Amy would be allowed to have anything from the drive thru.  As she handed money to the clerk at the first window, she blushed at the view she was giving the young man.  She looked at him and saw his eyes were on Amy.  He licked his lips as he stared at the young girl.  Mary cast a quick glance at her daughter and saw Amy blushing even redder than she was.  Amy looked helplessly at her mother and then at the boy who was ogling her.  The girl wanted to disappear, but she could do nothing but sit and show off her body.  
At the second window, another boy handed the soda to Mary.  He nearly dropped it when he looked at Mary and then across the seat at Amy.  Mary took the soda and handed it to Lisa.  The three sped off.  Mary was eager to get back on the road and away from the eyes at the store.  It was early evening, so it was not too dark for passing motorists to occasionally do a double take as they saw the chain dangling from Mary’s mouth and her exposed nipples.
Lisa directed Mary to the highway and they headed out of town.  A few miles down the road, they came to a convenience store that wasn’t very busy.  “Pull in here,” said Lisa.  They stopped at the store.  Mary and Lisa went into the store, leaving Amy sitting in the front seat.  The events planned for later were centered around Amy, but for now Lisa knew she had to be careful about exposing the underage girl as she did the mother.   
Through the windows of the store, Amy could see her mom walk up to the counter and talk to the clerk.  There was no one else in the store at the moment.  Her mom handed the chain between her breasts to the man behind the counter.  He took it in his hand and pulled, nearly pulling her mom across the counter.  Even from her distance, Amy could see her mom’s tits pull out of the blouse, completely in view of the stranger.  She watched as Lisa reached around from behind and undid the remaining buttons on her mom’s blouse.  Amy felt a strange sense of arousal at the sight of her mother topless in front of the man.  She watched to see what else would happen.  
Next, her mom walked around the counter and knelt down.  As the clerk took her mom’s head in his hands, Amy knew exactly what was going on now.  Her mom was blowing the clerk.  Just then another car pulled up.  The headlights flashed through the store windows before going dark.  The clerk jumped at the thought of being caught in act and pushed her mom away.  Lisa and her mom returned to the car.  The brief moment had been just enough to make Lisa’s point.  Amy had watched how malleable her mother was.  
As they pulled out of the parking lot, Lisa said, “I hope you were watching, little slut.  Tell me what mommy slut was doing?”
“She gave him a blow job,” said Amy.  
Lisa just laughed as Mary blushed anew.  
A few minutes later, Lisa started to give more specific directions.  That was the first indication that Mary and Amy had that Lisa had a definite destination for them.  Up to now they’d thought they were out for some random embarrassment, but they were soon to learn that Lisa had a plan.
“I didn’t want you to run into any of your students, mommy slut,” said Lisa, explaining why they had come to a neighboring town.  “Or Amy to run into any of her friends,” she added.  “We’re going to have a special party and I just want you two to have fun.”
Shortly after that, they stopped in front of a small house.  Lisa led them inside.  The house appeared unoccupied, but Mary figured that wasn’t going to last long.  Once inside, they stopped in the family room.  Mary eyed a wooden box uneasily.  It was the one think that didn’t belong in the room, so it was what caught her attention.  “Stand right there and don’t move,” Lisa said to Amy.  Then she turned to Mary.  “Have to fix you up before the party starts.”
Lisa stepped to the box and unfastened a couple of latches to let a side fall open.  The box was about three feet high and about two feet on each side.  “Everything off, slut, except your shoes” said Lisa.  She watched as Mary hastily stripped off what little she had on.  “Now step in the box.”  Mary stepped into the box still in 6” heels and Lisa flipped the side back up, enclosing the hapless teacher.  
“Squat down,” said Lisa.  Mary squatted down so that just her head was showing above the edge of the box.  With her slave in position, the mistress put on the finishing touches.  First, she put the teacher’s head and hands in a set of stocks.  The stocks consisted of a board about a foot wide and four feet long.  Since the board was longer than the box was wide, it effectively trapped Mary’s head and hands out of the box.  Next, Lisa grabbed Mary’s chain and fixed it to a hook on the front center of the box.  That stretched her poor nipples cruelly, making her stretch up on her toes to relieve the pressure.  Finally, she pulled the stocks toward the back of the box and fixed them in position.  With her head trapped at the back of the box and her nipples hooked to the front of the box, Mary was a helpless prisoner.  Her entire body was arched forward to take the strain off her tender nipples.  Anyone looking into the box could clearly see her thrusting her tits forward as if she was offering them for fondling.  Her nipples were two inches long, stretching to the front of the box.  Her whole body was visible, yet inaccessible.  She was on display, yet her pussy and ass were unavailable.  In turn, she could see everything in the room, but was unable to do anything but watch.  
Satisfied that Mary was suitably controlled, Lisa turned to her second pet.  “Lose the clothes, little slut,” she said.  
Amy stripped off her top and short skirt quickly and stood waiting for the next command.  Without a word, Lisa stepped behind the teen and put a hood over the top of Amy’s head.  The leather hood covered Amy’s eyes and ears,  and then fastened under her chin so it was securely in place.  It didn’t cover the teen’s mouth.  Lisa then pulled Amy’s right hand up and fastened it through a leather cuff attached to the back of the hood.  She finished binding the teen by attaching Amy’s left hand to a similar cuff on the back of the hood.  Amy was now nude, blindfolded, and had her hands bound to the back of her head.  She started shaking in fear from how helpless she felt.  Her mistress could do anything to her now and she knew her mistress had very wicked ideas.  
Lisa pulled a stool from the corner of the room and lifted the slender girl up onto it.  Amy was perched in a kneeling position on the 3 foot high stool.  She could feel just how precarious her position was as she balanced carefully atop the narrow stool.  She was also very aware of just how exposed she was.  Seconds later, she became even more aware of her exposure as Lisa attached an alligator clip to each of Amy’s nipples.  A chain hung between them, adding just enough weight to pull the poor girl’s nipples.  
“Perfect,” said Lisa as she surveyed the two.  Then, she went down the hall.  Mary could hear the sound of a door opening and Lisa talking to someone.  Amy cringed at the thought of being so vulnerable, but with her ears covered, she wasn’t aware that Lisa was even gone.  She knelt waiting for her next torment.  Mary was in even a worse position.  She knew there was someone else in the house now and couldn’t move a muscle.  
The face of the unknown was too much for Amy.  She wondered what Lisa was doing and why she was standing so obviously on display.  Her voice quavered as she asked, “What’s going to…   Why?”  She couldn’t figure out which was worse, the unknown events that were about to happen or what she had done to deserve the cards that life had dealt her.    
Mary said nothing.  She didn’t have the answers that her daughter wanted.  Nor was she in any position to offer any help or consolation.  
Lisa returned to the room and said, “Hope you all have a good time,” and then she sat down on the couch.  Since Lisa has spoken loudly, Amy could just make out the words.  She had no idea who “you all” were, but she surmised that they weren’t alone anymore. 
Mary’s eyes bugged out as five boys pushed into the room.  Their eyes were wide with excitement as they stared at the two slaves.  She wanted to shrink away to nothing.  She wanted to disappear.  But, she squatted in the box and waited for the next humiliation from her mistress.  Looking at the eager faces, she guessed the boys to be all about Amy’s age.  And worse, every one of them was black.  Suddenly she was aware the box was sitting in the focus of a ceiling mounted spotlight and the boys were in relative dark.  It seemed all she could see of them was their wide, white eyes as she was on display.  
One of the boys walked over to the box.  Peering in, he said, “Holy shit, look at this.”  The boys all gathered around Mary and stared at her thrusting tits.  Just when Mary thought she’d seen and done everything, her mistress had come up with something new.  She was painfully on display for several young teens and could do nothing about it.  
Lisa said, “She’s look, but no touch.  The girl is the only one you can have.”  The boys looked over at Amy and then back at Mary.  “Well, maybe you can touch,” said Lisa.  “But, only her tits.”  The boys couldn’t reach any other part of the trapped teacher.  
Two of the boys reached in and fondled Mary’s swollen tits while the other three moved to gather around Amy.  Mary squirmed under the unwanted attention, but there was nothing she could do to stop the boys from feeling her up.  It felt humiliating to be so vulnerable in front of these young boys.  The sight of their hands fondling her was erotic with the contrast in skin color.  A white woman at the mercy of so many black boys, she felt a rising wash of lust as the boys’ eyes roamed her body.  Then she realized the fiendish plan of her mistress.  The tingle that spread through her pussy from being exhibited in front of the boys would never be satisfied.  She squirmed anew as the lust spread through her hot cunt.  Ashamed as she was to be on display, she wanted to beg for more.  She wanted the young boys to touch her.  She wanted the boys to fuck her.  
Amy was having the opposite thoughts as three boys clustered around her, looking up at her with obvious lust.   She heard excited voices, so she knew she was the center of attention of many boys.  She shuddered at the thought of being so exposed to so many boys, but there was nothing she could do.  Not only would moving be disobedient, earning her punishment, but it was also dangerous since she was precariously balanced with no way to catch herself if she fell.  It made her uncomfortable to have them looking at her as she appeared to offer her nude body to these strangers  She’d noticed boys looking at her in school before, but this was different.  She knew these boys weren’t casting sidelong glances, trying to avoid staring.  They were looking right at her body.  A rush of heat swept over her and it seemed her nipples hardened even more.  The heat got more intense as the other two boys joined their friends.  More voices meant more humiliation.    
Lisa expertly added to her humiliation.  “I heard that little white girls long for black cock.”  Suddenly Amy had images to go with the voices.  She was nude in front of roomful of black boys.  She wanted to deny Lisa’s words, but didn’t dare argue.  Besides, she felt an odd tingle deep in the pit of her tummy.  Lisa’s words succeeded in making her even more self-conscious, fueling the fire inside her.    
“What are they going to do, Ms. Simon?” asked Mary.  She couldn’t take her eyes off the sight of her daughter being offered to a bunch of strange boys.  She knew what was going to happen, but wanted to deny it.  Her daughter was going to be gang raped and she was going to watch.  
“Just shut up and watch,” said Lisa.  
The boys started taking off their clothes and soon five naked black boys were looking up at Amy as she perched on the stool.  Five young cocks pointed up at Amy.
Blindfolded, Amy could still see nothing of the boys that surrounded her.  But, from the brief rustle of clothes she assumed that they were naked.  
Mary could see the five hard cocks that pointed up at her daughter.  She could also see her slutty daughter quite plainly as she waited for the boys.  Her small tits stood out proud with hard, swollen nipples atop them.  Amy’s bald pussy glistened with juices that were fueled by passion.  Mary squirmed in her own lust, adding juices to her own pussy.  
Mary began to feel that Lisa was simply taunting them.  She’d set up a situation in which Amy was so vulnerable, yet the boys kept their hands to themselves.  Mary remembered a time when Lisa had set up a date between Amy and a high school boy, and then nothing had come of it.  Was this another tease?  Was Amy about to get off the hook again?
Lisa grabbed Amy’s chain and pulled it up into the air, forcing Amy to stretch up.  Her slender body was even more on display as she rose up high on her knees.  The tension on the chain pulled Amy’s nipples out, accentuating them against her small breasts.  She moaned in pain and humiliation as she knew she was so obviously on display.  Lisa continued to toy with her slave, using the chain to turn her and stretch her for the boys’ lust and her own amusement.  
One of the boys looked at Lisa with a touch of impatience in his eyes.  Then, another and another.  Finally, Lisa let the chain drop and moved away.  “OK, I guess that’s enough teasing,” she said.  “Try not to bruise her.”
Hands reached for the teen and Amy was pulled to the floor.  Hands reached out to fondle her.  The space between her and the boys had suddenly vanished.  She felt hands on her small tits, her pussy, her ass.  There were ten hands in all and scarcely enough room on her body for all of them.  One of the boys broke off and went behind the couch.  He returned with a short bench and set it down by the stool.  Another of the boys removed the stool so the bench could now take center stage.  Then, Amy was placed astride the bench.  It was only two feet long, just enough to support the 13-year-old from breast bone to pubic bone, leaving her head sticking out one end and her ass out the other.  There was one odd curve to the bench at the end where her pussy was.  A two inch wide slat slipped between her legs to cover her pussy and Amy remembered her 21st rule.  Her virginity was protected.  Yet, virtually nothing else was.  
Mary noticed how perfectly the bench had been placed, as if the whole moment was staged.  Which of course, it was.  The bench was canted ever so slightly away from her so that she almost had a side on view of Amy’s face and ass.  But, she could see just a little bit more of her daughter’s tight little ass than her face.  
The first boy stepped up behind Amy and spread her ass cheeks.  “What?” gasped the startled girl and she felt the boy probing where no one had been before.  She knew the feeling of a butt plug, but this was different.  She felt the pressure of a cock against her sphincter and then the sudden penetration.  “Hooo,:” she said.  “That’s… up my butt,” she moaned.  It surprised her, yet felt good, too.  She stared blindly into space as she said, “Mommy, he’s fucking my ass.”  
Mary could see exactly what was happening as the black cock slipped between the pearly white ass cheeks.  She watched as the cock slid in and out, black against white.  There was no mistaking the excitement that Amy felt from being penetrated so personally and forcefully.  In just a couple of thrusts, the teen girl started to match the rhythm of the thrusts as he pounded into her.  The mother watched as another boy approached Amy from the front.  
Amy grunted in pleasure as the boy behind her thrust deep.  She felt a second cock press against her lips and she knew exactly what was expected of her.  She was going to be taken from both ends at the same time.  Her tongue reached out and licked, running up the length of the shaft.  Then the cock pressed insistently between her lips and she sucked it down her throat.  As she took a black cock up her ass and down her throat, hands copped feels of her tits and touched the smooth skin of her back.
Tied and helpless, the 13-year-old lost count of the cocks that used her mouth and her ass.  As the evening progressed, she noticed the tang of her own shit on the cocks that she sucked.  At least the curve of the bench protected her pussy from the boys.  She also noticed that when she pressed back, the slat between her legs nestled nicely between her pussy lips and rubbed her clit just right.  Setting up a rhythm to her ass fucking, Amy was soon cumming wildly as she was abused.  
Mary watched in growing, unsated lust as her daughter was raped over and over.  The sight of black cocks sliding between Amy’s lips, making her white cheeks puff out, was so naughty that she could scarcely believe she was witnessing it.  And there were just enough boys so that one of them was constantly in her ass, one in her mouth, and the others were recovering from recent orgasms.  It seemed that Amy would be the center of an eternal assault.   Worse, it seemed that Amy didn’t mind a bit as she was in obvious ecstasy, cumming over and over.  
Lisa got up and came over to the helpless teacher.  She knelt down behind the box, her mouth just inches from Mary’s ear.  “Pretty cool, huh, slave bitch,” taunted Lisa.  “Looks like your little girl is hooked on black cock.  She’s probably never gonna want another white cock again.  I do hear that little white sluts like big black cocks.”  The boy in her ass came and was replaced by another.  “Oooo, there it goes.  Uh, yeah, right up that tight little white ass.”
Mary said nothing in return.  She couldn’t take her eyes off the sight.
“Just think that it all started with a few pictures in Hustler magazine, slut,” Lisa reminded her.  “And step by step you’ve sunk so low that now even your pretty little daughter is my slut slave.  You are such a natural slut, but such a bad, bad mommy.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Mary.  It was so very true.  She was in way too deep now.  There was nothing she could do to return to the life she’d left behind.  There was nothing she could deny her mistress.  She knew the consequences were too dire to disobey.  But, she also had come to realize that she craved the mistreatment at the hands of her former student.  The humiliation and pain were aphrodisiacs that she was addicted to.  
“Would you like to get out of the box and service a few of those black cocks, slut?”
Mary’s body was a mix of feelings.  Perched on her tiptoes, with her back arched and her tits stretched to the limit, every muscle in her body ached.  Yet, her pussy throbbed with desire.  The pain and humiliation only served to make her hornier.  She wanted out of the box badly, to stretch her aching muscles and to be satisfied as her daughter had been satisfied.  After watching Amy get raped over and over, she wanted some of that cock.  “Yes, mistress,” she said.  “This slut wants black boy cock, too.”
“Nicely said, slave,” said Lisa.  She unhooked Mary’s tit chain from the front of the box and then unhooked the stocks from their locked position.  Next, she opened the front of the box again and let Mary step out.  Still wearing the stocks, the woman stood to her full height and stretched for the first time in hours.  As she did, the boys’ heads turned to take in her full figure.  Lisa undid the stocks, letting Mary stretch completely.  The nude woman did nothing to hide herself from the eyes of the young boys.  Instead, she felt even more excited as she posed for them unrestrained.  
“Get the pad, guys,” said Lisa.  Two of the boys left the room and came back carrying a padded board that was about 4 feet by 4 feet.  There were hooks for restraints all along the edge of the board.  Mary realized that she was going to be bound again and at the mercy of the boys.  Her only fear though was that Lisa might tease her without ever letting her cum.  
“On your face, slut,” said Lisa.  Mary lay face down on the board while Lisa clamped her feet in place at the “bottom” of the board.  Her legs were slightly spread, giving the boys access to her ass or her cunt from behind.  Next, Lisa roughly grabbed the teacher’s hair and pulled her head back between her knees, bending the helpless woman in two.  She could look up to see her own cunt and ass.  But, then Lisa pulled her arms back behind her and fastened them to the “top” of the board.  Her ass was sticking straight up in the air.  She’d just traded one tortuous position for another.  The only difference was that now she was totally accessible.  
She realized she was to put on a show for Amy now as the boys held back while Amy was positioned to view the upcoming events.  She was replaced on the stool, kneeling in that precarious position of balancing on the narrow seat of the stool.  Lisa took the chain that hung between Amy’s small breasts and put it in the young slut’s mouth.  She wanted a slight bit of tension on her slave’s nipples and Amy was going to provide it herself.    
The boys gathered around Mary as Lisa waved them forward.  Completely immobile, the humiliated teacher was just a fuck hole for the boys.  The first one knelt behind her, his cock pointing at her pussy and dangling in her face at the same time.  She opened her mouth and licked at the black balls that bounced on her face.  That seemed to please the boy for a moment as he allowed her to lick his balls and then up and down his hard shaft.  Then he rose up slightly and put his cock into her pussy.  With her face so close to the action, she could see it slide between her glistening pussy lips and deep inside her.  “Oh, yes,” she moaned as the cock hit the right spot.  She started cumming almost immediately.  

It was Amy’s turn to be a spectator as the boys clustered around her mom.  Lisa took off Amy’s hood so she could see her assailants for the first time.  She shuddered at the thought of having serviced so many black cocks.  Now she could watch a cock pounding into her mom’s cunt.  Like her mother, she was taken by the contrast of colors – the white slave being a receptacle for so many black boys.  
One of the boys came over to fondle Amy, but perched as she was, her tits were the only thing available to him.  Her lust, which had been slaked so recently, began to build again.  She dared not move to make her ass available, but she licked her lips, hoping that the silent invitation might entice the boy to move her for his own pleasure.  He leered at her lascivious look, but merely kept caressing her breasts.  Then, he took the chain from her mouth and pulled it up high, forcing her to stretch her body up in the air.  Her nipples ached, but there was no relief as the pussy was on fire.  
Mary felt her pussy go wet as the boy came inside her.  He was immediately replaced by another.  She again had to lick and suck the cock first and then watched it slide home.  The boys who were using her weren’t even old enough to be in her high school classes, but they were doing a good job of satisfying her desire.  
Mary’s muscles began to ache from the new position, but there was nothing she could do about it.  Besides, she was getting the cock that she so badly needed.  Amy, too, was beginning to ache.  Her torture was less obvious, but to keep balanced on the stool, she was under constant, self-imposed tension.  It was hard work and her muscles were beginning to feel the strain.  
After five cocks in quick succession, Mary felt her lust finally dying.  She’d cum almost continuously for several minutes.  The boys, who had used Amy several times, and now cum one more time for Mary, were wearing out.  Now there wasn’t a single hard cock in the room as the boys sat around and joked about the white women at their disposal.  
Lisa still had plans for the two slaves, though.  She didn’t want the boys to be finished yet.  So, she produced a couple of wooden paddles.  “Don’t want you guys to quit too early,” she said as she handed out the paddles to two of them.  “Nothing makes a guy hard like spanking a white ass.”
Both Mary and Amy grimaced in anticipation of the upcoming punishment.  Though they were in completely different positions, they had one thing in common.  Their bare asses were completely exposed.  But first, Lisa wanted to make sure the slaves really appreciated the moment.  She knelt so she was inches from Mary’s face.  “Nothing makes a little black boy hard like spanking a white woman,” she whispered so the boys couldn’t hear.  “Except of course, spanking the tight little ass of a white, 13-year-old slut.  I’m going to let them get started on little Amy slut first so you can listen to her scream.”
Then Lisa got up close to Amy’s face, enjoying the fright that was evident in the teen.  “Just had a little chat with mommy.  She said she wants you to go first,” lied Lisa in a soft voice.  “I’m going to let them spank both your asses, but we’ll give you a head start.  Do you think there are worse things than being spanked?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Amy, her voice a frightened whisper.  She could barely speak out of fear of the upcoming spanking, but she knew there were worse things her mistress could do.  
“Good then, I’ll let them spank you if you do one thing for me.  Or else, you’ll find out what worse thing I have in mind tonight.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Amy.  “Anything.  I’ll do anything.”
“Good,” whispered Lisa.  “When I step back, I want you to say, ‘Don’t let these niggers spank my little white ass.’  Do it or else.”  She stepped back, enjoying the renewed look of fear in the wide eyes of her slave.  
Amy thought for a few seconds about what those words would do to fuel the anger and hatred of the black boys.  But, Lisa probably did really have something even worse in mind.  There were many worse things than a spanking.  She’d had many spankings over the past week and endured them all.  The fear of the unknown was worse than the fear of a spanking.  
“D-don’t let these niggers spank my little white ass,” pleaded Amy.  
Mary gaped in astonishment at the words that came out of her daughter’s mouth.  She’d taught her girl never to use that word.  Didn’t she realize just how helpless she was and what the boys would do?
The black boys were equally astonished and their anger was immediate.  One of the boys stepped behind Amy and quickly delivered a savage blow to her ass that nearly knocked her off the stool.  “Eeeeeeeee,” squealed the little girl.  She wanted to vanish as she realized just how angry the boys had suddenly become.  She’d hoped they might understand she’d been ordered to say that, but they didn’t know what Lisa had said to her.  Helplessly, she looked to her mother, but saw only a look of hurt and disappointment there.  “Eeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaa” she squealed again as a second blow landed.  
There were two paddles in the room and now the second boy stepped behind Amy.  The first landed his third blow and a fourth blow followed quickly as the second boy joined in.  Smack!  Smack!  Amy had no time to draw a breath and gaped in a soundless scream as her ass was on fire.  Smack!  Smack!  The teen tried to draw air into her lungs. “Ahhh, ahhhh,” she gasped.  
Amy teetered, nearly falling off the stool.  But, Lisa didn’t want that to happen.  She wanted her slave’s ass to remain high and exposed.  Stepping forward, she grasped Amy’s head and steadied the girl.  “Scream for me, slut bitch,” she said.  
Smack!  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaa,” screamed Amy as her lungs finally responded to the incredible pain.  “Aaaaaaaaaa, moooooooooooommmmmmmmeeeeeeeee,” she screamed.  Smack!  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeeeeeee.”  Tears ran down her face as she sobbed in pain.  
“That’s enough!” barked Lisa, ordering the boys to stop.  The boys were reluctant to stop given the provocation from the slut.  But, they also knew that future opportunities to abuse these and Lisa’s other slaves depended on them keeping the domineering Lisa happy.  “She might be a stupid slut,” said Lisa, “but you can’t kill her.”  She waited a few seconds for those words to sink in.  The savagery of their beating would indeed have done permanent harm to her slave had they been allowed to continue.  “Now,” she said, her voice more calm.  “Give someone else a chance to spank the sluts.” The paddles traded hands.  “One of you go spank mommy and the other spank this slut.  But more gently.” 
Lisa stepped around to admire the bright red ass of the 13-year-old.  “See how red it is.  Now just spank her lightly.  You can do that all night long without leaving a permanent mark.  That way you can torture the stupid bitch a looong time.”
One of the boys tapped Amy’s ass, “Oh, God Almighty,” whined the teen.  “It burns.”  The boy set up a rhythm of quick taps, pleasantly surprised and very aroused at the screams and moans that even the slightest touch brought.  Soon he had her squirming and begging for him to stop.  
Meanwhile, the assault on Mary’s ass began.  The boy who started on her delivered several hard blows to get the teacher’s ass nice and red.  Mary screamed for him to stop, but to no avail.  When he started tapping her ass quickly, she felt the same torment as Amy.  “Please, stop,” she begged.  “No more.  No more.”  The boy just smiled and kept spanking her – firmly, constantly, painfully.  
Lisa had moved back in front of Amy, grasping the teen’s head firmly.  With all the squirming that Amy was doing, Lisa feared the girl would fall off and end up breaking an arm.  She tormented the teen with words while the boys took turns tormenting her red ass with the paddle.  “Nothing like watching a girl get her ass paddled by a bunch of boys,” she said.  “They’re getting pretty fucking hard.  Too bad you can’t see their cocks.  They’re having such a good time with their paddles.  Oooo,” she said, reacting to Amy’s wince.  “That must have been a good one.  How long do you think you can take this?  I’ll bet they’re ready to go for hours.”  She watched the tears roll down Amy’s face.  
Amy just sobbed in response to the taunts of her mistress.  There was nothing to be said in return.  She was a slut who deserved this punishment.  She deserved to be perched nude for a crowd of black boys hungry for a white girl.  
Lisa took Amy’s nipple chain and pulled on it, making the girl rise up in the air.  It only added to her pain as her nipples were cruelly stretched.  “You know, I’ll bet I know a way you could get them to stop,” said the mistress.  
Amy hadn’t even realized she might be allowed to try to get them to stop.  Her mistress wanted her spanked, so she would hold still and be spanked.  There were worse things than being spanked.  But, now her eyes widened with hope.  “Yes, mistress?” she queried.  
“Beg to suck their cocks.  You are a slut,” said Lisa.  “I think a slut can be allowed to beg for a mouthful of cock.”
“Please,” said Amy instantly.  “Let me suck your cocks.  Please stop spanking and let me suck cock.  I’m a… I’m a slut and I want a mouthful of black cock.”  The spanking stopped and the boy with the paddle came around to her face.  Encouraged, Amy said, “I’m a little white girl who likes big black cocks.  Feed me yours, please.”
The boy pulled Amy right down off the stool.  It was all Lisa could do to keep him from dropping her on the ground and injuring her.  Kneeling, Amy sucked the hard cock down her throat quickly.  
Seeing Amy’s success in diverting the boys’ attention, Mary quickly followed suit.  She could see the hard cocks of her tormentors as they took turned with her ass.  “Please,” she begged.  “Let me suck your cocks.  Or you can fuck me in the pussy or the ass.  Whatever you want.”
The two slaves continued to trade between servicing the boys and getting their helpless asses spanked.  Their torment went on for hours before Lisa finally called an end to the evenings’ festivities and took the two slaves back home.  On the way home, Lisa gave them both a script to memorize.  “We have a special guest tomorrow and you have to know your lines,” she told them.  
Amy had lost track of time and only knew it was Saturday because Lisa announced it when they were awakened that morning.  
“We have a special guest coming today,” said Lisa.  “Now that you are both well trained, it’s time for you to put on a special show.”  
At breakfast, Amy was tied with her hands behind her back.  She was wearing the now familiar black bra, black stockings, black garter belt, and 4 inch heels.  Lisa handed a piece of dry toast to Mary.  “Break it into 16 bites for Amy.  Dip each bite, but I want her to practice eating for an audience.”
Amy felt the usual feeling of dread at the announcement that she would be eating for an audience, but at least it was decent food rather than the bugs she ate often.  Over the past few days she’d mastered the trick that Lisa called eating for an audience.  It was humiliating, but she’d grown good at it and it had started to seem normal.  That in itself was a statement about how far she’d come in her training.  Standing at attention in her high heels, she waited for her mother to give her a piece of toast.  As she saw Mary pet step close, she tilted her head way back, looking at the ceiling.  Mary balanced a small square of toast on Amy’s nose.  
For a few seconds, Amy held that position.  She was staring at the ceiling with a bit of food on her nose.  Then, she heard Lisa clap her hands.  In one quick motion, Amy jerked her head even farther back and the bit of toast dropped into her mouth.  She chewed, swallowed, and tilted her head back again.  Sixteen times the 13-year-old balanced a piece of toast on her nose and then snapped it up when her mistress clapped her hands.  She felt a swell of pride that she didn’t miss a single piece.  Finished, she looked at Lisa.  “Thank you, Ms. Simon.  This pet didn’t deserve such a wonderful breakfast.”
Being a growing girl, Amy was untied and allowed more food, but every bit of it was eaten with her fingers.  Like every other demeaning act she performed nowadays, this one seemed perfectly normal.  
After breakfast, the two women were led out to the garage where a limo was waiting.  They slid inside the luxurious accommodations, but were quickly put in their place.  Lisa ordered them to remove all their clothes except their high heels.  Then, their ankles were bound on a 12 inch chain.  Their wrists were cuffed behind them.  A short chain was clipped to their nipples.  Finally, they were blindfolded.  The limo drove for a few more minutes and then stopped.    
From inside the limo, Lisa instructed Mary to turn and place her feet out.  Mary extended her feet through the open door and then set them down on the hard ground.  A hand roughly grabbed her hair and nearly lifted her off her feet.  Then, she was set down on her 6 inch heels.  When a hand grabbed the chain that was attached to her nipples, she had to follow the lead, tottering on her heels until the pulling stopped.  She stood and waited for the next command.  Bill admired his nude wife for a moment.  This was every bit as thrilling as he’d imagined.  He wanted to pull her by her chain around and around, watching her dance on those high heels.  But, there was another treat waiting for him in the limo.  
Amy waited for about a minute in the limo before Lisa ordered her to swing her feet out and down.  She felt the same disorienting sensations as her mother.  First she was stood up on her heels and walked around a bit.  Almost intuitively she knew she was standing at attention next to her nude mother while their special guest admired them.  She blushed at the thought of being on display for someone.  She didn’t even know if the guest was male or female.  All she knew was that her life had changed so dramatically a week ago that she was now presenting her nude, 13-year-old body to a complete stranger.  
“Speak, Mary pet,” said Lisa.  Her voice was a whisper in the owned teacher’s ear.  
“I’m a fucking slut,” said Mary, reciting the words she’d memorized the night before.  “This pet is here for your enjoyment.  It is not my place to even suggest what Ms. Simon’s special guest may do with this pet.  But, Ms. Simon wants you to know that this pet sucks cock, eats pussy, licks ass, takes any amount of punishment, and does anything it takes to make you happy.  Ms. Simon also wants this pet to introduce the 13-year-old slut standing next to this pet.  Ms. Simon suggests that you feed her your cock right down her slutty little throat.”
Amy didn’t need to be told it was her turn.  She responded just as they’d practiced the night before.  “Mmmm, this little slut wants cock.  Feed this slut some hot cock.  Cum in this little girl’s mouth.  But, Ms. Simon would like to suggest that you take a wooden paddle to this slut’s ass first.  This slut wants 20 swats on her naughty little ass.  Please make them hard, too.”
Bill’s cock was pounding just from the sight of the two women in his life as they stood meekly in front of him showing off every inch of their bodies.  The words that tumbled out of their mouths were simply unbelievable.  Steve had given him a week off to enjoy his family and he was going to enjoy them in ways he wouldn’t have imagined just a few months ago.  
After the brief limo ride, Mary and Amy had been brought right back to their house.  They just didn’t know it yet.  So, they were led in from the garage and Amy was quickly bent over the arm of the couch.  Twenty swats and a blow job later, Bill’s initial lust was curbed.  It was time for the sluts to be put through their paces.  
“Our guest wants to watch you eat for an audience, Amy pet,” said Lisa.  She held up a wiggling beetle for Bill to see.  Amy stood with her head tilted back.  “This one’s alive, Amy pet,” added Lisa.  “We’re going to have to be quick.”  Amy stood without flinching as the bug was placed on her nose.  
Bill wasn’t sure what to expect, but he was amazed that his bug fearing daughter would even stand still as a squirming beetle was placed on her nose.  As soon as Lisa let go, she clapped her hands or else the rust colored beetle might have scurried away.  As trained, the blindfolded Amy snapped her head back and caught the bug in her mouth.  She chewed it without hesitation.  “Thank you, Ms. Simon.  That was a tasty one,” she said.  “Did you enjoy that, Mr. Guest?” she added.  
“Of course he did,” said Lisa quickly.  It wasn’t yet time for Bill’s familiar voice to be heard and she didn’t want him to be encouraged to speak.  “You’ll have to be punished for speaking out of turn, of course.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  “This pet deserves it.”
Lisa moved behind Mary and uncuffed her wrists.  “Amy pet is about three feet in front of you,” said Lisa.  “Find her.”  Mary stepped carefully forward until her outstretched hands fell on Amy’s stomach.  “A little higher, pet,” said Lisa.  “Cop a feel for us.”  Mary obliged her unseen audience by feeling up Amy’s small tits.  
“Now, remove her plug,” said Lisa.  
Mary reached behind the young girl and grasped the end of the butt plug that was nestled deep in Amy’s ass.  With a pop, she pulled it free.  Almost without thinking about it, she put the plug in her mouth and cleaned it.  
“Now remove your own plug,” said Lisa.
Mary reached behind herself and pulled out the huge black plug that filled her.  Instantly she felt the emptiness that only a big plug could fill.  With her left hand she felt for Amy’s face and located the little girl’s mouth.  With her right hand she brought the plug up to the open mouth.  Amy knew what was expected and didn’t flinch as the huge, dirty plug slid between her lips and several inches deep.  Her tongue licked at the thick plug as it plunged in and out of her mouth for a few thrusts.  \

Bill thought Amy almost looked sorry when the plug was removed.  Her tongue briefly chased it as it slipped away and her head tilted forward as if to chase it.  
“Why do you suppose you are blindfolded?” asked Lisa.  
“This pet doesn’t know,” said Mary.
“This pet doesn’t know either,” said Amy.  
“You’re blindfolded because our special guest is someone that you know.  I wanted to make sure that you performed everything that you know you should perform without being ashamed.”
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Mary.
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” echoed Amy.  
“Now, I want you to use your imagination,” said Lisa.  “Our special guest is a special man that you both know.  He’s a special man that you might not want to perform for… in fact, I’ll bet he’s the last man you’d expect to be standing here, spanking Amy, feeding her cock, and watching the two of you suck each other’s shit off a butt plug.”
“Oh, God, no,” said Mary.  She suddenly felt very dizzy, ready to pass out.  It couldn’t be.
“Daddy?” said Amy, her voice barely a whisper.  She almost didn’t dare say it, though she knew deep inside it was true.  Just a week earlier she’d known her Mommy was hidden behind a mask.  She was just as certain that her Daddy was in the room now.  It was the ultimate torment.  It was the only thing that made sense in this suddenly topsy-turvy world she’d been thrust into.  She wanted to rip the blindfold from her eyes and confirm it, but she was helpless. She could do nothing but stand – naked and suddenly very self-conscious – until the special guest revealed himself in some way.  “I sucked Daddy’s cock,” she moaned softly.  
Mary reached for her blindfold.  “Don’t you dare,” said the stern voice of her mistress.  
Her hands froze.  “Bill?” she asked querulously.  “Please, it can’t be you.”
The only response she got was to be pushed to her knees by strong hands.  Her mind reeled at the thought of being enslaved to her loving husband.  What had happened in the months he’d been gone that had changed him?  She tried to convince herself that it wasn’t really him.  This was just a cruel joke by Ms. Simon.  She felt a hard cock bounce on her chin and opened her mouth.  No matter who it was, she wasn’t about to disobey.  The cock slid in her mouth and down her throat.  If this was indeed her loving husband, he was getting a far better blow job than she’d ever given him before.  She’d learned how to deep throat on strange men.  A wash of shame swept over her, only to be replaced by a wave of passionate heat from the humiliation.  
Amy felt Ms. Simon’s presence next to her and then heard a whisper in her ear.  “Not a word, bitch, understand me?”  With that Amy felt her blindfold being removed.  Her eyes blinked in the suddenly bright light.  The first thing that caught her attention was the motion.  She saw her mother’s face with a cock sliding in and out.  It disappeared all the way and then came all the way out.  Again and again her mother took the entire length.  Then the little girl’s eyes adjusted and went up to the face of her father.  She stared in disbelief although she’d already guessed the truth.  She looked back down again and marveled at the sight of her blindfolded and bound mother blowing her father.  
She suppressed an urge to appeal to her father.  How could he let this happen?  She’d always believed that when he came home this nightmare would end.  But now…  Her ass still burned from the undeserved, yet uninhibited spanking.  He’d tanned her tight ass for no reason whatsoever.  She looked again at her father as he wantonly fucked the other pet’s mouth.  No, it wasn’t for no reason.  It was because she was a naughty slut who deserved to be spanked.  It was because he was her master now.  It was because he liked it.  The taste of her father’s cum and her mother’s shit filled her mouth still.  He had enjoyed that, too.  
She looked at Ms. Simon, feeling a wash of shame.  Lisa smiled at her and caressed her cheek.  “Did Daddy taste good,” she asked.  
“Yes, Ms. Simon,” said Amy.  “Daddy tasted as good as any cock I’ve ever tasted.”
Mary stiffened at the reminder that she was sucking her husband’s cock.  She still didn’t know that Amy could see again and was desperately trying to deny that it was Bill’s cock.  Like Amy, she’d been holding on to the idea that when Bill came home this nightmare would all be over.  If the cock in her mouth was her husband’s cock, then there would never be any break from her slavery.  Hands roughly grabbed her head, increasing the pace of the thrusts.  She could feel the cock pulse in her mouth, nearly ready to cum.  The man let out a groan, the first sound that he’d made.  “Oh, yeah,” he moaned in pleasure.  Mary recognized the voice and felt a fire kindle in her pussy.  Juices started to run down her leg.  This was the most humiliating thing she’d ever felt and the thrill that shot through her was more intense than anything she’d ever felt.  
Lisa whispered in Amy’s ear.  The pet obeyed.  “Fuck her mouth, Daddy,” she said.  “Fuck her mouth like you fucked mine.”  
Mary’s mouth filled with cum as she heard her daughter’s words.  She swallowed the tangy cum and then her blindfold was removed, too.  
Bill reveled in the pleasure of being a Senior Vice President for Steve Evans.  The perks were definitely more than he’d ever expected.  He bent his slut of a wife over and picked up the wooden paddle.  This was going to be a wonderful week at home.  Maybe he’d take the two sluts back to Saudi Arabia with him for the summer.  
Owned Teacher’s Daughter
By Kenna
Chapter 9
Mary held her tongue and suffered through the abuse at the hands of her loving husband.  Amy was too crushed to argue with the surprise turn of events. This was not the daddy that she remembered.  Not aware that he’d only recently been corrupted by wild parties in Saudi, she thought he’d been hiding this all her life.  She was even beginning to believe that maybe the whole world was masters and slaves and her parents had decided she was old enough to know about it.  
Then, Lisa left them alone.  As soon as the door slammed, Mary looked to her husband.  She and Amy were kneeling as Bill rested, preparing for another round.  “Bill, we’ve been waiting for you to get home. Make this end. Please.”
“Daddy?  Please?” added Amy. 
Not inclined to let this good deal escape, Bill said to Mary, “Stay right there like that.” Then he pulled Amy to her feet and led her from the room with a firm grip on her upper arm.  “I’m taking Amy to her room,” he said as they left.  
Amy followed meekly, aware that mommy was still kneeling and daddy hadn’t told her she could get up.  The tight grip hurt a little, so she didn’t think daddy was about to suddenly take it easy on them.  It confused her even more when he put her face down on her bed and hog tied her quickly and expertly.  She hadn’t even known he could do something like that.  He patted her bare ass and said, “Don’t go anywhere, slut.”  Then he left her alone.  
Lying on the bed, Amy still had the taste of daddy in her mouth and the hot burn of his paddle on her ass.  He hadn’t even taken off the nipple clamps.  She could feel them between her and the bed, crushing her hard nipples.  Despite all that, she felt like she was getting the good end of the deal at the moment.  Mommy had been bad and she was going to get it.  
When Bill returned to the family room, he was happy to see his slut wife still kneeling. It was obvious she’d waited until Lisa left to question her position as slave and slut.  She just wasn’t sure about how he was going to respond.  She’d taken the safe, obedient approach by staying just as she was while she waited for him to save her from a life of slavery.  
He sat down right where he had been, facing his kneeling slave.  “You slut,” he said. “I go away for a few weeks and come back to find out that you let one of your students turn you into a slave over some stupid pictures. You were the adult and she was the student. It was your responsibility to put your foot down and stop the nonsense, but you didn’t.  And you know why you didn’t?”  He didn’t pause long enough to let her even try to answer.  “It’s because you are a slut and a slave to the core. I’ve seen pictures and movies of you with men, women, boys, and girls.  You are such a consummate slut that you even allowed your daughter to be trained along side you.  You even helped train her.  Well, she’s a slut just like her mother.  You are so far beyond help that you’re going to get just what you wanted. As of now, you are no longer Lisa’s slave.  You are mine.  Does the slave understand?”
“Yes, master, this slave understands,” she said with a sob. The nightmare was almost over and suddenly she plunged even deeper, realizing now that there would never be an end. Even at this low moment, because she felt so owned, she felt a twinge of heat in her pussy. She hated the feeling, but she couldn’t deny it.  
“On your back, slave,” said Bill.
Mary quickly complied.  Her master pulled her wrists down between her legs to her ankles in front of her and clicked her wrist cuffs to their respective ankle cuff.  Her upper arms squeezed her ample tits together.  Her forearms spread her legs wide. It was an embarrassing and vulnerable position, but it could be worse she thought.  She could be on her front with her ass in the air for a spanking.   
Bill rolled her from her back to her front, instantly making it worse.  He picked up the paddle and started swatting her already red ass.  She screamed into the carpet as he reminded her that she was his now and forever.  
Up in her room, Amy had a little smug smile.  Yep, mommy was getting what she deserved. She figured she’d be next.  She just wished she hadn’t thrown in that daddy, please part or else she wouldn’t have anything to worry about.    
Mary lay panting on the carpet after the terrible spanking. She hadn’t had to move a muscle, but screaming was quite exhausting all on its own.  Her mind was in a fog and at the moment she had no idea where her master was.  She was very aware of the burning desire between her legs.  
After letting Mary sweat a bit, Bill returned and rolled Mary to her back again.  “I’ve seen Amy do this, but Lisa said you haven’t done it yet.”  He held out a June bug wiggling between his thumb and forefinger.  “Open wide, slut.”    
He was right; she’d assumed it was Amy’s trick and she’d felt safe from ever having to munch on insects.  “Oh, God, master, please, not that.” He just held the bug in front of her face, not saying a word as she slowly opened her mouth. His silence was chilling and she knew her plea had been in vain. He waited and waited as her mouth opened wide enough to take the bug, then wider and wider, until her mouth was about as wide as it would go.  Then he dropped it in her mouth. With a grimace she ate the foul treat.  After the three, she said, “Thank you, master, for the yummy bugs.”
The master flipped his slave to her front and shoved his cock into her messy pussy in one thrust.  “Don’t you dare cum,” he told her as he fucked her.  He figured there was little chance of that anyway since she’d never cum when he’d taken her from behind before.  
“Please, let me cum,” she whined just seconds after he started.  “Please, oh God, stop then.  Don’t… I need to cum.”
He pulled out and stood up, watching her writhe on the floor, still begging to cum.  She’d turned into such a slut, nothing like the woman he’d left behind not all that long ago.  She’d never responded to being taken from behind. She’d especially never begged to cum, but usually acted like sex was an inconvenience. He used to have to work so hard to get her to cum that it almost wasn’t worth it.  For a couple of minutes, he stood and watched her beg and then finally calm down.  Then it was time for Amy.  
As she heard daddy open the door, Amy turned her head to look.  She could see his long, hard cock fresh from mommy’s pussy.  It was slick with juices, so she guessed where it had just been.  It didn’t matter.  He’d come to spank her for being bad.  “Daddy, want me to suck your cock again? I’m a good cocksucker. Don’t be mean to me. Please, feed me cock.”
Besides having seen footage of his wife, he’d seen some of Amy as well, so he knew she wasn’t lying.  He was almost ready to take her up on the offer, but she wasn’t going to bargain herself out of punishment.  She’d been bad, questioning his authority, though not quite as much as the other slave.  He tossed the three June bugs he’d brought for her onto the bed in front of her.  
Amy squirmed around, catching each bug in her mouth and eating it.  Then she looked up and thanked daddy for the yummy bugs. 
“You are a very good slave and daddy’s special little slut, aren’t you?”
“Yes, daddy,” said Amy. “Special little slut.”  She liked the sound of that.  
“But you were naughty, weren’t you?”
“Ummm…what did I do, daddy?” He hadn’t said to call him that, but he seemed to like it, so she stuck with that title for her new master.
“Oh,” he said, surprised that she didn’t know.  “I was going to make your punishment light because you were just a little naughty, but if you don’t know what you…”
“I know, daddy,” she cut him off. “I tried to not be your slave… your special little slut.”
“Well, still, I’m going to have to double your punishment for trying to pretend you didn’t know what you’d done.  I would double it if you didn’t know at all.  The only thing that would have saved you from double is to tell me the truth the first time I asked.”
“Yes, daddy,” she said, frowning with disappointment.
He untied her and led her down to where Mary rested on chest and knees.  Her bright red bottom told of her punishment.  “Get down like that slave,” he told Amy. “Hold still for your spanking.”  
The 13-year-old got down on her knees and leaned forward with her butt up just right for a spanking.  “I’m going to give you 10 swats,” he told her.  “If you hold still, I’ll just make it 9 and then mommy will suck my cock.  If you move, you’ll get all 10 and you’ll have to suck my cock.”
He gave her 8 blistering swats, amazed that she could hold still.  She screamed through all 8 swats, but didn’t move.  As he was poised to deliver the ninth swat, she lowered her butt, partially hiding his target.  “Get your butt back up, little slut,” he barked at her.  She raised it slowly and took the ninth and tenth swats without moving.  Bill was surprised that she’d moved with just one swat left.  All she’d had to do was take one more.  After taking 8, it seemed stupid of her to move then.  
When Amy turned to face him quickly, eagerly waiting for his cock, he had to wonder if she’d moved on purpose.  Was she his special little slut so much that she wanted his cock in her mouth?  
She knelt before him, waiting for his command.  Amy’s plan was simply to be a better, more obedient slave than mommy.  Part of that meant she’d do the cocksucking if she was given a choice. She had moved on purpose just so she wouldn’t have to watch mommy suck the cock that she wanted.  
“Suck it, little slut,” he said to her.  
She took his cock in one hand and stroked it a couple of times, then licked it up and down and around.  There was a slight smile on her face as she attended to daddy’s cock.  Then she slid the long, hard cock into her mouth and down her throat.  She thought of the words, ‘special little slut,’ as she sucked on his cock.  As he came in her mouth, she sucked him dry and then cleaned his cock with her tongue.  
When he came in his daughter’s mouth, it was Bill’s fourth orgasm for the day.  He flopped down on the couch, exhausted for now and not sure he could go again later in the evening.  “Fix dinner,” he told Mary as he unhooked her wrists and ankles.  “You help her,” he added to Amy.  
Lounging back, he watched as they took the time to slip on their heels – 6 inch for Mary and 4 inch for Amy and insert their butt plugs before walking to the kitchen. Mary returned seconds later.  “Master, what should we fix for dinner?” It had been so long since she got to choose that she just couldn’t.  
“Steak,” said Bill.  “Two steaks.  One for me and you two will split one. Fries and broccoli.”  They were all things that he could toss to Amy to keep her in practice.  
He moved to the kitchen door where he could watch the two moving around as they fixed dinner.  His eyes especially fell on Amy, his little girl. She looked so young and innocent, her body barely entering womanhood, but she was far from that innocent look. Nervous little glances toward him told him she knew he was watching. She never quite looked at him, satisfying her curiosity by noting his body position. He was certain that after each peek she thrust her small tits out. It was amazing how corrupted she’d become, eager to please him. Even his slave slut wife picked up on Amy’s behavior and soon the two were competing every so subtly for his attention.  
He went upstairs, showered, and dressed.  When he came back down, dinner was ready and waiting. Mary stood beside the table. Amy knelt five feet away. He sat and took a sip of the red wine beside his plate. Everything had been carefully prepared. A second steak was on the plate opposite him, but nothing else. He took a couple of bites before he spoke to Mary, “Slut, cut the steak in two. Put half on another plate. Add fries and broccoli.  Then give me the plate.”
He ate as he watched Mary prepare the plate as instructed. When she handed it to him, he said, “Now fix the other plate for yourself, big tits.” The last two words caught her attention and she realized he meant it as a name. She hated it instantly. “Cut the steak, fries, and broccoli into bite sizes. Set it on the floor and eat it with no hands.” As she did that, he cut Amy’s steak and broccoli into bite sizes, too. “Are you ready, little tits?” he asked. 
“Yes, daddy,” said Amy. She tried not to frown as she learned what her new name would be. Then he started throwing cubes of steaks and bits of broccoli to the slut. She deftly caught each bite. Watching Mary he decided it would be even better if she had a dog dish instead of a plate. 
Finished with his food, he relaxed for a couple of minutes as Mary chased food around her plate. Then he rose and started feeding Amy her fries, perching each one on her nose so she could snatch it in mid air.  Neither were tied, but both kept their hands behind their backs without being told.  
After dinner, he took Amy to her room and simply sat her on her bed. He put a video camera on a tripod, pointed it at her bed, turned it on,  and said, “Don’t play with yourself, little tits. Don’t get off the bed. Don’t fall asleep. I’ll be back around sundown. In the mean time, I’ll be watching,” he patted the camera. 
He went back downstairs and led his naked wife to the car in the garage. With her hands tied behind her, he sat her down and belted her into the passenger seat. Mary shuddered as he pulled out of the garage. Lisa had exposed her, but never completely like this. He paused long enough to throw a towel over her bare legs and pussy and then drove to the highway. 
As the car merged onto the four lane highway, Bill pulled the towel free. There were still two hours before darkness and he wanted to share his slut with the truck drivers. “Spread your legs, big tits” he told her. She sat with her legs as wide as they would go, embarrassed beyond belief. She listened to the idle chatter on the CB radio that Bill had just installed. 
Bill pulled up next to an 18-wheeler and then slowed to drive beside the cab for a few seconds. She looked up into the surprised face of the trucker. She just wanted to vanish, but Bill kept pace with the truck, giving him his fill.  “Smile for him,” said her master, so she did. After about 30 seconds, the trucker honked his horn in appreciation and Bill sped up. 
Bill continued to drive from truck to truck. Now she was not only on display, but she had to listen to the truckers talk about her body and what they’d like to do to her. The trucks they caught and slowed beside knew what was coming before they got there. She could feel her pussy leaking on the seat of the car. She started to hope that Bill would convince one of the trucks to pull over. 
Then Bill found what he was looking for. He caught the rearmost truck of three that were traveling together. For each he slowed to give them a look at his slave. Then she held up a sign, telling them to go to a private channel. Once there, Bill picked up the mic and said, “She says she wants to bang some truckers. You guys want to be the lucky three?”
After a chorus of agreement, Bill pulled off at the next exit and into a dark parking lot with three trucks following. He put three condoms so they dangled from her mouth. “Fill them up and bring them back, big tits.” 
The three trucks pulled to a stop. Bill got out and then pulled Mary from the car. Walking her to the closest truck, he waited for the three men to come to them. “This is one horny slut,” he told the three. “She’s worn me out and wants more. She’ll do anything you want for the next hour. She just wants to make sure that you fill up the three rubbers and let her bring them back to me.”
“Hey, we got a schedule to keep,” said one of them. “We’ll have her done in 30 minutes. If that don’t satisfy her, then she can wear you out some more.” The three men laughed and then pulled her into the bunk on the closest cab. 
Mary was scared and humiliated, but hot and wet. She was still bound, so the three men carried her up into the darkness like a rag doll. It felt like they could drop her at any second, but they got her there safely. Once there they tossed her on her back. The first man put on a condom and fucked her for several minutes before filling it for her. She came several times while he fucked her. 
The second man put on a condom and then put his hard cock in her face. To their amazement, she deep throated his cock. Again the man lasted for several minutes before coming in the condom in her mouth. The third trucker fucked her to several orgasms before he came. 
When they were finished, there was still time left so they took turns fondling her body. Despite her many orgasms, she was still desperately hot and pleaded for them to fuck her again. Finally, one of them fingered her to another orgasm. 
“She is one hot bitch,” said one of them as they returned her and the three filled and neatly tied condoms to Bill. 
“Let her carry them,” he said to the men and then put the knotted ends of the three condoms in her mouth, leaving the cum filled ends resting on her chin. “She’d thank you, but she can’t at the moment.” He opened the door and made sure the truckers heard him as he said, “I hope the three of them were enough for you tonight.”
Mary carried the condoms all the way back home that way. It didn’t take as long to get back since Bill didn’t slow beside the trucks this time. They still got good views, just quick ones. Then it got dark and there was no point in showing her off anymore. He pulled off the highway and took her home. 
At home, Amy had about one minute of peace to stretch out on the bed, being careful not to fall asleep. She felt a little guilty about relaxing on the soft bed, but it didn’t break the rules she’d just been given. When she realized she just might fall asleep, she rose and knelt on the bed. Her master hadn’t said she couldn’t lay down, but she couldn’t allow herself to do that and risk falling asleep. 
Then the front door slammed shut and she tensed. She didn’t expect her master and big tits back this soon. She looked at the camera and decided hiding was not an option. She had to stay where she was. When the door opened to her room, she peered anxiously into the opening and then saw Lisa’s brother, Mike. Forewarned of the camera, he covered his face before he entered and made sure it wasn’t pointed at him before he dropped his hand. Behind him, Kimmy walked into the room. She was as naked as Amy, shaved and looking her usual 15 years old. A leash was attached to her collar and the end of the leash was in Mike’s hand.
Mike pulled Kimmy to him and unclipped the leash. He pointed her at Amy’s bed and gave her a little push. The older girl crawled up on the bed with Amy. “When both of you have had at least three orgasms each, I’ll take Kimmy back,” he said. “If you don’t have three each in an hour, then there will be hell to pay.”
While Amy now had instructions for three quick cums, Kimmy had extra instructions. Those instructions were that Amy was not to cum at all. She started by pushing the younger girl onto her back and kissing her hard and deep. Taken by surprise, Amy didn’t know what to do except to cooperate. It wasn’t the quickest way to her three orgasms, but it was a path. Kimmy’s kisses took her breath away. The kisses she’d shared with her mom had been forced, neither of them enjoying it. Kimmy took pleasure in it and Amy found herself responding. 
The two necked for several minutes before Amy felt compelled to try to get them back on track. There was a definite threat in the air if they didn’t cum. She pushed Kimmy back enough to say, “Let me lick your pussy so you can cum.”
Kimmy smiled and rolled over so the eager little slut could bury her face in the dripping pussy. Kimmy did love to obey her master, but it was more fun if she could be the instrument of another slave’s torment. She was good at that. She remembered the first time with Mary and how fun that had been. She knew she’d been key to turning Amy’s daddy into a slut hungry master. In her own way, she considered herself at least partially responsible for the entire family’s fall into debauchery.  
Crawling between Kimmy’s legs, Amy immediately went to work to get Kimmy off. They’d wasted enough time, so she wanted to get Kimmy’s first orgasm over. Kimmy pulled the little teen’s face to her pussy and then proceeded to guide Amy to all the wrong places. Amy found herself licking Kimmy’s thighs, her navel, and her ass. She kept trying to get to Kimmy’s clit. Kimmy kept Amy’s face planted in her pussy as she looked at her master and smiled. He nodded and she let Amy get to her clit. “Yeah, lick it like that, you little slut,” moaned Kimmy. “Best little slut ever in my pussy. Not as good as your mommy, but pretty damn good. Just a little bit more. Yeah, harder… mmmm,” she let herself go. Surrendering to the wonderful feeling, she let it build and a minute later she came. 
Immediately, Amy pulled away and lay on her back with her legs spread. She cast a glance at the camera, but it just didn’t matter anymore. “Come do me, Kimmy,” she said. 
“I have a better idea,” said Kimmy. “Keep doing me. Make me cum three times and then I’ll do you. I am so close to another and another. Don’t let it slip away.”
That made sense to Amy, so the silly little girl went back between Kimmy’s spread thighs and started licking again. It confused her when Kimmy again led her all over her body, even up to sucking on her nipples. 
Kimmy looked at her master and he held up three fingers. She’d managed to kill 30 minutes now. It was amusing to watch the frustrated 13-year-old try to make her cum. She relinquished control of Amy’s head and let the girl bring her to a second orgasm. She was panting and sweaty from the arousal.  Looking down at Amy, she said, “Do it again. I’m close. Just don’t take so long this time.” She had a hard time keeping a straight face as she urged Amy to task. 
Returning to Kimmy’s pussy, Amy had at least the satisfaction of knowing that when Kimmy finally did have her three and reciprocated, her three orgasms would go off like machine gun fire. She was so hot, juicy, and tingly that even if Kimmy dropped dead, she could finger herself to three. 
Now accustomed to the treatment, Amy just assumed that wandering around Kimmy’s body was part of Kimmy’s orgasm. Kimmy’s fingers were firmly entwined in her hair and she found herself this time kissing Kimmy passionately, sucking her nipples, sucking her toes, and most everything in between. Finally Kimmy let her focus on the throbbing clit and she made Kimmy cum that third time. 
Now, Amy fell back on the bed with her legs spread. She was afraid the hour was already up, though 20 minutes still remained. “My turn,” she said. 
Kimmy climbed on top of the smaller girl, laced her fingers into Amy’s fingers, spread their arms wide, and started kissing her again. Effectively pinned to the bed, Amy responded with kisses as she wondered how much time they had. In between kisses she managed to gasp, “Lick me… do me… now… really… can’t wait… what are you… ?” 
“Hot to cum are you?” said Kimmy. The tone of her voice gave Amy her first clue that something was wrong. 
“Yeah and we don’t have much time.”
“Oh, I came my three times,” said Kimmy. “I think you don’t have much time.”
“Huh?” said Amy. “You gotta.” She looked at Mike for the first time since all this started. “We both gotta or else, right?”
He looked like he wasn’t quite sure, but then he said, “She’s right. She did her part.”
“What?” gasped Amy. She tried to wriggle her hands free from Kimmy’s grip.  She could do her three right now all by herself. Even with an audience and a camera. “Let go. Let me do it. I’ll cum. He’s gonna…” She didn’t know exactly what he was going to do. “He’ll be so mad.”
“At you,” said Kimmy. She struggled to keep Amy’s hands away from her pussy and it wasn’t much of a struggle. Looking back at her master, she asked, “Master, you said you might give her a chance…”
“So I did,” agreed Mike. He tossed a pair of handcuffs on the bed. 
Kimmy snatched up the cuffs, flipped Amy onto her stomach, and cuffed her hands behind her. Then Kimmy slid off the bed and into Mike’s lap. 
“What?” shrieked Amy, desperate to cum not only to avoid punishment, but because she was so hot. 
“Cum,” said Kimmy, comfortably perched on her master’s lap. “Three times if you can.”
“Or else,” added Mike.  
The light went on in Amy’s head. Her one chance had been the cuffs. If she’d gotten them first and cuffed Kimmy, she’d be busy diddling herself off right now. It had only been a pretense of a chance. She realized she’d been set up to fail. It only made her more determined to beat them. It only made it more erotic to her audience, two people and one camera. How could a 13-year-old slut cum without leaving the soft, comfortable bed and without using her hands? She squirmed. She wriggled. She humped on the bed. She stood up, giving all a full view of her cute little figure, and begged for cock, tongue, fingers, broomstick, other assorted times, and finally, “just any fucking thing.” The more she begged, the hotter she got. 
After twenty minutes of incredibly erotic frustration, Mike looked at his watch and counted down the last ten seconds. 
Amy stood in the center of the bed, defeated. It had never been fair. What’s more, she knew it would never be fair. There was nothing for a slave, slut, bitch to do except submit. “Master, this slut is so sorry that she didn’t cum even once. Please, spank… ummm… please punish me for disobedience.” She hoped her master didn’t pick up on, or at least accepted her correction, that she’d presumptuously named her punishment. 
Mike pushed Kimmy off his lap and rose. “Who is your master?”
“My daddy.”
“Who put this camera here?”
“Daddy.”
He pulled his cell phone from his pocket. “One call from me and he would have granted your orgasms.” He held her gaze for 10 seconds. “Who could have granted you three fucking cums?”
“Daddy.”
 “And the last question is. Who is gonna decide and deliver your punishment?”
“Daddy,” she said again. It didn’t take any thought at all. 
He uncuffed her. “Are you hot and ready to cum over and over on camera?”
“Yes, oh yes, I am.”
“Stand right there and beg to the camera. Perhaps when daddy comes home, he’ll let you.” He clipped the leash to Kimmy’s collar and led her out of the room
Amy stood and stared at the camera for a few seconds. She had no idea when daddy would be home. She stood for the rest of the time and faced the camera. “Daddy, please let me cum,” she said over and over. Juices ran down her thighs. The more she begged, the more she wanted it. The words never changed, but she was very convincing by the time daddy came home. 
 When he led Mary into the house, it seemed rather quiet. He took her upstairs and as they approached, he could hear Amy’ strident pleas. He pushed open the door to her bedroom. 
“Oh, daddy,” she said instantly. Her eyes narrowed as she locked eyes with him. “I’d cum if you just looked at me the right way.” She knelt and then dropped to her tummy. Raising her ass to him, she said, “Spank me and I’ll cum.” It wasn’t quite accurate, but she hoped for anything. What she really meant was punish me, get this over with, and then let me cum. 
Bill pushed Big Tits to her knees and approached his daughter. “Off the bed, Little Tits” He already had a wooden paddle in his hands. She scrambled to obey. When she stood in front of him, he stepped to her side and slipped the paddle between her legs, one hand holding it in front and one hand in back with the thin edge vertical. Then he raised the paddle to press it firmly to her pubic bone, making it into an impromptu wooden horse. “Cum.”
She rocked her weight forward onto the narrow edge and felt it bite painfully into her delicate privates. A gasp escaped her lips as she felt the pain and arousal. “Yes, daddy,” she said as she rocked back and forth. Then he took the paddle away and she stood waiting and wondering. 
“Over the bed, Little Tits.”
She collapsed onto the bed, pushing her tight little ass prominently up to beg for the punishment she deserved  She counted ten, twenty, and then thirty screaming, agonizing swats to her naughty ass. As her own noise diminished, she could think again and realized it was ten for every orgasm that she hadn’t given to daddy. 
He left her like that for the night, cuffed and frustrated. She learned a valuable lesson. Never again did she forget who her true master way. 
Most of a week went by with Big Tits and Little Tits learning all about their new master. Time was running out and it was nearly time for him to return to Saudi. He’d decided that they would come with him. He didn’t realize there was one more ritual to pass before he was an accepted member of the group and a master qualified to take two sluts wherever he wanted. 
He was scheduled to leave Sunday afternoon. On Friday, Bill watched as Steve poured a measure of vodka into his glass and then did the same for himself.  The past couple of days had been a kinky dream.  His wife had become a subservient sexual slave and his daughter… Bill had to work to control his feelings and energy as he thought about the sex toy that his daughter had become.  He scarcely believed he’d be able to look at another female without the desire to dominate her.  
“Bill,” said Steve carefully,.  “I hope that by now you’ve come to accept the fact that the woman you married is not the woman you married.”
Bill knew enough about the most recent events to know that no comment was expected of him.
“Women have a way of concealing their true nature,” said Steve.  “Mary, like so many other women, is a slut.  Your daughter… damn, the little bitch is barely 13… she’s such a talented slut.”  For a moment both men were lost in the thought of the lovely young girl who was so capable of slaking their lust.  Then, Steve continued, “Bill, there are two courses from here.  Either you’re a full fledged member of our group or … not.”
Without hesitation, Bill said, “I’m in.”
“That’s what I thought,” said Steve.  “I’ve got your final initiation set for tomorrow night.  The ground rules are simple.  Rule One: You have Mary and Amy at my house tomorrow at 4 pm.  The festivities start at 6 pm.  Your presence is not required until 6 pm.  Rule Two: Whatever happens stays within the club.”
“What happens from 4 to 6?” asked Bill.
“Oh, a little bondage, a little teasing, a little warm up.  Trust me, by the time you get there, the two will be so hot they’ll do anything.  You should make sure they don’t cum between now and then. At six we’ll start introductions.  After introductions, we’ll have some fun.”
Bill took it easy on his wife and daughter the next day.  He knew they would get a real workout in the evening.  He was also saving his own energy for the upcoming initiation.  He dropped his wife and daughter off at the Simon’s house, knowing full well that they were going to be warmed up for the coming debauchery.  He didn’t like giving them up for the afternoon, but he reasoned that they had been well abused for a long time without his knowledge, so one more evening wouldn’t matter.  
Mary and Amy entered the house to see Steve Evans and Lisa and Mike Simons.  Steve chuckled as he looked them over.  “Bill, you’re treating ‘em too nice.”  They were dressed in clothes that any man would dress his wife and daughter in.  “Bring them out in public looking like you were proud to have them as your personal fuck slaves.  That’s what they are now.”  He winked.  “Of course, you can’t overdo it with a 13-year-old, but I’d never let her wear jeans.”  He walked Amy and Mary back out the front door and positioned Mary between Amy and the street.  “Take off the jeans right here, right now.”
“Yes, master,” said Amy. She paused long enough to get a nod from daddy and then took off her shoes and peeled off the tight jeans while standing on the front porch.  She was concealed from public eyes by her mom and dad, but it was still embarrassing to strip outside while five people watched her.  
“Ah,” said Steve.  “At least she has no panties and…” he spun her around, “… a butt plug.”  Then he ushered the two slaves inside.  “Be back at 6, Bill.  Don’t be early, but for parties like this, tastefully late is not a good idea either.  We won’t wait for you.”
*****
It wasn’t just Mary and Amy that were being prepared for the evening’s events.  The initiation would bring all the masters, mistresses, and slaves back together as they had for Mary’s initiation.  This was not only Bill’s chance to meet the rest of the group, it was Amy’s as well. An initiation generally got the masters and mistresses working out their slaves. 
Mrs. Evans knew that something was up.  Her son wouldn’t ever give her warning about parties or guests or any of the humiliations that he put her through, but she could still sense that something special was about to happen. She went to the grocery store and when she returned, Mark was waiting for her.  For the shopping, she was allowed to look outwardly normal though what was under her clothes was far from what a wife and mother would wear to the store.  
She carried in the first bags of groceries and set them down on the kitchen counter.  “Strip, mom,” said Mark.  
There were still perishable groceries to bring in, so she didn’t hesitate to obey. She removed her blouse to reveal her bra encased tits.  Then she unzipped her skirt and slid it off.  Underneath that she was wearing just a garter belt, stockings, and a butt plug.  She stepped out of her comfortable shoes and removed her bra to show her nipple rings.  A quick glance at her son told her that he did want her garter belt and stockings off, too.  Then she pulled out her butt plug and cleaned it as he watched.  She shuddered at how normal it had become to be nude in front of her son, licking and sucking on the plug.  
He handed her a pair of six inch heels, the only thing she was allowed to wear as she brought the rest of the groceries in from the car parked in the garage.  The boy didn’t help her carry the groceries, just watched with amusement as his slave did her chores naked.  
As soon as everything was put away, Mrs. Evans looked down at the floor and said, “How may mommy serve you, master?”
*****
Art and Tanya Johnson had a lovely home in a quiet neighborhood.  They’d saved up the down payment from his meager teacher’s salary and her bank teller’s salary.  It was furnished nicely with simple furniture.  The only problem was they weren’t allowed to use any of it… not since he’d been caught with kiddy porn on his computer. The basement, where the slaves were forced to live, was cold and hard.  They slept on mats, separate from each other.  Unannounced inspections by their owners, the Simons, kept them on their obedient toes.  They didn’t want to be caught sitting on a comfortable couch or sleeping in a warm bed, not that one was available to them.  Their most intimate moments of sex were always with an audience, the act made raunchy by their cruel owners.  
The basement was roughly 13 feet across. They each were chained to opposite walls by wrists and ankles with chains just long enough so their fingertips could touch if they reached. If they kept their hands to their sides, they could rub their bodies together and kiss. Except for the cage that was always on his cock, they could have fucked. Their only private moments were frustrating and brief. Too much contact with his naked wife was painful as his cock would swell.     
Even now Mr. Johnson wore a cage on his cock that prevented him from trying to get a quickie from his lovely young wife.  All he could do was sit on the hard floor and stare at his wife, his lone diversion.  Chained and gagged, he sat and drooled with his wife in sight, but out of reach for now. Six feet away, his wife sat naked, gagged, and drooling on a wooden horse where Mrs. Simon left her nearly an hour ago.  She moaned and squirmed helplessly as the thin edge of the horse cut into her already sore pussy.    
He watched. What else was he to do? Yet, he had to concentrate on anything but his wife, because his cock threatened to expand in the too tight space of his cage.  He hated the fact that he found it arousing when his wife was tortured in front of him.  While he hated it, he couldn’t deny it.  
The basement door slammed open and Tanya jumped, digging the edge of the horse into her pussy even more as she settled down firmly again.  Her hands were bound behind her back and her ankles were tied to the floor on either side of the horse.  She could just barely touch her aching toes to the concrete below her. The two waited as Mr. and Mrs. Simon came down to the basement.  Art stood looking at the floor.  Tanya simply looked down.  “These pets are ready to serve,” they said in practiced unison.  
*****
Patti’s life had gone from hell to worse than hell.  She’d been enslaved by the group years ago and had been forced to tolerate all manner of abuses. She no longer even considered denying her masters and mistresses anything. Then her own sons had been introduced her to slavery and even trained in how to abuse her.  She was astonished to find they liked fucking her and horrified at how quickly they’d turned into sadists who enjoyed abusing her and Wendy.  Her home was no longer a refuge for her.  
Fourteen year old Luke was just about the same height as his mother.  At the moment he had his index fingers hooked through her nipple rings and was pulling up on them so that Patti was perched on her toes.  She was wearing a cute little maid’s outfit with a skirt that fit around her waist high enough to expose her pussy and ass.  The front was low enough to expose her ample breasts that her son was taking liberties with now.  He let go of the nipple rings and grabbed her tits again, squeezing the firm, fleshy mounds. 
Across the room, Wendy lay over the arm of the sofa, her ass raised up perfectly for a spanking.  Her older brother, Josh, was doing just that to her.  Her ass was bright red and he brought the paddle down again and again while she screamed in agony.  Her hands were tied to the far end of the sofa and her ankles to the opposite wall.  There was nothing the frustrated 17-year-old could do but take the spanking.  
Luke let go of his mother’s tits and said, “Put on your shoes and go get me a Coke.”  He watched smugly as she put on her six inch heels and tottered out of the room. There was just something about letting her wear the silly costume as if the scant bit of clothing gave her some dignity.  In reality, all the important parts were clearly visible.  He liked the way her legs and ass looked in those very high heels. She couldn’t keep herself from wiggling her hips as she departed, burning with humiliation at the thought of him watching her.  
*****
“Booze,” said Steve Evans, looking directly at Mary.  “For me, it’s scotch on the rocks. Lisa likes gin and tonic.  Mike likes beer.  Keep us supplied.  You have no other purpose in life. Lisa will teach you what drinks everyone likes.  Normally my son’s slave does that, but you’re the designated back up.”  He grabbed her by the ear… hard.  “Lisa and Mike are underage.  They get 4 drinks tops.  I ever catch you giving them more than that… you will never forget it.  They will try,” he grinned at the two teens.  “Hell, they may even whip your sorry ass for not giving them a fifth drink.  You need to know only that there are worse things than a spanking.”  He chuckled.  “Hell, you’re a fucking slave, bitch.  They’ll whip your sorry ass for no reason all.”
He turned his attention to Amy and the teen visibly shrank in his gaze.  He grabbed her little nipples and pulled her back up. “I don’t care if you fear me or your true master, but don’t ever hide your hot little charms from any of us.  Got it?”
“Yes, master, this pet understands,” said Amy quickly.  
He led her toward what she at first glance thought was a chair.  The “seat” had no middle. At that observation, she knew it wasn’t a chair.  She just couldn’t quite figure out how it was about to be used on her. The back was a single 6 inch by 6 inch post from the floor to height of 5 feet, forming not only the back, but the single rear leg.  The front two legs consisted of similarly thick and sturdy wood that reached 2 feet high.  The “seat” of the chair was parallel beams 6 inches by 6 inches, running from the front legs to straddle the back leg, but with a one foot wide gap between the two beams.   
She didn’t notice the other details until Steve started to put her in position.  She knelt up on the two beams that formed the seat of the device.  Her legs were 18 inches apart.  She looked back over her shoulder and looked at what he was doing behind her.  She met his gaze and quickly turned front again, feeling guilty.  
“No, go ahead and watch,” said the man.  “Don’t move.  Just watch what’s happening.”
She looked back over her shoulder with trepidation. Thus encouraged to look just didn’t seem… encouraging.  In her kneeling position, her knees were near the front of the chair and her calves and feet extended behind her down the length of the beam. He took a semi-circular band of metal, placed it over her right ankle, and used a cordless drill to drive two screws into the wooden beam to secure the band over her ankle.  He moved and she turned the other way to watch him secure her other ankle to the other beam. It gave her a new meaning to being screwed.  She was immobile and, with the screws, it looked so very permanent.  
Mike pulled her arms back against the side of the back upright and they screwed her arm with a band and two screws.  Three of her limbs were secured. “Put your hand back here,” said Steve.  She put her hand where he pointed and cooperated with having her fourth limb screwed to the huge device.  
The bondage proceeded as a heavy collar was placed around her neck and then secured to the top of the back post.  She was totally frightened at the permanence of the metal bands and screws.  Ropes had seemed secure to her.  She’d followed commands before.  Never had she been permanently affixed to a huge hunk of wood.  Their smiles were nowhere near comforting.  
Steve put a clothespin on Amy’s left nipple.  He teased it to hardness first, tweaking the tiny little bud with his fingers.  It was barely the size of a dime, topping a tit that was less than half a decent peach.  He added one to her right nipple, then two more to each tit.  With each one she cried out in pain, but she could only watch.  
They could do anything to her.  She wondered if she’d be allowed to suck a cock instead of whatever they had planned. Lisa was included in that offer, as she wondered if she could lick a pussy.  Whatever they had planned for her didn’t seem to be negotiable at the moment.  At least they hadn’t offered an alternative and she wasn’t foolish enough to speak when she knew she wasn’t supposed to.  
*****
“Time for a workout, mommy,” said Mark.  
Mrs. Evans knew at once what he had planned for the afternoon.  She followed him to the back door and when he stopped, she removed her heels.  Then she followed him, barefoot and bare everything else, out to the barn.  The big house was relatively secluded.  No one was going to see them short of arriving unannounced and walking around the house to the back.  
In the barn, Mark retrieved his mom’s tack and put it on her.  He kept it in the barn and it did make her look like a harness pony, but he never referred to her as a pony girl.  It was simply her exercise outfit.  It consisted of a leather head harness with straps under her chin, behind her head, over her head, and across her face in an inverted Y.  She opened her mouth to let him seat the bit gag.  It fit tight between her teeth, pulling the corners of her mouth back severely.  
Then he put a leather harness around her tits.  Leather straps above and below her tits met in an X behind her back.  He clipped a long lead rope to the ring in the middle of her back.  Picking up a whip, he led her out to the exercise ring.  The previous owners had horses, so the barn and exercise ring were designed just for that.  The Evans had never run a horse in the ring, though many of the slaves had felt the humility of being treated like one.  
Mrs. Evans followed her son into the ring.  He fed out 20 feet of the lead rope and clucked at her.  With a threatening snap of his whip, she started walking a circle around him.  The ground was soft.  One of her menial tasks was to turn over the dirt occasionally to keep it soft just to make it harder on her.  It wasn’t quite like walking on a sandy beach, but neither was it like walking on solid ground.  She walked in a circle for a couple of minutes, getting warmed up.
“Reverse,” he commanded and she turned to walk the other direction for a couple of minutes again.  “Giddy up,” he called out and cracked the whip again.  So far he hadn’t actually touched her with the whip.  Now she broke into a jog.  She felt the incredible shame of running naked in front of her son, her tits bouncing.  At the same time, she felt a warm rush that he would want to see her do this.  He seemed never to tire of it.  
She jogged around the circle, feeling the burn of her muscles as she kept up the pace that she knew he wanted in the soft earth.  Worse, she was expected to kick her knees up high as she ran.  It was tough exercise that kept her slim and youthful, but it wasn’t an exercise she’d choose for herself.  It was hard and demanding.  Soon she found herself sweating and laboring.  The whip cracked again, this time creasing her ass to remind her that she’d fallen off the pace.  She gritted her teeth and picked up her pace and her knees.  
“Reverse,” he called out again and she did.  Jogging in the other direction was no less excruciating now that her muscles had reached their limit.  If it were her choice, she’d stop.  Sweat poured off her body like it never had before she’d felt the touch of his whip, 4 years ago.  He’d started running her like this when he was 14.  She’d been his 13 year old birthday present.  There were times when she could still recall the look on his face when his dad had “given” her to him.  That look of consternation had changed to confidence.  
She’d always found the incestuous nature of their master-slave relationship absolutely humiliating. When he was a young teen, she’d been amazed at his stamina, cumming six times a day. Back then he hadn’t denied her orgasms.  As humiliating as it was, she found herself a sexually satisfied slave. Now she was just his slave, occasionally satisfied and always obedient.  
She ran for 20 minutes, though she didn’t know and had never known how long she worked her.  “Ho,” he called out.  She walked up to him, standing 3 feet away as he reeled in the rope.  Her chest rose and fell rapidly and sweat ran down her.  She could feel the salty rivulets run between and over her tits.  She felt them more because his eyes watched them, traced them, followed them over her curves.   It was embarrassing to have him look at her that way, but it was also thrilling.  Her husband never looked at her like that anymore.  Her son, her master, usually didn’t look at her like this.  Just when she was hot and sweaty.  She knew what was coming and wanted it as much as he did. She just had to wait for his command. 
*****
Mr. Simon went to Tanya and cranked the horse down a little lower until her feet were on the floor and there was a little bend in her knees. “Have a fun ride for your pedo husband, slut?” he asked. 
“No, master,” said Tanya. “The slut didn’t enjoy it, but that doesn’t matter.” He chuckled as he knelt down and untied her feet and walked her forward and off the horse. 
Mrs. Simon taunted Art, saying, “If you weren’t such a pervert, you’d be able to take care of your wife better. I’m betting she’s gonna get fucked right in front of your eyes.” He’d bet that she and he were gonna be fucked, but he was just a slut for her to use. She unclipped the chains from his wrists and ankles only to hook his wrists to chains on the ceiling and ankles to rings on the floor.  She hoisted his arms up so he was on his toes with his feet spread three feet apart. “But then, you’re gonna get fucked while she watches.” He was still facing his wife, but now spread eagle. 
Tanya was chained in the same fashion, facing her husband. The two were six feet apart, close enough to see every detail and far enough away to see each other’s entire body. Mr. Simon stripped and stepped up behind Tanya. He grabbed her tits from behind, fondling her as Art was forced to watch. The master’s cock was visible between her legs. He toyed with her body for a few minutes and then slid his cock into her pussy. 
While Mr. Simon played with Tanya, Mrs. Simon turned on the computer monitor to the side of the room and started the program that would display the school teacher’s display of naked and naughty little girls. His preferred range was 9-10 years old, but the collection ranged from as young as 6 to as old as 12. Each picture displayed for 10 seconds, only to be replaced by another perverse picture. Sometimes the girls were alone and sometimes they had partners of either sex and various ages.  
Mr. Simon removed Art’s cage.  With the help of the pictures, her hand, and his wife’s body, his cock rose to full hardness.  Then she slid a cock ring in place. She picked up a baseball bat and walked in front of the helpless man.  Standing there, she spread KY jelly on the handle of the bat. He could only watch as she prepared the bat for his ass. It never got easier. He hated it, even more so when they did it in front of Tanya.  
As Mr. Simon put his cock in Tanya, Mrs. Simon went behind Art and started working the handle of the bat into his ass. He tried to relax. He knew it would fit. He knew that fighting was pointless, but the top of the handle of the bat was nearly 2 inches in diameter. It took her over a minute, a very painful minute, to get the handle in. Moans of pain escaped his lips. Halfway through the ordeal he started to scream. Tears ran down his cheeks as he was violated. It popped in and then it was much easier as she fed six inches of polished ash up his ass. It was made worse by the audible sigh of relief from Tanya; she’d been watching everything. The size of the bat and the pressure on his prostate made him feel ready to explode. The cock ring made sure he stayed frustrated. When she started to slide the bat in and out, keeping just the knob inside, he moaned.  “Please, mistress, may I cum?”  
He looked across the short distance at the arousing sight of his wife being raped. She was being taken against her will, but it had been so long since she’d cum that her frustration was no less than his.  She was begging as well. “Fuck me, master. Do me right in front of him. Take me with your big cock. You’re so much better than him. Please, let me cum. Let me cum and then I’ll suck your cock clean.” Watching his beautiful and sexy wife writhing on the cock of another man was something he’d grown accustomed to so much that it was exciting to see the slut beg. 
He could feel his cock throbbing, begging to him for release. He knew what he had to do if he wanted to cum. There was no pride left in him. “Butt fuck me with a baseball bat. Watch this slut get his ass ream with a fucking baseball bat. Do me, mistress, right in front of her. Let me cum with a big bat up my ass.” He strained at his chains, pushing toward his wife with his hard cock prominently pointed at her. “Rape the fucking slut and rape my slut ass, too.”
The Simons let the two sluts beg for a couple of minutes as they worked themselves into a frenzy. Mr. Simon came inside Tanya, pulled out, and stepped away. Mrs. Simon painfully extracted the bat from Art’s ass. She lowered him to his knees and offered him her soaking pussy to eat. Still deluding himself with hope that he might get to cum, he licked her furiously. “Damn, I bet he never licked pussy like this for you, slut,” she said. She knew that he’d never gone down on his wife. He’d learned how to eat cunt like an expert, but had still never done it to Tanya. The mistress came in a satisfying orgasm. Then she removed his cock ring, waited for his poor cock to subside, and put the cage back on. “Maybe next time,” she said to him. 
Tanya missed most of that action. True to her promise, she sucked Mr. Simon’s cock clean. He hadn’t let her cum, but she hadn’t really expected him to either. Whether she came or not, she did what he expected. 
*****
After Patti came back with Luke’s Coke, Josh stopped spanking Wendy. “Switch,” he said to his younger brother. 
Luke nodded, “Sure.” Patti seemed equally humiliated by either of her sons, but they’d quickly noticed that Wendy was particularly humiliated by submitting to her little brother. Naturally the two boys had tacitly agreed that Wendy was Luke’s slave and their mom was Josh’s slave. They traded sometimes so that Luke could have mommy time and Josh could have time with his little sister. Josh was the biggest of the three, so Wendy was his little sister by age and size. The other three were all about the same height and Luke enjoyed being little brother since it bothered Wendy so much. 
Luke swatted his mom’s ass with his bare hand before moving back to Wendy. The hapless teen was still tied and stretched across the couch. About the only thing she could move was her head and that turned to look at her little brother. She was a little lower than eye level to his cock and the damn thing was semi-hard again. It seemed like Luke was always ready for more. There was little resolve left in her after the heinous spanking she’d just taken and she wondered where his cum was going this time. 
Wendy felt his weight on her as he lay on top of her. His cock pressed between the burning cheeks of her ass. His chest rested on her bare back.  That put his head level with hers and his mouth to her ear. “Whatever I want with my big sister,” he said for what had to be the hundredth time. One day she hoped it wouldn’t make her blush with the humiliation he meant for her. She felt his hands reach under and cup her tits, then seize her nipples and twist cruelly. She felt his cock swell as he teased her. She wanted to just scream, but all she allowed herself was squirms in silent protest. It made it more difficult for him to grab her, but it made his cock hard to know she didn’t like his rough touch. “Wanna blow me?” Knowing an answer wasn’t expected, she stayed silent. It was more like he was thinking out loud. Soon enough he’d make his choice. “I could fuck you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, slut.  From behind or in front?  Hmmm.” 
Josh had his mom exposing herself in various ways. As if the short skirt and low top that showed everything wasn’t enough, he made her face away from him and bend to touch her toes. She held the position, feeling his eyes on her ass, pussy, and tits. When he told her to straighten up, it was only to have her face him and lift her skirt up. He made her walk back and forth. Her tiny steps atop the high heels were sexy. 
As Luke was trying to make up his mind, Wendy’s cell phone rang. Luke checked the caller ID and it said it was Grace, so he carried it over to Wendy. Lisa had made it clear that Patti and Wendy belonged to Josh and Luke, but the other girls were off limits. There was still fun to be had. “Tell her to come over and bring Susie,” he said as he flipped the phone open and pressed it to her ear.
Grace wanted to talk, but Wendy kept it short, insisting that Grace and Susie should come over so they could catch up. She hadn’t seen her friends in about a week, ever since her brothers had taken control. She didn’t know what her brother had in mind, but it would distract him from bothering her. 
“Tell them what you’ve done this week,” said Luke as he handed the phone to his sister. 
Blushing, Wendy started naming the things she’d had to do for her brothers. It was an embarrassing litany of bondage and sex. Sex with her brothers. Sex with her mother. Masturbation while her brothers laughed at her. As she talked, Luke played with her tits.  When she talked about masturbation, he fingered her. He smacked her bright red ass when she didn’t mention the spankings. 
On the other end of the phone, Grace thought about her two little brothers and Susie’s little brother and little sister, 13 and 10. It wouldn’t be long before she lost her virginity in an orgy of boys and she had to wonder if her mistress planned to let her brothers, 12 and 9, loose on her. 
As Grace started to run out of things to say, Luke cut his sister off. “Tell them who your master is.”
“My master is my little brother,” she said. 
“What are you going to do while she listens?”
“I don’t know,” said Wendy. “Whatever you want, master. I’m sure it will be naughty, something I don’t want to do.” He nestled the phone between her shoulder and her ear, an implicit command to hold it there. It made her wonder what he was going to do next. 
Grace half wanted to hang up the phone, but she didn’t know how Josh and Luke fit into the scheme of masters. Was she supposed to obey them? Caught between her submission to Lisa and her friendship with Wendy, she could only listen. 
“Eeee, up my ass, Grace,” squealed Wendy abruptly as Luke decided what he would do. Prompted by her little brother, she started to describe how she was tied across the length of the sofa with her ass so available. 
Grace couldn’t help herself. “Is he gonna cum in your ass?’ She could hear Wendy panting and grunting in pain. 
“I don’t… know,” gasped Wendy. “Whatever he wants.” As she felt his cock slid out of her and his weight went off her, she said, “I don’t think so.”
Luke untied her wrists so her arms weren’t stretched in front of her. Then he sat on the couch with his still hard cock in her face. “Oh, fuck,” said Wendy. 
He took the phone from her. “Hi, Grace,” he said. “Wendy can’t talk right now.” He moaned softly. “Oh yeah, such the shit right off it.  Hear that, Grace? She’s sucking the cock that was just up her ass. You know what I’m looking forward to?”
“N- no,” stammered Grace. 
“Letting Kyle have a turn with her. Know why?’
It didn’t take a genius to know what Luke would want to “lend” Wendy to Kyle, Grace’s 12-year-old brother. “So you can have a turn with me?” she said. 
He hung up the phone as Wendy sucked his cock down her throat. He could wait for Susie and her big tits. Lisa had said it wouldn’t be long. 
Owned Teachers Daughter 
By Kenna 
Chapter 10
Firmly attached to the chair, Amy’s young body was on perfect display. She could neither hide it nor protect it. Her arms were stretched back and pinned down the length of the post behind her, forcing her to push her chest out like she was offering her teen tits up for torture. Squirming uncomfortably, she watched Mr. Evans slowly put a third clothespin on her right tit, making it look like he was daring her to stop him. “Owww,” she complained at that indignity. To make sure she stayed unintelligible, he put a ring gag in her mouth. On another occasion he might enjoy punishing her for talking, but tonight he wanted to stay with the plan. He slowly put another clothespin on her left tit and then one on each of her pussy lips. Picking up a slender whip, he started whipping her tits right where the clothespins were. 
“Aaahhh,” whined Amy as the whip made the clothespins tug on her tender skin. The whip stung, the pinch of the clamps made her nipples ache, and together the whip made the clothespin tug at her soft skin. It was almost like an out of body experience as she looked down at the body she had no control of and watched the whip strike. It wasn’t an out of body experience though because she felt every snap of the whip. She willed the clothespins to come off. The quick whip did just that, yanking one off, and she yelped at the pain. One by one he popped the clothespins off, as she felt like the clothespin was going to take her skin with it. Then to her horror, he started on the clamps on her pussy. He whipped her for two minutes before deciding they just weren’t going to come off that way. 
Changing to a flogger, he started whipping her between the legs with upstrokes. Her raised position and the gap in the middle of the chair seat made sure he could make firm strokes against her most sensitive part and in a few seconds he’d ripped those clothespins off. 
“Uh uh,” said Amy, shaking her head as she saw Mike with even more clothespins. She wasn’t arguing with them, something she knew to be pointless. She was trying to deny that this could be happening. The two men proceeded to put a row of clothespins from just below her collarbone to just above her knee, one about every inch. She squirmed in frustration as they pulled her skin out and clamped it time after time, down her chest, down her tummy, and all the way down the front of her thighs. Knowing nothing she did could get them to stop, she didn’t even try. She wailed, a wet and sloppy sound, as soon as she saw the whip in Steve’s hand. For several minutes, Steve and Mike took turns ripping the clothespins off one by one with the whip. By the time they were done, her front was criss crossed with red stripes and had two neat nearly vertical rows of red marks. Her chin was wet with drool, dripping down to form a stream between her breasts. 
Mary tottered back and forth, sometimes bringing drinks, but usually on meaningless errands just to keep her moving. Each time she came into the room with Amy, she grimaced at the sight of her daughter being tortured, but always with the same thought. She was glad it wasn’t her. 
The two men continued to abuse the 13-year-old, changing to thin, flexible sticks the diameter of wooden matches and a foot long. They were like mini-switches that they used to cane her body. They looked innocuous, but Amy immediately learned that a single stroke stung and several in the same place hurt like hell. “This is what it means to be owned, slut,” said Steve. “We’re doing this just because we can. What you think… how you feel is of no concern.” When they’d had their fill of making her squirm, moan, and learn more about frustration, they used the sharp points on the sticks to just poke her over and over. Steve pushed the blunt end of a stick up her nose and then into her mouth. Mike ran a stick through her pussy and then rested it in her mouth. 
The poor girl had no one to turn to. Her mother was a slave like her and had practically participated in her enslavement. Her father simply enjoyed her as a sex toy and took her as his slave. Despite that, she’d gotten used to it. With her parents no longer acting as parents, she had to get used to it. The sudden leap into the adult world of anything goes sex was exciting in a twisted way. Exciting to be allowed in and see what the mystique was all about, but twisted in what she had to do. She hated blowjobs. She hated being ass raped. She hated needing permission to cum. She hated that the masters and mistress could cum over and over while she got none. She hated being used just for their amusement. On the other hand, she loved the attention, craving humiliation like her mother and enjoying her few orgasms even more for it. This treatment tonight was unlike anything she’d been put through so far. It was nothing but pain and yet it was the same. The helpless frustration of watching them use her body was exciting as well. The bulges in their pants rose unbidden in response to her young body in pain. She was the center of their attention as if they couldn’t help themselves. Her tight pussy, shaved to make her look even younger, tingled as juices started to seep out. She was theirs, body and soul, unable to resist. 
*****
Finished exercising his mom, Mark Evans told her to follow him into the back yard. She’d expected him to take her inside and use her. The backyard meant something different. She just didn’t know what. It wasn’t unheard of for him to fuck her and make her blow him outside, just unusual. He made her lie forward across a small, sturdy, low table. Her chin, chest, and hips rested on the table while her knees rested on the ground. Her hands dangled over the sides, nearly touching the ground. When he cuffed her hands underneath the table and tied her knees to the legs of the table, spreading her wide, she was helpless. 
“I’m gonna have some fun, slave,” he said as he used fishing line to lasso her clit. He ran the two ends of the thin line outside her pussy, over her ass, and tied them to rings on the table top on either side of her. After checking to make sure her fuck hole was unimpeded by the line, he tightened the lines until she had to rotate her hips up and back to ease the strain on her clit. The effect was to present her full round ass for either a spanking, fucking, or both. “I’m just making sure you know what I can do to my slave.” He put on a head harness with a spring gag that pulled her mouth wide open in all directions. Running ropes from the top of the harness to the rings beside her, he pulled them tight so her head was forced up, her eyes looking straight ahead and her mouth ready for use. 
The vulnerable position outside in the yard made her nervous. The house was secluded, so there wouldn’t be any chance of discovery unless her master planned it, yet he left her alone as if something was supposed to happen. Like many of the slaves she’d been forced to service many men at one time. This was a perfect setup for rape. There was one other possibility that sat in the back of her mind. She hadn’t been disobedient lately, so she didn’t deserve that level of punishment. Then her blood ran cold as she heard the sound of the dogs barking getting closer. She couldn’t turn her head to look behind her as Mark led three Rottweilers to her. 
It was her worst nightmare. He’d done it to her once before and this was why she obeyed without hesitation. She started whining and shaking her head. “Why? Why? Why?” she asked, the words clear even through the gag. “Eeeeee,” she squealed as a cold nose pressed against her ass. She mentally recoiled, but her ass stayed right where it was. 
“You’re a fucking slave, mom,” said her son. “I do what I want with you. However, there is a reason why. There is something very special planned for tonight. A special initiation. All the slaves will be there and all the slaves are being reminded what their master or mistress can do. The whole point is that tonight is so different, so taboo that you might think about disobeying. Even a little. The reminder is this… you do what you’re told tonight without hesitation or you’ll get the dogs again tomorrow and maybe a couple of days after that, too.”
Mrs. Evans had just a few seconds to wonder what was so especially bad about tonight that it warranted this kind of reminder before her son told the dogs, “Mount the bitch.” One of the dogs leaped up behind her, his front claws clicking on the surface of the wood table as he pushed up behind her. The well trained dog found her helpless pussy quickly and shoved his cock home. She shuddered and whined as the dog took her. It wasn’t a big, painful cock, but the thrusting tugged on the line encircling her clit. The worst part was that it was a dog’s cock and her son was enjoying it. “Holy fuck, mom,” said Mark. “He’s having fun. Looks like you are, too. You have permission to cum. Show me what a slut mommy is.”
Another one circled in front of her and licked her mouth, using his long, flexible tongue to virtually rape her helpless mouth. She rolled her eyes to the side where her son’s smiling face watched from inches away. He had his cock out and stroked it, aroused at her submission to the dogs. She wished the dog would just get his cock in her mouth. The long tongue was worse as it relentless tickled the back of her throat. While one pounded her from the rear, this one spent a couple of minutes slobbering tongue kisses in her open mouth her before rising up and sliding his cock into her mouth. Sandwiched between the two, the slave suffered her ultimate punishment. Much as she hated the treatment, she came in a tremendous, earth shattering orgasm. 
As if the dogs weren’t bad enough, she couldn’t help herself from enjoying the demeaning treatment, the humiliation of cumming for the dogs right in front of her son, the painful tugs on her clit, and the steady pounding of the three dogs as they took turns with her mouth and pussy. She’d been doing this for years, first for her husband and then for her son. By now she knew that she was a slut just like they said. Why else would her body rock in orgasm as dogs took her cunt and mouth. 
*****
In their own basement, Art and Tanya Johnson had just suffered through the humiliation of being raped in front of each other. Now, Mrs. Simon prepared them for another torture. Art was seated on a square platform, 6 inches by 6 inches, and 3 feet high. It was an unpadded block of wood, uncomfortable even with his feet on the floor. When his mistress pulled his feet up and set them on supports on the side of the center pedestal of the stool, it put his weight on his ass and spread his legs like he was riding a miniature horse with his feet in miniature stirrups, making his hard cock more prominent. She attached a scrotum stretcher to pull his balls 2 inches from his cock and made sure the cock ring was snug to the base of his cock. Just two feet in front of Art, his lovely young wife was already seated on a similar stool, her feet pulled up to spread her pussy open. Their arms were tied behind them, so they couldn’t use their hands or arms for balance or support. There really wasn’t a need for help balancing since the wood platforms were also graced with 8-inch long plastic rods sticking straight up that were firmly up the slaves’ asses. 
The two slaves had been slaves for over a year and this was a new torment for them. It wasn’t hard to tell that if left like this for an hour or more, their asses would be sore. It was also pretty obvious that the position was relatively comfortable compared to some things they’d been forced to endure. That meant their master and mistress intended to make it worse. Art stared at his sexy wife, displayed like a trophy on a pedestal. Of course he was similarly displayed. With her legs spread and small tits thrust out, Tanya felt like a trophy and her husband’s gaze only accentuated the feeling. 
Mrs. Simon attached a thin rope to Art’s scrotum stretcher and then tied one end to Tanya’s right big toe and the other to her left big toe. It put some tension on his balls and he couldn’t shift forward to ease the strain. The mistress tied Art’s big toes to Tanya’s clit ring, making sure it was tight enough to pull the clit out just a little. Now in a little bit of pain, the couple hoped that their mistress was finished. It was not to be. Art whined in pain as Mrs. Simon removed the supports that held Tanya’s feet up. Her feet dangled in midair and she had to put them closer to him to ease the pain. When his supports were removed, he raised his feet forward to keep from pulling the ring right out of his wife’s clit. 
Picking up a 2 foot long metal rod with a ball gag at each end, Mrs. Simon inserted the balls into their mouths and the mistress secured the balls in place with straps. Mr. and Mrs. Simon stepped back to admire her handiwork as the two slaves struggled to keep their feet up while balanced atop the narrow platform. “Shall we, my dear?” asked Mr. Simon as he picked up a long, slender whip. “Yes, let’s,” agreed Mrs. Simon picking up a matching whip. Then they started to leave red stripes all over the husband and wife as they tortured each other with their big toes. 
The husband and wife groaned in pain from the many faceted torture. The rods up their asses were uncomfortable and with most of their weight on their ass, that started to hurt. Their legs strained to keep from dropping too low, yet at the same time, their genitals hurt because it was virtually impossible to keep their feet up. The whip across their bare backs stung with each blow. They hated that they’d come to enjoy the pain so much that it made them more and more excited. On top of that, they were forced to watch each other suffer. It was a double edged pleasure to be tortured in front of their helpless mate and to watch their mate being tortured. It hurt, it was humiliating, and it was exciting. Art thought his wife looked so sexy when she was squirming in pain and Tanya simply liked watching the bastard being hurt. 
Checking her watch, Mrs. Simon saw it was time to interrupt the fun and got Art down off this pedestal. “We’re gonna leave her here like that for a while longer,” she said. “Who knows what else her master will do? We have somewhere to be.” She put her slave into a trunk and the two carried the heavily laden trunk to the garage. Using a lift in the back of her SUV, Mrs. Simon hoisted the trunk into the back end while Mr. Simon went back downstairs to the anxiously waiting petite woman perched on her tiny pedestal. Miserable as she was, she’d been mentally pleading for his return. Being left like this was unthinkable. He tied her tongue to her clit ring and then attached a screw device to the string. As he screwed the device, it pulled the string farther and farther from her body and her tongue and clit farther away from their homes. As much as he enjoyed watching a slave in pain, he went upstairs for half an hour knowing she was begging for him and would be very compliant. Watching a slave in pain was fun, but having that same slave happy to see him when he returned was even better. 
Art’s trunk was not soundproofed, so Mrs. Simon taunted the slave teacher as she drove. “I think your wife is about the stupidest bitch I’ve ever had the pleasure to own. You have this thing for little girls and get caught with all that porn on your computer. I think it fair that you’re paying for that as a helpless slave just like you’d like to do with one of those little 9-year-olds. Anything I want as long as I want. Your slut wife should have been outraged at your fetish, divorced you, and just walked away. But there she is sitting with a pole up her ass and servicing your master. Pretty fucked up if you ask me, but I love it when things are fucked up that way.” It was a deep dark secret in his head that the idea of pulling his wife into this predicament made him hard. Watching the naïve woman getting sucked into total slavery and now watching her suffer for him was arousing. He couldn’t deny that he loved everything they did to his wife. 
It was a theme she hit on often and he’d heard their master saying the same things to Tanya. By now there was nothing she could do about it. His wife, innocent of any wrongdoing, couldn’t change her mind after all the things she’d done on camera. He didn’t know if she regretted that initial decision to stand by him. By now she wasn’t a slave just for him. On three different occasions, their master and mistress had ordered her to pick up a 9 or 10-year-old girl and bring her home. Once there, Art had some of his fantasy come true. Together they’d strip and fondle the Lolita and then he’d jack off, but he wasn’t allowed to cum. He played with the underage girl and let her watch him, though she was never allowed to touch him. Even though she hated it, Tanya stripped and touched the little girl as well. All of the damning event was caught on tape including Tanya’s involvement. 
Perched on her platform, Tanya was forced to watch one of those videos. As her hands went everywhere on the little girl, she shuddered at what that meant to her. Their master and mistress looked at the same pictures of little girls that her husband had and now had videos that were just kiddy porn. They were the owners and she was the slave only because they had her on DVD and she had nothing on them. After a few minutes of watching, her master put a platform in front of her and stepped up on it with his hard cock right at mouth level. With the sound still playing in the background, she gave him an eager smile and sucked him off yet again. At least he’d freed her tongue and clit. 
*****
After 45 minutes, Steve and Mike changed Amy’s predicament again. Their teen slave was left in the same position, but now Mike strategically placed vibrators. A short vibrator went into her pussy without breaking her hymen. A plastic strip ran up the front of her slit with a button vibrator pressed to her clit. In back, a butt plug on a narrow strip slipped four inches up her ass. Straps ran up front and back, one up her ass crack and the other from the top of the strip vibrator, and connected to a waist strap to secure the butt plug, pussy plug, and clit vibrator in place. None of it was turned on yet, so she had no idea what was going on except that she was plugged front and rear. 
Mike replaced her ring gag with a more complicated head harness. It was still centered around a ring gag, but now she had a Y-strap from the corners of her mouth up over her head, a strap from the corners of her mouth that ran behind her head, and a chin strap all that came together to secure the ring gag in place. It was padded in the back and secured her to the post behind her head, giving her a couple of inches of play. 
Amy was in that position when Mrs. Simon led Art into the room naked and blindfolded. It wasn’t yet time for him to see his underage companion for the evening. Amy did a quick appraisal, surprised to see that a man was being treated as a slave, too. Why else would he have his hands tied behind his back and every bit on display as she was?
His mistress put a harness around his waist and between his legs. The harness held a butt plug in place, six inches up his ass, and had a scrotum stretcher than pulled his balls down two inches.  With that in place, she guided him to stand on the chair where Amy knelt, his feet by her knees and his cock just inches from her face. “Put your cock right in there,” she said, pushing his soft cock into Amy’s open mouth. Then his harness was buckled to her harness so his pubic hair tickled her nose. 
Used to being abused by his mistress and all the masters (he’d heard Steve and Mike), he figured he had his cock in the mouth of one of the slaves he’d met already… Cindy Cooper, Beth Kemper, Mary Clark, or any one of the others. It was then that Mrs. Evans removed his blindfold and he stared down into the eyes of a frightened 13-year-old girl bound and helpless with his cock in her mouth. She was a bit old for his tastes, but he was still astounded at the opportunity. Never before had he been allowed to put his cock in such a young girl’s mouth. It rose quickly to fill her mouth. 
“You may not cum, either of you,” said Steve. One by one he turned on the vibrator in Amy’s pussy, on her clit, and up her ass and then he turned on the one up Art’s ass. For the aroused history teacher, it was incredibly hard not to stroke his cock in and out of her mouth even if it meant punishment. He could pull back a couple of inches and push forward again, but he didn’t dare. With her head secured in place, it would be like fucking her face. 
Unlike Art, Amy didn’t see the problem with the situation. If they did nothing, having a man’s cock in her mouth was little more than demeaning. 
“Mary, get your ass over here,” said Mike. 
She wiggled over on her toes. “Yes, master, how may I serve you?”
“Get on your knees and keep her juices from running down her legs. I don’t want anything to get on the carpet,” he said. 
Mary knelt and peered at her daughter’s slender thighs from between Art’s knees. Her heart sank as she discovered the little slut was already leaking halfway down her thighs. Her hope that she wouldn’t be part of Amy’s initiation vanished. She ran her tongue over the smooth, young thighs, with the galling feeling of tasting her own daughter, acting as the maid to clean up the mess. Then Mike seized her hair and pulled her to her feet. “That’s your job for the next hour. Keep her clean. It’s not a full time job. I want you to spend half your time licking his balls from behind.” 
“Yes, master,” said Mary. She pressed her face to Art’s ass, reaching under with her tongue. She practically had to push her nose to his asshole to reach his dangling balls with her tongue. For several minutes she estimated time to make sure she spent time licking his balls and an equal amount of time corralling her daughter’s juices. 
Once Mary had her instructions, Steve finished giving Amy and Art their instructions. “Don’t just hold it in your mouth, slut. Fuck your face with it. Lick it. Keep him on the edge, though. He’s not allowed to cum. If you don’t do a good job of sucking, you’ll be punished. If he cums, you’ll both be punished. If you cum, you’ll be punished. It’s not hard to understand, bitch. Suck his cock, but nobody cums.” Oh, that’s the deal, thought Amy. Don’t suck, get punished. Do suck, be careful or you’ll be punished. She didn’t think it was going to go well. 
Steve sat down with a control box in his hand. Looking to her right, Amy could see him and the control box as he waved it at her. He pushed a button and the vibrator on her clit sped up. If that kept up, there was no way she could keep from cumming and they both knew it. He slowed it down again and pushed another button. “Aaahhh,” she groaned without missing a beat in her cocksucking task as an electric shock darted from her butt plug. Steve continued to play with the controls and the two slaves discovered he could shock her clit, her pussy, or her ass and his ass or his balls. Of course he could also change the speed of the vibrators in those same locations.
From his vantage point, Art knew they were going to fail. He’d seen similar setups before. Try as they might, the masters would make sure they failed. Moreover, this was one time he wanted to fail. Cumming in her mouth would be worth it. It was a once in a lifetime shot. Just looking at the Lolita with his cock in her mouth and he knew he was going to cum. He did plan on making it look like he didn’t want to.   
“Another beer, slave,” said Mike, waving his bottle at Mary. As she rose and walked past him, he swatted her ass. “Don’t make me ask, bitch.” Thus reminded, Mary checked and refilled everyone’s drinks, including Lisa’s second gin and tonic, before returning to catch up on cleaning Amy. 
Amy licked the hard cock and took it in her mouth very carefully. It wasn’t exactly a blowjob since she couldn’t put her lips around it. Heck, it didn’t even look like he could cum in the wide space of her propped open mouth. Bobbing her head back and forth was just for show. The guest of honor was 20 minutes into the test of her control when Mike took the control and immediately turned Art’s butt plug on high. The startled slave looked at his master, trying to hide his pleasure at the opportunity. She wasn’t sucking him worth a damn, but now he was going to get to fill her young mouth. As he felt his cum rising, Mike gave him a strong shock to his prostate and he shot a load of cum into Amy’s waiting mouth. My God, he thought. They let me do it. I fucked a little girl’s mouth!
Amy tried to swallow the cum, but the ring gag made that impossible and the cum just poured out of her mouth. Aghast at her failure, Amy didn’t realize that the cock in her mouth was practically under the control of their mutual master or that Art had enjoyed himself. “Jesus Christ, you stupid slut, you’re not supposed to let him cum. And you, you fucking cock. Don’t fucking cum in her cute little mouth. Hmmm, oh, that’s right, you like little girls. You finally got your wish and came in one’s mouth. That wasn’t very nice to do to her. Maybe your punishment is worth the pleasure, but she got nothing out of it.” 
Amy felt the injustice as soon as Mike scolded Art. It wasn’t fair at all. Then she got the idea that their orgasms may not be theirs to control when two of her vibrators went to medium and her clit vibrator went on high. “Unnnhhh,” she grunted as she fought to keep from cumming, but her body launched into a tremendous orgasm. 
Mike chuckled and said, “Looks like a mouthful of cum is all it takes to make you cum, you little slut.” Indeed, to all outward appearances, she’d cum just for that. 
“Uh uh,” she complained. 
“You can’t fool me, Amy,” sneered Mike. “You’ve got your mom working overtime to stop the flood from your cunt.” She blushed at the observation. It wasn’t just the cum in her mouth. It was everything that was going on that was making her pussy wet. And it wasn’t the slave’s cum that made her orgasm and Mike knew it. 
“You’re both getting punished for his orgasm. Maybe cum and the promise of punishment is what gets you off, little slut. Let’s change this a bit,” said Mike. He unfastened Art from Amy and removed the ring gag from her harness. Shoving the two slaves back together, he reattached the harnesses and the 13-year-old’s lips closed around the soft, warm cock. Now that she could make a tight seal, her task was even harder. 
It wasn’t just harder for Amy. The feel of the little girl’s lips wrapped around his cock made Art feel ready to cum again even though he was soft now. She licked and sucked on his cock, urging it to hardness and within ten minutes she had his erection in her mouth again. Keeping her eyes on the other slave’s face, Amy tried to gauge whether he was about to cum or not. She sucked until he looked like he couldn’t hold back and then she eased off. Damn it, he thought. She’s doing good. She knows how to suck cock and she knows when to stop. As much as he wanted to cum, she was doing her job of preventing that. 
As she eased off the second time, Amy say his eyes widen and then he filled her mouth again as his vibrator went on high. She heard the vibrator this time as she swallowed his cum. She also saw the triumphant pleasure in his eyes. Damn him, he wasn’t worried about the punishment. 
“Yeah, he’s enjoying himself,” said Mike. “Fucking a 13-year-old’s mouth. Let’s try this,” he said, turning Amy’s vibrators up. “Make sure you don’t cum, slut.” 
By now Amy understood what was going on. She was sucking cock for a pedophile and the whole setup was designed for her to fail. Her fellow slave even wanted her to fail. The humiliation of endlessly sucking a pervert’s cock, the pain of the occasional shocks, and the sheer frustration from knowing no matter how hard she tried, she’s get a mouthful of cum from a jerk who wanted to cum in her mouth and from knowing she’d cum when her master wanted her to cum was so arousing that she was practically ready to cum with the vibrator on low. When they went on high, she felt her body convulse in orgasm. She didn’t even try to fight it. Then a shock to her ass and pussy at the same time made the orgasm simply sublime. She also involuntarily clamped down on the cock in her mouth until she realized Art was screaming in pain. Surprised at what she’s just done, she released his cock and he pulled his hips back. His half hard cock had teeth marks on it. Serves him right, she thought. 
“Oh yeah, Art’s getting his dream blowjob now,” laughed Steve. “Wasn’t expecting her to bite, huh? That’s for cumming in her mouth.” To Amy he said, “Keep sucking. Might as well go all out. He can’t do another one now that you bit him.” The girl stretched forward to reach his cock and resume licking and sucking. She was not going to go all out. 
“Get your cock back in her mouth,” snapped Mike. 
With the threat of being bitten, it wasn’t as much fun to fuck the little girl’s mouth anymore. When Mike gave turned on the electricity to his balls, Art groaned in pain until he reluctantly pushed his hips forward again and Mike released the button. Neither one of them wanted to continue, but neither one was allowed to stop. Anytime she slacked off, Amy felt a shock to one of her vibrators. It took longer, over 20 minutes, to get Art’s cock hard again and then she sucked him in fear, knowing that he’d cum again. 
Mary kept up the task of cleaning her daughter’s slick thighs and licking Art’s balls. She wasn’t in pain or under threat of a special punishment, but she didn’t consider herself lucky. The real entertainment for the others was Amy and Art. Her job was pointless and demeaning and she didn’t like being ignored. The owners came in one by one, keeping maid Mary busy, but still nothing more than a servant, virtually a piece of furniture who delivered drinks.  
With a faceful of Art’s crotch, Amy couldn’t see everyone, but she still knew a crowd was gathering. Men and women stopped to admire her as she sucked cock. She heard Steve explain the rules to someone. Then the look on Art’s face told her she was about to get it again. His cock exploded in her mouth. “Show us his cum, you little slut,” said Steve. She pushed it out of her mouth and it ran down to her chest to join the rest of the mess. She didn’t even get to cum. 
“Give me that,” said Mrs. Simon, taking the box away from Steve Evans. “Let’s see what he can do.” She turned his butt plug on high and briefly pressed the button that shocked his prostate. Setting up a rhythm of shocking him every five seconds, she said, “This ought to milk another orgasm from him.” Sure enough, his cock was hard and Amy didn’t even have to do anything. She couldn’t have stopped him from getting hard if she tried. When the mistress pushed the button one more time and held it for several seconds, Art grunted and his cock spasmed in Amy’s mouth, though nothing came out. 
While Amy wondered if that counted as a punishable orgasm, Art looked at Mrs. Simon with pleading eyes. It hurt to be milked to an orgasm like that. She just laughed and started again, keeping him hard for a couple of minutes before sending a long shock to his prostate. His hips pumped and he had another dry orgasm. 
With that orgasm, Amy heard her master’s voice. It was a little after 6:00 and Bill Clark had watched his slave daughter suck Art off like a true slut. “Time for your punishment, Amy slut,” he said. “He wasn’t supposed to cum and neither were you.” It was him that Amy had heard having the rules explained to him and then she’d promptly sucked Art to orgasm three more times, breaking the rules while he watched. While Art stepped down and away, Amy was face to face with her daddy. Mrs. Simon turned her vibrators on high and even as she faced punishment for his and her orgasms, she had another one. The wonderful feeling, doing it right in front of daddy, was worth it. “What a slut,” said Bill as he admired the way her young body tensed in pleasure. “No more of that for you,” he added, removing the vibrators before she got in more trouble. 
Steve and Mike backed out the screws that held Amy in place. While that was being done, she looked around the room and saw the whole contingent of slaves, masters, and mistresses. She knew Mr. and Mrs. Simon. They sat with Art, with whom she’d just become intimately acquainted, and another woman that Amy assumed was his wife. How interesting, she thought. A pair of married slaves. Mr. and Mrs. Johnson were on their hands and knees facing away from their master and mistress and getting whipped. Mrs. Johnson was playing with her pussy without permission to cum. Ms. Wheeler had her slave, Cindy Cooper, dressed like a schoolgirl and standing beside her. While Cindy usually came dressed as a schoolgirl, more of the slaves were dressed as young girls in honor of Amy. Her father’s boss was now sitting with two slaves, again she assumed they were a married couple. She stared at them for a few seconds in disbelief as the husband sucked Mr. Evans’ cock. She’d never seen a man suck cock and this one was even dressed in woman’s clothes. She also knew Mrs. Evans, who was dressed in Winnie the Pooh bra and panties. Seeing Mr. Evans as a master and his wife as a slave made more sense to her. They just weren’t paired up right now like her daddy and mommy. She would have been shocked to know that Mrs. Evans’ master was her own son. On her other side sat Mike with a cute little girl. Like most people who saw Mike’s slave, Amy thought Kimmy to be close to her age. For tonight, Kimmy was even dressed like a little girl. Lisa sat alone for the moment, sipping her third gin and tonic, as Mary hurried through the crowd delivering drinks. That just meant that Lisa was watching Amy with a sinister smile. She spotted the school principal, Mr. Amos, and a lone woman, Linda, who was wearing a regulation school swim team, one-piece suit that was about two sizes too small. Then, true to his position as the leader, Bubba strode in with Valerie and Patti naked and on leashes. 
The big black man stopped in front of the tiny teen and appraised her. “That’s gonna be one tight pussy,” he smiled. Her eyes went down to the huge bulge in his white leather pants. She gasped at the size wondering if she was going to lose her virginity tonight and hoping it wasn’t to Bubba’s big cock.  
Once she was free, Amy knelt at her master’s feet. “How many I serve you, master?” she asked. With all these people, she felt even more vulnerable. They were all staring at her and she was by far the youngest in the room. It was as if they’d never seen a naked 13-year-old. She wanted to serve her master. Having him in control was reassuring, making her feel protected in a way. She certainly didn’t want to be alone with any of these strangers. 
“We’ll start with your punishment for allowing Art five orgasms and having three of your own,” he said. He paused for a few seconds to see if she would dare object or make excuses. 
“Yes, master,” she said, not falling into his trap. 
“I will cut your punishment in half if you put on a perfect display for the masters and mistresses,” he said, showing her a jar full of beetles. She couldn’t tell how many there were with them crawling all over each other. Reaching into the jar, he pulled one out. She tilted her head back in preparation. He didn’t bother to tell her that she had to be quick as he set the first one on her nose. 
Snapping her head back, she caught the beetle in her mouth and crunched it for the audience. “I can’t get my kids to eat their vegetables,” said one of the mistresses with a laugh. Amy caught five in rapid succession, eating each one and saying, “Thank you for the yummy treat, master,” each time. The laughter and comments fed her humiliation and built her excitement. She felt proud as she proved herself to be an excellent slave, more disciplined than other children. 
Holding up a sixth one, Bill said, “Catch, but don’t eat this one. Let it scurry around in your mouth until I tell you what to do with it.”
That was a new trick and Amy had to concentrate to not bite down on the bug. Biting made catching it easier, but she caught it anyway. Just as her master said, she felt the beetle moving around inside her mouth. She felt like grinning as her master said, “Go kiss your mother and feed her the beetle.” 
Mary stopped dead at the command. Handing out the two drinks she had, she went to her daughter. Just kissing her daughter in front of these people the way she was expected to kiss was embarrassing enough, but she was going to get a special treat when she did. The two slaves met halfway and Amy pressed her lips to her mother’s lips and pushed the beetle out with her tongue. Their bodies pressed together, big tits against little tits, and then Amy pulled away followed by an audible crunch from Mary. 
“I have enough for all the slaves,” said Bill with a smile. “That is, if you want to share the yummy treats.”
“Yes, master, I’d like that,” said Amy, pleased that he’d asked. 
While it really wasn’t up to the young slave, to the dismay of the other slaves, the masters and mistresses enthusiastically endorsed that idea. Bubba sent his two slaves up first. After snatching a beetle out of the air, Amy pressed her lips to Valerie’s lips as the woman knelt down to her level and quickly pushed the beetle to her. With a sick look, Valerie bit down and almost gagged on the disgusting feel and taste. Amy snagged another one and kissed Patti, but the beetle dodged her tongue. The kiss went on as Amy worked to corral the elusive bug. When she did manage to get it into Patti’s mouth, Amy broke the kiss and watched the woman eat the treat. She managed to feed beetles to Dale, Beth, and Kimmy without incident. Then she was faced with the Johnsons and started with Tanya. She pushed the beetle into the woman’s mouth, but it scurried back out and into her mouth. For nearly 20 seconds, she chased the skittering creature around before she got it in Tanya’s mouth and Tanya closed her lips. “And we thought it was your husband who liked the young ones,” laughed Mr. Simon as Tanya chewed. “Try that again, Tanya. Amy, feed her another, but this time, Tanya, you feed it to Art. He’d enjoy kissing Amy too much.” The pass from Tanya went quicker this time and soon Art had his own treat. 
When it was Linda’s turn, the woman shied away, too disgusted to even let Amy try. “Bend over, bitch,” said Mr. Amos and then he taught his slave not to embarrass him in front of the other owners. While Linda was getting spanked, Amy fed the morsel to Barb. Cindy took her turn with a look of dread. It wasn’t so much the bug as it was the idea of kissing the young girl. On top of that, Amy again had trouble with the lively beetle. “Oh, you like that,” teased her mistress, Theresa. “Like kissing your own daughter,” Much as she wanted to stop, Cindy didn’t dare until she had the bug in her mouth. With relief she crunched her treat. By then, a very contrite Linda knelt in front of Amy and took her disgusting turn. 
“Very well done, Amy,” Bill told his slave. “I’ll dismiss half your punishment. That was an excellent performance. I like having such an obedient daughter.” Turning to the masters, he asked, “Can I get a little help hanging her by her heels? Don’t want to drop her.”
At the announcement, Amy’s eyes opened wide. Hang me by my heels? Upside down? The idea shocked her to the point that she almost resisted. Her master stood her up and spun her around, using some rope to tie her hands behind her back. “Master, not upside down. Please?” she whined. 
Bill took no offense to her begging. In fact, he rather enjoyed it when she did. He’d worried about being seen as too lenient.  “You don’t like the idea, Amy?” he asked. 
“No, master, couldn’t you just…” She paused as she suddenly realized that hanging upside down might be her punishment. What could she suggest as an alternative? “Couldn’t you just spank me, please? Or something else?” He tied her ankles together and she wondered if he could sway him. Now that he’d made the announcement in front of the others, maybe he couldn’t change his mind. “Really, daddy, I’ll do anything.” 
Bill tied one end of a rope to her ankles and ran the rope over the top of the frame that stood in the corner just for something like this. “Would you let everyone in the room give you a swat, including the other slaves?” he asked. 
Amy looked around the room quickly. That was a lot of spanking. He tugged her ankles up in the air. “Yes, master, a swat from all of them.” 
“I must have picked the perfect punishment then,” he said as he pulled her feet up until her head was a couple of feet off the floor. She didn’t think she could be more vulnerable than this. “I’ll let you know when I give a shit about your punishment ideas. Your punishment was going to be two swats for every orgasm, but now you’ll get just one, half like I promised. You know how to count them.” He took his wooden paddle and smacked her pert little ass as hard as he could. She yelped in pain and surprise. “One, thank you, master,” she said. Hanging upside down was part of the punishment and now that he knew how much she hated it, Bill took his time administering the swats so that she got to experience the pounding rush of blood to her head. By the time he was finished, her ass and her face were bright red. After he lowered Amy, her face regained its normal color quickly, but her ass was red all night. 
“Come here, little one,” said Bubba as soon as she was on her feet again. 
She looked at her master for reassurance. “You belong to all of us now, Amy,” said her daddy. “You obey him like you obey me.”
With that, she hopped hesitantly to the leader of the club. He pulled the little white girl onto his lap. “Don’t move so slow, slut,” he said, tilting her forward and delivering a sound swat with his big hand. Sitting her back down on her sore bottom, he said, “When your mommy was initiated, she got all those nice piercings, but we’re not going to do that to you tonight. Perhaps someday your master will give you jewelry to wear proudly like slave Mary does. Tonight we’re going to do something different.”
He looked to her master and said, “Bill, as her master, you will be the one to take her cherry, but you won’t get to cum in her and you won’t get to enjoy her the rest of the evening. I’m sure you’ll have plenty of years of enjoying this sweet pussy, but tonight you’ll have to be satisfied with all the other pussies, asses, and mouths. As is the rule in our group, she now belongs to all of us and all of us will get a shot at her. All these slaves belong to you and you can use anyone you want.” Addressing them all, he continued, “Each one of you may use her pussy, ass, or mouth. More than once,” he laughed. “After everyone has had a turn, of course.”
Pinching her small nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, he lifted her up by her nipples until they bore most of her weight. “You are now a slave to the group. We’re going to gang rape your sweet ass. You will service each master and mistress. If a master fucks your pussy, you are required to cum to show your appreciation for his cock. You are required to cum just once for each master, no more, no less. If you disobey that rule, I’ll decide your punishment and you’ll learn there are worse things than upside down spankings.”
Setting her on her feet, he gave her some final instructions as he untied her and patted her red ass. She got down on her hands and knees and crawled to her master. “Daddy, I want your cock to be the first inside me. Please claim as your slave and then share me with everyone.” 
Most of the masters and mistresses were in various stages of undressing and engaging in sex with the slaves so casually that Bill thought nothing of taking his own clothes off and putting Amy on her back with her legs spread. His cock was hard as a rock. As much as his slave thrilled from submission and humiliation, he enjoyed domination. Her pussy was like a bubbling spring and his rubbed his hard on in her slit to gather her juices. With both of them slick, he put his cock to the entrance of her pussy. “I christen thee a consummate slut, my property to be shared with all.” He speared her pussy, shoving his cock to the root in one thrust as she squealed in pain. His cock came back red with her blood. He moved up and pushed his cock into her mouth. “Clean it,” he said, letting her taste her cum and blood. Once his cock was clean, he stood up and looked down at her small form. “Gang bang the slut,” he said to the applause of his peers. 
Still gasping from the sudden pain, Amy sucked his cock clean and then a hand closed on her arm. Mr. Amos dragged her to him to start the gang bang. Putting her on his lap facing him, he impaled her on his cock and then started bouncing her up and down with his hands on her hips. “Ride me, slut,” he said, showing her how to fuck herself. He played with her small tits as she picked up the rhythm. “All day long I look at girls your age,” said the principal. It wasn’t quite true. The high school girls were a little older though some had figures similar to Amy’s slender frame. “I wish I could have them just like this and now I have you. Fuck yourself. Show me the real slut in you.” 
As his eyes and hands devoured her, Amy felt the pain wash away, replaced by a wonderful pleasure. Her sopping pussy told of her arousal and she quickly regained it. The earlier frustration of the pain and inability to control her orgasms, the humiliation of hanging upside down while everyone watched her being punished, and now the added humiliation of fucking a man she knew only as her mom’s boss, virtually a complete stranger, made her wild with excitement. Unaware that everyone else was engaged in their own pairings, she felt like every eye was on her. All she was good for was to be passed around from one to the next, the only introduction being meet my cock or meet my pussy. It wasn’t that long ago that she was sexually innocent and now she was a sex toy. 
Riding his cock, Amy came in a rush of pleasure, her mind and body exploding in a glorious climax. She was thanking him for his cock and even said, “Thank you, Mr. Amos. This slut loves your cock.” She might have had a hard time keeping herself to just one, but her tight pussy and her submissive words milked an orgasm out of the master and she felt her pussy filled with warm, wet cum. Leaning forward, she whispered, “We all want you, too, Mr. Amos.” The principal stared at her in disbelief as she spoke for all the high school girls he desired. He hated to let her go, but Theresa stood her up and literally carried her off in her arms. Amy reveled in the desire they both had for her. 
*****
Mary was getting hot and horny from all the sex going on around her while she kept up a steady pace of serving drinks to her owners. Her feet ached with no recourse except to tiptoe around in the nearly impossible high heels. She knew from the looks she got that they thought she was sexy, but she also knew she was getting nothing tonight. Serving Lisa her fourth and final drink, Mary saw Mike wave her over with his empty bottle. 
“I said don’t make me ask, bitch,” snapped Mike. 
“Master, you’ve had four beers already,” whispered Mary. “I’m not allowed to…”
“Shut the fuck up, bitch,” said Mike. He rose, tugging Kimmy to her feet by her leash. Since his father was in the room, he kept his voice low, too. “I don’t care what dad told you, I’m nearly 21 and I want another one.” Grabbing her nipple ring, he said, “Now go get me another one.”
“Master, I can’t. I don’t know what your father will do to me,” whispered Mary. She’d been warned about this and knew she was in a no-win situation. Either Mike punished her for limiting his drinks or his father did for not limiting them or, as Mr. Simon had pointed out, she got spanked for no reason at all. 
Unsnapping Kimmy’s leash, he said, “Kimmy, you take over as the maid. Bring me another beer. We’ll be downstairs.” Then he connected the leash to Mary’s collar. “Come with me,” he said, leading Mary into the basement for some privacy. 
Feeling the frustration and injustice of her position, Mary wanted to protest as her former student prepared to punish her. She consoled herself with the thought that tomorrow she’d be on a plane to Saudi Arabia and her husband had never shown signs of this kind of injustice. One more night and then she’d be a slave to him halfway around the world from the club. 
She held out her hands in front and let him tie her wrists together. At least I’m not upside down, she told herself as he pulled her into the air until she was on her toes. There was a brief interruption as Kimmy brought him a beer and then scampered upstairs to her job as the maid. After taking a swig of his beer, Mike tied a rope to her left ankle and attached that to a ring three feet high on the wall to her left. He tied her right ankle to a similar ring on the wall to her right. When he tightened both ropes, she was practically doing the splits in midair, with her legs sticking straight out to the sides like an inverted T. 
“I hate it when a slave argues with me,” slurred Mike as he smacked her vulnerable pussy with his open hand. He smacked her several times, boldly squeezing her pussy in between swats. It accentuated her position as a slave as he intimately touched her while she could do nothing about it.  Then he picked up a single tail whip and lashed her back as she groaned in pain. When her groans turned to screams, he moved to lash her legs and then her tits and tummy. “You’ll notice that Kimmy didn’t get punished for bringing me another beer,” he said. “You made the stupid choice. I guarantee a whipping for not bringing me what I want. You only get punished by dad if he finds out. Get it? Our secret.”
He lowered her arms without touching the ropes on her legs and the result was to tilt her forward with her arms stretched painfully up and back. It also left her face at the right height for his cock. Unzipping his fly, he pulled out a raging hard on. “Now teach, I love how well you use your mouth. Suck me off.” 
Opening her mouth, Mary let him slide his cock in. Suspended the way she was, she had no control. He seized her head and pulled it up and down on his cock, jerking her arms painfully as he fucked her face. “Fucking proud little teacher,” he said. “Love getting boinked in the mouth by your students I’ll bet. Nothing better than tying up a snooty bitch and then doing what I want. Bet you have no idea what’s gonna happen to you tomorrow.”
He was wrong about that. Mary knew that tomorrow her master was taking her and her daughter to Saudi Arabia to be his sex slaves. She couldn’t imagine the atmosphere in the villa where he lived that would permit him to keep sex slaves, especially his own daughter, but she believed her master when he told her that. She was looking forward to the break from Lisa, Mike, and all the other owners who wanted a piece of her now and then. Her husband showed no kindness, but there was just one of him. 
After a few minutes of shoulder wrenching abuse, Mary was happy when Mike came, flooding her mouth with cum. She swallowed it all, barely thinking about how demeaning the act was. To her relief, he untied her. Her punishment over, she took Kimmy’s place as the maid again and Mike led the young girl to the side to reward her for keeping him supplied with booze. 
*****
Theresa started by having Amy lick her slave’s pussy. “She’s about the same age as Lori,” said the mistress, taunting her slave with the reminder of her own daughter. “Enjoy the little wench. Like having a little girl lick your pussy? Yeah, you’d cum if I let you. You’d eat her pussy and thank her for letting you do it. Go ahead, give it a lick.” The two slaves reversed positions and Cindy found herself lapping at an underage pussy in disgust. 
After humiliating her slave, Theresa pulled Amy’s head to her crotch. “Now lick me. Make me cum. Show me how a little girl does it. Do you know who I am?” When Amy shook her head, the mistress said, “I’m Mr. Amos’ secretary. I sit there all day watching little cunts like you come in and out of the office whining for this and lying about that. Now I’ll be able to see them as the pussy sluts they are. Eat me and make me cum for them. Do me like I want Lori Cooper to do me,” she added. Amy didn’t know who Theresa was talking about, but Cindy bristled at the mention of her daughter, wondering if her mistress really had designs on Lori. Until tonight she’d thought her daughter safe. 
When she was finished licking Ms. Wheeler, Amy thanked her, making sure it was loud enough for Cindy to hear. By then she’d figured out Lori had some connection to the woman. “Thank you, mistress. I hope I was better than Lori will be.” Again Amy had a reluctant fan who wanted to keep her for more.  
From Theresa, Amy went to Steve Evans who fucked her in the missionary position, enjoying the dominant feeling of looming over her as he pounded into her teen pussy. Amy came quickly for the master who’d tortured her and made her cum only to be publically punished. After that, she fought to keep from cumming again as she thrilled at the abuse. He passed her to Mrs. Simon who was satisfied with a quick oral orgasm. 
Then she was passed to Mr. Simon. He tied her wrists to her ankles with her arms in front of her. As he put her on her stomach with her ass in the air, she felt him spit on her ass and massage his spit into her asshole. “I heard you had some little boys knocking at your back door already,” he said. He assumed her daddy had also taken her ass. Pulling her ass cheeks apart, he slowly and painfully penetrated her and then pounded his hips against her sore ass. “You may cum if you can,” he said. 
Still on an incredible sexual high, Amy tried her best to will herself to an orgasm. She couldn’t reach her pussy with her fingers and his cock only drove her crazy. She needed someone to touch her clit. Struggling to cum, she was only frustrated when the man came in her ass and pulled out. He turned her around and said, “Straight out of your ass, slut. Suck me clean. Suck your own shit off my cock.”
She thought he seemed way too excited over making her clean his cock. To her it was nothing after cleaning her own butt plug regularly and occasionally her mom’s plug and eating her daddy’s ass more than once. “Thank you, master,” she said when she was finished. “That was the best. I’m sorry I didn’t show my appreciation with an orgasm.” She hoped to please him with words so he helped her out, but he just left her for the next owner. 
*****
Meanwhile, Mary saw Lisa hold up her glass for a refill and knew her nightmare looming again. Dutifully she tottered over to her mistress and said, “Mistress Lisa, you’ve had four already. I can’t give you another one.” Mike’s logic hadn’t convinced her. Lisa might punish her for certain, but Mary was truly afraid of Mr. Simon’s punishment even if it might never happen. 
The abused teacher wasn’t ready for Lisa’s reply. “Gimme another one, slave, or I’ll tell daddy that you gave me five.” Drunk, she giggled, as she said, “How ‘bout that, teach? You don’t break the rule you get it. You do break it, you might get it. What’s it gonna be?”
Looking around nervously, Mary saw Mr. Simon busy with her daughter sucking his cock. Then a sharp tug on her nipple ring brought her attention back to Lisa. “Don’t look at him,” said Lisa. “You’re talking to me. Go make another one or else.”
She still hadn’t made up her mind, but Mary took the glass from the 18-year-old and hustled to the bar. Taking a few seconds to think, she decided that she had to give Lisa a fifth one. Her mistress was going to make sure she got punished if she did or if she didn’t. Lisa smiled at her as she handed her a full glass. Her mistress took a sip and was satisfied it wasn’t just tonic or even watered down a little. Taking a big drink, she held up her glass. Her daddy had just finished with Amy. “Hey, daddy, check it out. She’s trying to get me drunk.” She took another big swig, holding up five fingers with her other hand. 
“Mistress, you promised,” said Mary, her shoulders slumping at the betrayal. 
“Silly slave,” said Lisa. “I said I’d tell if you di’n’t. I di’n’t say I wou’n’t if you did.” Her daddy snatched the half empty glass out of her hand. “Aww, daddy, might as well lemme finish.”
Mr. Simon grabbed Mary by the hair and took her back downstairs. Lisa laughed as she got up and went over to Amy. “Time for a lil pussy time,” she said, pulling the bound girl’s face to her dripping snatch. 
Pulled downstairs, Mary dared to say, “Master, she tricked me.”
“Outsmarted by one of your students, teach?” he scoffed. “Don’t you dare try to blame one of your superiors for your own disobedience. I was clear about my order. What did she do? Try to tell you she’d tell me she’d had five if you didn’t? Like she hasn’t tried that one before. I count her drinks, too. Now lie down.”
Frightened and angry at Lisa’s treachery, Mary knew she could only make matters worse. Lying on her back, she waited for her punishment to begin. He started by tying her ankles to a three foot spreader bar. Sitting her up, he tied her wrists to the same spreader bar. Her heels and ass made a tripod until he turned her the other way and her toes and head made the three point stance. With her ass in the air, he rapped off ten quick swats just for starters. Then he put a thumbtack on the wooden paddle, affixed it in place with double sided tape. He slid the paddle under the arch formed by her body so she could see it. “Brings a whole new dimension to a spanking,” he said as he withdrew the paddle and then swatted her available ass. 
Mary was already sobbing from the sound spanking and couldn’t believe what he was threatening with the tack. She held her breath and then he swatted her hard, bringing that familiar burn of another swat and adding the sharp pain of a tack in her ass. The tack came off the double sided tape and stayed in her ass. He swatted her five more times, embedded three tacks in each ass cheek. She was sobbing and begging for him to stop well before he was done. 
Next, he prepared two quarts of warm, soapy water and squeezed that into her bowels. Her gut cramped as she held the contents of the enema inside. He worked a slender metal rod into her asshole and then using a hand pump, pumped up an inflatable ball at the end of the rod up her ass. She gasped in pain as it expanded to the size of a softball. Now she couldn’t expel the rod or the contents of her bowels even if she tried. 
Mr. Simon flipped her into a sitting position again to insert a penis gag into her mouth. Tying a string around her clit, he pulled the string to her gag and tied it there and then reeled in her head until she was inches from her distended clit. She strained her head forward to relieve the tension on her clit. Doubled over by force and in pain, she was learning what real agony was. She was just a thing for him to fuck with, making her hurt in ways she hadn’t imagined. 
One more time she was turned so her ass was in the air. He connected a rope to the hook at the end of the rod embedded in her ass. As he hoisted her ass into the air, she couldn’t believe what was happening. The ball lodged in her ass kept the rod from coming out and her weight was on the ball clenched inside her. He took her up until roughly half her weight was on her ass and half was on her toes and head. Hanging by her ass with her clit stretched and her bowels distended, she tried to beg for mercy. All he did was insert a vibrator in her pussy. From the angle she was hanging, the vibrator was pointed down and wouldn’t fall out on its own. He turned the vibrator on. Then she heard his footsteps going up the stairs. “Nooooo,” she wailed as the light went out and the basement door shut. She’d been put to bed. 
The bound woman whimpered as she imagined what her night would be like. The pain outweighed the buzz of the vibrator so she scarcely noticed the insidious stimulation at first. Her neck stretched to keep her clit from being pulled off and then she discovered that by rocking her head back and forth, she could pull her clit out and back, out and back, like jacking off a small cock. The vibrator came to her attention as she teased herself and despite the pain, she was wracked with a huge orgasm. 
*****
Upstairs, Amy went from Mr. Simon to Lisa. Still bound, she had only her tongue to use to get the older teen off. She licked, sucked, and nibbled on Lisa’s clit eager to go to another man who would make her cum. Lisa was so drunk that the mistress was having a hard time climaxing. Amy worked on and on, her tongue tiring as she struggled to make Amy cum. It was exhausting, but she didn’t let her enthusiasm or efforts slack off. As the minutes ticked by, Amy became aware that they were talking about her. “She’s hasn’t a clue,” said one voice. “Pretty funny,” said another. “Give her an A for effort. Maybe she’ll figure it out,” said a third. She didn’t want to interrupt her pussy licking and disappoint Lisa, but finally when someone suggested she was boring Lisa, she stretched her head up and discovered Lisa had passed out. As people started to laugh, she blushed bright red. 
“Come here, slut,” said Mike, scooping up Amy. He untied her and bent her over the arm of the couch. “You’ve blown me a few times,” he reminded her. “Now I want a piece of that Lolita pussy.” With that he plunged his cock into her well used fuck hole. He was quite talented with his cock and took her to a quick orgasm. Still holding off, he fucked her with the intent to force another orgasm out of her, but she held off. With her looking like she was in agony, he fucked her nice and slow. “That’s it. See if you can keep from cumming. I could do this all night. You can’t help it, can you? Raped by every guy here and loving it. This is just what I expect from a little sex machine.” He teased her for several minutes and finally unloaded in her pussy, impressed and disappointed that she’d only had one orgasm. 
“Thank you, master,” she said. “I could appreciate you all night if you let me. I could lose count of my cums from a cock like yours.”
“You could lose count of your cums from a sharp stick right now, slut,” retorted Mike. “Just one left before the grand finale,” he pointed out, pushing her to Mark Evans. 
Mark left himself for last for a reason. He was the only master who had no interest in the little girl. As a boy he’d started on his mom and he loved older women, like every female slave in the club. Since it was expected, he fucked her fast to get it over with. She came and thanked him in what was her quickest encounter of the night. 
Then Mark turned her and pointed her at Bubba. The big black man had Tanya Johnson kneeling at his feet. Her husband, Art, knelt to the side where he had a perfect view of Bubba and his wife. With her dislike for blacks, the couple was one of his favorites at the orgies. “Lick my big black balls,” he said. “I like little white girls.” As the most petite of the slaves, she was his little white girl. He looked over Amy who now held that honor. His words taunted Amy as much as Tanya and Art. “I know little white girls love big black cocks.” He smiled at the look on Tanya’s face. “Show me how much you love big black cocks, Tanya.” He motioned Amy closer, pointing at the floor to indicate she should kneel opposite Art.
Tanya did this at many of the orgies. It never got any easier for her. “Now that’s a fucking cock, Art,” she said, hefting Bubba in both hands. “He’s right. Little white girls like me love black cocks. The bigger the better.” She shuddered at the words she had to say, exactly the opposite of how she felt. Her pussy drooled for him and if he did fuck her, she lost control, praising his cock as she came over and over. Those times were few and far between though, mostly she just used her mouth, his fun and her humiliation. “I’m gonna make love to this cock just for you. I’m gonna take it all for my master.” She glanced to the side as Amy took her position. “Mmm,” she said. “There’s a sweet mouth for master.”
Stretching her mouth wide, Tanya pushed the head of Bubba’s cock in her mouth and started sucking the first couple of inches. “Can’t get enough of it,” she said, totally humiliated. “I gotta have it all. All the way down my throat. It’s what little white girls are for,” she said to Bubba. She looked at her husband. “It’s what your wife has to do because of you.” Breaking from the script, she ad libbed to Amy, “It’s better than a 13-year-old girl deserves.” Then she put her mouth around his cock and pushed it slowly down her throat until her lips were at the base of the massive member. 
When Bubba nodded, she started blowing him with long slow strokes. His cock went to the root each time and then nearly all the way out. “Suck him, slut,” said Art. “Show me what little white girls are for.” It was her sucking him, but he shared the humiliation as a husband who not only had to watch, but would never get the same from her. 
“That’s enough,” said Bubba. Tanya’s role was merely to get his cock ready for the littlest of the little white girls. He winked at Amy. “Watch this.” He nodded at Art and the man’s eyes widened. “He’s a history teacher at the high school,” said Bubba as Art moved into the position just vacated by Tanya. “And I’m the fucking janitor. Whenever I want, he’ll do this for me. What do little white boys want?” he asked Art. 
Art’s face burned the task he faced. Watching was bad enough, but to be forced to suck cock like a girl was worse. “Little white boys like to watch their wives suck big black cock and we also like big black cocks, too.” He took Bubba’s cock in his mouth and slid it in to the root. 
“Yeah, and little white boys like to show little white girls how to do it right,” said Bubba, happy with just one stroke down the man’s mouth to humiliate him. “Now both of you disappear,” he said with a wave of his hand. 
As the Johnsons moved away, Bubba pulled Amy to him. He picked her up like she was a feather and set her down on his lap facing away from him. For several minutes she felt his hands wander everywhere and anywhere on her body. Then he pushed her forward slightly, raised her up, and set her down on the head of his cock. “Put it in yourself,” he said, watching the intersection of cock and pussy. 
Grabbing his cock with both hands, she lined up it, but his cock didn’t go in. Grabbing her hips, he pulled her down and the huge head of his cock disappeared inside the 13-year-old. Stretched by several cocks already, Amy said, “It’s too big, master.” Her voice quavered with genuine fear. He was going to seriously hurt her. 
This was the tightest pussy Bubba had ever fucked, at least since his cock had reached this size. Though he hoped it didn’t happen, he half expected he wouldn’t be able to penetrate her without hurting her. Rough as he was, he wasn’t about to damage the merchandise. “Shut up, slave,” he said. “You’ll stretch.” Hoping he was right, he pulled her down and slowly twisted her from side to side. Inch by inch he worked his cock into the little girl as she groaned in pain. It was worse than daddy taking her virginity. It felt like she was fucking a telephone pole and the telephone pole was winning. Bubba’s cock hit bottom before it was all the way in. He pulled her up with a distinct wet sound and then back down. 
After a few strokes, he said, “Now that’s a slut.” She was stretched to fit his huge cock and then he started fucking her in earnest. 
To Amy’s surprise, the pain faded and was replaced with the familiar pleasure. Peering down, she watched the big black rod disappearing up inside her. “Oh, master, you’re right,” she said. “Little white girls do like big black cocks. Fuck the slut.” She put her feet on the couch straddling his hips and started helping out. Feeling an orgasm approaching she fought it down. She was only going to get one and she wanted it to be a good one. “Fuck my tight white pussy, master,” she said. “Cum inside me.” 
As she took control, bouncing herself up and down, Bubba smacked her red ass with his big hand. She yelped, but the pain only made it better. She couldn’t believe what she’d become, but she couldn’t stop. Losing control, her body exploded in orgasm. Whining and whimpering from the release of pent up frustration, she saw stars. Still bouncing, she felt his cock spasm inside her. His strokes forced the cum out of the confined space, pouring copious amounts into his crotch. She was still cumming as he finished and pulled out. He caught her as she tumbled forward, exhausted. 
Amy woke up on the kitchen floor to find her tongue was clamped and a line ran from her tongue to a woman’s pussy, or more correctly, the woman’s clit. A tug between her legs told her that someone was connected to her clit. In the darkness she made out the face of Cindy Cooper between her legs. She became aware that all the slaves were in a tangle of tongues to clits or balls. One moved and it rippled through the chain. 
Her daddy saved her, cutting her out of the line and taking her home. “We have a plane to catch, Amy,” he said as he drove home. 
Oh, yeah, she remembered they were going to Saudi Arabia today. She was looking forward to being in public and the normalcy that would enforce. Normal clothes. Treated as a real daughter. She even knew they were flying first class. Yet, he kept her naked and standing in a corner. His bags were already packed and she saw none of her own clothes. When Mr. Evans and Mr. Simon showed up with a big wooden crate, her master sent her to use the toilet. 
“We’re allowed one crate that doesn’t have to go through customs,” explained her daddy when she returned. “The Saudis expect us to load it with booze since we can’t get that over there. You’ll be in it instead.”
“What?” asked Amy in disbelief, but she hurried over when he called her. 
She was bound hand and foot, bent into the fetal position, and placed in a padded space that fit her perfectly. Her master put a straw in her mouth. “Don’t drink it all at once,” he cautioned.  Then he set the other half of the form fitted padding on top of her and she was immobilize. The top was lined with bottles of vodka to disguise her presence. As if in the distance she heard hammers nailing the lid on the crate marked Fragile – Handle with Care. Daddy was going first class. She was going slave class. 
*****
Mary was exhausted after a long night of strain, pain, and orgasms. Through the night the rope had stretched just enough so most of her weight was on her toes and head. The ball in her ass just served to keep her in position as the pain in her toes was excruciating. Aching all over, she was not looking forward to the plane flight to Saudi only to be kept as her husband’s slave once they got there. When footsteps came to her, her clit was freed, her gag was removed, and she was lowered to the floor. It seemed to take forever to get her completely free leaving the ball still inflated inside her. Lisa and Mike drug her out to the backyard where Lisa said, “Twist the end of the butt plug, slave. That will let the air out. You may release your bowels.” 
Sighing with relief as the plug deflated, she pulled it out. It was a good thing she had permission because there was no way she could keep from expelling the nasty contents of her bowels all over herself. She crawled to her mistress in the mud and mess. “Mistress, may your slave shower and get ready for my trip?”
“Stand up and raise your arms,” said Lisa. “Here’s your shower.” She sprayed her slave with cold water. “Turn. Keeping turning. There you go,” she said once Mary was rinsed off. 
The owned teacher just about fainted when Lisa said, “Your master and his favorite slave left already. We plan on passing you around until he sends for you. You’ll be staying with Mark Evans and his Rotties for a couple of weeks.”
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