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By Kenna
Chapter 1 – Simon Makes Magic
Feel free to repost this story, with proper credit given to the author, in any forum where is will be appreciated. This version adds Chapter 14 and 15 (the end). Occasionally, I review and edit stories (those dang typos slip in). If you have an undated copy or one dated earlier than this, replace it with this one and repost wherever you posted.  Please. 
(nudity, nosex, mc)
“Hey, Simone, who’s taking you to homecoming,” called out Jerry, eliciting laughter from the boys around him. 
Simon Houghton just ignored the taunt as he always did. Jerry was loud and obnoxious, but he’d never resorted to anything more than teasing the smaller boy. They were both on the freshman football team and had played together for several years. They moved in the same circles and could be friends except Jerry just wouldn’t drop the nickname he’d tagged on Simon years ago. It wasn’t that Jerry was trying to be mean as much as he thought he was being clever. Then, deciding he had a decent counter, Simon said with some bravado, “Maybe you. When you gonna ask me?”
“You’re not my type,” said Jerry, following Simon into the locker room. He let the teasing slide in the face of Simon’s retort. He’d start up again later, but for now the fun went out of it when he had to battle wits with his target. 
Simon had earned the nickname in 4th grade when Jerry noticed that Simon was surrounded by girls. In the suburban cul-de-sac of nine homes where he lived, Simon was the only boy. Four homes on one side had 10 girls between them and on the other side there were 8 girls. Back then the girls ranged from 1 to 11. With two sisters who brought the total to 20, Simon was the 21st kid on the block, the only boy. There had even been two families who moved away just as soon as a baby boy was born. It certainly looked like the neighborhood was all pretty girls, hence he became Simone. Now at 14, he found it rather pleasant to have girls from 6 to 16 all around him. If he went to a neighbor’s house to swim, there was always decent scenery. 
If not for the other reason the name stuck, Simon would have been proud of the nickname. It probably would even have died out, but in the 5th grade, the 10-year-old had imagined himself to have magical powers. There was nothing to base it on, just a fanciful desire like many boys his age. He found a ring the summer between 4th and 5th grade that fueled his imagination. When he unearthed it in the backyard, he imagined it found him. It was a wide ring, half an inch wide to be exact and fit his finger perfectly. It was special in size, shape, and meaning to him, so he dubbed it his magic ring to fit his fantasy. It obviously wasn’t magical, but he was determined to make it his magical talisman. Several times a day that summer he said, “Simon says, into this ring my power flows, inside this ring my power grows.” He figured he was magical and he was storing his magic in the ring to enhance his power. 
Unfortunately, Simon had never given much thought to the design of the ring. When school started in the fall, it was Jerry that called his attention to the fact that the silver ring was an interwoven lacy pattern of flowers. It was a girl’s ring. “Girls don’t wear wide rings, men do,” Simon argued, but he had to admit that men didn’t wear flowery anything. 
“Yeah, right, Simone,” said Jerry. The nickname was destined to permanence after that. 
After that debacle, the disappointed Simon tossed the ring in a drawer. He stumbled across it once in a while over the years and said his same incantation, passing his power into the ring even as he grew older and knew it was silly. 
Opening his locker to suit up for the football game, Simon had the ring in his pocket, bringing it to school for the first time since 5th grade. There was something odd about it. When he got home from school Friday afternoon, he found it in his drawer. Again he said his incantation. It was second nature. Then he slipped it on his little finger. After all, it had fit his ring finger at 10, so wouldn’t fit now. To his surprise, he discovered it was too big for his little finger and fit perfectly on his ring finger. Magic. What a silly idea, but how else could it fit? He’d just seen the Sorcerer’s Apprentice with Nicholas Cage and the apprentice had a magical dragon ring. Simon had no sorcerer to apprentice to, but he had a magical ring. His silly incantations always began with Simon says and they always rhymed, so he thought of one. With the ring on his finger, he said, “Simon says, change from flowers to something cool, change to a time when dragons rule.” The ring shimmered… maybe… he wasn’t sure. It didn’t change to a dragon ring. 
Something was afoot and he decided to keep the ring with him. Once he was suited up, he fished the ring out of the pocket of his pants hanging in the locker. Dragon ring! The hair stood up on the back of his neck. No shit?! He stared at it in disbelief. It was what he wanted, but now it was spooky. What do I do with it? he wondered. Who will teach me how to use it? He slipped the ring on his finger. The second string halfback thought up an incantation, “Simon says, no one may shackle me, no one may tackle me.” The ring shimmered. He was pretty sure about it this time. Holy shit! If it worked, he’d be unstoppable. 
For the first quarter, Simon sat on the bench like he usually did. He was fast, but small. He was a good open field runner, but when he was hit, he went down. That kept him on the second string and in a tight game with their cross-town rival, he wasn’t surprised the coach didn’t put him in. What can I do? Put me in coach. Put me in, I’m magical tonight. Nope, can’t do that. 
In the second quarter he got in the game after the first string half back made a long run. He was in for a couple of plays and threw blocks, definitely not one of his specialties. Then he was on the bench again. It was near the end of the second quarter of the close game when he got back in and got the ball. They needed a yard for the first down and he got 57, all the way to the end zone! He broke two tackles! He faked the all-conference safety out of his shoes! He put the team ahead by 3. “Nice run, Houghton,” said the coach. 
Nice run? That’s it? He sat on the bench until half time. In the locker room, he fished out the ring. He didn’t want to be too obvious about it. What would people think if every run was a touchdown? Even Dash in The Incredibles couldn’t win every race. Slipping it on his finger, he said, “Simon says, when the down is number three, the coach will give the ball to me.”
On their next possession, his team moved the ball halfway down the field before they got to a third down. “Houghton, get in there for Kramer. Blue 23 right.” With a confident smile, Simon trotted onto the field and passed the play to the quarterback. Jerry stared at Simon for a second and then called the play in the huddle, “Blue 23 right.”
When Jerry pitched the ball to him, Simon went right, smack toward two defenders when the right tackle missed his block. He reversed to the left and found a hole. Squirting through the hole he was practically face to face with a linebacker double his weight. He dodged right and the linebacker tackled empty air. Simon scampered 48 yards into the end zone, thrilled at his second touchdown, but more thrilled over what that meant. I can do magic. 
“Holy cow, Houghton, who lit a fire under your behind?” said the coach. Simon just grinned. Touchdowns and magic felt good, but so did the coach’s appreciation. 
On their next possession, Simon got the ball and ran 23 yards before the all-conference safety hit him. He didn’t go down, but the ball popped free and bounced randomly across the field. “I want the ball, I want it all,” he said quickly, but the other team recovered the ball. 
“It was a good run, Houghton. Hang on to the ball next time,” said the coach. 
Simon sat on the bench kicking himself. So I don’t think quick on my feet. I didn’t say, Simon says. Their defense stopped their opponents and Simon said, “Simon says, I will not fumble, I will not tumble.”
On the next third down, he went 73 yards for a touchdown. By the end of the game, Simon had six touchdowns as they routed their cross-town rivals. It was only the freshman team, but it was a huge win and with moves like that the coach wanted him in JV practice next week. 
Simon desperately wanted to think about what had happened, but it was hard for the star of the game and center of attention to get away. Even Jerry pounded him on the back jubilantly, but still called him Simone. On the way home, Simon’s heart beat rapidly. The ring was securely on his finger, quiescent at the moment. He wondered if he could use up the magic in the ring. Yet, now he wasn’t sure if it was the ring or himself. The last magic he’d done, to forbid fumbles, he hadn’t even been wearing it. He sent his power to the ring again when he got to his room. He thought maybe his magical power would leak out or go to waste unless he stored it away for the future. 
Then he practiced. Nothing ever worked without Simon says. He could do magic without those silly rhymes, but it was temporary. “Simon says, fly across the room,” he said to a book and it did. “Simon says, float in the air,” he said to the same book and it did for a minute. “Simon says, float in the air without a care.” He made the book float and float and float until he countered the spell. He didn’t have to speak loudly, so he knew he could cast spells practically in front of somebody, not like Harry Potter waving a wand and shouting out a word no one would guess in a million years.  
When he felt comfortable, he went down to the family room where his 16-year-old sister, Kyra was sitting with two of her friends and yammering on about school, boys, and boys at school. Kyra looked up at him in annoyance and then went back to talking.
“Simon says, Kyra has no clothes, and only Simon knows.” His jaw dropped. He didn’t know what to expect, but her clothes just vanished and he was staring at his sister in the nude. She was gorgeous, as were the other 19 girls in the neighborhood, and now she was naked. Her tits were about the size of softballs with quarter sized nipples. She was sitting with one leg tucked under her which put her pussy in plain view. It was the first fully nude girl he’d seen in the flesh. 
“What are you staring at, Simon,” snapped his sister. She looked down at herself. “Did I spill something?”
“Sorry, I was just spaced out,” he mumbled. 
“Beat it,” she said, changing position to sit normal, partially hiding her private treasure. How creepy to have my creepy little brother undressing me with his eyes. 
He stepped out of sight and then after a couple of seconds of thought said, “Simon says, no one will care if Simon’s there, no one will care about Simon’s stare.” Then he re-entered the room. “Simon says, girls in the room have no clothes, Simon is the only one who knows.” He plopped down in a chair and ran his eyes from Kyra to Helga to Yolanda. He decided he liked Kyra’s tits best. Helga’s were bigger and Yolanda’s were smaller. I wouldn’t mind playing with any of them, though. He wanted to figure out a way to actually touch the girls, but his mind was focused on naked juniors and not on making clever rhymes. 
What he wanted was to get one of them alone so he didn’t have to worry about using his magic on three girls at once. All he could manage now was controlling them all in the same way and didn’t want them all eager for his touch. Then Diane, his 12-year-old sister breezed through the room headed somewhere else. She had no clothes and then as she passed through the doorway, he saw she was dressed again. Cool. It’s a magic room.
Leaving the three older girls, he tailed his little sister. “Where you going?” he called after her. 
“Basement. TV,” she said. 
“Wanna play a game?” he asked. 
She perked up. “Heard you kicked some ass tonight,” she said. “You should be out on a date or something, but yeah.” She liked it when her big brother or sister wanted to do something together. “What game?”
“Scrabble.”
“Oh yeah, that’s fun. Watch you spell words I don’t know,” she said sarcastically. 
“Yahtzee.”
“Cool, yeah,” she said more comfortable with a game of chance. “I’ll get it.”
“Let’s play in my room,” he said. 
“Fine,” she shrugged. It was unusual, but the unsuspecting girl didn’t mind playing there. 
As she went to the closet to get the game, he said, “Simon says, Di can’t make a sound, as if her lips are bound.” After another thought, he said, “Simon says, Di will do whatever I say, she will like it anyway.”
As she came into his room with the game under her arm, he told her to shut the door. “We’re playing a different game,” he said. 
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By Kenna
Chapter 2 – Simon Makes his Sisters
 (mgf, inc, oral, mc)
As she shut the door, Di had a slight smile on her face. She had no idea what her brother had in mind, but she still had a feeling she was going to like it. There was a sense of treachery or conspiracy in the air. He’d invited her to play a game in his room and now he’d changed the game. He hadn’t even asked if it was OK. She wondered what game, but decided not to ask. 
Simon debated whether to even make it a game. He knew what he wanted and strip poker would work, but it would take time. He wanted to take some time, but not by playing cards. “The game doesn’t really have a name,” he said. “You sorta have to guess the rules. Only I know how to play it.”
Di smiled a little more. It sounded like fun, but it wasn’t fair. If I don’t know the rules, I’ll lose just as sure as if we’re playing Scrabble. Gonna give me a hint, Simon? she almost asked, but didn’t. 
“It’s a fun game,” said Simon. “We’re just gonna play and you let me know when you understand the rules. Go sit on my bed.”
With a shrug, Di climbed on his bed and sat facing him, her feet dangling a few inches above the carpeted floor. It wasn’t like she had a choice, but it didn’t feel like she didn’t have a choice. If they were going to play the game, then she had to follow his instructions. It just made sense. 
With his little sister sitting and waiting, Simon said, “Take the sock off your right foot.” The rule in the house was to take off your shoes when you came inside, so all their shoes were sitting by the door. Di bent down and slipped off her sock. She was wearing a blouse that buttoned up the front, jeans, and now just one sock. “Unbutton the top button on your shirt.” 
Wondering what he was up to, Di unbuttoned the top button. The game looked a lot like strip Di and while it seemed fun, he certainly wasn’t going to get very far. No way will my big brother really do it and no way will I let him get my clothes off. Wonder how far he’ll take it. She’d already decided the rules of the game were simply to do what Simon said and take off her clothes. All I have to do is play along and when I tell him I’ve figured it out, the game is over.  
“Take off your other sock,” said Simon. 
You didn’t say Simon says, she said teasingly, but she took off her sock anyway and realized she hadn’t really said it aloud. She stared at the sock in her hand in confusion and put it back on. He didn’t say the magic words and I didn’t mean to take it off. You didn’t say Simon says. Hey, what’s going on?
Simon noticed the confused look on her face. She wanted to say something. His intent was for her to be quiet so nobody outside the room could hear her, not completely silent. “Take it off and leave it off. When I tell you to do something, you can’t undo it.” When she took her sock off, he was happy that his plan was back on track. He hadn’t anticipated the little rebellion. “Simon says, Di can talk low to me, outside the room silent be.”
“What’s going on?” hissed Di softly. “Whew, that’s odd. So, we’re not playing Simon says because you didn’t say it.”
“Nope, that’s not the game,” said Simon. “Now, undo the next button on your shirt.”
Di looked down, appraising her situation as she unbuttoned another button. One more and he’d catch a glimpse of her bra. This button basically revealed nothing, so she didn’t worry about it. So far the game was fun. It was a risqué way of teasing each other. It was even flattering to know he’d play a game like this. Though she was confident she wouldn’t show anything worth looking at, it made her think about what if… How would it feel to really show him something I shouldn’t? “You gonna take off your socks?” she asked. 
“No, that’s not the game. Well, maybe in a little bit,” he conceded. He was very aware of how far he could go without seeing something he shouldn’t. He still was surprised Di hadn’t objected to the blatant sexual nature of the game. His sister’s long brown hair tumbled down her back right now so nothing hid the narrow V of skin at her throat and the small bumps in her shirt. The look he’d gotten in the family room had been of her backside and just a quick glimpse as she’d hurried through the magic room. He wanted to see her tits. Were there freckles on them like on her nose and upper chest? He wanted to see it all. “Take off your belt.”
“Jeez, is the game how much I’ll take off before I make you stop?” she asked. As far as she was concerned, the game was over, but she watched in amazement as she took her belt off. Why do I like this game? It feels odd. I shouldn’t like it, but I do as long as we don’t overdo it. At least I know when to stop. I like ice cream and don’t overdo that. Dropping the belt on the floor, she said, “We shouldn’t do this. I’m done playing.”
“You haven’t guessed the rules yet,” he said. “Undo the next button on your shirt.”
“No, we’re done,” she said as she undid the third button. “What the heck?” She couldn’t even button it back up, but she could hold her blouse shut with her hand. Clutching the material, she said, “I wanna stop.”
“You like the game, don’t you?” asked Simon.
“Yeah, it’s sorta fun, but we shouldn’t and I can’t help myself. Did you see that? I did it, but I didn’t want to.”
“Yeah, that’s what it looked like to me,” said Simon. “Let go of your shirt. Undo another button and put your hands at your side.” It looked to him like she struggled with all her mental might, but her fingers simply undid another button and her hands went to her side. He could see a narrow strip of skin from her throat to her navel and her white bra between her small tits. There were freckles just above her bra. 
Indeed, Di had put her full concentration on controlling her fingers, but failed. I’m not in control. It’s like he moved my hands for me. “What? Did you hypnotize me or something? Don’t do this. I can’t help it. Come on, Simon, I’m your sister. Go find a girl your own age.”
“I want to see you, Di,” he said. “I think you’ve guessed the game now. You’re going to show me your tits and your pussy. You can’t help it. Now unsnap and unzip your jeans.”
“Simon, stop it.” She unsnapped and unzipped. She had to do it and she couldn’t undo anything he made her do. She couldn’t get off the bed. She couldn’t open the door. She couldn’t fix her clothes. She couldn’t yell for help. “I like the game, too, but it’s scaring me.”
“Lie back on the bed and wriggle your jeans off and then sit back up facing me,” he said. “You shouldn’t be scared. I’m not going to hurt you. You’re just going to play show and tell.” She was wriggling on the bed as instructed and he saw her thighs, knees, and calves appear. As she sat up, she pulled her shirt tail down to cover her panties. 
She shuddered at his words.  I’m going to play show and tell. Not him, just me. How much will I show and tell? “Happy now?” she asked, trying sarcasm and guilt. “This what you want? Little sister half naked?” 
“Not exactly,” said Simon. “Undo the last button and take off your shirt. Then hands down. I want little sister all naked.”
“Shit,” muttered Di as she undid the fifth and last button and then slipped off her blouse. She sat with her hands down while Simon ogled her in just her underwear. “You know how weird this feels? To know you want to look at me naked? To know you’re going to? And… shit… to know I’m going to do it for you?”
Getting the feel of his newfound power, Simon realized that he’d said he wanted to see her naked, but she hadn’t acted on that. She knew what he wanted, but still waited for direct commands. He made a mental note of that. “Here comes the moment of truth,” he said with a smile. “You know how cool it feels to know you’re going to strip yourself for me? All I have to do is say… Di, take off your bra. Put your hands on your head. Wiggle so it looks like you’re proud to show me your tits.”
“Oh, Jesus,” she whined. He was even going to make her show off. She unhooked her bra and dropped it to the floor. Her eyes were on him as she put her hands on her head and wiggled. Her tits were too small to bounce, but the action still obscenely called attention to her bare tits. It feels good, but I don’t want to surrender to that feeling. Nice girls don’t. She looked at his crotch. “Oh, Jesus,” she said again. 
He gazed at her little tits. Kyra’s tits were nice, but so were Di’s. The small swells were just perfect for her size. They were capped with little, suckable pink nipples. “Those were worth waiting for,” he said. “You can stop wiggling.” He wanted to touch them, but there was one more thing to do.  “Now, stand up, Di. Pull down your panties and hand them to me. Strip for me because you have to. Then stand still and let me look all I want.” As she pulled them down, he said, “Sweet, take ‘em off. I can see it.” Her pussy came into view, adorned with a light covering of brown hair. Not like Kyra’s bush. She reached out and handed him her panties. 
“Holy shit, Di! You look fantastic!” He stared at her nudity for several seconds and then walked behind her to look at her tight ass. “I have a hot little sister,” he said. The first place he touched on her was the soft skin of her bottom. “So sexy and beautiful.” His hands reached around and cupped her tits. “And all mine. Would you like to cover up? Would you like to hide?”
“Yes, Simon, please, let me.” She tried and failed. Her face burned with shame as his hands roamed wherever he wanted. “I’d like to go to my room.”
“What would be the worst thing I could do to you right now?” he asked. “You have to tell me.” He added, “The worst sexual thing I could do right now.” He’d had this thought of her saying kill me or something equally off the subject. 
“In-in-invite other boys,” she stammered as she tried to fight the admission. “From… like… like from my class.”
“How about the worst sexual thing that involves just you and me?” He didn’t want to let other boys reap the benefits of his magic. 
“Umm…” There were more things than she could think of, but in her limited experience and imagination, she said, “You could make me fuck you.”
“Get up on the bed, spread your legs, and tell me you want me to fuck you.”
With a show of reluctance, she got on the bed and spread for him. “Simon, I want you to fuck me.” Her sultry tone surprised them both. She clapped a hand over her mouth and then tried again, “I want you to fuck me.” She sounded both sultry and eager.
 “This is so much fun that I think I’ll get Kyra up here, too,” said Simon. He turned away from Di and said under his breath, “Simon says, Kyra will do whatever I say, she will like it anyway. Simon says, Kyra can talk low to me, outside the room silent be.” That had worked for Di, so he figured it would for Kyra. Then he added, “Simon says, Kyra send your friends away, up to my room come to play.”
“Hide in my closet, Di,” he said, earning the first smile from her since they started. This was somewhere between scary and just plain wrong. Though it was also a lot of fun, hiding was at the top of her list of things to do. As she opened the door, Simon said, “Hang on just a second.” He figured it would take Kyra a few minutes to say goodbye and then come to his room. He got the tie from his robe and tied Di’s hands behind her. It wasn’t a very good knot, but it would do, especially when he said, “Don’t try to get out of that. Now, get in there and face the door. I want to see the look on your face when the door opens.”
The shocked 12-year-old stood naked and tied in her brother’s closet and knew she couldn’t do anything about it. 
A minute later, Kyra knocked on his door and opened it. “You want to play a game?” she asked. 
“Yeah,” he said. “Let’s play a guessing game. You have to guess what’s in my closet.”
“Clothes,” she grinned. 
“What’s in my closet that doesn’t belong in my closet?”
“A stack of Playboys,” she said. 
“Where else would they belong?” he asked her. “So, that’s wrong. Take off a sock.”
“Oh, a guessing game with a penalty,” she laughed. “I better get serious. Hmm, something of mine?”
“Nope, another sock.” 
She sat on the bed barefoot and her feet touched the floor. “Dirty dishes.”
“Nope, undo a button on your shirt.”
“Were you thinking about this game earlier?” she asked. “You were staring at me funny.”
“I guess,” he said. “Take another guess.”
“Simon, mom and dad will be home soon and even if they weren’t, you’re not getting to stare at me for real,” she put reality in play, but then promptly made a guess as ordered. “A new video game.”
“Nope, undo another button.”
“Well, if that’s what you want,” she said, undoing the second button. “I can give you a thrill.” I’ll let him go all the way to my bra and panties and then dash cold water on his gawking by pointing out my bikini shows more skin. Besides, I like the game, too. “A chair, a table, a dog.”
“Uh uh, take off your belt and undo two more buttons. How many buttons does that leave?” She made no attempt to hide herself as she undid two buttons so he could glimpse her bra and took off her belt.
“Two,” she answered. She tried to think of what he’d hide in his closet since she’d much rather win and end the game than have to just call it off. “The game ball.”
“No, another button.”
“A girl.”
“Yes,” he said, “but be more specific.”
“You got a date and hid her in the closet?” she asked, hoping her brother wasn’t that stupid. 
“Lie back and take off your jeans and then sit back up facing me.” He was pretty happy she hadn’t argued so far, but he figured she would at this point. To his surprise, she slid her jeans off with a look that asked, so what you gonna do now? Like Di, her shirttail covered her panties, but Kyra hadn’t made a point of covering up. 
“Is it Di?” she asked. Duh, that would be the logical girl to hide in his closet. Simon and Di are both playing with me. 
“Yeah,” he admitted. “Guess you win. Can you guess what she’d wearing?” He went to the door and held the door handle while Kyra thought about that one. 
“She’s wearing a swim suit,” she guessed, trying for something outrageous. It had to be something odd or he wouldn’t ask and at 9:00 on a Friday night, a swim suit would be odd. What made them think of this game? We haven’t played together for years. It’s more fun than I expected. 
“Nothing at all,” said Simon, opening the door and trying to look at two surprised faces at once. 
Di stood there with her hands tied and blushed bright red. Kyra’s jaw dropped at the announcement and then when he opened the door and showed her for real, she said, “Oh my God. Buck naked.” She almost laughed and then she gathered her wits. Fun or not, this was not the kind of game they should be playing. “What the hell is going on? Get out of there, Di. I can’t believe you two.”
When Di didn’t budge, Simon said, “Go stand to the side, Di.” Once Di was where he wanted her, he said to Kyra. “In a few seconds you’re gonna be naked, too. You’ve stripped for me so far and I want you to finish the job. Undo the last button and take off your shirt.”
“No, Simon,” said Kyra. “You won the damn game, but you don’t get to…” She undid the last button and took her shirt off. What the hell did I do that for? She looked at the two of them in surprise. They didn’t look surprised at all. Then she started to put it back on. “What the hell is going on?
“Don’t put it back on,” said Simon. “You’re not allowed to undo anything I’ve told you to do.” He took the shirt from her and tossed it aside. 
“You know this is just like a two piece swim suit,” she said. “You’ve seen more of me at the pool than this.” He didn’t flinch at her best defense. 
“So, I want to see more. Reach behind you and unhook your bra.” She reached back and undid it, fighting the mental fight that Di had learned was fruitless. “You know if I made you do that, then I can make you take it all the way off.”
“Simon, this has gone far enough,” she said. “Just because you can, doesn’t mean you should and how the hell can you make me do this?”
“Hand me your bra and put your hands on your head and wiggle like you’re proud to show me your tits, big sister.” He took the astonished girl’s bra. She put her hands on her head and wiggled, making her tits bounce nicely. “Oh, yeah, Di’s didn’t bounce like that.”
Kyra looked at her little sister, finally comprehending why Di was naked. They were both under his spell. Fucking standing here and bouncing my tits for him… and I actually like him watching me. I’d never do this on my own in a million years, but now that I am, it feels good. Hell, yeah, little brother, watch me! What the fuck?  
“Stop wiggling. Take off your panties and hand them to me. Hands down and stand still so I can get a good look.”
“Simon?” she said, her voice tentative as slid down her panties. She handed them to him and dropped her hands to her side. She blushed hot with the humiliation of letting him look her over. My God, it feels wonderful… disturbingly so… to have his eyes trace all over my body. Checking out my tits. Checking out my pussy. Damn, it feels good, almost like hands caressing me. 
He cupped her tits and made them bounce. “I like them better than Helga and Yolanda,” he told her. “But I like Di’s just as much. Hers are… cute… just the right size for her.” He circled Kyra, running his hands lightly over her. 
He asked his younger sister, “Di, what have you done with a boy? Sexually, I mean.”
“Nothing,” she said, looking down in shame. It wasn’t embarrassing that she hadn’t done anything with a boy; it was just embarrassing to even have him ask and then tell him. It was none of his business and it opened at whole bunch of horrible possibilities. 
“How about you, Kyra?” he asked his big sister. “You have to say and you can’t lie.”
Kyra glared at him as he invaded her privacy. “I’ve petted, you know, kissed and touched. I let guys take off my shirt and bra and play with my tits like you’re doing now. I gave one guy a blowjob. That’s it.”
“Di already told me her worst fear. What’s the worst sexual thing I could make you do that involves just you and me?” He stood right in front of her, reading the attempt at defiance in her eyes. 
“You could make me fuck you,” she said. 
“Awww, that’s what Di said.” He’d hoped for a little variation. Of course he wanted to do what they least wanted. “I have a different idea,” he said. “Kneel down and tell me you want to suck my cock.”
Her eyes flashing with anger, Kyra knelt in front of Simon. “I want to suck…” She stopped because it sounded so much like she really did. “I want to…” She looked up at him hoping that he didn’t really believe it. “I want to suck your cock, Simon.” 
“I know you do,” he said. It was Simon’s turn to strip for his sisters. He didn’t make a game of it, taking his clothes off quickly so Kyra could get at his throbbing hard on. “Show Di how to suck cock,” he said to his big sister. “Suck it until I cum.”
“Holy fuck,” said Kyra as she tried to keep herself from doing it. She opened her mouth and leaned forward. The cock slipped between her lips. She looked up at Simon, trying to tell him she really didn’t want to. She looked over at Di. I don’t want to. Don’t look at me. Don’t think I really want to. With one hand she cupped his balls and with the other she stroked his hard cock. 
“He made me say I wanna be fucked,” said Di. “You can’t say it like you don’t mean it.”
“That’s right,” Simon smiled down at his astonished cocksucker. “When you’re done, I’m gonna fuck her.” As she sucked him, he thought it was so hot to watch her lips make an O, bulging out as she went back and tightening as she took him in again. It was exciting to see the look in her astonished face as she sucked him, unable to stop. And it felt so good to have her silky lips and tongue working on his cock. If he let her do it, she took half his cock in each stroke. If he thrust forward at just the right time, he could make her gag. She clearly didn’t like that and tightened her hand around his cock so it wouldn’t go too deep. “Take the whole thing in your mouth,” he said. “All the way in.”
She frantically shook her head as she imagined just what that meant. Then she let it slide all the way into her mouth and down her throat until her nose was in his pubic hair. “Aaakkkk, ggaakkk, aakkk,” she gagged and choked. Her head went back and she pleaded with her eyes. Fuck, this is sick, but I can’t help it. Then again she impaled herself on his cock, gagging from the sheer depth of it. 
“Now that’s sucking a cock,” he said. He got a tremendous thrill from making her do something so obviously unnatural. “All the way in. Gagging my big sister. Blow me, Kyra. Show Di how to really suck cock.” He took hold of her hair and fucked her face. The way her throat fought and tightened on his cock was incredible. 
She sped up the rhythm, taking him hard and fast. His cock all the way in my throat… gagging me… please make it stop… it doesn’t belong there. Oh my God, all that and I still like it. I like everything he makes me do. I like it so much that if wasn’t for the injustice of it all, I wouldn’t fight it. I like it when he looks at me. His cock tastes good. It feels right in my mouth. I can feel myself getting wet and tingly. For Christ’s sake, I even like gagging for him. Di is watching and I like that. Incest is a lot better than I expected. I like it. I know he’s making me like it, but I can’t stop liking it. 
“Yeah, Kyra, get ready for it,” gasped Simon. “Your mouth is so hot. Suck me. Suck it all out. Looks like you love cock.” He’d jerked off before, but this was better than any of those times. Her hot wet mouth drove him over the edge and he shot his cum into her mouth and then on her face and tits. She took his cock back in her mouth where they both felt it spasm deep in her throat and deposit the cum right in her tummy. 
When he was finished, she licked and sucked him clean, grinning in delight. Oh my God, I’m wearing his cum on my face and tits and that’s pretty nice. Damn, I want more. She looked at Di and saw the shock and disapproval. “Fuck, Di, just let go. It’s wild.” Kyra lay back with two fingers on her clit, rubbing furiously. “Watch me cum. God damn it, little brother. Raped my mouth and, man oh man, did I love it. Now watch me…ooooo, God, yeah… everybody watch the cocksucking slut. Yesssss.” Her hand was a blur as she came in her best orgasm ever. 
As Kyra lay on her back panting from the exertion, Simon looked surprised and horny from her little performance. “You can play with me anytime, little brother,” she said. She looked at Di and said, “Yeah, look at me. You’re gonna be like this pretty damn soon.” Getting on her hands and knees, she crawled to Di. She ran a finger through the 12-year-old’s pussy. “You are so turned on. Just let go, little sister slut.”
“I don’t wanna be like that,” said Di. It looked terrible, like Kyra was addicted to Simon’s cock. I can’t believe she just blew him and I watched. It looked so gross, but did she really like it? He made her! He made her suck his cock and then all of a sudden, she was happy about it. I sure as hell don’t want to be happy about getting raped by Simon. 
“Me either,” said Kyra. “My throat hurts. I’ve got cum all over me. I just masturbated in front of both of you. I don’t wanna be like this, but it was too much fun.” She looked ruefully at Simon and then back at Di. “Jesus, do you realize we’re his sex toys?”
“No, we’re not,” argued Di. “We’re his sisters and he shouldn’t do this.”
“I agree,” said Kyra. “We’re his sisters and he shouldn’t, but how can we stop him?” She looked at Simon again. “We can’t stop you, can we? Anything you want.” I’m his slut... his sex toy… his plaything. I’ll do what he wants and like it. She gave a sick shudder. Damn it to hell, I like that I like being his slut.
All three of them jumped as the front door slammed.  Every Friday their parents went out and now they were home from their “date night.” Di smiled with relief, “Let us go. We gotta get our clothes on before they find us.”
“Simon says, mom and dad can check our rooms good, they’ll see we’re sleeping like we should.” He smiled back at Di. “I don’t think we’re done yet.” The young magician crossed his fingers. The spell should work and if it didn’t he’d have his hands full trying to cast another spell to make them forget. 
“Where are you guys?” asked their mom. They heard a bedroom door open and shut. “Oh, in bed already?” Another door opened and shut. Then Simon’s door opened and their mom looked right at them. “Wonder what got into them?” she said as she closed the door. 
“What did you just do?” asked Kyra. “You said something about us being in bed and they believed it. How are you doing this?”
“Don’t worry your pretty head,” he told his sister. 
“OK,” she said, switching off her concern on command. 
“When we’re done, you can’t say anything to anyone about what we did.” Simon wasn’t sure if they’d try to tell their unbelievable story or not and he didn’t want to take chances. “Kyra, you stand here.” He positioned her facing the bed. “Di, get up on the bed, spread your legs, and tell me you want me to fuck you.”
The 12-year-old repeated her earlier performance, climbing on the bed and saying, “Simon, I want you to fuck me.” She stuck her tongue out at Kyra. “See, you gotta say it like you really want to.”
“Simon says, mom and dad have a beer, no sound from us will you hear,” he rhymed. “Di, that was naughty. If I want you to say it, then I certainly don’t want you to say you didn’t mean it. Now, tell me you want a bare bottom spanking.”
Her shoulders slumped as she said, “Simon, I want a bare bottom spanking.” It came out roughly like, Simon, I want to go do Disneyworld and she’d wanted that for a couple of years now.
“Roll over on your stomach,” he ordered and then delivered three hand spanks to each cheek. 
She yelped with each one, partly from the indignity and partly from the pain. When he was finished, she looked up at him and then at Kyra. “That hurt, so why did I like it?”
“Di, don’t,” said Kyra. It was too late though. Her little sister had just told Simon that they’d like even something as bad as a spanking, any pain at all. A glance at Simon told her that he hadn’t missed the point either. 
Simon was as surprised as Di as he considered what she’d just said. The spell he’d cast said she’d like it anyway, but he hadn’t thought about that possibility. They’d both like anything he made them do. He’d have to think about that. Right now his cock was hard again. “One more time, Di,” he said. “On your back, spread your legs, and tell me you want me to fuck you. Say please this time.” 
The preteen lay back and said, “Simon, I want you to fuck me, please.”
“With pleasure,” he said, climbing between her sleek thighs. “Kind of funny, you know? You’re gonna lose your cherry before Kyra.” It was his first time as well and he fumbled clumsily with his cock trying to find the hole. When he found it, he slowly worked it in. He thought it would be easier than this. “So tight,” he said. His cock was just inside her pussy and he worked it slowly in. 
“Take it easy,” she complained. Dang it, I like the feel of his cock opening me up… weird, but I like it… painful and might he actually damage me like this? Then he pushed through her hymen and she yelped. “Ouch, that’s… oh, you popped my cherry.” He shouldn’t be inside me, but he is. He’s even pushing deeper. Would you look at that! All the way in me… like it’s just gone, but I can feel it and it feels good. So full and uncomfortable, but that’s where a boy’s cock belongs and, man, oh man, do I like having him in there. He made me a woman. So cool. 
With his cock buried in his little sister, Simon just left it there. It was so nice to have her warm, wet, tight pussy grasping his cock. “Feels good,” he told her. He put his hands on her little tits and fondled them, content to let her embrace his hardness. “You girls,” he said. “Always trying to hide your tits. Now I can look and touch anytime I want. You like this. You like having me play with your tits, don’t you, Di?”
“Yes, Simon, I like it. You know I do.” She bit her lip. “I like it a lot. The more you do it, the more I like it. Please, don’t.” Then he pulled his cock out slowly and she gasped. He pushed back in. She looked at Kyra. “What does it feel like? To lose control?”
“That’s right, Di,” said her sister. “Let go and you’ll find out. Might as well. You can’t stop him.”
Simon knew he could make her lose it even faster with just a command. She’d do what he said, including let go and lose control. It was just more fun to watch her fight it. As he set up a easy, steady rhythm of fucking, he watched her slow surrender to the pleasure. “Fuck me, Simon,” she said. It didn’t have the same sultry tone, but this time she meant it. 
As he fucked her harder, she felt the pleasure rising. Kyra said it… she’s right… no point in fighting. “Fuck me. Do it, Simon. It feels good, really good. I’m gonna cum.” She’d only recently explored her pussy and clit, learning how to masturbate. She knew how an orgasm felt and she knew Simon was doing the same as her fingers, only better. “Jesus, Simon,” she squealed as she came. “Watch me, Kyra. He’s fucking me good. Oh, damn, it’s… it’s better…” 
Surprised that Di came so quickly, Simon kept his cock plunging in and out like a piston. She wriggled under him delightfully, enjoying the moment, basking in his attention, and uncaring about how wrong it was. Jeez, even his hands are nice, warm and tingly and good wherever they touch. Can’t believe my big brother wants me so much. How cool does that feel. Simon wants me! And he took my virginity before Kyra’s. Hah, I’m so lucky. How cool is that! Now, what the fuck is going on? Can I cum twice in a row? “My God, your cock feels… wow… oh, yeah… Simon… I’m gonna do it again. Fuck me… fuck little sister… Jesus, Simon, harder. Pound me. Oh, oh, oh,” she moaned as her body thrashed in her second orgasm. 
“You little slut,” he said as she came wildly. Watching her was fantastic. It was like she worshipped his cock, letting her body show how much she loved it. Then his orgasm rushed up and he fucked her hard and fast. As he came, he pounded into her just like she wanted, filling her with cum. 
As he pulled out and collapsed on the bed next to her, she moaned, “Simon, Simon, Simon.” So empty now. More… I want more… do it again. Not gonna happen, is it? Oh well, just feels so warm and glowy and special now. Accepting that it was over for now, she rolled toward Kyra. “Sex toy,” she giggled. “He’s mine.”
Sated, Simon had a big smile on his face. He reminded them. “You can’t tell anyone what we did. You can’t act all weird now. Act normal. Go to bed.” He fell asleep in seconds, still with a big smile. 
Simon Says










By Kenna
Chapter 3 – Simon Makes his Parents
 (mMF, inc, oral, mc)
Stretching in bed, Simon looked forward to the weekend. Football star. Got my first blowjob. Had my first fuck. Kyra and Di will do anything I want. Heck, I can do anything I want. He lay in bed for a few minutes thinking about being on top of the world. Then he got up and showered and dressed. 
Across the hall, Kyra woke up in a considerably different mood. It was easy to recall taking off her clothes, giving a blowjob, masturbating in front of Simon, watching Di get fucked, and the complete loss of control. It was not so easy to remember the pleasure. In hindsight, she was certain she could have fought harder, kept her hands from doing his bidding, and at least not enjoyed it so much. In fact, she decided she’d tell her mom just what Simon had done. He’d said she couldn’t, but she was going to stand up to him. 
The third sibling woke up with a hand over her pussy and an arm across her chest as if she could hide her body and forget about last night. Di felt so violated. My brother saw it all and touched it all. He even fucked me. Twice! I came twice! She was shocked at how he’d taken advantage of her and shocked about how it had felt. She remembered the pleasure of two orgasms and that she had liked it, but she couldn’t remember how good it felt just to do things he told her to do. There was only one way to get that feeling back and she wasn’t about to encourage Simon to order her around again. She didn’t want it that bad. 
While Simon showered, Kyra went down to the kitchen where their mother was fixing breakfast. “Mom, we need to talk,” she said. She’d heard the shower and knew she had a few minutes before Simon would come down. 
“About what?” asked her mom, Brenda. 
“About Simon,” said Kyra. Her voice failed her. She formed the words in her head, but she couldn’t say them aloud. He can do stuff. He can make us do what he wants. He stripped us and raped us last night. We have to do something about him. 
“What about Simon?” said her mom, filling the awkward silence. 
What about Simon? I can’t say it. Just like he said, I can’t say it. What now? She had to say something. “He… he… umm… won the game last night. We should do something special for him, don’t you think?” She mentally kicked herself. Tell her! He’s trouble. She needs to know. Don’t reward the little shithead. But it felt good. She liked telling the lie for him. It almost engendered the same pleasure from the night before. Maybe I could blow him again. That would be something special. No, no, no. I wouldn’t like it as much if it was my idea. 
“That’s sweet of you,” said her mom. “What did you have in mind?”
Hanging out in his room until he makes me do something. “He always likes the Play Place. You know, the go carts, the arcade, miniature golf.”
“We could do that,” agreed Brenda. “We could all go. Your father is playing golf this afternoon. The four of us could go while he golfs. Get me the eggs, will you? Then go make sure your brother and sister are up. And tell mister six touchdowns that he still has to take out the trash. He didn’t last night and I want it done before breakfast.”
“Yeah, OK,” said Kyra. The shower was still going, so she checked on Di. “Wake up, sleepyhead.”
“I’m awake,” mumbled Di. “Just thinking about last night.”
“Yeah, what about it?”
“Well, you know, about last night.” She tried for a couple of seconds to say what she meant and then stopped. “I can’t even tell you,” she said, her voice full of awe. 
“You can’t? But…” Kyra’s voice failed. “Can’t tell anybody.”
“Yeah, well, you know and I know,” said Di. “I have this feeling, you know? Like I want to do it again, but I really, really don’t want to do it again.”
Kyra chuckled. “Sorry, it’s not funny. I have the same feeling. Just act like nothing happened. Don’t let on to him that you want to do it again.”
“No way!” said Di. “I wanna just stay away from him.”
“Me, too, but we live in the same house. Anyway, get up. Mom’s fixing breakfast. I think we’re going to the Play Place this afternoon to celebrate Simon’s game.”
“Crap! He gets to be the hero after what he did? Whose idea was that?”
“Mom’s,” lied Kyra, too embarrassed to admit it was her idea. 
Knocking on Simon’s door, Kyra waited for him to answer. As he opened the door, she was relieved to see he was dressed in jeans and T-shirt. “Mom’s fixing breakfast and she wants you to take out the trash first. You forgot it last night.”
“Oh yeah,” he smiled. “Had other things on my mind last night. You go take out the trash for me.”
“I am so not doing your chores. Yes, I am, aren’t I?” immediately reversing her automatic refusal. She shot him a glare and then went back downstairs. 
As she lifted the trash bag from the can, she smiled at the feeling that washed over her. She liked even the simple act of taking out the trash for Simon. 
“Don’t take out the trash for him. He needs to learn to be responsible,” said her mom. 
“It’s OK,” said Kyra. “I like doing it for him. I mean… just a little way of saying I’m proud of him.” Her mom shook her head, but didn’t stop her. Happily she took the trash to the dumpster and tossed it in. 
The family of five ate breakfast together as if nothing odd had happened last night. Brenda was unaware she’d looked in on her three children having sex. Their father, Gary, was equally unaware that something was amiss. On the other hand, Kyra and Di knew what had happened, but were under orders to act normal. Seething inside with questions, concerns, and desires, they still found it remarkably easy to treat their brother as if they hadn’t each received a deposit of his cum. They were both barely aware there was an addiction growing in them. It was obvious when Simon told them to do something, they ended up liking it. There were other things that they liked as well, almost subliminally. Di liked passing him the salt and pepper. Kyra liked passing him the milk. They were things they’d do anyway out of politeness, so they didn’t notice the subtle pleasant feeling that came from doing his bidding. 
After breakfast, Simon went to his room and pondered his next moves. He needed to control his parents so they’d stay out of the way. He wrote down some rhyming spells that might come in handy. Mostly he thought about not going to the Play Place as a reward this afternoon. He had other plans for the afternoon that didn’t involve go carts and miniature golf. Those were games for the old Simon. 
With his plans made, he went downstairs to watch TV in the family room. The family room TV was bigger than the one in the basement and had HD. As the preferred TV, he figured with his new powers he now owned it. Di was already there and watching one of her lame shows. As he prepared to kick her out, her nudity reminded him of the magic spell he’d put on the room. Instead of making her move to the basement, he sat where he could see both the TV and his little sister. 
There was a standing order that no one would care if he stared, but that didn’t keep Di from feeling he was up to something. “What are you doing?” she asked. 
“Why? Something wrong?” he asked. 
“I dunno,” she shrugged. “You don’t usually watch this stuff, so what are you up to?”
“Wondering if you want to go up to my room and play a game or change the channel to what I want to watch,” he said. 
“Shit,” she said under her breath. “Change the channel.” She pointed the remote at the TV and changed to the anime she knew he liked to watch. “Here you can have it,” she handed him the remote and started to leave. 
“Sit and watch it with me.”
She dropped back onto couch. “This is too weird,” she said. “How are you doing this? I mean, you know I hate this stuff, but when you make me do something I can’t stop myself and I like doing it.”
“You like the show?” he asked, curious about how she felt. 
“No, I just like sitting here and watching it because you said so.”
“So you like me making you do stuff.”
“No! That’s not it,” she said. It was confusing to her and hard to explain to him. “I do not like you making me do stuff, but I feel good… I like it when I do it. You put some sorta curse on me or something?”
“I guess,” he said. “I can do magic, so I’d call it a spell, not a curse.”
“Magic,” she said. It was unbelievable and believable at the same time. Magic is impossible, but he’s doing something. “Do something magical.”
“Simon says, Di will float.”
“Simon says,” she scoffed, but then she rose off the couch and floated a few inches in the air. She squealed in surprise and fright as she floated few inches off the couch. “Put me down, put me down,” she insisted. 
Instead, he rose and walked over to her. “Keep your hands down,” he said and cupped her tits and fingered her nipples.
“What’s going on in here?” asked their mother as she walked into the room and saw Di in the air with Simon’s hands on his little sister’s chest. It looked like he was fondling her breasts, though she saw her daughter in clothes. “What are you two doing? Get your hands off her, young man! Go to your room this instant!”
“Oh, shit… I… I mean shoot.” said the flustered 12-year-old as she squirmed in midair. It feels like he’s touching my bare skin and playing with my nipples… gad, they’re hard. I do have clothes on, don’t I? Yeah, I do. Dang, it feels good and I didn’t stop him. Almost like I’m helping him. What’s mommy gonna think? It freaking looks like I’m letting him feel me up. To her relief, he took his hands away at the interruption and she dropped onto the couch as Simon’s temporary spell wore off. 
“Oh, my God,” said Simon as he found himself staring at his mom in the nude. It was her first foray into the family room with him there to witness the effect of his magic. Just like his sisters, his mom had no clothes and he was the only one who knew it. It was so wrong, but he couldn’t take her eyes off her for a few seconds. She had a great body and he could feel an erection starting. She’s my mom. I shouldn’t, but wow. Like Kyra, only a little bigger upstairs.
“What were you doing, Simon? I told you to go to your room. Wait ‘til your father hears about this,” snapped Brenda. Trying to make sense of her children’s exploration, she missed the impossible sight of Di floating. “And you, young lady, don’t let him touch you like that.”
Needing to control the situation, Simon said, “Simon says, Mom will do whatever I say, she won’t like it in any way.” Mad at his mom for her outburst, he deliberately said the spell differently. He was going to show her that she couldn’t send him to his room. There would be none of that ever again. “Stop and stand still, mom. Don’t say a word.” Just in case his dad came in, he added, “Simon says, Dad will do whatever I say, he will like it anyway.” 
The 14-year-old magician felt a sense of satisfaction as his mom stopped and shut up. She glared at him and struggled to move and speak, preferably both at the same time. How dare he tell me to stand still and shut up! Wait until his father here’s about this. And why exactly am I doing what he said? What the heck is going on? Say something. Move! 
As she burned in silence, he circled her, taking in her nudity from every angle. She was in her late thirties and still had a nice body. Her long brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail for convenience and her arms were crossed just under her breasts. Her tits were D-cup and any sag was hidden by the way she arms supported them. With flaring hips, she had a neatly trimmed triangle of dark curly hair surrounding her slit in front and a nice round ass in back. “Put your hands down,” he said and cupped her tits.
“Holy shit, Simon,” said Di. “Mom, too? You are so gonna get it.”
“Who’s gonna stop me, Di?” he asked rhetorically. “Mom’s just gonna hold still and let me.” Then to his mom he said, “This is what I was doing with Di. She likes it, but I know you don’t.”
Simon! Get your hands off me! She tried to move, but her hands stayed down and her feet stayed planted. Words she wanted to scream at him just stuck in her throat. My son is squeezing my breasts! It feels like his hands are on my bare skin. I don’t like it, but I can’t stop him. 
Simon jumped at the sound of his dad’s voice. “What the hell?” When he saw what Simon was doing, Gary closed the distance between them quickly and grabbed his son’s arms. “What in God’s name do you think you’re doing, Simon? Brenda, why would you let him?” he asked in disbelief. 
“Let go of me, dad, and step back. Shut up and hold still like mom is.” He smiled as his dad followed his instructions completely. He now had control over his whole family. “Di, go get Kyra and bring her back here.” As Di left, he considered his options. He could have another round of sex with his sisters and let his parents watch, try out his mom, or have an orgy, even letting dad do it with one of his sisters. “Dad, you don’t mind if I touch mom or even have sex with her. Neither of you will stop me from doing what I want with Kyra and Di. I am now in charge of the house. What I say goes and you won’t hesitate to do as you’re told. You will tell no one outside the family that anything odd is going on. Understand?”
When they both nodded, he said, “You may speak, but calmly and respectfully. Do you understand?”
“Yes, I understand, but…” said his dad. 
“No, I don’t understand,” Brenda cut off her husband. Don’t you dare touch me like you were just touching me. “I would appreciate it if you didn’t touch me like you just did. How are you doing this and why? You’re such a good boy. What happened?”
“Yeah,” said Gary. “You’re not ready to be in charge.” They both struggled for calm and respectful ways to voice their outrage and indignation. 
“OK, it’s like this,” said Simon. “I can do magic. You’re under a spell that makes you do what I say. Don’t fight it. You can’t. So, if I can do anything I want, then I will do anything I want. I’m in charge and that’s final.” Di and Kyra came into the room. He shook his head in amazement as he spotted them coming down the hall clothed and then their clothes disappeared as they stepped into the room. They had no idea and he wondered what would happen if he told them to strip. The room was fun and he didn’t want to mess with it, so he just left them clothed in their own minds. 
“Crap, Simon, mom and dad, too?” asked Kyra. 
“Yeah, it was bound to happen,” he said. “Now there won’t be any problems. And we don’t need any secrets anymore. I want the two of you to go to the mall and come back in time for lunch. I need to talk to mom and dad.”
“Sure, no problem,” said Kyra. “C’mon,” she said to Di. Fishing her car keys out of her pocket, she hurried out the door with her little sister in tow. Both were relieved to be out of his presence. 
Once they were gone, Simon said, “Mom, go up to your bedroom. You will remove all your clothes and kneel facing the door with your hands on your head and wait for us.” 
“Simon, please, you shouldn’t… I don’t want to,” said his mom as she left the room as if she was a puppet on Simon’s strings. “I can’t help myself,” she told her husband in desperation as she left the room. She’d just wished to be able to move and now that she could move and speak, she wasn’t any happier. 
“What can we do for you, Simon?” asked his dad. “Something besides making your mother do that and me… just stand here.”
“Nothing, dad,” said Simon. “Just do what you’re told. You have a golf game this afternoon and I don’t want you to miss it. While you’re golfing you won’t worry about what’s going on at home. For now, I need a lesson in sex and you and mom are going to give it to me. When we go up to your bedroom, we’ll use mom as a live model. You’ll show me and tell me everything I want to know. You won’t lie and you won’t hold anything back.” 
“This is so inappropriate, Simon,” said Gary.
“Dad, you’re gonna enjoy the benefits of being the father of a magician,” said the boy, aware that he’d just given his dad a command to enjoy himself. “I want you to be my ally. No more arguments. You may give me advice to keep me out of trouble and how to do things right, but you’ll like my ideas.” He drove home the command to enjoy what he had in mind for the next hour or two. “You’re gonna have a good time using mom as a sex object. I want to know a few things before we go up there. What is the worst sexual thing you could think of for you personally to do.”
“Gay sex,” said his dad. “Sex with a guy of any kind.”
“OK, we’ll call that a one on a scale of one to ten. What is the best thing you can think of?”
“Having a threesome. Me and two girls,” he said with a smile as he thought of that fantasy and the idea of enjoying the benefits of being Simon’s father. It just might come true. 
“Any two specific girls?” Simon prodded.
“So many to choose from,” said his dad. “Your mom and Mrs. Kilmore. Catherine Zeta-Jones and Angelina Jolie. Lindsey and Ginny O’dell.”
Simon was right with his dad up until he said Lindsey and Ginny O’dell. The 11 and 9-year-old lived two doors down from them. “Lindsey and Ginny?” he said with smile. “You want a couple of little girls?”
“It’s a fantasy, Simon,” said Gary as he blushed. “They’re cute as hell and look so good in those little suits their mom lets them wear.” He couldn’t lie or hold anything back. “I’d like to peel those suits off them, play with them, and have them suck my cock.”
“Yeah, well, OK, maybe I can arrange that for my loyal advisor and assistant,” said Simon. “So, let’s call Lindsey and Ginny sucking your cock a ten on the one to ten scale. Where does fucking mom fall on the scale?”
“Seven,” said Gary. “Eight if she puts on her sexy lingerie.”
“How about a blowjob from mom?”
“She doesn’t do those,” said his dad. “I’d say a nine just because she won’t, but it probably wouldn’t be a good blowjob, so I don’t know.”
Simon laughed at his dad’s honesty. “So, it if was a good one, then it would be a nine and if Mrs. Kilmore was here, then it would be a ten?”
“If the two of them took turns sucking it, then it would be a ten,” Gary agreed so casually it seemed as if he and his son routinely discussed his fantasies. 
“I know you never even thought about this, but what about a threesome with Kyra and Di?” Simon smiled sinisterly. 
“God, Simon, I don’t even want to… Kyra’s got a nice body. Di’s a little young… but… Jesus, Simon, now that you mention it, peeling a suit off her would be so hot. Ten. Definitely a ten. Even one on one, either one of them. Di’s a ten and Kyra’s a nine.”
“I thought they were pretty hot last night,” grinned Simon. He was amused at how his dad thought of the little girls. Every house in the affluent neighborhood had a pool and they often got together for barbeques and swimming. His dad had seen every one of the 20 girls in a suit, fantasizing about peeling that suit off every one of them probably. “I had a threesome with them. Kyra sucks cock like a pro and Di was so tight. C’mon, let’s go upstairs.” He led the way to the master bedroom. “What’s the number one thing you’d like to make mom do that she won’t do?” he asked on the way. 
“That threesome with Mrs. Kilmore,” admitted his dad. “I’d love to see her go down on the bitch while I fuck her from behind.” Janice Kilmore lived next door with her three daughters.  Simon thought the pleasant woman anything but a bitch, but he understood the growing desire in his father’s voice and the term meant slut, not nag.
Simon opened the door and the two found Brenda kneeling four feet from the door fully on display. “Simon, I don’t like this at all,” said his mom. She shuddered as his eyes enjoyed her body. “You shouldn’t be looking at me naked and making me pose like this.” She looked at her husband. “And what are you smiling at? You think this is funny?”
“Not funny,” said Gary. “But fun. Simon wants a lesson in sex and you’re the model.”
“Can’t you stop him, damn it? He’s your son. Where’d he learn this from?”
“Mom, you need to learn to shut up,” said Simon. “Dad, take off your clothes and have a hard on. Mom, dad told me he’d like a blowjob from you, so when he gets his clothes off, you’ll blow him. When you see his cock, you’ll beg for it in your mouth in the most demeaning way you can think of. You will take his entire cock in your mouth so your nose is in his pubes. You will suck it until he cums in your mouth and you will swallow it all. Then you’ll thank him for feeding your slutty mouth.”
Stunned, Brenda watched her husband strip. Say something… anything. No, no, I won’t. I don’t want to blow him. I don’t do blowjobs… ever. Bang your balls on my chin. Huh? That demeaning enough? Fuck my mouth. Rape my mouth. Rape mommy’s mouth. Jam, fuck, gag, feed me. My God, I’m going to say it all! His cock came into view and she said, “Let me have your cock in my slutty mouth. Bang your balls on my chin. Feed me cum. Fuck my mouth for Simon. Show him what a helpless slut I am. Jam it in my mouth. Fuck my face. Rape mommy’s mouth. Gag me. Fuck yeah, please, gag me with your cock.” She watched in horror as he put his cock to her lips. Then she lunged forward to impale her face on his cock. “Aaaakkkk, ahhhh,” she gagged as Gary’s eight inches plunged deep into her throat. My God, it’s horrible. Worse than I thought. Right in front of Simon like I can’t get enough of it. All the way to his pubes. God Almighty, I can’t stop myself. Please let me stop! Take it all. Again. Again. Again. What am I doing? This is sick. Suck it. Cum in my mouth. Please, no. 
“Jesus Christ,” exclaimed Gary. “All the way in. Suck it, sweetie, so Simon can see. Fuck, Simon, I was wrong. The bitch is a ten.” It looked like she was using her hands on her head to press herself forward to the absolute deepest she could manage. She had it all the way and kept going. 
“I’m gonna have to try her next,” said Simon. “Or else I won’t be able to pay attention to the rest of the lesson. She sucks as good as Kyra. Nice, mommy. Suck that cock like a whore. Think you can send me to my room?” He laughed. “This is payback. I sent you to your room and you stripped for me. Now, you’re sucking cock. What was it Kyra and Di said last night? Oh yeah, you’re a sex toy now.”
“Hot spit, Simon,” said his dad. “Sex toys… ohhhh, man… suck it, baby. Know how long I’ve wanted this?”
Yes, 18 years of marriage. I remember when you first asked and I said no then. Now after all this time… I just want to cry. I didn’t even want to give it a little lick or anything and now I’ve got it all. So invasive. So disgusting. So uncomfortable. So revolting. Jesus, they even like that I’m gagging on his cock. Don’t call me a sex toy. It’s what I am. A sex toy, a whore, a cocksucking whore servicing more than my husband and just for the purpose of sating his lust. Sex is supposed to be loving and sharing, not this one-sided use of my mouth. And Simon is next? I’m his mother and I get to send him to his room. Not anymore. Now I’m gonna suck his cock for that. Please, dear God, don’t let him. 
When he came, she forced herself to keep his cock in her mouth and suck the cum out of it, filling her mouth practically to overflowing. Then as he pulled out, she took a big swallow of the disgusting warm, sticky cum. “What a fucking blowjob,” said her husband. “Like you’ve done a hundred of them.” 
With that humiliation over, she said, “Thank you, for feeding my slutty mouth.” Then she looked at Simon as he took off his pants. 
“Beg for this one, mommy,” said her son. 
“Yes, Simon, mommy wants some of that cock. Please fuck my face. Rape my mouth. Show mommy how to be a sex toy. Bang your balls on the bitch’s chin. I’m gonna be a ten for you, too.” She didn’t have to beg as long before she took his six inch cock in her mouth. It was no less disgusting, only a little less uncomfortable, and a lot more humiliating to have her son’s cock in her mouth, but she serviced him well. With her hands on her head, it looked like she was straining for even more by forcing her mouth as far down his cock as she could. 
“The slut’s a fast learner,” said Simon. “Dad says you never did this before. Damn, you’re good. Gag on it, mommy. Nothing like blowing your son, huh? Bet you didn’t think this was gonna happen today.” He fucked her face for a minute and then felt his cum rising. “Get ready, mommy. Here it comes and you’re gonna swallow it all.”  
Taking his cum, she swallowed and thanked him for feeding her slutty mouth. “Are we done now?” she asked hoarsely. Stupid question. They just used me. I’ve got a belly full of their cum. I know they’re not done with me yet. 
“Just getting started,” said Simon. “Get on the bed and dad’s going to show me all about sex.” She pulled back the bedspread and lay down on the flannel sheets. 
“Guess we’ll start with the basics,” said Gary. “Let’s talk about foreplay.” He took his son on a tour of his wife’s body, showing him how to touch her breasts and nipples, where her clit was, and how to get her aroused. 
“Why?” asked Simon. 
“Men get excited faster than women, so you have to warm them up,” explained his mentor. “They need to be wet here,” he pointed at Brenda’s pussy, “so you can get in easy.”
“Yeah, but… Simon says, mommy is set, she’s horny and wet.” 
“Ohhhhhh,” gasped the sex toy. “Yeah, I am. You gonna fuck me now? I want to.” She reached for her husband’s soft cock. “Damn, I need you.” She spread her legs. “Like what you see?” What the heck just happened? He said I was horny and now I am. Like what? I want to get fucked right now with Simon in the room? Hell, no, so shut up. “I need your cock!” She looked at her son. “Simon wants a lesson. Give it to him.”
Gary chuckled, ignoring the incredible sight of his wife begging for cock. “I guess you do better foreplay than me. Wish you’d learned how to do magic years ago. So, let’s talk about positions.” His cock wasn’t hard yet, so without penetrating he demonstrated the missionary position, doggy style, her on top, and leaning her over the bed. “You got the idea of a blowjob with her kneeling, but check this out.” He showed how to straddle her face with her on her back. “You can really fuck her face good like this,” he said. “Or, she can just lick. Do it, mommy, lick daddy’s balls.” 
When his mom refused, Simon weighed in. “Do it, mommy, lick daddy’s balls.” Her tongue snaked out and she licked his hairy balls. “While he’s showing me stuff, do what he says,” Simon added. “I might have to punish you for not cooperating.” 
“We’ll get to that in a bit,” said Gary so casually that it shocked Brenda. “Spanking works well for punishment, but there’s lots of sexual ways to punish her.” He had his wife stay on her hands and knees and moved behind her. “There’s also anal sex. Personally I don’t go for that, but some guys do. I suppose Lindsey and Ginny are too small to fuck in the pussy, but they’d be great ass fucks.”
“Gary!” said Brenda, looking back over her shoulder in shock and surprise. “How can you talk like that about them? They’re babies.”
Gary blushed as he realized he’d spilled his fantasy to a woman who had no idea how he felt and wouldn’t understand it if she did. “They’re hot little teases. They’re not babies; they’re Lolitas,” said Gary. “Simon might let me try them out some time.”
“Enough,” said Simon. “What else do I need to know?” He thought they’d covered just about everything by now. 
“Lots,” said his dad. “I should go pick up some magazines so you can see about bondage, S&M, lesbians, threesomes, bestiality. I know about it, but I’m not experienced enough to teach you.”
“Yeah,” agreed Simon. He didn’t know what some of that was, but if was about sex, he wanted to know. “You’ve been such a good teacher, I thought I’d give you a reward. Simon says, Susan Kilgore, come to our house, in just minutes quiet as a mouse.”
“Are you kidding me?” grinned his dad. He checked his watch. Plenty of time before he had to head to the golf course. 
“Nope, you’re gonna have a threesome,” smiled Simon. “Mom, you have to do whatever dad wants for the next hour, no matter what it is.”
Simon Says
By Kenna
Chapter 4 – Simon Plays with Some Neighbors
(mggg, MFF, mc, inc, oral)
When Janice Kilmore rang the doorbell, Simon let their next-door neighbor in. “Hi, Simon. I can only stay an hour,” she said. He thought it just a coincidence that he planned to let his dad have her for an hour and then go golfing. It hadn’t been part of the vague spoken spell that called her over. Dismissing that, he looked over the first of his many neighbors he planned to take control of. In addition to 20 beautiful girls in the cul-de-sac, there were nine beautiful moms. There were eight families where either dad was missing from their lives or very absorbed in work to the point of being a non-entity. Simon’s dad was the only father who spent any time at all with his family. 
“An hour’s fine,” he said, wondering what she thought of her impromptu visit. The attractive 30-something woman seemed to know she was here for a reason, just not the specifics. “Mom and dad are upstairs. I’ll show you.” He led the woman up to his parents’ bedroom where Brenda lay on her back and Gary stood waiting. 
“Oh, excuse me,” said Janice, averting her eyes as she blushed and backed out. “Simon brought me up.”
“Simon says, Janice will do what I say, she will like it anyway,” said the boy, blocking her exit. “Go on in, Janice. They’re expecting you.”
“I can’t. I shouldn’t,” she kept looking away as she found herself unable to keep from walking in on the naked neighbors. It looked practically like they were about to make love or had just finished. That didn’t make any sense with Simon watching the whole thing. “Could you at least put on some clothes?”
“Quiet and listen, Janice,” said Simon calmly. “You’re here because they want to have a threesome with you. You’re all going to have sex together. For the next hour, you will do everything you can to fulfill dad’s fantasy. Be sexy. Follow his instructions. Do anything and everything he wants. You’ve always wanted to have a threesome with them and now’s your chance.”
The woman listened to the voice of the powerful boy. Have sex? A threesome? Are you out of your mind? Hey, I didn’t say it out loud. Are you out… Are you… I can’t say it. I should leave, but then again, I want to do everything to fulfill Gary’s fantasy. How thrilling just to be part of his fantasy. Just this once… I only have an hour… I’ll do whatever he wants. In fact, now that I think about it, I’ve always wanted to have a threesome with my neighbors. Walking up to Gary, she said, “So, what did you have in mind, handsome.”
“I’ll leave the three of your alone, dad,” said Simon. “She’s like Cinderella, only not at midnight. At 10:40 she has to go. Janice, are the girls home?”
“Yeah, yeah, they are,” said Janice, waving the boy off. Go away. Go see them. Good riddance. Three is perfect and four is a crowd. 
Shutting the door, he ran down the stairs and next door, saying the appropriate spells on the way so the three girls would be his mind slaves. Kari, the oldest at 12, was Di’s best friend. The two girls did nearly everything together. He was pretty sure that Kari would be upset knowing Di was no longer a virgin. If the news came from Di, Kari would be excited and envious. She wouldn’t let on to him that she felt left out and wanted to lose her cherry, too. Even if she didn’t want that, he planned on making the two friends a matched set anyway. Her sister, Moira, was 10 and the youngest, Hannah, was 8. They were a little young for him, but beautiful. He rang the bell and let himself in. 
“Hey, what are you doing here?” demanded Kari as soon as he came in. She’d heard the bell and responded, surprised to see him just barge in. 
“Your mom’s over at my house and wanted me to keep an eye on you three,” said Simon with a smirk. “Go get your sisters and we’ll all go to the basement.” He’d been here enough times to know they had a nice, cozy play room set up in their basement. “Your dad gone again?’
“She did not say that,” argued Kari. “We don’t need you to keep an eye on us. Go back home.” Mommy would not send him to watch us. We don’t need watching while she’s next door. He’s not going, is he? How do I know that? Oh yeah, we’re going to basement together. “Yeah, dad’s like on the East Coast… Washington, DC, or something.” Turning, she yelled, “Moira! Hannah! Get in here!”
She headed for the basement door and asked, “What are we going to do in the basement?” 
“I’ll tell you when you get there. Take off your shoes and socks and leave them upstairs.” As Moira and Hannah bounced into the room, he had them take off their shoes and socks as well. The confused girls got their first taste of the feeling of being his puppet as they complied without knowing why. 
Down in the playroom, Simon said, “This is perfect. Now, here’s the plan. Last night Di got nailed by a guy and lost her virginity. So I’m going to do you a favor and pop your cherry, too.”
“No way!” said Kari. “She did not. She wouldn’t. She doesn’t even have a boyfriend and even if she did do something, I’m not doing it with you. You’re like…” What’s he like? Not my boyfriend, but he’s like my handsome, older next-door neighbor and I think about him sometimes. That does not mean I’m putting out for him on a lark. That’s something special and I’m not doing it. So, what do I tell him? Just make up something, “… you hardly talk to me.”
“I’m telling,” said Moira. “I’ll call mom right now.” She understood what Simon and her big sister were talking about and it was wrong. Hannah just watched, unsure about what exactly was going on. All she knew was Kari was upset and Simon was gonna get in trouble. 
“Put your cell phone away, Moira,” Simon told her. With a little mental struggle, she put the slim phone back in her pocket. “The two of you sit down,” he told the younger girls. When they sat, he said to Kari. “Stand on your head for 30 seconds. Stay balanced and don’t move.”
“I can’t do that, Simon,” said Kari. “I’ve got a dress on. It’ll fall and… what the hell?” She got down on her hands and knees. Stop it! You don’t have to do it. Do I want him to see? Jeez, I’m gonna do it. “You can’t tell me what to do.” She kicked her feet up in the air and balanced on the tripod of her head and two hands even though her dress fell down around her waist. “What am I doing?” she wailed. He can see everything. Do I want him to? Why else would I do this? It does feel nice a little bit. 
“Point your toes at the ceiling,” said Simon. He took hold of her panties and pulled them up her legs as she balanced on command with her legs straight up. 
“Simon! Get away from me. Don’t… what are you doing!” she shrieked in horror. “Don’t pull… put them back… get your hands off me.” No way! It feels nice for him to see my panties, but not to take them off. Stop him. Get down. Grab his hands. I can’t get down. What the heck does he think he’s doing? It’s my body and he doesn’t have permission. He’s making me. How? I’m standing on my head so he can take advantage of me. That was his plan. I stand on my head and he takes off my panties. “Aahhhh, what the hell is happening?” There they go. All the damn way off and he can see my cunny. This is the worst thing ever!  
“A little breezy down there, Kari?” teased Simon. He caressed her smooth pussy and patted her bare bottom. “In case you’re keeping track you have another 10 seconds and then you can get down,” he told her.
“Simon, please,” she wailed. “Don’t look. Let me get down.” He said it and I did it. I can’t help myself and now I need his permission to stop standing on my head. Ten seconds. Five seconds. Almost time.  
“That’s 30 seconds,” called out Moira. “Get down, Kari.” Why didn’t I help her? I could have jumped up and put my hands over her at least or made him stop. I just couldn’t. I like sitting here. 
The thoroughly humiliated Kari dropped her legs and clutched her dress around her legs as she cowered on the carpet. “What did you just do?” she asked accusingly. “How did you do that? Give me back my underwear.”
“Stand up, Kari,” said the magician. “Stand and then lift your skirt up around your waist.” 
The outraged preteen stood without saying a word. OK, I’ll stand up. Then what’s going to happen? I won’t do it. Can I refuse? I am not going to lift my dress. I am not going to lift my dress. I am not… holy shit in a hand basket. Like I don’t own my hands. Here it goes. He’s gonna see it all and I’m just gonna show it like… like I like it. “Oh, shit,” she muttered as she raised the skirt up until she was naked from the waist down.
“Just don’t do it,” said Moira. “Are you nuts or something? You don’t have to do what he says. Jeez, Kari, I’m telling mom what you did.”
“I can’t help it,” said Kari pitifully. “It’s… I just can’t help it.” She stood with her dress up around her waist well aware Simon was checking out her pussy, but no matter how humiliating it was, she couldn’t let it down. So weird. I’m flashing him. I shouldn’t do it, but in an odd way I like flashing him. When mom finds out, I’m gonna be in so much trouble.  
“Moira, get up and unzip her dress,” said Simon.
“No! I won’t!” snapped Moira. “You’re being rude and nasty.” She stood and walked behind her big sister. “I won’t. I won’t. I won’t,” she chanted as her hands disobeyed her thoughts. “Kari, I can’t help it. Oh, gosh, you can’t and I can’t and what is he doing to us?”
“Take off your dress, Kari,” said Simon after Moira slid the zipper all the way down. “Go sit down, Moira.”
Slipping the dress off her shoulders, Kari said, “C’mon, Simon, this isn’t funny. Stop it, please.” Her dress fell to the floor and now with her hands free, she covered her pussy and training bra.
“Take off your bra and put your hands at your sides,” ordered Simon. 
“Oh, God,” said Kari under her breath as her hands felt more like they belonged to Simon than to her. The traitors unhooked her bra, took it off, and dropped it on the floor. Then the traitors went to her sides so Simon could get a good look at her nudity. This is so wrong, but why do I like it? He is not my boyfriend. I don’t want to be naked, but man, it sure feels nice. Is there something wrong with me? Am I missing something? Is it OK for it to feel good? No, he’s taking advantage of me and I shouldn’t like it… but I do. 
“Hmm, yours are a little bigger than Di’s,” he observed. “A little more hair on your cunt. Yep, you’re more than ready to be fucked. By the way, you didn’t ask who fucked Di last night.”
“You did, didn’t you?” said Kari softly. “You made her do this last night.” He practiced on his sisters first. 
“Yep, and Kyra watched, so I’m going to let Moira and Hannah watch you. Would you like that?” he asked her two sisters. 
“No, I’m gonna tell,” said Moira. 
“Don’t hurt her,” said Hannah. 
“Let’s get something straight, Moira. You are not going to tell anybody what happened here. None of you will tell anyone what happened. Now, I’m going to try something different with you. Simon says, your clothes will vanish in thin air and then appear over there.” He pointed at the far end of the room. 
“Simon! Kari! Eeekkk,” squealed the 10-year-old as she was naked without any warning. “What the heck?” Omigosh, I’m naked! My clothes just vanished and went there. I should get them, but I can’t get up. This is not the first time I’m doing what he said, is it? He told me to sit. I sat though I wanted to stay with my sister. Now what can I do about it? Nothing. Ohmigosh, put my hands down? OK, yeah, not bad. He’s looking at me and not at Kari. I kinda like this. Hey, if Kari’s doing it, then why not me? 
Surprised at how good the little girl looked without clothes, Simon told her to stand up. “You look pretty sexy, Moira,” he told her. “Maybe I could fuck you, too.” She trembled but said nothing. “Stand up, Hannah,” he told the 8-year-old and then made her clothes vanish to the far side of the room. “Jesus, you look hot, too,” he said, surprised that a girl little more than half his age could look so good. As he ran his hands over her, he realized it was more the feeling of power and the look of submission on her face that he found arousing. Her little girl body felt good under his hands, but it was really exciting that she didn’t want to be naked that made her look so sexy. 
Simon whispered some instructions in Kari’s ear. The astonished girl stared at him for a second. I so do not want to say that out loud. Gonna do it anyway, aren’t I? She looked at her sisters and said, “We’ve just been fooling around. I really do want to fuck Simon. I want him to fuck me like a slut. I want to scream his name in pleasure.” Jeez, it sounds like it’s my idea. Why did I have to say it like that? Then she surprised herself even more with her soft, sultry, and sexy voice as she said, “Now Simon, I need your cock inside me.” The words he’d told her to say just poured out of her mouth with embarrassing sincerity. She didn’t mean it, but her sisters thought she did. 
“Now, lie back on the floor and spread your legs, Kari.” Then he muttered, “Simon says, Kari is set, she’s horny and wet.”
The 12-year-old hurried to get in position with her pussy spread and inviting. Suddenly it was a different matter. With anticipation she watched him strip as he stood framed between her legs. It’s not such a bad idea anymore. I like Simon and I like being naked with her legs spread. My cunny feels good… tingly… ready. It’s high time I lost my cherry. “Hurry, Simon,” said the now horny girl. This is gonna be so good. 
“As you wish,” he said, kneeling between her legs. His cock slid into her pussy with amazing ease, right to the hilt with just a little hesitation as he tore her hymen. 
“My God, Simon,” she breathed. “It feels so big. Fuck me, OK?” She pulled him to her and kissed him as he stroked in and out of her pussy. It felt glorious to have him sate the need that had suddenly sprung up in her body. Magically horny, she came three times before he pumped his seed into her tight tunnel. 
In the aftermath of making love, she smiled and stole kisses from her lover. Simon stroked her lovely young body. “You can talk to Di about what happened. Let her know you’re not a virgin anymore either. You can talk to your sisters and your mom, too. I’ll make sure your mom tells you what she’s doing over at my house right now. You just can’t tell anyone outside your family or mine.”
Getting up, Simon dropped onto the couch. Kari was still on the floor and her sisters were still standing where he’d left them. There was still plenty of time to fool around with the three girls. “You kiss pretty good, Kari,” he said. “I want you to teach Moira and Hannah how to kiss like that.”
“Teach them? OK,” agreed Kari. “Moira sit next to Simon and I’ll show you how…”
“No, not with me,” said Simon. “All three of you kneel on the floor and take turns kissing each other. Kari, you show them how to do a real lover’s kiss like you kissed me.”
Kiss my sisters? Kiss another girl? Why didn’t I think of that? Now that he mentioned it, it sounds like fun. Even when Moira, kneeling right in front of her, objected to kissing a girl, Kari smiled. “Don’t be silly, Moira. It’ll be nice. You’ll like it.” Soon the three girls were kissing and giggling. Simon had the best ideas.  
“That’s pretty hot,” said Simon as his erection returned. He hadn’t made his sisters do anything like that, but watching three girls make out was pretty arousing. So that’s what dad likes about a threesome. I wondered what a guy does with two girls when he can only get it up every half hour or so. Let them play around. It’s only been 15 minutes and look at me. “Now, I want Hannah to suck my cock.”
“What? Why?” asked Hannah, though she looked and sounded more annoyed about the interruption than her assigned task. 
“Why her,” asked Kari. “She’s just 8.”
“She can start and then Moira can join in,” said Simon. “You already had your fun.” He winked at her. 
Kari blushed. I did, didn’t I? Just went nuts for his cock. “You made me,” she said. She didn’t know how, but she knew that he made her do it. She also knew he made her enjoy it. That didn’t detract from the pleasure at all. It felt just like I wanted it, so what’s the diff? It was pretty awesome. The way it felt and the way he just took charge. Awesome. Wonder what it would be like to suck him off?
“Because,” said Simon to the 8-year-old. “Just because.” When she didn’t move he realized he’d said he wanted it instead of making her do it. “Come do it, Hannah. It’s big, but you will still get it all the way in. No matter what it feels like, you’ll take it all the way in. Moira, you get right beside her. You’re gonna take a turn next and you’ll get it all the way in, too.” Holy shit! She’s doing it. Only eight and she’s doing it without question. It was amazing to see her open her little mouth that wide and suck his cock into her mouth and then press her face to his belly as she gagged. “Hell, yeah, you’re a cocksucking little slut now, Hannah.” Gagging with each thrust, she started bobbing her head up and down like it wasn’t even her first time. Her lips were tight and she sucked hard, breathing in between strokes. 
Hannah looked warily at the huge cock as she got close to it. That’s where he pees from. It won’t fit. It’s too big. How do I… just open up and… golly… “Aacckkk, gaaahhh.” Holy cow! How’d that happened? I did it! Right into his hair. And out. And in. I shouldn’t be able to… never ever put anything that far down my throat before. Out and in. Ohmigosh, look at his face! I’m doing it. Suck out and tight lips in. This is fun! What if he pees? So what, it’ll be fun anyway. Dang, I hate that gagging, but it’s still fun… I like it. Listen to me. Sounds so funny. Gagging myself. Giggle. He likes it. So cool.
As Simon watched the little girl enjoy his cock and suck it just as good as Kyra and his mom did, he had a funny notion. The command to suck my cock was vague, but she’s doing it like she’s done it before. What if… hmmm… what if my spell is more than just do what I tell you… more like do what I tell you and do it right. How else would she know how to do it unless I made her know how? He watch the little blond haired girl, her tresses bouncing as she sucked him in and out like a pro. Her eyes twinkled with delight. I know I made her like it, but I didn’t know I could make her do it right. 
“Your turn, Moira,” said Simon. “Be my cocksucking slut and do it just like Hannah.” The girls swapped out and he had the pleasure of taking the 10-year-old’s mouth. “Fucking gag for me, Moira,” he said. “When I cum, I want you to catch it in your mouth and then show it to me. Don’t spit it out.” 
Moira had watched her little sister do the impossible and wasn’t looking forward to taking her turn. She’d liked everything so far, but this just didn’t look enjoyable at all. Hannah looks like she’s having fun, though. How can she gag like that and still do it? Then Simon said it was her turn and she suddenly felt a little funny in her tummy. Her cunny felt tingly this close to a boy’s cock. Hi, Simon’s cock. Open… a little wider… and good gosh almighty. “Aaaccucukkk.” Jesus Christ on a pogo stick, this is fun. Just like Hannah. Hope I’m doing better. I’m older. I shoulda gone first. Mmmm, get it all! Am I doing it right? Yes!! Fucking gag for him! Cum? What’s that? Catch it in my mouth? Catch what? Sweet! Yeah, OK. Should I… can I touch him? Hands around him and on his bottom. That’s better. Come to Moira, you naughty cock you. Holding him gave her better leverage to take it deep and fast. His moans sounded wonderful. Then she felt his cock twitch and his moans took on a new life, a sense of desperation like something was happening. What the heck? What is that and where’s it coming from? Jesus Christ on a pogo stick, it’s from his cock. That’s cum. Mmmm, oh wow, warm and salty and metallic and yummy and man, oh man, do I like this! Gimme, gimme. More? It won’t all fit. Then he finished and she realized it did all fit. Sitting back, she proudly showed him the contents of her mouth. 
“That’s a good cocksucking slut, Moira,” said Simon. “Show me what you earned. Show your sisters, too.” As the 10-year-old turned her head to show off her prize, Hannah looked disappointed. “Moira, share some with Hannah. She worked for it, too. Get some in her mouth. Maybe… yeah, kiss her and let her get some cum.” The two girls kissed passionately, Hannah more eager to receive than Moira was to give. “Now you both got some. Swallow what you have.” 
The two girls swallowed and then beamed at each other and then at Simon. “You gonna come over and play more often?” asked Moira. 
Simon chuckled. “We’ll see. What do you think, Kari? You want to play more often?”
“Yeah, I guess so,” said the 12-year-old. “I mean, I thought maybe it was more than play, but not if it involves all of us, huh?” I’m nothing special to him. Just somebody to play with. Me and two sisters. Three of us have to share him. What am I upset about? That was so much fun. “Yeah,” she said more enthusiastically. “I wanna play like every day or something.”
“Probably not every day,” said Simon. So many girls… the neighborhood… the school… the city. I can’t do them all, but definitely not with these three every day. “Kari, I got a few more minutes. Teach your sisters how to masturbate.” 
Relaxing on the couch, he watched the three preteens finger themselves and cum. He allowed them one orgasm. It looked like they wanted more, but he didn’t want them to overdo it. Besides, the hour was almost up. A few minutes later the front door slammed. “Simon says, all our clothes back where they belong, it will looks like nothing’s wrong.” In an instant they were dressed. 
As the four of them went upstairs, they found mommy pouring herself a drink with a big smile on her face. She looked at them guiltily. It felt like she had ‘Freshly Fucked and Loved It’ stamped on her forehead. “Did you have fun?”
The three girls beamed and nodded, gushing out with how much they liked playing with Simon. Before they could get into any details, Simon said, “The four of you may talk about what you just did. Janice, tell the girls what you did with my mom and dad and then the girls will tell you what we did together. You can’t tell anyone outside your family or mine. Janice, call your husband tonight and tell him what happened. Let the girls tell their story, too.” 
Janice took a big swig of her vodka. He wanted her to tell what happened and so, she started with, “Mommy just got fucked, sucked a cock, ate pussy, and had Mrs. Houghton go down on me. I came three times.”
“We all came once,” said Kari, “and Simon came twice.”
“No, dear, not like I came… Simon? Kari? Like I meant it when I said I came? What did you do?” her voice rose through the whole realization that her daughters had played with Simon the way she’d played with his parents. 
“Relax, Janice, take a drink,” said Simon. “There’s nothing you can do about it. You’ll tell them what happened… not all the details, but give a full account and answer their questions. They’ll tell you what happened.” He left the four to discover each other’s illicit activities. 
On the way back to his house he said, “Simon says, the stories will turn Mr. Kilmore on, he won’t mind being gone.” Getting a wicked idea, he said, “Simon says, take naked pictures of your daughter’s treasures, send them to your husband for his pleasures.”
He went into the front door to find his parents arguing. His mom was incensed over what had just happened. “I did not like it one bit, you jackass,” she yelled. “You made me go down on another woman. Made me! You hear that? You know I had to do what you said, but that didn’t mean you had to go nuts.”
“Brenda, dear, be reasonable,” countered his dad. “It was just… I couldn’t help it either.”
“Simon said this was your idea! Your fantasy!”
“Look on the bright side,” said Gary. “It could have been Lindsey and Ginny.”
“Bright side!” shrieked his mom. 
“Shut up, both of you,” snapped Simon as he walked in on them. Their mouths snapped shut. He’d made the mistake of telling his mom to do what his dad said during the threesome, but that had worn off with Janice’s departure. “Mom, you will never talk back to dad like that again. He is your lord and master and you are his woman to use how he wants. I know you don’t like it. I made it that way. That doesn’t mean you get to object. You will do what he wants all the time.”
His mom was wearing a robe and his dad was half dressed in a golf shirt and briefs. “Mom, take off your robe. Dad, pull down your underwear. Mom, put his cock in your mouth and listen.” He waited until his very contrite mother had her mouth full of cock. “You worship your husband. You worship me. You will do whatever either of us tells you, but I trump dad. Got it, dad? You have to do what I say, too. Don’t ever counter one of my commands to mom or the girls. Mom, you don’t have to like it, but you have to obey. And don’t talk back to either of us. Now get that cock out of your mouth and thank dad for letting you eat the pussy of a beautiful woman.”
“Thank you, lord and master, for letting me eat the pussy of a beautiful woman,” said Brenda with so much feeling that it turned her stomach. She looked at her son in horror. Not just a sex toy, but a mind slave, too. No, you shouldn’t do this to any woman, let alone your own mother, you little bastard. “Yes, Simon. Mommy’s so sorry.” So sorry about trying to send you to your room. 
“That’s better. Dad, you can get dressed and go golf. Sorry I had to delay you. I just had to be done. Mom needed to be put in her place. Make sure you treat her like a slave. You understand.” He made the last two sentences commands so his dad would have to take control of his mom. 
“Yes, of course, I understand,” said Gary. He was stunned at what Simon had just done to his wife. But, at the same time, it was like a dream come true to have a woman totally at his beck and call. A slave. Of course it was wrong, but he had his orders. As he dressed, he said, “I’m going golfing. While I’m gone… Simon, do you have any plans for her?”
“Yeah, I’m gonna have some fun with her,” he said. “Probably not the whole time. You want her to do something?”
“Yeah, she can go to the XXX store and get those magazines we talked about. Get a good selection, Brenda. If I don’t like what you got, then we’ll have a special session when I get home,” he smiled, hoping she failed in her assignment so he could have a special session with her. 
“Yes, lord and master,” she said. Her blood ran cold at what he expected and the promise of… What? Did he mean punishment? More sex? What’s a special session? Then her attention was drawn away as Simon took control. 
“Sit on the bed, mom, and don’t get dressed,” he said. “Let’s wait for the girls. Oh, and by the way, you can talk to Kyra and Di about the threesome you had. You can talk to the Kilgores about it, too. Nobody else.”
By the time Kyra and Di got home from the mall, Gary was gone off to his golf game. Simon took his sisters to the master bedroom. “Oh, shit,” said Kyra when she saw their mom was naked. “What did he do, mom?” 
“Take off your clothes,” he ordered his sisters. “I like to watch you strip for me.”
The two girls stripped, a strange mixture of dread and eagerness at Simon’s unknown plans. Mom watched without saying a word and, though they knew it was wrong, they enjoyed being naked and knew there was more where that came from. 
Simon started off the fun by making the three obedient slaves fix lunch in the nude. They ate at the kitchen table as if nothing was wrong. As they ate they followed Simon’s commands. First it was, “Di, tell mom what happened last night up until I opened the closet door.” Then he said, “Kyra, tell her what happened after that.” And finally, he ordered, “Mom, tell us all about your threesome this morning.”
Knowing the moment was coming, Brenda still shuddered now that it had arrived and she knew she was going to tell all, though she planned the bare minimum. “It was your father’s fantasy. He had Janice strip. She’s quite attractive, you know.” Why did I say that? “He had us make out for a while. We kissed like we were lovers. Her lips were soft and sweet and she liked it. It was nasty, but your father got so turned on.” Shut up! No details and don’t say how I felt! The memory was awful except she remembered how pleased her master had been. “Then he had her play with my tits. As if that wasn’t bad enough, you should have see then look in his eyes. I’m watching him and he’s getting hornier and hornier and I’m thinking I’m so fucked. Next thing I know, Janice is making messy in my pussy. I mean, she’s eating me like a starving woman and, Jesus, she was such a slut. I came a couple of times. I couldn’t help it even though I tried not to. Then she looked over at your father really sexy like and asked him what he was gonna do with that giant hard on in his hand. Like fuck me, did she want that or what?” She casually took a bite of her sandwich in mid-story. Hell and damnation, it feels so wrong to sit here and tell all to my daughters, but I gotta tell the damn story. “So he pounces me. Well, first he says bury my fucking tongue in Janice’s wet pussy and so I did. I’m like on my hands and knees munching her beautiful, tasty snatch for him and that’s when he pounced me… from behind. Rrrrrr. Doggy style. Woof woof. I’m a doggy sandwich. She’s cumming. I’m cumming. He’s cumming. They used me like the sex slave I am. When he was done, I turned around and sucked his cock clean. Oh, fuck it was hot to do something so demeaning just for him. His cum. My cum. God Almighty, it tasted foul, but my master loved it so much. And then Jan slid under me and ate his cum right out of my cunt. She was like a sex starved slut. I’m thinking, so this is what a threesome is all about. Me and hot stuff ate each other out while your father watched and then she blew him. Man, can she suck cock!” She chuckled. “He won’t shoot under 90 today. After that, we just lay around and kissed and stuff.”
By the time lunch was over, they all were shocked at each other’s story and wondered what was next. “Up to the master bedroom,” said Simon. “Time to play. Who wants to eat pussy first?”
Simon Says
By Kenna
Chapter 5 – Simon Back Home
(mgfF, mc, inc, oral)
None of the girls ventured to answer Simon’s question. Just from the way he asked it, they understood he was only deciding who went first. They’d all eventually get a turn. Brenda’s head was spinning from what she’d done so far, hardly thinking about what was coming next. While Di tried to imagine what it would be like, Kyra eyed her mom and her sister, wondering who she was going to do. 
“We have all afternoon,” the magician pointed out. “We’re going to play a game first.” His sisters’ shoulders slumped at the announcement. The games last night had gone all Simon’s way and they had no doubt this game would, too. He had a deck of cards in his hand. “We’re going to play solitaire, Klondike to be specific. There are 52 cards in the deck. You’re each going to get 52 swats with a hairbrush unless…” He paused and smiled, enjoying the suspense. “I’ll subtract one swat for every card you build on the foundations. Got it? Every ace you get and every card you put on the ace, two, three, and so on, will take off a swat.”
“Simon!” said Kyra. “That’s pure chance. I don’t want the fate of my butt decided by chance.”
“And yet, it will be decided by chance,” Simon said with a shrug. “There’s some skill in the game, but yeah… mostly chance. Look at the bright side, I could just give you 52 swats, but I’m giving you a chance to work a few off. You start, Kyra. You two can watch, but no helping.”
 Much as she didn’t want to even play, the order was clear. Kyra took the cards and dealt them out. Fifty-two swats! On the bare. That’s a lot of swats. Even if I work off 10 or 12, that’s still a lot of swats. She moved a couple of cards, turning over some new cards and then counted out three cards and laid them down with the top card visible. An ace! Sweet. Down to 51 swats. Oh, for God’s sake, I’m excited about just 51 swats. This is so unfair. Jesus, I’ve even accepted that he can and will give me any swats at all… but 52? Now 51? She flipped through the cards in her hand three at a time. It didn’t look like a good deal, but by the time she went through the cards the first time, she was down to 49 swats. She wanted to stall, but she couldn’t. He didn’t say anything about not stalling. So what’s the deal? I’m doing stuff he just assumes he doesn’t even have to say out loud? 
She was wrong about one thing. It wasn’t so bad to play a game of chance to earn the safety of her butt. It was actually fun. That’s my life now. Enjoying every little thing my horny little brother can dish out. Playing methodically, she went through the cards several times before she was stuck. There were 12 cards up and she felt lucky at that. She’d never found the ace of clubs. Forty swats… and you know what? I’m going to like it. I don’t know if that’s good or bad. 
She collected the cards and handed them to Di on Simon’s order. The younger sister shuffled the cards with trepidation. Then she dealt the cards with her fingers crossed. If I get all 52 up, then I won’t get any swats. An ace! And the two! Kewl! It looked pretty good to her, but then she realized she’d made a mistake. Used to playing on the computer, she had no undo button for this game. “Simon, I made a mistake. Can I go back a couple cards?”
“Nope, now you have to accept that you didn’t work off as many swats because you screwed up. Hmm, extra swats because you didn’t pay attention.”
“No, please Simon, that’s too many already. I gotta go back. Please, give me another chance. I’ll pay more attention. I won’t screw up again. It’s not fair and I don’t want that many swats.”
As his sister pleaded with him, Simon realized it made him excited. Controlling her fate was exciting, but having her beg for another chance and not giving her what she wanted was even better. “You have to learn your lesson, Di. Pay more attention. Pay attention to the game. Pay attention when you blow me or fuck me. Pay attention and learn how to please me. Do it right the first time. There’s no do-overs. Now get back to playing.” 
Crushed, Di returned to the game. Bad enough it was a game of chance, but now I messed up. My ass is toast. She paid more attention, but it still was a lost game. By the time she was out of plays, she only had seven cards up. 
“Forty for Kyra and 45 for Di,” grinned Simon. “That’s gotta suck. My arm is gonna get sore. Give the cards to mom.”
Brenda took the cards and went through the same thoughts as her daughters. They had one advantage over her, though. She wasn’t going to like her spanking at all. Heck, she didn’t even like playing the game for him. Nervously, she played with the feeling that she was going to make a mistake. I haven’t played solitaire in ages. Just be careful. Look at everything. When she was finished, she had the minor victory of getting the most cards up. With 16 cards, she had her spanking down to 36 swats. 
Simon was looking forward to the spankings so much that his cock was hard just from thinking about it. It was one thing to spank his mom and sisters, but he knew they’d have to hold still and take it as if they were cooperating. “Put your hands on the bed, Kyra. Take two steps back.” His sister did as she was told and that left her bent at the waist with her ass sticking out and ready for a spanking. “You are not allowed to move your hands,” he told her. “Count the swats for me.” He took aim and swatted Kyra’s bare bottom soundly. 
“Ahhh, one,” said Kyra. That freaking hurt! But, for God’s sake, I like how it felt. Burns my ass in a nasty way. No, I don’t like how it felt. I like that he’s doing it. “Yowww, two.” By the time she got to 10, tears were running down her face. She jumped in surprise as his hand touched her warm ass. That feels so good. Looking back at him, she smiled. Check out my ass, bro. I love it when you play with it. It’s so hot to have you enjoy it so much. Thirty more to go, let’s get on with it. Shit! What am I thinking? “Please, Simon, it hurts a lot. Could you… could you not do all 40?” Oh, crap! She steeled herself as her words prodded him back into position to swat her. 
He rapped off ten more. She was in such pain that she didn’t notice he was taking a little off the swats. Happy with the sounds she was making, he got the idea that medium swats on an already sore bottom were very effective without actually injuring her. 
This time as he caressed her bottom, she realized she was wet and tingling. It was like giving him the blowjob last night. That was disgusting and this was painful, but they were both arousing. That didn’t mean she wanted more. “Please, Simon, I’ll do anything if you stop now.”
“Poor Kyra,” said Simon mockingly. “You will do anything anyway. Look at you. Your hands are stuck to the bed and your ass is sticking out so invitingly. Damn, it is so red and hot, but you’re holding still for it. Tell me you want a spanking.”
Oh shit! “Simon, I want a spanking,” she said, astonished at how she could make that sound. I want ice cream. I want a million dollars. I want a brand new Porsche. I want a spanking. It’s all the same. She gritted her teeth through another ten swats. It was the oddest feeling. I like what he’s doing, but what do I like about it? The attention? Holding still for him? Being commanded? It’s certainly not the pain. I’m gonna cum like crazy when he lets me. And I won’t be able to sit for a week. 
After the final ten swats, juices ran down Kyra’s thighs, her nipples were stiff, and her body tingled wildly. Last night she’d played with herself and she was ready to do it again, except her hands were stuck to the bed. She squeezed her thighs together, but that was unsatisfying. “Simon, may I move my hands now?” she asked. 
“Yes, you may,” he said. “Lie on the bed and then you may do what you want.” He knew exactly what that was and how submissive and demeaning it would be for her. 
The 16-year-old practically leaped on the bed. On her back with her legs spread, her fingers attacked her pussy. “Holy fuck, Simon. You make me so hot. You like this part? Like watching me cum?” Her eyes strayed to her sister and mom. “I don’t care what you think, mom. I can’t help it. Simon turns me on like you wouldn’t believe. Oh, fuck yeah.” Right in front of everybody. Check me out, mom. Horny slut. Can’t control myself. She tensed as her body was wracked with an incredible orgasm. “Thanks, Simon.” 
“You’re welcome, Kyra,” said Simon. “Put your hands on the bed, Di. Forty-five swats and it’s your fault you’re getting some of those.” As his little sister got into position, he had a wicked idea. “Di, keep one hand on the bed and put the other one in your pussy. While I spank you, you will play with yourself. Kyra, count her orgasms. I’ll take one swat off the total for every orgasm you have. My little sister will get naughty for me.” His older sister had gotten aroused throughout her spanking and he wondered if Di (or Kyra for that matter) could cum while being spanked. 
Di was not the least bit aroused as she started fingering her preteen pussy. What an asshole, reminding me I messed up. How many extra swats for that? What if I’d won the game if I’d done it right. Shit! So many swats and I could have stopped some of them. Cum while they watch? For Christ’s sake… in front of mom? While he spanks me? I don’t think so. Even to save my ass. Dutifully she counted the swats, getting to ten. What made Kyra so excited? This hurts. My butt is on fire. He’s enjoying it. I can’t stop him. Yeah, I feel the tingle, but cum? No way. His hand touched her warm skin, caressing the hurt. “God Almighty! I’m… I’m cumming!” she squealed in pleasure and surprise at the intense orgasm. “Fuck that was good.” He made me cum. It was an order, wasn’t it? Get naughty for me. Yeah, that was so sweet. Cumming in front of mom. How naughty is that? Cumming from being spanked. Naughty, naughty, naughty. How naughty can I get? “Simon, spank little sister’s ass. Beat it like a drum. Make me cum. Watch me mommy. Kyra wants a spanking, but Di needs a spanking.” She squeezed her swollen clit between her thumb and forefinger, enjoying that painful stimulation. 
Simon gave her another ten and Di came as he paddled her and then again when he touched her bottom. “What a slut,” he said. “Such a naughty girl. Do it for me. Show us all how much you love putting on a show. Damn, Di, you’re down to 42 swats now.” He smacked her red ass ten more times and again she came twice. 
How wild is this? Like Kyra said last night. Just give in and it’s wonderful. Spank me. Make me be naughty. “I’m a slut… your slut, Simon. I’m naughty and I love it. Have at my ass again. Please. Ten more. I need ten more. Jesus, cumming in front of mommy. Naughty is fun!” 
Simon started spanking the pert, rosy ass that wiggled invitingly. Ten more, but one less for every time she cums. At 33, she came again. At 37, she came with a squeal. “Fucking myself for mommy and Kyra and Simon. God Almighty, do I love being naughty. Owwww, yeah, 38.” When he stopped she looked back over her shoulder. “Keep going. I don’t care. I mean, I do care. I want more. Please, Simon.” 
“That’s it, Di,” said Simon. “Get on the bed and cum again. Show us how our sweet little girl cums just for fun. One more for us, Di.” She wasted no time in taking herself to her eighth orgasm in minutes. As she lay on the bed, her chest rising and falling rapidly from the exertion, Simon said, “OK, now Di, you will not be a naughty girl anymore.” He was worried at how she’d taken that command and launched into naughty to the extreme. 
“Yes, Simon,” she said in disappointment. That had been incredible fun. Yet, with the urge to be naughty gone, she discovered she hadn’t lost the arousal. One more orgasm he said. Just one more and I’ve done that one. Her finger idly toyed with her still throbbing clit, but she couldn’t make herself cum again. 
“Hands on the bed, mom,” said Simon. He got her in position and thought briefly about how to make this different from Kyra and Di. She was programmed to not like anything he made her do. This spanking was going to be doubly bad, so he decided he would allow her to enjoy one thing. “Mom, when you cum, it will feel wonderful. You will like it and you will want more. You can cum as much as you want for dad, but when I’m around you may only cum what I tell you to. So, I want you to play with yourself like Di did. Play with yourself in front of us. Do it good, but you may only cum on the 36th swat.”
The position was already embarrassing enough, but commanded to masturbate in front of her own children made Brenda blush scarlet. Her fingers danced in her pussy against her will. Will this humiliation never end? Why is he doing this? “Owwww, one,” she said. Spanked by my own son in front of my daughters. This sucks so bad. I can’t move my hand off the bed. I can’t stop him. I can’t even stop diddling myself off.  “Owww, two.” 
After ten swats, she felt his hand on her ass. It had obviously been a thrill to her daughters, but she hated the inappropriate touch. She hated being so exposed and she hated that she could feel the tingling build in her body. I’m going to cum on number 36. He said so and it will happen. She suffered through another ten swats, feeling the desire build in her. I don’t want to cum. This is so wrong. Not just a bare bottom spanking, but 36 fucking swats with a hairbrush. After another ten swats, she fought the urge to ask for the last six. Her ass was on fire, but so was her pussy. I need to cum. My God, if he stops now, I will have to ask for more. To her relief and dread, he continued swatting. I gotta cum. I don’t want to cum. “Owwwww, 34.” Stop. No, don’t stop. Don’t watch me. Damn, I’m so wet. So horny. “Gaahhhh, 35.” Right on the edge. Right on the edge. One more. Do it, Simon. Spank me. Just one more. “Owwwww, 36, yessssss… mommy’s fucking cumming. Oh God, oh God.” Keeping her hand on the bed, she turned to face Simon, her hand furiously rubbing her throbbing clit. “God damn it, Simon, Mommy’s cumming. Thank you.” So wonderful. So incredible. After all that. I hated it, but now it feels so perfect. A lone bright spot in my future as a slave. “Mommy’s being naughty now.” Not because he ordered me, but because it feels so good. She dropped to her knees as the fantastic climax ended. “Mommy needs to thank you. Let me have your beautiful cock, Simon.” It’s so good, I have to reward him. I want more of those. On my own without him forcing me. Let me have your cock. 
She watched with her heart pounding as he unzipped his shorts and dropped them to the floor. Helping him pull his briefs down, she looked frantic for cock. If he orders me, then I won’t like it. If I do it on my own, then… I won’t like it either, but it won’t be as bad. I’ll get used to sucking cock even if I never get used to being ordered to suck cock. She engulfed it, even forcing herself to gag so he wouldn’t make her do it. Blowing my son because I want to. So desperate for an orgasm.  
The tactic worked on the surprised 14-year-old boy. He couldn’t believe his mom was blowing him on her own. She asked for my beautiful cock. She is so getting to cum more often. I’m training her! No shit, I’m training her to want my cock. Be careful not to order her. It’s too much fun this way. “That’s great, mom. I love the feel of your lips on my cock. I love the way it looks. I love having a mommy cocksucker.” He was also careful not to allude to the idea of training her. Unaware that she was trying to train him, he didn’t want to tell her she was earning more orgasms this way. He figured if she knew he was training her, then it wouldn’t work. 
Brenda felt the sweetness of success as he praised her. The words he used… your lips on my cock… mommy cocksucker… were repulsive except that they told her she was succeeding. His breathing quickened as she forced the cock in and out of her mouth, down her protesting throat with each thrust. Then she felt his cock throbbing in her mouth and sucked even harder. His cum splashed into her mouth as she continued the demeaning work of earning future orgasms. Learn to like the taste. Learn to like the feel. He finished spasming in her mouth and she pulled off. Make a good show of it. She opened her mouth so he could see his cum coating her tongue and teeth and then she swallowed it all. “Thank you, Simon,” she said. One hand was still touching the bed. 
“That was very nice, mommy,” said Simon. He took off his shirt so he was naked like the girls. “Now we need to decide who eats the first pussy. “I think the first pussy to be eaten will be Di.”
“I will,” said Kyra quickly. It was a simple matter of logic. I don’t want to eat pussy, but he’s going to make us. If I have to, I don’t want it to be mom or my sister, but he’s going to make me do one of them. If I have to do one of them, I’d rather do Di than mom. 
“Good girl,” said Simon. Di was still on her back on the bed, so Simon just said, “Get in there and eat her pussy. You have to give her one and only one orgasm. You know what? I’d like to see you kiss her first. Really kiss her like you’d kiss your boyfriend. Then you have to lick her cunt.”
Kyra shrugged. If that’s what he wants, then I’m going to like it. Crawling up on the bed, she put her arms around her little sister and kissed her full on the mouth. After a brief, but enthusiastic kiss, Kyra reluctantly left the sweet lips of her little sister and moved down to another sweet pair of lips. The kiss had been sensational, just as she’d expected. As soon as ran her tongue through the nearly hairless slit, she felt the same wonderful feeling. I like pussy. I like Di’s pussy. “Mmmmm,” she rumbled as she lapped at the juices, experimenting with her tongue in various places. “You’re gonna love my pussy,” she cooed to her little sister. “Now cum for me.”
Di enjoyed the kiss, too, which surprised her since she was paying attention to everything he did. He didn’t tell me to kiss back, but check it out, I am kissing and I do like it. That same feeling of liking something he’s making me do. Guess maybe there’s some spillover. She held her breath as Kyra repositioned to her pussy. Pretty gross, but it’s gonna be good. Orgasm number nine. Oh my God, that’s so nasty good disgusting fun ewww sweet. Look at her tongue. It’s actually touching me down there. “Oooo.” Yep, that was the spot. No problem. Little sister is gonna cum for your hot tongue. She looked dreamily over at Simon as her pleasure built. This can’t be all wrong if it feels this damn good and makes me so damn happy. A minute later she bucked in a mind blowing climax of pleasure and joy. 
As the two girls looked to him for more instructions, Simon got on the bed with them, putting Di between him and Kyra. He kissed and caressed his little sister and then leaned across Di to kiss Kyra. There was no spoken order, but they didn’t resist and they acted like they enjoyed it as if he was making them do it. Caressing soft curves, he knew he wasn’t going to get hard this soon after a blowjob. It was sensual and erotic, leading ultimately to a hard on, but for now this was more for Di than anyone else. Her pleasure didn’t need to be all about magic. 
“Time to switch,” he said after a few minutes. “Kyra, get on your back and spread. Mom, you get to eat Kyra. Just like she did for Di, give her a good kiss and then lick her pussy until she cums.
Kyra was surprised at the pairing. Mom’s gonna do me? I thought Di would return the favor, but this makes sense. Di will do mom. Everybody does somebody different. The kiss was awkward. Kyra wanted it, but as her mom’s face approached, it felt so odd. I’m gonna kiss my mother. And she doesn’t look happy about it. Simon made her hate everything he makes her do. She kissed her mom passionately and though her mom kissed with equal passion, the disgust was clear in her mom’s eyes. 
As she lapped at her 16-year-old daughter’s pussy, Brenda did so with forced enthusiasm. Her orders were to lick Kyra to an orgasm and that wasn’t going to happen if she dilly-dallied. 
With a new mission in life, Di knelt in front of Simon as he sat and watched their mom and sister. Pay attention and learn how to please him. Without invitation or order, she took his soft cock in her hand and licked it. He likes blowjobs. In its flaccid state, she managed to get it all in her mouth and felt it stir. “Simon, will I get to blow you this afternoon?” she asked in all sincerity. “I’d like to.” The little mind slave’s heart fluttered as he caressed her hair. The look in his eyes said she was pleasing him. 
“It’s enough that you want to, Di,” said Simon. “But no, not today. I think it’s Kyra’s turn to lose her cherry. I’m going to fuck her.”
“Yes, that will be nice,” agreed Di. “I’ll make you hard now so you’ll be ready.” She sucked on his gradually hardening cock until Kyra had an orgasm. Looking up at him, she said, “It was nice when you cuddled me. You should do it for Kyra and then I’ll lick mommy’s pussy. Bet that will make you ready for Kyra.”
“Good girl, Di,” said Simon. Leaving his little sister, he cuddled and kissed his big sister and mom as Di suggested. I need to tweak Di down a level. Don’t want her that eager to please me. When he was ready for the final lesbian show, he told Kyra to get off the bed. Di was already getting on the bed as he said, “Now, Di…”
“Shush, big brother,” said Di. “I know what you want. It will be so much more special if I can do it on my own, OK?”
As her daughter slithered up over her body, Brenda was astonished. Do it on her own? So much more special? She likes this? He’s not even making her. The next thing she knew, she was lip locked with her youngest child and using her hands to try to keep Di’s hands off her tits. Her hands stopped defending her tits as Simon said, “Mom, let her do what she wants.” Kiss and grope me? The kiss lasted much longer than the previous two forced kisses and there was the issue of Di’s hands cupping and fondling her breasts. Even when Di broke the kiss and moved down, she was surprised that Di added a step to the routine, kissing and sucking on her tits. Forgetting about the order to Di to please Simon, she couldn’t understand why Di was having such fun. Then she was lost to the disgusting pleasure of her daughter eagerly eating her.  She’s way too young to even be having sex and to be turned into a pussy loving lesbian is revolting. Gives me the creeps. And it tingles, too. The one pleasure I’m allowed now comes at the end of a disgusting bacchanal. 
The mother of three fought the urge to cum. It was in her nature to rebel against the incestuous affair and her orders kept her from enjoying any part of it. Yet, there came a moment, just seconds before her inevitable climax, that she surrendered to the pleasure. “Damn it, Di, you’re so good at this. Lick mommy.” He told her not to be a naughty girl anymore, but she sure looks like a naughty girl right now. “Right there, baby. Make me cum… oh yessss… so good… Mommy’s cumming now!”
In the warm aftermath of another incredible orgasm, Brenda didn’t mind Simon’s body pressed against hers, his hands softly roaming, or his passionate kisses. It took a couple of minutes before she transitioned from the pleasure of an orgasm to the disgust of the forbidden incest. “Simon, that’s enough,” she said, stiffening. She couldn’t stop him, but there was also no command that prevented her from objecting. 
Di’s head peeked over their mom and she said, “Simon, can’t you make her like it? Are you gonna keep her like this?”
“It’s OK, baby,” said Brenda. “I’m not sure I want to like it. I don’t know what that means. We shouldn’t do it at all, let alone like it.” When Di looked crestfallen, she added, “It’s OK to like sex, but not with your brother and sister and me.”
“Oh, mommy, it’s really, really good to like it,” countered Di. “You should want to like it. Simon, maybe you could show her and then let her choose.”
“I suppose I could change her,” said Simon. “I was mad at her this morning. Maybe if she’s good, I’ll let her like it.”
“And maybe you could just let me be your mother,” said Brenda.
Simon chuckled. “You are still my mother. You’re just a naked, cocksucking, pussy licking, mind slave of a mother. Now, go get dressed and go shopping. Dad had some things for you to get, remember?”
“Yes, I remember,” glared Brenda. Going to the XXX book store was near the top of the list of things she never wanted to do, along with eating Drano, skydiving without a parachute, and gouging her eyes out with a spoon. Still, she was relieved to be dismissed and hurried off the bed.  
“Good, I’m going to fix Kyra’s problem,” he grinned at his big sister. “The only virgin left in the family.”
Kyra stared at her brother for a few seconds. He’s going to fuck me. I don’t want it, therefore it will be like raping me. But, I’ll like it. Therefore, it won’t be like raping me. No matter what, I was saving myself for the right guy and he ain’t it. I’m going to like it more than if he was the right non-magical guy. So what’s wrong with it? Di liked it. Jeez, she came twice when he did it. How would that feel? Big cock inside me and making me cum. Mmmm, bet it will feel good. Hell, of course it will feel good… incredible… fantastic… exquisite… and all those other incredible, fantastic, exquisite adjectives. Little bastard is gonna get his big sister. “Hang on, Simon. I’m also the only one who can get pregnant, so you got a spell for that?” Mom had her tubes tied and unless Di had her first period this morning, she’s not ready. 
“I suppose I could,” said Simon. “I’m working on a theory though.” The theory was that along with his orders and actions came assumptions. I assume fucking my sister will not get her pregnant, therefore she won’t. And if she does, I can just cast a spell then. Thou Shalt Not Kill. What? The words of the sixth Commandment formed in his head of their own volition with the distinct implication that magically aborting a baby would be more than a questionable moral decision. It was dead wrong. “But, I suppose this isn’t the time to test the theory. Simon says Kyra won’t have my baby, that’s for certain, not maybe.”
Kyra stood her ground with her arms crossed. I’m not helping. You gotta make me. 
“Get on the bed and spread your legs, Kyra. Simon says, Kyra is set, she’s is horny and wet.”
“Holy crap! What a rush,” gasped Kyra as his spell was like instant foreplay. She back flopped onto the bed between her siblings and spread her legs. “Move over, Di. Let’s go, Simon. Come on and mount big sister.”
“Slow down, horny and wet,” said Di. “I get to make him horny and hard.” She slithered across Kyra and sucked Simon’s half-erect cock into her mouth. Once he reached full erection, she could only fit half his cock in her mouth. “I think he’s ready now. He likes baby sister’s mouth.” She sucked him for a few more seconds as she watched his face and gauged his reaction to those words. Bingo! That turned him on. I’m baby sister from now on.  
Maybe I won’t tweak baby sister down a notch. Feeling like Di had given him a shot of horny juice, Simon’s cock was throbbing with lust as he knelt between Kyra’s legs. She was flushed, her nipples hard, and her pussy open and glistening. Di seemed almost as excited as Kyra. He pushed the head of his cock into Kyra’s pussy, nearly as tight as Di’s. Carefully working in, he found no resistance and sank his cock to the hilt in the warm, inviting passage. “You weren’t a virgin?” he asked. 
“Technically, I was. Didn’t do it with a boy before. But… well…” she glanced at the bedroom door as if expecting to catch their mom listening in. “I have a… ummm… vibrator. Shut up and fuck me.” She reached up and pulled his head down and pressed her lips to his. Damn, his cock feels nice inside me. Like it belongs there. Oh yeah, stroke it easy. Tingles galore. How hot is this? Simply magical. Make me horny and then fix the problem. She put his hands on her C-cup tits. “Have all of me, little brother.” As he squeezed her tits and pounded into her pussy, she came for the first time. Please, please, please, I want three. One better than Di. 
“What a naughty brother and sister,” said Di teasingly. “Fucking right in front of baby sister. Feels good, huh, Kyra. He fucks like a… a… he’s only done me once, but it was good. Do big sister, Simon. Make her tits bounce.” 
His baby sister was driving Simon crazy. Her mouth on his cock was wonderful. The wild, uninhibited way she talked and acted fueled his lust. Baby sister. What a little slut. It was the line about making Kyra’s tits bounce that got him. They weren’t, but as soon as he let go of them, they were bouncing like Di’s little ones never could. All sense of teasing himself was gone and he fucked Kyra hard and fast, his eyes watching the bouncing tits. Deep, hard thrusts took him to the agonized bliss of an orgasm. Every muscle tensed as his cock spurted cum in Kyra’s fertile womb. To his sisters he looked like he was having a heart attack, but for him it was the ultimate pleasure. The best orgasm he’d ever had. With his cock in Kyra and Di talking erotically, it was like he was fucking them both as he spasmed again and again, the hot cum shooting out of his cock like fire. 
As he collapsed to the side with a big smile, he heard Kyra admonish Di. “Dammit, baby sister, you made him cum too fast. I was gonna cum again and now…” She looked at the shriveled member than slunk out of her pussy. I am so not going to insult him with an accurate description of the little, worn out, slimy, dangly bit. “… now I’ll have to wait until next time.” 
“Yeah,” mumbled Simon. “I hated that so much.” He laughed. “Jesus, Di, that was freaking hot. Kyra… what can I say? That was the best fuck I ever had... out of the three I’ve had so far. I love you both. Di, you had nine orgasms, right? Get busy in Kyra’s pussy and make her cum… umm… three more times.”
“Three?” said Kyra as Di dove into her pussy. “You’ve fucked Di, me, and who else?” She questioned the accuracy of his claim of three fucks. 
“Kari,” smiled Simon. “This morning. Shut up and cum. I can do what I want and you don’t need to know all the details.”
Two seconds later, Kyra came. Di raised her head. “Awesome. Fucking awesome. You told her and she did. Tell me to, OK?” She buried her face back in Kyra’s pussy. 
“Eat pussy,” said Simon. What would happen if I ordered Di to cum without anybody touching her? Is that possible?
After Kyra came two more times without explicit commands from Simon, the trio lay on the bed and snuggled. Simon could remember a time when the three of them would do this in all innocence. Usually in pajamas, but sometimes wearing regular clothes, the three would pile together as a comfortable close-knit threesome of siblings. That had been years ago. He hadn’t given an order, but it was clear his sisters enjoyed snuggling. They might enjoy snuggling, but they wouldn’t enjoy naked snuggling without my input. Some things required him to say Simon says and now it was appearing that some things didn’t need anything more than a thought. 
“Know what?” said Di. “Kyra should shave her pussy hair. You like that bare pussy look, don’t you, Simon?”
“Di! No way!” protested Kyra. “Don’t give him ideas.”
“He made me, you know,” said Di. “He made me think of ways to make him happy.”
“Oh,” said Kyra. That explained a lot. He did say that, didn’t he? Little slut has been all over him since then. “You’ve got some, too, squirt… baby sister. You gonna shave yours?”
“Duh, when I can’t cuddle with him anymore, baby sister got no hair at all,” she giggled. 
“He’s asleep, Di,” said Kyra. “Let’s go. You can shave yours, baby sister. I’ll keep mine until he says so. Maybe he wants a big sister, too.”
When Simon woke up a few minutes later from his nap, he was alone. He showered in the master bath, feeling like he owned it now. Dressed, he went to his room and thought about the Kilmores and seven other families in the cul-de-sac. His family was into pleasure. I’ll have to let mom have some of that, too, I guess. The Kilmores are into pleasure, too. I need to have a theme for the other seven. Something besides pleasure. He thought about school and what he could do there. His mom interrupted his thoughts with a treasure trove of XXX magazines and ideas. 
After dinner, Simon met a couple of friends at the arcade. With his newfound power, he set new records on every game he played. “Fuck, Simon, football and video games. You rule,” said his best friend, Brad. “You on drugs or something?”
“Just been working on my reaction time,” said Simon. He wasn’t ready to share the idea of magic outside his family. “It’s all in the mind.” He could see so much potential, but there was also a sense of foreboding. There were mistakes that could be made, but he didn’t even know what the mistakes were. 
Simon Says
By Kenna
Chapter 6 – Simon Makes Miracles
(mmg, bdsm, rape, spank, pedo)
Sunday morning, Simon had plans to play with the neighbors on the other side. The father, James Jackson, was a quadriplegic stuck in a wheelchair for life. His wife and two daughters, Kris age 12 and Mitzi age 10, cared for him, trying to get by with a minimum of in home assistance from caregivers. 
Right after breakfast, Simon’s plans were sidetracked as a man appeared in his room in a puff of smoke. “Nicholas Cage?” said the shocked boy.
“I thought the name was Balthazar,” said the magician. “Isn’t this what you expected?”
“Maybe. Not really. I mean, I sort of had this... umm…”
“…Sorcerer’s Apprentice idea in your head?” finished the man, shifting to the shape of a beautiful 14-year-old girl, “Like this better?” She grinned. “At least you didn’t try to pull anything on me. Anyway, I figured it was time to come and give you some advice. Took a while to book a flight.”
“I wasn’t sure there was another magician like me,” said Simon.
“Wow, you fell for that? I’m kidding about booking a flight. Just popped in from New York. Takes no time at all. Fifteen to be exact, counting you,” said the girl. “My name is Ramanah, but you can just call me Rama. And not magician, we’re gods. Small g as is fifteen gods on six continents.”
“God?” repeated Simon suspiciously. 
“You can be a magician if you want,” she shrugged. “Doesn’t change anything. Just don’t try to be the Big G, the One God. He gets seriously pissed and kicks ass if you do.”
Rama was turning Simon’s world upside down even more than his discovery of magic had. With his head spinning, Simon didn’t even know where to start with questions. She could do magic and she was offering free advice when he needed it most. It was either all bullshit or all important or somewhere in between and he’d have to figure out which. For now, he accepted the premise that there was a God and fifteen gods. “OK, so you’re a girl and you’re my age, but you know all about this?”
“No, no, and yes,” said Rama. “So, if I’m a girl I can’t know more than you or if I’m your age I can’t know more than you or what? Don’t even answer that, Simon. Here’s the deal. I’m more like 3000 years old and I can be a man, woman, boy, or girl. Doesn’t matter to me. Shouldn’t matter to you and won’t after 100 years or so. Wipe the look off your face. Yes, you’re a god and you live forever and can do almost anything. So, here’s the first lesson. Stop with the Simon says crap, OK? It’s cute, but you don’t have to say that or even say anything out loud. Stop making rhymes. Cute, but unnecessary. Give me a cup of coffee?” She held her hand out, palm up. “Right there.”
Cup of coffee, thought Simon and one appeared on Rama’s upturned palm. “Sweet, but it doesn’t last,” he pointed out. It was just amazing that he could do it without saying Simon says. But from experience he knew without the rhyme, it wouldn’t last. 
“I better drink it fast then,” she said sarcastically. “No, Simon, it does last if you expect it to last. Nice, cream and sugar, just the way I like it. How’d you do that? Don’t even answer that, Simon. It’s like automatic. You think coffee and I get the coffee the way I like it. You figured that out already, I think. You want something and you don’t have to be real specific.” She paused a second and said, “Not! Sorry, that’s so yesterday, isn’t it?” She paused again and sampled her coffee. 
“You don’t have to be specific, but you should be. If you want to do something like make yourself a cup of coffee, you need to make sure it comes out the way you want it, not the way I want it. You decide the results, not somebody else. Here’s my book of miracles.” A book appeared and she handed it to Simon. Taking a sip of her coffee, she said, “Actually, an unsigned copy of my book of miracles.”
“Miracles, like water into wine?”
“If you were a magician, you’d call them spells. You’re a god, so they’re miracles. Shut up and listen. The book…don’t open it yet… the book has specific wording for specific miracles. I want to be a three year old boy…” Rama turned into a toddler boy and kept talking. “… I just think it and it works the same every time because I… this bothers you? …” Simon found himself facing the 14-year-old girl again. “So easily distracted. Listen close. The miracles are written down in detail so I turn into the same girl every time and all I have to do is think it. Minimizes the assumptions like whether your sister will get pregnant or not or whether the coffee will be black or not. You can use mine or change them however you want. They don’t work for you until you sign them with a bloody thumbprint. You want to change them, just revise and sign again… bloody thumbprint… your blood and your thumb. All kinds of miracles… how to become invisible, how to pop into somebody’s house, how to make somebody obey you’re every word. What? You think invisible is easy? Do your clothes become invisible? Can you carry stuff and have it be invisible? Can you walk through walls? Do people bump into you? What if a car hits you because the driver can’t see you? Don’t even answer that. So many details and the book of miracles tidies them up. Read it later and sign the ones you like and change the ones you want.”
She waited for his mind to catch up and then went on. “Anything you think about will happen, so the book of miracles is like a shortcut. I think G14 and I’m a specific 14-year-old girl.” A gorgeous and sexy 14-year-old girl. Anything he wants, thought Simon. “So, here’s the deal, you think about it raining and it will rain even if you didn’t mean to think about rain.” She rolled her eyes at the sound of rain on the roof. “See what I mean? Make it sunny and listen. Don’t think. Until you get better control, you need something that says I really meant for that to happen. Like you think about rain and nothing happens and then you think about rain and snap your fingers and it rains. The snap means I really meant that to happen. In a few months you won’t need to snap, but for now snap or else the world gets really weird. You with me?”
Simon nodded. She was speaking fast, but he was hearing and remembering everything like it was a miracle. 
“Yes, it is,” she said, grinning. “Read the book later and there’s a miracle that will keep another god from reading your mind. Now, here’s the big rules. The ten commandments. Yeah, that’s what they’re called and yes, they came from the big G. You’re already heard them at church. They’re a little different for gods; Moses adapted them for people. First, I am the Lord your God. You shall have no other gods before me. Don’t try to be the Big G. Don’t put the Big G down. Second, you shall not make a shrine to yourself. Don’t get people to worship you. Don’t make something people can cling to and say that’s what Simon did and therefore Simon is great. Anonymous stuff is fine, but don’t make a bridge to Hawaii and name it the Simon Houghton Bridge. Third, do not take the name of the Lord in vain. Or in any other way. Don’t sling the Big G’s name around or make people believe in Him or… heck, the worst thing I say is heck. Just don’t cuss at all. That’s my interpretation. It’s unbecoming of gods. Fourth, do something good on Sundays. He didn’t really make the world in six days and rest on the seventh, but He likes to have especially good things happen on Sundays anyway. I’ll take you out today and we’ll do something good.
“So, the first four put you in perspective to the big G. The next six are about you and the other gods. Fifth, honor and respect the other gods. Each of them will visit you and do intros. One you get an intro, you’ll know what they’re up to and how to contact them. It’s like Facebook for gods, except it’s automatic, no logging in. They’ll know what you’re up to. Notice what they do on Sundays and say good job. Send them a birthday present. You’ll know when. You’ll get one from them. Your birthday is last Friday when you became a god, not the day you were born. Sixth, don’t kill or create people. You can’t create one right anyway. Shoot ‘em with a gun is OK, but boring. Magical death is a no-no. Raising from the dead got Jesus crucified.” She shook her head, “A moderately long stint as a god. Killing people pisses off the other gods. Butterfly effect and all. Seventh, don’t have sex with another god.” Rama shrugged. “I don’t know why, but nobody ever survived foreplay. Ask Zeus and Hera, oops, you can’t, they’re dead. Eighth, don’t steal. Don’t do something for nothing. Really, don’t take something from people, like the chance to win a football game, without compensation. Don’t worry, you didn’t know better. Nice touch making sure all the girls had orgasms. That’s doing something to them and giving in return. Don’t make money. It’s easy enough to earn it and compound interest over 3000 years is wicked. Intangibles are fine… making rain, keeping your sisters from getting pregnant, making somebody feel good… those sorts of things don’t need compensation. Ninth, don’t do mass miracles. Don’t cure AIDS, abolish hunger, or create world peace. That’s the big G’s place and don’t ask me why He doesn’t cure AIDS. Don’t forget He created AIDS in the first place. No, there is not a devil. No Satan. Nada. Don’t do something to somebody that you can’t see. Unintended things happen then and it’s messy. Summoning somebody is OK, but making Crystal’s clothes disappear in a different classroom is bad. Tenth, don’t covet another god’s territory. We took up a collection and gave you the US west of the Mississippi. Play in your sandbox or ask permission from the resident god to play in his or her sandbox. Questions?”
“No,” said Simon, amazed that he remembered everything and everything made sense. 
“We’re going to the mall,” said Rama. “We’re going as 11-year-old girls. May I suggest you go to page 33 of your book of miracles, read it, edit it, pick a picture, and sign it? I’ll wait.” 
Things were happening fast, but rather than question Rama, he opened his book to the proper page and read. It described the 11-year-old girl he would become when he willed it, including details like the clothes he’d be wearing, he’d have a ring and a necklace, and he’d still be him inside the girl’s body. There was a place for a picture and Rama held up pictures of three naked girls. “Sure, I’m rushing you, but I figure you don’t have many pictures of young girls and you don’t want to be an 11-year-old version of your sister walking around the mall. Besides, you can pick another one later. Needs to be naked if you want to specify the size of your tits and all. I have front and rear pictures, but you only need one of them.” 
Simon picked a picture of a brunette with long hair, small tits, bare pussy, and a nice little ass and put it in place. He imagined his thumb bloody with his own blood and snapped his fingers. Pressing his thumb to the page, he signed his first miracle. Then, with a snap of his fingers, he turned into the girl wearing tight shorts and a tight top. Holy cow! Look at me. I’m no fooling a girl. Nothing between my legs. Now that feels weird. So different. He pulled open the neck of his shirt and looked down and then, with a grin at Rama, let go. Really weird. He cupped his own tits. Oh, now that’s nice. Feels good. “What are we gonna do like this?” he finally asked, surprised at his voice. 
“Yeah, feel up the little girl,” joked Rama, now an 11-year-old as well. “We’re gonna do some good. Have some fun. You’ll see. You ready?” If Simon was ready or not, suddenly he was standing in a crowded mall looking very surprised. Nobody seemed to notice their abrupt appearance and Rama confirmed that, saying, “My traveling miracle specifies nobody is looking at the spot where we appear and nobody thinks anything about it. Oh, another thing you need to know is you can’t mess with time. No time travel. It’s not forbidden; it’s impossible. We’re on the east coast now so the mall is open.” 
For a few minutes, the two just walked the mall. Simon was amazed at the attention they got. Check me out. Guys are looking at us, at me. Heck, I wish I could look at myself. I’m sexy and my clothes are so tight. It’s like I want them to look, but it’s creepy. At least it’s safe in the crowded mall. Nothing’s gonna happen. Heck, I’m a god, so nothing’s gonna happen no matter what. Rama wouldn’t say anything about the plan and he was beginning to think Rama was messing with him when his fellow god said, “How’s it feel to get checked out? I like it. Just teasing the guys. You see the boys following us? Or the guy that about snapped his neck doing a double take? Just getting you used to it.”
“A little strange,” said Simon. “It takes 100 years to get used to it?”
“Nah, just a few times to get used to it, but 100 years, give or take, before you stop thinking you’re a guy in a girl’s body. You’ll get used to it,” she winked. “Depends on your inhibitions, but having sex as a girl is a big step. Took me a couple of years to get up the nerve. Now it’s not a big deal. Don’t worry, you’re not having sex like this today.” 
With Simon comfortable, Rama explained the plan. “I use a revealing miracle to find the right guy. Now when a guy over 20 looks at us and thinks we’re hot and he wishes he could see more, we’ll see him without a shirt. If a guy wishes he could have sex with us, but wouldn’t ever really follow through, we’ll see him without pants. We’re looking for a guy who has no clothes on. That’s the pervert who has had sex with an underage girl and wants to do us. Our good deed for this Sunday is to set him straight.”
“How do we do that?” asked Simon. It sounded interesting and definitely sounded like a good deed.
“Turn him into a girl and ourselves into guys. You back into yourself and me into a man his age and then we rape him. He gets a taste of what it’s like to be a victim and then we leave him as a little girl for the rest of his life. No more child molester.”
“We’re trolling for perverts,” said Simon. 
“You got it,” said Rama. 
As they walked, Simon said, “So, you’re 3000 years old? How does that feel?”
“Like I’m 11,” he said with a smile. “It feels like everything around you is unimportant. People are pets, politics are pointless, but promises are permanent. Only gods matter and if you promise one something, it’s forever.”
“Did I get short changed on territory? I mean, it doesn’t seem like I got a fifteenth of the world.”
“Confucius say, save something for birthday presents. Over time you’ll get more of the world just because the other gods will give you gifts. Like over the next century.”
“Confucius didn’t say that. At least I haven’t heard that one,” said Simon.
“That’s because he just said it yesterday,” grinned Rama. “You know the gods or you can look them up. Confucius, Loki, Eris, Athena, Allah, Kokopelli. Gods can screw up or get bored and die, like Zeus and Hera, most of the Greek gods, and all of the Roman gods, but you can be immortal. I’m a Hindi god in case you didn’t catch that. You’re the San Diego god, but you’ll lose a sense of belonging to San Diego like I moved on from India. Ice cream?”
“What?”
“You want some ice cream?” Rama held up Simon’s hand like he was holding an ice cream cone and one appeared in Simon’s hand. “Guys like to watch girls lick things.” He had a cone, too, and took a big lick of the rocky road scoop perched atop the cone. “Just so you know, I put the correct change in the Baskin Robbins’ cash register in exchange. Don’t get something for nothing. Check it out, no shirt on him.” Looking right at the man, Rama licked his cone sensuously and the man quickly dropped his gaze and turned away. “He’s harmless.”
“He wanted us,” said Simon.
“He wouldn’t know what to do with us if he did. He’s harmless, trust me. Likes to look, but doesn’t touch. It’s the most common pedo.”
“So you let him alone?”
“Yeah, I just fix the bad ones. Look behind us. We already got one.”
Simon casually looked around and caught sight of a naked man following them. “He’s dangerous?”
“To girls, yeah. He’s had sex with at least one and now he’s stalking us. Stay with me. If you can’t play along, then just shut up and play shy.” Rama turned and walked up to the pervert and Simon had to hurry to keep up. 
As she approached the man, Rama said, “Hey, mister, I just bet my girlfriend a quarter that you’ve never seen two girls kiss.”
“Then you win da bet,” he said. “I ain’t seen that. You two here ‘lone?”
“Yeah, we got dropped off an hour ago and we’re bored. Will you pay us 20 bucks if we kiss? Just not here, OK? Like maybe in your car and then you could give us a ride home?” smiled the very forward 11-year-old Rama.
“In his car?” said Simon. “We shouldn’t.”
“It’ll be OK,” the man assured the reluctant little girl. “That way nobody can see an’ then I’ll take ya home. No problem. I’ll pay ya 20 to see that. You done it before?”
“Not each other,” said Rama. “I’ve kissed a couple of boys.”
“I’ve kissed some, too,” said Simon. 
“Right. Follow me,” said the pervert. “Just hang back a ‘lil so’s it don’t look like you’re followin’.” He headed toward the mall entrance, not believing his good luck. It took weeks of planning and hunting before he grabbed another girl and now he had two of them practically in the bag. 
“Special king’s X on talking,” said Rama to Simon. “We can talk and he won’t hear us. When we get where we’re going, he’s gonna do something like hit us, pull a gun, or tie us up. Whatever he does, just let it happen. I got us covered. If he hits us, it won’t hurt. If he ties us… well, you can get yourself out of that. Once he starts driving, we’ll just sit in the back and I’ll make sure he sees what he expects to see, namely us subdued in the back.”
Once they were out of the mall, the man said over his shoulder, “I gotta van, so’s ya got privacy.”
As he opened the rear door and motioned them in, Rama said, “I’m Rama and this is Simone. What’s your name?”
“Jus’ a sec,” he said as he stepped in behind them and shut the door. Abruptly, he threw an arm around Rama and threw her to the floor of the van and put an arm around Simon, choking her into submission. Expecting to have to put up a fight, Simon was surprised to find himself watching from the side as the man wrestled and subdued imaginary girls. Once he had them down, he tied them up and drove quickly out of the parking lot. 
“Isn’t this the hard way?” asked Simon. “Couldn’t we just find a pervert and pop into his house and do this?”
“Sure,” nodded Rama. “More fun this way. A little suspense. He thinks he’s getting away with something and then suddenly, he’s the one getting screwed. Just when he’s ready to take advantage of us, he’ll find himself on the receiving end. Every one of them is a little different and I like to give them a taste of their own medicine. Let’s wait to see the setup at his house.”
With Rama coaching him, Simon practiced his miracles while they drove for half an hour, getting out of the city and into a rural setting and finally pulling into a farm. Their rapist parked behind the barn and took out Rama first, carrying her imaginary form into the barn and down hidden stairs to an underground room. “Holy shit,” said Rama. “He’s a bad one. This is gonna be fun.” The room was lined with pictures of other girls and filled with an array of torture equipment. The man put the struggling little girl in a cage and then went back for Simon. “Never had two at once,” he said as he came back and shoved the second girl into the same cage. “Tight quarters.” He knelt down and peered in at them. “You two gonna kiss for me now?” He waved a $20 bill. “Guess I’ll jus’ keep this. You can just call me master an’ if yer really good for me, I won’t hurt ya.”
“Please don’t hurt us, master,” whined Rama as the two gods took their places back in the girls’ bodies. “We’ll do anything you want.”
“Damn right you will,” said their master. “Ya jus’ don’t know what I want yet. Then ya might change yer tune.” He walked away and got out two gags, two sets of leather cuffs, and a leather paddle. 
“What are you gonna do with that?” asked Simon.
“Start teachin’ ma fuck toys,” he said. “Who’s goin’ first?” He didn’t expect an answer and didn’t get one. Opening the cage, he pulled Rama out. The little girl struggled as he put the cuffs on her wrists and gagged her. Then he tied a rope dangling from the ceiling to her wrist cuffs and pulled her up on her toes. Once she was dancing on her toes, he cut away her clothes and stared at the slender preteen body stretched and helpless for him. 
All the while, Rama complained and offered to be a good girl for him and Simon begged for him to stop. Their helpless defiance and useless offers and threats just fed his desire. As Rama was cuffed, Simon wondered when his fellow god would turn the tables. He wondered again as Rama was pulled up on his toes and then as the pervert pulled back ready to spank the pert little ass. 
Smack! The paddle hit bare flesh and the little girl screamed. Only everything was suddenly different. It was Rama as the man with the paddle and the pervert’s bare little girl ass that met the paddle. “Eeeaaaa,” squealed the girl. Damn that hurt, thought the erstwhile master. What happened? I hit myself on accident? What happened to the girl? What am I doing? My arms. How’d I get cuffed and hung and those aren’t my arms. “Wha’ a huck! Wha’ a huck! Ohhh!  How you…” Ohhhh, holy fuck!  That’s not my body. Who’s behind me? His mind reeled at the impossible as he took in his new body and the man leering at him from behind with a paddle in his hand. I’m gagged. Can’t get away. Switched! How’d we switch? “Geh ‘way. Wha’ ha-hen?” 
“Shut up, Carla,” said Rama. He knew the man’s name was Carl and just feminized it. “This is what happens to bad men who rape little girls. You get to see what’s like. Don’t ask how, just enjoy the experience from her point of view. Nice little fuck toy hanging by her wrists for two of us to enjoy. This how you train fuck toys?”
Simon, now looking like himself, walked in front of Carla and looked down at her trembling body. “It’s the perfect punishment… the perfect consequence for all you’ve done.”
“Wha’ a huck! Oh way. Iss can ee ha-hanin,” gasped the girl. 
“Oh yes, it can be happening and it is. If you’re good we won’t hurt you,” said Rama, “but you’ve never been good so this is gonna hurt a lot.” He spanked the helpless little ass again and again. For God’s sake, stop. It hurts so bad. Stop it. Stop it! I’m gonna kill you. Jesus, I can’t do nothing. I get the message. After 12 swats, she was screaming and crying incoherently. Her ass was bright red. Thank God he stopped. I’m gonna fuck him up good when I get free. 
“Your turn,” said Rama, handing the paddle to Simon. “He likes to hear them scream, so he needs another dozen.”
With Carla’s eyes bugging out and her head frantically shaking, Simon took the paddle and gave her another 12. Her screams were hideous and the only thing that kept him going was the knowledge that this man had done this to several girls. He was just getting what he gave out. 
“You gonna be a good little fuck toy?” asked Simon. “Ready to be fucked?”
The girl just stared at him in disbelief. Is he serious? Are they really gonna fuck me? I’m a guy. Yeah, it’s a girl’s body, but I’m a guy. They can’t do it. Oh, God, they really can. They really can rape me and… holy shit, they know I make the girls answer the question. Tan their little asses until they say yes. “Ahhhh,” gasped Carla as Rama grabbed her nipples and pulled her forward. Her legs stretched for the ground, but she couldn’t reach. Owww, not my nipples. Hurts my damn arms. This is so fucked up. I don’t wanna be the girl. I’m the guy who’s in charge. “Uh uh,” said Carla as struggled. “Who are ya? I’ll stah. I sweah. I won’t oo no mah girs.”
“I know,” said Rama. “You definitely won’t by the time we’re done with you. Now, first off, I want a confession. I want to hear three things. How many girls, how long do you keep them, and what do you do to them?
The cornered pedophile looked around frantically and then said, “Lie ya heh, I un ‘welve an’… an’ I heep ‘em ‘bout who wees an’… Hesus Rist, ya nah gonna oo a sane a me, are ya?”
“Should have thought of that before you raped, tortured, and killed them.” He looked at Simon and explained, “I’d love to bring the girls back, but I can’t create life and I can’t go back in time. This is the next best thing.” 
“Oh, Gah,” said Carla. “Ya awen-in’ anguhs, aren’t ya? I’m goin’ a hell.” 
“Not to hell,” said Rama. “Worse than that. You’re going to irony. Just tell us what you did to the girls.”
“I… I… huck… oh, hih… sorry… sorry… I… lie ya hed, I wape ‘em a bun’ and I hur’ ‘em on the suff I gah… whi’ ‘em, burn ‘em, an’ cuh ‘em an’… an’ ‘en I kill ‘em. Oh Gah, I sorry.”
“Unfortunately, he doesn’t mean it,” said Rama. “He’s sorry as long as we’re here. When we go, he’ll start up his bad habits again. He’s sorry he got caught and he’s sorry he’s going to be punished, but he’s not sorry about the girls.” He let go of Carla’s nipples and her feet touched down again. “Might as well get it over with. Get her down and you can go first.”
Simon lowered the beaten girl. She tried to bite and kick, but with his power he had no problem controlling her. He and Rama put Carla on the dirty mattress and tied her arms and legs to the corners of the bed. “How’s that feel?” asked Simon. “Can’t stop us from doing anything we want. Now this is for fighting us.” He picked up a leather paddle and swatted her inner thighs until they were bright red and Carla was screaming for mercy. 
“Ask for my cock, you pervert,” said Simon as he stripped. 
“Oh, Gah, oh,” whined Carla. “I not weawy a gir. Is unnaharah.” Then Simon waved the paddle at her and she said, “Doan ‘ake ee.” He swatted her burning thighs again until she gave in. “Am it, OK. I wan’ yer cock.”
“That’s nice,” said Simon as he lubricated her tight passage with just a thought. “I want you nice and wet, but you don’t get to enjoy it.” Kneeling between her spread thighs, he put his cock to the entrance to her pussy. “Say goodbye to your virginity, little girl.” Then he worked his way into her tightness, taking her in several strokes until he was at his full depth. 
Carla was speechless, just crying and moaning as she was raped. How’d they do this? How can I be a girl? This can’t happen. I want outta here. Wake up or something. Watching it go in and out and I can feel it, too. Jesus, it hurts inside and it feels like he don’t belong there. I don’t wanna be the victim. I don’t want a guy this close doing this. He can have anything he wants and I’m just here for him to use. On the receiving end, she felt so small and helpless as he pounded into her for several minutes and then came. “That’s what you’re good for, Carla,” he said. “Just a fuck toy.” Then he crawled off. 
As Rama stripped, Simon gaped at the god’s huge cock. Grinning, Rama said, “You can have one like this, too. Just takes a little miracle.” He knelt over Carla. “He was nice. This is gonna hurt, baby. I’m gonna enjoy it, but I don’t care if you do or not.” 
Fuck no. Not again. That’s too big. In one stroke Rama shoved the monster cock into her pussy and she screamed in pain. Hurts! Like I’m split in two. Just fucking stop it, please. The frustration was like a tangible thing as she suffered through the agony of her second rape. When he was done, Rama pulled out and pointed his cock at the girl’s face. Hell no. Don’t jack off in front of me. She tried to shut his eyes so she didn’t see the close up view of a man stroking his cock. It was so gay. Yet, she couldn’t take her eyes off it as she watched with dreaded anticipation until Rama shot his load on her face. “You like to do that to the girls, so there’s some for you.”
With the rape over, Rama put his clothes on with a wave of his hand and Simon followed suit. They untied the sobbing girl and her clothes reappeared on her body in perfect condition. With the cum gone from her face, only her memory and the pain in her pussy remained as evidence of her rape. “Now, here’s the deal,” said Rama. “You are going to spend the rest of your life as a girl. You’re 11-years-old and your name is Carla. We’re going to put you at the mall and you have two choices. First, you can try to convince people that you’re really a man in a girl’s body. If you do that, I guarantee that you’ll end up in the loony bin and stay there for a long time. Maybe some nice attendant will visit you in your restraints and fuck you silly. Maybe you’ll enjoy some electro-shock therapy. Second, you can just accept that you’re a girl. Pretend you have amnesia and start all over again as Carla. Embrace your femininity. Learn to do your makeup, learn to cook, learn to be a good fuck, learn to suck cock, and grow up to be a woman. Maybe you’ll get married. Who knows? That’s my recommendation and that way you’ll stay out of the loony bin. Your choice, Carla. We are the gods Rama and Simon and we sentence you to a lifetime as a female for the crime of being a child rapist.”
“Gods?” said Carla. “Yer gods?” She wanted to deny it, but it was the best explanation she had for what had just happened. “I’m a girl?” The words were the same to her as saying, I’m a victim? “For good?”
“For good,” said Rama.
Carla suddenly found herself in the mall alone and frightened. Every man looked like a pedo wanting to rape her. She walked up to a woman with two young children. “Help me,” she said. 
“Is he… she cured?” asked Simon when they were alone. 
“With a little more help,” said Rama. “She could just as well turn out to be a female child molester except I also tweaked her so she doesn’t like girls sexually and she can’t hurt a child again. She can’t help but be a hetero girl. For a while Carla will think of it as punishment, maybe all her life. She’ll always know she’s a man in a girl’s body, but she has a chance of living a normal life as a girl and then a woman. Sometimes I think I’m too nice just by giving her that chance, but the point is to get the child molester out of circulation.”
“Well done, Rama,” said Simon, remembering he was supposed to respect the other gods. 
“And well done to you, too, Simon,” said Rama. “Lesson is over. I’m going back where I came from. I won’t be back unless I ask first or you invite me. Remember, don’t leave the western US without permission from the local god. Don’t worry, it’s a big place and you’ve got centuries to learn about being a god.”
Simon Says
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Chapter 7 – Simon Makes His Book
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Alone again, Simon thought about what had just happened. His plans for the morning had been overridden by Rama’s appearance. I didn’t get to play with the Jacksons, but this was way better. Put everything in perspective. Miracles… I can do miracles… and there’s rules… and others like me. 
He opened his Book of Miracles and found the miracle… miracles… for invisibility. One miracle made him and his clothes invisible, but he could touch things. Since he was thinking about being invisible in the girls’ shower at school, of course he thought of feeling up some very surprised girls. I could also grab a stack of twenties from the bank, but guess that’s not allowed. Easy for Rama to say… he… she… whatever… has tons of money. I’m on the allowance of a 14-year-old. Satisfied with that miracle, he pressed his bloody thumb to the page. The next one made him invisible and he couldn’t touch things except walls and floors. Cool, a car would go right through me. The third one on the same page turned him back to normal. That whole idea seemed simple enough, but the miracle laid out specifically that he’d been in the same clothes, at the same location, and be the same physical appearance. It made sure he didn’t pop from “car can’t hit me” invisible to visible with a car about to hit him. He signed all three and flipped the page. 
His door opened and Di slipped through with a look over her shoulder to make sure nobody saw her. “Hey,” he protested the intrusion. 
“Sorry,” said Di, though she didn’t look sorry. “Almost lunchtime. Thought maybe you’d like to feed baby sister an appetizer or something.” She pulled off the long T-shirt she was wearing and posed nude for Simon. “See anything you like?”
Despite the twinge in his cock from the luscious sight of his sister naked, Simon wasn’t interested. He had things to do and sexual escapades had suddenly taken a back seat to being a god. There would be time for that later. Years… decades… centuries… heck, even millennia to play god and enjoy the pleasures of sex. Then it hit him that Di might have years and decades of her own time, but certainly not centuries and millennia. Everything I know will be outdated. The world will change. Things that seem to take forever now will be over in the blink of a god’s eye. My family and friends will get old and die. Looking at the bright smile on his little sister’s face as it wavered and then faded, he realized he was crying. There was definitely a down side to being a god. 

Di didn’t know what to make of the transformation. What the heck just happened? Did I do something wrong? Should I try to cheer him up? Spread my legs? She looked down at herself. Nothing wrong here. How about if I kneel in front of him and unzip… Fuck no, this is something really, really bad. Wipe the smile off my face. The playful, uninhibited Di vanished and she put the T-shirt back on. “What’s wrong, Simon?” she asked. “It’s OK that you messed with me and Kyra… well, me, at least… I like it now… don’t be…” Oh crap, that’s not it. “Where you been all morning?” she asked and sat next to him, uncertain what to do with her hands. 
“Just… just leave me alone a minute, OK, Di?” he said, dismissing her. She left without a word, reluctantly backing away as if he might change his mind. As soon as she shut the door, he made her forget he was crying and told her not to come back for now. Then he sat and pondered the weight of being a god. Rama didn’t say anything about losing friends and family… never having real friends again because they just die… even if I have a wife and kids, they’ll die before I’m ready for that. Immortality sucks. 
By lunchtime, Simon had managed to put the sadness aside. He resolved to make the most of his time with his family, enjoying them for now, and setting them free to live their own lives when he was ready. He also modified Di’s programming so she’d be a regular little sister when he called her little sister and only became the sexually precocious, uninhibited slut who lived to make him happy when he called her baby sister… which he planned to do often. 
After lunch he sent his dad to the store for some rope and then retreated to his room with an unspoken command to be left alone. He levitated a ball, but it fell in less than a minute. After several tries, he remembered he was supposed to snap his fingers to indicate a miracle he really meant to happen. With a snap he levitated the ball and it stayed up until he snapped again to drop it to the floor. Cool, now I can make permanent miracles. Satisfied he’d established some control, he went back to his Book of Miracles and signed several more. 
After an hour, he called his mom, Kyra, and Di to the basement family room. Unable to disobey, they followed him down warily. “I need to try out some things,” he said, making no attempt to hide the bondage magazine he held in his hand or the Book of Miracles in his other hand. Gary was already there and waiting with all the rope he’d bought.  
“Shit, Simon, what the hell are you going to do with that?” asked Kyra, hoping she was wrong about what it looked like he was going to do with it. 
With a sinister smile, he held up the magazine and flipped to a page with a picture missing. “I cut out the good ones already,” he said. “We’re gonna try them out now.” He’d pasted them into his Book of Miracles with some simple directions so that the girls would be tied in the same position as the picture without hurting them. Uncomfortable was OK, but physical harm was not allowed. 
“On us?” said Di in surprise. Duh, pretty obvious… stupid question. Me and Kyra and mom. Jeez, look at dad. He wants to see us naked and tied?! No freaking way!
“No, on himself,” said Kyra with the liberal dose of sarcasm that the stupid question deserved.  
“Simon, you shouldn’t,” said his mom. She looked at her husband, but immediately got the same impression as Di. Gary’s not going to stop him. Damn, he’s gonna help Simon tie us up. No help from him. “Simon, please… I’m your mother.”
“You’re a naughty mommy,” said Simon, using the key phrase he’d selected for his mom. 
Brenda felt a wave of heat sweep through her body as he called her naughty mommy. It took her just a couple of seconds to realize he’d used naughty mommy like a magician would say hocus-pocus. Oh, my God, I want him to tie me up. I want him to use me. Fuck, I want Gary to watch and the girls, too. I want to be a naughty mommy… get naked for him… suck his cock… let him fuck me. I’m going to enjoy being a sex toy for my 14-year-old son. So much better than not liking it. Mmmm, yeah, come and get mommy, Simon. 
“Take off your clothes, mommy,” said Simon, enjoying the obvious transformation.
Hell, yeah, I should have done that already, but no, I couldn’t. I needed him to tell me. Di gets to be the randy little slut who works on ways to make him horny. I’m his puppet waiting to do what he wants. Undo a button… another… another… hell, I should just rip it off, but… I can’t… just nice and slow… another button… for God’s sake, I’m a tease… teasing him and teasing myself… there, my shirt’s off… check me out, Simon. Wanna see mommy’s tits? With deliberate slowness, she unhooked her bra and pulled it free. Holy cow, look at his eyes… and Gary and Kyra and Di… all looking at me. Since when do I like this? For God’s sake, I’m his mother… aren’t I? I shouldn’t… right? This is wrong… I think. Fucking stripping in front of all of them. My tits are tingly… my pussy is wet… feels so good to have them staring at me. 
“Thank you, Simon,” said Brenda. Just yesterday she’d been a slave who hated this treatment and now he allowed her to enjoy it. So wonderful. Time for mommy’s pants. Unsnap… unzip… pull them down… oh yeah, wiggle, wiggle, wiggle… make it look harder than it is. Jesus, don’t act so sexy… delighted… wild! You like mommy’s legs? All the way down and step out of them. Ta da. This is so wrong… I’m gonna get fucked and I can’t help it. I love it. Just me and my panties… yikes, I mean, me and my thong… forgot I put that on for Gary… hides nothing at all. Might as well take it off… and double ta da… naughty mommy is naked mommy. 
Di noticed the change in her mom and it worried her. She wanted mom to like it the way she did, but there was something missing this time. I don’t want to be naked for him. He made her like it, but he took that away from me… and Kyra. Jesus, yesterday I’d do anything to be naked and sucking cock or getting fucked. Now, I’m the one who’s gonna hate doing this. My big brother is gonna fuck me… so nasty… and I’m not gonna like it this time. This is how it works? Mommy likes it and now we don’t? 
Once his mom was naked, Simon looked at a picture in his book and snapped his fingers. A rope snaked out as his mom’s wrists went behind her back. “What are you doing, Simon?” asked his mom. Not that I mind… a little scary… what all does he have planned… I’m ready to fuck, suck, and cum without being forced… not gonna have a choice though… palms together like they’re glued in place. She felt the ropes wrap around her wrists and pull tight.
Simon watched with satisfaction as the miracle worked just as he planned. The ropes bound her wrists behind her back and then wound up her arms, pulling tight all the way up until her elbows touched and then the rope tied in a knot. Behind her to observe, Simon heard his dad say, “Holy shit!” His dad’s eyes devoured mom. Kyra and Di’s eyes were wide with surprise. 
Jesus, I didn’t know I was this flexible, thought Brenda as her elbows touched. It was a strain, but she rolled her shoulders back and they touched without popping her shoulders out of joint. Boing! God damn, I’m sticking my fucking tits out like I want them autographed. Holy shit is right! Check out mommy’s tits, everybody! Naked, tied, and on display… nobody even pretending not to look… makes my tits look luscious… gorgeous… suckable… couldn’t hide those puppies if I wanted. Fuck, I’m their mother and they’re staring and I like it. I could cum right now if somebody just touched my clitty, clitty, clitty… somebody play with mommy and make me squeal.
A second rope came to life and wrapped around her ankles, winding up her calves to just below her knees. Just like in the picture. Tightly bound, she tipped forward. “Ahhhhh,” she gasped in fright, but then she defied gravity and settled gently to the floor on her stomach. Yikes… spankable… mommy is so very spankable. What now? Another rope… what for? Oh shit! He’s hogtying me. “Oh, baby,” she gasped as her hands met her feet and were bound in place. “You like mommy all tied up and helpless?” He could just grab my tits and play with them all day… use my mouth… mommy fuck toy. Hell yeah, I want him to grab my tits… I’m a teen dream… fuck, I’m Gary’s dream… me sexy… me horny… come and get me boys… what the fuck now? “Oh God,” she moaned as a ball gag pushed into her mouth. “Nnnnnnnn,” she whined in sudden desperate excitement. Anything he wants now… God, I could cum in a second! Another rope? For what?
The fourth rope wound around the base of her right tit, forcing it into a globe that seemed barely attached to her chest. “Nnnnn, nnnnn, nnnnnnnnnn,” she whined in lust. I know guys like tits, but I never thought of my tits as the center of attention… God! I’m a fucking sex object… oh yeah, do the other tit, too… mommy’s got tits to die for! Her tits darkened on their way to purple, but she didn’t mind. She’d lost sight of how wrong it was and now just wanted to be on display. 
“Fantastic, mom,” said Simon now that the bondage was complete. “You ready for another round with Janice?” he teased. 
“Uh huh, uh huh,” nodded Brenda. Yeah, let her see me like this… I’m ready for anything.
“Maybe some other time,” said Simon to her obvious disappointment. “Dad take her up to the bedroom and do… well, do whatever you want with her.” He even helped out his dad by making mom light as a feather all the way up two flights of stairs to their bedroom. 
When their parents were gone, Simon asked, “Well, what did you think of that?”
“You tied her up,” said Kyra. “Just fucking tied her up and gave her to dad. I don’t know what she thought was so great about that.”
“Kewl,” said Di. “You made her like it this time. Nice touch, Simon. She looked awesome and she liked it. Chill out, Kyra, they’re gonna have some fun.”
“They could have fun without the ropes, too,” noted the senior sibling. 
“I’m just practicing,” said Simon. “Take off your clothes, cocksucker Kyra,” he added, giving her the key phrase that would make her enjoy performing for him. 
“Oh, come on,” protested Kyra, the words coming out as a natural reaction to being told to strip by her little brother. “Oh… oh, ummm… sweet. God damn you, Simon, but yeah… this is sweet.” She pulled her T-shirt up over her head. Now I remember the feeling… kinda nice to do what he wants even if it’s naughty as hell. Down to my bra… just like the top of a bikini… yeah, right… way different… it’s coming off soon. She slithered out of her shorts. Just two days ago I thought this was tame, like posing in my bikini, but not anymore. I’m in my freaking underwear for my little brother… about to lose it all… undo the bra and… God yeah, feels nice to show him my tits… Kyra cocksucker… magic words… Now my panties… jeez, mom had on a thong… need to be prepared next time. She took off the last of her clothes and stood waiting in anticipation.  
Turning the page in his book, Simon snapped his fingers to set ropes in motion again. The first rope wrapped around her right wrist five times and then tied itself off, leaving a long strand of rope hanging from her wrist. A second rope did the same to her left wrist. The ends of the two ropes snaked into the air to meet hooks that magically appeared in the ceiling. From there, they pulled Kyra up onto her toes with her body and arms forming a Y. Holy cow! That was fast. Wrist… wrist… and whoosh, up on my toes. Damn, I’m as helpless as mom was in a tenth the time. Horny little brother… what’s he gonna do with me now? I mean, do I want him to do something more? No, I don’t want to, but I do want to.  Don’t want to be my little brother’s sex toy, but do want to feel good like he can make me feel. Just not past the point of no return yet. 
Kyra rolled her eyes as a ball gag floated to her. She tried to keep her mouth shut, but it opened just like Simon wanted and the big red ball settled between her perfect white teeth and the leather strap fastened behind her head to keep it there. Nothing I can do now… anything he wants… just that… damn it, will I enjoy it if he does something now? I mean, he doesn’t have to make me do anything and it feels good when he makes me… what if all I do is hold still for him and he rapes me? Oh, damn, I won’t like it… in fact, I don’t like this… fun to take off my clothes, but now I’m just here for him to stare at. Big sister does not like this game. More like that nightmare where I’m naked at school and can’t do anything about it. 
Staring at his beautiful older sister, Simon enjoyed the view, but noticed how uncomfortable she was. That was all he planned for her, so he turned his attention to Di. “Your turn, baby sister,” he said. 
As his attention fell on her, Di was certain what he was going to say… so certain that she was on the way to getting wound up even before the words baby sister came out of his mouth. “God, yes, Simon,” she breathed in excitement. “Want my clothes off? Want to tie me? Want to use me? I think we ought to spank Kyra and you can spank me, too.”
“Yeah, you’re just a slut for me, Di. Strip for me.”
There was no hesitation and no teasing as Di made quick work of her clothes. This is how he wants me! This is how I want to be! Baby sister naked and ready for anything. Kewl! Different page in that dang book… snap his fingers… ropes on the way. “Freaky! That is so kewl. How am I getting tied, big brother?” Guess I’ll find out. Hands behind my back. “Hey!” Arms across my back so my hands touch my elbows… there it goes… around and around and around my forearms… Jesus, I won’t be able to use them for anything… baby sister on display… helpless… tits poking out… yeah, little dang tits, but he likes them… “God, my nipples are hard and my pussy is getting wet. Just for you, big brother. Gonna fix me up good and spank me and fuck me and everything!”
Completely under Simon’s control, she knelt on the floor and a second rope wound around her right thigh and calf, forcing her foot against her pert little ass. The third rope did the same to her left leg and she was in a forced kneeling position. Hot damn! Legs and arms useless. He’s got me good. I could suck his cock… sweet, Kyra can’t suck from up there… he could tip me over and… “Fuck me!” she squealed aloud, surprising even herself. A whiffle ball floated toward her. “Oh, you don’t have to do that, Simon,” she complained. Can’t suck cock with a ball in my mouth. Can’t give him ideas. Can’t do anything except… well, anything he wants, I can do… will do… have to do… want to do… just for him. The ball pushed into her wide-open mouth and a slender cord tied behind her head to secure it in place. 
Simon admired his miraculous handiwork, comparing it to the pictures. His mom, Kyra, and Di had all been tied exactly how the picture showed and it was done gently, even considerately considering it was bondage they didn’t want to be in. “OK, that’s good. Like I said, just practicing.” He snapped his fingers and the ropes starting untying. “You can get dressed and do whatever you want. I’ll be back later, big sister and little sister.” Just like that he turned off their sexual engines and they felt stupid as the ropes unwound from their naked forms. 
It was mid-afternoon when he set out for the Jacksons’ house with sinister intent. Practice time was over and he had a big surprise for the neighbors. He just waltzed in the front door without bothering to knock. It was a foregone conclusion that they were home. That’s what he wanted and therefore they were home. 
Iris Jackson came out of the family room at the sound of the front door. “Simon?” she said, her surprise obvious. “Since when do you just walk into somebody’s home? What’s with all the rope?” She’d known the boy for years and he was always so polite. This wasn’t like him. 
“Since I learned to do magic on Friday,” he seized the opening. “Now we’re going to play some games with the ropes, mommy Jackson.”
“We’re busy,” said Iris, taking a second look at the boy now that he’d said her magic words. “We’re about to take Hugh… Mr. Jackson… for a walk.” He’s grown into such a handsome boy. My husband is impotent and I haven’t had a good screw in years. I’ll bet Simon would be a fun tumble. Can’t right now… don’t think like that… where did that thought even come from? Wonder how big his cock is? Iris! What’s got into you? “We’re going to take Mr. Jackson for a walk,” she repeated, flustered at her outrageous thoughts. Tumble with the neighbor boy? For God’s sake he’s 14.
“Go ahead and take him for a short walk,” said Simon. “Roll him right into the hall closet and shut the door.”
“I’ll do no such thing, young man,” said the woman in indignation. The mere thought of that was appalling. “Wait right here. We’re taking him for a walk and the first stop is your house. I’m having a talk with your mother.” She disappeared into the family room and a minute later, 12-year-old Kris and 10-year-old Mitzi led the way out of the room with Iris pushing Hugh in his wheelchair. The woman took an amusingly hard fought turn away from the front door and pushed her husband right into the closet and shut the door as he mumbled in protest. What the hell did I just do? Simon said to put him there and I did. Why would I do that? I should get him out. Yes, I should, but I can’t. Like the closet is repelling me. 
“Mom, what the heck?” said Kris. She cast a guilty glance at Simon and blushed in embarrassment for her mom. Sounds from the closet were barely audible. “You can’t do that to daddy.” I should go get him out. Maybe later. He’s OK in there. Not like he’s a heck of a lot of fun anyway. 
Yay, mommy! Shoulda done that years ago, thought Mitzi with only a slight twinge of guilt. She hardly remembered a time when he wasn’t in the wheelchair. Don’t know why you do so much for him anyway. He’s such a pain in the ass. Bring him out for dinner later. 
“I just… just… Simon wanted him there and I couldn’t help myself,” stammered Iris. She looked suspiciously at the boy who said he’d learned how to do magic on Friday. Guess he wasn’t kidding about that magic. Wonder how big his magic wand is? Wonder if he’d do anything with an old lady like me… I mean, I’m just 35 and still sexy and stuck with an impotent boob. Why wouldn’t he be thrilled to screw an older woman? What to do about the girls, though? Iris! What the hell are you thinking?! 
The three females stared at the mumbling closet for a few seconds and then Simon interrupted their thoughts. “I’m ready to play a game with Crazy Kris and Titzi Mitzi.”
“I think it’s time for you to go, Simon,” said Iris. She didn’t like the new names he had for her daughters and it was getting hard to put aside her own naughty thoughts. 
Kris and Mitzi closed the distance between them and Simon. “I’m ready to play just about anything with you, Simon,” said Kris, her eyes drinking in the handsome older boy. Strip poker… strip tag… strip tease… if only we were alone. Aww, he wouldn’t be interested in me. 
“You gonna play with all three of us at once,” asked the confused 10-year-old. Some games you just play alone. What games? He didn’t even say what games. Just feels like we should be alone. What kind of games do you play alone? Gosh, he’s cute. Holy moley, I think Kris is in love! No, he’s mine! 
“Yeah, all three at once,” said Simon. “Let’s go into the family room and get started. Take off your shoes and socks and wiggle your toes in the carpet.”
Iris didn’t even try to fight the command and she followed him into the family room. It sounded like fun and so she slipped off her footwear and wiggled her toys in the soft carpet. Feels kinda sexy to do this. I feel like a little girl playing sexy games… daring games… how far will we go? She glanced at the girls. I should send them out to play, but Simon wants to play with all of us. Oh my God, he’s not gonna play those kinds of games with all of us, is he? “Simon, I… I think you should go,” she said again. Jesus, the longer he stays the more I want him. Gotta get him out of here.
Ignoring the woman under his control, he said, “You next, Kris.” With a nervous giggle, the 12-year-old took off her shoes and socks and mimicked her mom. Wiggling my toes in the carpet isn’t a big deal, except that Simon wants me to do it. 
“And now you, Mitzi,” said Simon, getting the youngest of his newest conquests started in the illicit game. 
“Wanna know something, Iris?” asked Simon. He didn’t wait for an answer. “In a few minutes you’ll be ready to drag me to the bedroom. A few minutes after that you’ll be ready to do it right here in front of the girls. How’s it feel to slowly lose all your inhibitions and morals?” He chuckled at the shocked look on her face as she realized what he was doing. “You could stop right now, but I want you to imagine what you’re gonna do in a few minutes, right here in the family room.”
Oh my God, he’s right! The more he’s here, the more I want him and he knows it. He’s doing this somehow… magic… could it really be magic? I could stop right now… I should leave… God damn, check out the bulge in his shorts… bet his hands would feel good all over me… wonder if he’s a good kisser… how is he with his magic wand? Good God, can I talk him into going to the bedroom for some privacy? No! Can I ditch the girls? No! He’s enjoying this. Will I really want it so bad that I’ll do it in front of Kris and Mitzi? “Can… can… can you… ummm… go, please? I’m begging you, Simon.”
Leaning close to her, he said softly, “Undo a few buttons. It’ll feel good.” When she undid three buttons and her bra appeared in the V of her shirt, he turned his attention to Kris. 
“What’s going on, mommy?” interrupted Mitzi. 
“Just watch and listen. You’ll see what’s going on soon enough,” said Simon. “Mommy’s about to lose control, isn’t she? Kris, it’s your turn to go first. Take off everything above your waist.”
No problem, but in front of mommy? Can’t make it look too easy. “Simon! That’s rude,” she said and grabbed the tie of her halter top. With a quick tug, she untied it and pulled her top off as slowly as she could, which amounted to about three seconds. “He made me, mommy,” she said in her defense. It was true. I couldn’t have stopped myself from doing it and the fact that I wanted to do it was probably Simon’s fault, too. Then it hit her. Eek! I’m topless. He’s checking me out. Cover up… raise your hands… jeez, I’m just letting him look… never let a boy look at them before. Maybe I wanted to try it… yeah, I did, sorta… but definitely not in front of mommy and Mitzi! I didn’t want Simon to be the first and I never wanted him to touch me… until now. What the heck is going on? I’m losing control. Mommy’s about to… holy shit! Is that what he meant when he said she’s gonna lose control? How embarrassing for her!
“Nice tits,” said Simon, earning a blush from the enchanted girl as he snapped her back to the reality of her predicament. They were small like Di’s tits and she had tiny nipples that looked like they belonged on a younger girl. Simon thought the boyish nipples on her small mounds were sexy. “Your turn, Mitzi,” he said. “Take off everything above the waist.”
“You shouldn’t be doing this,” said Mitzi. Now she understood what games were better played alone, but she didn’t have a choice. She briefly fought the urge, but her hands had a mind of their own and happily took off her tank top. There she stood facing the same dilemma as Kris. She didn’t want him to look, but she couldn’t do anything about it. 
“How about you, Iris?” asked Simon, deliberating not making her strip. “You can do the same if you want.”
“What? Do the same? Umm… no, no thanks,” she wavered. I have to fight it. I can’t really lose control that much, can I? For God’s sake, I have three buttons undone and it feels good. A few minutes ago I was telling myself not to think these thoughts… his cock in my pussy… his hands on my tits… his lips on mine… now I can’t stop thinking them. A minute ago I unbuttoned my blouse for him… I’m slipping… a little more and… oh my God, they’re topless and I want the same… fight it… fight it… right in front of them… stop me, please!
Simon amused himself for a few seconds just staring at Iris as she slipped closer to the edge. Then he said, “Your turn to go first, Mitzi. Take off everything else. Get naked.”
“No, don’t make her,” said Iris. “Me… let me do it instead.”
“Hang on a second, Iris. You had your chance and now it’s Mitzi’s turn. She’s a sexy little number and it’s not fair for you to try to steal her moment.” Mitzi already had her shorts down and stepped out of them before Iris could say another word. Then the little girl shed her panties and was just how Simon wanted her… naked. 
“Know what a blow job is, Mitzi,” Simon casually asked. 
“No! Get away from her,” shrieked Iris. Her fingers fumbled with a button and then another. He wasn’t making her. She had passed the edge of reason. There was still just a little bit of fight in her as she slowly removed her blouse. Gotta distract him or else he’s gonna strip them and fuck them… bad enough that they’re too young, but I need him to save something for me! What am I thinking? Damn it, I am losing control. I want his cock so bad! Oh my God, I’m gonna strip and lie back and let him fuck me silly right here in front of the girls!
Mitzi was too innocent to understand what was happening. Blow job? Heck no, what’s that and why is mommy so upset? What the heck is going on!! Naked is so naughty… mommy always said so… but it feels so good. If it’s so bad, why is mommy taking off her clothes? 
As Iris scrambled to unhook her bra, Simon quickly turned to Kris. He wanted her naked before Iris and it looked like he’d mistimed it. “Your turn, Kris. Take off everything. Show me that cute, fuckable pussy,” he teased. Anticipating her objection, he silenced Iris with a look. 
This is so not how I pictured it, thought Kris, poised on the edge of losing her virginity. Not today. Not with Simon. Not with Mitzi and mommy watching. Not because I have to. Oh God… don’t move hands… stop it… do not touch that zipper… do not… oh shit… why can’t I stop? Do not… do not… do not… grab my pants and… shit, do not pull down! Eek! Pull up… pull up… “Don’t look, Simon,” she pleaded as she exposed her panties. As the pants slid below her knees, she again pointed out, “He’s making me, mommy.” Wide-eyed, the astonished girl tossed her jeans to the side and grabbed the waistband of her panties. Oh no! Fuck no! Do not… holy shit, at least do it slowly… damn it, I want to show him… it feels so good… can’t help it… check me out, Simon. Like this? Like how I look all yummy and naked and fuckable?
 As the preteen posed nude for him, Simon said, “Now, where should I put my cock first? Mitzi’s mouth or Kris’ pussy?”
“Me!” squealed Iris. Damn it, I’m the last… gotta hurry to catch up… need his cock now… fuck the girls, let them find their own cock… this one is mine. Get my fucking pants off… faster, damn it… don’t let him put his cock somewhere else… now my panties… my God! I’m stripping… like he said… in front of the girls… because I want him that bad. Jesus, I want his cock first… they can get some later… me first. She kicked her panties free. “Fuck me, Simon. Ram it home. It’s been so long since I had a cock in me. Let me have yours… please?”
“You need to ask your husband for permission,” said Simon, “but if I were you, I’d tell him to fuck off if he said no.”
Horny, wet, tingly, and panting with desire, Iris went to the hall closet and opened the door. “Hugh, is it OK with you if Simon fucks the shit out of me?” When he grunted in dissent, she snapped, “Well, fuck you, you impotent turd. Just because you can’t get it up doesn’t mean I have to suffer. I’m getting fucked today and you can just sit here and listen.” She started to shut the door and then stopped. Though the narrow crack, she said, “Unless you want to come out and watch.” She paused a second and then shut the door. 
She turned to see her two daughters’ astonished faces and blushed in shame at what she’d just done. However, there was just too much lust in her veins to stop now. “Who the fuck cares if he wants to watch or not,” she said to Simon. “Nail me, stud.”
Hogtied, thought Simon and snapped his fingers. 
“What the hell?” squealed Kris in fright as she was the first to see the ropes uncoil like a snake stalking mommy. 
“Holy cow,” said Mitzi, the most blasphemous words the innocent 4th grader knew. She would have run screaming from the room, but like the others, she couldn’t move a muscle as the rope sought out mommy, mommy’s arms went back behind her, and the rope wrapped around her wrists. 
No, no, no! Iris mentally protested the delay. Me on my back with my legs spread. Don’t mess around… don’t take your time… just do me! As the rope wound up Iris’ arms, the inevitable happened and her tits thrust out as her shoulders rolled back. Holy fuck me upside down, sideways, and twice on Sundays!!! Poke them puppies out for Simon… yeah, what boy can resist tits like these? When it didn’t seem to work, she said, “Feel me up, Simon. God, I want you!”
To her frustration and dismay, a second rope tied her legs tightly together and then it seemed impossible for him to fuck her. Ass and mouth still available. Come and use them, Simon… doesn’t matter if I cum… you cum… for me. Want to ass fuck me with the girls watching? Come and get it! Then a third rope tied her wrists and ankles together. OK, ass is not an option. Jesus, I never wanted a cock in my mouth this much. Gotta get Hugh out to watch this. Oh hell, didn’t Simon say Mitzi was gonna do a blow job? What’s left for… shit! Get that away from my mouth… it’s all I have left… “Simon, please, no. Let me suck you aww,” she pleaded as the gag settled in her mouth. Nothing! I got nothing for him! I need his cock and now what? Just wait for him? What if he never wants it? 
The fourth rope advanced on her and wound around her right tit. Oh fuck… what’ll the girls think? I’d do anything for a fuck and I’m just gonna be a bondage trophy. Damn, he could set me out on the sidewalk in front of a boys’ school and I’m be happy. Look at me! My tit is so big… can’t stop him… oh, of course, come and get the other tit, you naughty, naughty rope. She glanced longingly at Simon. You like this? God damn, I hope so. Got a bulge in those shorts just for me? Yeah, so use that on me, not them. 
Holy shit! Kris was amazed as the ropes wound around her mommy’s limbs. Isn’t that what a guy does if he wants to rape a girl? Gawd, Simon could do anything to her. She’s just holding still for him… looks like she wants it. To her surprise, mommy offered for Simon to feel her up and then, did she just offer to suck him off?! Gross!!  Just when she thought her eyes couldn’t get any bigger, the ropes attacked mommy’s full sized tits and made them huge! 
Doesn’t that hurt? Mitzi wanted to ask, but she didn’t dare. It sounded like a stupid question with the way mommy was acting about it. Looks like it hurts… at least it’s not me.
With Iris completely bound, Simon looked at Kris and thought, hang by her wrists. With a snap of his fingers another rope went in motion. 
How much more can he tie her up? Kris wondered as yet another rope uncoiled. Hell no! It’s coming for me? Get away from me. “Simon, I’ll do what you want. Just don’t tie… umm… tie… me… huh?” The rope did something different on her, winding around her wrist and then stopped like something went wrong. She was still looking at the dangling, unfinished rope when another one wrapped around her other wrist and stopped.  What the fuck now? What are the ropes doing? Hey, what? Her face turned to the ceiling to see the destination of the ropes and then she rose up on her toes. “What are you doing?” she demanded. This is so not how it’s suppose to happen… romance… love… cuddling… kissing… wait until I’m ready… scratch that part, I’m ready for damn near anything he wants. “Don’t tie me, Simon, I’ll… what’s that for?” She eyed the approaching ball gag. “Can we do it like romantic or something?” Guess not. Damn, it’s big. “Uhnnnn.” Yeah, that was intelligent. For God’s sake, I was already under some kinda spell and couldn’t do anything, but this is worst. Stretched up and… what? You kidding? Wow, you can look at me like that anytime, Simon. Sexy… not just a little… really? God damn, I’m SEXY! He so did not look at mommy like that!
Last of all, Mitzi waited with dread as Simon finished with Kris. Daddy is helpless. Mommy is helpless. Kris is helpless. What’s he gonna do with me now? Why does everybody else know what’s going on, but me? Simon snapped his fingers and a rope advanced on her. “Oh, fuck,” she said. She had no idea what the word meant, but judging by how mommy used it, it was perfect for when a nylon serpent approached a 10-year-old girl. The first rope secured her arms behind her, parallel to the floor. Almost before she knew it, she was in a forced kneeling position with her heels against her bottom. Whatever he’s gonna do to them, he’s gonna do to me. Kewl, we’re gonna play big girl games.  Even the gag wasn’t a surprise as it popped into her open mouth. 
All the preparation was finally done. To the horny teen, the three looked like as if they could be the same girl at different ages. At 10, she had little nipples on a flat chest, narrow hips, and a narrower waist. At 12, the same little nipples topped budding breasts and her hips were just a little more pronounced. At 35, the same surprisingly little nipples were perched on C-cup tits, her figure was an alluring hourglass, and she had a dark triangle of hair that unsuccessfully hid her pussy lips. Moreover, all three of them wanted him. 
“Tell me what one thing you’d like me to do to you, Iris?” prodded Simon as he freed her mouth. “And say it so hubby can hear it.”
“God Almighty, I want you to fuck me! I want your cock inside me! I’ll do everything you want if you just ride me with your fantastic cock. I need a good fuck!” When it was apparently he was going to put the gag back in place, she got even louder. “C’mon, Simon, I’ve always wanted to fuck the neighbor boy.” Well, not until today, but it sounded good. “You’ve got me naked and ready and I’m wuhhh… het… an horry.” She looked plaintively up at him. For God’s sake, I’m gonna die if I don’t get his cock. I ache… actually ache for an orgasm… so close… fuck, I do want his cock!
Locked in the closet, Hugh was vaguely pissed and disgusted, and overwhelmed with humiliation. Trapped in a wheelchair as a result of a motorcycle accident, he was unable to satisfy his wife, but she’d never made an issue out of it. He was crushed to be such a burden to his family, but had accepted his disability. All of that changed when his loving wife asked if Simon could fuck her and then disregarded him totally. Stewing in humiliation and self-pity, he listened as Iris once again professed her burning desire for Simon’s cock. Haven’t seen him for a while… he’s what? 13? 14? I forget, but he’s just a kid. Why the hell is she doing this now? And where are the girls? 
He was still stewing when he heard Kris’ voice. What the fuck? “Kiss me, Simon. Touch me.” Kris is out there with Iris? Her voice got louder. “Kiss me. Touch me. If mommy wants to be fucked, then I do, too. You’ve… you’ve got me… naked,” she continued as Simon prompted her softly. “I’ve always wanted to fuck the neighbor boy… you… an older boy. Yeah, I want your cock, Simon.” They’re joking… fucking bad joke… tasteless, but they gotta be joking. Please God, tell me they’re not naked and serious about fucking.
“Me, too, Simon,” said Mitzi. Holy motherfucker! Even Mitzi is doing it? “I’m naked and all tied up for you… I wanna be fucked.” She still had no idea what the word meant, but mommy and Kris wanted it. “Jam your cock in my… my mouth?” She turned Simon’s prompting into an incredulous question. “I’ve…” Softly, “What?” Then loud again, “I’ve always wanted to blow an older boy.”
Settling Mitzi’s gag back in place like the others, Simon said, “Good job, girls. Now it’s time to make you eat your words. Now that you’re all tied up, I’m ready to play with Regular Mommy, Regular Kris, and Regular Mitzi.” The first time he’d done this, he watched with curiosity for the result. 
The two girls held still while they waited to “play games” with a mix of trepidation and desire. Turned into their regular selves, the bound girls abruptly struggled against the ropes. Iris did as well, adding vocals to the mix. “Sign-un! Geh ow a here! Unhie uh an geh ow a here!” What the hell was I thinking? Disregarding the fact that everything she said was unintelligible, she calmed and said, “Sigh-un, I nee oo a unhie ee ow.” I wanted him so bad. Damn it, I’m wet down there. I really did want him. I would have done it. Oh my God! I stripped myself and the girls watched! “Unhie uh an I woan hell ur muwwer.” Oh shit, no! He’s taking off his clothes and I’m totally screwed. I can’t protect my babies. I can tell Hugh… she cast a guilty glance at the closet... that I was forced. He’ll understand, but the girls won’t. 
There was no reason to keep the bound girls in the state of desire. In fact, as Simon watched his three bound girls suddenly transform from eager and horny to prim and proper rape victims, he knew he’d do this to other families in the cul-de-sac. Some would enjoy it and some just never would. He stripped and let Iris see his cock, now 8-inches long and 2-inches in diameter… a long, thick piece of meat that made Iris do a double take. Big than Hugh’s by a long shot. Even before he shriveled up. It’s too damn big. 
“I believe someone was begging for this just a minute ago,” said Simon as he knelt next to Iris. He flipped her onto her back. Oh fuck, I thought my tits looked so good like that, didn’t I? Now they’re just… just… begging for him to touch them. What the hell just happened? “No so much fun anymore, huh?” Hell no, it’s not fun. “This is so hot because there ain’t a damn thing you can do about it.” Damn him, he’s right. I can’t do a fucking thing! “Stripped for me and then got all tied up. Ready for me to feel you up?” No, no, fuck no, I’m not ready for that… never ready for that.  Ready or not, he settled his palms on her nipples and squeezed her maroon tits. “You got some nice ones.” Get away from me. “Big and round and I’m betting nobody’s seen these for a few years. Relax and enjoy it,” he teased. “Show the girls how much mommy likes to be fondled.” 
Enjoy it? Iris felt like her head would explode with indignation. Get away from me. Mommy does NOT like to be fondled and DON’T do it in front of the girls. “Geh ahay a ee. Doan in hun a a girls. Eye edwoom, wees?” It was a simple miracle, just a thought and a snap, to understand her words. 
“Iris, you’re missing the whole point if you think I’ll take you to your bedroom. The girls need to see so they’re ready for their turn.”
“Uh uh, wees, uh uh, uh uh,” Iris begged. 
“Don’t like it? Stop me,” said Simon. He unwound the rope from her knees down to her ankles and tied it so it held just her ankles together. Prying her knees apart, he knelt between them with his miraculous hard on pressed against her pussy lips. He paused and said, “If you ask nicely, I’ll fuck you and let you cum.” With a meaningful look at his other two captives, he explained the other alternative. “If you don’t, I’ll have to fuck somebody else.”
He wants me to ask?! Or else he’ll fuck one of my daughters. Glare at him… no, I do not want to do this… let him know how much I don’t want to and… “Sigh-un, wees huck ee.”
“See, she does want it,” Simon winked at the two astonished preteens as they watched. “You got all wet for me, Iris,” he observed. He penetrated her easily, taking a few strokes to wet his cock in her juices and slowly sink to his newfound depth. He’d made all his other conquests cum to heighten his pleasure and to humiliate them, but since Rama said it was a good touch, he decided that was the trade off. He had to give something in return and an orgasm was it.  
Such a big cock, thought Iris. Biggest I’ve ever had… a real stud. Not that I want it. No, I don’t want to be tied and fucked… even if it feels so good. Get your hands off my tits! How embarrassing to be naked, tied, spread… he can feel me up… fuck me… look all he wants. Fucking me with the girls watching. Which they were doing with morbid curiosity. I’m gonna have a talk with his mother and he’s never getting in the front door again. Damn it, he knows how to use his cock. I am NOT turned on by this… not turned on by ropes… being naked… being fucked by a 14-year-old boy… so why the hell does it feel so good and… oh God… I’m getting tingly… I so cannot cum… years… it’s been years since I had a cock… and never one this big… I’m gonna… oh God, I can’t help it… won’t even try to fight.
Seeing the surrender in Iris’ eyes, Simon drove his cock deep and paused. He removed her gag with a finger to her lips. “Only one reason I’m taking off your gag, hot stuff.” He started stroking again, faster and harder. “I want you to let me know when you cum. Nice and loud. I know you’re gonna cum. You needed a good fuck.” He didn’t want her to think he’d forced her to have an orgasm. He hadn’t really; he’d just encouraged it.
I did. I needed this. Fuck him for tying me, but I needed this. Jesus, God damn, his hands feel good… squeeze my tits… fuck me hard… best fuck I’ve ever had. “Fuh… fuck me, Simon,” she gasped. Shut up! What am I doing? Don’t enjoy this! I’m gonna call the cops. He wants me to let him know… I’ll bet he wants Hugh to hear… he wants the girls to hear… what if I don’t get nice and loud? “Fuck me, Simon! So good! So big! I’m gonna cum!”
Simon hadn’t made a threat or a promise because he didn’t intend to keep a promise. Maybe she thought the girls would get off easy if she cooperated or maybe she thought she’d be punished if she didn’t. He’d figured correctly that she’d feel intimidated enough to give in. She was seconds away from an orgasm. “Bang me, Simon! You want a piece of me? You got it! I’m gonna cum. Fucking fantastic fuck!” Best ever… just please don’t stop now that I’ve embarrassed myself… fuck me hard, stud… fucked by a little boy… so good. “Fuck me, Simon,” her voice went up and octave. “I’m cumming… you want this? You want a piece of Mrs. Jackson? I’m cumming. Pound me hard, Simon! My fucking God! I’m cummmminnnggggg!” Her body exploded in electric tingles and she felt him spasm inside her. “Yessss, cum in me, Simon. Fucking shoot it all in me. Cum with me!” For God’s sake, I’m a fucking slut letting a boy screw me. What have I done? I’m not even on the pill.  
Pumping his cum into the bound woman, Simon had a satisfying orgasm. When they were both finished, he leaned close and whispered, “You liked that so much, I guess I’ll have to tie you every time I come over. And here I thought you were so uptight.”
Every time he comes over? He’s gonna do this again? “No, please, Simon, don’t come over again. I was just… it was so long… I don’t know what came over me.” Not ever gonna let him back in, but can’t let him know that until he’s gone. 
“I don’t believe you. I want a piece of Mrs. Jackson again,” he teased. “Nobody made you say that. I only wanted you to let me know when you came.” He pulled out of her, still sporting a huge hard on despite his recent orgasm. Though he didn’t plan to do it too often, one of the advantages of being a god was having a hard on when he wanted it. 
Rising he approached Kris. She backed away the few inches she could. When he moved behind her, she tried to turn to face him, but he was right there to stop her. Her shoulders, calves, and feet ached from the strain of her own weight stretching her into a hard bodied little bundle of humiliation. The small mounds that she’d hidden from boys until today were now on full display despite her fervent wishes to the contrary. Between her legs was a nearly bare pussy. Her virginity, a treasure she’d kept safe until Simon found the treasure map, was about to be stolen.  All her years of modesty made the moment so very galling as Simon could look all he wanted. 
Watching mommy get fucked was a mixture of horror and curiosity. The curiosity won out in the end when it was obvious that mommy enjoyed it. What a surprise! Why did she like it? Now the horror returned as Simon pressed against her from behind and reached in front of her. Can’t believe that cock fit inside mommy and now it’s against my back. Huge! And I’m like… naked… embarrassed… helpless… don’t care that everybody else is naked, too… I don’t want to be naked and I don’t want… “Uhhhnnn.” … his hands on my tits.. With her body at his fingertips, he toyed with her tits. They were warmed by a blush as mommy and Mitzi watched.  I shouldn’t have watched him with mommy. Now they’re looking at me. Who wants to be tied and played with while their mommy watches? I knew mommy didn’t want me watching her, but I did anyway. Now they know I don’t want them watching, but they are.  Damn, I wanted to be romanced… in private… kiss me… sneak my bra off in the dark… maybe Mark or Norm, but not Simon. Oh hell, he can just explore… feels funny… oh gross! He’s making my nipples hard. 
“Can I kiss you?” asked Simon, his voice soft in her ear as he took every liberty he wanted without her permission except for a kiss. 
“Uh uh,” said the bound girl, shaking her head. She was surprised that he’d asked, but since he did, the answer was no. Anything he wanted, the answer was no. What’s he up to? He didn’t ask mommy. That was so gross… just poked his cock in her… she couldn’t stop him… raped her plain and simple… oh God, I hope he doesn’t do that to me.
“Hmmm,” said Simon. “Too bad.” A wooden paddle appeared in his hand as he stepped back away from her. “You should ask Kyra and Di what that position is good for.”
Looking back over her shoulder, Kris’ eyes went wide. Where’d that come from? What’s he gonna do with it? All because I won’t kiss him? He won’t really, will he? Pulling back and taking aim… he’s bluffing. Crack! “Ahhhhhh,” she squealed in surprise. God damn it, he did it! Not fair! I can’t protect my bottom and he knows it. 
“I’ve got a pretty little girl’s ass ready and waiting for a spanking and she’s stupid enough to say I can’t kiss her. You wanted romantic, right? Shouldn’t we start with a kiss or did you just want to go straight to fucking,” he sneered, basking in the power he had. Before she could even try to say anything, he smacked her bottom hard. She squealed and he battered her bottom with eight more swats while she screamed, gasped for breath, and learned how impossible it was to escape the paddle. 
After an even ten swats, he asked, “So, are you ready for a romantic kiss now?”
With her ass red, Kris was ready to agree to just about anything, but she tripped over the word romantic. He just spanked me! With everybody watching… spanked me for not wanting to kiss him… how the hell does he expect that to be romantic? He wants to me say yes… I should… I’ll pay if I don’t, but damn it… he’s mean, not romantic. “Uh uh,” she said with tears streaming down her cheeks. “Iss nah wo-an-ik, nah now.” He raised the paddle again. Oh fuck no, it hurts too much already. “Yus hiss ee, Sigh-un… nah wo-an… eeeeeeaahhhh… uh uh… nah… no… no.” Then she was lost to her breathless screams while he delivered a total of five more swats. 
As she stood there with her little chest heaving from the exertion of screaming, he stepped in front of her. “You are such a little tease,” chuckled Simon as he admired her barely formed tits rising and falling. “Don’t want to kiss, but you don’t mind looking damn sexy all naked and sweaty and showing off your tits. I like it when you move them like that.”
A tease?! I’m a captive! Oh my God, I’m sweaty? And I do mind looking sexy… naked… and for God’s sake, I gotta catch my breath… not doing this on purpose, you asshole. He gave her enough time to settle down. I can’t take more of that. I gotta give in… don’t want to, but I gotta. “Hiss ee, Sigh-un. I wah-ah hiss.”
“Yeah, I always think a little spanking adds to the romance, too,” he taunted her. “You’re ready for a kiss now?”
“Uh huh,” she nodded, warily watching the paddle in his hand. It just vanished. She thought she just wasn’t paying close enough attention when it had appeared in his hand suddenly, but she couldn’t deny this. “Huuh,” she gasped at the impossible sight. After everything else he’d done, that little trick surprised her. 
“Like that, Kris?” he asked, amused that her attention was on a missing paddle and not the impending kiss. “Like to watch magic?” He snapped his fingers and her gag disappeared. “I can do so much. Now, ask nicely for a kiss.”
How did he do that? What else can he do? Duh… make a rope tie us up all on its own… make me want him and then not… make mommy push daddy into the closet… maybe anything. And I gotta ask nicely for a kiss? Or else more spanking, no doubt. She swallowed mightily to put an end to her drooling. “Si-simon, would you kiss me? I’d… I’d r-really like that.”
“Yes, Kris, I was hoping you’d let me kiss you. You’re really pretty, you know,” said Simon.
Huh? What’s that all about? Like I wanted to. Like it matters that he thinks I’m pretty… does he really? Got a mean way of letting me know. He leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers. Not much else I can do, huh? How long’s he gonna do this… what the hell? What’s he doing with his tongue? She jerked away. “What are you doing?”
“We’re not just gonna touch our lips together, Kris,” said Simon patiently. “You have to open your mouth. Real lovers… real romantic kisses… you have to open your mouth and… you’ll see.” He pressed his lips to hers again and pushed his tongue between her slightly parted lips. Invading her mouth, he chased her tongue around a couple of seconds and then it stopped running. 
Open my mouth? That’s gross… but I asked for a kiss… is this really romantic? Just gonna save my ass, at least. Oh, for God’s sake… his tongue is in my mouth… gross… who said anything about… umm… oh… wow… kinda nice… but damn it, I don’t want to kiss him! She pulled away. “Umm, did you want to do it some more?” she asked, hoping the answer was no, but covering her ass in case he did. Don’t want to make him mad. 
“Do you?” he asked. 
No! What I want is for you to untie us and go… not gonna happen, is it? What I want is for you to go back to mommy. She liked it… I think… not really fair, is that? Maybe go to Mitzi… not much you can do to her, right? Not fair either. What I want is for you to untie us and let us get dressed. I want romance, dammit! This is not how it’s suppose to be! What I really want doesn’t matter. What I really need is for him to not be mad again. “Yes, please, Simon. You… you… ummm…” Nervous glance at her mommy. “… kiss good.” Kiss me and don’t do anything else!
Iris gave her daughter a quick nod of understanding when she looked over. He’s spanking her for not kissing, so she might as well. Kills me to watch them fondle and kiss, but worse to watch him spank her… and he’s gonna do so much more. Let him spend all his attention on me and Kris and please, please, please God, make him ignore Mitzi. 
Simon pressed his lips to Kris’ lips again, savoring the taste of her young mouth. This time, he laid a hand on her left tit and cupped it as he kissed her. Swirling his thumb around the nipple, he kept it hard. Kissing me is better than anything else he could do, I suppose, thought Kris. Eeek! Get your hand off… oh hell, nothing I can do… he practically owns me. 
Feeling up Kris, Simon thought about the other girls in the cul-de-sac. He planned to play with all of them, including their moms, but Kris was just possibly the prettiest of them all. I like the look of her and Kari and Di… just sorta… cute… just right… not as big as mom or Iris… not as small as Mitzi. Wonder about Li and Laurie and… just forget about them and kiss Kris. Tastes good… looks sexy… so pretty… feels nice. 

Stepping away from her, Simon ran his eyes up and down her delicious body and returned his cock back to its normal size. The big one was for Iris. He wanted to take Kris, but he didn’t want to damage her. He lowered her a little and spread her legs. “What’s next?” he asked, taking his cock in his hand and rubbing it between her pussy lips. 

The message was clear to Simon, but not to a 12-year-old virgin. What’s next? We’re done kissing? He’s not feeling me up. He’s… is he… does me mean taking my cherry? Doing what he did with mommy only… I’ve never… maybe he means something else… what else? Oh God, make it be something else… think Kris, what else… don’t say next is fucking… next is… is… God Almighty, he’s rubbing it down there. “Are… are… you going to…to… ummm… show me what… what… ummm… how… ummm… intercourse feels?”
“Ready or not, here I come,” said Simon. He stopped rubbing and pushed the head of his cock into the tight entrance to her womb. “Can you say fuck me, Simon? Or, like mommy said, bang me, Simon?”
“Please don’t. Will it hurt? Will it feel good? Could you just…” Not push it in any more and just leave. “… wait until…” I’m 20 or something. “… God, yes, I could say it, but just… you’re gonna anyway. Make… make love to me? Simon?” That sounded better. 

The plaintive plea almost worked on Simon, but making love was reserved for Kyra, Di, and Kari and maybe some others. It wasn’t the plan for the Jackson family. Bondage and rape was the plan for them. “No, fuck is the right word,” he said. “Not a fucking thing you can do to protect your cunt. That’s why you’re tied like this.” In one single stroke shoved his cock in to the hilt.

“Gahhhhhh,” screamed Kris as his cock tore through her hymen and opened her up in one big rush. Besieged by pain, she didn’t understand why Simon was doing this to her. “Puh-please, Simon,” she grunted in pain, “it hurts. It’s too big and you… you’re hurting me.”

“And yet you’re holding still so nicely for it,” taunted Simon as he pulled out and pushed back in slowly this time. “I think you’ll start to like it. Jeez, you are so tight, Kris.”

“Don’t, please,” she whined. Then the gag popped back into her mouth. She hadn’t even seen it coming. Magic again, damn it. Now what?
He stroked in and out slowly after that initial stab. “Just gonna fuck my little bondage babe. Tight little pussy gonna make me happy. Look at you all naked and helpless on the end of my cock. Nothing but a warm place for my cock. Nothing but a toy to play with. Damn, this feels good. You see that?” He looked down at his cock to draw her attention to it. “Just going in and coming out and going back in and coming back out. That’s what a pussy is for. You should be happy to have my cock there.”

Kris was focused on Simon’s chest, hoping that each stroke would be the last. As he looked down, she couldn’t help but follow his eyes to the intersection of their bodies. Nothing but a toy? Is that what I am? God, yes, I see it going in and coming out. Not a virgin anymore… he has no right… my pussy is not for his cock… not happy to have it there… doesn’t hurt anymore… feels full… odd… didn’t think he’d fit, but he does… just right now that he’s been there a while. Hands on my bottom to hold me steady… now that hurts… don’t squeeze so hard. His cock fits… is that what he meant about what a pussy is for… made just to fit a boy’s cock… it’s for making love… where my husband’s cock belongs, not his. 
Drinking in her nudity, Simon fucked his victim for a couple of minutes. He could tell she’d relaxed, but couldn’t tell for sure if it felt good to her. Picking up speed, he used her for his own pleasure. As he felt his cum rising, he said, “Damn, Iris, you got a hot little fuck toy for a daughter. I’m gonna cum inside her. You ready for that, Kris. Ready to use your body to please me?” With a gasp, he shot his load into her tightness. His orgasm felt wonderful as he spasmed inside her several times and then pulled out. 
Stepping away, Simon leered at her. “Wait right there, fuck toy. I may want to try that again later.” She could wait there comfortably. He’d lowered her to fuck her and now he left her standing flat-footed with her arms in the air. “It’s time for Mitzi to have some fun. I just love bare naked, naughty little 10-year-olds and she’s been so patient.” In the background, Iris’ protests were muffled by her gag. 

Waiting patiently wasn’t how Mitzi would describe her predicament. She’d been kneeling the whole time on a tripod of her spread knees and toes close together under her. It made her pussy exposed, but it was comfortable that way and Simon hadn’t seemed to pay much attention to her. Watching impassively, she’d hoped that he’d forget about her. Now she looked up at him as he approached with his cock still hard. What’s he gonna do to me? Put his cock up in my cunny while I can’t do anything about it? He said blowjob… is that the same thing? Jeez, what he did to mommy and Kris… I’m so screwed. 
As Simon bent down, she was surprised he played with her nipples. I got nothing there… not like mommy and Kris… he likes that? Nobody ever even wanted to touch them… feels funny… wow, they never got hard before… feels naughty… feels kinda good. Her eyes were wide with fear as he reached lower and ran his hand over her plump pussy. Oh God, is he gonna hurt me like he did Kris? Feels nice… super naughty... gentle… I got a boy’s fingers in my cunny! So naughty, but feels good. Oh my… he’s even touching my bare bottom. Just don’t be like Kris and get myself in trouble… don’t wanna be spanked.  

Simon snapped his fingers and Mitzi’s gag vanished. He’s gonna kiss me? Is he gonna ask first? Yes, the answer is yes… don’t spank me. “Time for that blowjob, sweetie,” said Simon. “I’m gonna put my cock in your mouth and you’re gonna suck on it for me.” 

Yes, the answer is… say what? He didn’t put it in their mouths. “Are… are you really?” she asked. “That’s not where… it’s supposed to go, is it?”

“Yes, that’s one place it goes. A girl’s mouth is made for sucking cock. I’ll bet your mommy’s done it and I’ll bet Kris hasn’t. I’m not gonna fuck you because I want you to be the first to suck cock. You’ll always be able to tell Kris that you sucked cock first.
The 10-year-old eyed him dubiously as he tried to make it sound like sucking on a cock was a good thing. That would be cool, to do it before Kris, but… is it something I want to do? It sounds gross, so maybe I don’t want to be first. Oh God, he’s coming closer… smaller than it was for mommy or Kris. 

Simon had adjusted his cock size to just three inches long and less than an inch thick. It was just right for a little girl’s first blowjob. With his cock inches from the precious face, he said, “You have to ask nicely to suck my cock or else I’ll have to spank you.”

Ask nicely? Yeah, he did make Kris ask, but not nicely. No spanking. “Please, Simon, may I suck your cock?”

Smiling, Simon said, “Yes, you may.” He snapped his fingers for a special miracle.

Suddenly possessed by Simon’s power, Mitzi enthusiastically said, “Kewl, mommy, I’m a lucky God damn cocksucker. Simon’s gonna let me wrap my hot little lips around his big cock and drain it all into my tummy!” What the heck? Why’d I say that? That didn’t sound nice at all. Am I a lucky God damn cocksucker? Why am I so excited about that?
As Simon stepped closer, she did indeed wrap her hot little lips around his cock all the while wondering what it meant to drain it all into her tummy. Just like Simon wanted, she knew what to do. For God’s sake, this is disgusting, but I can’t help it… his cock is in my mouth… hot little lips tight around it… that feels good to him… I wanna stop, but it looks like I wanna do this… gulp… bob up and down… slippery, warm, salty… I shouldn’t do it, but man do I know how to do it! Mommy and Kris can see me.
The young god had positioned Mitzi so she was in profile to her audience of two. Shocked and disgusted, Iris watched in disbelief as Mitzi eagerly sucked the cock all the way in and bobbed up and down like a pro. Her hands were tied back severely so all the little girl could use was her mouth as her naked form rocked back and forth with gusto. Iris didn’t imagine that Mitzi was getting help from forces beyond their ken. She called herself a lucky God damn cocksucker… wrap my tight little lips… big cock… into my tummy. Like she wanted to suck him and now look at her… sucking like there’s no tomorrow. Where’d she learn to do that? Which boys has she been playing with?
It didn’t take long for Simon to fill her sweet mouth with cum. She swallowed it all and then said, “Oh baby, I love the taste of boy cum. I could do that all day.” Then the moment passed and she was an embarrassed 10-year-old with a disgusting taste in her mouth. What the heck did I just do? Everybody thinks I’m a naughty girl who did that on purpose. And why did I say those things. How can I explain it? Jeez, he used my mouth like he did Kris’ pussy and everybody thinks I liked it. Before she could defend herself, her gag popped back in place. 
Finished with the Jacksons, Simon dressed and then snapped his fingers as he headed for the door. The ropes on Iris started to unwind. They’d be untied and ungagged in a few minutes with memories of being abused. As usual, Simon made it so they could talk about it among themselves, but not with anyone outside the family. Then there was the naughty little command to get Hugh out of the closet while they were still naked and then Hugh would eat his daughters while everyone watched, unable to intervene or leave. After all, Kris and Mitzi needed to cum as a reward. 

Simon Says











By Kenna
Chapter 8 – Simon Back at School

(mgfF, mc, romance, bb, rape)

When he got back from the Jacksons, Simon forced himself to act like a son and brother. Already it was hard to see himself as a boy. The word god kept coming to mind unbidden. He made the family room normal so the girls had clothes. They had dinner and then went their separate ways to find something to do to pass the evening. Simon went back to his room and the Book of Miracles. He read them all and signed those that didn’t require a picture. And he practiced. For starters, his dad was a professional photographer and he stole all his dad’s knowledge about photography. It wasn’t gone from his dad; it was more like duplicating it. In an instant he could have a career starting tomorrow. His plan was that by the end of tomorrow, he’d know as much math, English, and social studies as each one of his teachers. 

The next morning, the new god descended upon his subjects at school. The miracles he knew gave him power that he knew he had to use carefully, but he was going to use some of them. After all that had happened over the weekend, he’d forgotten all about the six touchdowns he’d scored on Friday. He arrived to find himself the center of attention and couldn’t get away without arousing suspicion. 
First period math was an escape for him as he settled into his seat. Moments later he knew more math than he knew existed – trigonometry, calculus, number theory, and more. The teacher was talking about approximating the slope of a curve by drawing a tangent and calculating the slope of that line. It seemed silly and then the teacher called on him. “Why don’t you just find the derivative? I mean, it’s 2x + 1 and then you have the slope all along the curve.”

Heads turned as Simon spouted out nonsense. The surprised teacher paused for a few seconds and then said, “Because we’re not there yet, Simon. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.” The looks of scorn morphed to confusion when the teacher made it sound like Simon might be right. 

With ten minutes left in the class, Simon went invisible and popped out of the classroom into the gym. The miracle made sure nobody would even notice he was gone. With a grin, he went into the girls’ locker room. It didn’t take the unseen boy long to realize that there were some girls he did not want to see naked, but it wasn’t hard to find the ones that he did want to see. It was more amusing than arousing however. He even chuckled at his own naiveté.  The girls did not pose or stand around naked talking. They showered quickly, appearing embarrassed even to be naked around other girls, and dressed quickly. Total time he got to spend checking out Crystal was barely a minute from undressing to shower and start dressing again. And she wore a towel from the shower to her locker. 

One fantasy down and it was disappointing at that. Between second and third period he ran into Jerry, who promptly called him Simone, earning the usual smiles. “Hey, Jerry, you can call me that next time you score six touchdowns in one game.” The smiles were replaced by nods of agreement and Jerry again said it was all in fun, but he seemed to get the message this time. 
At lunch the big news was that Crystal had broken up with her boyfriend. By the end of lunch, the bigger news was that Simon was taking her to homecoming now. By the end of the day, Simon was a whole lot smarter and everything was going his way. At junior varsity practice, he got hit hard by a linebacker twice his size. Though he was unbreakable, Simon hobbled off the field to the end of his football career. He’d just decided it just wasn’t fair for him to use his power to win games and he didn’t want that publicity through high school. 
As he hit the showers early, Rama asked for permission to visit and popped in when Simon agreed. “You don’t have to quit football,” said the other god. “You just shouldn’t cheat.”

Simon chuckled at the sight of the 14-year-old girl who joined him in the shower. She was dressed, yet her clothes never got wet from water ricocheting off Simon. “Don’t let them catch you in here,” he said, though there was nothing anybody could do about a god, or goddess in this case, standing in the shower.  
Rama laughed with him. “Anyway, I just thought I’d say that it’s a good decision to quit, but you don’t have to. Besides, there’s inbound.”

“Inbound?” asked Simon, not understanding what that meant. 

The room went dark and then a solitary glowing figure 10 feet tall appeared in the room. The menacing ghost reminded Simon of a Viking warrior. “Who dares steal the knowledge of numbers?” he roared. Simon gaped at the god with the grand entrance. The lights went on again and a man looking like he was ready for a round of golf said, “I mean, really, who even wants to know that shit?” He looked at Rama and said, “You thought I’d rip his head off or something?” Given a wave of dismissal, Rama winked and vanished. 
“Loki, I presume,” said Simon. 

“God of the north,” said Loki with a slight bow. 

“God of San Diego,” said Simon, returning the bow. “Pleasure to meet you.”

“It must be, that’s what everyone says when they meet me,” said Loki straight-faced. “Personally, I would have kicked that backerline’s ass and carried him over home plate for a free throw, but then they’d all talk, wouldn’t they.”

Pondering the mixed metaphors, Simon decided Loki did that on purpose and there was no point in correcting him. “Yeah, that would draw some attention.”

“Well done yesterday, by the way, taking care of that asshole with Rama. Good job.”

“Well done to you, Loki,” said Simon, “making sure no one was injured when that bridge collapsed.” He was amazed he knew that; it had just come to him. 

“Good, we’re officially introduced,” said Loki, reaching out his fist to bang knuckles with his fellow god. Simon reached out with his fist, but Loki was gone. “Gotta be quick, kid,” said Loki’s voice.  

“Hello, Loki,” muttered Simon as he toweled off. He could tell Loki was going to be an interesting part of his future. “Wonder who’s next.”
So many things he could do the easy way, but Simon walked home rather than pop in. As he came through the front door, he went for a snack, but Di intercepted him way too fast from out of nowhere. It was like she was waiting for him, but not exactly sitting by the door and waiting. “What’s up?” he asked. 
She frowned like she regretted being there and then said, “Don’t tell anyone, but I like it when you make me baby sister. I mean, you shouldn’t and I don’t want to fool around with my own brother, but I know it’ll feel super when you do it and… well, you know… I remember how it feels and, I mean… don’t like do it now because I’m not like asking, you know. If you’ve got nothing else to do then…” She shrugged and let the words hang unfinished. 

“You got a boyfriend?” Simon teased. “I could set you up with him for a really good time.”

“No, I don’t,” she said before she realized he was kidding. “How about you set up a boy to be my sex slave,” she countered. 

“Interesting idea,” said Simon, feeling a surprising flare of jealousy. She had said she didn’t want to fool around with him and that made sense, but it wasn’t a good feeling to imagine her with another boy. “Wanna know what I did yesterday afternoon?”
“I don’t know,” she said warily. “Maybe not. Why? What did you do?” she took the bait. 
“Well, let’s just say I could make you really, really want Kyra and she could want you.”

“Simon!” she shrieked. “Don’t you dare! OK? Please, don’t do that.”

“All right, just kidding,” he said. “But if I did, you’d like it.”

“Asshole,” she snorted and stomped off. 

 Don’t call me an asshole, Di, he thought. He snapped his fingers and Di’s clothes vanished. 
“Simon!” she protested as she turned back to him. “Don’t just make them disappear or are you going to do something about it?” She shifted nervously and crossed her arms over her chest as he just stared back at her. Looking at my face, not my tits or anything. What’s the deal? Like he’s punishing me or something. “Ummm, you did this because I called you an asshole?” No answer. “You know I didn’t mean it. Just because you can do magic I can’t talk back when you tease me?” What’s he want? Say something. Do something. “OK, I’m sorry. That what you want?” Not really sorry. He is being an asshole. “I won’t do it again, OK?”
With a snap of his fingers, her clothes reappeared. “No, I’m sorry, Di,” he said. “It feels so weird, you know? I can do so much… that doesn’t mean I should. It’s just so easy. So, I don’t want to lose my little sister, right? I won’t do it again, OK? And I won’t make you and Kyra want to… you know.”

“Yeah, that would suck.”
“Nice to know you feel good when I make you so horny. Gonna be more of that, little sister,” he winked. “Gotta go now.”

She grinned as he left. What the hell am I so happy about? I don’t want to be his toy, but I do, don’t I? 

After leaving Di, Simon dropped in on the McCann family. Molly McCann was a pretty Irish woman who still spoke with a delightful accent. Her husband had died, leaving her with two daughters, Jamie – 15 and Laurie – 13. She met Simon at the door. “Ah, so nice to see you, Simon,” she said. “Come on in. Just who did you want to start with?”
Peeking over her shoulder, he saw Jamie and Laurie waiting expectantly. The three all had long red hair, not flaming orange hair, but a strawberry blond surrounding a peaches and cream complexion sprinkled with freckles. “I thought I’d start with you, Molly,” he said. “But then again, since you’re all here, how about I start with the one who gets her clothes off the fastest.” The mother and daughters looked at each other and then became a blur of motion. “Take off everything,” he said. “First one with every stitch off goes first.” 

The girls had an advantage. While Molly fumbled with buttons on her blouse, Jamie and Laurie stripped off their T-shirts quickly. Jamie sat and took off her shoes and socks while Laurie bared her 7th grade breasts. Sweet, I love those freckles, thought Simon. Even on her tits. Molly got her blouse off and worked on her bra while Laurie hopped on one foot to take off a shoe and sock. Moving quickly, Jamie had her shoes and socks off and slid her jeans and panties down in a single motion, still sitting on the floor. Simon was enjoying the show as the three vied for his attention. Clearly trailing her daughters, Molly freed her C-cup tits and went to work on her shoes. Meanwhile, Jamie undid the clasp of her bra and jumped up. “I’m done!” she announced as her C-cups stopped jiggling. Freckles on all six tits… looks so nice. 
There was an implication that the second one done would go second, so the race continued with Laurie finishing while Molly was wriggling out of her slacks. The three of them watched as a disappointed Molly got the last of her clothes off. “You better save some for me, girls,” she said. “I want us all to have his babies on the same day, you know.” She was genuinely excited, yet at the same time was quite confused. Look at the three of us… all waiting for him to make us pregnant… so eager we raced to see who’d be first on her back with legs spread. He’s gonna… I’m gonna let him… make love to the girls. Since when is that a good thing? I want this and I want it for the girls, too… can’t do the right thing and send him away. 
“Come along and make sure, Molly,” said Simon. “Might as well have all three of you up there at the same time.” The four scrambled up to the master bedroom, a horny boy and three females ripe and ready to bear his children. 

As Jamie took the place of honor first, she said, “C’mon, Simon, I want a load of your baby juice in me.” It had never occurred to her before, but today she knew she wanted nothing more than to get pregnant with Simon’s baby. She looked self-consciously at her mom and sister. They’d agreed to share him, but she hadn’t imagined they’d share even this.  Who would’ve thought it would be Simon? It’s perfect, but so sudden. Even sharing him with mom and Laurie is perfect… weird, but perfect… and I get to go first!
Simon’s status as a god hadn’t just started last Friday. He’d just become aware of it then. Over the years he’d lined his cul-de-sac with the prettiest girls and they’d stayed chaste, waiting for the day he’d want them. None of them suspected they were being manipulated. Of course the moms weren’t, but every girl in the cul-de-sac, what he considered his harem, was a virgin waiting for him to christen her. 
“You’re beautiful, Jamie,” said Simon as he joined her on the bed. He kissed her. “I love you. I love all of you, the mothers of my children.” He wanted this to be special as he made love to the girl who was one year his senior. He kissed her and then played connect the dots with the freckles on her tits before suckling on them. Gradually he worked his way to her pussy and made sure she was ready for him. Only then did he enter her slowly. So confident… so handsome… so loving. How does he know what to do? Taking her virginity gently, he didn’t tamper with her physical response. How embarrassing to have them watch… cool, too… Laurie gets to watch me… it would kill me if I had to go after her. Just forget about them… I got Simon all to myself right now. Her orgasm and his were real, not miraculously assisted, as he deposited his baby juice in her tummy. 

When they were finished, Molly said, “Now you just lie there for a bit, Jamie, and let his little swimmers do their job. Laurie, it’s gonna take a bit for him to be ready again and you can help him out if you get in there with him and cuddle and kiss.” Hurry up… all the better to get to my turn. “There’s room for all of you. Move over a little, Jamie, so she can fit in.” 
The mother was aghast at her daughter’s decision to bear Simon’s children, but she understood the incredible need because she felt it, too. It’s going to happen… my 13-year-old… my baby… will be the first in her class to have a baby and she was always such a good girl… my 15-year-old… my first born… will be the first in her class, too. As for me, I’m almost to menopause… time for at least one more little one. People will talk… of course they will… I have no idea how I’ll explain the three of us getting pregnant the same day? Look at them cuddling on the bed… it just doesn’t matter… I’ll think of something to tell people. Not only could she not bring herself to stop the baby making going on right in front of her, but she was also envious of the girls because they were going first and because they could have so many of his children over the years. 
For Simon, the experience was different than the other girls he’d taken against their will. He lay there cuddling Laurie as she willingly coaxed him back to hardness. There was emotion between them. She wanted his baby and therefore she loved him. He was surprised at the feelings he had for her. He wanted her to have his baby and therefore he loved her. Aside from that little tweak of her mind so she’d want to bear his child, it was refreshingly normal and he enjoyed sharing the bed with her feeling like husband and wife. Making love without the artificial boost he’d given the other girls was wonderful. 

Molly hovered over them and Jamie was next to them, but he gave Laurie his full attention. As he got hard, Jamie slipped off the bed and left the room. Laurie cooed softly as they caressed and kissed. Again he gave away his fascination with the freckles that graced her breasts. They were just so sexy. Spreading the 13-year-old’s thighs, he entered her slowly and lovingly. “Yes, Simon, I’m ready,” she assured him even as she steeled herself for the pain she’d seen in Jamie’s eyes. “I want you in me.” The idea of having a baby was scary, but much less so since it was Simon’s. Yes, indeed, the mere thought that he wanted her and Jamie and mom felt like he’d put her up on the pedestal where she kept her mom and older sister. I’m their equal… all grown up… sexy… fertile… with a boy who wants me… and mom and Jamie, but he wants me and that’s what’s important. Then when he did it, it just didn’t seem to hurt that much. He’s in me. He’s gonna shoot his baby juice in me and then… ohhhh… then I’ll have his baby growing in me… Oh, this feels good… tingly… warming me up… yes, I hope I cum like Jamie did. 

As he thrust harder, she felt her pleasure building and knew an orgasm was almost there. Only one thing could make it better. “Do me, Simon. Fill me with your cum. I want your baby. Give me your baby juice.” He tensed and she knew he was about to fulfill her dream and that took her over the edge. Warm semen flooded her and she could practically feel it running to her womb and finding a place to make a baby. Her body tensed in ecstasy, pleasured inside and out. Neither of them had noticed Jamie coming back to watch their special moment.
When he was finished, she dutifully lay still even though she was certain she was pregnant already. Laurie moved aside so mom could take her turn at warming up Simon. He’d allowed himself a little boost to get an erection quickly for Laurie and make sure his sperm count was up. Now he did the same as the beautiful woman coaxed him on. As he did with her daughters, he kissed and caressed her, professing her beauty and his love. It almost felt bad to use them like this, but if he didn’t do this, he wouldn’t have this affection for them and wouldn’t feel bad about doing it. He could live with the catch-22 of slightly tweaking the minds of the women he loved. Not to mention that Molly was better in bed than her daughters. No novice to making love, she gave as well as she got, even surprising Laurie when she took Simon’s cock in her mouth to finish the job of hardening her young lover. 
Surprising Simon, Laurie and Jamie, she pushed him back and straddled his hips, lowering herself onto his flagpole and settling down with a sigh. “You looked a wee bit tired,” she winked. “Let me do the work this time.” When Laurie and Jamie left them alone, she said, “Now, let’s do it like we mean it, Simon. You’re so kind to them on their first, but I know what I want.” Slowly fucking herself, she leaned forward and kissed him long and hard, better than he’d ever been kissed. It felt like she had her own brand of magic that made his cock grow in length and girth as she lustily attacked him. Almost before he knew it, she was sitting up again, riding him hard and cumming noisily. The sounds brought Jamie and Laurie in their robes to see what was going on and they lingered in the doorway to satisfy their curiosity. 

“Fook me, Simon. Damnation, you’re good with your prick.” Her voice was husky and demanding, falling into a thicker accent as she got excited. “Now knock me up. Fill me up good with your cum.” She came a second time as he sent his sperm to do their job. “Gawd, yes, Simon, you’re a good one and I love you like no other.” Catching the eyes of the girls, she winked and said, “I got two good ones out of him.” As he softened, she dismounted and lay back to let the little swimmers get where they needed to be. “Now you’ll be by tomorrow and every day until we know for sure, won’t you, Simon?”
Simon was surprised at the invitation. You mean we’re not sure? I just did it good, didn’t I? It doesn’t work every time? And I can’t help, can I? Can’t create life and wouldn’t that be creating life if I gave them a little push? So many other houses and girls in the neighborhood. This is what I want though, so what the heck. “Yeah, every day until we know for sure. Nothing could keep me away from such beauties. How long before we know?” 

“We’ll have a good idea in four weeks or so,” Molly informed all of them. She patted the bed to invite the girls in. “When we don’t have a period, then we’ll get a home test and see. We can still keep trying after that, Simon,” she nudged him as the girls settled around them. 

“He could move in, mom,” suggested Jamie. “We all got big enough beds.”
“He’ll do no such thing,” insisted Molly. “How would it look to have a boy his age living with us? It’d look like we planned this, it would, and I don’t want it that way.”

“Could he do it again tonight?” asked Laurie, eager to try to get two good ones out of Simon herself. “Would it matter?”

“Dear, you’re asking a lot of a man to knock up three women in one afternoon, let alone have another go after dinner. We’ll get him again tomorrow.” She poked Simon. “And none of that first one naked gets to go first. I’ll meet you at the door naked if that’s how it’s gonna be. Tomorrow Laurie goes first and Wednesday, I go first. Fair enough, girls?”

“Good, I want to go last tomorrow,” said Jamie, picking up her mom’s carefree attitude about sex. “Looked to me like he saved the best for last, so I’ll go last and maybe I’ll get wild and ride him.”

Simon tried to hug them all at once and did a pretty good job of it. “We’ll take turns then,” he agreed. “It was fun watching you all strip so fast, but I’d rather watch you one at a time.” His mates all blushed at the thought of doing it solo tomorrow, but they did want to keep their man happy. 
Though he was surprised, Simon wasn’t at all unhappy about the prospect of the McCanns taking more of his time than he’d expected. As he sat in his room after dinner and pondered the next few days, he decided he could still play with the other girls of the neighborhood after dinner, though he might have to use his power to keep his stamina up. 

At the sound of a gong, Simon cocked his head. A small, old man appeared and bowed deeply. Knowing who it was, Simon bowed in response and Confucius said, “Confucius say, slow down, kid.”

“There’s so much to do,” countered Simon. 

“More time than things to do,” said Confucius wisely. “Live as a human for fifty years. Know what it means to be human. We all became gods during puberty and know the temptation to rush.  Nail the pretty girls, but don’t fill your head with knowledge beyond your years. Learn the hard way – by experience. Learn about people or in thirty years you’ll be sorry.”
Nail the pretty girls? Those words stood out from the rest because he didn’t expect to hear them from the wise Chinese philosopher. He heard the others and took them seriously, but he noted that Confucius didn’t disapprove of him nailing the pretty girls. “Slow down then by going to school? Living normal?”
As Confucius reached toward him, Simon found himself standing in a desolate wasteland of gray dust and sharp rocks. “Do you know how long I spent getting here the first time?” asked Simon’s fellow god. 

Where are we? Simon looked around and then caught sight of the blue and white orb over their heads. We’re on the freaking moon! “Can’t you just do it? Why would it take a long time?” 

“You can go anywhere you can imagine, Simon. Can you imagine a quarter of a million miles?” he waved expansively. “Five thousand years ago I had no idea how far it was. I didn’t even know it was a place I could be. I couldn’t just be here without knowing more. I walked around the earth once and then imagined that many steps into the sky and I wasn’t even close to the moon. Another walk around the earth and when I imagined that many steps, I at least could tell the moon was closer. It was a place to be. So many other things to do. Distractions, miracles, women, men, wars, civilizations. I regret none of them, but Simon, I got here over a thousand years after I first wondered. Why would you rush to do anything? I know the temptation. I had no one to guide me. So now I say, slow down, kid.” 

“Easy for you to say,” said Simon. “It’s too much. I can do anything… or at least more than I could a few days ago.” Certain he could return to the moon now that Confucius had brought him once, he wondered if going to Mars would be that hard. He hadn’t even thought of that before. 

“Confucius say, what you get for free means nothing. When you sweat, you know the value of your labor.” He held out a gold bar. “I have many. I give you this, but not for free. It’s a million dollars or so.” Then it vanished before Simon could take the gift, not that he was sure he wanted it. There was an implied price for the gift. “It is put away safely for you. You will receive money each month. When you are 25 you will have it all… provided you live as a boy, not a god.”
“What’s that mean?” asked Simon cautiously. He still wasn’t sure the price was worth it. Already he’d started to wonder how to get money. Rama had said he couldn’t get something for nothing and he needed money for the simplest exchanges. He couldn’t make a new game for his Wii miraculously appear without something to exchange. 

“Hmm,” Confucius appeared to think about it. “Think like you did last Thursday. What were your hopes and dreams then? Play football and get tackled and feel the pain. If you break a bone, you can heal it, but let it break. Finish high school. Earn your knowledge. Do not take away what you’ve given to Molly, Jamie, and Laurie. Dump Crystal and take Jamie and Laurie to homecoming. Enjoy their love. Nail the other pretty girls without a second thought, but treasure your children and their mothers.”

It sounded mundane, but Simon understood that’s what Confucius wanted for him. Take it slow and experience life before it was too late. The idea was simple and sounded right. It’s the way to grow into being a god. Just one thing. “Rama said quitting football was a good idea.”

“Hah, Rama thinks hedge funds are a good idea. Don’t take lessons from him in setting the right pace. Besides, you and he both think of football as a god’s playground where you score all the touchdowns you want. If you don’t cheat, football is pain and that’s a lesson you need to learn.”

“You think I haven’t earned the right to be a god,” said Simon. 

“I think you haven’t learned what it means to be a god,” said Confucius. “You have thousands of years ahead of you. Take the next twenty-five to learn what it means to be human and you’ll have money to play with and even more at the end.” They were back in his room and he added, “Take the next one hundred and twenty-five years to learn what it means to be human and then you’ll appreciate being a god.”

“That much time?” asked Simon. 

“I’m Confucius, I’m supposed to say wise things. Take 30 or 40, OK? By the way, nice job on Sunday with Rama. Start thinking about what you’ll do on your own next Sunday.”

“Thank you, Confucius,” said Simon. “Nice job on… putting another brick in the Great Wall?” he turned the praise into a question. It sounded so trivial, but it was what was in his mind as he thought of Confucius’ good deed two days ago.

“Thank you, Simon,” said Confucius. “It’s figurative. China is the largest, most homogenous, longest-lived society in the world and stays that way when I put another brick in the Great Wall. My deed was to protect the deep roots of China. Now, it’s time for me to go,” he said, turning into a younger man around 25. “You’re the one that expected an old man,” he winked and vanished. 
Old indeed, thought Simon, not letting the transformation change his opinion of Confucius. No matter how he looked, the god was 5000 years old, the oldest of them all. Slow down, kid. Simon chuckled. The words made sense, but what was funny was that Confucius kept telling him to nail the pretty girls. He didn’t have to slow down in that respect. 
Tuesday he repaired the breakup between Crystal and her boyfriend and broke off his date with her for the homecoming dance. Of all the things Confucius had said, taking Jamie and Laurie to the dance made the most sense. 
After school, Simon went back to freshman football practice and left with bruises that healed more quickly than they used to. With or without the bribe of gold, he was intent on following the wise Chinese god’s words. He’d already been reluctant to give up his teenage years and now he had reason to live that life of normality. 

As he walked home from practice, he heard the sound of a flute and looked around for Kokopelli. The god of Native Americans had a pack on his back that made him look hunchbacked as he danced up to Simon. Yet, the god stopped short. Feeling the need to open the door, Simon said, “Kokopellia, you’re welcome in San Diego. Come closer so we can talk.” 

Approaching, Kokopelli said, “It’s my way to announce my arrival and wait. Thank you for inviting me into your land.” He unslung the pack from his back. “I have things for you if you only ask.”

“Ask for what?” asked Simon. “I don’t know what you bring.”

“What you want,” answered Kokopelli. “I will name the price, but you may only ask for one thing each time we meet.”

Simon pondered the offer. It sounded like he could ask for anything and then would have to consider the price. “Information,” he said. “Who are the fifteen gods and where are their homes?”

“That would be two things,” said Kokopelli with a smile “Names is one and places is another.”

Rebuffed, Simon said, “I want to know the places, but it seems logical to know them by the name of their owner.”

“Hah, you make a good point,” said Kokopelli. “In return, I wish to own part of your land. I wish to own the first ten paces of a man from the ocean.” 

“You want to own my beaches?” asked Simon. “Cut me off from the ocean?”

“That is the price I’ve named,” said Kokopelli, taking a moment to play his flute. 

“I’ll share that land with you. You may walk that land without asking permission from me,” countered Simon. He could see no reason Kokopelli would want a narrow strip of unpopulated land except just to traverse it and he didn’t want to give it up totally because that would restrict him more than he wanted. 

“Done,” said Kokopelli. “I’ll walk it when I want. So, Rama owns the lower half of Canada and eastern US. Loki owns the upper half of Canada, Alaska, and Scandinavia and everything in between. Confucius owns China, India, and southeast Asia. Isis is Egyptian, but she owns most of South America now. Joan owns western Europe. Eris owns pieces of Africa.” As Kokopelli listed the gods and their holdings, Simon had a clear mental image of the extent of the holdings. “Shango owns the rest of Africa. Allah won’t give up the Middle East anymore than Confucius will give up China. Athena holds eastern Europe. Mazu likes the sea, so she has Pacifica and Australia. Anansi has Mexico, Central America, and Brazil. Kali holds western Asia and the Ukraine, and Ninlil is quite content with nothing but Persia. As for me, my holdings are narrow strips of land between all others. I wander. Some strips I own and do as I please. Some lands I simply walk as I now can do your shores and I will not disturb your people.”
Taking it all in, Simon said, “Joan?” The other names sounded like names of gods even if he hadn’t heard of them, but Joan and Simon didn’t sound like names of gods. 
“Another question, another time,” said Kokopelli. “Good job on Sunday.”

“Thank you, and good job to you, too, Kokopelli, for finding water for the village in Myanmar.”

“Thank you, Simon, god of San Diego.” He vanished and Simon could actually feel him walking up the coast carefree. 

The rest of the week, Simon was busy with school, football practice after school, and making babies with the McCanns after dinner. By Thursday, Simon’s mediocre performance at practice earned him a Simone from Jerry. “Jerry, I’ve told you not to call me that. Now, I’m going to have to teach you a lesson. Come with me.” The cautious laughter and smirks died off instantly as Simon threatened the bigger boy. 
“What did you say, Simone?” asked Jerry, bristling at Simon’s threat. No one was going to teach him a lesson, especially not Simon. 

“Let’s go outside and finish this,” said Simon. He turned and walked away, knowing that Jerry and several of his friends followed him. 

“Hey, I’m gonna pound you if we take this outside,” said Jerry. He couldn’t understand what had come over Simon. For years he’d gotten away with the put down and now all of sudden Simon wanted to make a big deal out of it? Jerry just wanted to tease Simon, not to fight him, but he knew he didn’t have a choice. 

As they left the building, Simon said, “You might want your friends to stay here so they don’t see what’s about to happen.”

Laughing, Jerry said, “I don’t mind if they watch me kick your ass.”

Going behind the gym where no one would see them, Simon turned to face his nemesis. Just as the fight was ready to start, Jerry found himself looking up at Simon. He felt weaker and smaller, like something had drained his strength. “What the fuck?” said one of the other boys. 
“What’s wrong?” said Jerry, quickly covering his mouth, embarrassed by the high pitch of his voice. His buddies’ faces were ashen as they stared at him. Looking down at himself, Jerry almost fainted. “What the fuck?” he said. “What the fuck?” he repeated, in a high feminine voice. These aren’t my clothes. I didn’t’ wear a pink T-shirt. I don’t even own a pink shirt. And, Jesus Christ, are those tits? Can’t be! Look like it, but how could they be? What happened? How hard did he hit me? “What are you guys staring at?” he snapped. 

“You,” said Simon. “They’re staring at you because you’re a pretty girl now. Your punishment for calling me a girl’s name is to be a girl and we’re all gonna have a good time with you. Aren’t we, guys?” Simon winked at the other five boys who’d come to witness the fight. They turned and ran and Simon made sure they forgot what they’d seen as soon as they rounded the corner and disappeared out of sight. “”Oh, well, more for me,” he told the frightened girl. 
“You can’t do this. How are you doing it? I’m not a girl,” argued Jerry. What happened? Why did they leave? I don’t want to be alone with Simon. Jesus, I’m freaking scared. I should go… but I can’t… can’t even back away. How’s he doing this? Are these real? He put his hands on the mounds of his T-shirt and then yanked them off quickly. “Fuck, that felt… real.” Pulling out the front of his shirt, he peered in at the white bra. That looks too real. That’s not me. Jesus, I shouldn’t peek down her shirt. Who is she? How come I’m… I’m… her. “Oh God, what’s going on?”

“Go ahead and take it off, Jerry,” said Simon. “Good thing you’ve got a girl’s name already so I don’t have to call you something else. Take it off so we can check you out. Maybe it’s all in your mind.”

Again Jerry pulled his shirt open and gaped at the small tits hidden inside. He didn’t know what had happened, but he did know he didn’t want Simon to see. Yet, he couldn’t help himself. Grabbing the hem of his T-shirt, he pulled it up and over his head and dropped it. A bra! I’m fucking wearing a bra! When did he put that on me? 
“Nice, Jerry. You always wear girls’ clothes to school?” teased Simon. “Wish the guys would have stayed around to see your cute bra. You call me Simone because I wore a ring and here you are wearing a bra!”
“S-simon, I just wanna put on my shirt and go,” said Jerry. “This can’t really be happening. I gotta go.” I’m losing it. This is impossible and why do I need his permission to go? 

“No, Jerry, we need to get to the bottom of this,” said Simon. “Take off the bra and let’s see if you’ve got tits.”

“I don’t wanna see,” whined Jerry. He was deathly afraid that they might be real. Unable to stop himself from following Simon’s command, he fumbled with the catch of the bra behind his back and finally managed to get it undone. Pulled the bra away, he screamed, “Noooo, I’ve got fucking tits! I can’t have tits! I’m not a girl!” In shock, he stared at the first tits he’d seen in the flesh, horrified that they were his. Oh my God! Those are real tits. I always wanted to see some, but not these… not tits on me! Doesn’t turn me on a bit… oh my God! I don’t have a cock!
“Oh yeah,” grinned Simon. “You’re not just a pretty girl, you’re a slut. Come out behind the gym with me and strip right down. Now who’s gonna get fucked real soon?”
“No! Simon! This is wrong. You need to… to… take me home… to a doctor… something’s wrong,” pleaded the bully. 

“Nothing is wrong, Jerry. You remember the ring you made fun of? It’s a magical ring and I can do magic. So, now you’re just learning that you’ve been fucking with the wrong guy. Now get the jeans off!”

“What? How? You can’t do magic!” He unsnapped and unzipped his jeans. “Can you? Simon, I’m sorry. You gotta stop. I won’t ever do it again.” He worked the jeans down over his hips, having a little more trouble than he expected and then slid them down his thighs and stepped out of them. Panties! Fuck, I’m wearing panties! I’ve got tits and no cock! He turned me into a girl for real! Jesus Christ, at this rate I’m gonna be naked and then what? Then he’s gonna… oh shit, it’s me that’s gonna get fucked real soon. “Please, I’m sorry, Simon. I swear I’ll never call you Simone again. I’ll… I’ll pay you… stop now and I’ll give you my lunch money today and every day. Just stop.”
“Can’t stop now, Jerry. I’m getting all horny and I’m not taking no for an answer. Besides, you’re the one stripping. Nobody’s making you get naked for me, are they? You can control yourself, can’t you? Let’s see. Take off your panties. You may try and stop yourself, but take them off and if you do, then that means you want to get fucked.”
To his horror, Jerry pulled his panties down, catching a glimpse of his lightly furred pussy. No cock… just a pussy… a slit… a place to put a cock. I don’t want to get fucked, do I? Does it really mean that if I take them off myself? For God’s sake, I’m naked with a boy. He’s checking me out and I can’t cover myself. “Simon, you can’t do this.” Shit, he’s taking off his shirt. “Simon, I don’t want this. Let me go, please. What can I do? I’ll do anything if you just don’t fuck me.” Damn it, he’s taking off his pants now. Please, don’t have a hard on… please, please, please… oh God, he’s got a hard on… gross… he’s letting me see… I don’t wanna see another guy’s cock… can’t look away… and… and… down go his under fucking wear… he’s hard… ready to fuck me. Jesus, that looks hot… what?! … no, it doesn’t look hot… he’s cute… oh God, he is not cute… “Stop doing that, Simon. I don’t want to be a girl.”
“So, you don’t want to get fucked? Would you rather suck me off?” asked Simon. He’d outdone himself, making Jerry a pretty and sexy girl. His victim stood her ground with her hands at her sides, unable to hide and unable to look away. In fact, the girl had a look of desire in her eyes as she gazed at his cock. 

Simon was sure he’d found the right mix of Jerry-boy and Jerry-girl when the girl looked eager, but still said, “Neither, Simon. I don’t want to be a girl. Just stop and I won’t tell anyone.”

“Can’t make up your mind, Jerry,” teased Simon. “How about a little of both. Kneel down and suck my cock. You know you need to get it slippery before I fuck you and sucking cock is the best way I know of to get me ready for you.” 

No fucking way! I’m not gonna… fuck, I can’t stop myself… on my knees and looking up at him… damn cute and so big… gaaahhhdd dammm… I don’t want to… oh… my… God… open up… move closer… stop… don’t do it… jeez, it tastes like… oh fuck, what was that? Shivery… tingly… in my mouth and I want it… don’t like… want it… stop… oh… oh… all… the… “Gaaakkkk, akkkk.” … way down… my throat. Jesus, this is exciting. Blowing Simon Houghton… lucky girl… fucked up boy… up and down… tastes so good… even his precum. This is so weird… my tits tingle… my pussy tingles… my cock is gone, but this is like… my cock throbbing inside out… nice…seriously gross… he’s making me… but nice… exciting.
“Wow, Jerry, I think you’d suck the cum right out of there,” said Simon, delighting at the vivid blush that decorated Jerry’s face. “Lie back now and spread your legs. I’m ready to fuck you. All because you had to call me Simone. Guess that’ll be the last time for that.”

“Yes, Simon,” said Jerry contritely. For the boy it just felt all wrong to feel good the way a girl felt good. His first sexual encounter was from the wrong side of the sexes. Still, he lay down on his back with his legs spread as ordered and waited with dread as Simon knelt between his legs. 

Wanting to make this memorable for Jerry (and not in a good way), Simon made Jerry lie spread eagle, unable to move his arms and legs. Then he squeezed Jerry’s new found tits and brought his nipples to hardness. “Nice tits, Jerry. Too bad the other guys didn’t stick around. You’d be real popular right now.” 

As his limbs went rigid, the excitement went out of it for Jerry-girl. Suddenly she was helpless with Simon fondling her tits. He’s gonna rape me. I’m just gonna lie here and let him do it. I thought it was bad before when he was making me, but I felt something then… now I’m just a victim. Just a nobody that he’s gonna rape. Don’t do that… don’t touch my tits… they’re mine… it’s my body, not yours… doesn’t even feel a little bit good… just horrible. He lay still, not even able to think about how mean his classmate was. Then he felt Simon’s cock enter his pussy. Taking my last vestige of respect… better if he just beat me up with everybody watching… this is so personal… so degrading. Wishing it was over, Jerry blocked out what was happening until he felt Simon cum inside him. Then he felt a wash of relief when Simon pulled out. 
“There, that was a good girl,” said Simon. “You held nice and still for me and, yes, I did enjoy that. You’re a good fuck.” He stood and got dressed and then let Jerry get dressed. Once his former nemesis was dressed, he turned Jerry back into himself. 

As Jerry fought to keep from throwing up, Simon said, “This is the way it’s gonna be, Jerry. You will forget this happened. However, anytime you have an urge to call me Simone, then you’ll remember it. In time you’ll learn to block out that urge and when you do, then you’ll never remember this again. So, you’re in charge of your memory, big boy. Be my friend and be respectful and you’ll be OK. Just think about calling me Simone and you’ll have this whole memory come flooding back. You don’t even want to think about what will happen if you actually call me that ever again. Now run along.”

Simon Says
By Kenna

Chapter 9 – Simon Has Free Time

(MFFggg, mc, inc oral)

After practice on Thursday, a TV crew caught Simon just as he arrived home. Caught by surprise, he found a microphone shoved in his face by an attractive woman. “Simon, your performance last Friday was amazing. You’re going to get your ass kicked at the game tomorrow night, aren’t you?”

“What?” he said, nearly speechless from the rude question. News reporters just didn’t ask that kind of question in front of a camera. It happened to be a topic that weighed heavy on his mind. He couldn’t undo the six touchdowns of last week or erase it from everyone’s memory. The coach didn’t plan on starting him tomorrow night because he didn’t have the same moves in practice that he had at Friday’s game. However, he knew the coach would put him in eventually and he would get his ass kicked if he didn’t use his power… which he wouldn’t. 

“You’re not the same Simon as you were last week, are you?” demanded the woman. 

 “I was lucky last week,” he said cautiously. “We’ll see what happens on Friday.”
“You’re half the weight of Henderson’s linebackers. What do you think are the odds of you being beaten to a pulp?”

“What? What kind of a question is that?” he glared at her, trying to figure out what she was really doing here. Then he recognized the goddess of chaos and discord and said, “Eris, I should have known.”

The camera crew and her equipment vanished, leaving just the goddess. Flashing a knowing smile, she said, “Just suggesting you should do something god-like. Bulk up those muscles, speed up your feet, befuddle the minds of your opponents. Six touchdowns is hard to live up to.”

“I don’t suppose you took the time to live as a human to learn how to be a goddess,” he said. 
“No time for that,” she said. “When I was your age, I didn’t know I’d live forever. When I was your age, I rolled a golden apple into Zeus’ court and started the Trojan War. You can’t even win a football game.”

“Really, you started a war?”

“Don’t tell me you haven’t heard the story,” she snapped, outraged at his doubt and lack of appreciation for the simple act with such consequences. 

“Just seems odd that you’d start a war and then last Sunday you saved 453 people from being massacred. Good job, by the way.”

“Thank you, and good job with that pedo and don’t change the subject,” she said in exasperation. “Ah, well,” her tone became friendly for the first time. “Confucius said I shouldn’t try, but that only meant I just had to.”

“Sow discord?” said Simon. “Messing with another god on his turf?” 

She smiled, “What can I say? That’s who I am. Loki and Kokopelli said you’re quick.”

“Thanks,” said Simon to the apparent compliment.

“I hate that,” she said. “Can’t sow discord to someone who sees it coming. Had you going there for a while, though.”

“Trying to get me to renege on my deal and lose a million dollars?”

“Oh, c’mon, who’s being short-sighted now? What’s a million dollars to a god? Want ice cream? Don’t take it from Baskin-Robbins and put money in the till. Make it out of thin air. Want money? Offer to mow an old lady’s lawn and do it with a miracle. She gets her lawn cut and you get money. Even trade. Want to win a football game? Bribe the officials with the money you got from miraculously mowing 100 lawns.

“Why do I think every word out of your mouth is wrong?” said Simon. 

“Not every word,” she said. “No point to that. Just enough wrong to make you wonder what’s right and what’s wrong. Just know one thing. Bribing the officials is against the law and laws don’t apply to gods.” 

With that Eris vanished, leaving Simon to ponder right and wrong. It made simple sense that laws didn’t apply to gods. Bribing the officials wasn’t wrong in the sense of breaking one of the commandments. It made sense to earn money by mowing lawns, but would doing so with a miracle be wrong? Making ice cream out of thin air was still getting something for nothing, so he was pretty sure that was wrong. “Shit, did she still achieve her purpose of chaos and discord in my mind?”

“Only if you believe a single word she said,” said a soft, feminine voice. “Ignore it all and all is well. She is an abomination and I would destroy her if I could.”

Simon looked around. Two goddesses in one afternoon? The name came to him. “Joan, where are you?”

“Here if you want,” said a girl a few years his senior. Then she vanished, “Everywhere and nowhere,” said the disembodied voice. 
“Joan doesn’t sound like the name of a goddess.”
“Neither does Simon. Is Joan of Arc better?”
“Yes,” said Simon. Now it made sense. “You were burned at the stake. You let them?”

“I didn’t need that body to be the messenger of the Lord,” said Joan. 

Guess not. Rama can be a man, woman, boy, or girl, so why can’t Joan just be nothing but a voice? “You could have a body,” he said. “You choose not to?”

She appeared again. “If this helps, I can have a body. This is the one that burned at the stake, a 19-year-old maiden who had to find some way to stop having divine guidance and steal away to anonymity.”

“You didn’t stop though,” said Simon. Like other gods and goddesses he’d met, the introduction wasn’t entirely verbal. He knew things about her already.

“No, I’m the messenger of the Lord still,” she said. “As Rama says, the big G. I’d smite the insolent fool once or twice if I could. There is only one messenger. Adam, Moses, and Joba and then me.”

“You speak to God?” asked Simon, his voice full of awe. 

“Now there’s a good garçon,” she said. “You, I won’t desire to smite today. So much irreverence in the world today and the gods are the worst. Remember that your power comes from Him.”
“I wasn’t clear on that. Why would He give power to me?”

She shrugged. “I’d ask Him, but when I asked why me, He said, why not you? So my answer is, the Lord does as He does for reasons we know not.”

“I see,” said Simon in disappointment. “Good job on Sunday and Monday and Tuesday… and Wednesday… and today…” Every day? “… when you restored the faith of so many.”

“Sunday is required,” said Joan. “The other days are optional. I’m the only one who does and I only expect your approval once a week… on Sunday. Well done yourself, Simon. There are dangerous people who walk among our charges and now there is one less.”  
“Thank you,” said Simon. Our charges? Rama said people are pets, but Joan makes it sound like we have a responsibility to them. “You’re different.”

“We’re all different,” said Joan. She vanished again. “I take that as a compliment though. I walk with the Lord. You should attend church more often and only listen to Rama, Confucius, Ninlil, Mazu, and me. Rama is your guide. Confucius is wise. Ninlil is humble. Mazu is earth mother. And I only speak the truth.” 

“Goodbye, Joan,” he said as her presence faded. Only listen to five of the gods. He smiled. At least Confucius is one of them and he said nail the pretty girls. 
That evening Simon spent his usual time with the McCanns and when he returned home, his mom was waiting for him. “Where do you go after dinner every night, Simon?” she asked. It had taken several days for her to work up the nerve to question him. He could do things and she didn’t want to push him. 

“I’ve been over at the McCanns’ with Laurie,” he gave her a half-truth. At the same time, he started a plan in action to “punish” his mom for prying into his business. It would take a minute or two to unfold. 
“You’re dating her? Is her mom there?” Have we gone back to normal? 

“Yeah, mom, I’m taking her to homecoming,” said Simon. “And yes, her mom is there and so is Jamie for that matter.”

“Why make it a secret? How long have you been dating?”

“Just a few days now. Didn’t think it was a big deal. I mean, not like I’m keeping it a secret, but I just never brought it up.”

“I guess I’m just surprised you’re dating Laurie, somebody from the neighborhood. That rates a little more than dating a girl I don’t know.” Pretty convenient if you ask me. He’s had sex with his sisters and the Kilmores. She didn’t know about the Jacksons. Is Laurie just convenient? “Simon, are you having sex with her?” 

“Mom! That’s kinda personal,” he said. 

“It’s OK, Simon. I’d rather you took it outside the family,” said Brenda. “You’ve got your father and me worried.”

“You love it when I keep it in the family,” said Simon. “Kyra and Di love it. Dad really has a good time, but then so did the Kilmores, the Jacksons, and why would you think Molly would protect Laurie and not join in?”

Brenda blushed. “I just…” Didn’t think about it that way. Molly’s a chaperone, not part of a threesome with her daughter. “You’re having sex with Laurie and Molly… and Jamie? Every day?” Probably Jamie, too… he said she’s there. Every day would be different… more of a commitment… something special about them? “What’s happened to you, Simon? Your father and I don’t understand how you can make people and things do things.”

I’m a god, mom. Not like I can just say it outright. No explanation is going to sound good to her... magic or miracles. Only one thing he could do. “Don’t worry, mom. Don’t tell anyone about what I can do. You really don’t think there’s anything unusual about me.”

“OK,” she said as her worries vanished. “I know you’re fine. Is Laurie on the pill?”

“No and neither are Molly and Jamie,” he confirmed his mom’s fear. “I think you’ll be a grandmother real soon.”

“Simon! I’m not old enough to be a grandmother. All three of them? You couldn’t pick just one?” Then she waved off the question with a chuckle. Nothing unusual about him wanting to have babies and why not all three of them? “Forget I asked. Why pick just one? At least you’re not getting your sisters pregnant. Promise you won’t do that, OK?”

“I promise,” said Simon. “I heard that turns out bad sometimes.”

“Yes, it does,” agreed Brenda. “It’s wrong for a reason. Blood relatives shouldn’t have children together.”

“So, I’ll just play with them sometimes and make sure they don’t get pregnant,” winked Simon. 

“You shouldn’t do that either,” chided his mom. “There’s plenty of girls in the world without playing with your sisters, too.”
“None of them as much fun, though,” said Simon. “Especially when I can turn them into hot little toys who want me so bad they can’t stand it. I really like making Di say and do stuff. Innocent little sister goes wild.” 

“Simon! Hot little toys indeed. Where on earth did you ever come up with that idea?” She’d seen Di in action and knew just what Simon was talking about. Her 12-year-old was capable of some incredibly lewd behavior.

The doorbell interrupted them. “That’s Janice,” said Simon as his mom’s “punishment” arrived. “You should answer the door, naughty mommy.”

“Oh, my God, is it really?” said Brenda, dashing to the door. She flung open the door and Janice walked in naked as the day she was born, handing Brenda the string bikini she’d worn on the way over. “Oh, my God, you came ready to play. Let’s go find Gary.” 
“Hell no,” said Janice. “Who needs him? Come in, girls.” Kari, Moira, and Hannah came through the door just as naked as their mommy.

“Oh, my God,” said Brenda as she looked over the three preteens. “They look good enough to eat and looks like you brought plenty for both of us. Let’s go, girls.” With giggles and squeals, the five dashed upstairs to the master bedroom. 
Like somebody’s in charge of me, thought Kari as she rushed eagerly to her fate. I so don’t want to do this, but look at me. I sound excited… I look excited… but, I’m not excited. Mommy just marched us over nearly naked and I couldn’t stop her… heck, I even stripped off my bikini on the front porch. This is like last weekend when Simon made us do stuff. Buck assed naked and what’s gonna happen upstairs… oh, my God… in their bedroom. Simon’s not even here, so it’s not him this time. Don’t look at me like that, Mrs. Houghton… it’s not what it looks like… I don’t want to be standing here and waiting… oh gross, don’t cop a feel… no, don’t kiss me… mmmm, it feels so good, but I still don’t want to.
Turning, Simon saw Kyra leaning in the doorway. “Ooo, they look good enough to eat,” she mimicked their mom. “However you’re doing that, it’s awesome.”

“Wanna watch?” asked Simon with a wicked smile. He went into the family room with a curious Kyra on his heels. Dad was in the room watching a ball game. Picking up the remote, he changed the channel and just like there was a camera in the room, they saw a live feed of Brenda ripping her clothes off while Janice watched and the three preteens lay on the bed in eager anticipation. 
Taking one look at her dad, Kyra said, “No, I don’t want to watch.” I do and might if it was just me and Simon, but no way am I watching porn with dad in the room. Then she heard Simon say, “No, but cocksucker Kyra wants to watch.” Oh, shit, he did it again. Cocksucker Kyra. Anything you want Simon. Just why the fuck would I care if dad is here or not. This is gonna be hot. No way am I watching porn and getting my panties all wet. I’ll just take off my shirt… bra… yeah, OK, check me out, daddy… jiggle my tits… you like that? … shorts… panties… yeah, this is the way to watch porn.

“What are you guys… holy cow! Without me?” Di scolded Simon from the doorway. “Jesus, Kyra, with daddy?”

“Damn, right,” said Kyra. “He likes naked girls as much as the next guy.”

“Well, he’s not getting me unless…” she backed slowly away and to her relief, Simon said, “He is getting baby sister, though.” Sweet! “Who the heck is on TV? No way! Is that mom?” Hard to tell with her face buried in… “Jesus, is that Kari?” And Moira and Hannah… and Mrs. Kilmore!! Is she really going to? Get in there, Mrs. Kilmore… and… bingo, right in Hannah’s little pussy. “She’s only 8,” squealed Di in delight. “Who’s gonna do Moira?” She looked down at herself and might have thought Simon had magically stripped her except she was still holding her panties. She looked at daddy and wondered what Simon meant when he said daddy is getting baby sister. Well, dang it, take off your pants, daddy, so I can see what you got!
“Who cares,” said Kyra. “I want you, baby sister.”

“Simon! You said…” Shut up, you idiot. Me want Kyra. I’m so gonna pound Simon, but first… “C’mere, Kyra, I got a wet pussy waiting for you.”

Gary couldn’t believe his eyes as the TV showed his wife with the neighbor and her three daughters. He held his breath, hoping it was more than just five nudes with no interaction. Then Brenda went after Kari’s pussy and he felt his cock growing. Say what? Kyra stripping. What the heck is she up to? Simon’s doing no doubt. Now that’s a luscious body. Is Simon going to do her? I’m sure not. And Di? Simon, don’t… oh, shit! I’m not touching my girls. No sooner was Di naked than he said, “I’m going upstairs.” Who’s going to do Moira indeed? Too creepy when he said daddy is getting baby sister… hope he just meant I’m getting an eyeful of the little vixen. 
“She sucks cock real good, dad,” said Simon as his dad disappeared. After that, it was hard to decide where to look. The live action of Kyra and Di was the center of his attention, but watching three adults with three preteens, none of whom could stop themselves, was not something easy to ignore. 
After Kyra and Di had cum three times each, Simon said, “Di, get your messy face over here and suck my cock.” Sweet Jesus, it’s about time! Kyra was good times and now I get the real treat… big brother’s cock in my hot little mouth. 
“Kyra, go get Hannah and bring her here. She’s yours.” Holy shit, I get the little one! Yeah, of course, daddy came… now he’s just watching with Hannah in his lap… he’s soft… he doesn’t need her anymore. Fuck, she’s mine! What a sweet little body! Can’t wait to try out her tongue. 
While Di blew him, Simon again had a choice of where to look. Once she returned, Kyra was on the floor of the family room with Hannah’s face in her pussy. What set him off tonight? Mom said something and then bam, I’m hotter than a pistol. I’d have done daddy for God’s sake. Di was delish and now I’ve got an 8-year-old doing me and I can’t get enough of her. Gonna cum… yeah! “Eat me, you little slut. Stuff that cute little tongue in my pussy and eat me.”
Kari was eating her mom as Janice said, “Do mommy, sweetie. Daddy will be so excited when he hears about this.” Don’t know why people think this is wrong… can’t tell anybody about it because they wouldn’t understand, but something that feels this good can’t be wrong… and Jack does get off on listening to the stories… and looking at pictures of us.  What ‘til he hears that I shared them with the Houghtons. “Brenda, it was fun riding your face last weekend, but there’s nothing like having my girls go down on me.”

Lapping away, Kari was aghast at her mommy, daddy, sisters, and the neighbors. Fuck, I can’t believe Mrs. Houghton went down on me. Mommy and everybody could see… better than Moira sucking off Mr. Houghton, I suppose. Felt so good… now I can’t stop licking mommy… no, mommy, don’t tell daddy about it… so creepy when he gets into it… asks embarrassing questions… wants more details… and asks for pictures. Even as her tongue furiously worked to get her mommy off, she thought, this is so wrong… making me eat pussy. Fuck me, I hope mommy doesn’t put us on the webcam for daddy again. Bad enough posing for him, but will he want to see me with mommy? 
“Moira has quite the tongue,” said Brenda as her preteen pussy licker showed off her talents. I wouldn’t ever have thought of playing with a little girl like this if it wasn’t for Simon. So erotic… Jan sharing her girls with us… playing with tight little hard bodies… and they’re good at it… and she’s gonna tell her husband. Wonder if he plays with them, too. “Ohh, yes, Moira, do it just like that. You’re the best pussy licker. Make me cum, you sweet little piece of ass.”
Jeez, don’t call me that, Mrs. Houghton, thought Moira. You’re taking advantage of us… like I can do anything about it… I look like I’m having fun… can’t say anything to stop it… licking a woman’s pussy and I can’t stop myself. Feels good, but I wanna stop… they shouldn’t make me. I’m gonna stop… I’m gonna stop… I’ll tell her what I really think. “Mmm, Mrs. Houghton, I love your pussy.” What? That’s not what I was going to say! I’m being used and I want to stop!
In the throes of the inexplicable mixture of physical pleasure and mental torment, the two girls ate the two women to wonderful orgasms and then they were allowed to stop. Meanwhile, in the family room, Simon and Kyra came and only then did Simon finally turn down the heat on everybody. He turned Kyra, Di, and his mom and dad back to normal and dismissed them to their rooms. Summoning the Kilmores to him in the family room, he admired the nude foursome. “Tell me what you thought about tonight, Janice.”
“Fucking fantastic, Simon. I don’t know what’s going on or how you do it, but tonight was incredible. If you wanted to fuck me right now, I’d like that.” That’s what a mom should say, right? Save the girls. Yeah, I’m going with that idea instead of I want to ride the neighbor boy’s cock so much I’d do anything for it. Right in front of the girls, too… sounds so hot that way. 
So it was him, thought Kari. He wasn’t even there this time, but it was him. He even played with Kyra and Di… gross. Now he’s not done with us. Who’s he gonna fuck with first? 

“Tempting offer,” said Simon. He’d put her on simmer, letting the warmth stew inside her without giving her so much desire that she jumped him on the spot, and left her more than a little twisted. “What about you, Kari?”

 I hated it, she thought before opening her mouth. She expected some ludicrous excitement to pour out of her lips, but then she said, “I hated it. You forced me to eat my own mom. I don’t want to be naked and I don’t want to have sex with you or my mom or my sisters.” Hey, that came out right.

“And yet here you stand naked and ready for more.”

“I can’t cover up. Like last weekend, I have to stand here and let you look and it’s just so wrong to have you stare at me like this.”

“Oh, baby,” said Janice. “I didn’t know you didn’t like it. That makes it so much hotter. Wait’ll daddy hears you were forced. Bet he comes in a second.”

“Mom! You think that’s hot?” demanded Kari. “It’s like rape or something. He made us… you liked having me lick your pussy and I didn’t want to do it.”

“Simon,” said Janice, chiding the boy. “Why didn’t you let me know she didn’t like it? Fuck, Simon, it would have been so much better to cum on that pretty little tongue if I knew she didn’t want to be doing it. Can you make her do it again?”

“Maybe,” said Simon. “If you’re good. How about you, Moira? Did you enjoy it?”

“Heck, no,” said the 10-year-old. “I liked blowing you last week, that was different somehow. I hated doing your dad. Mom, all the time I was wishing somebody would make me stop. I wanted you to stop it, but you didn’t”

“Of course not,” said Janice. “It was great listening to you suck Gary’s cock. It’s what little girls are for. My God, there you were bobbing your head up and down on his cock and gagging and you swallowed his cum and all the while you wanted me to stop it? You did such a good job. You should be proud of yourself.” Preempting Simon, she asked her youngest, “Did you hate it, too, Hannah?”

“Pretty much, mommy,” said Hannah. “I thought there was something wrong with me cuz everybody else liked it. That wasn’t nice.”

“Just one more thing I want to get done tonight,” said Simon. With the press of a button, Jack Kilmore’s face appeared on the TV screen. “Hello, Mr. Kilmore. I’ve got your girls here and ready for me. Can you see them good?”

“Wow, yeah, I can see them. You’re a lucky boy to have them all lined up and waiting. Hi girls, daddy is so proud of you. Hi, Jan, everything going OK?”

“Hi, Jack,” said Janice. “Everything’s perfect, honey. The girls and I just had a hot time with the Houghtons. I was gonna call you later and fill you in. Wanna hear about it now? You got your cock out?”

“Just a sec.” He squirmed on camera, obviously pulling his cock free. 

The miracle Simon had performed on the parents was simple enough. He inverted their reaction to the abuse of their daughters. Disgust turned to arousal, restraint turned to encouragement, and protection turned to predation. As his treatment of the girls became more extreme, Jack and Jan got more turned on. As for the girls, they were unchanged except for an inability to control themselves. The three humiliated girls squirmed under their depraved parents’ eyes.  

“I’ve got something better,” said Simon. “You can tell him about it later. Right now I’d like a blow job and I want daddy to pick who does it. Kari, tell daddy what you want.”

“Daddy, please, I don’t want to suck a cock. I’m just 12… your little princess…” What am I saying now? Look at him… that only made him more excited. “… I shouldn’t suck cock as well as I do and I don’t want to do it with you watching even though you’d probably like to see my sweet, hot lips wrapped around the neighbor boy’s cock while he forces me to suck the cum right out of it.” Oh fuck, Simon made me say that… I know he did. 
“Me either, daddy,” said Moira. “He’s making us do it. I blew Mr. Houghton, so it’s not my turn. Pick somebody else. Pick Kari; she’s the oldest. You don’t want to watch Simon shove his cock in my 10-year-old mouth, do you?” What? Forget that last part… so nasty. Why did I say that?
“Daddy. I’m only 8,” pleaded Hannah. “His cock is so big. I did it last week. Me and Moira did, so pick Kari.”

Jack Kilmore sat in his hotel room several hundred miles away with his cock in his hand as his little darlings each gave him reason to pick them. Do I want to watch an 8-year-old blow a teenager? Damn, that would be hot! Or watch Simon shove his cock in my 10-year-old’s mouth? Now there’s an image worth a jerk off session or two. Maybe Kari who made it sound so naughty to play with the neighbor boy and certainly doesn’t want me to watch? Hannah and Moira did offer up Kari. Fuck yeah, that’s the way to make it even hotter… make it even worse for her. “Since Hannah and Moira both voted for their big sister, I think I’ll have Kari do it. It’s not just me that wants to see that, Kari. Your little sisters want it, too.”
“Fuck, no,” whined Kari, desperately trying to save herself. “I don’t want to do it just because they said it was my turn. Daddy, don’t make me. You don’t know what it’s like. He’s gonna fuck my mouth with everybody watching. I don’t want to do it, but he’s gonna make me do it good and… and I’ll probably look like I’m one helluva happy little cocksucking slut.” God, that sounded like I’m teasing him… makes him want it more... so disgusting. Don’t look at me like that, daddy. I need you and mommy to take care of me.  
“I hope so,” said her daddy. He stood up to put his big hard cock in front of the camera at his end and slowly stroked it. “Daddy wants to see his little princess with a mouthful.” Wow, do I ever. I mean, if anybody caught me watching this, I’d be dead… never thought this would turn me on so much… to watch another guy get a blow job… from a little girl… from my little girl… that’s the best part of all. He sat down again as the show started. 

Filled with dread, Kari couldn’t stop herself from opening wide and taking Simon’s cock between her sweet, hot lips. The second her lips and tongue made contact with the proud invader, everything changed. Mmmm, Simon’s cock tastes wonderful. I love sucking cock. Sweet! He’s letting me like it! Tastes and feels good. Lick it all up and down and take it deep. She shivered with delight as his cock sank in her mouth to the hilt. I am one helluva happy little cocksucking slut. Jeez, I said I’d look like one and now I am one. Watch me, daddy… your little princess with a mouthful… because you want to see it. Moira and Hannah, too…. Watch… this what you wanted to see? Hah, the joke is on all of you, because I love it. 
The audience watched in horny amazement. Every one of them, except Simon, thought Kari was being forced. No matter what she looked like, she hated it and was only doing it so enthusiastic​ally because Simon could make her do it. As she sucked, the cock in her mouth grew to 8-inches and as big around as her lips could go. The monster slid in and she felt every nuance of the erotic shape – the helmeted head, the slippery skin, the imperfections, and the veins right up until his balls rested on her chin. As it slid out, she let it go reluctantly, her tight vacuum making it sweet pleasure for Simon as she gurgled with delight. In and out, over and over, it felt like her mouth, not her pussy was the center of her pleasure. She heard mommy and daddy both erupt in powerful orgasm as they watched their little girl get raped in the mouth. It was even obvious that Moira and Hannah fingered themselves to fantastic orgasms. When Simon came, she came, too. 
Relaxing from the incredible orgasm, Simon watched Kari clean his cock, still enjoying everything about his cock. When she was finally finished, she winked at him and said, “For God’s sake, Simon, you just raped my mouth. That was horrible.” She looked at mommy in the flesh and daddy on the screen. “You enjoyed watching me… your little girl… suck cock. Even better when I don’t want to, but can’t stop. Get yourselves off on throwing me to Simon… just a toy for him.”
“Yeah, baby,” said her daddy. “Best cum of my life watching Simon teach you how to be a cocksucker. You’re a boys’ dream.”

“Simon, that was wonderful,” agreed her mommy. “I just tried to imagine what it would be like to be forced on a cock that size.” Absolutely horrible if it was me. “But it wasn’t me, it was you, Kari. Fuck, watching another girl get it like that is hot, but watching you, baby… wow, my daughter the cock toy.”

If not for the wink from his toy, Simon would have thought he’d made a mistake with his miracle. It was clear she was lying, something he hadn’t expected at all. He had a vague feeling that he should punish Kari in some way, but he couldn’t figure out why. She’d just surprised him, not disobeyed him. With a shrug, he dismissed the neighbors. 

Past the stage of wondering how Simon could do what he did, Kari just accepted that he could. That left her wondering what game he was playing with them. I felt like a puppet all the way from leaving the house in my bikini, stripping on the front porch, Mrs. Houghton eating me, eating mommy until I started sucking Simon’s cock.  Doing stuff I didn’t want to do and everybody else was turned on by it. Dang it, he had to be doing the same to mommy and daddy. They aren’t really like that. He made them say those things. But, it sure looked like they really did enjoy it. 
Then there was the wonderful feel of Simon’s cock. It was like, bam! Have a good time with his cock. Don’t wanna do it and then suddenly it’s the best ever. The bigger the better. Still a puppet… not forced to suck him, but he made me enjoy it so much I couldn’t stop.  So why let me enjoy it? They were all getting off on me being forced. Hmm, maybe it was my turn for fun… and man, it was fun. I could go for that again. My turn for fun… so he makes it fun for everybody. I was mommy and daddy’s fun… me and Moira and Hannah… then I had fun. We all had fun at the end… disgusting fun, but it was still fun. 
After reasoning her way through Simon’s game, Kari was left with one certainty and one question. He’s going to keep doing this with us. Just what will he want from me… us… next time? What mind fuck would he do to her next time? Whatever he had planned, she decided there was one more thing she could be certain of. I’ll enjoy at least part of it. How weird is that? 
The next afternoon, Simon watched from the sidelines as the two evenly matched football teams traded touchdowns in the first quarter. Midway through the second quarter, he finally got in the game. When he got the ball, he surprised himself by running for a 15 yard gain before being tackled. It wasn’t a touchdown, but then it also wasn’t a debacle. Every time he got the ball he made at least 10 yards, even catching a pass for 23 yards and scoring one touchdown. The game wasn’t a one-man Simon Houghton show, but he did his share for the team. 

In the fourth quarter, he got hit with a bone crushing tackle from a big linebacker. Certain there were broken bones, he savored the pain for a count of two and then healed himself. Bouncing to his feet, he said, “Good hit,” to the astonished linebacker. The coach and trainer, scared that he was hurt bad, were already running toward him and several of his curious and concerned teammates clustered a good distance from him. Just in case the coach benched him for the rest of the game. 

All in all, Simon was proud of himself. He’d done better than he expected and chalked it up to higher confidence. Knowing I can take a hit and get up from it makes me more confident and I took higher risks with higher payoffs. After respectable gains, he got tackled, so he was certain he was doing it without miracles. He was wrong, but only on a minor level. It’s hard for a god to leave everything to chance. With subconscious expectations – a definition of what made a decent run and expectation of being tackled – his subconscious plan unfolded perfectly. 
By Saturday morning, he’d met Isis and Shango. Angry at his lack of patience, Simon regretted the trade he’d made with Kokopelli. He didn’t mind allowing the traveling god to wander part of his land, but it had been a pointless gain on his part. Within another week he’d have met all the gods and goddesses and he’d know more about them than he’d asked of Kokopelli. With an eternity ahead of him, he couldn’t even wait two weeks. 

Simon Says

By Kenna

Chapter 10

(mggF, rape, bd, D/s, spank)

Though the McCanns wanted him to spend the entire weekend with them, Simon promised them only from 4:00 PM until bedtime. He’d been putting off the other girls in his harem all week and now he planned to play with the Kwans in the morning and maybe the Carters in the afternoon. But then again, there was the issue of patience, so he decided to put off the Carters. Jill and Nell were 8 and 6 so there was plenty of time for them… like tomorrow. 

Hana Kwan’s husband had died a few years ago, leaving her with two daughters – Kim, now 14, and Li, now 12. Simon had a particularly domineering plan for them, one that would make him feel the power of being a god with his subjects and would require special compensation. 

Walking through the Kwan’s front door, Simon slammed it shut so they’d know he was there. “Who’s there?” asked Hana, coming down the stairs quickly. She stopped at the foot of the stairs when she saw Simon. My Master has arrived. Fear filled her as she knelt at his feet. I can deny him nothing. She’d never felt so vulnerable in her life as mental bonds held her more securely than physical ones ever could. She would do whatever he wanted and she knew he would ask for more than she was willing to give. At least not to anyone else. I am willing to give him anything and it won’t be pleasant. “Command me, Master.”

“Kim! Li! Come here,” Simon called out. 

At the sound of his voice, the two girls knew their Master had arrived. They came running and knelt beside their mother. Like her mother, Li quivered in fear at what her Master might do. She had no idea what he wanted… well, she hoped she was wrong. Her Master had an aura of cruelty that meant she probably wasn’t. On the other hand, Kim forced herself to contain her excitement. My Master has arrived to use me as he pleases. His pleasure is my pleasure. He is wicked and I long for the depths of his desire.  
After the two girls asked to be commanded, Simon said, “Hana, rise and remove your clothes.”

“Yes, Master,” said the woman. No, no, no… don’t make me do that… what else will you do when I am naked? I’m showing Kim and Li how to be a good little slave… yes, I am a good slave… don’t dare argue with the Master. Get your damn clothes off before he gets angry. The petite Japanese woman removed her socks, T-shirt, and shorts. With a guilty, embarrassed glance at her daughters, she looked back at Simon for affirmation. She could tell she was pleasing him, but that made no difference to her. She was not pleased in return. The quick check of her audience took the length of time it took to reach back for the clasp of her bra. Then she pulled it free. Removing her panties, she felt the humiliation of being her Master’s toy and then knelt again. He hadn’t even ordered her to expose herself, but this time she knelt with her knees spread and her back arched. He made me strip, so I know Master wants to see what I want to hide. His eyes appraised her pretty face, the features enhanced by submission; her B-cup tits; her trim figure; and the dark triangle of hair between her thighs. She blushed, in part because of how she was exposed and in part because she hadn’t even argued. 

“Go shave your pussy, Hana,” he told her. “And keep it that way from now on.” She dashed off hurriedly to obey her Master, yet felt humiliated at her own quick response to a boy’s wishes. 

“Li, rise and remove your clothes,” he commanded the younger daughter. 
Surprised that it was her turn, Li felt the same compulsion as her mom. Her shorts and T-shirt came off quickly. What’s going on? I want to but I don’t. Master’s commands are everything to me, but why does he have to command me to do this? I’ve never let a boy see me. Heck, I even hide myself in the locker room. But, this is different. This is Master. Do I want him to see? I do want to make him happy, but not like this. She slipped off her bra and panties and knelt, exposing herself without even thinking about it. To Simon it looked like she had the body of a 10-year-old… flat-chest, bald pussy, and the look of a frightened little girl. 
“Kim, rise and remove your clothes,” he told the special girl. 

Watching her mom and sister strip, Kim felt a thrill. Master is wicked and mom doesn’t want to do it like I do. Kewl, she’s doing it. So will I and so will Li. Anything for Master. She doesn’t like it though. There she goes… Master can see everything now. She wanted to laugh at her mom’s reaction to being naked. Show it off, mom. Just can’t enjoy it, can you? Now my turn. What? Li before me? But, Master, I want to so bad for you. Oh, now this is sweet. Show him, Li. Show him everything. Not that you’ve got anything to show. So shy, but now you can’t help yourself. Whoops, just a little ol’ bra and panties… and now… damn, no tits at all… yeah, show him that virgin pussy. Now it better be my turn.  She enjoyed serving him and she even enjoyed her two fellow slaves reluctance and embarrassment. 
Rising, Kim spread her arms to give Master a good look before she started. “Thank you, Master,” she said. The brazen girl made more of a show of it, teasingly taking her time. At 14, she wasn’t much better than her little sister in the tit department. Yet, she was happy with her A-cups and knew she’d probably top out with little ones like mommy. Master liked them and that made her shiver with delight. When she was down to just a thong, she made a pirouette so Master could see it all and then slid them down. As she knelt obscenely, she couldn’t resist saying, “Ooo, Master, it feels so good to share with you. May I shave my pussy?”

Returning in time to see Kim take off her thong, Hana was shocked at the display and Kim’s words. Both mom and little sister thought there was something wrong with Kim to be enjoying her predicament. It was just Simon’s whim on who retained their personality and who turned into a consummate slave wanting nothing more than to please her Master. 

“Yes, go clean off that hair,” said Simon. “Meet us in the basement.” Kim went upstairs and Simon led his two frightened slaves down to the basement which, to Hana’s consternation, had changed considerably. While Hana stared in disbelief, Li was less concerned about how stocks, ropes, whips, and various other Spanish Inquisition equipment had appeared than how it was going to be used. Oh my God, this is worse than I imagined. This is like torture stuff or something. What’s he gonna do with all this? 

Any hope that he didn’t plan to use it like it was intended vanished as Simon told Hana to put her head and hands in the stocks. It was almost the last thing she wanted to do, second only to disobeying Master. The top of the stocks dropped into place and locked and Hana knew what it was to be completely helpless. 

“Watch this,” he said to Li and then reached around Hana to cup her tits and pinch her nipples. The 12-year-old couldn’t take her eyes off the lewd sight of her mother totally surrendering to Master. That’s not Simon anymore… I know him and he’s nice. This is Master… never felt this way around him before… he’s scary and demanding and powerful and wicked. He’s touching her where he shouldn’t… she can’t stop him. 
“Please, Master, don’t touch me,” pleaded Hana. I know I’m his and this is his body. He can do anything he wants with it, but it’s still me inside and he’s just using me. Embarrassing enough, but he’s fondling me in front of Li. Oh God, she belongs to him, too. There’s nothing to stop him from doing the same to her. 
Not wanting to alarm Li until she was restrained, Simon told her to get on the three-foot high padded bench. She didn’t yet know it was a spanking horse and that Master would use it properly. Even if she knew her fate, she wouldn’t have been able to disobey him. He affixed her arms and legs to the sides of the horse so she could hardly move. His actions were punctuated with an occasional, “What are you going to do, Master?” I mean, beside make me helpless and then touch me wherever you want. He’s going to do more, but what? 

Simon was just tying Li’s last limb in place when Kim eagerly joined them. “Please, Master,” she pleaded for a different cause than her fellow slaves, “will you do that to me, too? I want you to own me completely.”

“Your turn is next, Kim,” he assured her. 

“Sweet,” she said, circling her mom. “You’ve got her good. Looks so helpless and so hot like that. Anything Master wants, mom. You’re so lucky.” She turned to watch him finish Li. “You, too, squirt. Wonder if he wants to find out what it feels like to fondle a girl with no tits. Jeez, Master,” her voice was full of awe as she realized just what he could do, “you could spank her all you wanted like that. Sure looks like that’s what it’s for.”

“Please, no, Master,” whined Li in response. “I didn’t do anything wrong. I’ve been good. Don’t spank me. Don’t hurt me.” Don’t give him ideas, Kim, you bitch. Do I really look like I’m ready for a spanking? Heck yeah, I do, don’t I? 
“You’re gonna get spanked, Kim,” said Simon. “Now don’t go scaring her.”

“Really, Master? Thank you!” Whoopee! He’s gonna spank me. Why isn’t that me fixed up like that? All ready for a spanking.
Finished with Li, Simon ran his hand over her smooth, pert, and very vulnerable ass. “Wait here for me. I’ll take care of Kim and then show you what it means to belong to me.” Wait here? As opposed to what? Just what does it mean to belong to Master? I mean, I know it means I have to obey him completely, but what else? 
Putting a spreader bar on Kim’s ankles, Simon hung her by her wrists with her toes barely touching the floor. Despite her desire to please her Master, Kim was apprehensive until the strain settled into her arms and her toes and arches spoke to her of future pain. Sweet, he likes me like this and so I like me like this… even better, it hurts and the pain is exquisite pleasure. Go figure. It’s not supposed to be like this, but hell, I’m not arguing. Master is wicked and I’m all his. Naked, helpless, and in pain… what else could a girl ask for? “Thank you, Master,” she said, honestly grateful to serve him. 
“Now for the real fun,” said Simon. With Hana and Li helpless, he changed them back to their normal selves. 

Oh my God! Hana was mortified at her position. Trapped in the stocks, she had her back to Kim and Li, but she knew they were helpless as well. I can’t get out of this. Simon just waltzed in and I let him do this to me. He’s still here… behind me. For God’s sakes, he’s had his hands on me. What the hell is he thinking? “Simon, get me out of here. You can’t do this to a woman… to me and my daughters. Get us out now and I won’t tell anyone what happened.” How the hell did this happen? He asked and I did what he wanted. Like I’m living out an evil boy’s fantasy. “Don’t touch us. Don’t spank us. Just get us out.”
Li had the same sudden change and the same visceral reaction to her positions. Oh God, I’m naked and I can’t move and I helped him do this. At least mommy is taking charge now. You tell him, mommy. It’ll be all better soon… except… he’s not listening to her. He’s still in charge. He’s Simon, not Master, but he’s still in charge. He’s not going to stop just because she’s telling him to. Yeah, don’t touch us and don’t spank us! “Please, Simon,” she added her soft voice to the protest. “I don’t wanna be naked and tied up like this.” Oh God, that was like telling Mr. Hannover I didn’t want to do so much homework and he only gave me more. No, worse than that… like telling Jenny I hated being teased about no boobs and she just laughed and did it more and enjoyed it more. I’m so screwed. 

For a few seconds, Kim was confused over her mom’s and sister’s sudden change from Master to Simon, from obedience to demanding their freedom. Then instinctively she knew Master made them obey just to get them trapped. They’re helpless and now they’re not slaves anymore. Now I’m watching the real mommy and the real Li beg for freedom. Holy fuck, is this gonna be a great show or what? Look at them struggle.
Unable to tell what was going on behind her, Hana tried to reason with her captor. Then it got quiet and she stopped to listen. The two girls held their breath as Simon raised the wooden paddle, so all Hana heard was silence. She didn’t like that one bit. With a sound like a gunshot, her ass was suddenly on fire. He spanked me! He really did it! “Simon, stop that at once,” she demanded. “This has gone far enough.”

With nine more burning swats, Simon let her know that it had not gone far enough yet. Even when she was screaming at the top of her lungs after six swats, he kept at it. Then it stopped. He’s done, right? Not just pausing, but actually done. She couldn’t relax in the face of the uncertainty. Tears ran down her face and her throat hurt from screaming. If he’s done with me, then is Li next? God, no!
“Now who said you could stop calling me master?” said Simon. “I don’t want to hear Simon, get me out of here or Simon, don’t spank my fire engine red ass even though I can’t stop you. At least say, Master, please, I respectfully request that you consider getting me out of here.”

Hana opened her mouth and almost told Simon he was in big trouble and then she shut it. Maybe he’s not done spanking me. Is this a test? Jesus, my ass hurts so bad. It’s a test and if I don’t call him Master, then I can’t stop him from spanking me more. 

“Do her some more, Master,” said Kim. “Looks like it hurts like hell and she screams like a banshee. Do her again or would you please do me?”

Shut up, Kim! You are so gonna get it when we’re done. How can you ask for more for me or you? This seriously hurts. “Please, Master,” Hana said weakly, “I respectfully request you put down the paddle and I’ll do anything you want.”

“OK, I like the master part,” said Simon. “Nice and submissive. Feels so good to have a grown woman beg, but….” He paused for a few seconds. “… that wasn’t exactly begging. More like bargaining. You’ll do anything I want whether I put down the paddle or not. You have nothing to bargain with, so don’t do it.” 
There was silence behind Hana again and she knew what that meant. “For God’s sake, Master, please, don’t do it! Don’t spank me.” Her voice was desperate and shrill as her fear drove the thought of being respectful out of her mind. I hurt so much already. If he does it more… She couldn’t imagine that much pain, but she knew it would be horrible. “Please, Master, I can’t take it. Don’t do more!” Nothing I can do. Got my butt sticking out for him and the girls are watching. He swatted her hard, rapping off six more tortuous swats as she screamed unintelligibly. God damn, it hurts so bad. Can’t even beg. Why is he doing this? 
When he stopped, she panted for several seconds as she caught her breath. “Please, Master, don’t spank me anymore. Would you please have mercy on me, Master?”

“That’s better,” said Simon. “Just so you understand that it’s all up to me. All you can do is beg and hope I finally stop. Let me make this perfectly clear. I’ve assigned something special to every family in the cul-de-sac. Your assignment is to be my pain toys.” He rubbed her hot bottom with one hand and cupped a tit with the other. “Having you naked and tied is a special touch. Maybe I’ll fuck you. But your primary purpose is to be in pain.” 

“Master, that’s inhuman,” said Hana. In pain, her mind still reeled at the idea of him casually fucking her with her daughters watching. He could do it and I can’t stop him!
Surprisingly, Simon liked the sound of that. He was a god, not a human, so of course it was inhuman. 

“Silly helpless bitch,” said Simon as she argued with him. “Remember I enjoy this.” He gave her another four swats and her eyes nearly popped out of her head from the sheer helpless frustration. She screamed at the top of her lungs as he took her pain to a new level. He called me a silly helpless bitch and I can’t tell him what I really think of him. Just scream for him… be a silly helpless bitch… take it and learn your lesson. God, I’ve never had anything hurt so much in my life.
Then, for the first time since she’d been in the stocks, Simon walked around in front of her and she could see him. And he didn’t have the paddle. He had some other things, but not the paddle. “Choices,” said Simon. “For your own sake, you need to make the right choices. First choice, stick out your tongue or get more swats.”

When she stuck out her tongue, he grabbed it and put a clamp on it. Then he attached a chain and a weight to the clamp. “Kind of look like a dog now,” he said as her tongue dangled out of her mouth like she was panting. He put a two pronged hook on her nose, one in each nostril, and pulled the cord attached to it back over her head and tied it in place. “More like a pig now. See? Anything I want and you can’t stop me. No bargaining power at all.” He patted her head. “Good girl.” 
She’d wanted him out from behind her. Back there he was nothing but trouble, but then she learned that he was trouble for her face as well. Good girl! Treating me like a pet… like property. I am not a good girl, I’m a… silly helpless bitch who let him put me in the stocks and now… anything he wants. Now he went behind her again. As his hands cupped her tits, he said, “Damn, there’s nothing like feeling up a grown woman when she doesn’t want it.” He tweaked her nipples to hardness and then clamped each one and hung a weight from each clamp. “Nothing like showing a silly helpless bitch just how helpless she is. Well… nothing except showing her silly helpless daughters.”

Effectively gagged by her own tongue, Hana could only grunt her disapproval. Then he gave her two more swats and she screamed for him again. “Just to make those weights swing a little bit,” he said. What? Why? Hana wondered until the pain in her ass subsided and she could feel the pain in her nipples and tongue. Just another way to make me hurt. 

“Now, little Li, tell me what you want,” said Simon. 

“I want to get down from here,” she said. 

“Oops, you forgot to say Master,” Simon chided her. 

“I want to get down from here, Master,” she said, unable to keep the sarcasm from her voice as she said that last all-important word.

“Oh my, that didn’t sound right at all, did it? Let’s see if I can improve it.”

Unlike her mom, Li could look over her shoulder and see Simon raise the paddle. “Oh, God, no,” she said and then he swung the paddle down hard. She screamed, though she’d soon do that better. “I want to get down from here, Master,” she said so it sounded respectful this time. 

“Fast learner,” said Simon. “but I want you to ask for something else. You see, what I want you to want is to want what I want. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” she said and pondered what that meant. What does he want? He wants to be called Master and I did that. He wants to spank me, but no way am I asking for that. He wants me to be his pain toy, but I don’t have to ask for that. He’s gonna do that anyway. Smack! Oh fuck me, I don’t have to ask for that spanking either. She reached her peak scream volume and pitch on the fifth swat, but she still got all ten that he’d intended. 

It was after the seventh swat that she realized what she had to ask for. She just couldn’t get a word out until he paused after the tenth swat. He’s going to do it anyway, so it won’t hurt to ask like I want it. Maybe I’ll get off easy by asking for it. “Master, I want to be your pain toy.” She felt success when she saw the smile on his face. 

Yeah, cheered Kim silently. Be his pain toy. Silly little slut. You don’t really want that, but look at how nicely you squirm and beg. I’d like to spank that sexy ass myself. Sweet little sister ass all red and pretty. Hope I get that soon. 

“Good girl. Fast learner. That is indeed what I want. So nice to know you want it, too. Let’s see about making that come true.” No, let’s not. I did what you wanted. I asked for the worst thing I can imagine, so that’s gotta be worth something. Whatever he had planned, it involved untying her. She thought about what she could do once she was free, but he only untied her arms and then pulled her hands behind her back and tied her wrists together. With her arms held only by his firm grip, she thought briefly about fighting, but she wasn’t getting off the horse, so she knew it was only trouble. 

With her hands behind her back, Simon attached a rope to her wrists, ran it through a hook on the ceiling, and pulled her arms up until her torso was a delicate, straining arch. With her hips still firmly ensconced on the spanking horse, her head was straight up and she immediately felt the pain in her shoulders and arms. “So many ways to make my little pain toy hurt,” observed Simon. The sight of the little 6th grader arched and in pain for almost no reason was thrilling.  
He was gonna do this anyway, Li told herself over and over. It’s not because I asked for it. He had the ropes and everything ready, so it’s not because I asked for it. So many ways to make me hurt. Will he show me every one of them? Eeek, now he wants to feel me up? Well, it is easier for him to reach them like this. She cast a glance at Kim. I’ve got nothing there, but he’s still feeling me up. God, my nipples are getting hard. Oh, for God’s sake. “No, please, don’t, Master,” she said as he kissed her nipple. He kissed, licked, and sucked on the little buttons adorning her flat chest and they pointed straight out in response. Showing mommy’s silly helpless daughter what he can do. Now just how is that being a pain toy? It feels good. 

“Such pretty little nipples,” said Simon. “How could I resist them? It’s just too much fun to have a little girl like you so helpless that she can’t stop me from fondling her.” With her nipples hard, he clamped them and weighted them. Then he simply caressed her nude body, enjoying her bare back, tight ass, and slender legs.  
“Please, Master,” she begged. 

“Don’t like that, Li? Most girls do. But I’m ready to stop. I know that felt good and you asked so nicely to be my pain toy.” Simon picked up the paddle. Stretched so perfectly, her ass was unprotected and now it was tight as her slender, naked thighs gripped the horse tightly. 

“Master,” she started to argue and checked herself. I asked because you made me. I need to tell him that… but I don’t want to argue with him… make him mad. Fuck, I’m getting spanked whether I like it or not. Silly helpless bitch needs to keep him happy. “Spank me as much as you want.”

Unable to see, Hana was still aghast at what she could hear. My baby’s in pain, but how? He’s not spanking her, but she sounds like she’s in pain just being there. And what’s he doing to her… to her nipples? My God, she’s only 12. Fondling. Kissing. She’s too young. Why is he doing this? Nothing I can do… what?! She just asked to be spanked? What is he doing that’s worse than spanking her?
“I will,” said her Master and he brought the paddle down hard. It was such an exquisite target, it was so red, she screamed so nicely, and she was so silly, so helpless, and such a good little bitch. He gave her ten swats and then stopped. Finished with her, he slipped a button vibrator against her clit and turned it on. Being a pain toy wasn’t all about pain. It was about enjoying the pain. He’d been heavy handed with Kim by forcing her to enjoy the pain, but he wanted to slowly train Li to get pleasure from the pain. Hana would be the control subject. 
What the fuck is that? Li wondered at the buzzing in her pussy. Some new torment? Doesn’t hurt… yet. 

As Master’s eyes fell on her, Kim was already wet and tingly from watching the rest of her family being tortured, not to mention the pain in her stretched body. I still feel the urge to obey Master and I know somehow he put that urge in me. Seems logical that he’s made me like pain. I just don’t know for sure. I’ve never been in such pain, so maybe this is the real me. Maybe he’s turned us all into our normal selves. Oh fuck it… whatever it is, I love it. “Master, please make me your pain toy,” she said. 
“You already are,” he assured her, tracing a finger from her throat to her navel. “What you want is for me to start playing with my special pain toy.” He put a finger to her lips before she could agree. “You’re gonna shock mommy.”

She smiled when he removed his finger. “Fuck mommy, Master. She’s a silly helpless bitch who hurts just because you want her to. Li’s a silly helpless bitch who doesn’t know what she’s getting into. I’m a helpless bitch ready to play hard with my Master.” Not silly. I just know what I want… why I’m here… how to please my Master. 

As Simon bent to suck on her nipple, she moaned in anticipation. She craved pain and knew it wouldn’t hurt, but then pain wasn’t what it used to be. Pain was pleasure and pleasure was pleasure. His lips kissed and sucked on her nipples and she was delighted that Master had finally gotten to her tits. Electric tingles shot through her already aroused body and she began to feel the ache of an orgasm that wouldn’t happen. “Oh, Master,” she cooed. “I need you so much. Please hurt my nipples like mommy’s and Li’s.”
“So nice of you to ask,” Simon told her. With her nipples hard, he clamped them and hung weights from the clamps. “I know that the first time a boy has seen and touched them you’d be disappointed if he didn’t hurt them, too.”
“Yes, Master,” she agreed. She hadn’t quite thought down that path, but now that he’d mentioned it, she did want him to hurt them. “Master, I want to know what a spanking feels like,” she suggested. 

“I know you do,” said Simon. “Just one more thing first.” 

Perfectly comfortable being naked and helpless, Kim nevertheless blushed as his fingers reached between her pussy lips. Gawd! Mom’s right there and Li’s even watching a boy in my playground. What’s he up to? Better be careful down there unless he wants me to cum. “Aaahh,” she gasped in surprise as he clamped her sensitive clit. Oh, God, yes… the first time a boy’s fingered my pussy and I’d be disappointed if he didn’t hurt it. “Oh, Master, you’re so wicked,” she gasped in appreciation. Then he put a weight on the clip. “Thank you, Master. You’ll spoil me.”
Let me see! Hana almost said it aloud, but she didn’t want to draw attention to herself and she wasn’t really sure she actually wanted to see. In a way she felt better being insulated from reality. The sounds were bad enough. Li asked for pain, but Kim really sounds like she’s desperate for it. He’s hurting her nipples… clamped like mine? She wants a spanking. What is going on? 

To Kim’s delight, Simon picked up the paddle and redden her ass with ten swats. She couldn’t help but scream just as loud as her mom and sister. It hurt like hell… there was just this exquisite flood of pleasure that followed on the heels of the pain. Her ass hurt and so did her nipples and clit. After the seventh swat, she thought she was going to cum from the pain and the tug on her clit. 

“Please, more, Master,” she begged. Another ten will do it for me. Spank me to orgasm. Let’s really shock mommy. 

“Have patience, Kim,” he said. “I think little sister is about to blow.”
Indeed, Li was having her own private battle. She knew about the birds and the bees and heard some girls talk about sex, but nobody had ever got around to mentioning orgasms or actually said that it felt good. She ached all over and she was still trying to figure out what the insidious vibrator was doing to her when she suddenly realized… my pussy tingles and it feels wonderful… like nothing I ever felt before… something’s wrong… I hurt and I don’t want to feel wonderful… and warm… and squirmy. It was at that moment when Simon said she was about to blow and that pretty well summed up the feeling. 

Alarmed, Li looked desperately at her Master. What does that mean? What are you doing to me? Stop it, whatever it is. “Master, I feel funny,” she moaned. “What’s… what’s… ummm… oh God.” She had a sudden desire to feel his touch and she only barely managed to keep from saying that and said only, “My nipples.” Touch them now! Then it was too late. “Oh God,” she gasped one final time and then her young body tensed in her first ever orgasm. Hurts… feels good… don’t buck or it hurts my arms… don’t squeal like a silly helpless bitch… so good… nothing I ever felt before. Gawd, I look like I’m having a fit… bouncing the weights…grinding and… gawd, I look like I’m trying to make him look… I’m naughty and I can’t help it.

“Li’s cumming, mom,” announced Kim, just in case their mom couldn’t tell from the sounds. “Fucking hot as hell, Li! You’re so sexy and gawd, isn’t Master wonderful?”

Shut up! I look like I love this! Fuck, I do love this part… not the hot as hell part or the sexy part or being naughty… and I don’t think Master is wonderful… just feel good all over. God, no! Get away from me with that paddle. I feel good and you’ll ruin it. She was at the peak of her orgasm when Simon rapped off three moderate swats. It hurt, but it wasn’t enough to interrupt her orgasm. Then it faded and she was left feeling more like she was on display than ever. She’d definitely gotten Master’s and Kim’s attention. They were still staring at her as her little chest heaved and she practically glowed. She hurt all over, yet there was warm, pleasant feeling that lingered after her orgasm. The moment seemed special to everyone, so she broke the mood, “I still hurt, you know, Kim.” If that’s what you wanted to see, can I get down now, Master?
“Yeah, that was hot,” agreed Simon. Better than he’d imagined in fact. “Now time for you,” he said to Kim and started swatting her red hot ass. Each swat was wonderful pain and pleasure. Her ass hurt. The jiggling weights on her nipples and clit hurt. Her entire body ached from her stretched position. On the seventh swat, she started cumming. 

“Watch me, Li. Just like you,” she gasped as she thrashed in her bondage. Her Master landed four more swats and then reached between her legs and tugged on the chain, yanking her clit back and forth. Her experiments with pleasure had been guilty excursions that resulted in little orgasms and this was nothing like one of those. 

When it was over, Simon removed Kim’s clamps and Li’s vibrator. Leaving them in their extreme positions, he stepped behind Hana and took her from behind. Just when she thought it couldn’t get worse, he raped her in full view of her daughters. He came within seconds, being careful not to let his control subject cum. 

Finished with them, the young god freed them. He even let them get dressed, but he wouldn’t let them leave him just yet. He’d taken so much from them that he didn’t think a simple orgasm was enough and he hadn’t allowed Hana one at all. Handing them each an amulet, he said, “You were all wonderful, sexy pain toys and I’ll use you again. In return, I give you these amulets. I expect you to wear them at all times. They’ll protect you from rape, robbery, murder, any kind of violence. You can walk the worst neighborhoods and be safe.” He didn’t expect them to be grateful or consider it an even trade. It was more than he had to do for them though. 

“Now, you may talk about this between the three of you, but no one else. Know that I’ll be back for more and there’s nothing you can do to stop me. You’ll simply be ready for me when I return. Between now and then you won’t dread my return anymore than you dread a flu shot. Kim, you won’t look forward to my return anymore than you look forward to dessert.” 
He left them no worry about their future, but didn’t take away their memory. Kim couldn’t forget the contradictory feeling of pleasure derived from pain. It would become her favorite fantasy as she waited patiently for another round. Yet, at the same time she hated the fantasy. She went to the basement to look at the wicked equipment, but it was all gone. Simon had returned it to its owner, none the worse than when he’d borrowed it. 

Hana had nothing but horror and a bottom so sore she didn’t sit for days. It was galling to remember everything and then not be able to muster any feelings about Simon’s next visit. Li found herself in the most confused position. The pain had been terrible, but then Simon had ended with that orgasm thing. It was her only sexual experience and though she wanted that feeling again, the road to it was a painful memory. 

Simon Says

By Kenna

Chapter 11
(gggg, mgfF, romance, mc, inc)

When he got home, Simon went immediately to Di. “Need some help, baby sister,” he said and she bounced eagerly on her toes all the way to his room. She was disappointed that the blow job lasted less than a minute. It wasn’t a total loss though, since he left her as a sexy hungry preteen and she teased him for half an hour. Then he fucked her to three orgasms and one of his own. 

“Thanks, little sister,” he said now that the incredible lust was gone. 

They were naked in Simon’s bed when he returned her to normal. She fought the urge to dash off to regain her dignity. With the memory of rutting naked just seconds earlier still fresh in her mind and the pleasant feeling of physical release still alive in her body, it wasn’t hard. They’d seen each other and done things that made her comfortable being nude. Besides, there were bigger things in her head. “Simon, what just happened?” she asked. “I mean, not just now, but what happened to… to… umm… you needed me. You needed to burn off something. Why?” It was like he wasn’t even Simon and that worried her.
Simon couldn’t quite put his finger on the allure of what he’d just done. The three Oriental girls were beautiful and sexy and he’d had a great orgasm with Hana. But that’s not it. Whatever it was, I just suddenly had an extreme sexual demand… lust… undeniable urge. And it was a delayed reaction. After pounding Hana from behind, I was fine. Gave them the amulets and then on the walk home it hit me. They were so incredibly helpless… squirming and begging… knowing what was coming, but unable to do anything about it. Next time they’ll kneel at my feet and let me restrain them even though they know the consequences. I’ve had mom and Mrs. Kilmore and Molly at my command, but having Hana… a grown woman… so helpless… was incredible. Same with Kim and Li… I’ve fucked with so many girls already, but this was special… so powerful. 

Fearing he’d fall victim to that lust all over again, he forced himself to not relive the details. “I don’t know, Di,” he said. “There’s just nothing to stop me from doing anything I want.”

“Your magic?” she asked. Her voice was soft, skeptical, but concerned it was true. “You can do anything?”

“Practically,” he said. Aside from the commandments and the other gods, there were no limits and he’d just proven it with the Kwans. 

“Make me a chocolate chip cookie,” she said. 

“Easy,” he said and one appeared as he snapped his fingers. “Mrs. Fields,” he added, since that was Di’s favorite. He made sure it was paid for as well. 

“I suppose so,” she agreed. He’d done much more than that so the cookie was too easy. She snatched it from his hand and took a bite. “Jeez, you’re right. Warm and soft, too.” Taking a second bite, she said, “Make Kari appear floating over the bed. Naked. And make her ask if she can eat me.”

“Really?” asked Simon. She’d been disgusted about doing it with Kyra. Sure baby sister had done it eagerly, but this wasn’t baby sister next to him and he couldn’t believe she’d want Kari like that at all, let alone with him in the room. 

“Sure, why not?” she shrugged. “Nothing you haven’t seen before and she’s cute. Besides, you wouldn’t pop in a boy and let him play with me.”

She was right about that, but Simon didn’t know how she could be so certain. He snapped his fingers and Kari appeared naked and floating face down over them. “God damn it, what the fuck?” she exclaimed in surprise as she looked down on the brother and sister. He’s doing it again. I’m cleaning my room and then I’m here. Naked and… oh shit! Her eyes settled on Di and ran down to her friend’s wet pussy. “Di, may I please get my face down in your beautiful pussy and make a feast out of your delicious juices?”

Di giggled. “Good one. That was better than I expected, Simon. Yeah, Kari, come on down. Simon just filled me up, so you get a double treat. My cum and his cum.” 

At Simon’s command, Kari floated down and settled her face in Di’s crotch. One swipe of her tongue and she knew Di wasn’t kidding. Boy and girl cum. Yuck! “Please, Simon, may I enjoy it?” I mean, as long as I’m here, why not feel good about it. Unable to resist Simon’s control, she returned to licking Di hoping Simon would grant her request. 
“Yes, you may,” said Simon. However, he didn’t do anything to help her. “You’re allowed to enjoy it or you’re allowed to hate it or anything in between. Whatever you want.” He winked at Di. “Let’s see what Kari really thinks about eating pussy.”

Kari’s tongue didn’t waver as it dipped again and again into the messy pussy, drinking the disgusting brew. C’mon, you’re not gonna make me enjoy it? Just make me do it? Watch the real Kari and what she really thinks about going down on another girl. How cruel can you get? Slurping and tasting and trying to make Di cum. How does the real Kari feel about this? Fuck me, I’m naked… I hate that. I’m eating pussy… I hate that. They’re watching and enjoying… I hate that. I have no control… I hate that. She better cum quick.
“So, where were you this morning?” Di asked. 
“None of your business,” said Simon. 

“Oh, c’mon, Simon,” wheedled his little sister. “You go out and come back so horny even baby sister was surprised… and happy… but surprised and you’re not gonna tell me anything? You kinda scared me.”

“It surprised me, too,” admitted Simon. “Sorry if I scared you. Anyway, I was at the Kwans.”

“Ohhh, getting a little Japanese pussy?” she teased. “Hear that, Kari? He’s making his rounds in the neighborhood. We can ask Li about it at school on Monday. You do their mom, too?”

“Yeah, all three of them,” said Simon. 

“So, you nailed the three of them and then needed more when you got home? I sucked him and fucked him, Kari. He came twice. Bet you wish you had a big brother.” She laced her fingers in Kari’s hair and aimed her friend’s tongue at her clit. “That’s the spot, Kari. Seriously, you don’t know where to lick a girl or were you just enjoying Simon’s cum?” She giggled at Kari’s blush. 

Feeling her face warm at the suggestion that she enjoyed Simon’s cum, Kari wanted to protest it, but she couldn’t stop. Hell, I thought I had to lick his cum up. She went out of her way to mentioned it, so I just assumed… For God’s sake, I didn’t feel that same lack of control about his cum as I do about her pussy. Oh my God, I assumed… and I really didn’t have to… I ate up his cum and I didn’t have to! 

Amazed at Di’s behavior, Simon figured little sister was already pretty close to baby sister and maybe closing the gap each time they had sex. She was considerably toned down from the wild sexual creature she could become, but still carefree and enjoying lesbian sex without worrying about his presence. At the same time, she’d picked up on the change in him and had a very touching sisterly concern about it and he decided her really loved his little sister. “It wasn’t like that,” said Simon. “I only came once over there… in Hana… Mrs. Kwan.”
“So… um… so something else… happened?” she glanced down at Kari who was doing a much better job now that she was aimed correctly. 

“I’m not telling,” said Simon. “I don’t want to kiss and tell.” More like spank and tell. “Just be glad…” She’s really getting off on Kari’s tongue. He rolled to face the pair to get a better look. “… be glad I’m saving it for the Kwans.”

“Uh huh,” agreed Di, only half listening. “It’s OK… ohh, that’s the spot… you should… umm… should do something diff’rent… gonna do all… God, Kari… every house?”

Kari’s blush deepened as she thought about what she was doing. I wanted to eat his cum. Don’t deny it. I wanted to. It doesn’t taste that bad. Crap, it’s disgusting and slimy and I like the taste. Simon is fucking with me, right? He said he wasn’t, but he is, isn’t he? What if he isn’t? Jesus, there’s her clit… all hard and ready to cum… tasty little tidbit. OH MY GOD! I so do not like how she tastes. Please, tell me Simon is fucking with me. I like eating pussy! Look at her… trying to carry on a conversation… but I’m getting to her… sweet pussy… I’m gonna make her cum… yeah, and you’re so damned proud of that, aren’t you? Yeah, I am. 

“Yeah, every house,” said Simon. The little lesbians were exciting to watch even though his cock was too tired to respond. “Something different for every house. I’ve already done us, the Kilmores…” Damn this is good. “… Jacksons, Kwans, and McCanns.” Who would’ve thought Di was into this?
 “Yeah,” Di agreed with whatever her brother had just said. “Damn, Kari, he’s… he’s making you… hah! … eat me, but he’s… ohh, yeah… not making you… do… it… like… THIS!” As she exploded in orgasm, Di dropped her hands to the bed and let her friend show her true colors. Kari pressed her face into the wet pussy, eagerly prolonging Di’s orgasm. This is wild! Look at what I’m doing! She’s having a good one and I did it! Fuck, I’m a lezzy. Hell, I’m whatever Simon makes me, but I think this is real.
Once Di’s orgasm ended and she basked in the afterglow of her fourth orgasm, Simon nodded toward Kari’s cum covered face and said, “I think she enjoyed it.” 
“You made me,” said Kari, dismissing the observation. 

“I did not make you enjoy it,” said Simon. 

Oh God, don’t say that. Really? That was me enjoying it? Maybe it was. Maybe it’s not him making me want to kiss her and touch her tits… but, I want Simon to fuck me… well, not really. Not like I’m gonna offer, but if he makes me… it’ll feel good. Does that make any sense at all? I can’t like girls and boys. As sure as she was about that fact of life, of course she was wrong. “Can I go now, Simon?” she asked plaintively. “I’m suppose to be clean…” She was dressed and in her room “…ing my room.” Dismissed so quickly, she yelled at thin air, “You’re welcome!” 
Simon rested his hand on Di’s bare tummy and she looked at his hand and then at him. Deciding it wasn’t a sexual touch, she said nothing. It took him a few seconds to say what he wanted to say. “I love you, Di.” She looked askance at him. “I mean, as a sister. You’re worried about me, you know? I mean, mom is worried, but she wants to lecture. You sounded like… umm… like you want to talk about it or fix it or something, not like you want to stop me.”

He loves me? Like a sister? He wants more from me than just to talk. Loves to fuck me, too. Something make me special to him? Not knowing about the McCanns except that he’d just mentioned he’d played with them, she assumed she was his favorite sex partner. He’d come to her more than he’d done Kyra. Not like I like being special that way. “Yeah, well, I am worried. You tell me you can do so much and there’s nothing that can stop you. That sounds really… creepy. I’ve been thinking about it this week … you know, what would I do if I could do anything? And… well, I wouldn’t mess with the family and I wouldn’t be having sex all the time, but then you’re a boy.” And that’s all boys want these days. “I dunno. I just think you maybe ought to talk to somebody about it… get a second opinion sorta… and I’d do that for you.”

“I’ll think about it, Di,” said Simon. Would I have to tell her I’m a god? She’d think that was creepy. How much could I share with her? Do I really want to talk to somebody about it? Talk to my sister instead of another god? Could be an interesting perspective.

Di shrugged. “You don’t have to hide it from me. I… um… I’ve felt what you can do and… well, there’s nothing to hide.” She looked down at his flaccid cock. “Say, umm… would you mind…” She blushed. “I mean, so far I’ve only seen it when I can’t help myself. Could I just look at it… your cock?”

Guess I’ve had time with her, so what the hell… Let’s play doctor. “Sure,” said Simon. For a few minutes he let Di sate her curiosity rather than her forced lust. It was cute the way she couldn’t meet his gaze while she examined him. 

It occurred to Simon that Di wasn’t entirely honest with him… maybe not with herself. She said, she wouldn’t be having sex all the time, but she had asked for Kari. Maybe she wouldn’t do it all the time, but she would once in a while. Maybe she’d understand me better if she had her own little bit of power. “Di, how’d you like it if I made Kari obey everything you say. You could invite her over anytime and have her go down on you.”
The curious 12-year-old looked up at her brother and rolled onto her back. That was more fun than I’d thought a few days ago. Kinda nice to have a girl do that. Especially Kari… known her since 3rd grade… best friends and all… jeez, is that why Simon thinks I’m special? Because we’re close? Shouldn’t have let him know I wanted her in the first place… that I like girls… but so what? “Yeah, that’d be cool,” she agreed. “How about Kris and Li and Kari?”

Simon chuckled when she named off all the neighbors who were in the 6th grade with her. “Yeah, OK, you can have your own little clique at school and sex toys in the neighborhood.” He snapped his fingers. “They will now obey your every whim. And I promise that I won’t interfere… I want you to know that whatever you do with them is your idea.”

“Kewl,” smiled Di, her mind already plotting. She got up and got dressed to plan out the afternoon. 

To take his mind off the morning, Simon played with his X-box. Lunch was quick and then he had been back at the video games for 15 minutes when he heard, “Simon, may Allah come to introduce myself.”
That’s different, thought Simon. Nobody else asked to visit; they just came. Something different about Allah? “Yes, of course, Allah.”
 “Thank you, Simon, god of San Diego,” said the god as he appeared, looking appropriately Arab, but dressed like more like a jet setter from California. “I see you put up defenses this morning. Up to something?”
“Defenses?” asked Simon. Yeah, I was up to something… a really nasty power trip with the Kwans. “Oh, you mean that’s why you asked to visit?”

“Precisely. Yesterday everybody could see what you were up to and no permission was needed. Today you are a blank and I asked out of courtesy. So will the others from now on.”

Simon knew that Rama had said the gods needed permission to visit him, but he hadn’t thought that applied to introductions. To his discomfort, he realized they’d all be watching him for the past week. Glad I shut it down before this morning. 

“There is something that requires explanation to keep you out of trouble,” said Allah. “First commandment, I am the Lord your God. You shall have no other gods before me. All the other gods are the stuff of myth and I’ve got a whole religion built around me. So, you may find yourself asking why was I allowed to create a new religion. Right?”
“Yeah, you are different,” agreed Simon. “So why?”

“Answer is, I didn’t create Islam,” said Allah. “My brother Mohammed did. Charismatic speaker he was and he convinced a lot of people in his time. The one God holds me blameless. He wasn’t upset with Jesus that his disciplines held him as the son of God and created a new religion. Jesus got sacked because he brought people back from the dead.”

“Rama told me about Jesus,” said Simon. 
“Still, it would be a good thing if you kept an eye on those around you to make sure they don’t start anything. Christians and Muslims been fighting ever since and last thing the world needs is another religion, Simonism or something.”

“You stayed in the Middle East,” Simon pointed out. “Looks to me like you’re attached to your followers.”

“So it might seem, but no,” said Allah. “You may find yourself drawn to North America and Europe because you find women of your race to be the most appealing. So it is with me. I like Arab women to fulfill my needs.” He winked. “Besides there are certain other unique benefits from the region. One, you find stripping a woman to be exciting, but you should try the same with a devout Muslim woman. Face stripping and then slowly exposing every inch of a body that only her husband ever sees.” His smile broadened to a grin. “Second, imagine what it’s like when a Muslim woman meets Allah in the flesh. She’ll do anything without any coercion.”
As Allah explained his attachment to the region, Simon nodded in understanding. The god was 1300 years old and still had a thing for the pretty girls. “Sounds like a pretty sweet deal.”

“Indeed,” said Allah. “I’ll be going now. Good job last Sunday.”

“Thank you,” said Simon. “And well done to you, Allah, for ending the drought.”

After Allah departed, Simon was upset that Rama hadn’t told him he had to defend his territory and wondered what other tricks he didn’t know about. The idea they’d been watching was annoying, but then it reminded him that he could be watching Di and her new toys. At lunch, his little sister had asked mom if she could have friends over. Though he wanted to watch, he had things to do and had to settle for a miracle that recorded the events for him to watch later. 
When Kari arrived, she knew something was up. It wasn’t the first time she’d been summoned with no power to refuse, but she was surprised it was Di this time. No matter who it was, she understood she was just a toy. Di told her to remove her shoes and socks and sit on the bed. On her mistress’ command, Kari sat on the edge of the bed with one leg dangling over the side and her other leg pulled up to put her foot in her face. In disgust, she sucked her bare big toe, a display of flexibility that Di found erotic. “Pretend it’s a little cock,” said Di. “Five little cocks. Suck each one.” God damn, why is she doing this? Why me? My toes are sweaty and disgusting… who’d have thought of this… just so humiliating… like Simon can do, only this is Di. Suck my big toe… in and out like a little cock… now the next toe… crap, she’s enjoying this. 

When Kris came through the door, she stopped dead and stared at Kari. “What’s she doing?” she demanded. And why? 
“What’s it look like?” said Di. “She’s sucking her toes. Take off your shoes and socks and get up beside her. I want you to suck your toes. Start with the big toe on your right foot.”

“No way!” said Kris and then she realized that Di had the same ability as her brother. I’m gonna suck my damn toes whether I want to or not. Look at Kari… blushing… she didn’t stop when I came in. She doesn’t want to do it either, but she has to. She looks ridiculous and that’s how I’m gonna look, too. As she untied her shoes, she said, “C’mon, Di, don’t be like this. I thought we’d play and have some fun.”

“Doesn’t it look like she’s having fun? She’s having so much fun she can’t stop,” said Di. “I know I’m having fun. Suck that toe, Kari. Show Kris how to do it right. Taste as good as it looks? You know we’re just getting started. Now do the other foot, one toe at a time. Kris, hurry up. She wants some company.”

“For God’s sake, Di, I thought we were friends. Please, don’t make me do this,” pleaded Kris. She pulled off her socks. Answering the call to hurry up, she rushed to the bed, sat on the edge, and raised her foot to her mouth. “Oh, God,” she whimpered just before she sucked on her big toe. Fuck! I’m doing it! Just because Di wants me to. Why? At least I took a shower this morning. It’s so humiliating. Fuck! I’m wearing a skirt and now it’s not hiding anything. 
Now that she had two friends embarrassing themselves on her bed, Di used her digital camera to take a few incriminating photos. “This is what Kari and Kris like to do when they get together,” she teased. “You guys look so stoopid. Betcha feel like that, too.”  Don’t take pictures, Kris silently pleaded. She’s gonna show them to somebody… her brother… his friends… our friends… and tell them this is what we like to do. Sucking my toes and flashing my panties. Please, Di, what do you really want?
Di would have continued, but it was Li’s turn to stumble into her web. “Holy cow,” said the slender oriental as she stared at the two toe suckers. “You guys having a contest or something?” Like who can get their foot to their mouth? That looks naughty, too. Jeez, Kari’s bare leg bent up and doing the splits sorta… but Kris is wearing a skirt and I can see her panties stretched across her privates. 
“Yeah, a contest,” said Di. “Get your shoes and socks off and squeeze up there between them and suck your toes.”

“You’re kidding,” said Li. “They can do it, but I don’t want to.” She knelt down and untied a shoe. Oh no, this is like this morning. I can’t stop. Fresh off a morning’s torment by Di’s brother, Li didn’t even complain. She knew this feeling. I’m gonna to it and nothing I can do to stop it. They aren’t doing it because they want to either. At least I’m wearing shorts. 
With the three 6th graders sucking their toes, Di teased them while she took pictures and then set aside her camera. “Time for something different,” she said. Kari was on one end and Kris on the other with Li between them. “Li, let Kari have your foot. Kari, suck Li’s toes. Kris, let Li suck your toes now.” The girls shifted and bent their legs in a different direction. Taking the offered foot, Kari and Li sucked their friends’ toes. 

With Kari’s legs both dangling off the bed now, Di grabbed Kari’s shorts and pulled them down. Whining, Kari couldn’t stop Di. Oh, hell no, not my shorts. This is how it’s gonna be. We’re all gonna be naked by the time she’s done, aren’t we? “Keep sucking those little toesy-woesies,” said Di as she pulled Kari’s shorts past her knees. “I’d say sucking toes is gonna be the least of your worries soon. Already got pics of Kris’ panties. Pretty soon I’ll have them all.” Di knew how they felt and knowing how helpless they felt made it better. It was way more fun to be on the delivering end than on the receiving end. 

Di made them switch again and Li sucked Kari’s toes while Kris sucked Li’s toes. She took off Kris’ skirt while her legs were free and then she stopped them so she could take off Li’s shorts. “Now, sit with your legs spread,” she told her victims and took pictures of their pantied crotches. “If you’re good, I won’t show these to the boys at school.” 

Humiliated, the three girls thought they knew what was going to happen and being stripped by Di and photographed partially naked and then naked was bad enough. Then, Di said, “Li, take off Kari’s shirt and look like you’re having fun.” I’m gonna strip Kari? I don’t want to see her naked and I don’t want to help make her naked… fight it… oh no, don’t grab the bottom of her shirt… jeez, pulling it up… I hate this. Huh? She’s taking pictures? Hell, it’s gonna look like I want to… do I look like I’m having fun like she said? Oh God, I do. There’s her bra… pull her shirt over her head and I’m smiling. I don’t like girls like that… but she’s making it look like I do.
“Kris, take off Li’s shirt,” said Di. She caught it all on her camera as Kris happily, playfully removed Li’s shirt. Kris was even grinning at the sight of Li’s little nipples on her flat chest as she felt a pang of pity for the little girl who didn’t need a bra and hadn’t worn one. Then the pity was replaced by humiliation as Di said, “Lick and suck her nipples like you’re having fun.”

Kari took off Kris’ shirt and Di took pictures of the three cavorting in their underwear, all having fun on the outside and cringing on the inside. Jeez, I look like a lesbian, thought Li. Nothing but my panties and playing with them in their underwear… and smiling! When their bras came off, the girls traded passionate kisses. Oh God, thought Kris, I do not want to kiss a girl. Yuck! It’s Li and I don’t want to kiss her. The camera didn’t pick up any of the distaste the girls felt. Then Li attended to Kari’s small tits and Kari sucked on Kris’ cute mounds. When they took off each other’s panties, they thought they knew what was next. Of the three, only Kari wasn’t sickened at the thought of sex with each other. 
“Wow, Li, what happened to your bottom? Were you naughty and got a spanking on the bare from your mom?” asked Di. As soon as the words escaped her mouth, she knew she was wrong. 

“No,” said Li. 

“Did Simon do that?” Li shrugged. “I’ll bet he did.” Shrug. “And he told you that you can’t tell anybody.” Shrug. “Fuck, so that’s what he was up to this morning.” She could imagine red bottoms on Kim and Hana as well. 
Surprising her slaves, Di said, “All of you get down on your hands and knees and kiss my feet. That’s my good little toys, kiss my feet.” She took pictures of the three naked girls pressing in to kiss their mistress’ feet. The pictures wouldn’t clearly show who was who, but Li’s red bottom was unmistakable. Then she positioned Li so she was on her hands and knees crossways in front of her. Resting a foot on Li’s back, she said, “Kris, come suck my toes. One at a time. Start with my big toe.”
It was a moment that Di had been waiting for, half worried that it wouldn’t be as good as she imagined and half worried that it would be. If it was, it might be embarrassing. But, then again, her slaves wouldn’t tell anybody about it. “Look up at me and look like you want to do it,” she told Kris. “Look like you worship me and my feet.” As she watched her friend’s tongue lap at her toes and pretty lips suck on her toes, Di knew it was going to be at least as good as she imagined. “Ohhh, yes, my little foot slut. Suck my toes… that feels so good… lick them… slowly… worship my feet… lick between my toes… mmm, that’s just too good.  See if you can get all my toes in your mouth at once… oh yeah, Kris, that’s amazing.”

Swapping feet, she told Kari it was her turn. With another girl worshiping her other foot, Di was in heaven. Kari couldn’t help but look like her mistress’ foot was the most important thing in the world, yet Di knew that was far from the truth. Wow, that’s just the hottest ever… looks wicked and feels so good… Without ceremony, she stripped off her clothes and lay on the bed. “Li, lick my pussy. Kris and Kari, get busy with my feet.” Who’d have known my feet could be an erogenous zone. Wow, sucking my toes and eating my pussy… tweaking my own nipples… feels good all over. 
When an orgasm rocked her body, Di had her friends switch positions so each of them got a chance to make her cum with their tongue. Sated for the moment, Di downloaded all the pictures and the four girls watched an incredible sequence of three 6th graders pleasing their 6th grade mistress. 

There was something missing from the pictures and Di got an idea on how to fix that. Her slaves looked eager when she wanted them to look like that, but she wanted them to sound eager, too. The digital camera would take movies, too, so she gave the girls a script and made them say it like they really meant it. One by one she recorded the three girls all saying the same thing. 

Kris went first. “Hi, everybody. This is Kris Jackson, 6th grade slut.” Just in case anybody sees this who doesn’t know me. Damn, I know I shouldn’t have given my name, but I had to. “Check me out. I’m naked all over.” Kari stopped and turned around, letting everybody see her from every angle. Fuck, I’m naked all over and now everybody saw me. Who’s gonna see this? “I love being naked and I’ll get naked for anybody who wants to see me.” No, I won’t. Well, maybe I will if Di says so, but I won’t like it. Hope to God she’s not really going to show this to anybody. “Right now I’m naked with my friends, Li Kwan and Kari Kilmore. Fuck, are they sweet little pieces.” Don’t believe me! This is sick. “I love girls… know what I mean?” Wink. Fuck, no way I can deny it after that. “Love touching them all over. Love kissing them. Love the taste of pussy.” Just did it for Di and no, I didn’t love it. “Love the feel of a girl’s tongue in my naughty slit. Yep, I’m a lezzy and proud of it.” How embarrassing can she make this? “Not that I’d turn down a nice hard cock if one was handy. Yep, I’m a cocksucker and proud of it.” Downright mean and nasty to make me say that. “Call me sometime so I can show you what I do best.”
With three damning videos on her computer, Di went for one more. On the final video, the three girls did just what they said they loved. They fondled, kissed, and went down on each other, even having orgasms that surprised and disgusted Kris and Li. Now they had to live with the knowledge that they’d cum from a girl’s tongue. 

When he watched the video later, Simon discovered he was proud of his little sister and her twisted mind. She’d done much more with the three girls than he’d imagined. It was only a few days ago she’d expressed disgust at making out with Kyra and apparently that was just because Kyra was her sister. Di was into girls and into domination. Perhaps she’d learned the latter from him, but he was certain he’d had no influence on how she’d used her new slaves. 

Simon had discovered that being a god was like having an Internet connection to the world without needing a computer. Within his territory, he could get just about any information he wanted. As Di played with her friends, he put a plan into motion to get some money without breaking any of the commandments. Visiting a bounty hunter, Simon proposed a simple deal. If he brought in someone who’d skipped bail, he wanted 25% of the bounty. Naturally, the man scoffed at Simon. “Just who do you think you could bring in on your own,” asked the man, who went by the name of Bullet. 

“Who’s on the top of your wish list?” Simon asked a question he already knew the answer to. 

“Top of my list or who I’m lookin’ for now? ‘Cuz the top isn’t possible. Skipped to China or something and no extradition. They ain’t coming back.”
“Top of the list,” said Simon.

“Hendersons. Mark and Ollie Henderson and Jake McPherson. Bank heist went bad and they killed a couple people. Stupid ass judge gave ‘em each a half million dollar bail and, duh, they paid and skipped the country. I’d settle for a quarter of that, but ain’t nobody gonna bring them back from China.”

“So, you think I can’t,” said Simon. “But if I did, then you’d give me a quarter of it.” A bounty hunter got 10% of the bail bond, so he knew what he was asking for. 

The big man laughed. “Bring ‘em in and I’ll give you a quarter of it, kid. Hell, if you bring ‘em in, why not just turn ‘em over yourself.”

“For starters, I don’t have a license to be a bounty hunter and I don’t want anybody to know I’m involved, so you get the credit and you pay me $37,500 in cash.”

“More like around 28 grand after taxes,” said Bullet. “I get the 150 grand, pay the taxes, and slip you a quarter of what’s left.” He threw up his hands. “What the hell am I saying? Kid, you got a snowball’s chance in hell of bringing in anybody, let alone the Hendersons. Start small. I got a guy hiding somewhere around Chula Vista, Ray Banner. Find him and I’ll split the grand with you.” He laughed at the absurdity of that little challenge. 

It had been simple to make a deal with Confucius. All he had to do was miraculously kidnap the three men from Hong Kong and make them appear outside Bullet’s meager offer. In return, Confucius spirited away seven Chinese girls who’d been kidnapped and brought to LA. With a snap of Simon’s fingers, the three fugitives jumped across the Pacific to a sidewalk outside a non-descript office in San Diego and walked in the door.  

Bullet couldn’t get his gun out fast enough, but the three made no attempt to run. As they raised their hands, Mark Henderson said, “Take it easy. We’re turning ourselves in. We decided we have to pay for what we did.” With Simon’s help, they had come to that decision and decided to plead guilty at their trial. 

“What the fuck?” said Bullet, looking at Simon and then back at the three. “On your knees, hands behind your head.” He cuffed his catch as they offered no resistance. As dollar signs danced in his head, he asked Simon, “How’d you do that?”

“My secret,” said Simon. “I can be pretty convincing. Now, just remember none of you mention my name. You flew back on your own and turned yourselves in. You never saw me,” he instructed the criminals. To Bullet he said, “They turned themselves in and you never saw me. When you get paid, I get paid in cash. You’ll probably all go to the funny farm if you say a kid brought them in, so just keep me out of it.” 
After getting an advance of $2000, Simon left a little command in Bullet’s head that it would be unthinkable to not pay his new assistant the rest of his share. 
When it was almost time to go visit the McCanns, Simon showered and put on some nice clothes for his “date” with his three lovers. He was thrilled at the wild pace and passion of using the Kwans, but he loved the quiet passion he spent with the future mothers of his children. When he arrived, Molly and Jamie were in the kitchen and Laurie met him at the door. Her eyes widened at the sight of three dozen roses in his arms, a dozen for each of them. 

It was Laurie’s turn to go first in bed, but first he led her to the family room where they necked and petted like two teen lovers sneaking away from their parents. The first time they’d had little foreplay and now that Simon was devoting more time to his mates, they were happy to slow down and take their time. 
After just a few minutes, Simon’s hand was under Laurie’s skirt resting on her thigh and her lipstick was smeared. “I love you,” he whispered in her ear. He’d just said the same to Di, but this was different. He’d only made Laurie, Jamie, and Molly want to have his children and as a side effect, he loved them as his wives. Each of them was different and after the first two family affairs, he’d made love to them separately. Alone with Simon, Laurie was shy, but she’d open up to seduction. When she was ready, he led her to her bedroom and slowly undressed her. Since she liked the missionary position, that’s how they made love – slow, tender, confident, and passionate instead of a frantic desire to consume his seed. It left him free to kiss, caress, and admire her while they fucked. 
When the two lovers were finished, dinner was ready. Aside from knowing looks, there was no reference to the fact that Laurie had a fresh deposit of Simon’s sperm. There was also no reference to Molly and Jamie getting their turns after dinner. They were a family; he had three wives who got along famously. 

Impressed by the roses, Jamie and Laurie were even more surprised during dinner when Simon said, “I thought we could go shopping tomorrow afternoon. I’d like to buy you dresses for the dance next weekend.”
The two girls giggled with delight. “Simon, you don’t have to do that,” said Molly. “I mean, I can buy them their dresses,” she added, aware that she’d dampened her daughters’ spirits. 
“I want to,” said Simon. “I can afford it and that’s how I’d like to spend my money… on my special girls. I thought dresses for them and a visit to Victoria’s Secret for you.”

“Simon!” Molly actually blushed at the suggestion. “That would be… I mean, I have no idea what you’d like.” And I can’t take you into the store to help me look. “You don’t have to really buy me anything.”

“Wouldn’t be as much fun if I had to buy you something,” he said. “I’d like to buy you something sexy to wear. I’d like to take care of all of you.”

“We don’t need anything from you, Simon,” said Jamie. “We have you and we’ll have your babies. We don’t need anything more.”

“But, nice dresses would be nice,” said Laurie. Don’t argue with him. I think it’s sweet he wants to buy us dresses. 
“I like taking care of you,” insisted Simon. “I love you all and so I like doing nice things for you. So, it’s settled. Dresses for you two and, Molly, if you don’t want something from Victoria’s Secret, then maybe something else?”

“Victoria’s Secret would be perfect,” said Molly. Now that the idea was no longer a surprise, she was flattered that he’d think of something like that. Then she surprised herself by saying, “You should get something sexy for the girls from there.” That’s right. They ought to look sexy for him, too. 

“Maybe,” he smiled. The thought had crossed his mind, but he didn’t want to play favorites by overindulging the girls. “I figured their dresses would be sexy,” he winked. He could take them to homecoming naked and make sure nobody even noticed, so he figured he could get them very sexy dresses and not make a scene. 

“There’s something else I wanted to talk about,” he said as they ate. “You all know that I can do things… magical things… don’t you?”

“What kinds of things?” asked Molly. She knew, but being this open about it made her uncomfortable.

“Like fooling around with all the girls in the neighborhood,” said Laurie. 

“Laurie! Don’t say that!” said Jamie. “I mean, so what. It’s OK, Simon. We know we’re special.” We know you do something with them, but we also know we’re special. Nobody talks about it… but all the other girls are afraid of you… not us. “You love us.”

“You are the loves of my life,” Simon reassured them. So blunt about it and I didn’t even know they knew. Is it really OK with them? “Nobody else will have my children. Nobody else goes to dances with me, has dinner, loves me, or anything like that. I take care of you and nobody else.”
Magical things like making all the girls do what he wants and then not talk about it, thought Molly. Something’s been up with Brenda, Janice, and Iris this week, but they won’t talk about it. Everybody knows something’s different about Simon. He can make people do things… did he make us want to have his babies? You know what… it is odd for all of us to want that, but it sure feels like it was my idea. Did he make us love him? Well, I know that he really loves us. That’s right, we love him and he loves us. Why wouldn’t we want to have his babies… special babies… Simon’s babies… we’re so lucky that he would even let us… because he loves us. Her circular logic couldn’t draw a line between Simon’s influence and her own mind. They were in love.
Molly said, “That’s all that matters, Simon. You love us. You have three wives.” What? I didn’t mean that. He can’t have three. “I mean, three special girls… women… uh… lovers.”
“Girlfriends,” piped up Laurie. 

“Nobody else gets you every day,” Jamie added to the list of things nobody else got to do. He cheats on us, but we have him and his babies. We’re the ones he comes home to. Sorta. “You should just move in here,” she said. 

“Laurie!” said Molly. It was the second time she had to shut down that idea. “How would that look? He can’t just move in. Everybody would know whose babies we’d be having then. No doubt about it.” Great as that sounds, it would just be too obvious. Of course, Jamie and Laurie go to the dance with him… who else takes two girls… and then they end up pregnant. That’s pretty obvious. And, oh by the way, mom’s pregnant, too. How are we going to hide that?  
That was exactly the line of thinking that Simon was working toward when he said he would take care of them. Ignoring the debate over what to call his three mates, he said, “I could move in. Nobody would suspect anything. I could make sure of that… magically.” God or not, I like the sound of magic instead of miracle. Sounds better to people anyway. “You’re all going to have my baby and if we do it right, you’ll all have a baby the same day. And… this is the important part… nobody will think that’s odd. Nobody is gonna get concerned at all that I’m the father. Understand?”
“Brilliant,” said Molly, relieved that her major worry for the past week was eased. “It’s perfect. I want your baby like nothing else, but we can’t have people knowing and asking questions.” Nobody would understand how I can love a 14-year-old boy so much. 

“So, you’ll move in?” asked Jamie.

“Please?” added Laurie.

Simon’s eyes went from one to the other. How can I say no to that? Rama said, ‘People are pets.’ Shouldn’t I just be able to treat them like nobodies? Confucius say, ‘Live as a human for fifty years. Know what it means to be human. Do not take away what you’ve given to Molly, Jamie, and Laurie. Dump Crystal and take Jamie and Laurie to homecoming. Enjoy their love. Nail the other pretty girls without a second thought, but treasure your children and their mothers.’
Simon got up from the dinner table and knelt by Molly. “Molly McCann, I love you and want you to be my wife. Will you marry me?” He held out a diamond ring that existed only in their minds as real as Molly wanted it to be. He’d get the real thing later when he could pay for it. 

The woman looked surprised, embarrassed, and guilty. He’d asked her and not her daughters. It hardly seemed fair to snub them like this, but she wanted it more than anything. “Yes, Simon, I love you. Of course I will.” He slipped the ring on her finger and rose. 

Kneeling in front of Jamie, he said, “Jamie McCann, I love you and want you to be my wife. Will you marry me?”

It was Jamie’s turn to be surprised. “Can he?” she asked her mom. “Marry us both? Yes, of course, Simon. I love you, too.” Who cares if it’s legal or not. I’ll marry him, too. “Ooo, it’s beautiful,” she gasped as he slid a ring on her finger. Then she nodded pointedly toward Laurie. 

Laurie was already grinning as he knelt in front of her. “Laurie McCann, I love you…”

“Yes, yes, I will,” said his third bride even before he could pop the question. “I love all of you,” she added. 

“Then it’s done,” said Simon. “We’re married.” So says the god of San Diego. “I should kiss the brides.” He kissed Laurie, then Jamie, and then Molly. His wives kissed each other, unabashedly passionate kisses between spouses because they felt as wedded to each other as they were to Simon. 
“Now,” said Jamie in exasperation. “Are you going to move in?”

“Yes,” said Simon. In fact, his clothes now hung in the master bedroom closet and everything he owned was in the house. 

“I’m too excited to eat any more,” exclaimed Laurie, leaving her dinner half finished. “Mrs. Simon Houghton,” she said proudly, relishing her new position. “Mrs. Simon Houghton,” she nodded to Molly, “and Mrs. Simon Houghton,” she said with a nod to her sister. 

“Oh, I can’t believe it,” gushed Jamie. “It’s a dream come true. Mom, you should go… you know, um, consummate the marriage.”
“Let’s all do it,” said Molly. “The dishes can wait.” With that, the four of them went to the master bedroom. 

For a change, Simon lost his clothes first as his new wives helped him out of them. Then he undressed Molly and took the older woman in his arms. She was more his than she’d ever been and now he was hers as well. It was hard to believe this was his wife, a beautiful woman in her late 30s who loved him and wanted him. With magical strength, he swept her into his arms and laid her on the bed. Then, he lay down with her and made love to her lovely, freckled breasts. 
When Jamie said, “We’re like all married, you know?” both Simon and Molly looked at the two young wives and saw she was talking to her younger sister. Laurie was acting shy and timid as her big sister and fellow wife tried to convince her that wives could love each other. The two sisters kissed and while Simon and Molly warmed each other up, they couldn’t help but occasionally glance over as Jamie stripped Laurie and caressed her young body. “There’s nothing wrong with it, Laurie,” Jamie said, taking a perspective that Simon hadn’t considered. “We all belong together and I want to make love to my wife.”
“They can take care of themselves, lover,” said Molly as she rolled Simon onto his back and straddled him. Over the past week, Jamie and Laurie had tried the top position as well and decided that was for Molly. They preferred other positions. With his cock engorged to 8-inches, Simon watched as Molly rose up, savoring the long, slow release and then sank back down, drawing him deep inside her again. 

She took her time as she rode her husband’s cock. It was her second marriage, but she had never loved her first husband the way she loved Simon. Sure it had been true, deep love, but nothing compared to Simon. It was hard at first, but Simon kept his attention focused totally on Molly. As her pace picked up, he forgot about the two teens exploring each other for the first time. When the two climaxed simultaneously, Molly slipped to the side and lay to one side of Simon while her daughters were buried in a 69 on the other side. 

That is so absolutely, fooking wrong, thought the mother of two as she watched the lesbian, incestuous scene. What would anyone say if they knew the two of them enjoyed each other like that. Besides Simon… he likes it. Besides me… damn, I shouldn’t like it. Jamie’s turn with Simon next and fuck if I know why, but I can’t wait to waggle my tongue in that little wench’s pussy. He’s opened up a whole new way of loving my little girl… girls… both of them… my wives now. Then it was a matter of waiting for the two lovers to sate themselves.
The two girls took each other to multiple orgasms, seemingly insatiable to Simon and Molly. For Molly it was frustrating to watch them. There just wasn’t room for her in the tangle of bodies and she couldn’t wait to show Laurie how much she loved her. It wasn’t a matter of satisfying each other, though. Jamie had two things on her mind. The first was obviously her little wife’s pussy. The other was their husband’s cock. Simon’s cock always responded quickly when it was baby-making time, so it was a matter of minutes and several orgasms before Jamie’s head popped up. “He’s ready,” she grinned. “Back later, baby,” she said, kissing Laurie’s tits and then her lips.

Taking her favorite position on her hands and knees, Jamie wiggled her butt invitingly. In response, Simon moved behind her and slipped his cock into her doggy style. Stabbing deep, he admired the perfect ass, one of three in the room… the one that he was most familiar with since she liked that position so much. 

At the same time, Molly got off the bed, walked around the foot, and climbed back atop Laurie. Cuddling the 13-year-old, she leaned down to kiss her wife. “Mom!” complained Laurie. She’d just eaten her sister-wife for a quarter of an hour and now mommy-wife wanted some time with her. 
“Don’t you mom me,” said Molly, cradling the lovely face. “You’re my wife as sure as anything and I’m gonna show you how much you mean to me.”

“I know,” said Laurie, “and I love you just as much. Just can we start slow again…umm” What to call her? Molly? No. Mom? No. Jamie just called me baby… God, I love that… her baby… “…just kiss first, honey?”

“You bet, darling,” said Molly as they all sought unique terms of endearment for the unique partners in the four-way marriage. Can’t believe I’m about to do this, but it seems so right… so perfect… oh how I love her. She leaned close and sought refuge for her tongue between the soft warm lips of her 13-year-old wife. 

Deeply in love with his three wives, Simon pounded into one and enviously watched the other two. It was an incredibly erotic sight as the two shifted into a noisy 69, but it was also a tender, loving moment since he shared their feelings. He took his time with Jamie, fucking her to two orgasms before he filled her with his baby juice. 

The four relaxed and cuddled on the big bed for half an hour and then Simon said, “Your turn, Laurie.”

“But she went once already,” said Jamie. 

“Your turn, Jamie,” said Molly as she took her older daughter in her arms. Jamie’s turn to make love to her wife. “Just shut up now, sweetie. She hasn’t done it as his wife yet. She needs to.”

“Oh,” said Jamie. “And we haven’t done it as wives either, sugar,” her eyes twinkled with delight. They briefly battled for the top position before Jamie surrendered that to her wife. It didn’t really matter. They were making love and maybe she’d get the top the next time. 

Simon Says

By Kenna

Chapter 12 – Simon Does a Good Deed and Has Some Fun
(mffF, mFff, bdsm, humil, inc, mc)

Sunday morning, Simon woke up in the king size bed in the master bedroom with Molly snuggled next to him. He remembered that part and then when he opened his eyes, he was looking right in Laurie’s twinkling eyes. Leaning over the bed, she kissed him and he realized it wasn’t the first time she’d kiss him. There’d been at least one more, the one that woke him up. 

As her husband stirred, Molly rolled to kiss him and then she kissed Laurie. “Morning, stud,” said Molly. “Morning, darling.” Stretching, Molly pushed the sheet down and sat up. Both wives were wearing big T-shirts and panties and Simon wore just the bottoms of his pajamas. 

“Jamie’s making breakfast,” said Laurie. “Be ready in ten minutes. C’mon down before it gets cold.” She straightened up and left to go help with breakfast. 

“Now there’s something you don’t see every day,” said Molly, “or ever for that matter.” Simon raised his eyebrows, wondering which of the many things that had just happened she was talking about. A 14-year-old waking up next to a grown woman? A mom kissing her daughter like that? A lucky guy with three wives? “They don’t ever fix breakfast unless I tell them to. Special for our new husband.” Or something I hadn’t even considered? 
Simon chuckled. “I didn’t think making breakfast was that big of a deal. You, Molly my dear, shouldn’t be the only one who takes care of the family and the house. Now that we’re all married, I’m sure Laurie and Jamie will take more responsibility.” He still saw the older woman as the primary breadwinner for the family. While he could make some money helping out the bail bondsman, he was only taking a fraction of the man’s income. It certainly wasn’t enough for a family of four. He and his two younger wives should and would contribute to the household, though he wasn’t going to use magic to change them from schoolgirls to housewives in an instant.   

“I’m not so sure about that,” said Molly. “I love them, but I have to keep on them just to take care of their own rooms and things. Lord knows they have reason to change, but they’re still just girls.”

Simon kissed her and rolled out of bed. “Shall we go see what the chefs have prepared?”

“Yes, let’s,” agreed Molly. 

When Molly and Simon got to the kitchen, Jamie insisted that they sit and relax. She poured them orange juice, milk, and coffee and Laurie set plates of steaming eggs, bacon, and French toast in front of them. 
“My, my, my,” said Molly as she looked at the bountiful breakfast. “We should get married more often.”

Jamie sat while Laurie filled two more plates. “About that, sugar,” she said, “Laurie and I decided you can’t be the only one doing things around the house. I’m in charge of laundry and Laurie’s in charge of house cleaning. We’ll do the dishes and the cooking, but we need you to teach us everything you know about cooking. You’re in charge of shopping and, well, bringing home the bacon. And you, stud, can mow the lawn and take out the trash and make babies. Deal?” Share the chores and share the stud. Don’t want him picking favorites. ‘Specially if it’s not me.
“All that?” asked Molly in surprise. “Sweetie, that’s wonderful. I think that’s a good way to run the family. Just one thing I want to add. You and Laurie… and you, too, stud… school and homework come first.”

“And football, don’t forget he’s a football star,” added Laurie. 

“Deal,” agreed Simon. “You two sound like Confucius.”

“Oh, Confucius say school and homework and football come first?” teased Jamie. The four of them laughed, but only Simon knew that was roughly what Confucius had told him this week. He wasn’t going to add nail the pretty girls. No sense in making his wives more jealous of all his opportunities for that. 
When breakfast was over, Simon excused himself and said he had some things to take care of. He promised to be back in time for lunch. 

For his good deed of the week, Simon had an ambitious idea that was inspired by Confucius putting another brick in the Great Wall of China. The ancient god had created a strong, homogenous society and so Simon wanted to strength his society, the US, or at least the western half of it. He went to the border between the US and Mexico to perform his miracle. It seemed easy enough, but he paused to think of the ramifications. 
“May I enter, Simon?” asked a soft, feminine voice. 
“Please, Mazu, I’ve been waiting for you,” he replied. He’d been keeping track and she was the only god or goddess who hadn’t come to meet him yet. 

A large woman appeared next to him. Simon didn’t consider her fat though she was large in every dimension except height. She was round, voluptuous with breasts that defied measurement. There weren’t enough E’s in effervescence to describe the huge orbs though they floated rather than sagged. She was beautiful in a way that Simon found inexplicable, except to simply remember that she was the earth mother. She was effervescence, bounty, fertility, love, and caring. 

“Thank you, Simon,” she said with a smile that hugged Simon. “It’s been years since another god has looked at me with such reverence.” She giggled and added, “You’ll get over it.”
Simon blushed and she giggled again. “And even longer since I’ve made a god turn that shade of pink. Those old farts don’t have enough blood in their veins to manage that shade.”

Embarrassed, Simon changed the subject. “Good job last week restoring that coral reef and this week for saving that girl’s life.”

“And to you for setting that man on the path to redemption,” she said. “What do you have planned for today?” 

Simon had realized just today that he was the last to perform his good deed by virtue of the fact that he was in the last time zone. It was already Monday for most of the world and he’d paid his respects to the other gods for their deeds. Now it was his turn. “I’m going to strengthen the US by blocking illegal immigrants from entering the US.”

“Why would you do that?” Mazu was puzzled. 

Simon immediately thought he’d erred in his choice of good deeds and turned defensive. “It’s kinda of like what Confucius does when he puts another brick in the Great Wall. I thought I’d make the US more homogenous.”

“Which is not what defines the US, is it?” she cut in. “Confucius has defined China for millennia to its detriment, in my humble opinion. The US is a melting pot and a sanctuary for people looking for a better life. Embrace what you have and make it better in its own way. Where people live is of no consequence to gods. And the biggest reason not to block them is that Athena, Allah, and Anansi like to send their people to you. Just a week as a god and you don’t want to make enemies already.”

Simon scratched his head. “I have to consider what they do in their domain and I can’t do what I want in mine?” 

She shrugged as if to say, why not? “You have to consider what effect your actions have on the other gods. Blocking immigration, legal or not, affects those around you. Consider this, my friend. How many gods and goddesses have been born since Joan?”

Simon thought it was a trick question and it was. “One, just me. The others are older, aren’t they?”

“You have met all the living gods and goddesses and yes, they are all older than Joan. There have been 463 born since Joan, not counting you. Now…” She held up a hand to cut off his skeptical rebuttal. “Now, you are the fourth god since Joan to survive more than a week. There’s that much temptation to a lad or lass your age and most do something really, stupidly tragic and that’s the end of them. The other three gods didn’t last a year. I believe you’re here for all eternity for four reasons. One, you take advice. Two, you think before you act. Three, you’re in awe of yourself. Four, you’re practicing locally. Blocking immigration is not practicing locally.”
“Nobody said it was that easy to… die,” said Simon. “Rama told me the rules, but he didn’t mention that.”

“I’m telling you now that you’ve made it past the first week. If it was easy… if we held your hand… there’d be too many of us. Imagine all those Roman and Greek gods. Packed in that little space.” She laughed at a thought that she shared, “Eris was the only one to survive from that lot. She’ll tell you that chaos and discord reign and she’s right.”

“I believe it sometimes,” said Simon. “Finding a good deed to do is harder than it seems. I mean, picking one anyway.”

“My advice is to create an advisory board,” said Mazu. “Scientists, CEOs, politicians, regular people. How do you think Loki knew a bridge was going to collapse or that Kokopelli knew a village needed water? You need to create a network that speaks to you. Don’t go out and invite people to advise you, just tap a few minds and put all the information together. If you had an advisory board, someone would tell you that the San Andreas fault is about to blow a gasket. If you don’t mind my suggestion,” she said as an aside, “you could make a series of little quakes to relieve the pressure so there won’t be a big one. Saves a lot of lives. Make the Sunday evening news with a little scare to prevent the big scare.”

“Hey, that sounds great!” It was the kind of thing he’d been looking for, but didn’t know how to know something like that in advance. “How did you know?”

“I’m the Earth Mother,” said Mazu. “I know the earth. If you want ideas or advice about Sundays, ask me or Joan.” She vanished. 

Offered a chance to make a difference, Simon consulted a scientist at San Diego State University so he could understand how to make some little quakes and he got it done in time to make the Sunday morning news. People were alarmed, but safe. Which was more than could be said for the O’dell family. 

When he knocked on the door, 11-year-old Lindsey O’dell opened it and peered out at him without a hint of recognition. Simon had become a 10-year-old girl in her Sunday best. The O’dells had just returned from church and Lindsey was similarly dressed. He’d had Lindsey and Ginny on his mind since his dad had mentioned a threesome with them. He was going to include their mommy and make it a foursome… one adult and three little girls. “Hi, can I come in and play?” Simon asked sweetly, enjoying the voice that came from his lips. 

“Sure, come on in,” said Lindsey as if they were old friends. 

“I’m Susie,” said Simon. Everything about himself… herself… felt odd. Simon… Susie… had never worn a dress or satin panties. He’d never had long hair or an empty space between his legs. Just thinking about playing lesbian games with the girls would have made his cock hard, but instead it felt like a hard on inside out. All the energy of his arousal was packed inside a little button at the top of his slit and it sent waves of excitement through his body. He hadn’t even dared to look at himself naked. He wanted to surprise himself. 
Walking through the door, Susie tossed her long brown hair over her shoulder and assumed the persona of a little girl with more sexual experience than she should have. 

“Who’s at the door, Lindsey?” asked Ann. She poked her head around the corner. “Oh, a new friend?”

“This is Susie,” said Lindsey. “May Ginny and I play with her in my room?” Wonder where she lives? New in the neighborhood? She’s cute. 
“My, don’t you look pretty, Susie. Such a pretty dress. Yes, Lindsey, it’s an hour and a half until lunch. You can play until then.”

Susie preened in her dress, turning to show off the yellow dress from all angles. “Thank you, Mrs. O’dell,” she said. The two girls ran back to Lindsey’s room, picking up Ginny along the way. Susie only did a little tweaking of their minds to make them receptive to her naughty ideas. 

“What do you want to play?” asked Susie when the three were in Lindsey’s room with the door shut. 

“You’re the guest, you pick,” said Lindsey. 

“Let’s play spin the bottle,” said Susie. 

“Us? We’re just girls. Don’t we need boys to play that?” asked Lindsey. 

“You ever kiss a boy?” asked Susie. 

“No, you?”

“Me either,” said Susie. “I’ve kissed girls though. Just to practice for kissing a boy. It’s OK if it’s just practice. You want to know how to kiss before a boy kisses you the first time, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I guess so. If it’s just us I guess that’s OK,” said Lindsey. With that settled, she took the lead, “You can play, too, Ginny. The rules are one of us spins the bottle and has to kiss whoever the bottle points at.”

“Kewl,” said Ginny. The 4th grader thought nothing of kissing her friends with a quick peck to the lips or cheek. She didn’t have any idea why you needed to practice to kiss a boy. For that matter, Lindsey was out of her league when she thought about kissing. She was about to learn more about kissing than she imagined. 
Lindsey picked up an empty water bottle that just happened to be in the room, sat on the floor, and put the bottle in front of her. Ginny and Susie sat with the bottle in the center of the circle of three. As the guest, Susie spun first and made sure it pointed at Lindsey. Leaning together, the two preteens pressed their lips together and Susie made sure it lasted a few seconds before she stopped. 

Sitting back, Lindsey wiped the back of her hand across her lips. Why’d she do it so long? Jeez, she got my lips wet with her spit. “That how you kiss a boy?” she asked the younger girl. She got my lips wet. Kinda gross. Should I say something? 
“Sorta,” said Susie. “We’ll get warmed up and try something different soon.”

Lindsey spun the bottle and kissed Susie again who was less surprised that the kiss wasn’t very quick. Ginny took her turn and kissed Lindsey. She tried to make it quick, but Lindsey held her little sister by the shoulder and gave her a five second kiss. What do you think about that, Susie? Lindsey thought, not wanting to be outdone by her new friend. Is that how it’s done? She didn’t want to call Susie on it, so she was almost daring Susie to object instead. Susie got to kiss Ginny and then on Lindsey’s next turn the bottle pointed at Susie. 

“Let’s try something different. This is how you want to kiss a boyfriend,” she said. “You have to open your lips a little like this.” She opened her mouth to put half an inch between her lips. “Then I’ll show you something cool.” Lindsey followed suit and when they pressed their lips together, Susie slipped her tongue into Lindsey’s mouth and managed to keep it there for a couple of seconds before Lindsey pulled away.
Ewwww, she’s licking my lips… no, even more. It’s in my mouth. “Hey, that’s gross,” said Lindsey, wiping her mouth again. 

“No, it isn’t,” insisted Susie. “That’s how you kiss a boy and it feels really good… I’ve heard. You have to practice it. It isn’t gross. I just surprised you. Let’s do it again only you have to give it a few seconds and you can use your tongue, too.”

“Just one more and just four seconds,” bargained Lindsey. I suppose I was surprised, but why’d she have to do that and am I stupid or is there something wrong with me. I don’t want to do it again. Dang, don’t want to be chicken though. 
“OK, just four seconds this time,” agreed Susie. She kissed the innocent girl, pushing her tongue into the skeptical mouth and felt Lindsey’s tongue touch hers. She thought the kiss was wonderful. When they broke the kiss, she said, “Wow, that was a good one.”

“Well, it wasn’t gross,” said Lindsey. “You think I kissed good?” She sought out her new friend’s praise. It meant a lot to her to know she’d done it right. 
“Oh, yeah, I think you’re gonna surprise your first boyfriend,” grinned Susie. “You spin, Ginny.”

Susie was controlling where the bottle pointed each time, so on this spin, it was all part of the plan that Lindsey would show Ginny how to kiss right. Forewarned by Lindsey’s reaction, Ginny let her sister push her tongue in her mouth and even tongued her back. She was scared and grossed out, but not me. This is cool. The sight of the two prepubescent sisters tongue kissing made Susie’s pussy tingle and she understood what it meant for a girl to get wet. Her pussy felt wet and slick on the inside, though she doubted the other two were having the same reaction this early. 
The trio spun the bottle three more times each and by that time, the kisses were half a minute long and there was definitely nobody who thought they were gross. “Do we keep going?” asked Lindsey. “I mean, that’s enough practice, don’t you think?” Dang, do I sound like a prude? What’s wrong with kissing? “Or… I mean, maybe… we don’t need to spin it. We could just practice.” Jeez, why’d I say that? Do I want to kiss her more? Not like I need practice, but it’s fun and it feels good. 
Ginny was having the same feeling as Lindsey, but she stayed silent. Yeah, let’s do it more. Say yes, Susie. Say we could just practice. I’ll practice with you. 

“Let’s try something different again,” said Susie. “This time when I spin it, whoever it points at has to take off something.”

“Clothes?” asked Lindsey. “We can’t. Mommy will have a fit.” 

“No, she won’t,” said Susie. “She’s not bothering us. Besides, we could just say we’re trying on clothes or something. It’ll be fun. I dare you.”

“I dare you,” said Ginny to her big sister. She was enjoying playing with the older girls. It seemed like something for big girls (not her) and she was being included. Besides, they were all girls, so why would mommy be upset at all?

“Spin it, then,” said Lindsey. Caught off guard by the dare from her little sister, she was trapped. 
Susie spun it and made sure it pointed at Ginny. The 9-year-old took off her shoes and set them neatly to side. With a smug look on her face, she challenged them to say something. I dare you again.  Kewl, I got to go first. Let’s see Lindsey chicken out now. Double dare you. I’m first. I’m the youngest, but I went first!
The spinning proceeded around a couple of times. They were all missing shoes and Lindsey and Ginny were missing socks when the bottle ended up pointed at Lindsey. Nervously, Lindsey stood up. How can I get out of this? How can I stop without looking like I’m chicken. I can’t, can I? If it was one of them, they’d do it. Why do I have to be first? Look at Ginny. She thinks I won’t do it. Look at Susie. She wants me to do it. Is it really OK to do it if it’s just us girls? She’s so cute and the way she’s looking at me. Does she even know what a lesbo is?
Unable to think of an alternative without losing face, Lindsey unzipped her dress, slid it off her shoulders, and stepped out of it. She wore only her panties. Holy cow, Susie is staring at me. She folded her arms over her chest as nervous as if it was a boy instead of girl staring at her. Then she dropped her arms. What am I ashamed of? I’ve got tits. More than she’s got anyway. I’m starting. 
Indeed, Susie admired the little cones on Lindsey’s chest, her smooth tummy, the coltish legs, and the promise of what lay beneath those panties. “You can sit back down now,” she said. It looked like Lindsey was showing off and that was good. She just didn’t want to tip her hand too soon. It was only minutes away, but not if she scared Lindsey off. 

Two more spins and Susie removed her socks and her dress. She’d decided that she couldn’t let Lindsey get too far ahead and chicken out. “Wow, you’ve got boobs,” she said since Lindsey sat like she was trying to draw attention to hers. “I wish I had some.” That had the desired effect of making Lindsey look more relaxed. 

Ginny spun and the bottle pointed right back at her, so she took off her dress. About time, thought Ginny. Don’t want to be last. The three were down to their panties. As Susie spun the bottle and it ended up pointed at Ginny, the 9-year-old looked like she’d won the game. With a grin, she stood and pulled down her panties. I’m first! I got no boobs, but I’m naked first. Who’s gonna be next? 
“Just the two of us,” said Susie. “Ginny, you’re out. Let’s see who gets naked next. ” 

Lindsey put her hand on the bottle. Hope it’s not me, but what the heck. Ginny did it. Susie would do it. “What happens when one of us still has our underwear on?”
“Then just take them off. All of us should get naked just to be fair,” said Susie. “So you don’t even have to spin. We could do it together. Not like it’s a big deal, is it?”

“OK, that sounds fair,” agreed Lindsey. Isn’t it a big deal? Why did I think it was a big deal? We’re both girls and we’re both getting naked. Why the heck didn’t I want to take them off?  They both stood and slid their panties down. The way she’s looking at me. It is a big deal to her. She wants to see my cunny. And it feels good to have her look at it. Jeez, it’s like practicing for a boy to stare at me. She’s really, really cute. “You’ve got a cute cunny,” she said. Did I say that out loud? Oh my God, I did. She does. She is cute all over. But I’m so embarrassed now. She could feel the warmth of a blush on her face. 
She’d resisted until now, but she couldn’t wait any longer. Susie looked down at an incredibly erotic sight… herself. Slowly she took in her flat chest. At first, it was no different than her chest as a boy but looking farther she saw her bare cunny and that made her flat chest look very different. Seeing the complete package, she felt that inside out hard on intensify. It was wonderful! No longer was her arousal trapped in a throbbing, helmeted rod extending from her crotch. Now it spread between her pussy and her nipples and everywhere in between. 

As Susie looked back at Lindsey, the older girl sensed something was different. What’s going on? This isn’t like when I’ve seen Ginny or my friends without clothes. She’s acting like it’s something special. I feel it, too. Maybe we should stop.

It was the deciding moment for the god turned 10-year-old girl. Susie felt weird, but she wanted to do more. She wanted to know what it felt like for a girl to orgasm. “I… I… umm… think it would be nice if… if we kissed… you know, like this. Do you want to?” She was surprised at her own timid reluctance, like Lindsey and Ginny were seducing her. 
Me. Me. Me. I do. I do. Ginny wanted to volunteer, but it was clear that Susie had asked Lindsey. Insulted, she felt like she was once again Lindsey’s little sister who never got to do anything cool. She didn’t want to seem too eager and she didn’t want to be rejected, so she settled for being happy and excited for Lindsey. 

Lindsey could see Ginny’s excitement and realized that if she said no, Susie would probably ask Ginny. There’s one thing worse than kissing Susie right now. Watching Ginny do it and then I’d have to. I couldn’t say no. I’d be a big baby if I didn’t. Yep, going second would definitely be worse. “Y-yeah, I think that would be… cool,” she said. As soon as the words were out of her mouth, Susie surprised her by moving quickly. Oh God, she’s pressing against me and we’re naked. Kissing me. With her tongue. Oh… mmmm… that’s nice. Feels nice. More fun to kiss like this. She was putty in Susie’s hands, holding the kiss as long as Susie wanted. 

As Susie put her arms around Lindsey, her reluctance vanished. This was what Susie wanted... the hot little body that dad wanted… and now she had it all to herself. The sexy girl’s skin was smooth, soft, and warm. She could feel Lindsey’s heart beat as they pressed together with a hug and a kiss. “Wow, that was cool,” said Susie. “I liked that a lot. You want to try it, Ginny?”
“Uh huh,” said Ginny, who promptly put her arms around Susie’s waist and looked up into her eyes for a kiss. As Susie hugged her, Ginny parted her lips and let Susie kiss her. It was more than cool. She felt her tummy do flip-flops at the special attention she got. It felt good to be naked with the older girls and kissing, too. Susie’s clit throbbed as real as Simon’s cock as she kissed Ginny and felt the 9-year-old respond eagerly. I’m seducing her… corrupting her… wow, is she cute… hot… worth a little girl tumble in bed. 
The three girls spent a few minutes kissing, including some kisses between Lindsey and Ginny. Then Susie cranked it up a notch. “I know something else that’s even better. It’s like… well, this is just a warm up. You should feel what happens when you do this right. Who wants to go first?”

It was clear Ginny would do whatever Susie wanted in a second, but being the younger of the two she hesitated to give Lindsey a chance first. “It’s better?” asked Lindsey. This was already pretty spectacular. What could be better? “Yeah, I’ll go first. You’ll show us? Me?” God, I’ll bet it’s something about my cunny. I hope so.  I feel so excited… funny… ready… and it’s coming from down there. “What should I do?”

When Susie told her to lie down on the bed on her back, Lindsey climbed up quickly and lay back. She was nervous, but she was proud of the fact that she didn’t jump at all when Susie spread her legs and breathed on her cunny. I knew it. She’s gonna do something special down there. This is what’s better. What’s she gonna do? Oh my God, she’s gonna kiss me down there. Steeled for the press of Susie’s lips, Lindsey gasped in surprise when the little lesbian’s tongue parted her cunny slit and licked. What? Oh, wow! Not much different than a tongue kiss except Susie’s lips never even touched my cunny. “Aaah,” she gasped even louder when Susie’s tongue swirled around her clit. “What? Ohhhhh.”

Reaching under Lindsey, Susie cupped her new friend’s firm butt cheeks in her little hands and lifted her up. “Mmmm,” she rumbled as she tasted the sweet nectar. “Hope this feels good. I like how you taste. Mmmm, yummy.” 

The two innocent girls watched in wonder as Susie proclaimed the pleasure of eating pussy. She licked and nibbled on Lindsey’s clit. “You should kiss her now, Ginny,” suggested Susie and then she returned to taking Lindsey to her first ever climax. From Susie’s perspective, it was simply divine to taste Lindsey, watch the little girl’s arousal build, and then enjoy the sight of a passionate kiss between the sisters. She thought she could actually feel Lindsey’s desire build and then she realized it was more than arousal by proxy. Her own cunny was wet and tingling with a growing urgency in the little button in her slit. 
In just a couple of minutes, Lindsey had a pleasant, quiet orgasm. She lay there panting, enthralled at the feeling of pleasure and the joy of having a new and very adventurous friend. Then she giggled. “I can’t believe you did that! How’d you know what to do? It felt so weird, but good. It was like… I don’t know… would you kiss me now?”

With a smile, Susie lay next to Lindsey and kissed her. She took advantage of Lindsey’s emotional vulnerability to caress her little tits and nipples while they kissed. The older girl had her eyes closed in sweet bliss and Ginny leaned over to examine her sister’s cunny up close. As she looked, she used her tiny fingers to check herself out and find that same place on her cunny where Susie had licked Lindsey. It felt nice to circle her clit with her finger, but she wanted Susie to do what she’d done to Lindsey. 

“Would you do me, too?” Ginny finally asked, unable to resist any longer. 

“Sure,” said Susie. “And somebody has to do me.”

“I will,” said Lindsey quickly. I want to and not just because I have to. Not because Ginny will if I don’t. I just want to do that for Susie.

Circling Lindsey’s tits with a teasing finger, Susie said, “Well, I was thinking that you could rest, cuz I know it feels nice to just rest and relax right after you cum, so I thought Ginny could do me and then you could do Ginny. That way everybody gets to cum and everybody gets to lick somebody. OK?”
“Yeah, cool,” said Ginny. “I’ll do you now. Would you… do me, Lindsey?” She wasn’t so sure her big sister would be willing to do it, though it sounded fair. Of course, if she wants to do Susie, then I can wait. I sorta don’t belong with them anyway.
“Yeah, I’ll do you, Ginny,” said Lindsey and was promptly amazed by how that brightened the look on her little sister’s face. From that look alone, she wanted to do it even more. 

“Sweet,” said Susie. She lay back and invited Ginny between her legs. She’ll do me and then I can rest while Lindsey does Ginny. Dang, by then I’ll be ready for more. “There’s the spot, Ginny. Lick it and squeeze it with your lips.”
“I watched,” said Ginny, insulted that Susie was treating her like a little girl. “I know how to do it.” Despite her bravado, she was tentative as she took the first lick and then once she decided she liked the taste, she did just what Susie had done. 
With a heavy sigh, Susie lay back and just enjoyed the feeling. Ginny had paid attention and so all Susie had to do was let the feeling build. It was so much different than cumming as a boy. When he was aroused, Simon lusted after an orgasm. He knew the feeling and wanted it back. He worked for a climax and then suddenly there came a moment when he knew he was going to cum and within seconds he did. As Susie, the orgasm was not sudden. She lusted after an orgasm, yet felt it build slowly, spreading through her body as if it wanted to consume her in a slow fire. She didn’t have a jealous penis that wanted to own the whole feeling. Her clit shared it with her nipples, her tummy, her fingers and toes, and her heart. Ginny was licking her. Lindsey was kissing her. Hands caressed her nipples. Every part of her was on edge and then she was there. It was more gradual than Simon’s orgasm, but in the end, it was more sudden than she could stand. There was no warning. She just exploded as pleasure connected every fiber of her being. She was momentarily mindless, locked in exquisite bliss that rolled through her in waves. Then it melted away and she understood just how good it really did feel to relax with Lindsey’s lips and hands on her. And Ginny now on the other side, stealing time from Lindsey and doubling Susie’s pleasure. 
Watching Lindsey eat Ginny, Susie settled back to earth. So different. Not better. Not worse. Simon knows the power of an orgasm. The ejaculatory climax. The tense, all consuming moment that seized him. I know the power of an orgasm. The shared climax. The blissful, all consuming moment that rocks me. She knew Lindsey and Ginny were finished when the two rejoined her and they cuddled in bed. 

“It’s just about… what are you girls doing?” Ann was shocked from her casual announcement of lunch as she saw the three naked bodies entwined in what looked surprisingly like sex. 
Susie jumped at the sound of Ann’s voice, but not as much as Lindsey and Ginny. She’d planned on having Ann find them in a receptive mood and now the mother of the two prepubescent girls was anything but receptive. Susie fixed that in a flash with a snap of her fingers and the three startled girls saw a complete change. “I mean, what are you girls doing without me?” Ann came in and shut the door “Susie you are a doll. Lindsey… Ginny… I didn’t expect to find you… umm… you look sexy, too. Do you mind if I…” Join in?
“Mommy, are you OK?” asked Lindsey, she tried to disentangle herself or cover herself or something, but Susie just wouldn’t let go and she couldn’t get under the sheets that were trapped under the three of them. It’s just us girls and it’s fun, but mommy doesn’t belong. Gawd! It’s too embarrassing just to be caught, but even worse because she’s not upset. She’s… so weird… so what if Susie is a doll and sexy and I want her, but mommy ‘s looking at us like… jeez, she said we’re sexy!
“You have to spin the bottle, mommy,” said Ginny. Caught! But, it’s all better if mommy spins the bottle, isn’t it? She pointed at the plastic bottle in the middle of the floor. 

“Why, baby?” asked Ann. She’d changed from her Sunday dress to slacks and a blouse. Now she kicked off her shoes and socks and unbuttoned her blouse. They look so sexy. I never knew they could look like that. I need to touch them, kiss them, and lick them. I need them to do the same to me. To hell with what anybody else might think. They’ll never know. 
“She doesn’t have to spin it because she’s the only one left with clothes on,” said Susie.  

“Oh, right,” said Ginny as the older girl reminded her of the rules. “Go ahead, mommy. You can undress.”

Ann hadn’t stopped during the brief discussion and finished unbuttoning her blouse. It was amusing to have her younger daughter’s permission and, at the same time, see the concern in her older daughter’s eyes. As she took it off, Lindsey said, “Mommy, what are you doing?”

“What does it look like I’m doing, Lindsey,” said her mom as she unzipped her shorts. Can’t get out of my clothes fast enough. “I think you’re all scrumptious and I getting ready to tongue fuck all of you, starting with Susie. You think mommy doesn’t like playing games like this? I’m gonna kiss you all over and you’re gonna do the same to me.”

As Ann slid her shorts down, Lindsey watched in disbelief. Mommy in her underwear was no big deal, but it was a big deal that mommy didn’t mind them playing the naughty games and was going to play the games with them. It just wasn’t her place to correct mommy and as mommy shed her bra, Lindsey hardly noticed the little tweak that Susie gave her. Just like that… Mommy’s tits look scrumptious and I can’t wait to suckle on them and feel mommy’s tongue in my cunny. So naughty, but I want it and mommy wants to do it. 
When she was naked, Ann eyed Susie’s cute pussy and said, “I’m gonna just eat you up.”

The ravenous look in Ann’s eyes told Susie that she’d overdone the mother’s desire. She could tone it down with a thought and a snap, but it suddenly made her feel vulnerable and uneasy. Too intense. I had one orgasm as a girl. That’s enough. “Do Lindsey first,” she said and pulled her knees up to her chest. Wow, this is weird. Is this how girls feel about sex? It’s like I have to protect myself instead of just let go. 
Without a second thought, Ann turned her attention to her oldest daughter. One hand cradled her daughter and the other went to her smooth pussy as she kissed Lindsey. Ginny licked her sister’s nipples and then the big stiff nipples on mommy’s chest, suckling them like Lindsey wanted to. 

Simon returned to his normal self complete with a hard cock as he watched the mother-daughter trio adjust positions to sample each other’s treats. Feeling vulnerable as a girl, he couldn’t help it. It was a simple matter to make sure they didn’t even notice him standing and moving around to get the best view as the scenery changed. As the three girls had before, the two girls and their mommy took turns licking a pussy so everyone licked and got licked. 

The final turn went to mommy going down on Ginny, so Simon had Lindsey suck him off. As she deftly blew him, the 11-year-old thought it was perfectly normal to attend to Simon’s needs. After all, I know he just has to be as excited as I am to watch mommy and Ginny. It’s his turn for an orgasm and I’m available. I just can’t tell them or else they’d get jealous. When he came in her mouth, she swallowed it all so nobody would be the wiser. No sense in making a mess. 

The O’dells were left with confusing and conflicting impressions. Ann was embarrassed at her loss of control and her desire for Lindsey, Ginny, and Susie. With the distinct impression she’d gone down on all three girls, she knew she couldn’t talk about it to anyone except Lindsey and Ginny. Likewise, Lindsey and Ginny had a Simon-imposed vow of silence, though Lindsey had the additional vow to not even mention that Simon had been there, let alone that she’d gobbled down his cum, enjoyed it more than cunny, and wanted more. 
A little shaken by the intense vulnerability he’d felt as the opposite sex, Simon returned to his wives for some loving and lunch. Molly, Jamie, and Laurie brought him back to earth, bathed in love and heterosexuality. After another dose of baby juice to his wives, he told them he’d be back in a couple of hours and went to the Blackman family. 

The only black family in the cul de sac, the Blackman family consisted of the father, Henry, who was a workaholic; a beautiful mother, Tamara; and two girls, Janet and Dory, 10 and 7, respectively. As was almost always true, the absentee husband and father was at work even though it was Sunday afternoon. 

Simon let himself in and as soon as Tamara saw him, she stiffened. It’s the master’s son. He’s a bad ‘un. Whas he got in his head? All de menfolk be in the fields and jus’ me an’ de girls. Without acknowledging him, she turned away, hoping they’d crossed paths by chance. “You run ‘long, girls,” she said, pointing at the stairs to the second floor of the house. In her mind, it was a ladder to the loft of the barn where they were. 

“No, I want them to stay,” said Simon. 
“Yes, massuh,” she answered and the girls had the sense to stay where they were instead of following momma’s instructions. “What you wan’ wit’ dem girls?”
It was a surreal experience for the woman. Part objective observer and part victim to Simon’s will, she could see her two selves. She was a 21st century woman, a respected nurse with a family in suburbia. Several generations distant from slavery, she had a basic knowledge of the conditions back then interspersed with fragments of family tales passed down over the years. The modern day woman saw herself compelled to do her best to play the role of a pre-Civil War slave while thinking, to please the master’s son… to please Simon, the boy from down the street… I have to do it right. Am I talking right? Am I being submissive and respectful? What the heck is going on? Why am I doing this? What happens if I do it wrong? Not sure I could even do it wrong.  

“Same thing I want with you, Tammy,” said Simon.

“Massuh, you shouldn’t do nothin’ wit’ me or de girls,” Tammy said. Instinctively Tammy knew what he wanted and though she was a slave, she tried to talk him out of it, especially with her two little girls. The slave in her thought, he jus’ a boy. He ain’t never done nothin’ to me an’ I don’t wan’ him startin’. If’n he wan’ sumtin’ he better not touch dem girls. 
 “Tammy, you know my daddy is sick. He won’t be around much longer and then I’ll be the master around here. You better get used to doing what I say,” said Simon. “Now you turn and face the wall. You girls do it, too.” He picked up a wicked looking bullwhip. 

“Massuh, I ain’t done nothin’ wrong. Neither have de girls. Please don’t put a whip to us. They’s too young. If’n you gotta do it, jus’ whip me.” Dang it, don’t whip any of us, Simon. What’s gotten into you? Is he being forced to play his role? Who’s making us do this?
“Well, you’re talking back right now,” said Simon. “I don’t like it when colored women talk back. I’m gonna have to teach you a lesson and the girls are gonna watch. Now take off everything above the waist and put your hands on the wall.” He snapped the whip close enough she felt the wind against her cheek and heard the crack right by her ear. 
“Yes, massuh,” she said, too afraid to argue. If’n I don’t den de girls get whipped, too. Whip me? With that? What does he think he’s doing? How could I even think he might whip the girls? Dang it, I’m stripping for him. I have to, but I’m a grown woman and he’s just a boy. Acting or not, Simon is going to see me topless. No matter what Tamara thought, Tammy stripped above the waist and put her hands back on the wall to steady herself. She managed to do so without letting Simon get a good look at her breasts. 
Facing the wall, Tammy didn’t want to see what was coming, so when the whipped lashed across her back, it was a painful, searing surprise. She screamed as it felt like it ripped right through her flesh. I di’n do nothin’. He ain’t got no good reason to whip me, but if he gonna be the massuh soon, I gotta let him. Maybe he’ll get tired o’ me and de girls. Oh, my God! He did it. He actually whipped me. Just like I was really and truly a slave on his plantation. What’s happening? Is this a dream? God, it’s going to leave a scar.
After the second lash, Tammy screamed and then turned sideways, her arms covering her chest while she tried to deny Simon access to her back. “Massah,” she sobbed. “Wha’ you doin’ dis for? I gots ta know. I won’t never do it agin.” I knowed he was mean, jus’ not dis mean.
“Doesn’t matter,” said Simon. “Maybe I just want to practice. Don’t move.” He set down the whip and tied her hands in front of her as she quivered in fear. This is too much. How do I stop him? He can see my tits now and if I let him tie me… let him? I can’t stop him. The slave in me is too scared and I’m just watching… and feeling the whip. Try to get some control. Yet, Simon tied her hands easily and then attached her wrists to a rope hanging down from a block and tackle in the barn’s rafters. How did we even get here? What the hell? Nooo! Simon hoisted the slave into the air so her feet didn’t even touch the dirt floor. Then he stripped the rest of her clothes off. Simon! Don’t you dare! Don’t pull off my pants. Oh, my God, not the panties, too. Don’t look at me. He’s looking at my tits and pussy and I can’t hide. Giving a teenager a thrill. I can’t even say anything. Damn you, Tammy, get some backbone. Tell him he can’t. Oh, no, turning me so he can look at my ass. Every inch of me.  
The young god felt a rush from whipping the beautiful black woman. He knew the shock and humiliation she had to feel at being treated as a slave. Even he was embarrassed that he was taking the black females back 200 years in a macabre recreation of black slavery. Yet, he felt the power from doing just that. They were his slaves and he could do what he wanted with them. Whipping Tammy and hearing her screams was thrilling. Most of all, he felt the power of his control of the scene. The girls thought they were in a barn and that he was using a bullwhip. Tamara was feeling the pain and even imagining the scars and blood, though she was unmarked. He lashed her back two more times and then gave her ass two more lashes, eliciting piercing screams without inflicting the commensurate damage. 
“Now you know who your master is, Tammy,” said Simon. “Don’t ever treat me like a boy.” He left her hanging and tied Janet’s and Dory’s hands in front of them. 
“Don’t hurt dem girls, massuh. They too young to know what for.” By kicking, Tammy managed to turn to face Simon and the preteens. He gonna hurt dem. I jus’ know it. Dey jus’ little girls. Stop him, you stupid slave! He can’t do this! Tamara watched in horror as Simon tied her two innocent little girls. He pulled them into the air and she struggled for control of her body as he stripped them. The slave was upset. Even to her, the girls were too young to face what their master had planned, but she wouldn’t say anything more and it frustrated Tamara to feel the submission of the slave. 
Feeling the incredible power of having a 2nd grader and a 5th grader scream in fright, Simon raised the whip. The girls hadn’t even been touched with the wicked leather and already were breathless with fear. He lashed them each two times, letting them feel the pain and the warmth of their own blood running down their backs. He simply saw three squirming, helpless females as he toyed with their minds. 

With his cock throbbing from the power, he told Tammy, “I want Dory to suck my cock and swallow my cum. I’ll whip her unless you tell her to get her pretty little nigger mouth busy on my cock.” 

Nigger! What’s gotten into you? Suck your cock?! Jesus Christ, no! You can’t be serious. She’s just a little girl. I know’d he’s a mean ‘un. Didn’ think de girls would learn so young. “Dory girl, time you learnt to please a man. You open dat mouth and he put his cock in dere. You suck him like a babe on momma’s tit.”

He had them right where he wanted them as he lowered Dory and unzipped his fly. Then Simon undid the whole fantasy. Tamara, Janet, and Dory were still naked, but they were not the slaves of yesteryear anymore. “Tamara,” said Simon as she covered herself with her hands. “I want you to blow me. If you do, then it all ends. No more whipping. Your girls don’t feel a cock in their mouth. You, Tamara Blackman, get down on your knees and suck me off. Then it’s over.”
The proud woman felt the slave leave her as well as the pain. Aware that her body was not scarred, she looked at her daughters who seemed oblivious to the whipping they’d just received. It was like a nightmare had ended, but she understood that somehow Simon could make the nightmare return. “Let’s go to my bedroom,” she suggested.

“Right here,” said Simon. 

“The girls?” She looked nervously at the little ones. 
“Stay here and watch,” Simon said. “You don’t have to blow me while they watch. We can go back to where we just were.” 
Back to where we were? Just where was that headed? Tamara thought the choice wasn’t really a choice at all. Simon was about to get a blow job from Dory in that fantasy world, so either way, things were going badly. Better her than you. She jus’ a slave girl. You a free lady. Tamara shook her head at Tammy’s unbidden intrusion. So that’s how a slave thinks. 
As Tamara knelt and licked his cock, Simon smiled and sighed in satisfaction. She knew what she was doing and, to her surprise, his cock tasted like white chocolate-raspberry. The tip was tasty, but the root was decadently delicious. The deeper she went the better it was. The talented cocksucker worked for every delicious inch. As her final reward, his cum was like the dark chocolate center of a truffle. 

Satisfied with a load of his cum in Tamara’s tummy, Simon made them forget about the entire ordeal. The only thing that lingered was Tamara’s memory of the most delicious cock and cum she’d ever tasted. 

Alone at home, Simon thought about his plans with the neighborhood. With only two families left, he was determined to finish making his rounds despite his recent marriage. His wives said they understood as long as he came home to them, loved only them, and let them bear his only children. Aside from his parents and sisters, he felt no attachment to the rest of the neighborhood. To him, playing with the women and girls surrounding him was little more than a video game with better rewards for winning. The girls were just players he could manipulate in what was now becoming eight different video games each with their own theme. Of the nine houses in the cul-de-sac, only this one, his home, was real. 
To keep it real, Simon did his chores the hard way. A snap of his fingers could have leveled the grass more precisely than the lawnmower, but he used his sweat instead. Afterwards, he was relaxing on the couch when Jamie came and sat down, put his arm around her, leaned against him, and rested her head on his shoulder. She sighed heavily in contentment as his arm held her close. “Something on your mind, J-Bear?” he asked, nuzzling her lavender scented hair. 

“I like that,” she said softly, referring to his new pet name for her and then answered his question. “You. You’re always on my mind. You know? It’s funny how much I think about you and how much I love you. It’s not because you can do…you know, magic and stuff. I love you. Simon Houghton. I’d love you without magic.”

Precisely speaking, Simon was sure that wasn’t true. It was his magic that had lit the spark, but he knew what she meant. Now that the fire was burning, he loved her even though he knew it wouldn’t have happened without magic. “It comes in handy, though,” he said, making light of what made him special. “I’ll be able to take care of you. You’d never have to lift a finger. Anything you want could be yours.”

“No, it can’t, stud,” she said. “If it could, you would and besides, I don’t want you to do that.” She turned a little to look up at him and he leaned down to kiss her. Without disturbing their comfortable position, the best he could do was kiss her forehead. “I want to talk about that… about your magic and… well, and what it means to me. I don’t know what you could do… you know, snap your fingers and we have a mansion with a pool and servants and everything? Sounds cool, you know? But I don’t want it that easy.” She frowned and looked down at his knees and then back up at his face. “I sound stupid. I don’t know… I just want to be me and not… don’t use your magic to change me… and not just me but… gawd, I knew what I wanted to say!”
I’m 15 and talking to a 14-year-old… my husband… can you believe it?! … adult conversation… we should be talking about school or music or something… not serious stuff like this… and I can’t make sense. Just say it! “I love you, but I don’t want to be a spoiled little wife who gets everything she wants and doesn’t get to be… I want to work… you know, when I finish college and stuff.” She huffed in exasperation. “Say something.” 

“J-Bear, I could snap my fingers and we’d have a mansion and more.” It was against the rules, but it was physically possible until the big G put him in his place for breaking the rules. “But I won’t. A wise man recently told me it was better to work for what I want, so I will. You and I and Molly and Laurie will earn what we have.” He snapped his fingers and a rose appeared in his hand. “Even this isn’t real because I didn’t earn it. The ones I brought you earlier are real. I earned the money, bought them, and brought them to you. This one smells nice and looks pretty, but it’s not real and I can’t give it to you.” The rose vanished. 
“I’m gonna be 16 in a few months. You won’t get me a Porsche?” she pouted with a twinkle in her eye. 

“I suppose I could,” he said. “It would look pretty in the driveway and you could drive it anywhere you wanted. But, when you got out, you’d still be in the driveway because it’s not real… you didn’t drive anywhere for real.”
“Weird,” she said. “You wouldn’t do that to me, would you?”

“Give you something not real? No.” Then Simon lifted her hand. “This… umm… this ring isn’t real,” he said guiltily. “It’s just in your mind, J-Bear.”

She looked at it and twisted it around her finger. “It’s real,” she announced. “It’s just a token of our love. Sort of like a picture… you know, it’s not the real person… just a memory, but it’s real. Real enough.”

“Real enough,” he agreed. As real as anything in a video game. “I’ll get you a real one soon.”
“I don’t need a real one,” said Jamie. “I got you, stud. Say, can you let Laurie know we want her to join us?”

“Sure,” Simon shrugged and sent a thought to his youngest wife to join them if she wanted. 

As Laurie came in, Jamie said, “Hi, baby, wanted you to snuggle, too. K?”

“Sweet,” said Laurie, eying her husband and wife and trying to figure out how to snuggle with them both at once. There was more room next to Simon, but she wiggled her little butt down beside Jamie. “Just gonna squeeze here, my love,” she said to Jamie, “and then…” She lay down across Jamie’s lap with her head in Simon’s lap. “Got you both now.”

The other two completed the position with Simon running his free hand through the strawberry blond tresses scattered across him and Jamie resting a hand on Laurie’s tummy. “That’s perfect, precious,” said Simon as the snuggle was completed. “Don’t know how we’ll fit Molly in, but we’ll figure it out.”
“You finished being serious with him, my love?” Laurie asked. 

“All done,” said Laurie with a smile. “Your turn.”

“You said all the stuff about being you, right?” Laurie confirmed and then looked up at Simon. “I want to be the mom.” She dimpled at the confused look on his face. “Mom… Molly has a job. Jamie wants to go to college. You’re gonna do whatever magical guys do and I want to be the mom. You know, stay at home. Raise the kids.”

“Finish high school,” said Jamie. 

“Yeah, finish high school, mommy,” Laurie conceded with a light brushing of sarcasm. It was what they’d all agreed to while Simon was out. “We’re a family and I want to be the mom.”
“She’s the prettiest and she’s gonna be the mom and the girlie girl and we’re gonna dress her in pink and… she looks stunning in yellow. We’re buying her a yellow dress for the dance.” Jamie smiled down at her little sister. 

Simon expected Laurie to object, but she just turned pink and looked coyly at him. It took him a few seconds to realize they were serious and she was looking for his approval. “You are the prettiest, precious,” he said to her, hoping that was what Jamie expected him to say. “You do look stunning in anything and yes, I’ll buy you a yellow dress for the dance.” He looked at Jamie. “You’re getting a dress, too, J-Bear. You look stunning in anything, too.”
“Of course I’m getting a dress, too,” said Jamie. “Just that she’s… well, we’ll give her flowers and jewelry and she doesn’t do any of that for us. Molly and I are still your wives, too, but Laurie’s the wifiest.”
“Wifiest?” said Simon, appreciating the word. It sounded like the best description of what the two girls were trying to tell him. 

“Don’t make up words, sweetie,” said Molly as she entered the room. “We are what we are and we’ll just see how we all fit. There’s no right way to do this. I’m the mom until mom there finishes high school.” She looked at the three entangled bodies and said, “C’mere, darling.” She pulled Laurie away from the other two and sat with the 13-year-old on her lap in another chair. “I’m not even trying to fit in there, so we’ll just have our own cuddle and they can do theirs and we’ll figure it out as we go.”

“Just a few minutes and then we need to go shopping for dresses,” said Simon. He shifted position so he could properly kiss Jamie and then Molly and Laurie enjoyed each other’s lips. 
With the personalities of his wives manifesting themselves, Simon paid attention as they shopped to just how they all fit, as Molly put it. He felt like he was just along for the ride as Molly made practical suggestions, Jamie made the decisions, and Laurie kept an eye on all of them. He wasn’t quite sure how to characterize the other two yet, but Laurie mothered them like a mama cat trying to keep her kittens safe. She did indeed look stunning in the yellow dress that Jamie picked out and Simon seconded. Laurie looked stunning in a dress that seemed to have a dozen shades of red from a light pink to a rich burgundy. While Simon paid for the dresses, Molly made her own stop for lingerie. 
On the way home from the mall, Molly casually said, “By the way, we’re having dinner with our in-laws tonight.” 
As Simon took a second to wonder who she meant, he noticed she was talking to the girls between whom he was sandwiched in the backseat. The girls had a moment of confusion as well and then their faces brightened at the same time Simon realized his parents were the said in-laws. “His parents?” said Laurie to Molly. “Your parents,” said Jamie to Simon. “Your in-laws?” said Simon to Molly. “Do they know?”

“God, Simon, you didn’t tell them?” said Laurie.

“It was so sudden,” replied the young husband. “I didn’t know… how they’d take it.”

“About you being 14 or about you having three wives?” asked Molly reprovingly. 

“Both!” burst out Jamie, laughing at Simon’s expression. 

“No, they don’t know,” said Molly. “Your mother called and asked why you didn’t come home last night. We’re having dinner to talk about it.”
“She knows she’s going to be a grandmother,” said Simon. “Three times over,” he added. 
“Simon! So that’s why she sounded only a little upset. She knows.”

“You sound like a mom, mom,” chuckeld Jamie as she cut off Molly. “Let his mom worry about him.”

“She doesn’t know we’re married,” said Simon. 

“And you’re going to tell her,” said Jamie. “It should come from you, you know.”

Molly started giggling at all the confusion and carrying on, but mostly about the worry she’d heard in Brenda’s voice. “Jeez, you guys, his mom knows he’s making us all pregnant and she’s only a little worried! How bad could it be? She’ll be relieved to know we’re married.”
“Maybe, but she missed the wedding,” Laurie pointed out. “Not something a mother should miss, you know.”
“She didn’t miss much,” said Jamie. “If she was there when it happened and blinked, she missed it. It was just for us anyway. We should do it again when it’s not so…”

“Weird?” ventured Molly. “Girls, Simon... we’re married. It’s done and his mom will just have to…”

“… watch us do it again for real… well, pretend real,” said Laurie. “We’ll do it tonight. Make a big deal out of it… for them. Let’s tell them he proposed last night and…”

“... we’re getting married tonight,” said Jamie. 

Simon’s head bounced from one to the other as the females plotted out the evening. “They’ll send anniversary presents on the wrong day,” he said. Jamie punched him. “Well, they will. I mean, that’s OK with me. And you…” he huffed at Jamie. “That’s what a girl does in the 3rd grade when she likes a boy.” He kissed her. Laurie punched him and he kissed her. “Keep driving,” he said to jealous eyes in the rearview mirror so she wouldn’t try to punch him as well. “Lover, you’ll get yours when we get home. God, I can’t believe I can love all three of you so much!”
Simon tried out his power by trying to read Molly’s mind, but what came back was a confused jumble of conscious and subconscious thoughts and desires. He couldn’t follow the stream of consciousness intermingled with the subtle nuances of how her mind thought of thought of things, like a myriad of tags attached to things, feelings, and actions. Then he remembered the miracle in his Book of Miracles and used that. What came out was a definite impression as clear as if she was talking to him with no inhibitions like she was telling her closest friend about him. She thought of him as a young boy, too young for her, and that made her lucky to have his love. Accepting that he had outside interests, like school, football, and something to do with the neighbors, she was happy to have his love and devotion while he was home. She loved that he included her daughters and that he treated them all the same. And oh, how she wanted to have his baby. 
Turning his attention to Jamie, he learned that she was deeply in love with him, Molly, and Laurie both romantically and sexually. She barely thought of Molly and Laurie as mom and sister; they were her wives. She was adventurous and more possessive than Molly. While she was happy to share him with her wives, she was jealous of his time with the neighbors.  He was surprised to discover that she wanted to share that time with him. She was like Di in that respect, wanting to share the illicit fruits of his magic. 
It was immediately apparent that Laurie was the mom. The 13-year-old wanted to watch over her husband and wives and their children. She thought in terms of family and home. Like Molly she was unconcerned with Simon’s neighborhood activities. He was a trusted lover and more than she deserved in a husband. He delved into that thought deeper, finding out it was his magic and the promise of rewards that went with it that made her think she didn’t deserve him. Yet, at the same time, there was no hint of a desire for the rewards, just a feeling that they’d be there.    
The four of them lied at dinner, saying they were engaged, and the wedding, at which Simon’s dad presided, was held right after dinner. Seeing how happy the couple… three… uh… foursome was, Simon’s parents were delighted that there was at least something that made sense in their son’s extraordinary life.  Odd as it was for a boy his age to marry three girls, the marriage was a foundation they could accept. Kyra and Di were thrilled as well, though Simon was a bit worried at the looks Di kept giving Laurie. 
After the wedding, there was champagne and wedding cake that everyone attributed to Simon’s magic, though he’d found it with a note that said, “The Lord blesses your wedding.” Simon knew it could only have come from Joan. He laughed to himself. The best champagne did come from France. Apparently so did bland wedding cake. 

After his parents and sisters left, Simon found his three wives had more plans. Laurie was nowhere to be found. “We’ll do the dishes, stud,” said Molly. “We all decided even before we knew there was a wedding tonight…”

Jamie finished, “… Laurie’s up in the bedroom. We’ll all be mothers, but she’s the mother of all our children. Go to her now.”

“And don’t come out until morning,” Molly yelled at his back.  
Curious, Simon went to the bedroom… the master bedroom of course. In just 24 hours, his three wives had fallen into distinct roles with each encouraging the others. Molly and Jamie seemed particularly intent on putting Laurie on a maternal pedestal, as intent as Laurie was on being there. He pushed open the bedroom door and gasped at the beauty within. Laurie wore a white netted top that drew his eyes to her pink nipples. A white X crossed between her dainty breasts as if offering them to him. White netted panties, merely a thong, didn’t hide the dark cleft between her legs, but they did something that Simon found almost hypnotic as they drew his eyes to the entrance to her womb. Her pale skin was merely an off-white that nearly blended with the white netting. Her eyes were downcast as she waited for him. His first impression was nipples, pussy, and freckles that shone like dark stars on a white heaven. Then she looked up at him.
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Laurie waited nervously for her husband, feeling the weight of being selected by her wives to be the one for this special evening. She didn’t think she was sexy… didn’t even know how to be sexy. The simple netted lingerie was hardly her idea of sexy. As the door opened, she couldn’t even bring herself to look at Simon. In the hush that followed, she looked up and watched his lips move. “Wow,” she saw more than heard. 
Of all the things to look at, he was drawn to her emerald eyes as they shyly, uncertainly looked to him for something. There was need in those green pools, but there was also fulfillment… a yearning that he filled in her as she answered with unabashed, unconditional love. His arms reached for her and she floated up, reclining into his arms. She was precious beauty with no bounds and he shone with his own beauty. 
With a rush, she felt herself propelled upward as if launched by radiant adoration. Through the ceiling and into the night, his hands were on the soles of her feet, pushing her higher until they were among the twinkling stars, above everything except the warmth of their love. “Where you belong,” the stars whispered to her. 

She heard the rumble of his voice but no words… felt the caress of his love but no hands… knew his eyes were on her but only felt the smoldering heat. Laurie was the lens of his love, feeling the passion he had for her, Jamie, and Molly. His lips pressed to hers… his chest against her small breasts as the netting parted… his cock against her pussy… and he was inside her… thrusting enough for three wives. 

He could feel the raw power of her soul as they merged… one… two… three… and four souls in two bodies so close they were as one. Then she was sure they were amongst the sheets, tangled in the blankets as he speared down and she thrust up to meet him with animalistic urgency. The passion was so intense, she wondered how long she’d been locked in climax… how long he’d been pumping his seed into her womb. Then they were wrapped in warm, liquid love that filled every pore and bathed every fiber of their being. They woke in the morning unwilling to so much as breathe lest they break the spell. “Wow,” she said as reverently as Simon’s soul had spoken to hers. 
Going to breakfast, the two lovers thought they had a secret, a special moment they’d shared. It was immediately obvious to them that the feeling the other two had been just as close was not their imagination. Two bodies had sex, but four souls had felt the love. “My turn tonight,” said Molly, wondering if being the one in bed was better than meeting them in heaven. 
The three wives shared their husband in all ways, but there was one thing that Jamie got that the other two wives didn’t. Molly was at work and Laurie was in middle school, so Jamie was the only one who had lunch with Simon. Monday marked the second week that Simon and Jamie had lunch together and by now all his friends knew he was dating “an older woman.” On Tuesday, Brad and his girlfriend, Gail, sat down across the lunch table from the couple. “So, the two of you going to homecoming?” asked Gail. 
“Yeah,” beamed Jamie. “Actually, he’s taking me and my little sister.” At the curious look from Brad and Gail, she added, “She’s in 8th grade,” so they wouldn’t think Laurie was much littler. 
“Two dates?” said Brad in surprise. That sounded pretty adventurous and complicated. He’d been best friends with Simon for years and hadn’t known Simon to be so adept with the fairer sex. 
“Yeah, there’s enough of him to go around,” winked Jamie. 

“You two must be pretty close,” said Gail. 

“Like this,” said Jamie, holding up two fingers pressed tightly together. “We’ve been dating him for a week now and it works pretty good.” The polygamous family had decided that girlfriend and dating would go over better with the high schoolers than wife and married. 
“I wouldn’t share Brad with my sister,” said Gail.

“Your sister is 10,” snorted Brad and then he hastily added, “and I wouldn’t want anybody but you, Gail.”

“Hey, Jamie, you have a birthday or something?” asked a boy from an adjacent table. He was a senior who’d asked her out a couple of times.

“No, why?” she asked. 

“You told me your mom wouldn’t let you date until you’re 16 and now you and your sister are dating him? She’s younger than you, isn’t she?”

It was true, but that had been before Simon. Caught in the contradiction, Jamie took a couple of seconds to reply. The rules had changed and she hadn’t even thought about it. Her explanation was simple. “Simon’s special. Mom likes him.”
“He’s a freshman,” said the boy with more than a trace of scorn. 

Simon started to stand, but Jamie put a hand on his thigh. “Just ignore him, Simon.” She knew what Simon was capable of and wasn’t sure how he would react. That didn’t stop Simon from looking over his shoulder. He recognized the boy as a senior on the football team, not somebody who was used to getting turned down for dates. It didn’t take much effort to change the senior’s attitude. 
“Oh, hey, six touchdowns,” said the senior. “And another one last week. Simon. Right? I should probably go to the freshman games to watch. Sounds pretty exciting. Good that Jamie’s mom likes you. Lucky.” With that, the boy turned back to his friends. 
“Guess he approves, too,” said Jamie with a wink. She knew Simon had done something more subtle than she expected. He could have done a lot more, but she was proud of him for winning the confrontation without a fuss. 
Walking Jamie home after school, Simon got a request from Rama to come talk to him. Simon agreed and Rama appeared out of nowhere right in front of them. “Rama!” said Simon, looking to see how Jamie would react. From her lack of reaction, Simon remembered that the god could appear without being noticed. Jamie thought he’d walked up to them, not suddenly appeared. 
“Hello, Simon,” said Rama. “This must be Jamie.” He held out his hand. “I’m Rama, a friend of Simon. Do you mind if we have a chat?”

“No, fine with me,” said Jamie. She kissed Simon on the cheek. “See you at home.”

 “Yeah, I’ll see you. Tell Laurie and Molly I might be a while.” She went off without a care and Simon turned his attention on Rama. “What’s going on?”
“Business,” said Rama. “The other gods are all talking about you and I’m wondering, too. How do you do that thing where you give Jamie a ring that’s not really there, but she thinks it is? Joan was fit to be tied about you breaking a commandment, but the Big G said you hadn’t done anything wrong.”
“Seriously?” said Simon. “She talked to God about me and he answered?”

“It’s what she does,” said Rama. “You get used to it.”

Simon shrugged. That was just one of two things he found odd. “You can’t do that? Make something just seem to be there? It’s like a token.” As soon as he said that, he understood the problem. It was like talking to his grandfather about playing video games. Not growing up around them, grandpa didn’t see the attraction of the games and didn’t understand the concept of assuming a different persona in a world of make-believe. Simon thought in terms of a video game in which things might seem so real in that world, but you knew they weren’t. The gods were more ancient than grandpa and probably more set in their ways, so the new technology was a mystery to them. “This could really change how you see things. How about I get some more real estate in exchange?”

Rama sighed. “You don’t need more now. But, I suppose I should make a deal with you. You have plenty of territory now, but you need money.” It was something that he and the other gods had plenty of. “Say a million dollars?”
Simon thought about his deal with Confucius. There was a million dollars on the line if he lived as a human for now and with this deal, he wouldn’t need Confucius money. There was, however, the fact that he’d decided the wise old Chinese was right. He didn’t want to grow too fast. “A million from each of you,” said Simon. “You all need to know, right?”

“Not that we don’t have the money, but $11 million is a lot of money for 14-year-old,” said Rama.

“$14 million,” Simon corrected him. 

“$11 million. You don’t charge Mazu, Joan, or Kokopelli. They don’t have money. Mazu and Joan will refuse you nothing, so there’s nothing to bargain with anyway. Kokopelli?” Rama shrugged. “He makes his own deals.”

“You can make the deal for the others?” asked Simon.

“It’s done.”  
“OK, so do you understand virtual reality?”
“Yeah, something that’s not real except on a computer,” said Rama. “There’s no computer, though.”
“Does there need to be?” said Simon. “You need to change your perspective. It’s a different way of thinking and I don’t think you’re going to walk away today able to make things appear that aren’t there. I’ll give you two assignments. First, get a Wii and a couple of games – Diablo III and Starhawk. You have to take them seriously, you know, really want to win and play them for a couple of weeks. That’ll give you the right mindset. Second, get the Sucker Punch DVD and watch it a couple of times. It’s a fantasy in a fantasy. The guns, the dragon, the whole world in the dance is real and not-real at the same time. When you do that, come and see me again. You can pay me when you can create something that exists only in someone’s mind.”
“That’s it?” asked Rama. “Games and a movie?”
“A different way of thinking that I have and you don’t,” said Simon. “Thinking in the 21st century. It’s from games and movies. When you see how a game designer or movie director can create a whole world of virtual reality, then you’ll see how a god can do the same.” 

“I suppose I’ll need a TV,” said Rama. 

“You don’t have a TV?” said the astonished young god. “You are that out of touch? Or do you just not need one?”

“What god needs a TV?”
“You do now,” said Simon. “And a DVD player and a Wii. You should probably just get someone to set up a home entertainment center for you.” Now that he thought of it, Simon realized he hadn’t touched a video game or watched TV in days. What god needed a TV indeed?
“Virtual reality,” said Rama, shaking his head. “I hate change.” With that, he vanished. 

Simon was behind on his plans for the neighborhood. Now that he knew Jamie wanted to share in that, he made sure that his other wives had special time with him. He spent time with Laurie just talking. She wanted to know more about him, though she spent most of the time talking about their future. It was time spent the way she wanted and she appreciated the special attention. 

That evening, he fucked his wives, though he was pretty sure they were pregnant by now. It was an act of love and a promise of his devoted attention. They would always come first. There was still plenty of time to attend to the last two houses in the cul-de-sac. 
His special time with Jamie would be to join him with the neighbors if that’s what she really wanted.  He asked her if she wanted to join him at the Carter’s for some naughty fun.
“Simon!” said the 15-year-old in surprise. “They’re just 6 and 8. I mean, yes, I want to see what naughty fun you do with them that they can’t talk about afterwards, but they’re in grade school.”
“So are Dory and Hannah, J-bear,” said Simon. “It’s fun and they’re so cute. We’ll include Katy, of course, and she’ll be naughty with her daughters.”
“Sweet,” said Jamie. “What exactly is playing naughty and how do you get them to do it?” Her mom was ‘playing naughty’ with her, but this was different. She and Molly were married and in love in a romantic way. She tried to imagine Katy with her little girls, obviously under Simon’s control to do things she wouldn’t normally. When she tried to think about how it would have felt six years ago when she was 8 and what if mommy played naughty, it was disconcerting. Yet, it was intriguing and exciting to think about the Katy like that, even more so knowing that she’d be the beneficiary of that naughty play. The image of Katy going down on her was compelling. 
“We’ll all be naked and we’ll have sex. I’ll just tweak their minds so they’re eager to be as naughty as we want. You’ll see. Some families I make them enjoy it and some I just make them do it.” He’d already read her mind and knew she wanted this, but he asked anyway. “You’re sure it’s OK with you? You’ll have a good time? I mean, I’m not tweaking you, J-bear.”
“Yeah, sure, stud,” agreed Jamie. “Molly and Laurie don’t, but I want to do it with you. I think I’d really like to play with Kyra and Kim, maybe even Di and her clique, but the younger ones sound like fun. You’ve done them all except the Carters and the Swensons, right?” It was easy to keep track of which families had a secret and which could only wonder what Simon was up to.

“Yeah,” nodded Simon. “I was going to have them all done by now, but got sidetracked.” He kissed her. “Didn’t expect to fall in love and get married.”

Treating the upcoming fun as a surprise, Jamie didn’t ask what Simon had planned. She just followed him to the Carter’s house and through the front door. Katy was 30-years-old and Jill and Nell were 8 and 6, respectively. They were sitting on the couch in the family room, bursting with excitement. 
“Oh, my God,” said Jamie as she caught sight of them. “They’re darling.  Even Katy.” The three were dressed identically as schoolgirls. It was perfect for the two little girls and Katy looked incredibly sexy. They wore sailor suits of a white and blue top with a red tie, a blue skirt, hat, and long white stockings. The skirts were barely long enough to cover their panties when they were standing. Sitting on the couch, they gave Simon and Jamie a great view of their blue and white striped panties without even knowing it. 
Jill and Nell beamed at the compliment, but it brought a rosy blush to Katy’s cheeks. I’m darling? Gosh, I’m a grown woman sitting here waiting for my babysitters like a good little girl and she didn’t have to add to it. “Thank you, Ms. Jamie,” said Nell. “Thank you, Ms. Jamie,” said Jill. “Thank you, Ms. Jamie,” said Katy. What the heck? I’m even going to act like a little girl? I look so nau… cute like this. I should stop this. We’re going to play nau… big girl games. What does that mean? What are big girl games? I just knew and… well, guess I forgot. 
“Mommy won’t be back for a couple of hours,” said Katy. Who am I? Gosh, what made me wonder that? “Can we play something?”

“She thinks she’s a kid, too?” whispered Jamie. 

“I thought it would be fun like that,” said Simon. “You want to play with her. She’s so eager to please that she’ll do anything you want.”
“And you play with the little ones?” said Jamie, sounding disappointed. “I thought I’d get one of them, like Jill?”
“I’d like that,” said Simon. “You want Katy to look like she’s ten?” When Jamie nodded with a grin, he turned the woman into a smaller, younger version of herself. “Let’s just have Katy watch and see what she does.” So the girls could hear, he said, “Katy, how old are you?”

“I’m ten,” said the woman. Something felt wrong about her body, but she didn’t know what. “What are we gonna play?”
“Let’s play hide and seek,” suggested Simon. “I know you want to play big girl games, so the rules are different. When one of us finds you, then you have to do whatever we want. The last one found gets to do whatever she wants.” The girls clapped their hands in delight. “First, Katy, stand up and face the couch.” When she did, he asked, “What can you see, Katy?”
“I see them,” said the little girl. “Oh, that’s naughty. I can see their panties. The skirts are so short.” Jill and Nell dropped their hands to their laps, holding their brief skirts down.
“And we could see yours when you were sitting,” said Jamie. “I thought it was cute and sexy. Now don’t hide them, you two. It makes you look like you’re ready to play big girl games. Are you?”
“Yes,” chorused the girls. Jill moved her hands and nudged Nell. The 6-year-old looked uncertain and then moved her hands. 

“Katy, bend over and touch your toes,” said Simon. 

“I can see her panties,” squealed Jill as Katy bent. The skirt hid nothing when she was in that position. 

“So can I,” said Simon. He reached out and caressed the cute panty-clad bottom. Ooo, they can my panties. I like that. What the… I’m letting him touch me there. Just stay like this. It feels kinda naughty and good at the same time. Guess it’s OK. He’s the babysitter. “You want to give it a try, Jill?” 

When Jill bounced up and bent over, Jamie fondled the tight little bottom. “How about you, Nell?” she asked the last of the three. 

“OK,” said Nell, shyly. She stood up between her sisters. “You gonna touch mine, too?” she asked as she bent over. She giggled when both babysitters played with her bottom.   

“Time to go hide,” said Simon. “We’ll count to 100.” The girls scampered off down the hallway toward the bedrooms. “I want Nell,” he told Jamie. “You want Jill?”
“I thought we’d see who we found,” said Jamie. 
“We could do that if you don’t care or we could just find the one we want.”

“Then, yeah, Jill. Then we find Katy and she can do what she wants. Jeez, Simon, you made them so precocious. Katy will join in, won’t she?”

“Probably,” said Simon. “She won’t want to be left out. So, they each went to their own bedroom. Jill is in the first one on the right under her bed. Nell’s in her closet and Katy’s just hiding behind her bed.” 

The two babysitters went in search of their prey, finding them quickly. Both Jill and Nell bounced with excitement at the thought of being made to do things by the older kids. They had no idea what those were, but just playing with their panties and bottoms had been naughty and thrilling. It was fun to break the rules. After they found Katy, the group returned to the family room.  

Jamie couldn’t believe how excited she was at the thought of playing with the little girls. Like them, she saw the forbidden nature of the play, but unlike them, she was in charge. Still, it was her first time, so she watched to see what Simon did. When he sat on the couch and put Nell in his lap, she thought that was perfect. No need to rush into things and scare the girls or dampen their spirits. She sat and Jill wriggled onto her lap. 
Caressing Nell’s bare thigh, a mere few inches from the top of her stocking to the hem of her skirt, Simon kept it safe with the 1st grader. She was the youngest of all the girls in the cul-de-sac, yet he was no less aroused by her. It wasn’t just the forbidden nature of what he was about to do with a innocence young lass, but the power to do so. It was intoxicating and he could see Jamie felt the same about the power she held over Jill. “Such a pretty girl,” he cooed. “Such soft skin. Has anybody told you you’re sexy?”

“Uh uh,” Nell shook her head. “What’s sexy? Is it a good thing to be?”

“It’s a very good thing to be for a girl who wants to play big girl games. It means when I look at you, I want to play them with you. Just looking at your panties made me want to play them with you and I’m glad I’m the one that found you. Did you like showing me your panties?”

“Umm, Katy liked it,” said Nell. “And so did Jill. Isn’t it naughty to show them?”

“Sometimes,” said Simon. “It’s naughty to show them at school or at the park or at the mall, but it’s sexy to show them to me at home. I liked it when you showed them to me. What do you think about showing them again?”

Following the pairs back the family room, Katy felt like the winner at being found last. That quickly changed when she watched her two little sisters hop on a lap and get special attention. He’s touching her leg and she’s taking off Jill’s tie. What? He thinks she’s sexy. What about me? I’m sexy, too, aren’t I? Oh, pooh, when do I get a turn on a lap? I liked showing my panties. I can be sexy. She turned away from the couch and bent at the waist, looking between her legs at Simon.

 “Hmmm,” rumbled Simon. “I guess Katy really does like showing her panties.” He held Nell as she tried to slide off his lap. “No, stay here. I want you to show them right there. All you have to do is lift up your skirt.” She eyed him cautiously and then lifted her skirt, her eyes seeking his approval. Like this? Isn’t this naughty? Mmm, that’s how we’re playing. Wow, he likes looking there. “So sexy,” he cooed. Putting a finger to her slit, he rubbed her through the thin material.
When she caught his wrist and tried to guide it away, Simon said, “Remember you have to do whatever I want. So, hold still while I play big girl games with my sexy little girl.” He kept rubbing her slit as she released his wrist and then relaxed against him. “Bet that feels good,” he said after about a minute. 

“Uh huh,” said Nell. She took his wrist again, but this time she guided his hand to the top of her slit. It feels really good. How come I never tried it? Special good right at the top. “Really good there.”

“Right here?” he asked, centering his attention on her clit. He idly fingered her as he watched Jamie talk Jill out of her shirt. When the 3rd grader was topless, he returned his full attention to Nell. “Stand up and pull down your panties for me.” When she took them off, he put her back on his lap. “Now you’re really sexy,” he said. “Show me between your legs.”
Lifting her skirt slowly, Nell noticed that Katy could already see her bare cunny and Jamie and Jill were watching. Again she looked at Simon for approval as she lifted it clear and gave everyone a good view of her plump little cunnie. Gosh, how come it feels good to show them my cunnie now. I thought it would be creepy. Ooo, yeah, no panties in the way anymore. She sighed as Simon slipped his finger between her bald lips and caressed her clit. 

“Simon, she’s too young to cum,” said Jamie, surprised at where his attention was. 

“A 6-year-old boy is too young, but a girl isn’t,” he told his wife. “Just watch.” He rubbed the hard little button in gentle circles. “This might feel funny, sexy girl. It’s gonna feel really good pretty soon.”
“Uh huh,” said Nell softly. She watched his finger playing naughty with her. It already felt good and she wasn’t about to stop him. 

“Look at Nell,” said Simon, calling Katy’s attention to how he was abusing Nell. “This is how you play big girl games. She likes being touched here. I think she even likes that you’re watching. Everybody can see her cunnie and she likes it.”
As Simon worked on Nell’s panties, Jamie had taken on a different approach. As the path to getting Jill’s shirt off, she took off the 8-year-old’s school tie without much ado. Leaning Jill back, Jamie kissed the girl’s neck and cheek. She nibbled on her ear, all the while softly crooning that she was sexy and tasty and fun to kiss. “I want to play naughty games with you,” she said. Her fingers undid the bottom button on Jill’s shirt. “Hey, sexy, I’m going to take off your shirt first and then the rest.” Still kissing Jill, she slowly undid each button and when the last one was undone, she slipped her hand into the opening and found a soft nipple. Rubbing it, she felt it harden. Jill was putty in her hands and she tweaked the second nipple to hardness. 
Helping the girl out of her shirt completely, Jamie reclined Jill in her arms and resumed playing with her tiny nipples. Jill loved her touch. Simon’s playing different with Nell and she likes it. Well, I like this. How’d she make my nipples hard and how come that feels so good? Leaning down, Jamie licked Jill’s lips. Trusting the older girl, Jill nevertheless came alert at this odd twist. “Stick out your tongue,” said Jamie. When Jill did, Jamie brushed her own lips against the outstretched tongue. Then she pushed her tongue out to touch Jill’s. 
“Eww,” said Jill, pulling her tongue back in a flash. That was gross. I think. Wasn’t it? 
“Put that tongue back out, Jill,” said Jamie. “You have to do what I want. I’m going to kiss you like big girls kiss. Stick your tongue out for me.” When the little pink tongue came out slowly, she licked the tip of it and then pushed her tongue into unsuspecting mouth. Jill struggled for a second. Oh, yuck. She missed my tongue and went in my mouth. Is she gonna take it out now? Then she relaxed when she realized it wasn’t a mistake. Heck, it even felt good. The hand rubbing her nipples and the deep kiss made her tingle.
Kissing the little girl for a couple of minutes, Jamie then slid down Jill’s zipper. Jill didn’t put up a fight at all as Jamie slid her skirt off, leaving her in just panties and stockings. That was when she turned her attention on Simon and Nell to watch the impossible. This wasn’t Simon’s first grader schooler, so he knew he’d be rewarded for his efforts. Quickening his pace, he teased Nell’s clit until she tensed and moaned. Her little toes curled and her hands became fists as she enjoyed her first orgasm. Wow, I like big girl games, thought the 6-year-old. 
It was frustrating for Katy to watch the action. She’d gotten Simon’s attention by peering between her legs, but then he went right back to Nell. Hey, I wanna play, too. I was the loser cuz now I don’t got anybody to play with. Look at me! I want some of that, too. She watched Jamie take off Jill’s shirt and removed her own, which got a glance from both babysitters. Yeah, they looked. Jeez, it feels really naughty and that’s what they like. Guess I’ll just have to do it all myself. She matched Nell by taking off her panties and lifting her skirt. She sat unabashedly in a chair opposite them with her legs spread and her skirt raised. Her body tingled at the naughty behavior and from the glances that Simon and Jamie shot her way. They’re busy with my sisters, but they can’t resist looking at me… me… me. I can be just as naughty. When Jamie removed Jill’s skirt, Katy followed suit, the first to be completely naked. Determined to stay ahead, she rolled down the top of her stocking. 

“Don’t do that,” said Simon. “You look perfect like that. So sexy. Even sexier with just those on. Pull it back up.”

Katy beamed at the compliment as she pulled her stocking up and then the other one just to be sure. It was the first time either of them had said anything to her and she quivered at the thought of being sexy. 

Standing Nell up, Simon told her to take off her shirt and skirt. When she was down to nothing but her stockings, he laid her on the couch and tasted the nectar between her legs. Ooo, right where he had his finger. Now he’s licking me and it feels just as good. Maybe better. Is this really how big girls play? I never saw anything like this. She was sweet and ready, so he made sure she came again. 
Seeing Simon’s success with Nell, Jamie took off Jill’s panties and fingered that tender slit. When she thought the 8-year-old was ready, she ducked her head between Jill’s legs and lapped at the delicious treat. All the while it just seemed so wrong that it was irresistible. She could do anything with the little girl and she chose to give her an orgasm, undoubtedly Jill’s first ever. 
“Time to play a really big girl game,” said Simon. He stripped off his clothes and Nell and Katy gasped at the sight of his huge cock. He’d even toned it down for the grade schoolers, but it was still bigger than they expected. He sat on the couch and positioned Nell kneeling between her legs. “Lick my cock and balls,” he said, being clear she knew what was his cock and what were his balls. 
Nell was thrilled as she ran her tongue up his cock. Holy cow! I’m licking his thing… his cock. Kewl, look at Katy. She wants it but I’m the one getting to lick him. I’m the first one to play the really big girl game. Ha ha, look at me. Who’s the big girl now? 

Letting the youngest girl attend to his balls, Simon watched Jamie eat Jill to an orgasm and Katy practically exploded from frustration. I’m the biggest… the oldest… and they’re having all the fun! Somebody touch my cunnie or lick it or my nipples or gosh, I should be licking his cock and balls. After a minute, Katy said, “Simon, can I try that?” She looked at Nell’s position. “There’s room for both of us there. Can I try licking you?”
“Sure, come on and kneel down. Nell, scoot over. Now, you lick this side and you lick the other side,” said Simon. He winked at Jamie. 

Jamie hadn’t even noticed what Simon was doing until after Jill’s second orgasm and now she felt like she was behind. Watching such innocent little girls licking Simon’s cock like an ice cream cone, she suddenly wanted Jill between her legs. She stripped quickly and sat on the couch and told Jill, “Like I licked you. It’s your turn to make me feel good.” Using her hands, she guided the inexperienced cunt licker to the right place. 
“I have a treat for you, Katy,” said Simon. “Lick the very tip of my cock. See that little drop at the top. That’s precum and it only comes out for especially sexy girls like you and Nell.” 

Thus challenged, Katy rose up tall on her knees and licked the glistening drop. “Mmmm,” she said in approval. Ha ha, I’m first to lick the very tip. What was that? It sure wasn’t pee. 
“Yeah, there’s more where that came from,” said Simon. “Nell, you keep licking. Katy, put a hand around my cock. Move it up and down. Yeah, like that. Now suck on the tip of my cock. See how much you can get in your mouth, sexy.”

“Simon, you never did that with us… me,” said Jamie as she watched the little girls blow her husband with a touch of envy. 

“It’s not how you make a baby,” said Simon. 

Jamie blushed. “I know that but… well, so we’re doing something different with them. It’s OK. Let them do that. As long as you fuck me, I’m happy.” She half watched Simon’s blow job and half watched Jill’s little pink tongue take her higher and higher. She’d been behind Simon, but Katy was still bobbing up and down on Simon’s cock when she came. She was on her way to a second one when the blow job got her attention again.
“OK, Katy, ready to be a really, really big girl?” said Simon with a wicked smile. 
“Uh huh,” said Katy in between sucks. Why? What’s gonna happen? Something says this is gonna be the naughtiest, best thing ever and I get to be the one. That makes me sexier than Jill and Nell.
“Pretty soon a bunch of cum, like that precum only more of it, is going to shoot out. When it does, you put your mouth over my cock and see how much you can catch in your mouth. Big girls can catch it all and then they swallow it. I want to see my sexy little 10-year-old swallow my cum.” The look of uncertainty on Katy’s face was arousing. 
How much is a bunch? What does shoot out mean? In my mouth? That little drop was good, but how much more. I’m not really a big girl. Can I do it like a big girl? And swallow it. Easy peasy. Ohh, sweet, his sexy little 10-year-old. This is the most special thing of the night and it’s all for me. Suddenly she felt Simon tense. Her eyes opened wide and then cum shot… it really did shoot… like a geyser… ullp… too much… can I move yet? Is he done? She lifted her mouth off his cock and ended up with a burst of cum on her face. She looked at Simon with her cum covered face and cum oozing out of her mouth. Holy cow, he likes it. I’m sexy. Jeez, I got his… oh, no… more of it… went on my chest that time… cum all over me. She put her mouth back on his cock, not even realizing she’d swallowed her mouthful, but the fun was over. No more came out. With a grin, she looked at her sisters as if to say, I got the prize. 
It wasn’t one of his best orgasms, but that brief moment right afterwards as the 10-year-old beamed with pride as cum adorned her face and ran down her chest, was memorable. He told Nell to lick the cum off Katy’s chest and then Jill to lick it off Katy’s face. 
“That was fantastic, stud,” said Jamie. “I wasn’t sure about… you know, girls so young, but it was wild. I gotta see what you do at all the houses.”

“It is fun, isn’t it, J-bear?” agreed Simon. “The Swensons are next. Not quite finished here, though. Jill and Nell, Katy is the only one who hasn’t cum and Nell is the only one who hasn’t made someone cum. Jill, you teach Nell how to do it. Show her where to lick so Katy can have some fun, too.” The two teens watched as one sister coached the other how to lick pussy. It was their big sister for now, but even as mommy later, Katy would remember how her daughters played in her pussy and made her cum. 

Once Nell had the idea and Katy looked like she was on her way, Jamie said, “Jill, teach Katy how to kiss. Show her how we kissed and play with her nipples, too.”

Moving next to Jamie, Simon put his arm around her and kissed her. “I’m glad you enjoy this. It’ll be fun to share.”
“Just not Laurie or Molly,” said Jamie. “Never them. They wouldn’t like it.”

“No, they wouldn’t,” said Simon. “You’re all special in different ways. I like that. This is our thing and I’ll spend time with them doing something special that they’ll enjoy.”

After Katy had two orgasms, Simon announced that it was time for them to leave. He and Jamie dressed and then he did his usual miracle so the Carters wouldn’t ever tell anyone what happened. Just before they left, he returned Katy to normal. “What just happened,” she said, standing naked in her family room with her naked daughters. She covered herself with her arms and hands. “I just… oh my God! You and them and me!”
“We played big girl games, mommy,” said Nell proudly. “Can we do it again tomorrow?’

“Shhh,” hissed Jill. “Be quiet! It’s not OK with mommy.” She wasn’t sure what had just happened except that Katy had been her big sister and played the games and that was OK, but now Katy was mommy and this was trouble. They’d been very naughty and mommy knew all about it. 
“Don’t be upset with them, Mrs. Carter,” said Simon. “You all had fun. We’ll be back to play again, Nell. Until then, no more naughty games.” 

Katy was flabbergasted as the two teens let themselves out. “Put your clothes back on,” she told her daughters. “No, not those clothes. Put on something decent.” She went to her room and got dressed. 
When Katy returned to the family room, the schoolgirl uniforms were gone. By then, she’d had a chance to think about what had happened and told her daughters the only rational thing she could think of. “We will not play those games again. What we did was very wrong, so I don’t want to catch you doing that with each other or your friends. I suspect that when Simon and Jamie come back, then we’ll have no choice. We’ll play the games with them, but not anytime else.”
Jill and Nell nodded solemnly. They’d also taken the last few minutes to think about the odd things they’d done. Jill wondered, why did we do those things with mommy? How come she was like a big sister and only 10 and now she’s mommy. She saw everything that we did. She saw us being naughty. How come she played them with us? Their precociousness and eagerness were gone and the games did indeed seem wrong. It wasn’t something they’d do again, though they looked forward to the next visit and the adventurous feeling, pleasure, and fun that came with it. 
That night, Simon went to bed with Molly to give her some special time. Naked, they cuddled, kissed, and caressed each other. He hadn’t planned on it, but that led to making love slowly and sensuously. Lying in each other’s arms afterwards, he marveled at the fact that he’d just toyed with a 6 and 8-year-old and now made love to a woman more than twice his age. One was fun and the other was wonderful. He’d abused the little girls, but if anyone knew about him and Molly, it would be her guilty of abusing him. 

The next day, Simon had $2 million dollars in his account. Loki and Eris only needed to know how he did it. The prankster and the goddess of chaos took to virtual reality like a duck to water. With a loaded bank account and three adoring wives, there was really nothing else the 14-year-old god needed at the moment. 

On Saturday morning, Simon took Jamie with him to the final house in the cul-de-sac. Mr. Swenson had a string of affairs and the couple was getting divorced. Heidi, the mom, was in her late thirties, a beautiful blue-eyed blond drawn to the neighborhood by Simon’s latent power. Kristin was 14 and Sveta was 10, younger, athletic versions of their attractive mother. On the way, he explained what he’d done to the other houses. “You’ve been having fun with them all,” pouted Jamie with a twinkle in her eye. “What are we going to do at the Swensons?”  She was sure she wanted to know ahead of time so she didn’t care if he answered or not. 
“Yeah, I should warn you,” said Simon, making her wonder what she was getting into this time. “They’re going to have an audience. Like 200 men and women. Just remember it’s all make believe. They won’t know it’s make believe. It’ll be very real to them. It’ll look very real to us, too, so we can see what they see. You, J-Bear, will have an audience of 200 people, fake people. I wouldn’t put my lovely wife in front of that many people to have sex with the Swensons. Just don’t let it freak you out.”

“Holy cow,” said Jamie. “They’ll just die from humiliation. I know I would. They’ll have all those eyes on them and think it’s real. Gawd, I can’t even imagine what it’ll be like to have those eyes on me even if it’s make believe. It’ll feel real, won’t it?”

“Yeah, it’ll feel real,” nodded Simon. “The whole idea is to humiliate them. They won’t be able to keep their clothes on when I tell them to strip. I was planning on teasing them about being naked for the audience. For that matter, they’ll do anything you want, too.”

“Kewl,” said Jamie. “Can I have Kristen? I’m gonna make her dance for them. She’s a freshman cheerleader. Well, you know that. She’s gonna dance sexy for the audience.”

“That’s what makes you special, J-Bear,” smiled Simon. “You’re somebody I can share the fun with. You play with Kristen and I’ll play with Heidi and Sveta. Or we can trade off. However you want to do it is fine with me.”

“Yeah, we’ll see,” said Jamie. “I thought Katy was cute as a 10-year-old, so maybe I’ll play with Sveta, too.”
When they let themselves into the Swensons’ house, they found the three victims waiting without knowing what they were waiting for. Heidi wore a little black dress, understated, yet elegant. It wasn’t the first time she’d worn this dress, though it was shorter than she remembered. She had on black, see-through bra and panties and black stockings. Jamie giggled at the sight of Kristen in her freshman cheerleader uniform. She wondered if Simon had planned that or had changed her attire when she mentioned Kristen was a cheerleader. Sveta had on a green sunsuit that tied at the shoulders. If somebody pulled those two bow knots, it would come off very easy and with nothing underneath it, she’d be naked in a flash. 

“What’s going on, Simon,” asked Heidi when she saw the two teens. She knew they were the last house on his list and by now the word was out that Simon’s visits were too terrible to talk about. 

“Oh, you don’t know about the…” he said, leading her on. “Follow me.” He led them from the living room near the front door and into the family room that faced the backyard. They stepped in the room and gasped at the change. The back wall and sliding glass door were missing. So were the pool and backyard. In their place were stands, lined with dozens, maybe hundreds of people. 

“Who are they? What are they doing in my backyard?” asked Heidi. 

“Mom, duh, that’s not the backyard,” said Kristen. “We’re not in Kansas anymore.” Instead, they were on a stage with an audience. Like we’re going to put on a play or something. Maybe they want me to do a cheer. I mean, I’ve had a bigger audience than this at the games and I’m dressed right for it. 

“What the heck just happened?” asked Heidi. “How’d we get here and why?”

“I promised some friends of mine an all-Swensons’ show,” said Simon. “Step into the spotlight and introduce yourself, Heidi.”

“What do you think you’re do…” Heidi stepped toward the light, unable to stop herself. What’s he doing? And what’s with this Heidi business. I’m Mrs. Swenson to him. I’m not going out there until I know more about what’s going on. Stop walking, dammit. Stop. Stop. She stepped into the light. “Hello and good afternoon,” said Heidi. “I’m Heidi Swenson. You can all leave because there’s not gonna be a show.”
“Heidi, get back here,” said Simon. He looked sheepishly at Jamie. “Should’ve told her not to say anything more, I guess.” The audience hadn’t moved despite Heidi’s announcement. 

“Kristen, your turn,” said Jamie. “Introduce yourself and come back.”

The 14-year-old walked out brightly and stepped into the light. She bounced up and down, waved her pom-poms, and said, “I’m Kristen Swenson. Yay, everybody.” She waved one pom-pom as she stepped out of the light. The audience didn’t react and when she got back, she said, “Tough crowd.”

“Simon,” said Jamie. “They look like zombies.” 

“Wait,” he whispered to her. “I got them tuned to their humiliation. They’ll perk up.”

“Go introduce yourself, Sveta,” Simon told the youngest of the girls. 
“Jeez,” she rolled her eyes. “Mom in that pretty dress and Kristin in her uniform. Look what I got.” Exasperated, she looked down at her simple sun suit and then walked into the light. “Hi, yeah, hi, I’m Sveta. Sveta Swenson.” The crowd shifted, looking interested for the first time. 

“Who’s first?” Simon asked Jamie when Sveta returned. 
Jamie hesitated a couple of seconds. “I was thinking mom first and then Kristen, but I just had this flash of mom and Kristen watching Sveta leave her play clothes here and go out there. Whatever you want, except can Kristen go second? I want her to know what she’s gonna do before it’s her turn.” 

“OK, Sveta it is, but I’ve got a different idea for her. Heidi and Kristen, Sveta is going to perform first. You two will stay right here. You can talk in low voices, but this is Sveta’s big moment, so you have to be quiet.” He turned to Sveta. “You ready, hot stuff?”

“No, I’m not ready,” huffed Sveta. “What am I supposed to do?”

“All you have to do is go stand in the spotlight and put your hands on your head. You have to stand in the spotlight with your hands on your head, until I say you can come back.”

“I’ll look stupid,” said Sveta, but she walked out. Stand there? What for? I don’t know what they want to see, but it sure isn’t me just standing there. Gawd, I can’t sing or dance. This is gonna be so embarrassing. Kristen can do a cheer and mommy can probably do something. She stepped into the light and the audience, reacting to her embarrassment, applauded. What now? They’re gonna be disappointed when I don’t do anything. “What the heck? Simon, stop that. It’ll come off if you… Eeek, pull it back up. Dang it, I can’t move my hands and what are you doing this for?” Oh, my God! I’m naked! Just stand here with my hands on my head. Like they’re glued to my head and my feet are glued to the floor. And he took my clothes off!! The little girl was red from the top of her chest to her forehead. 
“What did he just do?!” said Heidi, angrily but softly. She could hardly believe her eyes. “He just stripped her, didn’t he. She’s 10, dammit.” Worse, the audience was applauding and cheering. She heard hoots and whistles. “He has to get her out of there,” she said to Jamie. “You’re his wife. Do something.”

“Just what do you think has gone on in all the other houses, Heidi?” asked Jamie. 

“This!? He does this?! To the girls and… for God’s sake, to the mothers, too?” Damn, that actually makes sense. Yes, this is too terrible to talk about. How could I explain it? I just ‘let’ my daughter get stripped on stage. “He’s not… oh, God, he’s not gonna let them touch her, is he?”
“No, well, at least I don’t think so,” said Jamie. 

“He’s just making her show herself naked, right?” Heidi watched as Sveta slowly turned, letting the audience see her ass and eventually making a complete circle. 

It’s a nightmare, thought Sveta. Freaking nightmare. Who are they? Crap, I don’t even know who they are? Do I want to know? What if I know some of them. I just want to vanish. Fall through a trap door or something. “Please, Simon, how long are you gonna make me stand here?” she whined. “Gawd, they’re taking pictures!”

Simon made her stay there for two minutes while the audience hooted their approval. “OK, you have to leave your clothes off, but you can put your hands down and go back with mommy and Kristen.”

The naked little girl darted back into the relative darkness. “He made me, mommy. I couldn’t move. He took my clothes off.”

“I saw, sweetie,” said Heidi. She glared at Simon as he came back. “They took fucking pictures. Pardon my language, girls. She’ll be on the Internet.”

“Probably is already,” chuckled Simon. “She even introduced herself, so she’ll probably get fan mail.”

“You bastard,” growled the mother. “I’ll have your ass for this.”

“Such language, Heidi,” said Jamie, reprovingly. “He can make you do anything, so you shouldn’t call him names. Say, I know, lift up your dress. Sveta didn’t have panties on. Do you?”

“Jamie!” Heidi lifted her dress to show her black panties and blushed at her compliance. “Yes, I do.”

Jamie chuckled. “You’ll do everything I say, too. So will you, Kristen.” She turned on the teen. “You are going to go out there without your pom-poms, do a sexy dance, tease the audience, and then you’ll take your own clothes off and dance while you do it. Do it sexy.”

“I am so not gonna do that,” said Kristen, but she’d already taken a step by the time she finished the sentence. “Don’t! Don’t make me go out there. Oh, gawd, I’ll take it all off, won’t I?” 

Simon and Jamie watched with grins and growing arousal as Kristen looked like she was being dragged out, but then as soon as she stepped into the light, she started dancing. She kicked high to show off lots of leg. She leaned to the audience, shaking her tits. She turned her ass to the crowd and shook it. For Chrissakes! I know how to be sexy. Couldn’t I tone it down a little? They’re using me on myself. I can’t help but dance sexy and Jesus, this is rude and lewd, and who the hell is whistling? Did he just say take it off? Kristen danced and wondered how long she could get away with just dancing. Then she couldn’t help herself. Ziiippp. She dropped her short skirt to the floor. At least my panties are designed to flash to the crowd without showing anything. Oh, dear God, why on earth would I shake my ass at them now? 

Turning to face the audience, Kristen grabbed the hem of her sweater and lifted it up slowly. Navel. Tummy. Chest. Bra. All the way off. Cheerleader panties and sports bra. I’ve shown more at the pool. Except. Gawd! She grabbed the bottom of her sports bra and pulled it up. Shut up, asshole! I’m 14, so don’t get so excited about my tits. And… oh, fuck me… let me just push my chest out and… I wanna die… shake my bare tits at them… at him… that guy who’s so excited! Get my hands off them. Do not… lift and squeeeeeeze.  

Kristen was beside herself with humiliation. Simon’s audience was at its peak, cheering, clapping, hooting, whistling, and now, even talking directly to the red-faced girl. There was only one thing left and it was another guy in the front row who called out. “Show some pussy, jail bait!”

They know. They know I’m too young and they’re turned on. Well, heck, I’ll show him… oh, fuck, seriously, I’ll show him my pussy and… no, don’t you dare… throw him my panties!! Why did I do that and… push my hips out and hump the air… no!... fucking!... way!! Oh, well, it’s actually a relief to turn and shake my ass at him except… what the fuck!!! Looking at him between my legs. Double shot. Ass and pussy at the same time and I’m grinning. Seriously, I couldn’t look like I want to vanish? Hey you, over there, wanna see this… sure, yeah, take a picture even. Jamie!!! Let me stop!
Just like Sveta, Kirsten put on a show for two full minutes once she was naked and then she scurried into the dark. “God, mom, I’m so sorry. I couldn’t… I didn’t mean to… I was sexy.”

“You had to, sweetie,” said Heidi. “I know how you feel. I can’t move or…”

“You don’t know how I fucking feel, mother!” snapped Kirsten. “I was naked and I teased them and they took pictures and I showed it all like I wanted to show it all!”

“Well, let’s fix that,” interjected Simon. “Heidi, it’s your turn. You’re going to go into the spotlight and take off your clothes. You will sing a song to the tune of Mary Had a Little Lamb, except it will start Heidi had a little dress. One verse, take off your dress. Another verse, take off your bra. A third verse and take off your panties. Leave your stockings on. I gave you the first line of the song. Make the rest as naughty as you can imagine. You may not cover yourself in any way. You will show it all like you want to show it all. Now go.”

After watching her daughters, Heidi didn’t protest. She knew it wouldn’t do any good. The rowdy audience had calmed down and stayed relatively quiet as she stepped into the spotlight. “Heidi had a little dress.” The audience clapped. “… little dress.” The audience cheered. “… little dress.” She couldn’t believe how embarrassing it was just to sing the silly song. “Heidi had a little dress and then she took it off.” 
Ziiippp went the zipper down her back. She shrugged her shoulders and her dress fell forward. She caught it and lowered it to the floor and stepped out of it. “It’s see-through,” yelled a man. 

For God’s sake, they can already see my tits. What the… pushing my tits out. That stretches the bra. If you couldn’t see them before, you sure can now. Like I want to show it all. “You can see my fucking tits, fucking tits, fucking tits. You can see my fucking tits…” she shoved her hips forward. “… and my pussy, too.” OK, now I know how Kristen felt. I’m gonna take off my bra and… push ‘em out and… shake them… bounce them… squeeeeze them. “Heidi is a slutty slut, slutty slut, slutty slut. Heidi is a slutty slut…” The way I’m showing it all, you’d think so. “… and my daughters, too.” She slipped off her panties, twirled them around. So this is what Kirsten was thinking. She threw her panties into the crowd. She gave them great views of her pussy and ass and then peered between her legs at the cheering audience. 
“Heidi’s gonna suck a cock, suck a cock, suck a cock. Heidi’s gonna suck a cock and eat some pussy, too.” For God’s sake, this is what this is leading up to? I’m gonna suck Simon and eat Jamie’s pussy. Blehhh. I don’t want either, but lick a pussy? No way.
“That was four,” said Jamie, nudging Simon. “You told her three. Is she doing that on her own?”

“I dunno. I mean, no. She’s not doing it on her own. I had this thought and now she’s doing it.” 

“Oh, OK,” said Jamie. 

“No, not OK,” said Simon. “I didn’t do it on purpose.”

“Kirsten’s gonna eat a cunt, eat a cunt, eat a cunt. Kirsten’s gonna eat a cunt and some asshole, too.”

“You did it again, Simon, or was that on purpose?”

“I gotta focus,” said Simon. “This is bad.”

“How bad?”

“Sveta’s gonna bark like a dog, bark like a dog, bark like a dog. Sveta’s gonna bark like a dog when he fucks her ass.”

Jamie started undressing. “Simon, I want you fuck me. I need you right now. Forget them and fuck me. Make a bed or something. Get your clothes off. Make a baby in me.”

“We’re not done,” said Simon. “I had more planned.”

“It has to wait, Simon,” said Jamie, urgently. “I can’t wait any longer and I don’t want Kirsten’s tongue. I only want your cock. Fuck me, stud.”

Simon looked at her, focusing on her. “Yeah, OK. You’re my love, my J-Bear. I’ll do you. They can wait.”

She lay back on the bed that appeared. The audience was gone and the Swensons were sitting and waiting their turn. On her back with her legs spread, she pulled Simon to her and felt his cock slide in easily. He took several hard, deep strokes like he was ready to cum right now. “Yes, make a baby in me, stud. My husband. My lover. Slow down. Easy. Let me cum first, right?”

“Yeah, you first,” said Simon, ashamed he’s forgotten his own rule. He slowed, bringing her up slowly and then when they were both ready, he took her hard and fast. They came as one, but it wasn’t the usual romantic, sharing orgasm. It was just two people timing their orgasms right. 

They lay together for a couple of minutes before Jamie said, “You OK now, stud?”

“OK, yeah, sure, of course, why wouldn’t I be?”

“Simon, I thought you might hurt them. I’ve never seen you like that. I had to get you down and I knew you wouldn’t hurt me.”

“Hurt them?” said Simon, not sure what she meant. “I wouldn’t… I mean, what do you mean?”
Jamie looked in his eyes. He could tell she was very concerned about him. “I’ve never seen you that turned on and you had Heidi saying things like Kirsten was gonna lick my ass, which I don’t want, and you were gonna fuck Sveta in the ass and you were so big. Your cock, I mean. You were making her sing and not on purpose and you said that was bad.”

“It was. I can’t do things unless I do it on purpose. I mean, I can, but I shouldn’t. I can’t afford to accidently hurt somebody.”

“It was only singing this time,” said Jamie. “Hey, we should go. Maybe next time a smaller audience or something?”

“Yeah, something,” nodded Simon. He returned the Swenson’s house to normal. The three frightened girls were sitting on the couch. “I have to do something for them.” He didn’t have time to think, so he created three amulets like he’d given the Kwans. “Here, take these. Wear them at all times. They’ll protect you from rape, robbery, murder, any kind of violence. You can walk the worst neighborhoods and be safe.”

“Safe from you?” asked Sveta. 

“Sveta!” said Heidi. She didn’t want to provoke Simon. “Say thank you.”

“Thank you,” said the 10-year-old. 

“You’re welcome,” said Simon. “But don’t thank me.”

“I’ll protect you from him, honey,” Jamie said from over his shoulder. “He won’t ever hurt you. We’ll have fun again, but a different game.”

“Game? You call that a game?” said Heidi, bristling at how easily Jamie brushed off what had just happened. “We’re all over the Internet. They’re all over the Internet.”

Simon snapped his fingers. All five of them were dressed. 

“How sweet of you, Simon. You, too, Jamie.” Heidi held up the amulet. “We’ll be sure to wear them. I heard you did things in the other houses. Kind of mysterious. I didn’t know you were handing out gifts.”
“Not everyone got something like that,” said Simon. “But everybody got something and it’s a secret. We should be going now.”

They said their goodbyes and as soon as they stepped out the front door, Jamie said, “They don’t remember anything?”

“Yeah, I usually leave them with some memory of what happened, but I thought it just simpler to wipe everything except the amulet.”

“You didn’t give us amulets like that,” said Jamie, thinking protection like Simon said would come in handy. Then she looked at the ring on her finger. “Oh, is this the same?”

“J-Bear, the amulet’s just for show. A terrorist could blow up the airplane you’re on and you’d be fine.”

“Wow,” was all Jamie could say. 

Simon Says
By Kenna

Chapter 14 – Simon Goes Dancing
“No magic for a week,” said Laurie when she heard a toned down version of what had happened at the Swensons. No audience. No missing clothes. No sex. Just an embarrassing show of dancing and singing. She suspected more, but she didn’t want to know. 
Simon wasn’t surprised that his youngest wife was the one who put her foot down. She’d made her decision to be the mother and she proved that mother was a verb. “I have to do some magic, precious,” said Simon. 

“No, you need to step back and take a breath,” insisted Laurie. Boys! Always playing their games. And I’m not falling for that precious crap. Don’t try to butter me up.  I’m serious here. 
“There’s this wizard guild,” said Simon. “I have to do a good deed on Sunday.”

“A wizard guild?” said Molly skeptically. “So, I suppose there’s a whole wizarding world. Don’t they have a Hogwarts?”

“It’s not Harry Potter, lover,” said Simon. “It’s not organized. Mostly not organized anyway.”
“Don’t change the subject,” said Laurie. “No magic except your good deed, whatever that is.”

“No fun magic for a week,” said Jamie. “Baby, he needs to practice. Believe me, he needs to practice.”

Simon didn’t appreciate the lecture and if it was anyone else, he might have objected and even punished them for trying to order him around. He loved them and they could lecture him. To humble the new god even more, he had to admit that Laurie and Jamie were right. “Yes, all right,” he said. “I’ll do my good deed and no other magic except to practice. I’ll practice doing and not doing magic. No accidental magic.” I could make them all float, he thought, purposely not making it a statement. He was relieved that they didn’t float. I could make them horny. I’d like the walls to be painted light blue. 
“Fine,” said Laurie. “Simon, you know I just worry about you. I don’t want you hurting anybody.”

“I know, precious,” he said. “I know.” He gave her a quick kiss. 

Molly was teaching Laurie how to cook and that started with picking the right ingredients, so the two of them went to the grocery store and Jamie started the laundry. Simon sat in the family room with a little rubber ball. “Float,” he said and the ball didn’t move. “Float,” he said, snapping his fingers and the ball rose. “Down.” No change. “Down,” snap. The ball was back on the table. “Float,” snap, I really mean it. The ball rose. “Down,” snap, I really mean it. He did it over and over, successfully associating the snap with the thought that he really meant it. 
The laundry is done, he thought. He went back to practicing with the ball, waiting for a reaction from Jamie. A couple of minutes later, the laundry is done, I really mean it. Snap. 

The reaction was almost immediate. “Simon! Did you do that on purpose?”

“Yes, J-Bear,” he called back. The laundry is not done, I really mean it. He didn’t snap his fingers. 

“Make up your mind, stud,” yelled Jamie from the laundry room. She came to him in the family room. “Keep it dirty so I can do the laundry. You know none of us want you to make it that easy.”
“I know. Just practicing,” he said. 

“Well, don’t tempt me like that,” she said. “I was just, wow, I don’t have to do the laundry. I can do something fun. I don’t want to fall under your spell or something, you know?”

“Sorry, J-Bear,” said Simon. “I didn’t think about that. I’ll just practice with the ball and won’t bother you.” He kept at it, never making mistake. Snapping his finger or thinking that he really meant it or both made the miracle work. Otherwise, nothing happened. He knew he wasn’t going to make a mistake practicing like this. He’d been pumped up at the Swensons, not thinking about doing it right, just doing it. He needed to practice with more than a little stress or sexual desire if he was going to practice the control he needed. 
Getting an idea, he told Jamie he was going to see his parents and sisters. “Back in an hour or so,” he told her. 

As he walked the short distance to his old home, Simon read minds along the way. Passing the Jacksons and the Carters he just picked up thoughts about what the occupants were doing or planned to do. As he passed the Kilmores, he got the same, but what they were doing was worth a look. 
Letting himself in, Simon went into the basement playroom. Even before he went in the room, he heard Mrs. Kilmore. “Do him, Moira. That’s a good girl. Daddy really missed you. You are so hot like that.” The whole family was in the room, including Mr. Kilmore, and they were all naked. Moira was on daddy’s lap facing away from him, slowly going up and down, his cock visible and glistening with her juices and when it inside her tight 10-year-old pussy. “Hi, Simon,” she said with a smile and a wave. “Daddy got home two days ago so we’ve got our own cock.”

Kari and Hannah were in a 69 on the floor, noisy and too busy to stop when they heard Moira. Simon’s here! Kari was happy that he was watching. Let them take care of him. I got Hannah all to myself and she’s got me. Little sister sure can lick pussy. 

Mrs. Kilmore sat on the couch next to the father-daughter incest show, fingering herself and encouraging Moira to make daddy happy and daddy to show Moira a good time. There he is, the boy that made us a whole family again. Another cock in the room and my pussy is free. 
Though he’d made the family enjoy sex, Simon was surprised at the family orgy. It was erotic to watch Moira’s bare pussy surrender daddy’s cock and then take it all back inside her. Daddy was rolling, pinching, and tugging on both of her nipples with his thumbs and index fingers. Their faces were gilded with bliss. 

“Thank God, Simon,” said Mrs. Kilmore, rising up from the couch. “I could use a cock right now. They keep sucking him dry,” she winked. “And fucking him dry. How about you bang an old lady like a fucking drum.” When she got to him, she put his hands on her tits. “You could do that hot and wet thing you did before or just fuck me now, cuz I’m hot and wet.”

“On your hands and knees,” said Simon. “Face them so we can both watch.” His clothes vanished and he had a 10-inch hard on that Mrs. Kilmore didn’t see since she was hastily assuming the position. He set his rubber ball on the dimple at the small of her back as he knelt behind her. 
“Holy cow, mommy!” cried out Moira. “You’re gonna love this. He’s big and I mean, fucking BIG.” She looked over her shoulder. “I’m gonna go faster now, daddy, you ready to fill up a 5th grader pussy?”

“Hell, yeah, Moira,” said daddy. “Show daddy what you can do.” This is so much better than watching them on Face Time. I’ve gotta take than management position and stop traveling.  
In the sex filled basement, Simon had just the environment he wanted. Mrs. Kilmore gasped as she felt the huge cock slide deep. Fucking BIG! That’s what she said. Damn, I’ve never had anything like that. How big is fucking big? Look at Jack enjoying himself. Sweet little Moira sure knows how to fuck. Yeah, you watch mommy get it while I watch you, baby.
Like Janice, Simon took in the whole scene to feed his lust. Two preteens licking each other’s pussy. He was sure that they’d both climaxed once since his arrival. Moira with a big smile on her face as she rode daddy like a bucking bronco and daddy taking his fantasy girl hard and fast. Mrs. Kilmore kneeling and taking his cock with gusto. Float, he thought. Float, I really mean it. The ball rose a foot in the air. Spin. Spin, snap. The ball spun. Cum, Mrs. Kilmore. Nothing happened. “Finger yourself, Mrs. Kilmore. I want you to cum for me.” The old-fashion way. 
“Hell, yeah,” gasped the woman, propping herself up on one hand while the other sought out her hungry clit. 

He was taking it slow, building himself toward an orgasm. The ball went up and down, spun and stopped on command. Get up and dance you little sluts, he thought, looking at Hannah and Kari. They kept eating each other in a frenzy of lust. Stand on your head, Kari. Damn, this feels good. Fucking Mrs. Kilmore with a big cock and she’s having a helluva good time. Pushing back. Bet her tits are bouncing. So tight. Stand on your head, Kari. Hannah, get up and dance. Moira’s cumming on daddy’s cock. That’s hot. Look at her go wild. She’s getting off on him playing with her nipples. They both are. Stand on your head, Kari. Moira’s hot little hardbody cumming on daddy’s cock. Mrs. Kilmore is cumming. Daddy is cumming. Get up and dance, Kari and Hannah. Fill her up, daddy. One more for you, Mrs. Kilmore and then I’m gonna cum, too. Get up and dance, Kari and Hannah and I really, really mean it. 

The 12-year-old and 8-year-old popped up in a flash and started to dance as sexy as Kristen and Heidi had danced for their audience. They faced Simon and mommy since they were the unspoken audience.  That’s fucking incredible. I’m gonna cum now. I need to cum. Cum for me, Kari and Hannah. Finger yourselves. Hannah’s hand moved toward her pussy, but she put both hands on her hips and gyrated like no 8-year-old should ever gyrate with or without clothes. Do it, Hannah. Mrs. Kilmore had her second orgasm and Simon came. The ball floated and spun. The girls danced. Moira had unseated herself from daddy’s soft cock. Simon relaxed and lay on his back on the floor, staring at the ceiling. 
“You used him up, mommy,” protested Kari. 

Simon thought about resurrecting his cock at Kari’s size, but he forced himself to get up and get dressed. He’d been on his way home, but this distraction had been useful. Hannah had almost touched her pussy though he hadn’t really meant it. He could remember his feeling at that moment, a feeling that it didn’t really matter anymore because his orgasm was so important. He’d remember that feeling. Miracles are always the most important thing, he told himself. Controlling my miracles is life or death. My pleasure is second.
When he walked in his parents’ house, he found Di in the family room, naked and watching one of her shows. He smiled at the reminder that the room was magical. “Simon!” she yelled and bounced to her feet. She hurried up to him. With a visible effort, she controlled herself. “Haven’t seen you in a while. What’s up?”
“Where is everybody?” he asked. 

“They’re out at the pool,” said Di. “You wanna have some fun?”

“In a little bit,” said Simon. “I’m gonna go say hi.”

Kyra was at poolside in a bikini, lying on her stomach and soaking up some sun. His dad was sitting in a lounge chair drinking a beer and his mom was nude and kneeling beside him. Simon had made them into a master and slave, but at least his mom enjoyed most of it now. She didn’t like the bondage and spanking, but every manner of sex her master could think of was great. 
“Hi, Simon,” said his dad. His mom only blushed, not looking him in the eyes. 

“Not busy with your three wives?” asked Kyra, turning to her side to look at him. She looked past him at Di standing behind him and grinning. Kyra rolled her eyes at the look on her little sister’s face. “Di, don’t you get enough with your friends?”

Di scowled at her. Why? What do I look like? Horny little sister? Is it that obvious? I could do with a baby sister fix.
“What? I can’t come over and see my mom and dad and sisters?” said Simon. “They’re all busy and I thought I’d come say hi.”
“Put on a suit and join us,” said Kyra. 

“Dad, go hit a bucket of balls,” said Simon. 

His dad stood up. “I need to practice my swing a little. I’m gonna go hit some balls at the range.” He walked inside. 

“Just like that?” said Kyra. “Send dad off and now what are you going to do?”

“You wanna skinny dip, Kyra?” asked Simon. 

“Not particularly,” she said. “Not at all in fact. You need all three of us? I mean, seriously, you do have three wives.”

“Stop arguing, Kyra,” said his mom. “Don’t you get it? He doesn’t make them do anything. The rest of the neighborhood is here to be kinky with him.” I’m so much different now that I enjoy it. It’s wrong, but it’ll be good. 
He better make me cocksucker Kyra, thought his older sister. And he better make Di be baby sister or she’ll be disappointed. “Wives can be kinky. Oh, that’s right, I forgot. You didn’t suck cock or eat pussy until two weeks ago.”

“My bad,” said Brenda. “Love it now.”
“OK, time for some fun,” said Simon, cutting off the bantering. “Stand up, mom. You, too, Kyra.” He looked all three of them over and snapped his fingers. 

Di’s clothes changed into a sexy French maid uniform. Underneath she had a black bustier, garter belt, and stockings. No bra or panties. “Holy cow,” said the 12-year-old. “This isn’t sexy, it’s freaking naughty.”
He snapped his fingers again and Kyra’s bikini shrank down to mere triangles over her nipples and pussy. “No, this is naughty,” said Kyra, appraising herself. Her nipples made visible peaks in the two-inch triangles that barely contained them. The triangle between her legs threatened to slip into the depths of her pussy. 

With a third snap of his fingers, his mom wore the same thing that Heidi had worn, a little black dress with see-through underwear and stockings. She chuckled. “More than I’ve worn for a week.” That wasn’t entirely true, though it was more than she’d worn in the house. 
“Now for the fun,” said Simon. He snapped his fingers and the setup was just like the Swenson’s backyard. The patio was a stage and the yard had an audience of 200 people, tuned this time to how well the girl in the spotlight teased them. 
“Who’s gonna have fun?” asked Kyra. “You, us, or them? There’s too many of them.”

“They’re just gonna watch,” said Simon. 

“Watch what?” asked Brenda. 

“First, they’re gonna watch baby sister get naked.”

“Ooo, no way, all of them?” grinned Di. “I’m freaking naughty and going nuclear.”

“Hang on, baby sister,” said Simon. “Stay in the spotlight and dance for them as sexy as you can for two minutes before you take off your dress. That’s all you can take off.”

“Hoo, boy, one sexy teasing little girl coming up,” she said, walking into the spotlight. She peered out at the crowd. “Hey, who wants to see some 12-year-old skin?” The crowd applauded and cheered. Just my dress, though. Gonna dance in my underwear. Hope it’s sexy. Di danced sexier than she thought she could. Sexy? This is dirty. Dirty dancing for a bunch of horny guys. Shake my ass. Simon didn’t say I couldn’t lift my skirt and… I got no panties, do I? “Oops, did I show something I shouldn’t have?” Damn, I’m so turned on. How’s Simon gonna get me off? Bend forward and shake it. Ohmigod, loose top, no bra. I can see my tits and I haven’t even started to strip. Hey, you, take a peek. “Preteen titties. Who wants a better view?” One of the men told her to take it off. “Don’t rush me, rocket pocket. You have to ask nicely.” Yeah, boy, take off my dress and that’s it. Who needs to take off more? 
“She’s having a good time,” said Kyra. “Right up her alley. Where’d you get a bunch of horny perverts?”

“I advertised,” said Simon, dryly. 

After two minutes, Di was dripping wet and ready to fling herself into the audience except Simon had told her to stay in the light. The whole front row had seen her tits, pussy, and ass by now. She unzipped the back of her dress and let it fall to the floor. Tossing it out of the spotlight, she wiggled and danced and teased the audience, loving every minutes of it. Look at them! I’m in 6th grade and they gotta know that. They’re hot for me. Want some titties? Check out my ass. I could use a cock in my pussy. Hmm, how about if I rub it. Yeah, watch me play with myself. Wish you could have some? “Little girl gonna cum for you,” she said. “God, I could use a cock, but you have to just watch.” 
He hadn’t thought about how far Di would go, but Simon let her finger herself to one orgasm before he called her back. “I need more, Simon,” begged Di. “Can I play with myself right here?”

“Yes, but you can’t cum,” said Simon. 

“Simon! I’ll go crazy.” Despite her protest, she rubbed her clit slowly. 

“Kyra, take this,” Simon handed her a six-inch dildo. “Go into the spotlight and dance sexy for two minutes. Lick this while you do. Take off your suit after two minutes and fuck yourself. You can stop and come back here when you’ve cum once.”

“Just like this,” said Kyra. “No help? No cocksucker Kyra?” 

As she walked toward the light, she heard her mom say, “I told you not to argue with him.”

This is for arguing with him? Kyra stepped into the light. The tiny suit barely hid anything. She blushed as the audience applauded. Lick this? Lick a fucking cock? Oh, hell, they really liked that. Could I at least lick it like I wasn’t getting ready to suck it? Ugh, long stroke up the side. Twirl around the tip. I’m a freaking tease and I don’t wanna be. Because I argued? Pardon me while I bend forward and shake my tits. Fuck, my nipple popped out. Straighten it and shake and why fucking bother? There it is… they are… my top is crooked and licking a cock and wanna see my pussy? How about my ass and I know this is a fucking string that runs right up the crack of my ass. Yeah, wiggle it. Nothing hidden back there, is there? For God’s sake, it went right up my pussy. Jeez, I have to pull it out and straighten it. They saw my pussy lips like there was nothing in the way. I should dance slower and keep the freaking little triangles in place and… Jesus, shake ‘em like I have no control. I’m a puppet. 
Backstage, Simon practiced his magic with the ball, occasionally thinking of something that he didn’t really want to happen. Making Kyra dance like that was about as erotic as anything. Mom had topped it off with that comment about not arguing that he knew had to fuel Kyra’s humiliation. It was a nice touch even though it wasn’t true; he’d always had it planned this way. His cock strained at his pants as he reminded himself that miracles were the most important thing. He had to control himself. 

Might as well be naked. Do I know how NOT to be sexy? Could I be a little sexy? I’m out again. Tuck my nipples back in, so help me if I shake them… dammit, I don’t even want to look down. Simon’s voice startled Kyra from just outside the circle of light. “That’s two minutes, cocksucker Kyra.”
Feeling the usual shock of the rapid change in her attitude, Kyra looked down at herself. The suit was in disarray. “Wasting my time, aren’t I?” she said as she straightened it yet again. “All it takes is this… no, maybe this… no, a little more… and bingo. One nipple, how about the other… there we go? How about this?” She reached behind her neck and undid the knot and then the one behind her back. “Damn, that feels better.”

She licked the cock again. “Know what I’m gonna do with this? Ever see a high school girl do this?” she sank the full six-inches down her throat and made gagging noises even though it felt just fine where it was. “Goes other places, too.” She plucked the bows at her hips and thrust her naked pussy at the audience. Fully exposed, she slid the cock into her pussy and stroked it in and out. “Yeah, that hits the spot. Wish this was your cock?” After a few seconds, she pulled the dildo free and slid it down her throat again. Back out and she said, “Fuck, yeah, I taste good.” With that she started seriously fucking herself and came after a minute. He said cum once, so why am I still fucking myself? Gonna have another one. This is fantastic. I could do this forever. Hah, he said I can come back after one. He didn’t say I had to and cocksucker Kyra is on fire.

He had to go through the same mental process as Kyra to figure out why she hadn’t stopped, but Simon figured it out. Go dance and fuck yourself was a command. You can come back after one orgasm wasn’t. He let her finish her second orgasm before he stopped her. “Naughty, naughty Kyra. You’d have done that forever, wouldn’t you?”

“I’d probably get too sore after ten or twenty,” said Kyra. “I’d settle for sucking your cock right now, little brother.”

“Time for naughty mommy to have a turn,” said Simon. His mother grinned and took a step toward the spotlight. “Wait a sec, bitch. What are you gonna do out there? Hmm? You’re gonna dance sexy for two minutes like they did. Then you will take off your dress, bra, and panties. While you are dancing, you’ll suck this.” He handed her an eight-inch dildo. “When you’re naked, you’ll fuck yourself in the ass with it and use your fingers to cum. One time.”

“Sweet, Simon, you saved the best for mommy,” said the horny woman. For the two minutes she danced, Brenda thought she had on too many clothes. She couldn’t wait to get naked. She couldn’t taunt the crowd like her daughters had done as she blew the fake cock for the whole two minutes. 
“Jeez, Simon, mommy’s about to implode. You know that two minutes seems like forever,” said Di. “Oh, when did you get naked and… who the hell is that for?”

Simon was idly stroking his 10-inch hard on while the ball did its tricks for him. “It’s for you. Come and suck it.”
“For me? All for me? You think I can?” Di reached greedily for the massive cock. “Hey, cocksucker Kyra, watch this.” Open wide… wider… holy cow. Didn’t look that big until… there we go and forward, down, more, almost there. Made it! I did it! That was at least a foot! And back out and fucking A does that feel weird. Gimme it back. Down, down. What are you looking at, Simon? Baby sister’s lips spread? Your missing cock? Want some of it back. Here ya go. Just kidding, I’m taking it back. All the way. Gawd, I could cum in a second, but he said I can’t and I can’t ask now. You are so naughty, big brother, but this is fantastic. 
“Do I get a turn,” asked Kyra. 

“Mom’s stripping,” said Simon, turning Kyra’s attention back to the stage. 

“She’s hot,” said Kyra. “Man, you should see the things dad makes her do.”

The two minutes ticked off for Brenda and without a clock she knew when it was time. She pulled the cock out of her throat one last time. “Fuck, I wish I was out there and this was fucking real. You got to watch the little girls, now it’s time for mommy.” Ziiiippp. She shivered at how sexy that sounded. Pulling the dress off, she tossed it out of sight. 

“It’s see-through,” yelled the man on cue. 

Ohhh, yeah, see through and let me just tweak my nipples and there you go, see-through and almost poke-through. Why the hell am I wasting time with that? “Want my tits?” The crowd cheered and she bared her breasts. Shake, shake, shake. Better than Kyra’s tits. You want some? And you want some? How about over there? Share, Brenda. Show ‘em for everybody. Now my panties. Down and away. “Bet you weren’t expecting this,” she turned her back and bent forward and worked the big dildo into her asshole. The crowd went wild. “Ooo, you naughty, horny guys. I thought you liked the little girls. Man, that was big, wasn’t it? Feels better if I fuck myself.” Out. In. It’s big and I’m tight. Out. In. Owie. Out. In. Relax. OK, that’s good. Now fingers do your thing. Who wants to watch naughty mommy masturbate on stage? Oh, everybody? “Oh, gawd, that cock feels so good up my ass. Guess I’ll stop and…” She pulled the cock free and slid it down her throat like Kyra had done. “Fuck yeah, mommy tastes good.” Now, done to business. Bastard let Kyra have two, but not me. Have one and that’s it. How can I outsmart him? Hah, I got it. 
“Di, I thought you’d cum by now,” said Simon. “You’re turned on, aren’t you, baby sister?”

“You told her she can’t,” said Kyra. “Remember?”

“Oh, yeah,” chuckled Simon. “Know what though? That’s even hotter knowing you want to cum, but you can’t because I won’t let you. You are so ready to cum, but you can’t. Sucking a great big cock and playing with yourself and how much do you want to cum?”
Asshole. How could you forget about my orgasm? Got me doing almost my favorite thing in the world and yeah, I could freaking explode in a second… half a second. I want to cum a whole fucking lot. “You may cum,” said Simon. Sweet, gawd, that was it, finger hard and fast. Take his cock back down. Gawd! I’m cumming and sucking the biggest cock I’ve ever seen. How good can Simon treat me? I wish his cock was two feet long. Mmm, nnnn. Nope, can’t get any farther than resting his balls on my chin. Who the hell? Yeah, Kyra, you pull on them puppies. Squeeze me hard and get your face away from MY cock. Best ever. 

Simon knew he was at least as turned on as he’d been at the Swensons and nothing was happening accidentally. Di was making love to his cock and cumming like crazy. Kyra was pressed against Di and yanking little sister’s nipples and trying to kiss her. Mom was fucking her ass and cumming. He was ready to cum as mom’s orgasm ended and then she didn’t stop. She put the cock in her pussy and started fucking herself. It was just like Heidi singing too many verses. 

“No, stop!” Simon yelled. “Get out of there. Come back here. I said one.” It was like a dash of cold water. I know I was concentrating on the miracles. I didn’t screw it up. What the hell is going on? If I can’t control it…
“Simon, mommy’s sorry,” said his mom, kneeling next to him. “You let Kyra have two and I thought, well, you said one in my ass with my fingers, but you didn’t say anything about my pussy.”

“What?” said Simon. “I said one. Distinctly one.”

“One fucking my ass and using my fingers,” said Brenda. “I didn’t do more than one like that. I was doing it different and… gawd, naughty mommy is too naughty, aren’t I?”

“Wow, that was like popping a balloon,” said Di, looking at Simon’s limp cock. “You didn’t cum.”

“You wanted another one?” said Simon. How do I know if it was me or her? She’s too damn horny. “How’d you think of doing it like that?”

“When… when I was stripping. No, it was when I was sucking the cock straight out of my ass. I figured out how to outsmart you. Don’t be mad.” 

His mom was quivering with fear. “I’m not mad, mom,” said Simon. “You thought of it as a way to outsmart me? That’s what you thought?’

“Yes, Kyra did, too,” said Brenda. 

“I came once and you didn’t say I could,” volunteered Di. “You made us horny. So horny that we…”

“Wanted to outsmart me,” said Simon. He was immensely relieved to know it wasn’t his accidental command that spurred his mom on to a second orgasm. He’d made them horny and they all tried to get more than he assigned them. “Mom, go back into the spotlight. Di, go with her. Mom will lie down with her legs spread and Di, eat her to three orgasms. After three, you must stop and then, mom, you give Di two orgasms. After two for her, you must stop and come back to me. No extras.”
“Kewl,” said Di, skipping ahead of her mom to the circle of light. “Hey, you horny pervs, you ever see a 12-year-old go down on her mommy? Mother-daughter show? Here comes the star of the show, my mommy.”

Brenda took a bow. “Thank you, all. A round of applause for my hot little assistant. She’s got the cutest tongue. Show ‘em, baby. Yep, that’s going right in here… oh, my, can you say juicy? Messy?” She lay down on the stage. “Get busy, slut.”

“Juicy. Messy,” said Di, answering mommy’s rhetorical questions. “One little slut diving in now, mommy.” She knelt down with her back to the audience, tipped forward, and slowly raised her ass into the air knowing exactly what she was showing off. Then she buried her face in mommy’s pussy and started feasting. 

“Maybe I should tone them down,” said Simon. 

“Don’t you dare, Simon. I mean, please don’t. This is such a rush and no matter how much I say I hate it I… I… I can’t believe I’m telling you… stuff your cock in my mouth before I say how much I love being cocksucker Kyra.” She nuzzled into Simon’s crotch as his cock grew magically. “That’s freaky, Simon. Thanks. If you cheated me an inch I’d be pissed.” She slid 10-inches of cock down her throat, rumbling with pleasure the whole way. For fuck’s sake! I said it. I love being cocksucker Kyra. Cocksucker Kyra loves it and I’m going to regret it later. Screw it. This cock is just fantastic. Wish we were in the spotlight and doing this. Guess he’s shy.
“You can cum as much as you want until I cum, cocksucker,” said Simon. 

Kyra was quick on the trigger, but so was Simon. She squeezed two orgasms into the minute and a half. Cum came out her nose as she tried to capture it all. Bigger cock, more cum? Magical cum? All for me. She licked her fingers clean and lapped up the cum on the stage/patio. 

The three females were all smiles as he turned everything back to normal. They even had the smiles once they were regular mommy, Kyra, and little sister. They glowed from multiple orgasms that being back to normal couldn’t chase away. As soon as Simon left, Kyra said, “I can’t believe what I did.”

“Danced and came and sucked him off,” said Di with a grin. 

“No, I told him I love being cocksucker Kyra.”

“There, there, sweetheart,” said her mom, patting her head. “The truth is always the best.”
*****

The limo pulled up outside the high school gym and Simon stepped out in his tuxedo. Offering a hand inside the limo, he helped Molly out. She was chaperoning the Homecoming dance. Then he helped Jamie out, gorgeous in her red dress. Finally, he held his hand out and Laurie emerged, looking stunning in yellow. He offered an elbow to his two “dates”, escorting them in with Molly in the lead and wishing she was 16 or 17. 
Everything seemed to stop for a second as the trio entered the gym. A pause and then the others returned to what they were doing. “Man, they’re pretty,” said Brad as he brought his date over. “Too bad I got the prettiest, but they’re pretty, too.”

“You do look lovely, Gail,” said Simon. He’d already told Jamie and Laurie how beautiful they were so many times that they’d had to tell him to stop. There was a slow dance playing and Simon led Laurie onto the dance floor. They’d agreed that Laurie got the first dance and Jamie got the last one. 

Jamie found a couple of her friends who agreed that Simon was “cute”, subtle reminder that he was younger than her and their boyfriends were seniors. “I didn’t believe he was bringing both of you to the dance. How does that work? Kinda like double dating with your sister and only one guy shows up?”

“Well, she does take up some of his time,” admitted Jamie, “but you know the real cramp in the relationship is that my mom is always around, too. Even chaperoning the dance.” Which, by the way, was a great idea Simon had. He’ll get to dance with her a couple of times. 
“You don’t go out with him? Just hang in your house?” 

“Pretty much,” said Jamie. “Mom wants to keep an eye on us. So we don’t get carried away. Where are your dates?”

“Over there,” said Kay, pointing with her chin. “With a couple of their friends. We got a dance out of them and then… off with the guys.”

“You should hang on to them,” said Jamie. “You won’t see Simon with the guys.”

“They make a great couple,” said Mary, watching Laurie and Simon. “Looks like they’re practically floating.”

“Hmm, they may be,” said Jamie. “Actually, we’ve all taken dance lessons and he’s good.” Yeah, instant dance lessons. Last night two left feet, tonight we’ll be floating.
“I can see what you see in him,” said Bethany. “He’s so… attentive, you know? Does he look at you like he’s looking at her?”

“Yeah, we’re in love. Probably both marry him. Some place in Utah where they allow that.”

“You’re kidding.”

 “Not for a few years, though,” winked Jamie. 

“I saw that on a TV show,” said Kay. “Sisters married to the same guy.”

After two dances, Jamie met the couple coming off the dance floor and Laurie stepped into the onlookers. Simon and Jamie glided around the floor once and then Jamie said, “Don’t you dare look at Molly like you’re looking a me and Laurie.”

“How am I looking at you?” asked Simon. 

“Like we’re in love. Like I’m the center of your world.”

“You are, J-Bear,” said her husband. “And Laurie and Molly. I get your point, though. Awkward in public.”

After two dances, Molly was waiting near the dance floor. “Mrs. McCann, may I have this dance?” asked Simon. 

“Of course, Simon. Such a gentleman,” said Molly, taking his arm. They’d agreed she’d get the fifth dance, so she was a little surprised at the formal request. On the dance floor she said, “Mrs. McCann indeed.”

“People are apparently watching, lover,” said Simon quietly. “Sorry, but I can’t look like I’m in love with you. You just have to know I am.” He looked distractedly around the dance floor and stumbled once. “I suppose I could make everyone else disappear and kiss you right here.”
“That’s quite all right, stud,” said Molly. “I got you tonight in bed and don’t you forget it. Kiss me then. For starters.”

Another boy asked Jamie to dance. They’d been friends for years and she felt like she couldn’t refuse. On the dance floor, it was almost painful to let him lead in a clumsy box-step. “I’d’ve asked you to the dance if I thought you were dating,” he said. She’d said no once and he was waiting for her to turn 16. 

“I know,” said Jamie. “I might have said yes, if it wasn’t for Simon.”

“Yes, well, you know I have a car,” said Hank, playing his one advantage over Simon. 

“I know, you gave me a ride home once, remember?”
“Yeah, yeah, you were late or something.”

“Saved me from having to call my mom.”

“So, where’d you meet, Simon,” asked Hank. 

“I’ve known him for years. Lives right down the street. Cute little guy and then one day, he came by the house and I fell in love.”

“And your little sister?”

“Yeah, he must have had on some secret cologne or something. Both of us. Right then and there.”

As they talked, Hank’s right hand slowly slid lower until it was poised just above her ass. Then, his nose itched terribly and with his left hand clutched in hers, he had to move his right hand to scratch his nose. Jamie smiled, “Good, I won’t have to break your arm.” 

“I was just… I wasn’t going to… we’re just dancing,” fumbled Hank. 

And if you weren’t about to go lower, you nose wouldn’t have itched. Simon, I can take care of myself, but thanks. That’s less awkward for me anyway. The song ended and Jamie broke away from Hank. Laurie caught up with her, scratching her nose to imitate Hank. The two girls broke out in giggles. “You said nobody would and then the first guy you dance with,” giggled Laurie. 
“Would what?” asked Simon. He’d led Molly over and then she moved off to chaperone. 

“Scratch his nose,” said Laurie. 

“My dears, every guy in the gym would like to scratch his nose,” said Simon. He kissed one and then the other. “You are the belles of the ball. Some punch?”

“Yeah, some punch would be nice,” agreed Jamie. They wandered through the crowd to the table of refreshments. The boys all envied Simon for having two dates, beautiful ones at that. The girls envied Jamie and Laurie because Simon had not looked at a single other girl in the room. Everyone wondered how a boy could date two sisters at the same time, but as Simon passed by it made perfect sense to them. They stopped wondering about the challenges of sharing a boy and the ensuing jealousy. 
Kyra managed to steer her date away from Simon and his wives until near the end of the dance. “Hi, Kyra,” said Simon. “Hi, Greg. Know what would be funny, Kyra?”

“Yes, I do,” said Kyra. “You’ve said it enough times over the past week.” What the hell would I do if he said cocksucker Kyra? Could I have any restraint? That is so not funny. He can sure be an annoying little brother. 
“What would be funny?” asked Greg, knowing he was listening to an inside joke. 

He’s just being an annoying little brother, thought Kyra

“Nothing,” said Simon. “Just being an annoying little brother. 

What? That’s what I just thought. Can he read my mind?”

“Yes, I can,” said Simon. 

Blank. Go blank. Don’t think about… him. His cock and how can he make it so… stop it. Don’t think. Look, her dress is gold. Hers is white. That is so tight on her. Like she wants people to look at her tits. Wonder what they look like? Gawd, keep thinking about… Is Greg going to try to get in my… Simon, please go away. This is really scary and I told him I love being cocksucker Kyra. Eeek, blank, go blank. 

“Simon, let’s go,” said Jamie, tugging on his arm. “What were you doing to her?”

“Nothing really,” shrugged Simon. “Just something embarrassing I made her do a couple of times and she thought I might do it here. I wouldn’t. I just joked with her this week and so she thought I might.”
“Don’t spoil her fun,” said Laurie. “Dance with me. The DJ said one more and then the last dance.”

“I’d love to, precious.” On the way to the dance floor, he made Kyra forget about the joke, that he could read minds, and that they’d just spoken. 

Laurie rested her head on his shoulder as they flowed around the dance floor. She was silent for a minute and then said, “Why was Kyra so distracting?”

“I told you, it was about a joke. I saw her and thought about the joke. Sorry, I’m here with you now, precious.”

“I know. I just don’t want you to accidentally play the joke on her.”

“No problem,” said Simon. “I’d have to be with her to play the joke.”

“So that’s why she’s been avoiding us,” said Laurie. She looked in his eyes. “She looked really scared and you should let her feel safe. She’s your sister.”

“I did that already,” said Simon. “When we left her. You know? What I did just felt mean, so I fixed it. She is safe, but you’re right. She needs to feel safe, too.”

“Good, I’m glad we agree.” She sighed. “I couldn’t be much happier than I am right now. I’m pregnant, you know.”

“You are? You sure?”

“I didn’t take a test yet, if that’s what you mean. I just feel certain.”
“What about Molly and Jamie?”

“Let them feel it themselves. I don’t know. Probably, but not certain.”

“Dang, I was hoping to keep trying,” he said. 

“Huh?” she lifted her head again. “Oh, I got it. That’s right. I’m not sure so we have to keep trying and even if I was… am… you’ll be tucking that cock of yours where it makes me feel the best.”

“Every day, precious,” said Simon. “Uh, song’s over.”

“Yeah, I’m pretending it’s not,” said Laurie. 

They looked around and Jamie was watching them from a few feet away. “If you two want to keep going, I could watch you all night.”

“Thanks, my love,” said Laurie. “Let me watch you.” She slipped to the edge of the dance floor and watched the couple glide away.

“What the heck did she say?” asked Jamie. 

“That she’s pregnant,” said Simon. 

“Is not,” snorted Jamie, “or at least she’s as pregnant as I am. We haven’t done the test yet, but I am a week late. We’ll do it tomorrow.”

“OK,” agreed Simon. “She also said I could make love to her even after she’s pregnant.”

“Well, duh,” said Jamie. “She wasn’t serious.”
“No, I think she was,” said Simon. “She really will let me.”

“Simon! She wasn’t serious that being pregnant meant she had to stop.”

“I know, J-Bear,” said Simon. “She said she was as happy as she could be.”

“Another duh,” said Jamie. “That’s what was fun to watch. You were, too. I am now.”

“I was and I am,” Simon corrected her. “I’m gonna gather you up.”

“What?” Jamie felt herself rising up, she was dancing in the air. She was dancing with Laurie and Molly and Simon. All at the same time in an impossible tangle of love. Where’s my hand? Who am I holding? How can they all be in my arms? Who cares? I was not this happy ten seconds ago. I don’t need anything else in the world. Dancing in the stars. They danced all the way home, with tears of joy in their eyes. Gather us up, indeed. 

*****
“That was quite an exit,” said Jamie the next morning. 
“You are not a wizard, Simon. You are a god,” said Laurie. “God of love anyway.”

“Don’t get carried away, darling,” said Molly. 

“We danced into bed,” said Laurie. “We did that all of us making love at once thing again.”

“I felt you there, darling,” said Molly. “Felt all of you. Even that part about being pregnant and now I feel like that and…”

“Me, too,” said Jamie.

“… we’re going to buy some home pregnancy tests and make sure.”

“Do you have any idea what it’s like to be in you, honey,” said Laurie, not caring about the tests. “To know how you feel? To know so much about my mom? To know how much you love me? I love me more. Am I gonna love my baby like that?”

“Where were you, baby?” said Jamie. “I was busy cumming somewhere close to Venus. I’m going with you next time.”

“Yeah, and I came with you. Like riding piggy back to Venus,” said Laurie dreamily. “And you and you,” she added to Molly and Simon. “I was just so deep. God, Jamie, how much you love me. And Simon. That’s a more… physical love. Touching and in me… us… and around. And… you… you’re a god.”

“Darling, I said not to get carried away. He’s good, but he’s not that good.”

“No, I’m serious,” said Laurie. “I’m pregnant and he’s a god. Tell them, Simon.”

“Another word for wizard,” said Simon, trying to shrug it off. “I was pretty wound up, too. Thinking too much of myself.”

“Simon,” said Laurie evenly. “I saw it.”

“OK, so the other wizards call themselves gods,” said Simon. He looked at Laurie. “OK, I’m a god. I don’t know why or how. I’ve had a couple of weeks to sort it out. You didn’t mind me being a wizard doing incredible things. What’s the difference?”
“I don’t know,” shrugged Laurie. “There was this vastness.”

“She’s right? You’re not kidding? A god?” said Molly, flabbergasted at the idea. 

“Not the one God,” said Simon. “You know what? I could just make you forget that I’m a god.”

“You said you wouldn’t tweak us,” said Jamie. 

“Stop, just a second,” said Simon. “Let’s back up. I asked a question. What’s the difference?”

His three wives sat in silence for several seconds. Then Jamie spoke, “We really are married. Not a pretend ceremony. Married by a god is pretty damn married.”

Molly shrugged. “That would explain the sex and the dance and how much you love us. How you look at us. How you can make us feel loved with just a touch or a glance.”

“Will our children be demi-gods?” asked Laurie. 

“No, I’m sure about that,” said Simon. 

“I still love you,” said Jamie. 

“Well, so do I,” said Molly. 

“I love you and you and you and me,” said Laurie. “Can you make gold?”

“No, and I’m sure about that, too. Remember the wizards’ guild? There are rules. I can’t make gold.”

“I saw you get tackled,” said Jamie. “Who tackles a god?”

Simon chuckled, “I don’t have to be a god all the time. In fact, Con… one of the gods said I should live normal and so I am.” He didn’t want to mention Confucius by name and let them know he could live for millennia.

“Six touchdowns,” said Jamie. “Nobody tackled you that night.”

“My first minutes as a god,” said Simon sheepishly. “I didn’t even know what I was doing.”

“That night? You haven’t always been a god?” said Molly. 

“No, I’m 14. I figure I just got some sense in me. Imagine a 2-year-old as a god. How about we all just act like I’m still Simon, a guy who can do magical things. You absolutely cannot worship me, so I’m your husband and who’s gonna make breakfast?”
“You make it,” said Laurie. 

“I can’t make gold and I can’t make breakfast,” said Simon. “I can’t make things appear out of thin air.”

Jamie lifted her hand and wiggled her fingers, “You made the rings.”

“Technically, no. They weren’t real when I made them and now they are because I bought them.”

“A god who can’t make breakfast,” said Laurie. “What good are you? I’ll make it.” She got up. “Ha, I got no problem married to a god. I can make breakfast and he can’t.”

“Well, actually I could…”

“Ah, no, you said no. No holy breakfast,” said Laurie. 

“I can cook eggs,” said Simon, relieved that being a god no longer seemed like a big deal to his wives. 

“OK, that’s not what I meant and you know it,” said Laurie. “You know I’m just teasing, right? I don’t want you doing things magically that I can do myself.”

“So, what is the difference between a wizard and a god?” Molly threw the question back at him. 

“I have responsibilities,” said Simon. “A good deed every Sunday. Actually, I suppose you’d call it a miracle every Sunday.” He explained the earthquake he’d prevented. “Today I’m going to put out the fire in Poway,” he added. 

“Big deal, it’s supposed to rain today and put it out anyway,” asked Jamie. 
“I’m making it rain,” said Simon. “I started on it on Friday, so it fits the forecast. No miraculous downpour.”

“So it wasn’t going to rain today?”

“No.”

“Now it is.”

“Right.”

“Yeah,” said Jamie. “I got no problem being married to a god either. Won’t even know he’s around. Making it rain on a rainy day. Ha, great sex and a great dancer and I love you so much. I’m fine.” She looked over at Laurie, “But I’m still piggy backing with you next time you go exploring in his head and mom’s head.”

“How about you, lover?” Simon asked Molly, the only wife who hadn’t said she had no problem being married to a god. 

“I’ve told you plenty of times I love you like no other,” said Molly. “If you weren’t a god, I’d say you were a godsend to me and the girls. I’m fine.”
After breakfast, Molly cornered him alone. “How long do gods live?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“Forever?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“Say it anyway.”

“Confucius is 5,000 years old give or take 500 years.”

“Confucius! Confucius say Confucius?”

“Yes, that Confucius,” said Simon. “Look, Molly, I’m going to age with you. I’m going age with the girls. I’ll be here until death do us part and then I’ll have to fake my death so nobody knows I don’t die.”

“Then forever you’ll watch our children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren, and more?”

“Them and more,” said Simon. 

“Yeah, I really have no problem being married to a god if I’ll live forever in my descendants.”

Simon Says
By Kenna

Chapter 15 – Ten Years Later

(no sex) For the record, I didn’t see this ending coming either, but it was fun to write. 

“Still making babies, Simone?” Rama asked the drop-dead gorgeous woman lying next to him on the beach on a private island. 
“Laurie’s having a fourth,” said Simone, “Jamie’s had two and thinking about another. Molly’s happy being grandma.”

“They’ll break your heart,” said Joan, also enjoying the sun in rare human form. 
“Molly says she’ll live forever in her descendants,” said Simone. “I know they’ll die, but there will be more.”

“You fit in too perfect,” said Eris. She alone was naked. “The goddess of diversity. What else would come out of the new world? Melting pot and all. Bunch of mutts if you ask me. I’ll take Greek men any day.”

“Not without asking me first,” said Athena. “I have to say you did define yourself younger than any other god, Simone.”

“I defined myself at 3,” said Eris. 

“No, that apple you tossed in and started the Trojan War was a prank. It defined you. You didn’t define yourself,” countered Athena. 

“I’m chaos and discord and I’ve been that since I was 3.”

“You’re too much to handle sometimes,” said Rama. 

“God loves me.”

“God loves everyone,” said Joan, scornfully. “He doesn’t like you.”

“I’m scientifically proven,” said Eris, referring to chaos theory, something the other gods hated for how big it made her head. 

Rama threw a lightning bolt at her and, as usual, it split into a beautiful, complex fractal pattern that surrounded her and faded. “Have to say it is pretty the way you do that.”

Simone, Simon’s female persona, was undeniably the most beautiful woman in the world. The other goddesses on Mount Olympus would have handed her the apple that Eris threw amongst them saying it belonged to the most beautiful. She was a composite of twenty beautiful girls from a cul-de-sac in San Diego, taking the best of each. The goddess of diversity with European, African, and Asian features that rendered an exotic beauty that defied description. The first American god. 
She made her name as a fashion model, earning huge salaries though she only granted four photo shoots a year. Outside of those and planned public appearances, she was an enigma. The paparazzi had given up trying to catch her on film and there was not a candid photo to be found. It wasn’t hard for Simone to avoid the paparazzi since she didn’t exist except when Simon wanted her to. 

As the White House spokesperson on diversity, she’d met privately with the president, who, not once, not twice, but three times found his nose very itchy before he learned no one touched Simone without her permission. Shortly after that, his left testicle became necrotic and had to be removed. Only three people in the world knew about it, the surgeon, the operating room nurse, and his wife. Four, if you count the phone call he got from Simone assuring him that the U.S. was diverse enough for a man with one ball, but he’d better stop the sexual harassment. 

Simon was still married to his three wives and looked his 24 human years when he was with them in San Diego, which was most of the time. Today he was celebrating his tenth birthday (as a god) with the other gods, apparently a big occasion for him. Rama had “traded up” from a couple hundred million people to more than a billion when he returned to his native India on Simon’s fifth birthday. Today, Loki had given him Alaska as his birthday present, giving him possession of all 50 states. 
He’d made amends with the families in the cul-de-sac. Not that he wasn’t still having his fun with the mothers and daughters, but they didn’t remember anything when he was done with them, so he thought that was just like he wasn’t abusing them. There were only four girls still living at home, but the others could be summoned in the blink of an eye and be the same age they were when Simon first toyed with them. Jack Kilgore had taken the management job and was a full-time husband and father with no desires for his daughters. Hugh Jackson had miraculously recovered from his motorcycle accident with full use of his arms and legs. Henry Blackman had seen the light. Work was no longer more important than his family. Jan Swenson stopped having affairs and had insisted on restating his marriage vows with Heidi. Katy Carter, Ann O’dell, and Hana Kwan had remarried, which didn’t stop Simon from cuckolding their new husbands just like the other men in the neighborhood. 

Loki sat up and looked out across the water. “Five thousand years he’s been trying and he still can’t surf. Makes me embarrassed to be a god.”

“He’s still living as a human when he can,” said Simone. “I’d like to see you surf when you’re 5,000.”

“I don’t know if I’ll make it,” said Loki. “Getting the 2,000 year itch.”

“Tired of being?” asked Simone in surprise. 

“Running out of ideas,” said Loki. “No original pranks anymore.”

“That would suck,” agreed Simone. “You could change your theme. Speaking of themes, I’ve always meant to ask you what happened to Thor?”

“Thor! Thor! Everybody thinks Thor is so great,” Loki was red in the face. “Screw Thor. He lived for four days. Went down in a bolt of lightning from God and we called him the god of thunder as a joke. Ka-boom, no more Thor. And he didn’t have a hammer.”
Loki hated that he was overshadowed by a god who had barely existed so much that he threw a bolt of lightning at Simone and nobody said anything for about ten seconds, mesmerized when it turned into a display of diversity in colors, shapes, sounds, sizes, and intensity. Finally Loki said, “Got you beat, Eris.”

“Those weren’t even real colors,” snapped Eris. “She made those up and how can you see poverty, lower middle class, middle class, upper middle class, and the super rich? I saw them and I don’t know how I saw them.”

“I saw Christianity, Islam, Judaism, Buddism, and, well, every religion ever conceived,” said Anansi.

“Just the ones I know about,” said Simone. That was just about every religion and definitely included the religions that spawned each of the existing gods
“So that’s what Confucianism looks like,” said Confucius, appearing suddenly in their midst, drawn by the display. He was dry and sans surfboard. 

“Allah akbar,” said Allah, likewise drawn though still wet and holding his surfboard. “The color and size and shape of Islam. How unique.”
“Confucius say Allah akbar at surfing,” muttered Confucius. He was about to break down and miraculously learn how to surf. I can walk on water, but I can’t surf. I’m sure Allah used a miracle.
“You’ve done well,” Confucius told Simone. “We consider this to be the big one. You make it to ten years and you’re pretty much in for the long run.”
“Thank you, Confucius,” said Simone. “Your advice was most helpful. Another year and I’ll collect that gold bar.”

“Au contraire, Simone,” said Confucius. “Why would you think I was talking about your human age? You’re 10. You have another 15 years. Besides, didn’t you make $10 million in one day just by posing for a camera last month? What do you need a gold bar for?”

“The young god seeks your approval, Confucius,” said Mazu. “The gold is that approval.”
“Well, I like how he turned out,” said the old god. “Took him long enough to figure out my advice.”

“Nail the pretty girls?” said Simone with a touch of sarcasm. 

“I told you it was lost in translation,” said Confucius. “You nailed them your way and then you nailed them my way. In a way they achieved immortality, at least their best features did.” He looked around. “Is K coming? Are we waiting on him?”
“Kokopellia has no path to this island, Confucius,” said Mazu. “I took it when he started that rumor about global warming. If, as I fear, the world actually cools because those idiots reduce carbon emissions, then my coral reefs will suffer.”

“So K’s not coming?” asked Confucius. “That’s a shame.”

“Just one day, Mazu?” said Rama. “For Simon’s birthday.”

“Very well, he can have ten minutes,” sighed Mazu. “He is on his way.”

“Mazu, I thought it was getting warmer,” protested Kokopelli, half a second later. “Honestly, I didn’t think it would catch on. There’s no proof. How many times do I have to say I’m sorry?”

“More than you have,” said Mazu. “Leave the pranks to Loki. He’s better at it.”
“Shall we now?” interrupted Joan. She held a wooden paddle. 

“Let’s get it over with,” said Simone, preparing for the ritual spanking to mark his birthday. He’d joked about giving Confucius 5,000 swats, but the other gods assured him that his 10th birthday would be the last spanking. Simone stood and bent at the waist, relieved that it would be Joan who delivered the spanking. Loki had been rough enough on his 3rd birthday. 

Indeed, Joan gave Simone’s lovely ass a perfunctory ten swats that were mere pats compared to the other spankings he’d received. Then, after ten swats, Joan said, “And one to grow on.” She pulled back and delivered a swat so hard that Simone thought Joan had smacked his eyeballs right out of his head. 

“Eeeaaaa,” Simone yelped in surprise. Turning on Joan, Simone said, “Holy cow, what was that for?”
“That was from God,” said Joan. “Just a reminder who’s in charge. Don’t step out of line. He hits even harder when He’s pissed. Thank you for not taking His name in vain.”

“Wish that would have been on the bare,” said Loki. “Know how much they’d pay for a shot of Simone’s…”

“Loki, do you know what happens when anyone points a camera at me without permission?” asked Simone. 

“Does it have anything to do with testicles?”

*****

The next Sunday, Simone walked into a bar in northern Idaho to perform her miracle for the week. It was an all-white bar, persons of color unwelcome in a stronghold of white supremacy. Exactly the kind of miracle the goddess of diversity liked to perform. Heads turned as she walked it. Most of the patrons recognized the most beautiful woman in the world, but that didn’t make the exotic beauty any more welcome.

“We don’t serve your kind of people,” said the bartender when she reached the bar.

“My kind of people? You mean women?”

“No. You’re not welcome here.”

“Rich people? Famous people? Beautiful people? Oh, you mean I’m not white inside and out.”

“Nobody here wants to make trouble” he said cautiously, but firmly. “You should just leave, miss.”

“You wouldn’t give me a glass of water for this?” She held out a $1000 bill. 

He snatched the bill out of her hand, held it up the light, and turned it over a few times. “I suppose I could give you a glass of water.”

“In a wine glass, please,” she said.

Looking around nervously at the other patrons, he poured four ounces of water into a wine glass. When he set it on the bar, she put her finger in it and stirred it, turning it to a fine cabernet. 

“Jesus Christ,” muttered the bartender. 

“No, he’s dead,” said Simone. “I’m Simone.” She took a sip of the wine. “Perfect. You serve a nice glass of water.” She looked around the room. Most of the people were ignoring her, but one man got up and came over to her. 

“Hi there. I’m Brad. I know who you are,” he said. “That fancy model. You’re quite a looker for a black girl.”

“Thank you,” she said, biding her time for the right moment, which was rapidly approaching. “Interesting that you would mention that. I’ve also got some Japanese, Swedish, German, and a few others, but you think I’m black.” She held up her arm for inspection. “I’d say I’m brown at best. Light brown. Not much different than a well-tanned Swedish girl.”

“Hey, I was paying you a compliment,” said Brad. “I thought you and me could have a little fun, if you know what I mean.”

“Yes, I suppose I do know what you mean,” said Simone. She took another sip of her wine. “I’m sure your idea of fun and my idea of fun are not the same.”

“Fun’s fun,” he said. 

“You’re a pretty good looking guy,” she lied. “I could buy you dinner in Paris, breakfast in Cairo, and lunch in Hong Kong. I could take you around the world, if you know what I mean.” She didn’t need to look to know that the guy’s girlfriend was on her way, a woman that outweighed Simone by at least 80 pounds. This was the welcome Simone was expecting. 

Stopping three feet behind Simone, Tammy said, “How about you step away from my man, bitch.” The bar fell silent. Every eye was on them. Simone figured the men wouldn’t be the ones to start trouble. Brad was here so Tammy would have an excuse. Without warning, Tammy reached for the beautiful model. Nobody saw exactly what happened, but a second later, Tammy was on her knees, facing away from Simone, who had the woman’s arm up behind her back. 

“Hey, get your hands off her,” said Brad. Apparently now that she’d touched Tammy, Simone was fair game because Brad grabbed for her. He almost got his hand on the wrist that was holding his girlfriend in a painful position. Again nobody could quite recall what happened, but Brad was kneeling next to Tanya with his arm pulled up behind his back. 
“Don’t get up,” said Simone as two men pushed their chairs back. “It’s getting crowded up here. I’m willing to bet that you know I’m the White House spokesperson for diversity and this is the kind of place that needs a little more diversity, don’t you think? How about we add a couple of these people.” The onlookers noticeably flinched as Simone was now holding down a black man and a black woman. Black as the ace of spades. Recognizable black versions of their once white friends. 

At the collective gasp and the looks of disgust, the couple looked at each other. “What did you do to her?” yelled Brad. “Get the fuck away from us.” He looked at his free arm. “What the fuck did you do? What’d she do, Craig?”

Craig stared dumbstruck as his friend and shrugged. “I didn’t see nothing. Is that really you, Brad? Tammy?”

“Fuck, it’s us… and it’s… I got somebody else…” in my head. Memories of a black childhood filled Brad’s head. Discrimination. Disapproval. Disenfranchisement. Stories handed down from his great-great-grandparents. He felt the black experience, growing up in a place where he was second-class and hated it. He hated the Brad and Tammy he knew. He hated Craig. 

Simone let go of her newest converts. She pointed her index finger at Craig, her thumb cocked as she pointed an imaginary gun at him. “Bang,” she said, dropping her thumb like the trigger on an unbelievable gun. Craig turned black. He had short curly hair and a broad nose, but it was Craig. Simone shifted her aim to the other man who’d pushed back his chair. “Bang.” He jumped like he’d really been shot.

“What the fuck!” Simone couldn’t tell who said that, but the other eight people in the bar started moving. She shot two of them in their chairs, another as he stood, two more headed at her, and the three women running for the door. The jukebox was playing rap music and the bar calmed down as they marveled with a new understanding of the concept of diversity. 

“I don’t want you did, but…” Simone turned to see the bartender holding a double-barreled shotgun pointed right at her. She pointed her finger at him and he was so afraid of being turned black that he pulled the trigger before she could shoot him. To his surprise, the gun didn’t fire. Simone dropped her finger while he looked at the gun and saw is own arm. The gun clattered to the floor. He stared at her for five seconds. “I’m sorry,” he said sheepishly. “I don’t know why I pointed the shotgun at you.”

“Yeah, you do,” said Simone. She hadn’t replaced his memory, just added to it. “It’s OK. Now you understand.” 

“Yeah, everything is different now,” he said. He bent down and picked up the shotgun. 

“Be careful with that,” said Simone. “It’s loaded and it’ll fire next time you pull the trigger.”

“Hey, girl,” said Tammy and Simone turned to face her. Tammy threw her arms around Simone’s neck and hugged her. “You are something, you know? I feel… liberated.”  Moving away from Simone, Tammy shimmied to rap music like she’d never done before. A minute ago moving like that was a disgusting signature of a black woman. Now it fit. 
Congratulations from the other gods were all ready rolling. It was a rather complex miracle that had taken a few tries to perfect and now was recorded in two pages of detail in Simon’s Book of Miracles. Anyone who entered the bar and wasn’t black would turn black. They’d learn the meaning of diversity. When they left the bar, they’d turn back to their normal shade. They wouldn’t remember that they’d turned black for a few wonderful hours, but they’d still remember the lesson they’d learned. They’d bring their friends to the bar without knowing why it was such a special place. And if they were black when they came in, they turned white because prejudice works both ways. Everybody was welcome in the bar and only Simone’s water turned into the wine and her drinks were on the house. 

Gods
Rama owns the lower half of Canada and eastern US
Loki owns the upper half of Canada, Alaska, and Scandinavia and everything in between
Confucius owns China, India, and southeast Asia
Isis is Egyptian, but she owns most of South America now
Joan owns western Europe
Eris owns pieces of Africa
Shango owns the rest of Africa
Allah won’t give up the Middle East anymore than Confucius will give up China
Athena holds eastern Europe
Mazu likes the sea, so she has Pacifica and Australia
Anansi has Mexico, Central America, and Brazil
Kali holds western Asia and the Ukraine 
Ninlil is quite content with nothing but Persia
Kokopelli holds narrow strips of land between all others.

Families
Houghtons

Gary – dad

Brenda – mom

Kyra – 16

Simon – 14

Di – 12
Kilmores – Like it
Jack – dad, always on business trips

Janice – mom

Kari – 12

Moira – 10
Hannah – 8
Jacksons – Bondage 
Hugh – dad, in wheelchair

Iris – mom

Kris – 12

Mitzi – 10
Carters – Cosplay

Katy – mom

Jill – 8
Nell – 6
McCanns (Irish) – Get them all pregnant

Molly – mom

Jamie – 15

Laurie – 13
O’dells – Lesbian (with Simon being a girl?)
Ann – mom

Lindsey – 11

Ginny – 9
Blackman (black) – Slavery 
Henry – dad, work-aholic

Tamara – mom

Janet – 10

Dory – 7
Kwans (Japanese) – Pain 
Hana – mom

Kim – 14

Li – 12
Swensons (Swedish) – Brings in an audience
Jan – dad, has a string of affairs

Heidi – mom

Kristen – 14
Sveta – 10
Simon – stud

Molly to Simon – lover

Jamie to Simon – J-bear

Laurie to Simon – precious 

Molly to Jamie – sugar

Molly to Laurie – honey

Jamie to Molly – sweetie

Jamie to Laurie – my love

Laurie to Molly – darling

Laurie to Jamie – baby
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