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I’m the local babysitter and I’m in high demand, usually sitting five nights a week.  It pays pretty well, it keeps me busy, and I like to be around kids.  Mostly I babysit for some regulars, but once in a while I get someone new.  One of my regulars just got too old for a babysitter, so I had openings.  I got a call from the Hancocks, asking if I could sit for them.  I had never babysat for them, so I was looking forward to it.  
Well, the Hancocks are local celebrities in our small town only because the kids are triplets.  Everybody wants to know how the “Treys” are doing.  The local paper dubbed them that and it stuck.  There are two boys, identical and very handsome, and one girl.  Kyle and Keith are really hard to tell apart.  People used to ask if Kayla was an “identical triplet”, too, because she looks so much like the boys.  But, obviously, if she’s not a boy, she’s not identical.  Still, the three of them are have white blond hair, blue eyes, and about the same physique.  Even at a short distance it’s sometimes hard to tell Kayla from her brothers.  She likes to tuck her long blond hair up under a baseball cap just for that reason.  At 11-years-old, the boys will start outgrowing Kayla and she’ll start to develop her own distinguishing, feminine characteristics.  Their mannerisms are very much alike and that adds to their similarities.  All in all, the Treys are very close and take delight in confusing everyone, even their own parents.  
When I arrived, I got to meet the Treys.  Though I’d seen them around town a lot and knew about them, I’d never actually met them.  I was surprised at how polite they were as they greeted me and made me feel at home.  Usually new kids have an attitude that borders on hostile when I arrive; an attitude that I can quickly turn around.  I’m a 16-year-old girl and I’ve been described as pretty.  I can adjust a young boy’s attitude just by giving him attention and being nice.  Pretty soon I have him wrapped around my little finger.  Girls can be a little tougher, but I usually win them over by being a friend and confidant, almost like a co-conspirator in the war against boys and parents.  Tonight it looked like I was starting on the right foot and this wouldn’t be a tough job at all.  
After the parents left, I sat down to read a chapter of History.  When I finished that, and all was quiet, I had a few chapters to read for English Lit, but I thought I’d check on the Treys before I did that.  Quiet it was, but sometimes that can be bad, too.  As I prowled through the house, I finally checked the basement and heard voices coming up the stairs.  I walked down to see them and got quite a surprise.  Kayla was standing in profile to me with her hands cuffed behind her and she was topless.  She was quietly, but insistently pleading with her brothers to let her go. 
I immediately summed up the situation as the boys were taking advantage of their sister.  “What is going on here?”  I demanded in my firmest tone.  “Give her back her shirt and let her go right now.”
The boys just about jumped out of their skin at the sound of my voice.  Apparently they hadn’t expected me to check on them if they were quiet.  Even Kayla started, but she relaxed when she saw me.  I walked quickly over to Kayla and stood in front of her, hugging her bare chest to me so she wasn’t on display for her brothers.  I looked down at the cuffs on her wrists and saw that they weren’t toy cuffs that could be unfastened with a lever.  These needed a key.  “OK, who’s got the key?”  I asked.  
Kyle dug into his pocket and pulled out a small key.  Sheepishly, he approached and unlocked Kayla’s cuffs.  As she was freed, Kayla ran to the sofa to retrieve her shirt.  “Where did you get these?”  I pointed at the cuffs that were now in Keith’s hands.
“From our dad’s closet,” said Keith.  It was the first words any of them had spoken since I’d come down to the basement.  I wondered what Mr. Hancock would be doing with handcuffs since I knew he wasn’t a policeman.  My question must have been obvious, because Keith volunteered an answer.  “He uses them on our mom.”  
I blushed when Keith said that.  That was a piece of information that I didn’t care to know.  If Mr. and Mrs. Hancock liked to play games like that, it was none of my business.  Still, I was curious that the kids had witnessed their parents doing bondage.  From the position that Kayla had been in, I surmised that not only had mom been wearing cuffs, but she had been topless (or worse).  
“That doesn’t matter,” I said.  “You shouldn’t be using them on Kayla.  Give me the key.”
To my surprise, Kyle tossed the key across the room where it fell on the carpet.  I glared at him and walked over to pick it up.  I heard and felt Keith running up behind me.  His hand reached out as if to grab the key before I did, but I was quicker and got a hold of it first.  At the same time, Kyle was behind me and bumped me.  That sent me off balance and I caught myself with my hands to keep from falling on my face.  
Suddenly, I realized that Keith wasn’t trying to get the key.  He snapped the cuffs on my right wrist and pulled my hand out from under me.  I felt the weight of Kyle on my back as I went down to the floor, barely cushioning myself with my left hand.  Kayla jumped on me, too, as Kyle pulled my left hand back and up, putting me in a hammerlock.  I lay there momentarily stunned, maybe two seconds, before I reacted, but by then, the cuffs had been clicked in place on my left wrist and my hands were trapped behind me.  This was just the predicament Kayla had been in.  As that thought went through my head, I looked around for her and this was the first time I realized she was sitting on me, helping her brothers to hold me down.  The whole thing had to have been carefully planned since they had acted without saying a word, yet worked as a team to overpower me.  It even struck me that Kayla had been cuffed and topless just to put me off guard.  
With my hands behind me, I was pretty much at the mercy of the Treys, a quality I soon found they had little of.  Kyle pulled my arms up, getting me to my knees, but he kept them up so that I was bent forward slightly – just enough to keep me from getting my legs under me and standing.  As I got my wind and my wits back, I said, “Nice trick, guys.  That worked pretty well.  What you gonna do with the babysitter now that you’ve got her?”  I tried to stay calm and play with them, rather than get upset.  After all, I still thought that this was just them testing me.  I’d passed many a babysitter test and shown the kids who was in charge.  No sense in sounding like a parent if all we were doing was fooling around.  
“This,” said Keith.  He unbuttoned the top button of my blouse.  I struggled against Kyle’s control, not really fighting against him, but trying out my options.  He responded by raising my arms higher.  This time it was high enough that it hurt and bent me over.  
“Ouch,” I said.  “That’s a bit rough.  Don’t you guys know you’re supposed to be nice to the babysitter?  Remember, I’m the one that gets to decide if you get dessert or not.”  
The Treys giggled and Keith said, “How you gonna do that like this?”
“Yeah,” said Kayla.  “We’ll have dessert if we want and you can’t stop us now.”
Now that sounded a little more serious than just teasing the babysitter.  Kyle let me halfway straighten up again, but it was only so Keith could undo another button.  I could look down and see my bra.  “What are you guys doing?”  I asked, still trying to keep a calm voice.  “Is this a game or what?”
“It’s a game,” said Keith.  
“Yeah, a game,” said Kayla.  “Squeeze the babysitter’s boobies.”
“OK,” I said, not really meaning anything was OK, but meaning I understood now.  “That’s enough.”  Keith reached for another button.  “Don’t touch that button, young man,” I said sternly.  “The game is over.  The babysitter doesn’t want to play this… hey, I said, don’t… hey, I’m gonna have to tell your parents.”  A third button was undone and he moved quickly to the fourth button.  “Stop that,” I insisted, but I had no way of enforcing my demand.  As my fifth and last button was undone, I said, “You three let me go at once.  This isn’t funny any more.  Let me up.  The game is over.”
Keith pulled my shirt apart, fully exposing my white bra.  “Keith!  Stop it!”  I yelled.  So much for establishing control – I had none whatsoever right now.  It scared me to think how helpless they had made me and what might happen next.  They sure seemed to have a greater interest in sex than I had at 11 years old.  “Let me go right now or I’m telling your parents!”
They ignored me.  “I’ll get it,” said Kayla.  She was referring to my bra apparently, but Keith stopped her.  
“I can do it,” he said.  “It’s just like mom’s.”
Now that really got my attention.  He stepped around me.  Next thing I knew, he pulled my shirt off my shoulders and down my arms.  Having exposed my back, he fumbled with the catch of my bra strap.  It didn’t take him long at all and I remembered the words – just like mom’s.  He was acquainted with the process of removing a bra and apparently from removing his mother’s bra.  My growing concern blossomed full out with the realization that I probably had no way of stopping the Treys if their parents found this to be acceptable behavior.  Keith reached over my shoulder and grabbed the front of my bra right between the two cups.  He lifted the bra off my breasts and pulled it up and over my head.  In seconds it was hanging uselessly behind me with my shirt.  Keith walked back in front of me and looked at my fully exposed tits.  Beside me, Kayla was an audience of one watching her two brothers control and strip me.  I blushed bright red as Keith whistled at me.  Kayla giggled.  
I squirmed under Keith’s scrutiny, half disbelieving that I was topless in front of an 11-year-old.  My tits are a C-cup and I’m quite happy with the way I look in a bikini.  This was a far different experience and I found it extremely uncomfortable.  “Please,” I said.  “Don’t do this to me.  Let me go now and I won’t tell your parents.  Please, just let me go.”  
I struggled anew as Keith put his hands out and rested them on my tits.  He reached under them, cupping them and used his thumbs to rub my nipples.  His touch made my nipples hard against my will.  Gently he kneaded the soft flesh of my breasts.  He looked into my eyes and said, “Naughty babysitter.  You shouldn’t show off your tits like this to us.  We’re only 11.”  Kayla giggled again, but neither boy laughed.  
Keith removed his hands and walked behind me.  I could feel them switching positions so that Keith had my arms now and Kyle walked around in front of me.  He repeated the process of fondling my tits.  “Nice tits,” he said.  “Mind if I suck on them?”
“Please, Kyle.  Let me go,” I said, trying to convince him since his brother had been unwilling to listen.  “Hey, no, don’t… stay away from… Kyle, I mean it… don’t.  Oohhh, Kyle.  Please.”  He was on his knees with my left nipple in his mouth and I could do nothing to stop him.  His touch felt good, but that wasn’t the point.  He had no right to be touching me at all.  
He stopped and looked at Kayla.  “Where is it?” he asked her.  
“What?  The rag or the camera?”
“Well, both, Kayla.  You were in charge of them.  Get them.”  
“Upstairs.  I left them upstairs,” she said.  
As she turned to go get the missing items, Kyle said, “Shirts.”  At that, he whipped his shirt off.  I watched Kayla out of the corner of my eye as she did the same.  The difference was that she had the beginnings of little girl breasts, just gentle swells capped by little nipples.  But, she was a growing girl who was now topless like me.  When Kyle held my arms briefly, I assumed that Keith removed his shirt, too.  The boys acted like this was a fair trade – their shirts for our shirts, but they weren’t breaking a norm of society by exposing their chests to the girls.  
Kayla left and returned quickly.  Kyle took the camera from her and snapped some photographs of me in my compromising position.  “We’ll use these to show everyone how the naughty babysitter made us all take our shirts off,” he said.  A chill went down my spine at the thought of that.  It was bad enough that they were taking pictures.  But, if they tried to use those pictures as evidence against me, it would really be their word against mine.  And I was supposed to be in charge.  Even if I could convince anyone I had been tricked and tied, I wouldn’t ever get a babysitting job again.  
When Kyle was satisfied that he had enough pictures, he handed the camera back to Kayla and took a white handkerchief from her.  He held it a few inches from his face and sniffed.  “Whew,” he said.  “That’s strong.”  Then, he held the cloth against my face.  I immediately caught a strong chemical smell and tried to hold my breath.  I squirmed as hard as I could.  Keith’s hold on my arms brought tears to my eyes as my shoulders ached.  There was no way I could get away from the rag.  The last thing I remember was the thought that I hoped the rag didn’t smell as bad as I thought it would.  I don’t remember if it smelled or not.  
When I woke up, I was in a more dire predicament than before, but it took me a while to figure that out.  At first, I woke up on my stomach and raised my head groggily to look around.  I saw feet to my right and to my left.  Directly in front of me was a small figure.  I had difficulty focusing on the figure that was just a few feet from me.  When I tried to get up, I found I couldn’t.  I took several deep breaths and felt my head clear.  I looked forward again and made out the figure of Kayla.  She was lying on her stomach.  Her hands were tied together and her elbows were also.  It looked quite painful.  Her ankles and knees were tied together and her feet were tied to her hands.  She was hog-tied and immobilized.  On top of all that, she had a red rubber ball in her mouth and she was drooling on the carpet in front of her.  
I felt sorry for Kayla and wished I could do something to help her.  Moving was out of the question and even talking was impossible.  I thought back to the rag over my mouth and wondered what had been on the rag that made me pass out and now had me paralyzed.  But, the ache in my shoulders told me that there was more to this than just being unable to move.  I realized that my hands and arms were tied just like Kayla’s hands and arms.  When it occurred to me that she was positioned in front of me so I could see exactly how I was tied, it suddenly all made sense.  I was hog-tied, too!  When I looked down at the carpet in front of me, I saw my own puddle of drool.  
When I shook my head to clear it, I found that was a mistake.  It only made me more aware of the aches in my joints and of the contact between my nude body and the floor.  I was resting on my tits, hips, and thighs.  There was a chill across my bare ass and back, making me very aware of my nudity and my precarious, helpless position.  I looked up from the feet to my right to see one of the boys standing there.  He was naked, stroking his small, hard cock.  The two boys had been dressed differently, but now with no clothes I couldn’t tell them apart.  The other was to my left, equally aroused.   
“Ah, the babysitter is awake,” said one of them.  “The naughty, naked babysitter is awake,” said the other.  Pictures from a Polaroid camera were placed in front of me.  In the pictures I was untied with my face in the bare crotches of the boys and Kayla.  In most of them it was obvious that I was passed out.  But, there were a couple where you could tell it was me, but not that I was totally out of it.  The boys made no comment about the pictures.  They pretty much spoke for themselves.  The implied threat was that they had pictures of me doing naughty things to little kids.  Who they might show those pictures to, I wondered.  I simply assumed that the pictures were to buy my cooperation.  
“Do you want untied?”
I nodded my head and tried to say something.  
“What will you do to earn your freedom?”
It was a rhetorical question because I couldn’t possibly answer.  I waited to hear what I would do.  I was helplessly tied, gagged, and blackmailed.  I would do whatever two nasty little boys could think of.  
The answer was apparently a demonstration.  One of them sat down in front of Kayla and removed her gag.  He pulled her head into his lap.  When her head started bobbing up and down, I knew exactly what the little girl was doing to her brother.  I learned who was who when Keith sat down in front of me and said, “You’ll do what Kayla is doing to Kyle, won’t you, babysitter?  You’ll give me a blowjob, won’t you, babysitter?”
I nodded my head.  It wasn’t that I wanted to do that to an 11-year-old boy against my will or to anyone for that matter.  But, I clearly had no option but to suck his cock.  My predicament took any fight out of me that I might have had.  I just wanted to do what needed to be done to get free.  Keith undid my gag as I watched his cock bounce between his legs, just inches from my face.  With my mouth finally freed, the first thing I did was to swallow all my spit to stop my drooling.  Then, I opened my mouth for Keith.  I’ve given blowjobs before.  I’d done it for a couple of my boyfriends.  I’d also learned how to suck cock from one of the dad’s that I babysat for.  He’d pressured me into it when driving me home after I’d sat for his kids.  That was the last time I sat for them.  They never called back and I was embarrassed to think that I’d been blacklisted because he’d confessed to his wife.  Maybe he just had a guilty conscience.  
Keith held his position, his cock about six inches from me.  I waited for several seconds with my mouth open and then looked up at his face.  He was waiting, watching.  As soon as I looked up at him and saw his smile, I thought he was further embarrassing me by making me crawl to his cock.  But, instead, he said, “Ask for it.”  
“Ask for it?”  I repeated, not understanding at first.   The light went on in my head as soon as I said that.  “Move it closer,” I said.  “I can’t reach it.”
His shoulders slumped in disappointment and disapproval.  “First, was that a question?  No, I don’t think so.  I said ask for it, you stupid bitch.  Second, make it sound like a question from my naughty babysitter.”
The words stupid bitch stung me like a slap across the face.  For such a young boy he had a very commanding tone and I smarted not only from his words, but also from his disdain.   The longer it took to suck his cock, the longer I would be tied up.  He hadn’t said it, but he wanted me to beg.  He wanted me to beg him using dirty words – like a naughty babysitter would.  “Please, Keith.  May I suck your cock?”  I watched his face for approval.  He made no sign.  “Please, let me have your hard cock in my mouth, Keith.”  Damn, that wasn’t a question I realized as soon as I said it.  “Please, Keith, will you please put your cock in my mouth so I can suck it?  May I give you a blowjob?”
He answered by scooting his body to me, placing his cock in reach of my mouth.  I leaned my head forward and took his cock between my lips.  As soon as I started bobbing up and down on his cock, he said, “Ahhh, I just love a babysitter blowjob.”  I shuddered at how I’d lost control.  Instead of babysitting, I was blowing one of my charges while across the room his brother was getting one from their sister.  
“Like you’ve ever had one before,” said Kyle.  
“Well, I’ve had them before,” said Keith.  “Just not from a babysitter or a teenager.”  
“Duh,” said Kyle.  “I know you’ve had them.  I was there, remember?  Mom and Kayla?  Who else?”
“OK,” said Keith.  “Just those two.”  He sank his fingers into my hair.  “Still, there’s something about having our babysitter tied and sucking cock that makes even better.  I mean, Kayla and mom like to do them.  Linda doesn’t, do you?”  His statement ended with a question to me.  
I shook my head to his question without stopping my rhythm.  Not that I hadn’t done them willingly on other occasions, but this time my mouth was being raped.  I didn’t want to be doing this one.  But, I’d been paying attention to the conversation and couldn’t understand something about it.  I pulled off of Keith’s cock and said, “If Kayla likes to do it, how come you have her tied up, too?”
“Because she likes to be tied up, too,” said Keith.  “Don’t you, Kayla?”
Kayla stopped long enough to say, “Yeah, Linda, don’t you like it?  Mommy likes it and mommy says girls like to be tied when they have sex.  Daddy says that’s what girls are for – to tie up and fuck.  He says girls like being tied as much as boys like tying up girls.  I know I like it.”
While I don’t profess to being an expert on sex, I know that attitude is warped.  But, it was clear that Kayla was being trained to think bondage was normal and her daddy and brothers were taking advantage of her bondage education.  “Well, I don’t,” I said.  I made a play for freedom knowing full well that if I got free I was out of here and never looking back.  “Your brothers are so cute and handsome that I want to have my hands free so I can touch them and hold them.  Like right now, I want to hold Keith’s hot ass in my hands while I suck him off.”
“Suck it, you stupid bitch,” snapped Keith.  “Don’t lie to me.  You just said you didn’t like blowing me.  Now you’ll do it without being tied?  I’m not as stupid as you are.  That’s because I’m a boy and you’re a girl.  Like daddy says, you’re made to be a toy for boys… uh, men.  He says even if a girl doesn’t like to be tied up, she needs it and will learn to enjoy it.  So, I’m not untying you until I’m done.”  
From my point of view, it wouldn’t be long until he was done.  Though I couldn’t see him, I could hear Kyle as he came in Kayla’s mouth.  He yelled, “Suck it, Kayla.  Suck it, bitch.  Suck it, slut.  I’m coming.  Swallow it all, slut mouth.”  
Dammit, I thought to myself.  What am I doing?  Why am I sucking an 11-year-old’s cock?  How had I let this happen?  And, the names he was calling me were horrible.  
Keith’s breathing picked up as he approached orgasm.  I felt his cock harden even more.  His hands forced me to pick up my pace.  “Suck me, babysitter,” he moaned.  “Suck me off, you stupid bitch.  Use your mouth to make me cum and swallow every drop.  Suck, suck, suck!”  He threw his head back and shoved his hips hard into my face.  I kept sucking on him as his hips bucked.  “Right in your mouth, honey pot.  Eat it all, bitch.  Take my cum.”  My mouth filled with his sticky, hot cum and I swallowed as ordered.  As he relaxed again, he said, “God damn, Kyle, the babysitter can suck cock!”
I pulled my face away from Keith’s crotch and said, “OK, untie me now.”  I’d regained my senses halfway through the blowjob and suddenly I was appalled by what I’d just been forced to do.  Nobody had the right to make me suck a cock and I’d just done it, without so much as an argument.  I’d even begged for his cock.  And, I was supposed to be in charge while the Treys’ parents were gone.  As soon as I was untied, I was leaving.  I no longer felt any responsibility to watch over these miserable little brats.  Tomorrow I’d tell their parents just why I had left abruptly.  
“Uh uh,” said Keith.  “Oh, you thought just one blowjob was gonna be enough?  Sorry, I must have forgot to tell you that was just for starters.”
“Keith!”  I said in surprise.  “I did what you wanted.  I swallowed your cum.  Now, let me go.”  
“You haven’t swallowed my cum,” said Kyle.  “I want a babysitter blowjob, too.”
“Please,” I begged.  “My arms hurt so much.”  I felt like crying.  Tied and sore, I’d just done a blowjob for my freedom and it had been in vain.  They weren’t done with me yet.  
“It has been a while,” said Kayla calmly.  I would learn later that she wasn’t one to complain.  She liked being tied and feeling the burn, but there was a limit to how much pain she could take.  
Kyle and Keith looked at each other and it looked like they were having a telepathic argument the way only people from the same womb could have.  “Damn,” said Keith finally.  “OK, let’s redo them.”  
“Wastes time,” said Kyle in disgust.  It wasn’t a disagreement, but more an extension of Keith’s comment or a rehashing of the mental argument that had transpired in silence.  
“Don’t use so much,” said Keith.  
“Yeah, she won’t be out so long,” said Kyle.  
I almost cried again when I saw the white handkerchief again.  I was hoping for a chance to get free, but they weren’t taking any chances.  I slipped into unconsciousness as Kyle held the rag against my face.  
I awoke much quicker this time and transitioned quickly to full awareness.  I was on my back with my arms tied to hooks set in the wall.  They were tied to opposite walls, putting me in a spread eagle position.  But, my legs were not tied to the walls.  Instead, my calves and thighs were tied together, pressing my heels into my butt.  It had the same effect as tying my legs spread wide; I couldn’t close my legs.  If anything I was in a more vulnerable position than the hog-tied position I’d just talked my way out of.  As before, they waited for me to wake up before proceeding.  Apparently it was either no fun to play with an unconscious girl or not in their warped rules to do so.  
I could lift my head and see Kayla’s new position was not the same as mine.  She was standing, but quite uncomfortably.  Her hands were tied behind her, but just her hands this time, not her arms.  A rope ran from her hands to a pulley on the ceiling.  I did a double take as I looked at the ceiling.  It was filled with hooks and pulleys for the convenience of the boys.  Kayla’s arms were pulled high and she was forced to bend at the waist, her torso parallel to the floor.  
Though I’d lost track again of who was who, I assumed the boy standing by me was Kyle this time and Keith was over by Kayla.  Kayla didn’t have to go through the chloroform treatment with each change of position because she cooperated in being tied up.  So, it was me they were waiting on and as soon as I looked around, Kyle said, “Babysitter’s awake again.”  
I wanted to ask what was next, but I wasn’t that enthusiastic to learn my fate.  So, I just lay there waiting for Kyle.  Keith had his hands all over Kayla’s flat chest, caressing her nipples.  Kyle sat down on my stomach, straddling me.  He put his hands on my tits and started to tweak the nipples and then to massage my tits.  “You have nice tits,” he said.  “Bigger than Kayla’s, but not as big as mom’s.” 
I blushed at his casual complimenting of my nudity.  As a reflex, I almost thanked him for the compliment.  I caught myself, but I’d already opened my mouth to speak.  Here I was tied and naked with an 11-year-old feeling me up and for some odd reason I felt embarrassed with my mouth open and nothing to say.  So, I blurted out the first thing that came to my mind, “Naughty little boy playing with his babysitter’s tits.”  I don’t know why I said that.  It only served to remind him of his power over me.  
His hands felt good and for the present I convinced myself that this was OK.  I mean, after all, he could feel up his mom anytime he wanted, so this wasn’t like I was corrupting him or he was doing something he’d never done before.  It also wasn’t like I’d never let a boy do this before.  Besides, it did feel good.  
I looked down past my tits and saw his hard cock pointed at the ceiling.  I knew I’d be sucking it soon.  The same reasoning I’d used to rationalize his fondling of me fit the impending cock sucking.  I’d just done it to Keith, so it wasn’t like this was something new for either of us.  What could it hurt to suck it?  It looked tempting, but just out of reach.  Perhaps I’d have to beg for it again, but for now I just let him fondle me.  
Kyle leaned forward and kissed my tits.  He sucked on my nipples until they stood up hard.  Then, he kissed his way up my chest and neck.  Once there, he pressed his lips to mine and I felt his tongue enter my mouth.  Our tongues probed each other’s mouths.  His touch had aroused me and I responded.  I was helpless to do anything else.  
He slid back down to give my tits attention again.  As my nipples hardened again, he reached beside me and picked something up.  I watched in disbelief as he pulled my nipple hard until my tit was stretched 3-4 inches more than normal.  Holding it there, he fastened a pinch clothespin to my nipple.  I yelped in pain as the pin closed on my tender nipple.  He let go of my tit, letting it resume its normal shape except that my nipple was distended and in pain.  “No, no, don’t,” I said as he pulled on my other tit.  I pulled against my bonds foolishly thinking I might be able to prevent him from repeating my torture.  But, all I could do was watch as he closed the clothespin slowly on my nipple.  “Please,” I said, “Why are you doing this?  It hurts.”
“Because you’re a girl,” said Kyle, as if that explained everything.  Clearly I had no rights to my own body in his world.  
The pain cut through the daze I was still in from the chloroform.  I realized now that the drug not only made me pass out, but even after I regained consciousness, my judgment was faulty.  My rationalization that they and I had done this before with the mutual consent of our partners seemed so stupid now.  That didn’t make it OK.  I needed to take control.  
“Get off me, you little brat!”  I barked at my molester.  He jumped at my voice and I thought I had him.  “Get off me and untie me.  I’m done playing your games, you sick little bastards!”
“Wow,” said Kyle.  He looked back over his shoulder at his brother and sister.  “She’s a stupid bitch, isn’t she?”  My blood ran cold as he said that and I realized I didn’t have him.  But, he did get off me.  He rose to stand over me and then stepped away.  My view of Keith and Kayla was again unobstructed and I saw she had clothespins on her nipples and Keith was backing away from her ass.  He’d already been fucking her from behind.  
“Shit,” said Keith.  “I was about to cum.  She’s gonna pay for this.”
Kyle ran from the room.  I was confused about their reaction.  Though I seemed to be in big trouble, Kyle’s retreat was contrary to that.  “I said let me go.”  Now that I had started, I figured I might as well see if I had any chance of convincing them to stop.  “Untie me and your sister.  This is absolutely wrong.  You can’t just tie me up and make me have sex with you.”
“No,” said Keith, “what’s absolutely wrong is when a tied bitch yells at her master and calls him names.  You can’t just go calling Kyle and me bastards or anything.  So, we want you to say you’re sorry.  Tell us that we’re everything you wanted in a boy.  Take back your words and tell us how much you like us.”
“Not even,” I said.  “You little brats have no right to touch me, let alone tie me up or take off my clothes.  Let me up, you brat.”
Kyle returned to the room.  In his hand was a leather riding crop.  My heart sank at the sight of it.  I was completely exposed and helpless.  I was about to be taught a lesson.  “That’s right,” he said, obviously overhearing what Keith had just said.  “Take back your words and tell us you like us.  Even tell us that you like being tied up.  OK?”
He slapped the riding crop across his open palm and I knew the implied threat.  I gathered my wits and tried to stay in control.  “Listen to me, young men.  What you are doing is disgusting and you don’t have a right to my body.  You’re depriving me of my rights… owwwww!”  The riding crop stung across my inner thigh.  So much for trying to be firm.  “Please,” I said, suddenly cowed by the punishment.  “Please, I’m asking you nicely to let me go.”
“Say you’re sorry,” said Kyle and he smacked my thigh again.  I yelped from the pain.  I’d be damned if I was going to apologize to these two.  I gritted my teeth and pressed my lips firmly together, determined not only to refuse to say I was sorry, but to keep my silence even when I was spanked.  
Kyle smacked me again and I held my tongue.  The boys looked at each other and smiled.  It was a cold, cruel smile.  In quick succession, Kyle smacked me three times.  At the last one I moaned, but kept my lips sealed.  He switched to my other thigh and smacked me five times.  I jumped with surprise as he changed targets and gave a small yelp at the first swat.  Bearing down, I stayed silent for the remaining swats.  My thighs showed the red imprint of the riding crop.  Kyle was placing the blows as close together as he could so that each one would add to the previous ones.  
“If you’re not sorry yet, you will be soon,” said Keith.  He took the crop from his brother.  His first stroke hit my tender pussy.  I could never have imagined anyone using that as a target for a spanking.  It stung terribly and I screamed.  He smacked me twice more in the same place.  Each time I screamed.  By now, I was panting in fright.  I struggled more against the ropes, but could do nothing  
Keith delivered three blows to my left tit, leaving a red mark across my nipple each time.  Before I could regain my breath, he did the same to my right tit.  I could hardly think straight.  “Please,” I begged.  “Stop.  Stop it.  I’ll do it.  I’ll do anything.”
I immediately regretted my words as Kyle said, “Anything?”  I’d gone too far in my sudden outburst.  
But, Keith raised the crop again, clearly aimed at the tender space between my legs.  “Say it again,” he said.  “Anything.”
I closed my eyes in shame as I whispered, “Anything.”
“OK,” said Keith.  “You know what we want for starters.  And it better sound like you mean it.”
What an incredibly vulnerable feeling to be lying there tied with no ability to cover my most tender spots.  I had already felt the sting of the crop and didn’t want that anymore.  I had truly lost control of the situation totally and had to obey every command they gave me for fear of another beating.  With that in mind, I said, very meekly “Kyle and Keith, I’m very, very sorry that I yelled at you and called you names.  That was rude of me and … um… and I didn’t mean it.  You’re both good boys, really good boys.  I…  I…  I’m a bad girl to call you names.  Please forgive me.”
“Good,” said Kyle.  “There is hope for you after all.”  He motioned to Keith who promptly returned his attention to Kayla.  Kyle knelt again straddling my chest, laying his hands on my tits to casually squeeze them as he spoke to me.  “Are you going to suck my cock?”
“Yes.”
“Say, yes, master.”
“Yes, master,” I said, not liking the sound of the words.  
“Are you going to swallow my cum?”
“Yes… master.”
“Will you lick my balls for me?”
“Yes, master.”
“Can I fuck you?”
“Yes, master.”
“Can I fuck your ass?”
“Um… ah, yes, m-master.”
“Can I spank you some more?”
“Uh, master, you don’t need to do that.  I’ll do anything you want.”
He slapped the crop against my left tit and I jumped, “Ow.”  He just sat there, waiting for something and then slapped me again.  “What?”  I squeaked.  A third time he smacked me before I figured out what he wanted.  “Yes, master.”  
“Yes, master, what?”
“Yes, master, you can spank me some more.”
“That’s right.  And I will anytime I want.  Now, what do you want me to do to you right now?”
Let me go was my first answer, but I knew he didn’t want to hear that.  “I’ll suck your cock.”  He motioned that I should say more.  “Master,” I added hastily.  
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Kyle slid his body over me under his cock dangled in front of my face.  I’d never done a blowjob from this position and it looked frightening, like he would fuck my face hard rather than let me set the rhythm and depth.  But, he held it away from me.  Swinging it back and forth in front of me, he clearly wanted me to ask for it.  “Please, Kyle, may I suck your beautiful, fucking cock?”
“Come and get it,” he said.  “You can reach it.”
I raised my head off the floor and stretched my neck to get to his cock.  It was almost too far away.  I had to settle for licking it with my fully extended tongue.  I caressed his balls and the underside of his prick with my tongue.  Gradually he lowered himself until my head was again on the floor and his cock as deep in my mouth as it would go.  “You do suck cock pretty fucking good,” he said to me.  It didn’t seem to me that I was doing much of anything.  He now had my head pinned to the floor with his knees on my hair.  The only motion was his pelvis thrusting up and down, fucking my face.  I simply applied suction on the way out.  
Just as I had feared, he was stroking hard and fast as he approached an orgasm.  I felt his cock repeatedly touching the back of my throat, nearly gagging me each time.  His balls smacked against my chin with each thrust.  “Yeah, cocksucking bitch,” he moaned.  “Take it all.  Suck my cock hard.  Babysitter slut.  Eat me.  Suck me.  Blow me, bitch.”  He suddenly stopped with his cock as deep as it would go.  He ground his hips, keeping his depth and making my head roll around on the floor.  “Tell me you want it.”
He raised up enough to clear my mouth.  “Yes, master.  I want your cock.  I want your cum.  Please, cum in my mouth.  I’ll swallow it.  I promise.  I’ll suck it all.”
“Very nice,” he said.  But, quickly he scrambled down between my legs and pointed his small cock at the entrance to my pussy.  “Right now, I’d rather fuck you.”  
My eyes widened as he penetrated me.  He wasn’t large, but it surprised me that he did it so fast.  In one motion he sank his cock into me.  I figured he must have been well lubricated with my spit.  He picked up where he left off, thrusting hard and fast into my pussy.  It felt mildly stimulating, but really too small to make me cum.  I wondered if I could make him cum quicker.  “Fuck me, stud,” I said.  “God, your cock feels so fucking good.  Make the babysitter cum with your cock.  I want you so much.”  Bam!  He was cumming like crazy.  I’ll bet he’d fucked me for only 10 seconds before he sprayed his cum inside me.  Well, he didn’t make the babysitter cum, but he got it over quick.  
Kayla was already untied by the time Kyle got off of me.  Her hands were still tied, but she no longer hung from the ceiling.  She was pushed to her knees between my legs and leaned forward until her face was pressed into my crotch.  Then, her little pink tongue darted out and touched my pussy lips.  It was like an electric shock.  No one had ever done that to me before.  The second time she licked, I didn’t jump.  This was much better than Kyle’s small cock.  Kayla knew how to use her tongue.  She zoomed right in on my clit and started to make me tingle.  
It didn’t seem like she was trying to make me cum yet, because she didn’t stay with my clit.  Instead, she’d dip her tongue into my cunt and come up with her tongue coated with Kyle’s sperm.  She did that again and again, licking up his cum and cleaning me out.  It looked so nasty with the mixture of my juices and Kyle’s cum.  To listen to Kayla though, she was enjoying every drop.  She slurped and sucked some and then returned to nibble on my clit, and then back to get some more jism.  I was particularly amazed at how she pressed her face into my cunt and strained her tongue deep to get every drop.  
Finally satisfied that she’d done a thorough job, she focused on my clit.  I couldn’t believe I could get aroused while tied and being raped, but she was really good at eating pussy.  An involuntary moan escaped my lips and the boys both smiled.  I started to squirm with pleasure as she kept up her mission to make me cum.  When I started to pant, Kyle leaned down over me, close to my face.  I felt his warm breath as he whispered to me.  Just the sound of his whispering voice was erotic in itself.  I strained to listen, though my concentration was on my burning cunt.  “You don’t have to cum,” he said.  “I didn’t order you to cum.  You only cum if you want to.  Do you want me to stop her?”
The bastard!  I was too far gone to stop now.  My hips thrust forward and back in time to Kayla’s insistent tongue.  My ragged breath came in gasps as I neared an orgasm.  And, because of what he’d just said, it looked like I wanted to cum.  Dammit!  I did want to cum.  My whole body was on fire and I needed to cum so bad I think I would have begged for her to continue if she had stopped.  “Mmmm,” I whined desperately afraid that she might stop – that this whole moment would be a tease.  “Don’t stop, Kayla,” I moaned.  
“Don’t tell her,” said Kyle  “She’ll do it until I stop her.  You want her to keep going?  Tell me.”
“Ummmm, pleeeease, yes, master.  Let her keep… uhn, going… going… ummm.”  My hips bucked as I started to cum.  It was liked I’d totally lost control as I thrashed around in my bindings.  It was by far the best orgasm I’d ever had, and on the tongue of an 11-year-old girl, no less.  For the moment I attributed the wonderful orgasm to her talent and not to the bondage and discipline I’d received.  
Between my legs, Kayla alternated between kissing my pussy and licking it gently.  The sight of her beautiful face nuzzling up to my cunt was wonderful.  She kept it up until Keith said, “That’s enough, Kayla.  It’s your turn now.”  
Her turn for what I wondered as she stood up.  She walked around me and then stopped in position, a foot on either side of my head.  Shocked, I watched as she lowered herself to my face, only stopping when her soft pussy lips grazed my chin.  I could smell the combination of Keith and Kayla in the sopping pussy that was an inch from my nose.  I knew what it was her turn for now, but her pussy looked gooey and messy to me.  There was no way I was going to lick it clean as she had done for me.
It wasn’t that I wanted to aggravate Kyle and Keith.  I just couldn’t bring myself to taste Kayla’s pussy.  She sat there for about 30 seconds before Keith said, “You stupid bitch.  You know what you’re supposed to do.  Now, do it!”
“Please, I can’t,” I said.  “I’m not a lesbian.  I don’t want to lick her pussy.  I don’t want to do a girl.”
“You said anything,” Kyle reminded me.  “Have you forgotten the spanking already?”
I started to cry.  This was something truly horrible to me.  How could I possibly choose between a spanking and licking another girl’s pussy?  It was contrary to everything I thought was normal.  “Please,” I sobbed.  “You can’t expect me to do something that bad.  I meant I’d do anything with a boy.  I won’t do Kayla.”  Kyle made a point of displaying the crop to me.  “No, you can’t punish me for not eating Kayla’s pussy.  It’s just not right.”
When Kyle disappeared from view behind Kayla’s body, my sobbing increased.  I was crying in anticipation of the pain and I was crying in anticipation of eventually giving in.  Despite the realization that I was going to eat that pussy sooner or later, I couldn’t do it.  I needed the motivation of the riding crop.  I heard the whistle of the crop and then – smack!  I couldn’t move much in response to the blow, but it felt like my whole body was quivering.  I exhaled hard, feeling the air blow right back in my face heavy with Kayla’s scent.  
Kyle hit me several times in quick succession.  I lost count.  He alternated from one thigh to the other until they were both burning and each new blow felt like a hot poker.  I began to think seriously about kissing Kayla’s cunt.  It wouldn’t be that bad, I thought.  Not as bad as the pain.  I cursed myself for being weak, for giving in.  Even as my tongue slipped out and ran across Kayla’s pussy lips, part of me was thinking that I could hold out longer.  Instead, I reached up for her cunt and filled my tongue with a load of the jism that hung over me.  
I paused to get the taste of the goo and decided it wasn’t unbearable.  It tasted salty, slightly metallic, and sour.  While I didn’t enjoy it, I found it wasn’t as bad as the pain.  I ran my tongue through her hairless slit again, reaping another load of cum.  Each time I licked, I brought the mess back to my mouth and swallowed.  Hearing the slurping sounds and hearing Kayla squeal with pleasure, Kyle stopped spanking me and came around to watch.  
“Ooo, she’s doing it,” announced Kayla.  “Clean me up.”
I was already doing just that.  From my experience with her between my legs, I knew I was to clean her out and make her cum.  The initial shock of licking a girl between the legs was over and I set about doing what the boys wanted.  Kayla’s clit was a tiny little nub that I found I could nibble on with my lips to make her moan or bite with my teeth, gently, to make her scream.  I teased her as she had me, alternating between a generous lick to collect the cum that drained from deep inside her cunt and nibbles on her clit.  
When Kayla’s cunt was clean, I started licking her clit with firm, fast strokes.  She moaned louder and I knew I was doing it right.  I had a view of her flat chest rising and falling rapidly and her sweet face looking down at me in absolute bliss.  I’d admired her between my legs and now it looked like she was doing the same with me.  My tongue was tiring and I tried the same technique I had on Kyle.  “You like riding the babysitter’s face, hot thing?”  I licked a couple of times.  “Like watching my tongue in your hot little bald slit?”  A couple more licks.  “The babysitter wants to watch you cum hard now.”  
I put on a burst of attention to her clit and she threw her head back.  “Oh, God, yes,” she yelled.  “She’s making me cum… um.  Lick it, bitch.  Eat me hard.  Harder.  More.  Faster.”  Suddenly she shifted her weight forward, pressing her cunt into my face and humping against me.  It was all I could do to keep my tongue tickling her swollen clit.  “Oh, oh, oh,” she moaned in time to the thrusts of her hips.  As she slumped over me, I kept kissing her pussy, afraid to stop.  
Kyle and Keith lifted the unconscious Kayla off me.  “Well,” said Keith.  “She can suck cock and now we know she can eat pussy, too.”
I was breathing hard and my body glistened with sweat from the exertion of getting Kayla off.  Panting, I asked, “What time is it?”  I was worried that their parents would be getting home soon and didn’t want to get caught in this position.  The little brats just might have tacit approval from their parents to assault the babysitter and they may not be in trouble if they were caught.  I didn’t know how their parents would react to finding me tied up, but it did occur to me that they might not be upset at all.  
“It’s just 5 after 8,” said Kyle.  
“What?”  I said incredulously.  “It’s only been an hour?”
“Yeah, seems like an eternity, doesn’t it?”  
Damn right it did.  Their parents wouldn’t be home until 11 PM.  I was hoping that their imminent return home would earn me my freedom, but the brats had another three hours to kill.  
I soon found out that the sex was over for a while.  They had other plans that involved blackmail.  They decided I didn’t need to be sedated for the next round.  Instead, they simply untied my hands and Keith came at me with handcuffs.  “I want you to put your hands out in front of you,” he said.  
Half free, I said, “No way.  Stay away from me now.”  I had my arms free and swung them around to indicate I meant business.  
“Stupid bitch,” said Keith, voicing his opinion of me yet again.  He had the riding crop in his hand.  My problem was that my legs were still tied and I was immobile.  He danced in quickly and smacked my bare thigh.  Shit!  He hadn’t held back on that at all.  My thighs were still red and sore, so that blow stung worse than any of the previous ones.  
I watched him warily and suddenly felt Kyle behind me as he tried to grab my hair.  When I reached for him, he grabbed my arms and pulled them awkwardly back over my head.  Keith ran closer and beat on my thighs over and over again.  When I finally wrenched my arms free, my legs were on fire.  I looked back to see Kyle and Keith swatted me again.  Tears ran down my cheeks as I fought against the pain.  I couldn’t endure much more.  
The pain, the exertion of eating Kayla, the cramps from being tied in one position so long, and maybe the drug hangover still all combined to make me dizzy and I fell to my side as I reached for Kyle the next time he got close enough.  Kyle pounced on me, pinning me down.  I found I didn’t have the strength to get up and my thighs were pounded relentlessly.  In pain, I gasped, “OK, I give up.  Don’t hit me anymore.  I’ll hold still.”  
Shaking, I lay on my back with my hands outstretched in the air.  I waited for the cuffs to be put on; my final bid for freedom was lost.  “Ask me, bitch,” said Keith.  
Damn!  Their bit about ‘ask me’ was humiliating, yet it was getting to me.  I didn’t hesitate as I had before.  “Please, Keith.  Will you please put the handcuffs on me…” he stepped closer and locked them in place as I added sarcastically, “… so you can abuse the babysitter all night long.”
He didn’t catch the sarcasm or ignored it.  “Yeah, now you’re getting the idea.”
They shackled my legs before undoing the ropes that bound them.  When they were done, I sat on the couch, still naked, with my cuffed hands in my lap.  I felt a little bit more freedom.  As I was tied now, I could have gotten up and hopped around, but knew I was still under their immediate control.  
In that position, they started taping me with their family camcorder.  I had to say things like, “Boys, ever seen a girl’s tits before?  Come over and feel mine.”  With my hands in my lap, I knew they were getting a chest and face shot of me trying to seduce them.  That progressed to pictures of me on my knees with a cock in my mouth.  The poor quality Polaroid pictures they had taken earlier were being replaced by a live action film that showed me as the aggressor.  
Tied, Kayla pleaded on tape for me to let her go.  I wanted to shout out that it was the boys that were doing all the tying up, but I remembered my bright red thighs.  I was defeated and just did as I was told.  They set me up with damning evidence that would ruin me.  The least of my worries would be that I would never babysit again.  I’d be grounded for life, probably in jail.  
When they were done, I asked if I could now be untied.  Kyle and Keith laid down a couple of rules first.  I couldn’t tell anyone what had happened or else the tape would come out.  I had to call them master whenever their parents weren’t around.  I had to do everything I was told.  The last rule made me hang my head in despair – I would become their permanent babysitter and come whenever their parents called me.  With no choice, I agree to all the rules.  
Kyle undid the cuffs on my wrists and then told me to put my hands behind my back.  “Yes, master,” I said as I did it.  He recuffed me.  They made me lay down on the floor on my back and tied my hands to a hook on the wall that my feet pointed at.  Next, they pulled my feet up over my head and tied them to the opposite wall.  My weight was on my arms and shoulders with my ass up in the air and my legs spread.  In this precarious, helpless position, I felt the boys start playing with my ass and cunt.  I had a close up view of them, too, since my legs were bent over my head and my pussy was in front of my face.  They pulled my cunt lips open and stuck their fingers in.  I felt them probe my ass with their fingers.  
At that instant, their mom and dad walked into the room.  Hours earlier than planned, they caught the Treys abusing me and stopped in their tracks.  I felt a wash of humiliation, but relief as well.    “Uh oh,” said Mr. Hancock.  “Looks like the kids have got the babysitter.”  He said it calmly, with a hint of wry humor.  
Mrs. Hancock said, “I didn’t know she was that kind of girl.  Everyone said she is such a good babysitter.”
I couldn’t miss the nonchalant attitude that they had.  I don’t know what I would expect someone to say when they find a 16-year-old girl tied up in their family room, but that wasn’t it.  
Mr. Hancock stood over me; the look in his eyes was scary.  The obvious lust in his eyes made me think that he was going to take me himself right then and there.  Instead, he asked, “Are you enjoying yourself?”
Enjoying myself?!  “No!”  I said.  “The Treys tied me up and have been making me do disgusting things.  I just want to go home now!”
He looked at the two boys.  They were standing and watching him; apparently like me they were wondering just how he was going to react.  “This could be a big problem,” he said to them.  “Where’s Kayla?”
I hadn’t seen Kayla since I’d been tied up in my most recent position.  The boys had been so focused on me that they had lost track of her, too.  Mr. Hancock said to his wife, “Go find Kayla and bring her down here.  We need to know what’s been happening.”
“Untie me?”  I suggested.  
To my surprise he said, “It won’t hurt to have you tied up a little bit longer.  Don’t need to have to worry about what you’re going to do, too.”  
“Please?”  I said.  When he turned away, I said, “At least cover me up?”
He looked back at me with the same look of lust and I thought that he wasn’t going to do it.  He was going to leave me tied and totally exposed.  But, he picked up a shirt and started to lay it across my exposed ass and pussy.  Just as he did, Kyle spoke up, “Uh, Dad, you really don’t have to do that.  We should show you something.”
Their dad froze in position and then stepped back, taking the shirt with him.  He gazed at my nudity again.  “Really,” he said skeptically.  “What can you show me that will make this look OK?”
The tape!  He was going to show his dad the tape.  I didn’t want Mr. and Mrs. Hancock to see the tape.  The tape would ruin me.  But, Kyle had another plan that didn’t involve the tape, at least directly.  He put his face close to mine and whispered so his dad couldn’t hear, “I’ll show him the tape unless you tell him it’s OK for you to be tied and naked.  Tell him you were too embarrassed to say it before, but you like it.  Tell him he can pat your cute little ass.”
I blushed and whispered back, “Not the last part.  Please.”
“All of it,” he whispered and stood up so I couldn’t plead with him anymore.  
Mrs. Hancock led Kayla into the room right then.  The entire family was watching me, staring at my ass up in the air as I said, “It… it’s really… O… OK.  I don’t … mind it.  I was too embarrassed to s-say that I like it, but… but I do.  If… if you want… um, you… you can touch my cute little ass.”
“Well, that’s different,” said Mr. Hancock.  “You boys did good.”  He placed his hand on my ass and rubbed the smooth skin of my ass cheeks.  His hand wandered up between my legs and he patted my cunt.  “Karen,” he said to his wife, “get your clothes off.  You, too, Kayla.”
Right there in front of her sons, Mrs. Hancock stripped her clothes off.  Kayla had put on a T-shirt when she left the room and removed it quickly.  Devastated, I knew that my hope that Mr. and Mrs. Hancock would reprimand their children and send me home was lost.  Instead, Kayla was tied in an identical position to my left and Mrs. Hancock was tied the same on my right.  There we lay, three asses stuck up in the air, naked, tied, and waiting for our masters to do whatever they wanted.  
Mr. Hancock took off his clothes and stood over me.  Looking up between my legs, I saw his huge cock pointing at the ceiling.  From my upside down position it was hard to tell its proportions, but it looked huge.  Later I found out it was 8-inches long, but the first time I saw it, I could have sworn it was a foot long.  
“So, you like this,” he asked to reassure himself.  
“Yes,” I said.  
“Did they fuck you?”
“Yes.  And they made me suck them.  And I had to eat Kayla.  And Kayla ate me.  And they spanked me.”
“Horny little guys, aren’t they,” he chuckled.  “And you won’t tell anybody about this?”
“No,” I said.  I looked to my right and saw Kyle straddling his mom’s face, thrusting his hips up and down.  He was fucking her mouth just as he had done mine.  On my other side, Keith was doing the same thing to Kayla.  I figured I was going to get the same thing.  
He stepped away and opened a cabinet.  “Can I do anything I want to you?”  he asked.  
“Can I stop you?”  I asked.  I meant it sarcastically, but he took it as an affirmative answer and a reminder that he was the master and he could do anything he wanted to me.  
“That’s right,” he said.  “You can’t stop me.”  He walked back to me with a tube of gel in his hands.  He put some of the gel on his cock.  “You’re totally helpless, a slut bitch who is going to serve her master in any way that he wants.”
I didn’t like the sound of that.  He looked and sounded more sinister than his sons.  But, as he said, I was helpless.  All I could so was watch as he positioned his big cock.  I felt it pressed against my asshole and said, “Mr… Master, that’s the wrong hole.”
He laughed and pressed down.  
“Oh, no, please, not that,” I pleaded as he forced my sphincter to open up.  He pressed slowly, but firmly against the resistance of my tight muscle and I could feel my muscle losing the battle.  Once he had an opening, he used his weight to push it in to the hilt.  My eyes bugged out and I held my breath, pushing back against him as if to expel him from my body.  It was to no avail, he leaned in to me and I felt I would split in two.  The pain was incredible and I might have screamed had I not been bearing down so hard, grunting and straining to force him out.  
“God, what a tight bitch,” he said.  “Bet that was a virgin ass.”  He eased his cock out and then shoved it in again.  “Never had this before, huh?”  
Still straining, I shook my head no.
“How old are you?”
“Sixteen,” I grunted.  
“Sophomore or junior?”
“Junior.”
“I haven’t had a high school junior impaled on my cock since I was in college,” he said.  He started stroking slowly and deeply.  “Yeah, nothing like the tight ass of a high school girl.  You like this?”
“Um, yes,” I lied.  I was in pain and doing everything I could to fight the pain.  
“Lying bitch,” he said.  “I’ve fucked many asses and I know that until you relax, you aren’t enjoying it.  Tell me the truth.  How does it feel?”
“Oh, God,” I exhaled hard, unable to keep holding my breath and bearing down.  “It hurts so much.  I wouldn’t mind it if you stopped right now.  Are you sure I’m not bleeding or anything?  I think you’re too big for me.”
“Well, at least you relaxed some.”  He swatted my ass hard and I jumped.  But, he was right.  When I’d exhaled and started breathing normally, I’d relaxed my tight ass some.  I was surprised that the pain eased up when I did that.  “That’s better,” he said as I relaxed even more.  
The pain faded and was replaced by a strange tingle.  I couldn’t believe that this could possibly feel good, but it felt like he was massaging my clit from the inside.  It was tantalizing, a faint pressure that promised satisfaction, but like a goal too high to reach.  He swatted my ass a couple more times with his open palm.  Each time it seemed to bring the goal closer.  The slow burn in my shoulders turned to pain; I’d been in this position too long.  But, the pain sent chills of desire racing through my body.  
I closed my eyes and focused on the motion and the pain.  He was pounding straight down on me and I imagined myself being pounded into the ground.  Tightening my ass again, I tested my resistance against his insistent thrusting.  It hurt, but in a good way.  Suddenly I realized I was panting heavily.  The same feeling I’d had when Kayla had eaten me was creeping up on me.  But, it was still too distant.  I couldn’t believe I might orgasm from having my ass fucked.  Then, I started to worry that I wouldn’t.  He was getting close to orgasm.  I opened my eyes and watched him, confirming that his thrusting had picked up and his eyes showed the desire for his approaching orgasm.  
He was going to cum and stop.  He was going to leave me hanging with the teasingly distant orgasm.  “Fuck my ass, master,” I yelled at him.  “Fuck it harder!  Don’t fucking stop.  I’m gonna cum, too.  Keep… goddamn it, keep fucking me.  Harder!  Dammit!  Harder!”  He got a look of surprise on his face, surprise that the babysitter would talk so dirty or that I was enjoying it so much.  “Stuff that cock in my ass as deep as you can, master!  Don’t you fucking stop until I fucking cum!”  
I felt him tense in my ass and shoot his cum deep inside me.  He spasmed several times, each time leaving more cum inside me.  Even as he did, he kept fucking me, hard and deep.  “You hot bitch!”  he yelled back at me.  “You want to cum?  You want to cum?  Tell me how much you want to cum!  Beg me!”
And I was yelling right back at him.  “Fuck yes, I want to cum!  Stuff it deep, master!  Fuck me!  Please!?  I’m begging you.  Fuck my ass harder!  Oh, holy, mother shit, goddam… ah, ah… mmm, fuck me… oh…God All-fucking-mighty!”  Stars flashed in front of my eyes, and then lightning bolts.  I felt my body bucking like nothing I’d ever done before.  “Master!”  I screamed.  
I woke up on the couch.  I was still naked, but I was untied.  My clothes were draped across the back of the couch.  Lights were on and I looked at my watch to see I hadn’t slept through the night.  In fact, it wasn’t even midnight yet.  I dressed quickly and tried to sneak up the stairs.  But, the stairs opened up into the kitchen and the whole Hancock family was sitting around the table.  They all looked at me and I blushed redder than I’d ever blushed before.  I was so humiliated at my recent performance, actually begging for him to fuck my ass.  It was a side of me that I had never seen before and it disgusted me.  
I stood there with my head down, not knowing what to say.  But, I managed to say, “I guess I should go home now.”  I leaned my body toward the door.  
Before I could actually take a step, Mrs. Hancock said, “So, you’ll be back next week?  Actually I could use a babysitter Wednesday afternoon.”
I stared at her in disbelief.  I was in shock.  They’d just raped me and wanted me to come back?  I never wanted to see them again.  I was too humiliated by my behavior.  They’d brought out a lustful slut in me and I wanted no part of that ever again.  My eyes shifted over to the boys who were nodding their heads vigorously.  Kayla was doing the same thing.  Mr. Hancock was smiling.  “The boys really like you,” he said.  “Kayla, too.  I think you four get along good.”
“Come back on Wednesday,” repeated Mrs. Hancock.  “We’ll have some more fun.”  She winked at me.  
Before I could say no, Kyle said, “You have to come back.  Remember?  You’re our new permanent babysitter.”  Keith made as if he was working a movie camera, sighting through his hand for an eyepiece and pretending to turn a crank with the other.  
“Yes,” I said without enthusiasm.  “Wednesday will be fine.”
I went back that next Wednesday and many other times after that.  Each time, I was tied and raped.  Often they got me aroused and then forced me to beg for release.  It made them think I enjoying myself.  Always I did as I was told.  As far as I know, Kevin and Karen (Mr. and Mrs. Hancock) never knew about the tape that the Treys had made.  
I became familiar with Karen’s and Kayla’s pussies, more familiar than I was with my own.  Sometimes I was ordered to strip them or myself, or they were ordered to strip me.  Once tied, every hole in our bodies was available to the masters of the house.  
About six months after the first episode, my mother said to me, “You must really love the Treys.”
As far as I was concerned, nothing could be farther from the truth.  “Why?”  I asked her.  
“Look at you,” she replied.  “You’re smiling and skipping around the house.  You’ve been like that for the last few months.  The only change I can think of is that you started babysitting the Treys every week.  Or, do you have a boyfriend that you’re not telling me about?”
Nope, no boyfriend, I thought to myself.  I’d dumped my last boyfriend right after the Treys trapped me.  I had no appetite for boys or their sexual games anymore.  Besides, I was getting sex twice a week, Wednesdays and Saturdays.  If I was good, I was allowed more than one orgasm a night.  Lately I’d been really good.  “Well, I guess it could be the Treys,” I lied.  
But, the confrontation with reality had an effect on me.  I noticed that my mother was right.  I was happy all the time.  Perhaps, I thought, I’m happy because I’m getting all the sex I can handle.  No frustrations – happy girl.  Then, I thought about how I was so good for my masters, not asking for more orgasms, but earning them with good behavior.  Confused, I wondered if I could really be enjoying myself with the Hancocks.  The answer came about a month after my mother’s comment.  Walking up the sidewalk to the Hancocks’ door, I came to an abrupt halt.  My panties were wet.  My nipples were aching.  And, I was looking forward to opening that door.  That night was the best ever so far.  I fucking enjoyed being tied and fucked and every other disgustingly marvelous thing I was forced to do!
The very next visit, a Saturday, I showed up as usual, but the Hancocks were having dinner.  Confused, I asked, “Am I not supposed to be here today?”
“Of course, you are, honey,” said Karen.  “But, it’s only five o’clock.”  
“Oops, how did I make that mistake?”  A Freudian slip that I was an hour early?  That’s what I’ve always thought since then.  
“Stay, though,” said Kevin.  “Come on in.”  They were sitting around the dinner table and I had no place to sit.  “Strip off those clothes.  Might as well get started since you’re here.”  
He got up and fumbled around with some stuff.  When he returned, he had a bucket filled with ice water.  I could see the ice bobbing around in the bucket.  He set it in the middle of the table.  By now I was naked, as ordered.  “Step on up here, you stupid bitch.  Can’t believe you haven’t learned how to tell time yet.”  He took my hand and helped me to stand up right on their dinner table.  Carefully avoiding the food and everything else, I stepped into the bucket of ice water.  “Put your hands on your head,” Kevin ordered.  I was on display for them while they calmly ate their meal.  
“Sorry I’m a stupid bitch,” I said.  The family looked up at me with interest.  Normally I was very quiet, acting as if they might ignore me if I didn’t draw attention to myself.  Tonight, I was out of character.  Horny, and knowing that I wanted what they were going to do to me, I had a totally different attitude about my masters and my fellow slaves.  “This water is cold and it’s making my feet numb.  But,” I giggled, “it’s making my fucking little nipples hard as hell.”  
I had their attention now.  “Too bad I have to stand in this damned bucket, though.  I thought you all liked me with my legs spread.  Can’t spread them very well in here.”  I bent down and fished a couple of ice cubes from the bucket.  Then, I started to rub them on my tits, especially on my nipples.  “Mmmm,” I moaned.  “God, that makes them even harder.”
Keith and Kyle looked at each other in disbelief and then giggled.  “Laughing at me?”  I admonished them.  “I’ll bet those hard little cocks in your pants aren’t laughing, are they?”  They blushed at me!  “I’ll bet those hard little cocks are starting to think about how good my mouth is going to feel on them.”  I turned slowly around to look at Kevin.  “And, I’ll bet your big, hard cock is starting to feel really, really cramped.”  I turned halfway again and looked over my shoulder at him, “I’ll bet your big, hard cock would like to be up my hot, tight, 16-year-old, high school junior, babysitter, hot, sweet, did I say tight?… ass.”
I bent down, sticking my ass right at Kevin and said to Kyle and Keith, “I think you’ve had enough dinner, you fucking studs.  Go get some goddamn ropes and show me what a girl is made for.”  Dinner ended on the spot.  
Six years later, I married Kyle.  Kayla found a man who knew what girls were made for.  Keith found a girl who was willing to learn.  Now, twelve years after all that, we’ve got our own boys and girls who are learning how boys and girls have sex together.  The three couples all planned our kids so they would be born at the same time.  We wanted the cousins to have someone their own age to play with.  
You know what they say, “Be careful what you wish for, it just might come true.”  We learned that multiple births are hereditary.  Within a week of each other, I had twin boys, Gail had twin girls, and Kayla had triplets – two boys and a girl.  We wanted three to entertain each other and we had seven.  Two years later, Gail and I tried again.  Kayla had her hands full with the Troika, as we called her triplets.  This time I had twin girls and Gail had twin boys.  Five trips to the hospital and 11 kids.  
So, now I’m 35 years old.  My boys, Laughlin and Laredo, are 11.  So are the Troika (Jeremy, Joshua, and Janine) and Gail’s girls, Gina and Greta.  My girls, Lilac and Lily, are 9 as are Greg and Garrett, Gail’s boys.  It was so much fun teaching them what girls are for.  The boys were like kids in a candy store the first time they had their sisters and their mommy tied up.  They were in heaven when they learned that their aunts and cousins liked being tied up just as much.  
The only conflict we have in the whole group is when Greg and Garrett get to do their own sisters.  For some reason, the girls hate to have their little brothers tie them up and expect a cocksucking.  But, that only spices up their pairing.  By the time the girls are done arguing with their younger brothers and getting more punishment just for arguing, pleading for mercy from them, and begging for their little cocks, the girls are so horny that they cum wildly.  Oh, I remember those days of having a little boy tying me up and how much it turned me on.  I also remember how I managed to deny that for many months.  Someday the girls will figure out just how much their little brothers really excite them.   
On the other hand, Lilac and Lily love having their older brothers shower them with attention, even if (or especially because) that means putting out for them.  We laugh that we named them wrong; they should be named Rosy because that’s the way they like their hot little asses.  The Troika is, well, the Troika.  They get along as well as the Treys did and still do.  But, like the Treys, they are unbalanced, with one extra boy.  Well, we remember how the Treys solved that problem 19 years ago, and so we’ve started to check out babysitters who have the potential to learn.  
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