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Mandy Morton didn’t even like having mirrors in the house.  At 37, she’d been dieting for the last 25 years with no discernable results.  In fact, it only got worse as she got older.  She was 5’ 4” tall and weighed 250 pounds.  There were permanent indentations on her shoulders from her bra straps cutting into the skin, weighed down by breasts more like watermelons than any other fruit she could imagine.  
At least her husband, Carl, never said a word about how the pounds just seemed to keep stacking up.  Not that he was or ever had been a hunk, but he wasn’t approximating a bowling ball in his general physique.  
She sighed as she looked at the recently nuked Lean Cuisine lunch in front of her.  Even that tiny portion was her enemy.  It wouldn’t satisfy her hunger and yet somehow it would manage to find a final resting place somewhere around her waist. It just wasn’t fair.  
There came a time in a Mandy’s life when she’d suffered too much. Tired of the constant battle, she was just about to surrender, eat all she wanted, and die young, fat, and happy.  So the doorbell caught her at just the right moment in her life.  She listened to the proposal that the nice young woman had to offer.  The nice young woman looked like something Mandy would like to break in two and possibly could have.  Yet, the term she applied to such women, ‘that skinny bitch,’ didn’t seem to apply here.  
Of course she didn’t believe the offer, but she laughingly accepted it.  After all, the nice young woman was… nice.  What she didn’t know was that the devil came in many forms.  
After her unexpected visitor left, Mandy lumbered upstairs and lay down for a nap.  It was too much effort to disrobe, so she simply lay down on the bed in her dress, the one that closely resembled a four man tent.  That was part of her usual routine.  Hauling around all that weight left her exhausted after lunch.  It was when she woke up that things had started to change.  
She sat up quickly, amazed that a woman who had recently lumbered could sit up quickly.  Swinging her legs out of bed effortlessly, she looked down at herself.  Feeling faint, she fell backwards on the bed, bouncing… lightly?  Did I just bounce lightly? she thought.  She lifted her legs… long, slender, bare, tan legs sticking out of tight little red shorts.  She wriggled her sexy toes, just to make sure they were really her legs.  Sexy toes?  Since when do I have sexy toes?  
Her eyes ran up to her slender, bare midriff with a cute belly button she hadn’t seen in years except in a mirror.  And up to a yellow halter top cupping two braless C-cup tits.  She was stunned at the sight of herself.  She was a skinny bitch!  And it felt great.  Breathless, she could hardly wait to look in the mirror in the bathroom.  She jumped up and then lay back down.  It was so much fun.  She hadn’t jumped up in forever, so she jumped up again and ran to… no toward the bathroom.  She ran back to the bed and back toward the bathroom.  Hot damn!  I’m running.  Then she ran into the bathroom and looked in the mirror.  Instinctively she tossed her long blond hair back over her shoulder.  She’d always been blond, but she’d never grown it this long before.  
For a moment she stared at her face.  It was clearly her face, though thinner, much thinner.  For a moment she’d been afraid she was a whole new person that nobody would recognize.  Like she was in a story when the main character has to convince everyone that she really is who she is.  Like she’d died and come back in somebody else’s body.  She’d seen a movie like that before.  But, no, it was just a skinny version of herself. 
She had to see it all, so she pulled off her halter top and watched her tits bounce and jiggle, instead of flop and drop.  She skinned off her shorts and… hey, I don’t even own a thong, but that’s a nice ass it’s not covering.  Pulling down the thong she was even more surprised when she thought there could be no more surprises.  An hour ago she couldn’t have found her pussy with both hands and now it was shaved.  
That’s when she recalled the nice young woman and the promises made.  It was kind of scary to know the nice young woman had come through on her part of the bargain.  That meant Mandy would have to come through on her part.  And she wasn’t really sure what her part was.  But, she was sure she had no choice.  And even if she did, she wouldn’t give up this body for anything.
Quickly she got dressed again, putting on the three brief pieces of clothing.  Then, she heard her husband’s car pull into the garage.  Carl shouldn’t be home yet.  It was three hours before he normally came home.  Tossing that thought aside, she ran down the stairs of their one-story cottage.  She couldn’t wait to show him what she looked like now and to see if more of the promises had come true.  
No sooner did she get to the bottom of the stairs than she looked back up the stairs.  Since when did they have stairs in their cottage?  And why was their house so much bigger?  She didn’t remember that part of the deal.  She wondered if the mortgage payments were more, too.  But, then she brightened, letting that thought slip from her head and ran to the garage.  
She opened the door and looked out, just catching the sight of the garage door closing now that Carl was parked in the garage.  Peering out, she couldn’t quite see him.  Then he slid out of the car and stood.  She was disappointed that it was the same old Carl and took a couple of steps back.  How would he react to the way she looked?  She was suddenly uncertain, especially if she’d changed and he hadn’t.  
He approached the door and then stepped through it.  As he did, it was like he’d walked through a force field, or a magical ray gun.  Plump, average Carl transformed into stud.  It wasn’t like he changed slowly like watching a werewolf turn from a wolf to Jack Nicholson.  It was just all of a sudden.  He looked like Carl, but his waist was slender, his shoulders broad, and his chest was solid.  I’ll bet his buns are hot, she thought.  
Her husband stopped two feet inside the door and said, “Who are you?”
“It’s me, Carl, Mandy,” she said. 


“No way,” he said.  He recognized the voice and the face, but nothing else looked right.  “You’re not… the way I left you this morning.”
“I gotta tell you what happened, but look at yourself, honey.  You’re not the way you left this morning.”
He looked down at himself in awe.  His lunchbox fell from his hand as he made fists and flexed his arms in front of himself, admiring his huge biceps.  “What the fuck?” he said.  “I feel like I could kick somebody’s ass right now.  I feel great.  I feel like I’ve got a…” he undid his belt, unsnapped his pants, and slid the zipper down.  Reaching into his undershorts, his eyes got big.  “Yeah, I feel like I got a foot of cock in here.”
“Cool,” said Mandy.  “I want to give that a ride.”  Huh?  I do?  “But, that has to wait, let me tell you what’s going on.”  She turned and flounced out of the room, giggling at the mere thought of flouncing.  
Carl followed the tight ass that led him to the living room.  He watched the pert ass settle itself down into a chair and then looked at the nice tits across from him as he sat down.  When Mandy started talking he tore his eyes away from her body and looked deep into her lovely blue eyes.  
“I had a visitor today,” said Mandy.  “Her name is Kenna and she’s going to put us in a story.”
“She’s going to write about us?” asked Carl.  They didn’t have a very interesting life.  What was there to write about?
“No, remember the movie Stranger Than Fiction?  You know, where the guy learns he’s the character in a book?  Well, we’re characters in a story.”
“That guy almost died,” said Carl.  “He ended up in the hospital.”
“Never mind that,” said Mandy.  “It’s a different story.”
“What kind of a story?”
“I don’t know,” said Mandy.  “But it’s one with a hunk and doll in it and we’re them.”
“What do you mean?  You agreed to this?  You don’t know what kind of story?”
“No, does it matter?  Look at us?”
“Well, damn, Mandy.  Is it science fiction?  There could be tripods rising up out of the street right in front of our house.”
“Well, maybe Jason Bourne is going to break in for no good reason and you’ll kick his ass.  Did you think about that?” countered Mandy.  
“Did you think about maybe Freddie and this is just a nightmare coming true.  We just haven’t gotten to the bad part yet.”  He wasn’t willing to look on the bright side of this predicament.  “Are we the good guys or bad guys?  Main characters or extras?  Shit,” he suddenly realized the most important thing.  “She’s already writing about us.  We’re being watched.  Hey, Kenna, what kind of a story is this?”
There was no answer.  Unlike the movie they’d recently seen, there was no narration for them to listen to.  The story was unfolding, using them like puppets.  
“Let’s go look around the house,” said Mandy.  “Maybe there’s a clue there.  It’s a different house, you know.”
“Duh,” said Carl.  “We don’t have a garage, or didn’t.  What are these?” he looked at a bevy of pictures atop the credenza in the living room.  
“Our kids,” said Mandy, not that she could remember child birth, let alone five times.  
“We have kids now?” asked Carl.  
“Maybe it’s a family story,” said Mandy.  
The two of them rose and looked at the pictures.  Carl picked up the picture of the oldest, a 15-year-old girl.  “Wow, she’s got some nice tits,” he said.  
“Carl!  That’s your luscious daughter, Heidi, you’re talking about,” said Mandy, clapping a hand over her own mouth.  What did I say?  Our high school sophomore daughter is luscious?
“Yeah, look who’s talking,” said Carl. He had a hard time setting down the picture of Heidi.  She filled out that sweater so nice.  
“Check out the bulge on, Len,” said Mandy as she picked up the full length photo of their 14-year-old son.  She quickly set the photo down.  “I don’t like the way this story is going.”
In the meantime, Carl had picked up the picture of Gina, their 12-year-old.  “Well, hellooo, precious,” he said.  She was wearing a tight and tiny bikini that showed her preteen figure off nicely.  Judging by his own reaction to his daughter, Carl didn’t share his wife’s sentiments that the story was going in the wrong direction.  “This story is getting pretty interesting,” he observed.  He picked up the picture of their 10-year-old son, Jeff.  The boy was wearing a tight, Speedo swimsuit.  “Tell me that doesn’t make you wet,” he said as he handed it to his wife.  Huh? It was his turn to be taken aback by his words.  Yet, somehow he knew that she’d be excited by their son.  
“You know me so well,” said Mandy as she gazed at the young boy.  His young chest was smooth and hairless.  The little bulge in his suit was perfect.  Just when she was wishing she had a picture of him from behind, she saw one.  She picked it up and felt her pussy get wet as she admired his ass.  
“Now this is sexy,” said Carl, holding up the last picture. It showed little 8-year-old Leah in a school girl skirt and white blouse.  Her hair was done up in pigtails.  Slender bare legs ran from the bottom of the short skirt and into knee high socks.  She was facing away from the camera for the picture, bent over to pet a small dog.  There was just a hint of white panty showing under her short skirt.  
“They all are,” said Mandy.  “You and me, too.”
“And we have a house big enough for them?” asked Carl.  It had been a two bedroom cottage when he left this morning.  
The two of them went exploring to see what else had changed.  Upstairs there were six bedrooms, one for each of the children.  Their rooms each had a queen size bed.  “Good god,” said Carl.  “Am I made of money or something?  You’d think the boys would share a room and what kid needs a bed that big?”
Mandy shrugged.  “You should see our room.”  She hadn’t taken much time to appraise it before, being more interested in appraising herself, but she remembered it being huge.  Indeed, it had a king size bed with a sitting room off to the side.  The master bath was about as big as they’d remembered their bedroom used to be.  The shower looked like it would fit the whole family.  
Excited at their suddenly luxurious accommodations, they ran back downstairs and explored there.  They had a living room, family room, den, dining room, huge kitchen with an eating area, and a large playroom.  Trying various doors, Mandy found steps leading down.  “Check this out, Carl,” she said, “we have a basement now.”  
Eagerly they ran downstairs wondering what delights they’d find there. But, they pulled up short at the eerie sight of the basement.  It was dark and gloomy, foreboding.  They couldn’t find a light switch anywhere.  In the dim light they could make out odd shapes, but nothing very clearly.  Moreover, they felt unable to move away from the bottom of the stairs, to go out and explore further.  In a hushed silence, they went back upstairs.  
“What was that all about?”asked Carl.  
“I don’t know,” said Mandy.  “I felt like we weren’t supposed to be there.”
“And those shapes in the shadows?”
“I don’t know about those either.  It’s almost like Kenna hasn’t decided what to put in the basement yet.”
They closed the door to the basement and backed away from it.  “We’re in a horror story,” said Carl.  “Our basement is haunted.”
“Oh, I don’t think so,” said Mandy.  “There wasn’t anything scary about Kenna.”
“You just met her and hardly talked to her,” said Carl, raising his voice slightly.  “You didn’t even find out what kind of stories she writes.”
“Oh, look,” said Mandy, trying to distract Carl.  She was getting tired of his negativism.  “We have a pool.”
“We have a pool that looks like it’s inside a fortress,” said Carl, taking in the whole backyard.  “That fence must be 12 feet high.  What the hell are we going to do in the backyard that needs a 12 foot high cement wall around it?”  He looked again.  “At least it doesn’t have barbed wire on top of it.”
“Well, look at the time,” said Mandy.  “Time for you to go to the store.”
“What store?”
“You know… the store,” said Mandy, not sure that she knew what store.  She just knew he had to go buy some stuff.
“Oh, yeah,” remembered Carl.  “It’s only about 10 minutes away. I’ll be back in a jiffy.”
While Carl was gone, Mandy put some hooks in the ceiling of the playroom.  She was surprised she was so good with a power drill, but there were a lot of surprising things going on now.  It didn’t even occur to her to wonder why she was putting hooks in the ceiling.  Or why she went out to the garage and found several coils of rope.  They just belonged in the playroom and she knew it.  
When Carl returned from the store, he brought in seven bags.  “Look at the goodies I found at the store,” he told his sexy wife.  
“Oh show me, show me,” said Mandy.  She settled down in a chair.  “Know what I did while you were gone?”  She told him how she’d prepared the playroom for later and then mused, “You know, if Kenna gave us this nice house, you’d think she could have made it come with the hooks already installed.”
“Oh, it gave you something to do while I was gone,” said Carl.  “Besides, look at you.  There’s not a hair out of place and you didn’t sweat at all.  You still look perfect.”
“Thanks, honey,” said Mandy. “Now show me the goodies.”
“This bag is for Leah.  I thought it looked too cute to pass up.”  He pulled out a pink tutu, a tiny hot pink bikini top, a pink thong, and little white bunny ears.  “We’ll dress her up just like a bunny rabbit.  What do you think?”
“Hot, Carl, that girl is going to look so hot.  Yeah, that’s the right thing for her.  See I told you the store would have what we need.  What do you have for Jeff?”
“Weellll, I know you liked him in that Speedo, so I kind of went with the same look.  This goes on his chest.”  He held up a stretchy, tight top that looked like it would leave his tummy bare.  Then he showed her the shorts.  They were tight and very, very short.  
Mandy figured his cute little ass cheeks would hang out the bottom of those shorts.  “Perfect,” she said, feeling her body start to tingle just at the sight of Jeff’s costume.  “And for Gina?”
“Let’s look at Heidi’s next,” said Carl.  “I got her a cheerleader outfit.  Got it on sale, too.  The damned outfit was missing the panties.”
“Like she’d need them,” snorted Mandy.  
“Now, for Len, I got something special.”  He fished in the fourth bag and pulled out a pair of black leather pants and a black leather vest.  There were matching black leather boots and gloves.  “The guy at the store threw in this whip for free,” added Carl, showing her a six foot long slender strand of black leather.  
“That is so cool.  Now Gina’s?” asked Mandy.  
“Well, I was kind of short on money by the time I got to Gina,” said Carl.  He pulled out what he’d gotten for her.


“Four leather cuffs and a ball gag?”
“It’s all I could afford,” said Carl.  “Ahh, she’ll love it, you’ll see.”
He held up the sixth bag.  “This is for you, honey,” he said.  First he pulled out a head harness with a big gag and halter.  It had fancy plumes sticking straight up on the sides of it.  
“Oooooo,” said Mandy, already excited and then he pulled a saddle out of the bag.  “Pony girl, oh, Carl, you don’t know how much I’ve always wanted to be a pony girl.”  The words sounded strange to her, but she’d much rather be a pony than the cow that she used to be.  
“And last, but not least,” said Carl.  He flourished the bag that was for himself.
“Yeah,” said Mandy under her breath, “I’d say Gina got the least.”
“I’m telling you, it’s the perfect gift for her,” said Carl, defending his choice.  He hadn’t really run out of money.  It was just that Gina would look incredible wearing only what he’d bought her.  He pulled a pair of cowboy boots, a fancy (and very large) G-string, and a cowboy hat from his bag. 
“Now just a minute, cowpoke,” said Mandy as she looked at his outfit.  “Just what to you plan to do with the spurs on them boots?”
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“Saddle up, little filly,” said Carl.  “Get your clothes off and I’ll give you a hand.”
“Last time I send you to the store,” said Mandy as she pulled off her top.  She watched Carl’s eyes bounce in rhythm to her tits for about three bounces… boing, boing, boing.  Then, she stripped off her shorts and thong.  She gave a very realistic whinny and got down on all fours.  Looking back over her shoulder at her cowboy, she said, “Saddle me up yourself, stud.”
Carl dropped his own duds and picked up the saddle.  Putting it on Mandy’s back, he put the cinch around her stomach and pulled it tight.  Then he got the harness and put it on her head, finishing by running the bit gag between her teeth and securing it in place.  Just for good measure he gave her a slap on her ass.  His pony girl snorted in surprise.  
Quickly stripping himself, he tucked his monster cock in the oversized G-string, pulled on the boots, and put the hat on his head.  Approaching his pony, he threw a leg over her and sat down on the saddle.  With a flick of his ankles, he ran the spurs up her thighs.  “Yee haw,” he yelled as Mandy started bucking.  
Just then the front door opened and their five kids walked into the room.  The two adults froze in place as they felt the young eyes on them.  In embarrassment they stood up.  Carl’s G-string had a huge tent in the front and Mandy’s nipples were hard with excitement.  
“Jeez, mom and dad, what are you doing?” asked Heidi.  
“Ust uh… mmm,” Mandy took the bit out of her mouth, “having a little fun, what are you kids doing home?”  
“School’s out… duh,” said Leah.  “What’s in your pants, daddy?”  Not that they looked much like pants, but she didn’t know what else to call them.
“Never mind, baby,” said Carl.  “I’m sure it will disappear pretty fast now that you’ve caught us.”  At least he hoped it did.  
“Hmmm,” said Heidi, setting her books down on a chair.  “This looks like it has possibilities.  What do you think, Len?  I’ll bet mom and dad don’t want anyone to know about what we just caught them doing.”
“Yeah,” agreed Len.  “They probably don’t want their friends to know that dad’s got his cowboy hat on backwards.”
“Is not,” said Carl, but he took it off and turned it around anyway.  It did seem to fit better that way.  
“No, no, I mean, we could get them to do anything we want if we agree to keep it secret that mom dresses like a pony and dad rides her through the house.  That’s pretty embarrassing, don’t you think.  They’d do anything to keep that a secret.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Len.  “So what do you say, mom and dad?  Is it a deal?  We keep your secret and we get to run the house?”
“Yes, of course,” said Mandy. “Anything.  Just don’t tell the neighbors.”
“Wait a second,” said Carl.  “I’m not going to let you blackmail us.  Sure it might be embarrassing if the neighbors find out, but I’m not going to promise anything just for that.  You have any idea what they could do to us, honey?”
“My husband just dug his spurs into my ass,” said Mandy. “What worse could they do?”
“Anything, don’t you get it?”
“Agree to it or else,” said Mandy. 
“Oh, Jesus Christ,” said Carl.  “I’m a fucking wuss.  I got it now.  This is how the damned story goes?  I have to give in.  I don’t get to have half a backbone in me?  OK, OK, you kids can do anything, just pleeeeaaase keep our secret.”
“Cool,” said Heidi.  
“I was just kidding,” snapped their father.  “I didn’t go to the damned store and buy all this stuff just to be blackmailed.  If that’s the way this is going… then I’m out.  Hear that, Kenna?”
Just then the front door opened and their five kids walked into the room.  The two adults froze in place as they felt the young eyes on them.  In embarrassment they stood up.  Carl’s G-string had a huge tent in the front and Mandy’s nipples were hard with excitement.  
“Jeez, mom and dad, what are you doing?” asked Heidi.  
“Ust uh… mmm,” Mandy took the bit out of her mouth… again, “having a little fun, what are you kids doing home?”  
“School’s out… duh,” said Leah.  “What’s in your pants, daddy?”  They didn’t look much like pants this time either, but she still didn’t know what else to call them.
“Never mind, baby,” said Carl.  “I’m sure it will disappear pretty fast now that you’ve caught us.”  At least he hoped it did.  
“Holy cow, daddy,” said Gina. “Did you get us costumes, too?”
“Yeah,” agreed Jeff.  “That looks like fun.  Can we play, too?”
“Sure,” said Mandy.  “We have cute costumes for you, too.”
“There’s just one condition,” said Carl.
“What’s that?” asked Heidi, dubiously.
“I get to put the costumes on my girls and mom puts the costumes on her boys.”
“Oh, like I didn’t see that one coming, daddy,” said Heidi sarcastically.  She was still a little pissed that her blackmail scheme had been vetoed.  Daddy? she thought.  What am I doing calling him daddy?  I’m fifteen.  
“Come on, Heidi,” said her mommy.  “Are you going to play reluctant?”
“Yeah,” said Heidi.  “I think I’ll be reluctant and probably end up liking it anyway.”
“Liking what, Heidi?” asked Leah.  
“Never mind, little sister,” said Heidi.  Little sister?  Since when do I call the squirt little sister?
“OK, who wants to be reluctant, raise your hand.  We have to get the story codes settled now.”
Heidi raised her hand and looked around.  Nobody else had their hand up.  “OK,” she said, putting her hand down. “I won’t be reluctant.  Hell, I’m going to like it in the end anyway.”
“I’m going to like it in your end, your rear end,” said Len.  
“Len!” said Heidi in surprise.  “Don’t make me fucking squishy yet.”  She clapped her hand over her mouth.  She wasn’t supposed to use that kind of language.  And squishy?  Where had that come from?  
“You all have to go up to your rooms and take off all your clothes and wait for either mommy or daddy?” said Carl.  
Heidi rolled her eyes.  Mommy and daddy?  Why had life suddenly gotten so weird?  
The kids all ran upstairs to their rooms.  Carl collected three bags, one for each of his daughters, and Mandy grabbed her two bags.  
Daddy decided to start with Heidi.  Once he got her dressed, the rest would be downhill from there.  He pushed open the door to her room.  His 15-year-old daughter stood there with her hands modestly draped across her bosom and her private area, you know, down there.  
“That pose just doesn’t make sense, Heidi,” said Carl, “until after you take off your clothes.”
“Like I’ve done this before, daddy.  How am I supposed to know?”  She pulled her sweater up over her head.  It caught on something mysterious, most likely daddy’s fervent wishes.  Her arms were extended over her head, making her back arch and her tits push out in the sheer bra.  He could see her swollen nipples pressing against the thin pink fabric.  Her bra size was about one size too small, forcing her D-cup tits to stretch the thin material even more. 
Finally the sweater came free and she tossed it to the side.  It was nice to have daddy watching her and she was glad she’d voted against reluctant now.  She kicked off her shoes and socks.  With a sultry glance at daddy, she unzipped her short skirt and wriggled her hips to let it fall to the ground.  She’d never color coordinated her underwear before, but for some reason she had on matching pink panties, sheer just like the bra, giving her daddy a hint of the dark triangle hiding inside them.  
Then she reached back and unhooked her bra.  It fluttered to the ground to reveal her grapefruit sized tits, standing up proud the way only a teen’s tits could.  There was no sag to them at all and they were capped with pink nipples the size of half dollars.  “Did you hear that, daddy?” she asked.  
“What?”
“I thought I just heard somebody say my nipples were the size of half dollars.”
“Just your imagination,” said Carl.  “But, they are.  Keep going.”
She slid her panties down her legs to reveal her clean shaven pussy.  “Hey, stop a second, sugar lump,” said daddy.  “Pull them back up.  Now down again.  Back up.  And down.  How are you doing that?”
“Doing what?”
“Well, dang it, when your panties are up, I can barely see through them and see a hint of the dark triangle hiding inside them, but when you pull them down, you’re shaved.”
“Just your imagination, daddy,” said Heidi as she pulled her panties all the way off.  “What you got for me in the bag?”
“Hands,” said Carl, waving his hands at his daughter.  “Now is the time for the hands.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Heidi, draping her hands modestly across her bosom and private area, you know, down there.  
“Oh, sugar lump,” said Carl.  “You don’t have to hide from daddy.  I used to give you baths.  There’s nothing there I haven’t seen before.”
“I didn’t have tits when you gave me a bath, daddy.  Duh… I was five.”
“OK, whatever,” said Carl.  “Here’s your costume.”  He pulled out the cheerleader outfit and showed it to her.  
“What is this some kind of sick joke, daddy?” asked Heidi, tearing up.  “You remember I was a cheerleader when I was twelve.  I did a tumbling run and fell.  I broke my back and was in a cast for two years.  How could you get me something like that?”
“You did not,” said Carl.  “She did not, Kenna.  Stop that.”
Heidi laughed, “Well at least your hard on is gone, daddy.  Who’s Kenna?”
“Oh, you, kidder, you,” said Carl.  “You’re right though, I have to dress two more girls, so I don’t need to have a hard on from now until I get relief.”  He helped her into the skirt and sweater.  
“Daddy, you think of everything,” said Heidi.  “No panties.  I am so hot.  Want to see some cheers?”  She kicked her leg up high and caught it with her hands, pulling it straight up in the air.  She stood balanced on one foot, doing the vertical splits.  Wow. I didn’t know I could do that, she thought.  She dropped her leg again and said, “Sorry, daddy, I didn’t think it would grow that big that fast.  You better go before it explodes or something.”
“See you down in the playroom, sugar lump,” he said as he left.  
Mandy had decided to start with her younger son.  She knew he was going to look hot in his outfit.  She stopped and looked at him when she came into his room.  He was already naked. His young cock was standing up hard and proud, pointed at the ceiling.  She was surprised that at 10 his cock was already five inches long, but then he took after his daddy.  
“Thinking of me?” she teased.  
“No, I was thinking of Sally,” said Jeff.  “She accidentally came into the boys’ room today, so we kept her in there for a couple of hours.  I think she had a quart of cum in her belly by the time she left.”
“Only a quart?” said his mommy.  “Sally, hmmm, isn’t she the little blind girl?”
“Yeah,” laughed Jeff.  “That’s the best part.  We told her she was sucking CheezWhiz from a can, so she kept wanting more.”
“Well, boys will be boys,” said Mandy.  “Let’s get these shorts on you, little stud.”  She helped him step into the tight shorts.  It was quite a struggle to get them up and over his slender hips.  When they were up, they showed his prominent bulge in front and his tight ass in back, which was good because that’s where they belonged.  
Then she put the tight top over his head.  Again it was a struggle to get the tight garment on.  It came to just below his nipples, showing off his entire cute belly.  
“I’ll see you down in the playroom in a bit, little stud,” she said. “Maybe we’ll blindfold Leah and you can play CheezWhiz with her.”
Carl decided to do his youngest daughter next.  When he went into Leah’s room, she was already naked.  She was standing with her hands behind her head and her feet shoulder width apart.  “Nice, sweetie,” said Carl.  “Giving daddy a good view?”
“No, I was just imagining I was being strip searched, daddy,” she said sweetly.  “You know I hear they do it to girls in jail.  Why would they let them have all the fun?”
“Who knows, baby,” said Carl.  “Maybe we can play it later.  Right now I’m going to dress you up like a bunny rabbit.”
Leah laughed, “That’s funny, daddy.  Know what I heard today?  The bus driver told one of the fifth graders she looked like she’d ‘fuck like a bunny.’  Do you know what that means?”
“Don’t worry about it, baby,” said Carl.  “Maybe you’ll find out soon.”  He slipped the pink thong up her slender legs, settling it in place on her sleek hips.  He made sure it tucked up inside her hairless slit and up the dainty crack of her tight ass.  Then he pulled up the tutu, leaving it around her waist.  The garment was purely decorative, covering absolutely nothing.  Then he pulled on the little pink bikini top.  It barely covered her little pink nipples.  Then he put the bunny ears on her head.  Finally, he pulled out the one thing he hadn’t shown his wife, the bunny tail.  
“Ooo, daddy, I get a tail, too,” said Leah.  
He examined it.  The powder puff tail was connected to a stiff, curved wire.  At the other end of the wire was a two inch conical butt plug.  “Bend over and spread your ass, baby,” said Carl.  
Leah laughed again, “You sound just like my teacher, Mr. Carson.  You gonna stick that up my butt?”
“Yes, baby.”
“I like that better than Mr. Carson’s finger.”  She clapped her hand over her mouth.  “Oops, I’m not supposed to tell anybody about that.”
Carl shook his head at the faux pas.  “It’s OK, baby.  Do you know if Mr. Carson has any kids of his own?”  He pushed the plug up his 8-year-old’s ass and stepped back to admire the way the little tail sat perched on her ass.  
“Yeah, daddy,” said Leah.  “He has identical triplet girls.  They’re 11-years-old.”
“Yeah, tell him either he brings them to the house and leaves them for the weekend or he can put $50,000 in small bills in your lunch box.”
“Cool, daddy,” said Leah.  
Len was waiting for his mommy, naked and ready.  His hard cock was already 8 inches long.  He looked at his mommy as she walked in and said, “You know, I wouldn’t mind a pair of cowboy boots with spurs myself.”
“Maybe next time, dear,” said Mandy.  “I think you’ll like what I have for you.”
She held out the leather outfit.  “Nice, mommy.  I do like it.”
“Tell me what you think of your sister, Gina?”
She helped him step into the leather pants as he said, “You mean the hot little preteen whose tits are barely a morsel on her nearly flat chest?  The one with the teeny bikini and the twin peaks hiding in it?”  As the vest went on, he continued, “The one with a downy covering of fur on her virgin cunt and the slender girlish hips that are just starting to spread, giving her a sexy little girl figure?”
Mommy helped him with the boots.  “You mean the tight ass that swishes down the hall like she wants every boy in town to ride her hard and put her away wet?  The one whose mouth looks like it was made for sucking cock?  Oh, those pouty, blow job lips.”
“Yeah, your little sister,” said his mommy.  
“Oh, I barely notice her, why?”  He stood and admired himself in the mirror.  When mommy handed him the whip he said, “Oh, that little sister.”
“See you in the playroom, stud.  Ooo, owww,” she jumped as the whip lashed her ass.  As the whip caught her again, she whinnied loudly and pranced out of the room.  
Daddy had saved Gina for last.  She was waiting for him, her eager eyes telling him that she was… eager.  He knew that this would go quicker than the other girls because Len had already described her body in exquisite detail.  It didn’t need to be done again.  
He pulled out a leather cuff and fastened it around her right wrist.  “And another,” he said to her as he fastened the second around her left wrist.  “I think you have the most articles of clothing of all,” he said.  “Five altogether.”  He put a cuff around her left ankle and then the fourth around her right ankle.  
He pulled out the last item, “Ta da.”  
“Where does that go, daddy?” she asked.  Daddy?  Since when, oh yeah, I’m only 12, I’ve always called him daddy.  
“In your mouth, pumpkin,” said Carl.
“OK, hold on, I think I want to vote for reluctant now,” she said.  “This is kinky.”  Five articles of clothing, my ass, she thought.  They don’t cover anything.  
“Check this out though,” said daddy.  “Open wide.  Come on.  Just let me show you, then you can decide on reluctant or not.”
She opened her mouth and let him put the big ball between her teeth.  She could barely bite down on it.  He fastened the strap behind her head and now she couldn’t spit it out.  Then she felt him grab her wrists and pull her arms behind her back.  The cuffs clicked together and she was helpless.  Then Daddy stepped in front of her.  He ran his eyes up and down her body.  She blushed under his gaze and wriggled against her bonds.  “Now, pumpkin,” said daddy.  “I don’t give a fuck if you vote for reluctant or not.  You’re screwed.”
“Aaa-eeee,” squealed the 12-year-old, her eyes not looking so eager anymore.  
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Carl picked up his 12-year-old daughter and slung her over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes.  It was a game they’d played when she was younger, but it past times she hadn’t been naked, tied, and gagged when he carried her.  To steady her, one hand was on her calves, holding them against his chest, and the other rested on her pert little ass.  He carried her like that to the playroom.  
When daddy set Gina down on the floor, Heidi immediately said, “How come she gets to be naked.”
“Hey, you’re one to talk,” said Leah. “You don’t have panties on.”
“She’s not completely naked,” protested Carl.  “You can’t see her wrists or her ankles.”
“Well at least you didn’t buy her a matching spreader bar,” said Mandy.  
“Oh, yeah?” said Carl, pulling a matching spreader bar from Gina’s bag.  He clipped one end of the bar to one ankle cuff and the other end to her other ankle, forcing her feet spread about 3 feet.  
“Holy cow,” said Jeff.  He was standing between Gina’s legs and looking up inside her.  There was nothing she could do to keep him from poking his cock right in there.  “Hey, are those her tonsils?” he asked in surprise.  
“No, that’s her clit,” said mommy.  “She had her tonsils removed when she was five.”  Just how far up inside her can he see?  She stepped over beside her son and peered inside Gina.  “Are you a virgin, Gina?” she asked.
“Define virgin, mommy.”
“Has a boy put his cock in you?”
“No, mommy, I wouldn’t do that.”
“You sure looked pretty stretched out.”
“Oh, I put other things up there, you know, like a screwdriver handle, a door knob, a Polish sausage, a baseball bat.”
“Eww, I told you my sausage tasted funny,” said Heidi.  
“That’s where my baseball bat went to,” said Len.  
“Girls will be girls,” said Mandy, shaking her head.  She turned to Carl.  “We gonna hang her from the ceiling or what, daddy?  You know I worked hard to put those hooks up there for a reason.”
“Sure, mommy.  I was just trying to decide whether we hang her upside down or right side up?”  There were hooks on the spreader bar so she could be hung upside down or a variety of ways to hang her right side up.  
“Let’s take a vote,” suggested Len.  “Everybody in favor of right side up, raise your hand.”  Mandy, Heidi, and Leah all raised their hands.  “OK, everybody in favor of upside down?”  Carl, Len, and Jeff raised their hands.  
“Girls against the boys?” asked Heidi in surprise.  “What’s with the upside down vote, guys?”
“Puts her head about this high,” said all three of them at once, pointing at their crotches.  
“Jeez,” said Heidi, “looks like Gina gets the deciding vote.  What will it be, Gina?”
“Iii-iii-uuuhh,” said Gina.  
“That sound like right side up to you guys?” asked Heidi.  
“I don’t know,” said Carl, “not really clear.  Try again.”
“OK, cough once for right side up and twice for upside down, Gina.”
Gina gave a quick nod of understanding, but just then some of her spit went down the wrong way.  She coughed and then again, and again, and again.  “Looks like right side up, upside down, and every which way,” said Mandy with a laugh.  “She’s gonna be hanging all afternoon and evening.”  As Gina was still coughing, Mandy added, “We’re gonna have to get a book on bondage positions.  I think we’re going to run out of ways to hang the little thing.”
“Oh, sure, I got one of those, let’s see,” said Carl.  He rummaged around in Heidi’s bag and pulled out a book on bondage.  “Here it is.”
“In my bag, daddy!” said Heidi indignantly.  “You were going to tie up the cheerleader?”
“Well, not until after you took off the outfit,” said daddy.  
“Let’s just start with right side up,” said mommy, getting back to the matter at hand.  They uncuffed Gina’s wrists and hooked the wrist cuffs to the end of two ropes.  With a flick of his wrist, Carl tossed the rope at a hook and it caught easily.  He pulled it through until it was taut.  Then he threaded the second rope through another hook just as quickly.  Daddy pulled his little girl up onto her tiptoes.  She looked wonderful stretched like that.  
To Len she looked like the perfect target for his whip.  He started behind her, flicking the slender strand of leather across her back.  It wrapped around her and snapped back wickedly.  She screamed into her gag and jumped.  Her older brother liked the sound of the light whip.  It whistled through the air and snapped across her bare skin with a faint pop, barely leaving a mark.  Yet from the reaction he knew it must sting.  He repeated that several times before moving to her front side.  Once there he started twirling the end of the whip, bringing it closer and closer to Gina until it started stroking across her helpless belly and tits, whip, whip, whip, whip, whip.  The wicked whip struck about once a second. 
Gina hated the feeling of the whip as it stroked across her tender tits.  She couldn’t do anything but grunt and scream into her gag.  With the gag any consonant sounds were impossible.  “Aayyy eeeee iiiii ooohhhhh yuuuu,” she screamed.  “Aayyy eeeee iiiii ooohhhhh yuuuu.  Aayyy eeeee iiiii ooohhhhh yuuuu.”  And sometimes she’d say, “Wyyyy,” and “Yuuu yuuuu.”  
With the sound of his middle daughter screaming in the background, Carl turned his attention to Heidi.  “Do a couple of cheers for me, hot stuff,” he told her.  
With a smile, Heidi started bouncing up and down.  She could feel her short skirt fluttering up and down as she bounced, wondering if daddy was getting a view of her pussy yet.  She made a couple of kicks and saw the reward in his eyes.  “Rah, rah, rah,” she cheered.  “Go, Len, go.  Go, Len, go.  Whip that bitch.  Whip that bitch.  Rah, rah, rah.”  
Heidi started a second cheer.  Again she made some high kicks, making sure daddy got an eyeful.  “Elevator, elevator, I want a shaft,” she cheered. On the word shaft, she turned her back to daddy and bent forward at the waist, flipping her skirt up to show her bare ass and pussy.  She peeked over her shoulder at daddy.  By the looks of his G-string he was getting what he wanted.  She turned back and bounced some more.  “Nut and bolts, nuts and bolts, I want screwed,” she cheered.  
“OK sugar lump,” said daddy. “I get the point.”  
She pulled her sweater up over her head.  It caught on something mysterious, most likely daddy’s fervent wishes.  Her arms were extended over her head, making her back arch and her tits push out, yearning for freedom.  He could see her swollen nipples hardening in the cool air.  She dropped her skirt and walked up to her daddy.  
Heidi pulled daddy’s G-string off his huge cock and looked at the throbbing member.  It was all ready for her, but there was a promise of being tied.  “Oh, Jesus Christ, daddy,” she said, looking at his cock with alarm.  “It’s bleeding.  Did you cut yourself?”
Carl felt his cock wilt as she stepped back in horror.  He looked down at his cock and saw no blood.  “Where?” he asked in alarm.  “Where am I bleeding?”
Heidi laughed.  “Well, at least your hard on is gone, daddy.”
“Oh, you, kidder, you,” said Carl.  “Now I have to get hard all over again.  I’m going to have to tie you up just for that.”  He grabbed handfuls of rope and started by tying Heidi’s hands behind her back.  He started wrapping the rope tightly around her forearms, higher and higher until her elbows touched.  Pausing, he went around front to look at her.  She looked so sexy with her arms tied back and her chest thrust out.  She couldn’t help it with her elbows touching like they were.  
He went back behind her and kept wrapping the rope higher and higher, now over her biceps and all the way up until her shoulder blades touched.  Wow, he thought, I didn’t know a person could do that.  He went back in front of her.  This time her tits were pointed at opposite walls and it looked like her chest would burst open, letting a baby alien leap out at him.  OK, that’s a bit much, he decided and went behind her.  He loosened the ropes until only her elbows were touching.  
Laying his oldest daughter down on her back, Carl bent her legs under her and tied her calves to her thighs.  Her heels pressed into her ass and her legs were spread.  Satisfied that she was ready, he put his cock to her moist pussy.  “Here comes the choo-choo train, sugar lump,” he said.  “Gonna pull into that love tunnel.”
He pushed his cock in all in one motion, sinking to his full depth in her.  “Oooo, yeah, daddy,” she moaned.  He shot his load in her.  “Wow, daddy, that was like one of those high speed trains in France,” she said in disappointment.  “I got all worked up for that?”
“Don’t worry, hot stuff,” said daddy.  “I got lots more where that came from.  Just give me a minute.” He took some rope and tied it around the base of her right tit, making it pop out even more.  It started to turn red as he tied rope around her left tit as well.  With her nipples hard as something really hard and standing up erect like something short, small, cylindrical, and hard, too, he sucked on them.  
“Check this out, sugar lump,” said Carl.  “I’m ba-acck.”  Indeed his cock was already hard again at the sight of his daughter’s tits tortured and straining for release.  This time he stroked her slow and deep, letting the tingle build in her.  
“Fuck, yeah, daddy,” moaned Heidi as he filled her completely.  “Slap this bitch’s tits, daddy.”
As he fucked her, Carl slapped the straining red mounds on Heidi’s chest.  They wobbled back and forth, jiggling and dancing as he slapped them back and forth.  With each blow, Heidi seemed to get more and more excited.  The tits were going from red to purple now as Heidi’s breath started coming ragged gasps.  Suddenly Heidi knew she was going to cum because a little voice in her head said suddenly Heidi knew she was going to cum.  Cool, she thought.  I wasn’t sure what this feeling was.  Then her body bucked as her daddy drove his foot of cock deep inside her pussy.  She felt his cock spasm inside her, more like a steam powered locomotive this time.  
“Woo woo,” she said, “now that’s the train for me.”
Daddy untied Heidi’s tits, but left her bound and helpless, figuring that someone else would find her useful in that position.  
Mandy teamed up with Leah and Jeff.  Looking at her two littlest children, she wanted to take it slow for their first time.  “Have you ever seen a boy naked, Leah?” she asked.  
“No, mommy, just Mr. Carson.  Does he count?”
“Yeah, he counts, baby,” said mommy.  “Monday at school tell him either he brings Lacy, Tracy, and Stacy to our house for all of spring break or he can put $100, 000 in small bills in your lunch box.”
“Cool, mommy.  That’s better than daddy’s deal.”
“How about you, Jeff?”
“No, I haven’t seen Mr. Carson naked,” said Jeff.  
“No, I meant, have you seen a girl naked?”
“Besides you and Gina and Sally?”
Mandy looked down at herself.  She’d forgotten she was wearing just a saddle and bridle.  “You saw Sally naked?”
“Yeah,” laughed Jeff. “We told her that her dress was on backwards, so she took it off.  Then we told her that her panties were on backwards.  She took everything off and then we put it all on backwards.”
“OK, well, I thought we’d start with some strip poker, just to go slow at first.”
“We don’t have any cards,” said Jeff.  
“We can pretend,” said Leah.  
“Great,” said mommy.  She pretended to deal five cards to each of them.  
Leah picked up her pretend cards and studied them.   “I want two cards,” she said solemnly.  Mommy dealt her two cards.  
“I want three,” said Jeff.
“And I’ll take one,” said mommy.  
“I have one pair,” said Leah.  
“I just have two pair,” said mommy.  
“I have a royal flush,” said Jeff.  
“Dang, I lose,” said Leah.  She stood up and took off her tutu.  So far it hadn’t cost her much.  
They played another hand.  “I have two pair,” said Leah, proudly.  Mandy had a full house.  
“Look at that,” said Jeff. “I got a royal flush.”
“You’re so lucky, Jeff,” said Leah.  She pulled off her bunny ears.  Next time was going to be more embarrassing.  
For the third hand, Leah had three of a kind, mommy had a straight, and Jeff had a royal flush.  “Dang it,” said Leah as she took her top off.  She had a little girl’s flat chest mainly because she was a little girl.  As she bared her chest she blushed just as pink as her nipples.  
During the fourth hand, Leah announced, “I have four of a kind.”
Mandy said, “I just have a pair this time.”
“I have a royal flush,” said Jeff.
“Again?” said mommy.  “What are the chances of that?”  She took her bridle off.  It was actually a relief to get the leather straps from off her head.  
They dealt the cards again.  “I have two pair,” said Leah.  
“I have three of a kind,” said mommy.  
“I just don’t know how I keep doing this,” said Jeff.  “Royal flush again.”
“You got cards up your sleeve?” teased his mommy.  
“No sleeves,” giggled Jeff.  He watched in eager anticipation as his little sister slid her little pink thong down to reveal her plump little pussy.  
“Just you and me mommy,” said Jeff.  “I’ll tell you what. I won’t even look at my cards this hand.”  
Mandy dealt the pretend cards, keeping a close eye on her lucky son.  She took three cards and had a full house.  “Full house,” she announced.  “What have you got?”
Jeff picked up his cards for the first time and looked them over.  His mommy was certain he hadn’t cheated this time.  “Royal fucking flush again,” he announced triumphantly.  “Take off the saddle, mommy.  I win.”
Mommy looked over at her son.  “Well, you win some and you lose some.  Sometimes you need to lose a few hands.  We’re naked and you’re not.  What are you going to do with that cock stuck in those cute shorts?”  With those words, she pulled Leah down to the floor and buried her face in the 8-year-old’s pussy.  
Jeff looked at himself.  What indeed was he going to do?  They were having fun and he still had his damned clothes on.  Then, he got an inspiration.  He dealt five cards, discarded three of them, and drew three more.  It was still a damn royal flush, but (he reasoned) he had the low hand.  He struggled with his damned tight shirt, finally peeling it off and dealt again.  “Royal flush,” he muttered in consternation as he looked at his hand.  He just couldn’t get rid of it.  But, again he was low hand, so he peeled off his shorts.  Considering how hard it had been to get his shirt and shorts on, nearly 10 minutes had transpired by the time he got them off by himself.    
By the time Jeff was ready, Leah and mommy were relaxing in each other’s arms.  They eaten each other to wonderful orgasms and were now simply waiting for Jeff’s cock to become available.  As Jeff walked over with his hard cock, mommy whispered to Leah.  “You like CheezWhiz?”
True Life, No Really
Part Four
By Kenna
A couple of squirts of CheezWhiz later, the blindfolded Leah wiped the back of her hand across her mouth.  “That’s not really cheese, is it?” she asked as she smacked her lips.  
“What was your first clue, baby?” asked her mommy.  
“The nozzle on the CheezWhiz never hit the back of my throat before,” said the 8-year-old.  
“You can take off your blindfold, Leah.  Mommy’s going for some CheezWhiz now,” said Mandy.  
When Leah pulled off the scarf that was covering her eyes, she saw her mommy sucking on Jeff’s cock.  “I thought that felt familiar,” she said.  “The boys in my class just don’t have any cheese in their whiz.”
When he tired of whipping his little sister, Len tied ropes to the hooks on the spreader bar.  It was time to change positions.  He ran those ropes through hooks on the ceiling that were several feet from the hooks from which her arms were suspended.  When he pulled her feet into the air, her body was parallel to the ground.  
His target was essentially the same, just at a different angle.  He used the whip to lash her little tits and her pussy until she was begging for mercy.  She felt like a piñata hanging at a party, just that the little kid had a whip instead of a baseball bat.  And she was a real person instead of a paper mache animal.  And she hurt while a piñata had no feelings.  And she had no candy inside her.  OK, she felt nothing like a piñata.  
Figuring the time was right, Len took his time lowering both her wrists and ankles to the right height.  He removed her gag and put his cock in her face.  “Suck me,” he said.  
Gina saw the 8-inch hard cock in front of her and thanked her stars that she’d practiced with that Polish sausage and the foot long hot dog.  She licked at the head of his cock as it bounced in front of her and then finally captured it between her lips.  Once she had it under control, she sucked her big brother down her throat.  
Len fucked his sister’s face for about 30 seconds and then pulled out.  He walked around her and from behind, pushed his slick cock into her wet pussy.  Len discovered he could just stand there and swing Gina back and forth, letting her body do the fucking.  He swung her close, sinking deep, and slapped her tight little ass with his open palm.  The he let her swing away, his cock nearly coming out of her pussy.  After 30 seconds of that, he switched positions again, letting her suck him some more.  When he switched again, she was becoming exasperated.  And they say women can’t make up their minds, she thought.  “Hey, you coming or going?” she asked.  
“Cumming,” said Len as he settled his cock into her pussy again.  This time he stayed in place and fucked her hard.  She was pretty tight, for having had his baseball bat up there.  He liked the view of her slender ass, swaying in front of him.  He gave it a slap every time he stroked in.  
The 14-year-old fucked his younger sister for a couple more minutes.  She felt the ache in her pussy replaced by a great feeling as he fucked her. It felt better and better until she couldn’t take it any longer.  An orgasm swept over her.  She clenched her muscular thighs together, bearing down on the intruding cock.  The tension made her feel even better and then she felt her brother fill her with his jism.  She’d milked the cum right out of him.  
With daddy fresh from fucking Heidi, Leah came over to daddy.  She was ready to try a really big cock.  His cock was as big around as Leah’s forearm and even longer. Luckily, his cock was still slick with a mixture of his and Heidi’s cum.  “No way is that going where I think you think it’s going,” said daddy as she spread her legs before him.  “You’re still a virgin and that won’t fit.”
“Don’t worry, daddy, baby won’t hurt you,” said Leah.  She desperately wanted to feel that big cock inside her tight pussy.  Ever so gently she scooted forward to put his cock to the entrance to her 8-year-old pussy.  The head of his cock pushed past the plump pussy lips, but it looked like trying to fit a steam powered locomotive through a garden hose.  
“Oww, ooo,” moaned daddy as he pushed the head of his cock into her virgin love tunnel.  “I love you, baby,” he said tentatively, wanting to make her feel better despite his moans of pain.  Gradually he worked the head of his cock between her lips and started into that tight hole.  As he worked at it, Leah’s pussy stretched, letting him put the head of his cock in.  Then he felt suction, as if she was drawing him into her.  She was in control.  
“I know, daddy,” said Leah as he worked his cock inside her.  “And baby loves you, too. You’re being so brave.  It might hurt at first, but you’ll see.  Once it gets inside me, it will start to feel good.”
“OK, baby,” said Carl, fighting back tears as his cock pushed three inches into her cunt.  “Oh, it really hurts, baby,” he said.  “But, here it comes, I’m going to put it all the way in you.  Let’s get it over with, OK, baby.  I want it to start feeling good.”
“That’s my daddy,” said baby.  She sucked his cock a little deeper into the incredibly tight space between her thighs.  It felt wonderful.  She’d never experienced anything like it before.  She felt like she was a warm, wet, velvety rock crushing machine with a conveyor belt feeding her what she needed.  Before she knew it, she had three inches of his cock buried in her.  

“Go for it, baby, I can take it all,” said daddy.  
Hearing those words of encouragement, Leah sucked the rest of his cock inside her in one mighty stroke.  “You’re all the way in!” she exulted.  “You did it.”  She hadn’t been sure that it would really fit in such a tight space.  
“Oh, baby, baby, it hurts too much.  Push it out, push it out.  I can’t stand it.  It’s not feeling better like you promised.  I’m going to implode.  Please, get it out, baby.”
“Don’t worry, daddy, it will start to feel good pretty soon.”  It didn’t bother her that she had a giant cock inside her.  In fact, it felt pretty neat.  
“No, it won’t!” squealed the big man, his voice two octaves higher.  “Oh, it’s stuck, I can’t get it out.  Get it out NOW!”
“OK, daddy, baby’s so sorry.  I’m squeezing it out now, OK?”
As she pushed, he started to pull his cock out, inch by inch.  Leah’s pussy looked like a pasta maker with a thin strand of spaghetti oozing out of it.  Carl watched in amazement as he pulled and pulled.  His cock was no longer as big around as Leah’s forearm.  Now it was about as big around as his thumb.  “Shoot me out, baby,” he squealed, his voice about five octaves higher. “Holy shit.”  His cock just kept coming out.  Hand over hand, he hauled on his cock like a rope.  One foot, two feet, three feet of cock and still there was no head to it.  The pasta maker just kept spitting out the malleable flesh through the tight, tiny hole.  Finally after four feet of soft, pliant cock was curled up on the floor in front of him, Carl saw the head pop out.  
“Jesus Christ,” he gasped in relief.  “That’s some tight pussy you have, baby.”
“If you think my stainless steel pussy is tight, daddy, I’ll bet if you fuck my ass, we’d be able to play jump rope with your cock.”
“I think I’ll pass on that,” said Carl.  He was relieved to see that his cock was shortening and thickening to its normal size now that it was free of Leah’s pussy.  
Mandy looked around the playroom.  Gina was still bound as was Heidi.  She got an inspiration of what to do next.  She wasn’t sure where the idea came from, but it sounded wickedly wonderful.  “Hey everybody,” she said.  “We’re going to play a new game.  Those that were mobile gathered around Heidi and Gina.  “It’s a simple game,” said mommy.  “We’ll start with Heidi.  What’s your worst nightmare?”
Heidi thought for a moment.  She wasn’t sure she liked this game, but she wasn’t in much of a position to argue.  “I suppose my worst nightmare would be to be tied up, kind of like I am now and left at the mercy of my little brothers.  I can’t imagine what tortures they’d put me through, but I’m sure it would be painful, embarrassing, and very, very frustrating.  I mean, no matter how much I wanted them to stop, they could still do anything they wanted.  Why do you want to know, mommy?”
“Never mind, we’ll get to that later,” said mommy.  “How about you, Len?”
“I suppose my worst nightmare would be to be kidnapped by a gay biker gang.”
“I can see how that would be scary,” agreed daddy.  “Especially if they didn’t let you wear a helmet.”
It was Gina’s turn and she just sighed in exasperation.  “You mean besides wearing nothing but leather cuffs and hanging from the ceiling?”
“Yeah, besides that, honey,” said mommy.  
“I suppose if I was wearing just this and getting caught in the boy’s locker room again.”
“Again?” asked mommy.  
“Oops,” said Gina.  “I was so embarrassed I never told you.  I walked into the boy’s locker room by mistake.  A couple of the boys saw me before I realized and ran out.  I got out OK, but ever since then I wonder what it would have been like if I got caught and didn’t get away.”
“How about your worst nightmare, Jeff?”
“Mine is just the opposite of Gina’s,” said Jeff.  “My nightmare is to be caught in the girl’s locker room.  Then, they’d take off my clothes and make me fuck them over and over.  They’d all want a turn.  I’ve have to poke my cock in their mouths until I came and fuck them in their tight little asses and, if they got horny and couldn’t wait, I’d have to watch them lick each other and suck each other’s tits and make each other cum.  My hard on would never go away.  I’d just fuck and fuck and cum and cum.  Oh, the horror of it.”
“Shit, Jeff,” said Len, stroking his hard cock.  “That sounds pretty hot to me.”  Even daddy was stroking his cock after listening to Jeff’s vivid description.  
“Scares me,” said Jeff, smiling inwardly.  The astute little boy had figured out that whatever anybody said was their worst nightmare was about to come true for them.  
“Well, to each his own,” said mommy.  “Your turn, Leah.”
“I don’t know for sure,” said the 8-year-old.  “One of my nightmares is not to go through puberty until I’m done with high school.  I mean, the rest of you have started, but I don’t know if I’ll be an early bloomer or a late bloomer.  Then there’s the one where I’m a piñata at a party and everybody is hitting me, but I think Gina just did that one pretty good.  Then there’s the nightmare where I’m thrown in jail and this big, black mama says she wants me to be her bitch.  And last, there’s the nightmare that Jenny’s poodle wants to hump more than my leg.”
“Wow,” said mommy.  “Now we know why Pat Benatar sang Hell Is for Children.  You have some serious issues, baby.”
When it looked like the game was over, Heidi said, “Hey, it’s only fair if we hear your worst nightmares, too, mommy and daddy.”
Mandy looked at her nosy daughter and was about to tell her to mind her own business when the words just came out of her mouth, “Public humiliation.”  She clapped her hand over her mouth, but the words, though muffled, were still intelligible.  “To be hung up by my wrists in front of a crowd of people and slowly stripped and then whipped.  They’d all be strangers.  There’d be a woman there to display me and urge others to touch me and whip me.  I wouldn’t have sex with them.  They’d just watch.  And they’d tape it, too.”
Then Carl took his turn.  “My worst nightmare is I’m at a tractor pull.  But, instead of tractors pulling each other, I’d be tied between four huge tractors.  One on each arm and each leg.  I’m facing up.  They’d pull me out, stretch me as tight as they could, just short of pulling my arms and legs off.  Then a crowd of naked, little girls would gather around me.  They’d be at that age when their titties are just starting to pop out, say 10 or 11.  It would make me hard and they’d touch me all over, but they wouldn’t let me cum.  Then, suddenly I’d be alone and this pigeon comes and lands at the very tip of my hard on and takes a crap.”
“Jeez, mommy,” said Leah.  “You said I have issues.”
“Now I want to try an experiment,” said Mandy.  “First, let’s untie Heidi and Gina.”  Once the whole family was again mobile, she said, “Let’s go into the basement.”
“I don’t know,” said Carl.  “It was kind of spooky last time.”
“I have an idea,” said Mandy.  
The seven of them trooped down the stairs into the basement.  There in plain sight was large contraption that resembled an oversized chair.  The back of the chair tilted back about 10 degrees and the seat of the chair was also tilted 10 degrees, so the angle between seat and back was still 90 degrees.  There were three holes in the back of the chair, one head high and two shoulder high.  There was also a semicircular cut out in the front edge of the chair.  
What made the object more of a contraption than a chair were the heavy metal arms that stuck out from the back of the chair to the right and left.  They were parallel to the ground and each about two feet long.  Altogether, from the tip of one arm to the tip of the other was about six feet.  A rope dangled from very end of each metal arm.  The chair was very sturdy, sitting on thick metal legs. 
Ominously, the family could see no further into the dim light of the basement other than to see the contraption.  They hadn’t explored the full reaches of the dark space and felt no compulsion to do so now.  There attention was focused on the torture device.  
“What’s this for?” asked Heidi. 
“It’s for you,” said Mandy.  “For your fantasy.”
“You mean my nightmare?!” asked Heidi in shock.  “We’re really going to do it?”
Len had a big smile on his face, but Jeff had a doubly big smile.  Hot dog, he thought.  I knew that was going to happen.  
“Gina, we need to borrow your cuffs and your gag,” said mommy.  
“Sure,” said Gina.  “Take my last articles of clothing.  The one shred of decency I have left.  The one thing I can call my own.”
“Come on, Gina,” prodded her mommy. “The rest of us are naked, too.  The only other option is you can sit in the chair and take Heidi’s place.”
“Here ya go, Heidi,” said Gina, taking the cuffs off quickly.  She handed them and her ball gag to mommy.  
“This is nuts,” said Heidi.  Yet, she couldn’t bring herself to move as mommy and daddy put the cuffs on her.  Then they helped her into the chair.  As she leaned back, her arms fit through the two shoulder high holes and stuck out the back.  
Mandy walked behind her daughter and secured her wrists cuffs to links on the backside of the chair.  Her arms were fully extended straight down, pinning her against the back of the chair.  Meanwhile, Carl grabbed Heidi’s right leg and pulled it as far to the right as he could.  He tied the rope hanging from the end of the metal arm to her ankle cuff.  Then he repeated the action with her left leg.  Now she was spread as wide as she could be, her hands useless, and her pussy hanging over the semi-circular cutout in the front of the seat.  
Mandy reached around and popped the ball gag in place, then fastened the strap behind Heidi’s head.  Finally, she propped Heidi’s head forward with a pillow so that she was looking down at her own helpless body.  
From her helpless vantage point, Heidi looked over her prominent tits.  With her hands back, she was thrusting her tits forward, making them look incredibly vulnerable to anything her brothers might want to do to them.  Below that was her pussy, spread just as wide open as possible.  She couldn’t move a muscle.  
“Have a good time with your sister,” said mommy.  “The rest of us are going to a movie.  We’ll be back in about four hours.  You heard her.  Anything goes.  Just make sure she’s in one piece when we get back.”
“Thanks, mommy,” said Len, eying his big sister.  He looked like a kid in a candy store.  
“Yeah, this is great, thanks,” said Jeff as his parents and other two sisters went upstairs.  He turned to look at his helpless sister.  Her eyes pleaded with her parents even as they disappeared.  She couldn’t believe they’d actually put her in the chair and then given her brothers permission to do anything they wanted.  
True Life, No Really
Part Five
By Kenna
“This is going to be so much fun,” said Len with a laugh.  “I’ve always wanted to do this.”  She glared back at him, yelling something into her gag that clearly was intended to tell both of them that she was pissed as hell.  “Like you could do anything about it,” said her brother.  He walked right up to her and slid his cock 8-inches into her pussy.  “See how easy it is?” he taunted her.  “Not a damned thing you can do but watch.  Watch me rape you.  Then, when mommy and daddy get back, I’ll tell them all about it and they won’t care.”
However, rape was not the first thing on his mind.  That would come in time, but for now he wanted to taunt and tease her, even make her suffer.  “What else is lying around here?” he asked his younger brother.  
“There’s these,” said Jeff, picking up two rods each about 2 feet long.  They split into a forked end like the letter U, with the tips of the U about an inch apart.  That was clearly the business end as the other end of the rod had a handle and a button. He took one and handed the other to his older brother.  Jeff had an idea of what he was holding in his hand, but it seemed too good to be true.  He pressed the end of the cattle prod to Heidi’s extended foot and pushed the button.  
“Eeeeoowww,” squealed Heidi as a spark leaped from the cattle prod to her foot.  
“Oh, fuck yeah,” said Len as he had the key to every boy’s dream, a helpless girl (even better his big sister) and a way to make her squeal.  He put his cattle prod to Heidi’s soft inner thigh and pressed the button.  
“Eeeeee,” she squealed in pain.  She wanted to pull her leg away, but she couldn’t move at all.  Cursing her brother, the frustration was so intense that she ached from it.  He was clearly excited by her squeaks and she didn’t want to excite him.  She didn’t want to be on full display for him, completely at his mercy.  The thought of enduring this for four hours made her shudder.  Watching the cattle prod rest on her tender skin, she could only wait for the snap and jolt of the spark.  There was no more glare in her eyes, instead she beseeched her brothers to stop.  Yet, deep inside she knew they weren’t going to stop soon  
It was even better to know this was her nightmare as Len shocked her inner thigh, worked down her leg to her calf, and even shocked her all the way to her toes.  Jeff worked on her other leg, alternating his shocks with his brother’s shocks.  For now there was an unspoken agreement that her more sensitive spots were for later.  By the time they were done with her legs for now, they both had hard ons.  Her squeals were intoxicating, but she was past that.  She was sobbing in great gasps and tears ran down her cheeks.  She cried from pain and from frustration.  She’d wail for a few seconds, and then take a deep wet breath, and wail some more.  
Her body tensed more as she saw them turn their attention elsewhere.  As Jeff finished with her toes, Len was already pointing his prod at her belly.  He pressed it against her and pushed the button.  Her body jerked as the spark shot across her skin.  Barely formed thoughts coursed through her, all she could wish for was, please, please, please, stop, oh God, not more, please, oh God, again.  
As Len worked on her belly, Jeff poked her left tit.  That was even worse.  She hated herself for giving it away, but her wail cut off as the spark jumped to her sensitive tit.  That little extra gasp of pain told her brothers that her tits were a better target.  It was only for a brief second and then the briefly interrupted wail continued.  “Cool,” said Jeff with a giggle.  
The little giggle was cold and cruel as it told her Jeff was enjoying her pain and suffering.  It also reminded her that the boys were excited and wouldn’t stop soon.  They turned their attention on her tits, bringing new meaning to torment.  They even placed the U at the end on either side of a nipple and let the charge dance through her hardened nipple.  For her nipples reacted as if excited, rising up to points that made even better targets.  Both the boys laughed now as her body betrayed her.  She writhed in pain, but it was limited motion that didn’t prevent the boys from shocking her over and over.  
Her cheeks were wet with tears and her eyes couldn’t focus.  Then, it got even worse as Len decided if she reacted that way to her tit, then it would be even better on her pussy.  She jerked in pain again as the stakes went up even higher.  The damp and sensitive skin of her pussy seemed the perfect target for a cattle prod.  And she was offering it so blatantly to them.  While Len worked on her pussy, Jeff worked on her ass.  While she found her ass less sensitive, it was still painful.  
For about 30 seconds there was relief.  Even the aroused boys had become concerned over the intensity of her gagged screams.  The gasps for air sounded labored and longer.  She lay panting, gasping for air as her body burned.  The shocks were one thing and they faded quickly.  But the exertion of holding herself so tense and of jerking with each shock was tiring her muscles.  The burn in her limbs and the ache in her chest were more long lived than the shocks.  
After 30 seconds, she felt the end of a cattle prod poke at her lips, running around the ball gag as if searching for a place to light.  Disbelief filled her as the threat of a shock had moved to her face.  “Eeeee,” she squealed as Len shocked her lips.  He shocked her nose and then she felt Jeff’s prod at her ear.  Oh, God, no, please, please, please, stop, not there, not my face.  She felt the frustration even more solid as they took liberties with her bound body.  
Len left her face to Jeff, who continued to shock her mouth, nose, ears, and cheeks with giggles of glee.  Now Len worked randomly, poking a tit, her pussy, her foot, her thigh, her pussy.  She never knew where he was going to strike next.  Sometimes he’d rest the prod for a few seconds before shocking her.  Sometimes he didn’t warn her at all.  And sometimes he’d rest the prod, then withdraw it without a shock.  Somehow that made it all the worse. Her muscles strained against the bonds, trying to escape though she knew it impossible.  Her body still had to try.  
The boys stopped two more times during the torture, giving her brief seconds to recover before driving her crazy with pain again.  During the last session, Jeff discovered a new target.  “Stick it out,” he said to her, as he ran the prod around her lips.  She couldn’t believe what he wanted or that he wanted her cooperation.  When she didn’t stick out her tongue, he shocked her rapidly on her ear.  The sound was worse there and the pain was no less, so her ear had become her least favorite target and somehow she’d conveyed that to Jeff.  The next time when he asked her to stick it out, she pushed her tongue past the ball gag and let him touch the prod to her tongue.  She bucked in pain, but kept sticking it out for him every time he asked.  She didn’t want to, but she had to.  
When they were done with the cattle prods, she thought it just another break in the interminable torment.  Then she felt Len’s cock inside her pussy again.  This time he not only put it in her, but stroked deep and fast.  She could tell her screams, her body, and her helplessness had aroused him beyond his control.  It was seconds before he filled her pussy with his cum.  She blinked her eyes, clearing them to look down in time to see his cock slide out of her, trailing a strand of his cum as he did.  
Then, she could only watch as Jeff stuck his cock inside her wide open pussy and fucked her hard and fast as well.  It took Jeff a couple of minutes before he came.  All the while Len kept saying things like, “I love watching my big sister get fucked,” or “This is so much fun.”
When Jeff was finished, Len said, “Well that used up 20 minutes.”  She rolled her eyes to look at him, wondering if he was kidding.  It had already seemed like hours and they’d barely taken any time at all.  
In the never ending supply of torture devices, Len and Jeff found dozens of clothespins.  They started by putting a clothespin on the very apex of her tits, clamping her tender nipple and earning a renewed gasp of surprise and pain.  With so many clothespins at their disposal, soon each tit had a ring of a dozen pins around it, about halfway from nipple to base.  They worked down her tummy, taking fingerfuls of skin and then pinching it in a clothespin.  Her thighs became adorned with the little clamps and they saved the last few for her pussy lips.  
Through this new torment she heard her brothers laughing with the sheer joy of abusing her.  She could also hear herself sobbing uncontrollably, feeding their pleasure.  Pulling the clips off was just as painful for her and brought gales of laughter from the boys.  They didn’t just unclamp them as they could have.  No, they pulled them off, stretching the trapped skin up and then slowly, painfully sliding the clamp off until with a final, special pinch it leaped free.  No, her brothers didn’t miss a trick when it came to torturing her.  
There was another brief hiatus in the pain after the clothespins were all removed.  She heard Jeff suggest that they take off her gag.  Len must have agreed because they did remove her gag.  That allowed her to take deeper breaths as she recovered quickly.  The boys had an ulterior motive that she discovered quite quickly.  Jeff stepped up on the sturdy seat of the chair, his feet on either side of her legs.  He put his hands on the back of the chair and leaned forward, thrusting his cock into her mouth.  “Please, not that,” she tried to say as his cock pushed between her lips.  But she couldn’t resist him; she was too tired.  She simply let him rape her mouth, feeling his cock slide his whole 5-inches into her throat.  She sucked him because she knew that’s what he wanted, because she knew he’d fuck her mouth until she did, and because she was still tied and helpless with plenty of time on the clock.  
“I’m cumming, big sister,” said Jeff within a few minutes.  “Swallow it all.  I want to watch you swallow it.”  She did as she was told, too afraid not to obey.  His cum filled her mouth, tasting and smelling foul, but she swallowed every drop for him.  She was not surprised when Len stepped over her and fed her his cock.  Jeff’s 5-inches had been enough to go well past the back of her throat, forcing her to fight not to gag.  Len’s 8-inches were even worse, making her throat bulge with each thrust.  When he came, she caught the cum in her mouth, but then he pulled out to make sure he dribbled some of his cum on her face.  She swallowed without being told.  
There was not another announcement about the time and she’d want to know anyway.  All she could do was wait for the next torment and hope the time was passing quicker than it seemed.  Len found a vibrator that he put to her clit.  It was not an act of kindness and she didn’t take it that way.  “Please, don’t do that,” she pleaded.  “Don’t make me cum like this.”  She didn’t want to be humiliated by having a forced orgasm in front of her brothers.  And that’s what she knew they wanted.  They wanted to watch what it was like for a girl to cum, like she was making herself cum with her fingers or with a vibrator.  
Of course, Len did not stop.  And now that he knew she didn’t want to cum, it made it even better.  He knew enough about anatomy to know where to put the vibrator to be most effective.  Her growing moans of pleasure told him that he was succeeding.  
Heidi had considered fighting the feelings, but like so many other things out of her control, she knew an orgasm was an eventuality.  Either that or the little bastard would wear her clit raw with it. So, she let the tingle build in her, trying to pull herself away from the feeling of helplessness.  That worked for a while, until she let out a gasp of pleasure as the tingle filled her pussy.  It was that feeling that she knew she was going to cum, like she’d gone over a little rise and her orgasm was in sight.  It was all downhill from there.  But, Len interrupted her thoughts.  “Tell us about it, sis,” he insisted.  “How’s it feel?”
“Feels tingly,” she said.  “Feels good.  Makes me warm all over.”
“Nice, huh,” said Len.  “Tell me you want it.”
Little prick, she thought.  Technically he was taller than her by now, but he’d always be a year younger and she’d always think of his as her little brother. Only now he was a little prick.  He wanted to get his jollies by making her say it.  Pride made her hesitate, but again she knew who was tied and who had the torture toys.  It also wouldn’t do to make it sound like she didn’t want to say it.  That might just make him angry.  
“Please, Len, make big sister cum. I want to cum for you.  Make me tingle all over,” she tried to think of what he might want to hear.  A brief, involuntary gasp escaped her lips as she continued, “Aahh, put a smile on big sister’s face.  Please, Len, I want it so bad.”  It was true, she could feel the impending orgasm.  She did want it bad.  It would be the only pleasure she got from her predicament.  It was just that she didn’t want to have to say it.  She didn’t want to say it for Jeff and Len.  
She felt the orgasm seconds away, “Oh, yes, Len. That’s right.  Make me cum.”  
The sudden excitement in her voice told him that she was near.  He pulled the vibrator away and looked up at her.  Her face was a mask of surprise and disappointment.  “Len, please,” she said as she realized he had stopped on purpose.  Didn’t I say it good enough?  “Please, Len, let me cum.  Make me cum.  I’m begging you.  Let big sister cum.  You can have anything you want if you let me cum.  Let me cum and I’ll say thank you.”
Len put the vibrator back to her pussy.  The tingle was still there.  It was like she’d gone back over the rise, but the rise wasn’t far away.  She sighed in relief.  She’d done it right that time.  He’d started again.  
“Look at that,” said Jeff.  He’d just been watching, stroking his cock as Len drove their sister crazy.  “Her nipples get hard when she gets excited.”  He hadn’t noticed that before.  Now that he’d seen it, he leaned forward and sucked on her right nipple.  It was hard in one sense, engorged with blood and standing erect, yet soft and supple in his mouth.  He sampled them both as Heidi came over the rise again and started toward her orgasm.  
“Thank you, Jeff,” said Heidi.  “That feels good.  Thank you, Len.  Please, let me cum this time.  I’ll scream out your name when I cum.  I’ll tell the world that my brother made me cum.”
“What about me?” asked Jeff.
“I’ll tell the world that both my brothers made me cum,” gasped Heidi as she felt the orgasm nearing.  “This is it…”  She was about to announce its arrival when Len pulled the vibrator away.  “For God’s sake, Len, please, let me cum.  I’m so fucking close.  I need to cum.”  She stared down at his unyielding eyes.  “Please, Len, if you let me cum, I’ll tell you the worst part of my nightmare.  I’ll tell you the one thing you haven’t done yet.”
“Tell me first,” said Len.  “Then you can cum.”
She just had to trust him, but she was desperate now.  “In my nightmare…” she gasped.  “In my nightmare, you pierce my nipples.  The way things magically appear, there must be something for you to pierce my nipples and then hang little gold rings in them.  I’ll wear them forever, just for you and Jeff.”
“Cool,” said Len.  “Look for something like that, Jeff.”  He put the vibrator to her pussy again. 
This time Heidi felt like she was still on the right side of the rise and her body just did a u-turn.  The orgasm was still in sight.  “Fuck yeah, Len, drive me crazy.  Fuck me with that vibrator.  Make me cum.  Make me fucking cum.  Big sister’s gonna get her nipples pierced for you.  Oh, fuck here it comes.  Len, fuck me!” the last three words came out as a scream of pleasure.  “Jeff, fuck me!  Make me cummmmm!”  Her body bucked in the restraints, straining against the bonds as she spasmed in orgasm.  Her brothers were watching her cum.  It felt wonderful.  It was better than she’d imagined.  “Watch me fucking cum.  Oh, yeah, big sister is cumming.”
As her body relaxed, she lay panting.  Still unable to move, she was at least relaxed for the first time since she’d seen cattle prods in her brothers’ hands.  As her eyes focused, she saw Jeff standing in front of her with a long, nasty looking needle.  In the palm of his other hand he cradled her gold rings.  
“Was there…  was there any anesthetic?” she asked tentatively.  
“No,” said Jeff.  “Just this.”
“Of course not,” she said.  
“You want to go first, little bro?” asked Len since Jeff was holding the needle.  “You do one then I do one?”
“Sure,” said Jeff.  He leaned over his big sister, gazing at her tit.  
“Make it hard,” said Heidi, “you know, lick it some before you run me through.  Give yourself a nice big target.”
Jeff followed her instructions, licking and sucking her right nipple until it was as erect as he could get it.  Then he put the pointy end of the needle to the side of her nipple. His other hand held the far side of her tit.  He pushed.  “Eeeeaaaaaa,” screamed Heidi as the needle pierced her.  At least he’d done it quick.  The needle poked out the other side of her nipple.  “Th-tha-that was a g-good job,” she forced herself to say.  “Now leave it in for a minute or two.  Turn it, spin it so it doesn’t get stuck, but leave it there so there’s a good hole when you pull it out.”  She had to coach him so he wouldn’t botch it, but it still felt wrong to coach him in yet another form of torture.  
When he pulled the needle free, Jeff took one of the gold rings and slid the post through the hole.  He locked it in place.  It looked so cool to have his sister’s nipple pierced and it was just for him.  
When it was his turn, Len sucked on Heidi’s left nipple. Attending to her nipple was a thrill in itself.  Just a year behind her in age, Len had noticed her tits when they first started and watched them grow to their current size.  He’d always wanted to touch them and now he could.  But, there was business at hand.  He put the needle to the side of her swollen nipple and pushed, slowly, gently, watching the tears in her eyes as he drove the needle through her flesh for maximum pain.  
“Aaaaaahhhhhhhhhh,” she moaned in one, long drawn out, mournful moan, her eyes locked with his. She should have known he would do something like this.  It was more like she was being skewered than pierced.  It was a full ten seconds before the tip of the needle appeared on the far side.  
Len smiled at her and said, “I’ll bet you really remember that one.”
“Thank you, Len,” she said, not knowing why.  She tingled as he put the gold ring in place.  Then she looked down at her new ornaments.  “Thank you both,” she said.  The best thing was that she knew she could only get her nipples pierced once.  Her greatest fear was now behind her.  
“Now, you made a promise and I want to tell you how to keep it,” said Len.
“What promise?” she asked, trying to recall the words she’d said when she was in pain or when she was in pleasure.  She’d lost track of what she may have said. 
“You said if I let you cum, then you’d do anything for us.”
“I’m doing that already, Len,” said Heidi.  “You can do anything you want.”
“This doesn’t count,” said Len.  “You have to do this and you can’t stop us.  I want you to do something when this is all over.  I want you to fill your promise then.”
“What, Len?  What do I have to do then?” she asked.  
“You said anything, right?”
“That’s what I said,” agreed Heidi.  
“Then I want you to get back in this chair anytime me or Jeff asks you to.”
Her first instinct was to tell her brother he was nuts.  But she had made a promise and he had let her cum.  That orgasm had, surprisingly, been the best feeling she’d ever had.  He’d upheld his part of the deal when she was helpless and at his mercy.  He hadn’t needed to do that.  She stared at the gold rings on her nipples as they swayed gently from the motion of her breathing.  Why was she feeling this way?  Tingly.  Like she wanted to be in the chair.  She looked up at Len. “I made a promise and if that’s what you want, then that’s what it has to be.”
It made her feel sexy to know that her little brothers wanted her naked and available.  They’d cum in her in seconds.  She’d blown them.  They wanted her.  But it was still her nightmare.  And she’d never admit that she felt sexy right now.  
“Tell me you want my cock inside you,” said Len.  
I do want his cock inside me, she thought.  For one thing, if he was fucking her, he wasn’t hurting her.  But for some reason she thought she wanted it for real.  But it was her fucking nightmare and she wasn’t about to let on that she might, just might, like it.  “Fuck you, Len,” she said.  “I don’t want my little brother’s cock inside me again.  Don’t you dare.”
Len just smiled a sinister smile.  He stepped between her legs and put the head of his cock to the entrance to her pussy.  “Make me stop,” he said.  He put his cock an inch inside her.  “Ooo, I’m fucking big sister.  Fucking that hot pussy.  Raping it for the second time today.  Anything I want for hours.”  He pushed his cock all the way inside her and leaned forward to take her nipples in his mouth, alternating from one to the other.  “Taking anything I want.”  He started to fuck her with long, slow strokes.  He pulled his cock nearly all the way out and pushed it deep again.  
Unlike the last time, Heidi thought it felt nice this time.  She fought the urge to cum, though.  She didn’t want to cum unless he made her.  She didn’t want to let on that she was enjoying herself now.  
Len took his time this time.  He hadn’t been nearly as aroused as the first time, so he had to work himself up.  For several minute he raped his sister and finally came after ten minutes of fucking.  Jeff replaced his big brother again and fucked Heidi, coming in about five minutes.  
While Jeff was busy, Len looked for more toys to play with.  As Jeff finished, Len held up a power drill and some screws.  “What do you think we’re supposed to do with this?” he asked.  “Screw her hands to the chair?”
Heidi shuddered at the thought of having screws drilled into her flesh and bone.  Surely that didn’t fall into the category of anything.  But, mommy and daddy had said anything, so long as she was still in one piece.  
“I don’t think so,” said Jeff. “That would leave a mark.”
“Why else would it be here?” asked Len.
Just then, Heidi shifted her weight slightly and the wooden seat creaked under her.  “The seat,” she said.  “The seat under me is loose.  It needs some screws.”
“Well, what do you know,” said Len.  He bent down and examined the seat.  Sure enough it looked like a couple of screws in the right place would do the trick.  He drilled two screws in place and the seat was solid again.  “Whew,” he said when he was done.  “I thought it was going to get bloody there for a minute, didn’t you, sis?”
“Yes, but I’m sure that’s out of bounds anyway,” she said.  
“She’s right,” said Jeff.  “Hey, where’s the whip that you used on Gina?  Let me give it a try on Heidi.”
With the whip, Jeff worked every inch of Heidi’s exposed skin.  He left stripes on her from her feet to her calves to her inner thighs, up her tummy, across her tits, and over her shoulders.  She screamed wonderfully, this time with the full body of her ungagged voice.  The begging and pleading was a nice touch, making both Len and Jeff hard as a rock, but unwilling to stop.  They traded out, letting Len use the whip.  He whipped big sister all over again, teasing and taunting her about her inability to protect herself.  
When the boys could stand it no longer, they made Heidi blow them again.  They had just started in with clothespins again when the rest of the family came home and saved Heidi.  The 15-year-old girl stomped off angrily at being so mistreated, but back in her room she played with herself, having several orgasms before she was finally sated.  
After Heidi left, the rest of the family was still in the basement wondering what was going to happen next.  Suddenly the basement door flew open with a slam and there was the sound of heavy boots coming down the stairs.  A rough looking man in black leather came into the light, holding a shot gun.  “We just want the boy,” said the man.  “Him.”  He pointed at Len.  
Two more bikers came into the room and seized Len.  “No, please,” he yelled as they dragged him up the stairs.  The man with the gun backed slowly away and up the stairs.  The bikers stopped in the living room long enough to cuff Len’s hands behind his back and tie his feet together. He was still naked.  They carried him outside and stuffed him in the sidecar of one of their motorcycles.  A tarp was pulled over Len and secured in place before the gay biker gang sped off.  
“So,” said Carl.  “Who’s hungry?  I think it’s dinner time.”
True Life, No Really
Part Six
By Kenna
“Now just a second,” said Gina.  “This is creepy.  First Heidi’s nightmare comes true.  Now Len gets kidnapped by bikers and I’ll bet they’re gay bikers.  That means I’m next.  And I don’t want to get caught in the boy’s locker room.”
“Well, honey, you can just stay home, then,” said mommy.  “You’ll be safe here.  Come help me fix dinner.  You’ll see.  It’ll be all right.”
“Ok, by I have to go to the bathroom first,” she said.  There was a bathroom in the basement.  No one noticed that it hadn’t been there before.  Gina pushed open the door and stepped in.  Just as she did, she read the sign on the door, ‘Boy’s Locker Room.’  She was already in, so she turned quickly, but the door slammed behind her.  She stared at a blank wall.  There was no more door.  
“Hey, look who’s looking for trouble,” she heard a voice behind her.  She turned and looked over her shoulder.  There were three boys her own age staring at her.  They all had towels wrapped around their waists and nothing else on.  She put her hands over her tits and her pussy, feeling pretty vulnerable about now.  
“What ya doing in the boy’s locker room?” asked a 7th grade boy.  
“It was an accident,” said Gina.  
“Doesn’t look like an accident to me, Gina,” said the boy again.  She recognized his as Mark, one of the boys in her class.  “I think you came in on purpose and took off all your clothes so you could get a little action.”  She had to agree that being naked in the boy’s locker room looked pretty incriminating.  
“Sure you didn’t come to take a peek,” said another.   He flashed his towel open, giving her a quick view of his cock.  
“I-I’m sure,” said Gina.  “I just want to get out.”
“OK,” said the second boy.  “We’ll let you go.  You just have to pay the toll.”
“Wh-what’s the toll?” she asked.  
“I just want to fuck you,” said the boy.
“And I just want a blow job,” said Mark.
“And I just want to fuck you, too,” said the third.  
“But, the problem is, there’s about sixty other boys who’ll want to charge you, too.”
“Oh, fuck,” said Gina.  In her nightmare there were only forty.    
The three boys pulled her from the corner to where she could be seen by the main group.  She found herself in the middle of sixty boys, all with the same thought.  Many of them she knew.  She’d gone to school with them her whole life.  They leered at her now, eager to get a piece. Feeling all those eyes on her, she told herself, I’m about to become a slut.
They laid her down on her back on a bench that was about 3 feet long. The boys tore some towels into strips and used those strips to tie her hands under the bench.  Her ass was just perched on the end of the bench and they tied her legs to lockers on either side of her, leaving her spread, ready, and available.  It looked like the entire 7th grade class of boys was about to gang bang her.  
Mark stood over her, lowering his cock to her mouth.  She knew she had to pay the toll, so she sucked his cock like she knew he wanted.  Another boy poked his cock into her pussy and started fucking her.  Hands felt her up, tweaking her nipples to hardness.  The boys jostled for position, each wanting to be next, though they would all eventually get a turn with her.  
When Mark came in her mouth, she swallowed the cum and felt another cock press between her young lips.  A second boy started fucking her pussy.  She felt an odd desire as hands played with her nipples and cocks filled her holes.  It wasn’t supposed to be like this.  She was being raped and she didn’t want to enjoy it.  She didn’t want her body to betray her.  
The boys came, came, and went, one after another.  On the fifth one, she felt the tingle in her pussy was too much.  Her body shuddered in orgasm.  She might have called out in ecstasy, but her mouth was full.  She lost count of the cocks that serviced her.  Though she wasn’t counting, she was sure she saw the same boys getting a blow job and a fuck.  They were charging her twice the toll.  
Like a true nightmare, no one seemed concerned about the time.  The boys didn’t have to rush off to class.  There was no gym teacher to interrupt them.  They took their time, sating themselves multiple times in her mouth and pussy.  She came more times than she could count.  When they were finally finished with her, they carried her to the shower and turned on the hot water.  She lay there naked and exhausted.  The cum washed off her.  Refreshed, she rose to her feet.  
“What ya doing in the boys’ locker room,” asked an 8th grade boy.  She stared in disbelief.  The 8th grade had just arrived?
“I came looking for cock,” she said.  “You boys got some of that?”  They did and so did the 6th grade boys a little bit later.  
There had been a brief search of the house for Gina.  Jeff and Leah were surprised that their parents gave up so soon.  “She’s just off on her adventure,” said mommy with a shrug.  The two kids weren’t sure what that meant.  If what they thought was going on was going on, then adventure wasn’t the right word for it.  
Len bounced down the road in the sidecar, naked and shivering.  The tarp deflected most of the wind, but it was still cold against his skin.  He was shivering with fright as well.  He kicked himself for not realizing what was in store for him.  Heidi’s nightmare had come true.  It was only a matter of time before his did, too.  Not that he could have done much about it.  He held out with some hope.  The bikers that he’d seen hadn’t been obviously gay.  But, they could have at least given him a helmet.  
About half an hour after leaving home, the boy could tell the road had changed.  They weren’t humming down the highway anymore.  Instead, they were jolting down an uneven surface at a slower pace.  That only lasted for a few minutes before the bikes all came to a stop.  One by one he heard the bikes stop, the thunderous roar waning down to silence.  
He lay huddled, hoping that they would forget about him.  Later when it was quiet he could slip away.  But, the tarp was thrown back and he was dragged out of the sidecar.  Two men carried him across the dirt, his feet only occasionally touching the ground.  
As they hauled him through a door and into a building, one of the men said, “This is our biker bar.  Nobody but us sets foot in here.  Nobody but us and a few lucky souls like you.”  They spun him around, disorienting him and then he was pushed against a wall.  With his back pressed against the firm surface, they tied his arms out wide with ropes at his biceps, elbows, and wrists.  Then they tied his legs about three feet apart with ropes at his knees and ankles.  He was strapped to the wall.  His feet didn’t even touch the floor.  
One biker sat dead center in front of him.  Len took him to be the leader.  “You sure he’s the right one?” asked the leader.  “He doesn’t look right.”
“Pretty sure,” said one of the kidnappers.  “Got a copy of his driver’s license says he’s the one.”
“Got quite a dick on him, don’t he,” said the leader.  “But he sure is a pretty boy.  Hey, boy, you know why you’re here?”
“I-I-I th-think so,” said Len.  
“Oh really,” said the leader.  “Why are you here then?”
“I think I’ve been kidnapped by a gay biker gang and I’m going to ass raped and suck cock and then sent home.”
The leader turned and looked at the head kidnapper.  “You fucking dumb shit.  You grabbed the wrong guy.  This is the boy for the gay bikers across the road.  I’ll bet they’re ass fucking our new member right now.  Get your asses over there and make the swap.”  He turned back to Len.  “Sorry, boy, we were just about to pour a bunch of beer down your throat, get you drunk as hell, and then send you back home.  But it sounds like you got other plans.”  The room broke up into raucous laughter.  
“No, no,” protested Len.  “That’s me.  I’m the new guy.”  But, it was too late.  He’d ratted himself out.  
The swap was made and Len found himself tied to a wall in a different building.  This time the color coordinated décor of the bar told him he was in a gay bar.  That and the fact that he was tied facing the wall this time.  His hands were tied together and then tied to the wall.  His ankles were tied to posts about three feet apart and his feet were firmly on the ground.  The fact that his hands were tied about three feet off the ground meant he was bent at the waist, his ass pointing at the center of the room.  “Got quite a dick on him, don’t he?” said the leader with a touch of déjà vu, then adding, “for a 14-year-old.”  There was tittering around the room
The boy heard the sound of a zipper and then felt something slimy applied to his asshole.  “Now boy,” said a voice from directly behind him.  “I want you to tell me your name, your full name.”
“I’m Leonard William wooohooo hoooo,” he said as a cock penetrated his tight sphincter and sank to the hilt in one stroke.  There was laughter from behind him as the gang broke up.
“Well, Leonard William woo hoo hoo,” said the leader.  “Welcome to the Primrose Boys.  This here is your initiation.”
Great, thought Len.  Not only kidnapped by the gang, but now I get to be a member.  The big cock in his ass started to stroke in and out.  He was painfully full, feeling like he had to take a crap, but as he relaxed it started to feel tolerable.  It was just as well he couldn’t see behind him, he figured some smelly, bearded guy with a ton of tattoos was boinking him in the ass right now and he’d just as soon not see his face.  
Having his feet tied and his hands on the wall at least gave Len stability as the man behind him stroked harder and faster.  Then he felt the cock spurt in his ass, filling him with a surprisingly warm, wet feeling.  That cock disappeared and another took its place.  
Len wondered just how many were in the Primrose Boys.  He’d gotten a good look at the other gang and there were forty or more bikers in that one.  His ass was going to be sore as hell if there were that many in the Primrose Boys.  
It was hard to ignore the pressure on his young prostate.  It was a feeling unlike anything he’d felt before.  It almost made him feel like cumming, but there was no arousal associated with it.  He just wanted to shoot on the floor right between his legs.  He was very aware that his cock was hard.  Nobody had ever told him that he could get an erection and ejaculate just by having his prostate massaged.  And it was being massaged with a vengeance.  The only thing that kept him from cumming was the fact that he’d just cum four times for his sister.  
Damn, that was the wrong thing to think about.  Suddenly he had a picture in his mind of his big sister squirming and squealing helplessly as he shocked her.  Now that was arousing.  Combined with the constant stimulation to his ass, he felt not only the need to cum, but the desire to cum as well.  “Oh, Jesus Christ,” he said as he felt the orgasm building. “Don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum,” he chanted to himself.  
And then, blooey, he couldn’t hold it anymore.  His cock jerked between his legs, shooting cum out onto the floor.  He felt his whole body tense, squeezing the cock in his ass.  He shot again and again, a fountain of cum spewing from his traitorous cock.  “Goddamn,” said the man attached to the cock in his ass, “He’s got me tight.  Squeezing me.  Fuck, he’s cumming hard.”  With that, Len felt the man have his own cum, spewing cum right up inside his tight little boyish ass.  
“Wooohooo,” gasped Len as he felt the sudden release.  It felt great, better than he’d expected.  At least as good as cumming in Heidi’s pussy or mouth.  If he could have stroked his cock as he came, the double stimulation of cock and ass might have felt even better.  
He looked back over his shoulder at the next man positioning himself to fuck his ass.  “Ride me hard.  Fuck my tight ass.  Somebody come jerk me off, please.”  As the next cock fucked him hard, just the way he wanted it, he felt a warm, wet feeling on his cock.  It wasn’t somebody’s hand.  It was somebody’s mouth.  He was getting a blow job from one of the bikers!
He couldn’t believe the wonderful feeling of the double stimulation.  This time he tried to imagine Heidi writhing under his control, but the only image he could summon up was Jeff tied to the chair and writhing in pain.  With that image in his head, he felt the mouth on his cock suck the cum right out of him in another fantastic orgasm.  
“Sound like this boy is having too much fun,” said the leader.  “Get him untied and let’s see if he’s ready for the next round.”  
Once he was untied, Len turned to face the group.  It wasn’t a large gang.  In fact, now that he’d taken six cocks up his ass, he’d taken the whole gang.  “What’s the next round?” he asked the group.  
“It’s a little game we call CheezWhiz,” said the leader.  “Open wide and we’ll show you how to play.”
Back home, Mandy answered the phone.  It was the sensible thing to do, otherwise the damned thing would just ring until she did answer it.  “Hello?” she said. “Oh, no, I’m sorry to hear that… Jasper?  Sure we can take him for a day or two… oh, no problem… I hope your mom gets better.”  She hung up the phone.
“What was that all about, mommy?” asked Leah.
“That was Jenny’s mom,” said her mommy.  “Jenny’s grandmother is in the hospital.  We’re going to watch Jasper for a couple of days while they go see Jenny’s grandmother.  OK?”
“Their poodle?” asked Leah.  “You just invited their poodle to come over?”
“Yes, oh, he won’t be any trouble.  He’s the cutest thing.”  
The miniature poodle might be a cute little thing, but he was also the horniest thing Leah had ever seen.  “Just keep him away from me,” she said.  
About that time, Gina stumbled up the stairs.  She’d finally escaped from the boys’ locker room after having serviced every boy at school.  Never mind the fact that it was Friday night and every boy was surely at home.  She was still naked and had a big smile on her face.  “Got to go to bed,” she said as she passed Jeff.  “Too tired.  Stay out of the basement.  Magic door.  Trouble.”  She went upstairs and fell into bed.  
Magic door? thought Jeff.  That sounds interesting.  He went down to the basement to see what was magical about a door.  Sure enough, there was a door that he hadn’t seen before.  On the door were the words, ‘Girls’ Locker Room.’  Hot damn, this was his ‘nightmare’ come true.  He went through the door.  Just as it had with Gina, the door slammed and then vanished, leaving the boy with no escape.  Since he didn’t want to escape, he didn’t look back and didn’t know the door was gone.    
He walked around the corner and into the main area where there were sixty or so girls, laughing and talking as they got dressed.  A hush fell over the group as Jeff’s presence became known.  It was the 6th grade gym class and they stared at the intruder.  “Hey,” said one girl, nudging another.  “I say we try out our sex ed on him.  He’s not going anywhere.”
“Sure,” said the other girl.  They advanced on him like predators.  But, Jeff didn’t feel like prey.  He didn’t want to escape, instead he walked toward them, eager to be the subject of their experiment.  Five girls reached him at once.  They ripped his shirt off him, pulled down his pants, and threw him to the ground.  One sat on his bare chest as the others pulled his pants off his ankles and then pulled his underwear down.  His 5-inch cock sprang free.  
“I got first dibs,” said one girl.  She settled herself down on his cock.  “Ooo, it feels great,” she told her jealous peers.  “Just like I always imagined.”  
Jeff reached up and put his hands on her barely formed breasts, feeling her nipples harden under his touch.  “Yeah, I like that,” cooed the girl.  She started to slide up and down on his cock, the tightest pussy he’d ever felt.  Another girl settled herself down over his face.  It blocked his view of the rest of the girls.  He ran his tongue up her slit, tasting her sweet nectar.  He found he could still reach up and find the tits of the girl riding his cock and he made sure he fondled them all.  
When the girl on his cock came, she rose and let another take a turn.  The same thing happened when the girl on his tongue came.  He had a brief view around the room, seeing girls kissing, fondling, and licking each other in a sexual frenzy.  They were taking care of each other while they waited for his cock and tongue to be free.  But, the view was all too brief as another pussy settled on his face.  
He came in the second pussy and, to his amazement, his cock stayed hard.  It was his dream come true.  He knew then that he’d cum and cum, his cock would never get soft, and he’d satisfy every girl in the room.  Girl after girl came on his cock, learning the joy of sex with a great orgasm and then moving on.  He couldn’t see enough to know who was on his cock and who was on his face.  Losing track of the times he came and they came, he didn’t know that they were having multiple orgasms, one on his tongue and another on his cock.  
The scene was little different than Gina’s experience in the boys’ locker room.  Except of course it was boys riding Gina and girls riding Jeff.  There was no concept of time.  No gym teacher to interfere.  No acknowledgement of the fact that it was now getting late on Friday night.  The girls fucked him until everyone had a turn.  
Then, the 7th grade girls showed up for their gym class.   Oh no, thought Jeff, there’s too many of them.  I only wanted to do the 6th graders.  He scrambled up and ran for the door, but like Gina had discovered, it was gone.  The girls dragged him back into the main area, this time tying him like Gina had been tied.  His arms were tied under a bench, so the girls had easy access to his tired tongue and his sore cock.  
He was smothering in the musky scent of pussy after pussy riding his tongue.  His cock pumped out cum that couldn’t possibly be his.  His muscles were sore from repeated orgasms wracking his body with spasms of pleasure.  His cock, the envy of every man, was constantly erect and the girls were using him.  He felt so cheap.  Each one would pull his hands to her tits, making him feel her up, and cooing in pleasure when he did.  
When the 8th grade girls showed up, he made another break for escape, but they ran him down and tied him even better than the 7th graders had.  Some of these girls had experience and they rode him with a purpose.  They knew what they wanted.  
Then he began to worry.  He didn’t know how long he’d been fucking girl after girl with a constant erection.  He’d heard the commercials for Viagra and Cialis and others.  If you have an erection for more than four hours, seek medical attention. Had it been four hours?  Was his cock going to explode or turn purple and die or what?  What happened at that magical four hours?  The worry didn’t slow anything down.  His cock still pointed at the ceiling as the girls used him.  

What a fucking nightmare, he thought.  There was no way out.  At least he knew that the 8th grade girls would be the last.  
When at last the ordeal was over, he wondered if he could ever lick another pussy or ever fuck another girl.  There was simply nothing left in him.  He was more wasted than Gina had been as he dragged himself up the stairs and to bed.  
When Jasper came into the house, Leah found there was no place to hide from the annoying little dog.  He went into every room, chasing her wherever she went.  And, then he’d straddle her leg and hump himself on her in the disgusting fashion she knew he would.  
Finally, she went to the basement, making sure she shut the door behind her.  That would keep that damned dog away.  When she got to the basement, she discovered there was a new device that hadn’t been there before.  It was a set of stocks.  But, it wasn’t quite the way she expected.  They were child sized stocks.  They looked like they would fit her perfectly.  She was so engrossed in examining them that she didn’t realize she had to pee.  Then, oops, she peed herself.  Embarrassed, she didn’t want to let anyone know about her accident.  She pulled off her wet panties.  She pulled off her shirt and used her shirt to wipe up the pee.
Then she went back to examining the stocks.  She could almost imagine that an angry parent might put their kid in something like this and spank them.  Two posts ran up from the base, about three feet apart.  The stocks consisted of a cross beam that could slide up and down the two posts, so it could be adjusted for a short or tall child.  What made it child sized was the size of the holes for the wrists and neck.  And the fact that they were pretty close together.  
She raised the top half of the cross beam and looked more closely at the holes.  Suddenly she lost her balance and fell forward.  Her neck and wrists fell right into the slots and the top of the cross beam fell down with a slam.  She heard the latch click shut and then, to her dismay, the stocks slid down the posts, click, click, click, forcing her to kneel and then all the way down so she was kneeling with her butt up in the air.  The clicks told her there was some sort of release mechanism that she probably couldn’t reach.  She couldn’t get the cross beam to raise back up.  
She heard her father call out, “Baby, I’m sending Jasper down.  You play with him for a while.”  Then the door slammed shut.  There was silence for a moment and then the sound of little claws tapping down the wooden steps to the basement.  
“Yip, yip,” barked Jasper as he saw Leah.  She was facing away from the stairs.  Her bare ass was sticking up in the air.  The only thing she had on was her skirt and that was up around her waist.  
Oh, no fucking way, thought Leah as she felt Jasper sniffing at her pussy.  “Get away from me, Jasper,” she said, trying to kick at the dog.  He only danced away, thinking she was playing.  The next thing she knew, his front paws were around her waist and his little doggie cock was inside her pussy.  She felt him pumping against her ass, his fluffy fur tickling her butt.  
I’m being fucked by a dog, she told herself, not quite believing how it had happened.  The little dog’s hips moved fast, and she felt his cock moving in and out really fast.  It was just the right size cock for her tight pussy.  She felt her pussy start to tingle with excitement as the dog fucked her.  He was pretty good with his cock, she thought.  Better than she expected.  In fact, it felt so great she could feel an orgasm approaching.  When it happened, she squeezed her little legs together in ecstasy.  Jasper shot a load into her pussy and then she felt him dismount her.  She couldn’t see him, but the sound of his little feet made her imagine him prancing proudly around her.  
“That was nice, Jasper,” she said to the dog.  It was much better than humping her leg in that embarrassing way he would.  Of course, being humped for real by a dog was embarrassing, too, but it had been worth it.  
Her problem now was how to get out of the stocks.  They were securely fastened and until someone came to save her, she wasn’t going anywhere.  Then she felt Jasper’s front legs straddle her waist again.  “You ready to go again, boy?” she said.  “Take me, Jasper,” she said as his cock slid into her pussy.  
He fucked her with the same fervor he had the first time.  She marveled that he could do it again so soon and with such energy.  As he fucked her, she came once and then a second time before he shot his little load in her tight pussy and got down again.  
This time the little dog trotted around to her face and gave her a lick.  He sat down right in front of her and raised a leg up. Bending his head down, he licked at the little red tip of his cock.  “Come here, boy,” said Leah.  “That’s it, come a little closer.  Now, lay down.”  She gave the command firmly so that he obeyed.  “Roll over,” she said.  When he did, she reached out with her tongue and licked the wonderful little doggie cock.  
Feeling the girl’s tongue, Jasper rolled a wee bit more and Leah sucked his cock into her mouth.  It wasn’t very big, not even a mouthful.  She figured it was the least she could do for him.  Then his little hips started pumping against her face as she sucked.  It was awkward, but he fucked her face as she sucked him off.  She was rewarded with a mouthful of doggie cum that she swallowed with a yum.  
That had killed some time, but she was still faced with the problem of how to get out of the stocks.  She was beginning to think that she’d been forgotten.  She’d be here all night.  Ooo, that didn’t sound so bad now.  She’d be here all night with Jasper mounting her all night long.  She wondered how many times the dog could do it in one night.  Then she felt his paws grip her waist again.  
As Jasper started fucking her for the third time, Leah thought she heard some other noises behind her.  There was no way she could check, but she swore she heard a voice say, “The little bugger is doing it again.”  Then another whispered voice said, “This is so hot.”
Leah didn’t want to interrupt Jasper right now, so she stayed quiet until Jasper had deposited his fourth load of the evening.  When he dismounted, she said, “Is somebody back there?”
“Yes, baby,” said mommy’s voice.  “Mommy and daddy are both here.  Daddy has the camcorder going and we’ve watched Jasper ride you three times now.  The little blow job you gave him was so sweet.  How much longer do you want to stay in the stocks?”
“Give me another half hour,” said Leah.  “Oh, and could you pull my skirt all the way off?  I want to feel his little claws scratching me as he does me.”
While mommy slipped Leah’s skirt all the way off, daddy repositioned the camcorder.  He put it on a tripod and set it in profile view so they could see her body as Jasper did her.  “Have fun, baby,” said daddy as they left her.  
It was mid morning when the rumble of six motorcycles came down the street and stopped in front of the Morton house.  Wearing the leathers of the Primrose Boys, Len climbed out of the sidecar and waved goodbye to his new friends.  He’d enjoyed the initiation much more than he’d ever imagined.  The only bad part was that now when he farted, it echoed. 
Len was exhausted, having spent the entire night, fucking and sucking with his new gang.  But right after he took a nap, he wanted to get Heidi back in the chair, just to prove to himself that he was bi, not gay.  
Jasper had spent the night in Leah’s bedroom with her.  Now he was hiding from her, thinking in his little doggie mind that she was a crazy bitch.  His cock was so sore that he whined just at the sight of her.  
The house had settled into some semblance of normality, considering that 24 hours before it had been a two bedroom cottage with just two people living there.  Now it was a six bedroom house with a family of seven whose sexual limits had been expanded recently.  They were like a family recovering from amnesia, filling it bits of their past as time went on like recovering lost memories.  No longer did Mandy and Carl think of their children as newcomers into their lives.  It was as if they’d always been there.  
Things were so normal for several hours, that Mandy had forgotten all about her own admission the previous day until she walked around a corner and saw two men and woman standing in a room that she didn’t recognize.  Confused, she looked back and saw a dead end, an alcove with a painting but no return to where she’d come from.  She looked back at the woman who said, “Welcome, Mandy.  Just wait right there.”
She was surprised that the woman knew her name.  She didn’t know any of the three people present. In just a few seconds more people came into the room, some taking seats in chairs that were arranged in a semi-circle.  Others sat on the floor, facing the center of the circle.  The group included men and women.  
“Welcome, friends,” said the woman to the group.  “We are here for a very special occasion.  We have a very bad mommy with us.  Even I don’t know all the details of what she has done, but I do know that she deserves to be punished.  She is here to be publicly whipped and publicly humiliated at the request of her children… in front of an audience.”  There was applause and cheers from the group. “So, I thank you all for being here.  Please express your wishes and desires, so that we can properly humiliate her.  You may use any of the instruments we have for you.  She must learn to have control.”
“What’s her name?” shouted one of the men.
“Her name is Mandy,” said the woman.  
Mandy shivered as her name was announced.  She blushed at the renewed applause.  These people were clearly happy to watch her be humiliated.  She’d suspected this set up was for her, but she’d hoped it was not.  The alcove was surrounded by the chairs and the people in them.  There was no place for her to hide.  
Though she was in plain sight, the woman had been talking as if she wasn’t there.  The woman waved her hand at Mandy and said, “Welcome, Mandy.”  It was then that the audience was allowed to acknowledge her presence.  They clapped and cheered again.  She blushed, wanting to disappear.  But, a man stepped forward, dressed all in black, and grabbed her arm.  He pulled her forward, giving them all a better view of her.  She was wearing a light dress in bright red that fell just above her knees.  The low cut front showed a touch of her cleavage.  He positioned her so she was facing the emcee, with her back to the audience.  
The emcee described her for the audience, again as if Mandy was nothing but an object for them to admire.  “We have here a beautiful blond, slender and supple, long legged and firm.”  Then she addressed Mandy. “Show yourself to the audience.”  The voice was commanding and Mandy didn’t consider disobeying.  However, she wasn’t quite sure what the command meant.  She turned for them, giving them a 360 degree view of her.  Voices gave her directions.  “Show us a profile.  Nice.” Then she heard, “Turn again.”  This time as she turned, the emcee lifted her dress to expose her ass to the audience.  She burned at the way the woman casually exposed her.  
When they were done viewing her, the emcee said, “Gene, this is your victim for the afternoon.   As usual, you may do what you want.”  
Gene, the man in black, nodded to the emcee.  “Good, good,” he said as he appraised Mandy.  
As Gene positioned her with her back to the audience and her hands cross in front of her, the emcee reminded the audience.  “Please, don’t forget to express your wishes.”  Then Gene smacked her ass through the dress with a leather whip.  She jumped, but said nothing.  On the second blow, she jumped again, moaning slightly at the sting of the whip.  Gene paused and tried to raise her dress, but her hands instinctively went back to hold her dress down.  
The emcee took control, telling Mandy to bend down.  Again confused, she started to kneel, but the emcee stopped her.  “No, bend over,” she said, using her hands to guide Mandy to bend at the waist, presenting her ass for a spanking.  Before another blow fell, Gene lifted her dress to show her ass.  There was a murmur of approval and a smattering of applause, telling Mandy that there was a mark on her ass.  
With her dress still up, Gene whipped her again.  The emcee straightened her up, still holding her dress high on her back.  “Is the audience satisfied?” asked the emcee.  Mandy thought with relief that the whipping was already over.  The emcee turned her around to face the audience and Mandy became aware of the camera recording every moment.  She’d just been turned so her ass was facing the camera, giving it a great view of the stripes on her ass.  
Perhaps the emcee was being deliberately misleading, but Mandy discovered that the whipping was definitely not over as the audience asked for more.  They were not satisfied yet.  The emcee pulled her dress up in front and back, showing off her thong from all angles and then handed her the bunched up dress in front.  The message was clear.  She was to hold the dress up, exposing herself for the audience.  Her body tingled from the humiliation.  The embarrassment was every bit as bad as she’d imagined in her nightmare.  
Three more blows landed in quick succession, each accompanied by a grunt from Mandy.  She was squirming with the pain and with the knowledge that all this was for an audience and a camera.  Just then the emcee reminded her, “This is all at your children’s request.”
She found that hard to believe.  How would her children make such a request to this group of people?  All that had happened was that Heidi had asked her what her nightmare was.  Maybe that was all it took.  
Three more blows fell as the emcee told her that she was to learn control.  One of the audience called out, “Her cheeks are positioned nicely.”  His praise only made her blush again at the thought that her ass was not only available for inspection, but seemed to be judged as a good ass for spanking.  
Then the emcee said, “Mandy, please thank the nice man for spanking you.”
“No,” said Mandy, but then another blow snapped across her bare ass.  “Thank you,” she said, not sounding at all like she meant it.  
Up until now Mandy had been ten feet from the audience, but now Gene pulled her right down in front of them.  He bent her at the waist, pushing her ass out and the audience went ooo and aah.  “Everybody can touch,” said the emcee.  
Oh, God, thought Mandy.  Whipped and exposed and now they can touch.  A woman stroked her ass  softly, then a couple of men.  “Ooo, it’s hot,” said a man’s voice.  She burned at the laughter at her expense.  They thought her humiliation was funny.  
When everyone had touched her hot ass, Mandy was pushed to her hands and knees by the emcee.  Gene whipped her again before one of the women said, “Turn her around.  We want to see her face.”  Gene and the emcee guided her to face the audience, still on her hands and knees.  
Mandy wanted to look back, to watch the blows as they fell.  She didn’t want to face the audience, but the emcee insisted.  She looked at the faces of the audience, seeing their smiles and the eager anticipation in their eyes.  They could read the fear and humiliation in hers. Gene whipped her again and the woman who’d requested the frontal view said, “Yeah, that’s it.  Ooo, yeah.”  Another blow fell.  The shock and pain in Mandy’s eyes brought murmurs of appreciation.  
The emcee said, “Say more.”
Mandy refused to speak.  She wasn’t going to ask for more.  And then Gene whipped her two more times quickly.  The message was clear, but she still refused.  Two more blows and the emcee said, “More, more.”  It wasn’t the emcee asking for more, it was her reminding Mandy what she was to say.  
“More,” said Mandy.  To her surprise, her reward was no more.  The break in whipping lasted only long enough to make the point that she’d been rewarded for obedience.  Then Gene whipped her again. 
“That’s enough for this position,” said a voice. 
“What position would you like now?” asked the emcee.  
The audience made several suggestions.  They couldn’t agree on the next one.  Mandy was beginning to wonder just how long this could go on.  “Stand up,” said the emcee.  
“Time to get undressed,” said Gene.  
Mandy looked around.  Was that a command?  She didn’t know if she was supposed to undress herself or what.  Then Gene asked, “Who wants to undress her?”
Mandy stood trembling as the audience voted quickly.  One of the men rose to undress her.  He pulled the straps of her dress forward off her shoulders and then pulled it down, helping her to step out of it.  She heard murmurs of approval for her body and her legs.  She was wearing a red bra and red thong.  But as Gene turned her to face the audience he unhooked her bra and tossed it to the side.  She reached up and covered her exposed tits.  
“Ooo, she’s shy,” said one of the women.  
Though she gave it a try, Mandy knew covering herself was unacceptable.  Gene pulled her arms behind her and the emcee toyed with her nipples briefly.  Then she was turned to face the audience, again with compliments, this time about her tits.  
“Now, it’s time for pain,” said Gene.  
What? Mandy was shocked at those words.  She thought the pain had already begun.  The audience wanted a new position and this time her wrists were tied to a beam over her head.  She had her back to the audience, so they could see the stripes as Gene put them there.  The thong was still on, but in that position it may as well not have been there at all.  
The emcee presented several whips to the audience, asking them to make a selection.  To Mandy it seemed they selected the cruelest looking one, though they all looked painful.  While the whip selection was going on, she was turned to face the audience.  She thought about the position of the camera.  Whichever way she faced she had a 360 degree audience.  If she faced the audience, the camera stared at the stripes on her ass.  If her back was the audience, the camera saw her tits.  There was no escape from prying eyes in any position.  
“Who wants to undress, Mandy?” asked the emcee again. There was only one article of clothing left.  Another man volunteered for that task.  He not only pulled her panties down, but made a point of caressing her ass and legs as he did.  
“Mandy, I want to remind you that this is all being filmed,” said the emcee.  “A copy of this will be sent to your children.”
The mother of five felt butterflies in her stomach at the thought of her children seeing this.  It made her body tingle to think that the future audience would include her children.  
She was turned to face the audience and Gene whipped her bare back several times.  After about three lashes, she noticed her posture.  Her back was arched, trying to escape from the blows, which only pushed her tits out at the audience.  She blushed at how brazen she looked, offering herself to them.  But she also couldn’t bring herself to relax the arch of her back.  
The blows landed incessantly.  At their demand, she had to say please and thank you for each and every stroke.  Occasionally she had to plead for more whipping.  Frequently she was turned so the audience could admire the stripes on her back.  Gene switched sides to get an even spread on her back.  Finally, as she was turned one of the men said, “It’s all red now.  That’s good.”  From the burn on her back, she could believe there were no more stripes.  The pain was all blended together.  
A different whip was handed to another man from the audience.  This one was light and quick, delivering a stinging blow.  Mandy was turned so her back was to the audience and the man started whipped her stomach.  Each blow brought another grunt of pain.  Then he aimed at her tits, lashing them several times.  She’d hoped they were finished, but now it looked like they were going to redden her entire front as well.  
Somewhere along the way her attitude had changed.  Now when she was turned to face the audience, she felt that same familiar burn of humiliation.  But she eyed the crotches of the men, wondering if one of them would eventually fuck her.  Was this all foreplay for an orgy or was the whipping and humiliation all there was?  Her body burned with pain and desire.  Her pussy ached for release.  She wanted someone to touch her, so she could cum.  
And still the whipping went on.  Yet another man used yet another whip on her.  This one had many tails.  It spread the pain more evenly across her body.  It might have been welcome, but the man’s target was her pussy.  He lashed it up between her legs and across her shaved pussy.  It hurt as much or more as any other whipping she’d received.  It made her pussy more excited, but the contact was too brief to get her off.  Her clit was standing up, begging for attention, which only made it more vulnerable to his whip, which only made it stand up harder.  
Finally when it seemed every inch of her body was red, angry, and hot with pain, they untied her wrists.  “You did very well, Mandy,” said the emcee.  They allowed her to dress and returned her home.  By the time she got home, she was ready to throw the first person she saw to the ground and ride whoever it was until she came.  
When he had discovered his wife missing, Carl went looking for her.  When she was no place else to be found, he went to the basement.  There he saw the chair, the magic door, and the child sized stocks.  But beyond those things he saw four huge, gleaming, green John Deere tractors.  Wow, he thought, those are some nice machines.  He walked over to admire them, stroking the powerful machines in awe.  
His nightmare lacked continuity, there was no flow to it.  One minute he was admiring the tractors and the next he was naked, lying on his back on the floor, with a limb tied to each of the tractors.  The ropes on his wrists and ankles weren’t taut yet, so he could move around.  He looked in every direction and saw no one.  One by one, he heard the massive engines roar to life.  Then, as one the tractors moved, each in their separate direction.  The ropes went taut and the pulled some more.  He felt himself being lifted off the ground as his body was stretched to the limits of its endurance. Then, just when it felt like his shoulders were going to pop out of their sockets, the tractors stopped.  
He hung there for a few seconds and then he heard the girls’ voices.  There were twenty or more little girls with budding tits and bare pussies clustered around him.  He was about a foot off the ground, so he could see their entire body from the knees up.  At the sight of them, his cock rose to full staff, pointing at the ceiling.  They stroked him with gentle touches, curious at the sight and feel of their first naked man.  Their hands touched every inch of his body.  Even his cock got their attention as they tried to wrap their little fists around it.  They had to grip it two handed to get their fingers to touch.  Some kissed it or licked it, but never hard enough or long enough to get him more than erect.  
Abruptly the girls were gone and he was alone again.  He heard the pigeon’s flapping wings first and then saw it flutter by.  It made a second pass and a circle and then alit on the very tip of his engorged cock.  Almost in slow motion it lifted its tail and shit on the tip of Carl’s cock.  Then it flew away.  
Carl smiled as he realized the significance of the dream now.  Once you’ve had a pigeon crap on your cock, life can only get better.  
PAGE  
2

