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“Cal sweetie, come here.” The 11-year-old Cal grimaced as his stepmom called him Cal sweetie. She only called him that when she wanted to be naughty. For the second time this week, his shoulders slumped and he followed the 37-year-old redhead up the stairs and into the bedroom. All he wanted was his simple life back, but when his dad remarried, it was nothing but complications. 
“Yes, mommy,” he said, standing in the doorway as she sat on the bed. She’d seemed nice enough until six months after she’d married his dad. Now three months later, she was a nightmare. She’d spank him just for fun, but she’d spank him more if he didn’t do exactly what she wanted and he was too embarrassed to tell anyone, especially his dad. It was just too naughty to talk about. 
“Come over here,” said his stepmom firmly. 
He always tried to deny that it was going to happen again, but he knew it was starting all over. Reluctantly, he plodded over to stand in front of her and waited for her instructions. It was always the same, but he made her say it every time. There was no way he wanted it to look like he was happy about what she did. 
“Now, Cal sweetie,” she said condescendingly. “You know you’re a naughty boy. Tsk tsk, I caught you with your little prick in your hand, playing with yourself. Touching yourself and making yourself feel good is very wrong, sweetie. You should be happy I didn’t go to your father. Time to get what’s coming to you. Take off all your clothes for mommy.”
“Yes, mommy.” He blushed at the mere thought that she’d seen his young body so many times already and started taking off his clothes so she could see it again. His shoes and socks went first and then he pulled his shirt off over his head. 
“Such a nice strong chest,” said his stepmom, running her hand over his bare skin. “You are so handsome. Mommy likes that.” As he took off his pants, she watched with a smirk. “First you’ll make mommy feel good and then you can feel good.” 
She’d told him it was all right to play with himself once he’d made somebody else feel good. It wasn’t so selfish. But he hated it because now it was so public. He felt like he was performing for her which, of course, he was. Down to his briefs, he looked up at her face to see her staring at the little tent in his underwear. As he pulled down his last article of clothing, she grinned at the sight of his little hairless cock. He was thoroughly confused over his feelings. He hated what she made him do, but he couldn’t deny that it aroused him as well. 
Taking his cock in her hand, Stella stroked her stepson’s cock. It was such a rush… it surprised her how intense it was that first time she’d had him strip. She’d only intended to give him a bare bottom spanking, but the rush was incredible. After the spanking, she’d made him play with himself until he spurted right there in front of her. The next time, and every time after, she’d asked for more. Thrilled with the feeling of power, she played with his cock and balls and then looked up at his face. He was so embarrassed… it gave her another rush. Embarrassed, but he stood still and let her anyway. 
Without a word, she lifted him up and put him face down across her lap and started spanking the cute little bottom and felt herself get wet. The door was open and the sound of his spanking was audible throughout the house. After the fifth smack of palm to asscheek, Karen appeared in the door. “Naughty boy getting it again,” said his 12-year-old stepsister matter-of-factly.
“Come in, Karen,” said Stella. “How about that, Cal sweetie? A bare bottom spanking in front of your sister.”
His stepsister had discovered what his stepmom made him do about a month ago. It was mortifying then and still embarrassing to be naked over his stepmom’s lap getting that spanking while Karen watched. Yet another complication in his life. Though he was face down across his stepmom’s lap he could still see the flashes of Karen’s camera. Twenty hand spanks and then she stood him up while she (and now Karen) looked him up and down with matching smirks. There he stood with his hands on his head or else he’d get another ten. It was so incredibly galling to have them ogle him while they were completely dressed. He’d been shocked that his stepmom didn’t change the routine at all when Karen discovered them, but by now it was standard to be spanked and forced to stand naked for the woman and girl.
“Karen, you’re incorrigible,” laughed Stella as the preteen took pictures of her little stepbrother blatantly posing for them. She loved her daughter’s imagination and cruel streak. It brought a whole new dimension to using the boy. 
Karen had emailed him some of his pictures with taunts of showing them to her friends and a humiliating comment about how he might as well not even wear clothes around her anymore. “I can see you naked anytime I want, lol.”
Being abused by his stepmom was traumatic, and having his stepsister, just a year old than him join in was humiliating. He’d considered his new sister an equal and then suddenly she was almost as much in charge as his stepmom. He could still remember quite vividly how his stepmom gave Karen a tour of his body, a live sex doll for the girl to examine. She’d touched him and then he’d been forced to do the same to her as he did to his stepmom. After she’d started taking pictures, his evil stepsister started making her own demands. Two days ago he’d been forced to submit to a solo performance for his stepsister, complete with her spanking his bare bottom instead of his stepmom. It was either that or she’d really show his picture to her friends. 
Stella blindfolded the little boy. No sense in letting him see her half naked. Then she stripped from the waist down and lay down on the bed. Dutifully, he climbed up on the bed, felt his way between her legs, and found her pussy with his tongue. On his hands and knees, he lapped at the juices and toyed with the woman’s clit. “That’s a good boy,” she crooned as he did her bidding. 
From behind him, he heard Karen giggle. “Looks so cute like that,” she said. “Got your little cock hanging down just for me.” His cock was soft after the spanking, but now with the scent of a woman filling him, it hardened again to about the size of a small sausage. He jumped at the touch of Karen’s hand as she fondled his cock. “God, mommy, this is so kewl… how he looks… how he sounds. Do her, you little prick.” She was every bit as excited about the control as her mom. 

His face burning, Cal licked and nibbled at his stepmom’s clit with the expertise of three months of practice. How he longed to see the treasure he could only taste. Often he thought the spanking and all might be worth it if he could see his stepmom and Karen half naked. At least it would be fair. 
When Stella came, she got up off the bed. “Hands on your head, Cal sweetie,” she said. 
“Please, mommy,” he ventured as he put his hands in place. “Could I just do it once without the blindfold?”
Laughter fell on him like a cold rain. He knelt on the end of the bed, his hard on pointing straight out with no reciprocity even considered. “I’m not gonna let you see me,” said Karen as she took her mom’s place on the bed. 
“Hands behind your back, sweetie,” said his stepmom. Cal put his hands back and she tied his wrists securely. This had started just two weeks ago at Karen’s request. It had sounded so outlandish to him that he’d be naked and tied that he’d confidently retorted, ‘Yeah, right.’ To his surprise, his stepmom did just what her daughter had asked. Now she did it every time. 
For a moment he was just posed there on his knees, his hands tied back so he couldn’t cover himself even if he dared. Helpless, he felt Karen press up against him and her mean voice said, “I love having my little brother tied and naked. Just sitting there waiting for my pussy. Yum yum, huh? Gonna come get a taste of my pussy. Wish you could see it? Guess what? This time I took off everything. If you weren’t tied, you could take off your own blindfold and see me naked. Want to see my tits? Too bad. My pussy? Not gonna happen. You’re just my little prick waiting to eat me.” 
He didn’t know if she was telling the truth or not. He knew he wouldn’t get to find out. She settled back on the bed and his stepmom leaned him forward until Karen’s hands seized his hair. “Now lick me, little boy,” said his stepsister. “Run your tongue all up and down my slit. I love to watch and I love how it feels. Got my own little boy pussy licker. Holy cow, little boy, you wish you could stop? Wish you could just disappear? Not gonna happen. Nope, me and mommy are gonna watch you do it over and over.”
At least Cal didn’t have to worry about getting hair in his teeth the way he did with his stepmom. His stepsister tasted better, not as strong and musky. Not only that, but she drove herself crazy with her words and she always came quickly. Cal wondered how the two of them could just share him like this. They watched each other getting licked and then cum. Doing it with his stepmom was taboo, but having the two of them share him, get naked in front of each other, and have orgasms sounded crazy and twisted beyond taboo. From the sound of it, they actually got more excited watching each other dominate him. 
And it bothered him that Karen was getting better at it than his stepmom. The 12-year-old was so mean spirited and she reveled in every chance to put him down. This was the first time she’d gotten completely naked, but not the first she’d teased him about seeing her naked. Outside the bedroom he’d started to picture her like that and when she caught him undressing her with his eyes, she’d just smirk. “Naked anytime I want,” she’d reminded him. “Wanna come to my room and see all the pictures?”
After Karen came, it was his turn. The rustle of clothes told him Karen was getting dressed. His stepmom lifted him up and set him on his feet where he patiently waited to have his hands untied and blindfold removed. Then he’d jerk off for them. It was the epitome of embarrassment to play with himself with the two females watching. 
This time was different. His stepmom removed his blindfold and then said, “Watch this, Karen. Cal sweetie is gonna blow his load without even touching his cock.” She offered him her middle finger. “Suck on this, little boy,” she smirked, picking up her daughter’s pejorative. It made him nervous to have a change of routine, but he sucked on her finger. 
“That’s good, little boy. Ready for a surprise?” He felt her hand on his bottom while her other arm held him steady. The finger he’d just sucked poked him in the butthole and then went right on in to the third knuckle. 
“Oooooo,” he squealed in surprise. “D-don’t. What are you doing?”
“I’ve got my finger up his ass, Karen,” said his stepmom. “He’s like a little gay boy now with a little prick up his ass and he likes it.”
“Oh, God,” he moaned at the implication. Her finger was up his ass and it felt good as she massaged his prostate. It felt like he was going to cum and if he did, he’d never live it down. Struggling, he tried to pull away, but his stepmom held him fast. “Don’t do that,” he pleaded. Then to his surprise, his cum boiled up and out, shooting three feet across the room. “Aaaggghhhh,” he groaned from the tremendous orgasm. 
“There you go,” said his stepmom, pulling her finger out with a pop. “Gay boy shoots with a mini-cock up his ass. That was so precious, Cal sweetie. Mommy and Karen love it when you let us play with you.” 
Karen was laughing at him and then stopped abruptly and went white as a sheet. “What the fuck is going on in here,” boomed his dad’s voice. “Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick, Stella. That’s sick! You’re sick. You and Karen… what the fuck were you laughing at, you little bitch. I have half a mind to strip the two of you and then let’s see how you’d like being played with by me and Cal.” 
He snatched his son away from his wife and said, “Go to your room, Cal. Get dressed and wait for me there. You go to your room, too, Karen. Where the hell is Alan?” he asked. 
“Umm… umm… it’s not what it looks like, Jeff,” stammered Stella. 
“Oh, you didn’t have your finger up the ass of an 11-year-old boy right in front of your 12-year-old daughter? And I asked you a question. Where’s your son?”
“He’s… he’s at a friend’s house for dinner.”
“Holy shit! He goes to a friend’s house two or three times a week! Is that what you do every time he’s gone?”
By now Cal and Karen were in their rooms, but they heard every word. Suddenly it went silent. Fifteen minutes later, Cal’s dad knocked on his door and came in. “I kicked her out of the house, Cal.” He picked the boy up and sat on the bed with Cal in his lap. “She’s gone and she won’t be abusing you anymore. If I she comes back, I’ll call the police. I’d rather not get them involved… too embarrassing for you… but I will if I have to. Don’t worry. I took care of it. Your stepmom, Karen, and Alan are all gone. Tomorrow you’ll go to school and I’ll pack up their things and ship them to them. They’re just gone. Understand? Never coming back and never bothering you again.”
“Gone? For good?” said Cal as he relaxed against his dad. He started to cry with relief and embarrassment. He didn’t want his dad to know what happened, but he’d never thought his dad would take such definitive action. “She made me…” he sobbed. 
“Hush, Cal, no need to say anything. You’re safe now.” His dad held him for several minutes and then wiped away his tears. “Things will be different from now on. Better.”
Things did get better. Cal’s life returned to the simpler time when it was just him and his dad. His dad even took two weeks off to clean out all the reminders of his wife and her two children. That meant his dad was there to see him off to school and was there when he came home. With more attention from his dad, Cal tried to forget the last three months of abuse. 
Then a week after his stepmom had left, things got weird. Right out of the blue, Cal’s dad said, “You know what I’d like to do, Cal? I’d like to take your stepmom and Karen and give them some of their own medicine. Strip them and tie them and use them for our own pleasure. You think that would be fair?”
Astounded at the suggestion, the 11-year-old nevertheless could picture it in his head. “Yeah, that’d be fair,” he agreed. He didn’t know what else to say. 
“Couple of bitches getting what they deserve. It’d be great therapy for you just to think about it. Great sexual fantasy that’d make you feel better.”
Cal hadn’t thought of the two females in those terms, but now that the seed was planted, he imagined turning the tables on them. Spanking them… looking at them naked… making them suck him… taking pictures of them. Over the next few days he explored the fantasies, spending more time with the fantasy Karen and taunting her the way she taunted him. His solo sex life became much better with those thoughts and images in his head. 
Over the next two weeks, Cal’s dad continued with less than subtle suggestions, even mentioning masturbating while thinking about his stepmom tied up or Karen naked and sucking his cock. Like his dad said, it was great therapy to reverse the roles and imagine himself as the abuser. 
The little boy was getting off on his new fantasies and it was three weeks since he’d seen his stepmom when his dad gave him an envelope. “Took these pictures a few months ago,” he said. “We were fooling around and thought we’d like to capture the memories. Take them up to your room and jack off. You can keep them; they’re yours.”
Hurrying up to his room, Cal tried to imagine what the photos showed. He plopped down on his bed and pulled out the 20 or so photos. The top one was of his stepmom in a sexy negligee. That alone gave him a hard on and as he flipped through the pictures his arousal grew. He watched as the woman he longed to see naked took off her negligee and then her panties and posed nude for the camera. He couldn’t get his cock out fast enough. Clutching a full frontal nude of his hated stepmom, he jacked off and came in less than a minute. The pictures were a treasure trove, a little boy’s dream. And now they were his. 
With photos, his fantasies grew more real. “You like posing naked for a little boy?” he taunted the photos. “Take off the nightie,” he told the first one and she did. “Take off everything, bitch.” When she’d done that, he said, “Naked anytime I want. Nice tits, bitch. You have to let me see them or else. Yeah, you and your daughter.” The only problem was that he didn’t have pictures of Karen. She still existed only in his imagination. 
At the five week point in Cal’s “therapy”, his dad upped the ante even more. “Don’t ask where these came from,” he said as he handed another envelope to the boy. 
Expecting more photos of his mom, Cal retreated to his room to feed his fantasy. The top photo was of Karen in school clothes. He swallowed hard. Don’t ask where these came from. Holding his breath, he pulled the first photo off the stack and saw… Karen unbuttoning her blouse! Stopping, he took off his pants and briefs and stroked his cock. In the fourth photo, Karen was on the verge of removing her blouse and there was obviously no bra underneath. Knowing there was even more waiting at the end, Cal forced himself to slowly work through them. She posed to show off her small tits. Without trying to hide, she took off her skirt and then her panties. Like he’d done for them, Karen posed with her hands on her head. He came right then and there even though there were more pictures. 
Going back to the beginning, he looked at the first one. “Take off your blouse for me, Karen. You have to.” She didn’t look happy at all, but she did it anyway. With each picture he taunted her, ordering her to do what he knew was next in line. She posed for him in various pictures and within ten minutes, he’d cum a second time. 
Just how his dad got those pictures would remain a mystery for now. Cal didn’t look a gift horse in the mouth. He just spent time with both his therapists… his stepmom and stepsister… tormenting them and cumming over and over. 
The mystery only lasted four days and then his dad said, “I have something important to tell you. It’s a secret, a big secret. You can keep a secret for me, right?”
Jeff made his son promise to keep the secret and then he said, “I didn’t really kick them out of the house, Cal. I thought they should be punished and I’ve been punishing them. Actually training them to fulfill our fantasies. I’ll let you see them soon, but I want you to have some time to think about taking this from fantasy to reality. Imagine your stepmom and Karen actually stripping for you and doing anything you want.” He wanted his son to be strong when the time came. Cal couldn’t be tentative and shy about it. That was the whole point of this “therapy”. He was training Cal to accept that the woman and girl of his fantasies were slaves and take charge of them. He had seized the opportunity of catching his wife and stepdaughter in the act to live out his own fantasy of owning a woman so thoroughly that she’d be his unwilling sex slave. There was no attempt to teach her to be compliant and to feel the satisfaction a slave could get from obedience. All he was doing was teach her to obey him out of fear. 
“Are you kidding me?” asked Cal. His dad reassured him this was no joke. “The bitches are really here and I can do anything I want?”
“That’s right,” said Jeff, pleased with the response. He’d brought his son along slowly, gauging each step to get Cal where he was. He’d have a sex slave and his son would have his own little slave. “Right now I’m training them to get certain behaviors, but once they’re fully trained, they’ll do anything you want.”
With his fantasy almost reality, Cal spent more time with each fantasy, making them richer in detail. He bugged his dad about when he’d get to see the slaves, but all he got was his own training. His dad taught him how be a proper, demanding master. It was an attitude and the knowledge of how to use the tools of his new life – whips, ropes, gags, and slaves. 
*****
Stella couldn’t remember the last 30 seconds of her normal life. Her husband had put her in a choke hold and choked her into unconsciousness, but all she knew was she’d been caught with her stepson and then she was chained to the wall, presumably in the basement. She wore thick leather cuffs, each of which was chained separately to the concrete wall. A huge ball gag forced her jaw wide open. The gag came out four times in the next two days and then only to give her water. 
She watched the dungeon grow around her. Jeff soundproofed the room and added whips, paddles, and other toys. A sturdy cage, three feet in each dimension, arrived and that became her new home. Whipped, spanked, caged, ignored, deprived off food and sleep, and forced to listen to her husband as he drilled her new position in life into her head, she gradually succumbed. As the dungeon grew, she went from loving albeit twisted wife to just a thing kept in the basement. After five weeks she had come to accept that to her Master this was fitting punishment for her crime. She longed for freedom, but she sucked and fucked on command because the alternative was worse. Posing for photos for her Master, she felt the cold stab of humiliation when he told her, with each photo, that Cal was going to see them and jerk off staring at her. 
Then her training turned to how she’d meet her Master’s son, another master who could command anything of her. She found new resistance in herself at the thought of serving the 11-year-old who wanted vengeance for how she’d treated him. The things her Master taught her were outrageous, but he was patient and brutal and after two weeks she understood she’d do them anyway. 
*****
Right in the next room, Karen was receiving the same treatment. Horrified to be naked for her stepdad, she had nevertheless surrendered to the idea that she’d been a very bad girl and this was what very bad girls got. Just like her mother, the 12-year-old felt the whip, the paddle, and hunger living in her own little cage. Just like her mother, she sucked and fucked on command. And just like her mother, she felt the incredibly frustrating humiliation of posing for pictures knowing that her little brother would see them. The little prick was going to see her and eventually use her. As the days passed, she imagined what it would be like to be his to play with. She’d ground in her superiority and now she was going to grovel at the little wimp’s feet. 
Two days after the photo session, her Master set up a video camera in her training room and brought out a new toy. She stood right in front of the camera with her hands on her head as her Master narrated. “Here she is, Cal… your new slave. Turn around, bitch, and show him your cute ass, too.” Used to being naked for her Master, she felt renewed humiliation as she display her body for her brother.  
“Cal, this is called a bitch suit. It’s perfect for your slave. Just watch and see. On your hands and knees, bitch.” Her Master knelt beside her and pulled her foot up to touch her ass and then inserted her bent leg knee first into a latex sleeve. There was no opening at the end of the sleeve; it was just a tight latex binding that kept her knee bent with her foot pressed to her butt. Her Master slipped her other leg into a similar sleeve. 
“See, Cal, she can’t run away and her legs are spread wide and inviting. Just perfect for fucking.” He patted her on the head. “Just a little fuck toy for you.” He bent her elbow to place her right hand on her right shoulder and encased that in a latex sleeve. Repeating that with her left arm, she was limbless and helpless. As he zipped up the back, it tightened the fit of the one piece suit, taking away any thought of squirming out of the black latex. 
“She’s in it until I get her out, Cal. So much fun to play with like this.” He sat her up on her knees facing the camera to reveal that the belly of the suit was cut out, leaving an oval from her neck to her pussy and from side to side so her pussy and tits were exposed. “Don’t want to cover up the good bits,” he said. Tempting as it was, he refrained from fondling the helpless little girl. This was his son’s slave and, while he’d broken her in, he didn’t want to use her in front of him. He turned her around to show that her asshole and pussy were visible and accessible from behind. 
Karen had never felt so helpless in her life. He’d tied her many times and used her in ways that shocked her, but this suit rendered her limbs useless and still exposed all “the good bits.” It was humiliating to be so exposed and even more so just to hear her Master call her formerly private parts, the good bits. They were indeed the things she didn’t want Cal to touch or even see, but she couldn’t do anything about it now.  
“I’m leaving the camera on. Do just what I told you, bitch. I’ll watch the recording myself and you’ll know if I was displeased.” 
The preteen watched her stepdad leave with trepidation. Then she said, “Oh God, Cal, please don’t look at me. Remember how I teased you about being naked and you couldn’t see. Please don’t look now. Nobody except daddy and now you have seen my tits, but you don’t have to look. Nobody else has seen my pussy. Please, Cal, I’m all naked for you, but don’t look.” She knew he’d look no matter what and her begging would probably only excite him more. Yet, taunting herself was what her Master wanted. 
“Remember how I took pictures of you just to embarrass you? Remember when I spanked your bare bottom? Remember how I made mommy tie you? Remember how we made you lick our pussies?” The last thing she wanted to do was remind him of all that, but she had to. “Just think about those times when I’m naked and tied for you. Think of all the ways you can make me wish I’d been nicer. Pretty soon you’ll have me. You can do anything you want and what the hell can I do about it?” She hadn’t expected to be this helpless as she practiced those words to perfection. It was scary to be almost unable to move and taunt him about their past and offer herself up for revenge.
“Have you thought about sticking your cock in my warm, wet, fuckable mouth? Please don’t. I’m just a little girl and I don’t want to suck your cock. I don’t want you to slide your big cock in my pussy and fuck me hard. And remember, I only spanked you with my hand, so please don’t use a paddle or a whip on my bare bottom like I deserve.” She shuddered as she put ideas into her young Master’s mind. 
“Did you like the photos I sent you? God, that was so humiliating, but it’s your turn to be in charge, so I had to do it. Now you have a live movie of me naked. Pretty soon you’ll have me in the flesh. All I had of you was pictures, but you’ll have me naked anytime you want for real. Naked and available.”
Neither Stella nor Karen knew the other was in training. Jeff had told Stella that her children were safe. At least they were safe from the outside world. Karen had been told her mom went to jail. As for Alan, he was also in training, though Jeff hadn’t decided exactly he wanted from the 8-year-old. 
Jeff let Karen debase herself for ten minutes, mostly repeating herself over and over, and then he retrieved the camera, but left the girl in the restrictive suit. By then he had Stella in a similar suit and went to film her. 
Resting on a tripod of her two knees spread wide and her toes close together, Stella had her own part to say. “Please, Master, don’t show these pictures to Cal. What will he think of mommy? He’ll probably think he can fuck my warm, wet mouth anytime he wants. He’ll probably think he can fuck me, his stepmom. He’ll probably take a paddle to my ass and make it the color of a fire truck. He’ll think he’s died and gone to heaven with a full grown woman to play with all he wants. I don’t want to be his toy.”
Then she changed her target, speaking directly to the little boy who’d soon have her all he wanted. “Please, Cal, if your daddy shows you these pictures, don’t think of me as your personal cock slut who’ll do anything you want. I will, but don’t think of me that way. Don’t jack off and think about me. Don’t jack off because you’ll have me in person in a few days and then you won’t have to jack off ever again. Get ready, big boy. When mommy comes to town, it’ll be a sex party with my mouth, pussy, and ass as the prizes. Wait for me. Not much longer.”
When the camera was off, she pleaded for real. “Please, Master, I’m begging you. Don’t make me do this with him.”
Her Master patted her cheek and said, “Anything, anytime. Whatever a horny 11-year-old can think of.” He didn’t bother to warn her that he wasn’t the same boy she’d abused less than two months ago. She’d just have to learn about Cal’s new backbone. 
*****
Cal had four days with the two videos, a nice long one of his future slave being made helpless and a short one of his stepmom personally telling him that she was a sex slave. The pictures and videos fanned the flames of desire and then on Saturday, he met his own slave.
Used to getting into the bitch suit, Karen again held still while she was dressed to the point of helplessness. She’d been in the suit every day and had been trained what to say when she met her new master. It didn’t sit well with her, but she’d learned not to fight with her stepdad and once she was in the suit, she couldn’t do anything if she wanted to. This time her stepdad hooked a leash to her collar and led her out on her knees and elbows through the basement and painstakingly up the stairs. 
Oh how she wanted to dig in her heels as she realized she was on her way to see Cal for the very first time. She didn’t want him to see her like this and she didn’t want to say what she’d been taught. Yet, as she tried to muster the courage to defy her stepdad, she just kept coming up short. All it took was the obvious dose of reality that if she balked, she’d get a spanking… probably from Cal himself… and then she’d do it anyway. 
Tottering clumsily into the family room, her arms and legs felt weak as her face burned. Her Master sat in the big easy chair, reclining like a prince on a comfortable throne. The smirk on his face was just how she pictured her own face when she’d taunted him. Her stepdad unhooked the leash and she froze for ten seconds. Her Master’s smirk changed to disappointment and then she ambled forward all on her own. Each step was like a leaden step toward the gallows. 
Three feet from him, she froze as her mind went blank. Her little brother sat there naked on his throne with an erection and what she had to do next was the hardest thing she’d ever done. It was just wrong on so many levels. She was 12. She was naked… in front of a boy… not just any boy, but her brother… a boy she’d taunted and belittled and now had complete control of her. Her stepdad, a grown man and obvious pedo, was standing behind her. He’d raped her and taught her how to suck cock, but hadn’t touched her like that in the past ten days. 
As her mind started to work again, she thought about her purpose in life… to relieve the hard on she stared at. And not just relieve it, but ask for it… taunt herself… lower herself to be the cock slut she’d been trained to be… and face a lifetime of doing it. As she looked into Cal’s eyes, she came close to defying her training. How could she be expected to actually say that? To her shock and dismay, Cal lifted a wooden paddle off his thighs and tapped it against his palm. 
“Good morning, Master,” she said, the words forced from her by the little reminder. “I’ve been a very bad girl. Now I need you to teach me a lesson over and over again. You know I don’t want to be naked for you, but check it out.” She rose up into an upright kneeling position. “Everything I don’t want you to see is right here for you. I can’t stop you. Look all you want. Touch me anywhere. Take a good look at your big sister naked and helpless. Squeeze my tits. Stroke my pussy. Play with the naughty little girl. Anytime you want, for real, in the flesh, and embarrassed as hell.
“I’m your personal slave and there is nothing you can’t do to me, Master. You and your cock are my sole purpose in life. Would you please let your big sister suck that big, yummy cock? Or do you want to fuck me first? Oh, I know… mommy always started with a spanking. Just think about how I treated you and then have my ass for as long as you want. I think it was funny to watch you get spanked… to make you stand there with your little cock hanging out… to take pictures of you…” Her heart sank as she piled on the charges it a way that was distinctly designed to anger him. “I loved it when you came to my room just for me and stripped and let me spank you. So now I know just how much I deserve a spanking. Looks like you have a clear shot. What do you think, Master? Want me to run so you can chase me with a paddle? Or want me to hold still?”
Cal’s expression went from a smirk to a broad grin. Everything she said was the opposite of what she wanted to say and he knew it. That alone was a turn on, a clear sign of her submission. He even grinned as she reminded him of his abuse. It would indeed be sweet revenge. “This is the last place on earth you want to be, bitch.” He said as he rose out of the chair. “And it’s the moment your Master has been waiting for. I’m naked, too. Look at me all you want. I don’t mind letting you look, because you need to know what you live for. You’re ashamed of your body, but I’m proud of mine. This is gonna be in your mouth pretty soon. But I think I will start with that spanking.”
Picking up a big red ball gag, he shoved it into her mouth. “I’m going to enjoy myself with your precious ass and I want you to be quiet while I do. So helpless, huh, little girl? Your biggest worry in life was what to wear to school and now look at you. Stripped of everything, including your pride. Pretty little girl trying to turn the heads of the boys and now you’re a little girl sex toy for your little brother. Arrogant big sister who took advantage of her little brother and now you can live with regret for the rest of your life. Yes, I’m going to paddle you and I want you to hold still. Think about how much fun I’m having and know that it’s all your fault.”
The young slave’s mind reeled as the vitriol spewed from her Master’s mouth. Her stepdad had debased her and she’d debased herself, but what came out of Cal’s mouth as even worse. She did look at her Master’s nudity and understood that being naked in front of her was nothing to him. She’d taunted him over it before and now she didn’t want to see him naked because it showed her what she’d worship for the rest of her life. The reminders of her former life juxtaposed with the misery of her future make her want to cry. And then the cold reminder that all this could have been avoided. It was her fault. 
Then he started paddling her. After three swats it hurt like hell and she started crying. After six she was screaming into the gag, a muffled piteous sound that told her Master she was in pain, but didn’t tell the neighbors anything at all. Incoherent though she was, she started begging for mercy after ten swats. 
Stopping to let her catch her breath, Cal said, “Just getting started, bitch. That’s half of what I got from your mom and look at you.” He ignored the fact that the paddle was far different from an open handed spank. “You are so freaking red back here. Just keep holding still though. Ready for some more? No? Who the fuck cares what you want?” As he’d been taught, the boy smacked his slave with moderate swats and she screamed just as erotically. He kept her right at that point through a total of forty swats. Her bottom was red, but not bruised. 
Counting every swat silently, Karen knew this wasn’t a game at all. He hadn’t just matched the 20, but doubled it in a clear sign of dominance. Her eyes were red and puffy, her cheeks were wet, and she could even taste her own tears.  Who the fuck cares what you want? The words rang in her mind. If she could do nothing and he didn’t care about her, then there were no limits. 
His dad was gone and Cal remembered how the mother and daughter had gotten more aroused sharing him and watching each other. It was a relief to know that his dad didn’t want to watch the finale and he didn’t want to watch his dad either. Removing his slave’s gag, Cal said, “Now I believe there was a request to suck me off. Do it.” From the time he’d gotten up and known today was the day until he landed that last swat, Cal has been in a near constant state of arousal. He wanted to use her mouth and enjoy it, but not this first time. It was fantastic to see her lips around his cock and her pretty face getting fucked, but he blew his wad in 15 seconds. Next time would be slower. 
When he was done, Cal wiped his slave’s face with a cold wet rag. “I’m giving you a new name to start your new life. You are now girlie. I wanted something short and sweet that says little girl, so that’s what I picked. C’mere, girlie,” he said as he walked away from her. 
She hesitated and then gave in, walking to him despite the humiliation of a new name that said little victim to her. It was how she imagined a predator might call to an innocent little girl, especially the c’mere, girlie that he’d just used.
Her Master stepped behind her and delivered a hard swat. She yelped and said, “What was that for… Master?” She turned white. “I… I mean, thank you, Master. May… may a slave know why she was punished?”
“These are for your tone of voice, girlie,” he said and smacked her two more times. “The first one was for taking your damn sweet time in coming when I called you.” Certain that she’d only hesitated two seconds at most, she almost questioned the fairness, but bit her tongue. No one cared what she thought. “Next time I want an instant response.”
Following him up the stairs to his room, girlie felt like she was walking into trouble. Away from his dad’s supervision, she feared her Master even more. For the next half hour, his hands roamed her body, exploring the feel and testing her reaction to caresses in various places. Bad as it was to have him fondle her, she was happy that’s all he wanted to do. He occasionally murmured a taunt like, “These are my tits now” and “Never wanted me to see your pussy and now you’ll never be able to hide it.”
When he finally stopped, she was surprised when he said, “Want to cum, girlie?”
It sounded like a trick question, but she also knew what would be most humiliating for her and therefore she knew the answer he wanted to hear. Mustering the deferential mindset she’d been taught, she said, “Yes, Master… for you.”
He chuckled and said, “No, you don’t, girlie. You can’t touch yourself and you don’t want me to play with your cunt.” She flinched at the word. “You want to disappear. You want to be left alone, but you don’t want me to touch you here,” he touched her pussy and found her clit. “You don’t want me to rub it and you don’t want to lose control and cum while I watch. You never let me watch before and you don’t want me to watch now. But that was a nice touch, girlie. Yes, Master, for you,” he mimicked her voice. 
To her astonishment, he dipped his head between her legs and licked her pussy. “What? You think I didn’t like it? You know I always got hard.” He licked her for 15 seconds. “It’s different when I want to and you don’t, isn’t it?” He laughed. “You thought I was being used and here I was enjoying my big sister’s sexy pussy… a place no other boy was allowed… a place she only allowed the most special boy in her life.”
She shook her head. No, that was so wrong. It wasn’t like that. She had been taking advantage of him. Was he really enjoying it? Damn it, he did get hard. He was the only boy to ever touch her there, but it was distinctly not because he was special. He twisted the words and the whole meaning of the event and dropped a seed of doubt in her head. It was like he’d played her. For God’s sake, he’d gotten to lick her mom and her… the little snake. He’d used them for his own pleasure. He had stood there and jacked off for them, proud to be naked and putting on a show for them. Hell, he’d probably gone back to his room and jacked off again and again thinking about their pussies. He didn’t need to see them; he’d been much more intimate than that. He’d probably even set them up so his dad would catch them and they’d end up like this. 
Unable to argue with him, she had no defense against his new interpretation of the events. Flat on her back on the floor with her arms and legs useless, she peered down at him as he licked her with his talented tongue. She couldn’t even recall the pleasure of watching him do it. Not if he enjoyed it. And now he could see all of her. He was going to watch her cum. For God’s sake, she’d liked having him blindfolded because cumming was so personal. 
Ironically, it was his sister that had taught Cal the pleasure of licking pussy. He’d hated doing it, but his stepsister tasted good and his stepmom didn’t. Now that he had the upper hand, he could do it and enjoy it. Particularly when she squirmed in discomfort while he did it. There were more things he’d learned in those days. He closed his eyes and could hear the familiar sound of her getting closer and closer. 
Lifting his head, he said, “I think that’s good enough. You really thought I’d let you cum?”
“Yes, Master,” she said without thinking. She had thought he’d embarrass her like that. 
“Without permission?” he asked, watching her face fall. “Disappointed? Want to cum? Ask nicely.” He knew that she hadn’t had an orgasm since they’d been caught. It was part of her training to only cum with permission. 
She shook her head. 
“How bad could it be, girlie? Worse than sucking cock with me watching? Worse than me fucking you and not letting you cum? Worse than just lying here all juicy and ready?” He inhaled deeply. “Worse than turning me on with your scent? Remember how good it felt?”
She nodded her head. “Master, may I cum?”
“Good girl, girlie,” he said and resumed licking her. Again he took her to the edge and stopped. “You weren’t about to cum, were you? I haven’t given you permission yet. I think you were about to cum anyway.” She shook her head in denial, but he continued. “I think we’ll start all over, but this time I want you to beg.”
“No, Master,” she said. “I don’t want it then.”
“Did I say you may beg? Did I say maybe? No, I said I want you to beg. You’ve already said you want to cum and now, girlie, your Master said to beg.”
“Yes, Master,” she said. She’d been trained to beg for mercy, for food, and for the simple right to pee. There was no halfway in begging. Her voice turned desperate. “Please, Master, a slave needs permission to cum. A slave needs to cum. A slave would do anything to cum. Would her Master please grant her the privilege of cumming for him? Would her Master like to watch her cum? Please, Master, may this miserable slave cum?”
All the while Cal was poised and ready to attack the hairless pussy as if waiting for her to beg well and then he’d grant her an orgasm. Then he pulled back and said, “Next time I ask if you want to cum, beg right away.”
The figurative slap in the face stunned girlie. He’d made her beg and then denied her. His dad never did that if she begged properly. “Master, did I beg well?”
“Yes, I’m pleased with your begging, but a slave doesn’t always get what she begs for, now does she? How spoiled would a slave get then?” He positioned himself between her legs with his cock poised over her pussy. “Now remember that a slave doesn’t get to cum. You’re just here to help me cum. I’d rather cum in you than with my hand.” He worked his cock into her pussy for his first ever fuck. 
On her back, girlie couldn’t bring her arms together to cover her small breasts. She’d tried it once when he first put her on her back, but it was futile and she knew she wasn’t allowed anyway. Likewise the position of her feet against her butt made it impossible to close her legs all the way. The result was that after nearly an hour in that position, she simply lay there with her arms flopped to the side, though not resting on the floor, and her legs spread. In short, she was totally exposed and helpless to protect her pussy. She wanted to scream at the indignity and unfairness of being casually raped, but since all that came to her mind was her recent training that was all about encouraging him, she kept silent as his cock sank to its full depth of a mere three inches. 
She could remember the feel of her Master’s dad’s cock. It was so big and stretched her so much. Her Master’s cock was comfortable, more like something that belonged in her. Yet, it was the small size that reminded her that this was her little brother. She’d been above him. She’d been the mistress and he’d been the slave. She’d gotten a thrill from commanding him. He hadn’t even seen her naked and now he was fucking her. Now she belonged to him in a way she’d never owned him. 
The recently trained master still was sexually innocent enough that he never considered that he might not be the first cock in her. He didn’t think in terms of virginity or that it would be more exciting to take that from her. If he’d known his dad had broken her in, he wouldn’t have minded. All he cared about was how good a pussy felt to his cock and how sweet it was to have his wicked stepsister be the pussy he was in. Like her, he remembered the time when the roles were reversed and how she’d treated him. He’d thought he’d never get to see her naked and here he was fucking her. 
“Yeah, girlie,” he said, his voice husky with desire as he taunted her, “so nice of you to spread your legs and hold still for me so I can fuck you. You’re beautiful, you know… beautiful and sexy. I never saw that before. All I wanted was a sister. We’re only 10 months apart… one grade. We could have been friends, but no… you wanted naughty, so now you’re getting naughty. Know what I remember? I remember your mom sticking her finger in my butt and making me cum and you laughing about it. Dad told me it’s a natural reaction, not a gay thing, but you yucked it up. Now I’m showing you I’m not gay. Not just not gay, but I’m a real man with a slave with a tight pussy…” At least that’s what dad said it would be. He didn’t know if it was tight, just that it felt good. “… who can’t do a damn thing. So, who’s laughing now, girlie?” He wasn’t exactly laughing, but his fierce grin was just as bad. 
“Fucking my big sister for the first time… first of many, many, many times.” He stroked slow and easy, wanting to get his say before he came. She’d taunted him and came quickly; he felt the pleasure of taunting her, but he was determined to take his time. “Want to see me naked? Oh, you can see me naked. Naked is so I can fuck you when I want. Wish you weren’t naked? I don’t think there’s a stitch of clothing in the house for you anymore. Wish you weren’t so helpless?” Keeping his cock in her, he stopped stroking, sat back on his haunches, and looked her over. “I know, I’ll bet you wish you’d been nicer to me. Just look at you.” He traced a finger from the top of the oval at her throat around to her left side and down just above his cock, then back up her right side to her throat again. “All the good parts on display.”
The 11-year-old started stroking in and out again and girlie hung on his every word, drinking in the humiliation with an erotic look of submission. She really had no choice but to listen. It was powerfully exciting to take her physically and mentally. The grimace he got from girlie right at the end told him he’d hit a nerve. “All mine, you hot little number,” he said as he picked up the pace and force of his thrusts. “Now beg for my cum.”
She didn’t so much hesitate as she tried to fit her training in begging to this new twist. When girlie spoke, she took on the tone of desperation that made it sound sincere. “Please, Master, a slave needs your cum. A slave needs her Master to cum in her. A slave would do anything for her Master. Would her Master please grant her the privilege of getting his cum in her pussy? Please, Master, may this miserable slave have your cum?”
As she spoke, Cal felt his cum rising. She begged for the privilege of getting his cum in her pussy! He couldn’t believe how that felt. Just as she finished, he granted her wish. “Oh yeah, a slave can have all of it.” He pumped hard, experiencing the best orgasm he’d ever had. “Fuck, are we gonna have a good time this weekend and forever.” Exhausted, he lay next to her with an arm across her belly for a few minutes. 
She could have squirmed away, but girlie knew she shouldn’t. Bound as she was, she’d be too slow for any reasonable escape attempt. The moment was calm, almost tender, as he lay there softly breathing with his arm around her. It seemed like an opportunity for something. “Cal,” she said. “We could just call it even now, couldn’t we?” The surprise in her Master’s eyes quickly changed to anger as he rose up. “Master, after a few more times?” she suggested
Straddling his slave’s hips, Cal glared down at her. “Cal? You really called me Cal? And you think this will end soon?” He slapped her face hard and laughed. “That was fun. Next time cut straight to the chase and ask to be slapped around.” He slapped her and then she raised her elbows to block a third open handed blow. “Put your arms down, girlie.”
Indignant over the slap, not to mention how much it hurt, girlie kept her elbows raised. She knew it was wrong, but she couldn’t bring herself to expose her face again. “Master, I’m sorry. You can’t mean forever.”
“Arms down,” said Cal. “Last chance.” He waited for a reaction, but she didn’t lower her arms. 
Last chance before what? girlie wondered. What’s worse than being slapped in the face? 
Cal shoved a ball gag into his slave’s mouth and fastened it behind her head. “Now you can’t make any noise,” he grinned savagely. Grabbing her nipples, he pulled up hard and listened to her gagged, gurgled screams. Then he rolled her to her stomach and started swatting her with the wooden paddle. She screamed even better as he reddened her ass with ten swats. When he paused, he said, “Your Master wants to slap your face, you insolent bitch. You deserve punishment. This paddle is not the punishment I want to give you. It’s called persuasion. When you’re ready to take your punishment of face slaps, grunt three times. Until then, I’m going to persuade you.”
The young master gave his slave a few seconds to grunt her assent to accept her punishment and when there was no sound except sobbing, he gave her ten more swats. She might have grunted three times, but amidst the other noise she was making, he couldn’t tell for sure. His cock had risen to full staff already from the thrill of earning those delicious screams from her, especially since he was pretty sure she was trying to grunt so he’d stop. 
“A slave should take advantage of a break to ask for her face to be slapped,” he said. “Once I get started with the paddle, I’m going to give you ten. No point in grunting until I’m done. Now, does a slave agree to take her punishment?”
It was so galling to be told to grunt to submit to her punishment, that girlie couldn’t bring herself to do it at the first break. When her Master started the second set of ten, she finally got the message and grunted three times. And again. And again. Screaming in pain and rage, she tried it a fourth time before he stopped to give her a breather. Finally he’d heard her and then she heard his perspective. He had heard her, but hadn’t stopped. Ten swats at a time! “Unh, unh, unh!” she insisted before he could start another ten. 
Rolled to her back, she left her arms flopped to the side and waited in dreaded anticipation. Her master drew his hand back slowly and then slapped her hard. Seeing stars, girlie forced herself to leave her arms down. How she wanted to put them up to protect herself. She wanted to scream out of the utter frustration of agreeing to her punishment and now exposing herself as if she was willingly getting slapped. 
“Well, you can put them up now,” said Cal. “I was only going to slap you three times. But hey, it was fun giving you twenty swats just so you would let me slap you one more time.” He laughed and said, “If you’d only taken your punishment, you’re ass wouldn’t be so red right now.”
No, it’s not true, thought girlie. Twenty swats so I’d take one face slap? No, that’s too cruel. Yet, she found it very believable. He had no reason to stop after the third slap unless it was what he had always intended. 
Then Cal drove the point home. “I will never harm you, girlie. No marks, no bruises, no cuts, nothing to tell anyone that you’ve been punished or played with. Slapping your face too many times could leave a mark. Your ass, on the other hand, can take as much as I want to give it with the right paddle. Your naughty mouth deserved to be slapped a few times, but you’ll never deserve to be harmed.” 
From the emphasis he put on the word, girlie understood that harmed was something special, something worse. It was hardly reassuring to know she wouldn’t be harmed because she hadn’t even considered him harming her and because he also said her ass could take as much as he wanted to give her. Ready to refute that idea, it was then that she realized he’d eased up on the swats. It hadn’t just been her imagination. It hurt every bit as much, but yes, her ass could take as many swats as he wanted. He could keep her at that level of pain indefinitely. 
 “Time to put you back,” said Cal. He stood and leashed her. “C’mon, girlie.” His cock was hard and he wanted to use her again, but his dad had been clear. He even understood the concept of isolating his slave so she’d want to be out. In fact, it sounded pretty cool that one day she’d look forward to being taken out to perform for him. That didn’t make it any easier to put her away. 
His dad stopped him at the top of the basement stairs. “Everything go OK? I thought you’d put her away by 9:30.” It was 9:45, a little over Cal’s prescribed time. 
“She called me Cal, so I had to punish her.”
“Ah, OK,” nodded his dad. “Can’t put off punishment. How did you punish her?”
“Three face slaps.”
“Hmm,” rumbled the more experienced master, “that’s fine for a first offense. I’ll show you some other things that work better. For an attitude adjustment, I’d normally use a longer term punishment. Gives a slave time to think about what she did wrong.”
“Hear that, girlie?” Cal petted her head. “You got off easy. Better be more careful.” He led her carefully down the stairs where his dad showed him how to get her out of the bitch suit without giving her freedom in the process. Ten minutes later, she was caged and alone. 
Girlie curled up in a corner of her cage as far from the cage door as she could. The taste of cum was gone, but she could still remember the metallic, salty tang of her little brother’s slimy cum and the feel of his cock thrusting between her lips. It was an absolute nightmare. His cum was still in her pussy, making it a mess that she endured because she didn’t know what else to do. Lying down wrong made it leak out, so she lay on her back with her hips slightly raised and thought briefly about the damage his cum could do. I could get pregnant! Have his baby. There was just no way anything sounded good. 
Her vengeful Master spanked her mercilessly, fucked her mouth, toyed with her, taunted her, fucked her, and then punished her in just about the most humiliating way. And what was with this longer term punishment for an attitude adjustment. Being slapped in the face was pretty memorable and now she had the time to think about the error of her ways. Cal simply wasn’t Cal anymore. She couldn’t cajole him into kinder treatment. Oh how she wished she’d been nicer. She wished she hadn’t caught her mom playing with Cal. It was her first day of being slave to her little brother and foremost in her mind was that it was her fault. She didn’t blame her mom or blame her stepdad and stepbrother for overdoing the revenge. It was all her fault. She’d been mean and hadn’t imagined the consequences of getting caught. She wanted to relive those last few weeks and be nice to her stepbrother. 
For several weeks now, meals consisted of a bowl shoved through a slit in the wall that lined up with a slit in the cage. It was usually something messy like stew, spaghetti, or “Mexican”, a mixture of beans, rice, and meat. The first time it had been delivered impersonally, she’d taken advantage of the lack of supervision to eat with her fingers. Apparently her Master could see her because he stormed in and took her food. Ever since then, she’d suffered the indignity of putting her face in the bowl and eating like a dog. 
Today, her new Master brought in a plate of food, including a grilled cheese sandwich cut in little squares, pretzels, fruit, and a big bottle of water. It was a banquet of some of her favorites and she wondered what price she’d have to pay to earn it. 
“Lie down on your stomach with your hands behind your back, girlie,” said Cal. 
“Yes, Master.” Afraid to argue and eager to earn the lunch, girlie did as she was told. Her Master opened the top of her cage and cuffed her hands behind her. He was going to make her eat with no hands. 
“Now sit up and face me.” 
To her astonishment, as she sat facing him, he fed her a square of grilled cheese sandwich through the bars. He gave her a pretzel, a grape, and a long drink of cold water. He fed her by hand, giving her time to chew and swallow. Sandwich, pretzel, fruit, and sometimes another drink. His care and concern made her wonder what he was up to, but when the plate was empty, the water was gone, and she was full, he simply stood, uncuffed her, and left. No tricks. Just a smile as he paused in the doorway and said, “You’re very beautiful, girlie.”
What was that all about? she wondered. He was nice! The food was good! And there was plenty of it! Then that remark as he looked at her. It simply rocked her to hear him say it. He’d looked her up and down during lunch as she self-consciously ate. Her master never commented on her nudity and never taunted her about her new place in life. Of all the things he could have said, that was totally unexpected and it made her feel good. After all the things he’d done to her in the morning, he’d promised not to harm her and now brought her the best food she’d had since that day. Confused, she didn’t notice that she felt better than she had before lunch. She did notice how much she’d enjoyed lunch, but not that little bit of warmth her Master had stirred in her. 
At 2:00, Cal went back down to get his slave. Just in case, his dad waited right outside as the boy prepared his slave single handedly. “Please, Master, a slave needs to pee,” said girlie as soon as he entered the room. 
He let her beg for a few seconds and then said, “OK, it’s about that time. Kneel.” She knelt in her cage and he put a heavy towel between her legs. “Go ahead and pee.”
If she hadn’t had to pee so bad, girlie might have held it for a few seconds, but that would have just gotten her in trouble. Instead, she immediately let loose a stream of pee very aware that her little brother was watching intently. For a second it seemed like he’d never seen a girl pee before and then she realized he probably hadn’t. Feeling her face redden, she just kept peeing. It wasn’t like she could stop and she wouldn’t get another chance until bedtime. She chalked up another indignity that was forced upon her. 
After cleaning his slave, Cal opened the door on the top of the cage to expose a hole that was big enough to reach through to bind his slave. Girlie could probably squeeze herself out the hole, but not easily and not before her Master could take any one of several steps to control her. Cal had been taught how to grab a hand, apply pressure, and twist; how to grab a handful of hair; how to electrify the cage; and how to use the dart gun. All were effective ways to keep even his big sister from escaping. She didn’t even consider trying since she’d felt all those before. 
Cal cuffed her hands behind her, forced her feet to her bottom and put a strong elastic band around her each leg, and then raised the entire top of the cage so he could get her out. After that, he put on the bitch suit limb by limb, never letting more than one limb free at a time. As he zipped up the back of the suit, girlie was shocked at the ease in which she’d been controlled. She was helpless again and never had a chance to be otherwise. He popped in a ball gag easy as could be and led her upstairs. It was so easy for her Master even though he was smaller and lighter. Now she was alone with him in the family room readied to serve him again. The reality of her slavery to her stepbrother sank in at that moment. 
Once in the family room, girlie expected a repeat of the morning. “Kneel there,” said her Master, pointing at a spot in front of the couch. He sat and added, “Facing me.” Rocking back on her haunches, she exposed all the good parts to her Master. “Keep your eyes on me. Blinking is allowed, but that’s it. Watch me. Don’t ever look away.” He put headphones on her with soft music playing, classical music that she hated. She kept her eyes on him as he worked the remote and then sat back to watch something on TV. She kept her eyes on him, watching his face and looking at his clothes, and drifting down to look at his slender legs. Tap, tap on her forehead and her Master pointed at his face. Her shoulders slumped. Look at his face only? That message was clear. 
Watching an episode of one of his favorite shows was like setting a timer. Commercial free on DVD, Cal watched TV for 45 minutes with his slave sitting and looking at him. He glanced at her occasionally, admiring her nude form and smiling appreciatively, careful not to spend too much time despite how much he wanted to drink every inch of his sexy sister. Twice more he tapped her forehead and pointed at his face when her attention wandered. 
For girlie, the 45 minutes were embarrassing, making her very self-conscious to be simply staring at her Master’s face. She got the message quickly that she was to look at him and only him, but it wasn’t easy. It was nerve wracking, like having a stare down with somebody who wasn’t playing the game. He mostly ignored her while she had to keep her eyes on him. He laughed, leaned forward in excitement, and a couple of times talked back to the TV though she couldn’t hear either the TV or her Master. He was having fun while she sat and stared at her Master. She got very familiar with his face, but she knew that wasn’t the purpose of her assignment. 
When the show ended, he turned off the TV and removed her headphones. “Next time if I have to remind you to look at me, I’ll punish you for each time. A slave should be happy to kneel at her Master’s feet as a distraction. A slave should be thrilled when her Master takes time from the TV to look at her. A slave even could try to distract her Master more. Those are things a slave could or should do. What a slave must do is keep her eyes on her Master’s face at all times.” 
Then Cal stood and took off his clothes. He laughed as she looked at his hard on. “And a slave may admire her Master’s cock.”
Blushing, girlie turned her eyes back to his face. I was not admiring it, she told herself. Even when he’s stripping I’m suppose to look at his face? Or his cock. 
“Now if I give a slave a choice, which would she prefer?” he teased as he rubbed his cock against her cheek. “Would she like to give me a blow job or get spanked?”
Neither, was girlie’s first impression, but she didn’t let that word slip out. Which one of those two things I don’t want to do is the least disgusting or painful? Which one is worse? “How… how many swats, Master?”
“Oh, both,” he said. “I like that choice.” 
“A spanking, Master,” she blurted in an attempt to change his mind. “I… I didn’t know the…” 
“Didn’t know which to choose? Didn’t know that you only had one chance to make a pick? Thought you’d get more information?” he sneered at her. “I never even got a choice, remember? Strip, get laughed at, get spanked, and go down on you and your mom… and have pictures taken at the same time.” 
Picking up a paddle, he told her to turn and face the TV. He swapped out DVDs and started the new one. “This is how it looks from my perspective,” he said. 
When the picture started on the TV, she saw herself from behind on a recording obviously taken just this morning. God! I look like that? You can see my pussy and my butthole. Whap! On the TV, the paddle struck her ass with a sharper sound that she remembered and she yelped. It hurt just to watch it. Then, whap! In real life, her Master’s paddle smacked her bottom. Fuck, I’m getting 40 swats. Indeed, her Master matched the movie swat for swat and she matched it scream for scream. She noticed how the swats lessened in strength, but how each one hurt just as much. 
“Time to suck cock,” announced Cal after the last swat. He pulled her up to a kneeling position and put his cock to her lips. As she took it in her mouth, he said, “You are so beautiful and now I’ve got those pretty lips doing what they should be doing. I imagine it was fun to have your little brother lick you, but it’s just sensational to have my big sister going down on me.”
This time he made her work for it, taking several minutes before he came. Twice he had to tap her forehead to get her eyes to turn up to his face. He thoroughly enjoyed the look in her eyes as she blew him. As his cum spurted into her mouth, girlie kept sucking, but he pulled his cock free. Now jerking himself off, he shot his cum on her face and chest. “Yeah, you remember the last time when mom stuck her finger in me and I just shot my cum halfway across the room? I was wishing your face was right there in the line of fire and now I get what I wished for. Would a slave like to cum?”
Shocked by the facial, girlie almost missed the question. She was coated in cum and could taste it, smell it, and feel it. It was almost too gross for words. When it sank in, she immediately started begging to cum. It was a question, but she knew there was really only one response. 
When he was satisfied with her begging, Cal said, “Enough! A slave has one minute to consider how she teased and taunted me while I ate her delicious pussy and made her cum so many times. She is to consider those words and decide how she will taunt herself while I eat her. I want to know just how much girlie doesn’t want to be spread, naked, helpless, and being forced to cum. A slave is also reminded that if she looks away from her Master’s face, she will not only not cum, but she will be punished. Your minute starts now.”
Girlie paled at the command. She could remember the cruel words she’d used over and over to debase her stepbrother. In fact, she’d relived those moments over and over for the past few weeks as she blamed herself and wished she’d not said those things. Now she had to reverse those words and debase herself. The words she used had been almost a script and so it was a matter of editing that script in her head to the opposite. The minute went by too quickly. 
“A slave has permission to cum,” said Cal. He lay her back and licked her pussy, their eyes locking as he laved her slit and clit gently at first. 
“I… I hate being tied and naked for my li-little brother,” she started tentatively, hoping he literally wanted the opposite including calling him little brother instead of Master. “I’m… umm… I’m just sitting here for him to en-enjoy and lick. Get-getting a taste of my… de-delicious pussy. Big sister just helpless to… umm… stop him and he can look all he wants. I don’t want to be… umm… his slave. It’s so unfair to take advantage of me.” The sentences were punctuated with pauses as she spewed one taunt and then thought of the next. 
Watching him actually enjoy her pussy, she found new inspiration. “My Master is so good at licking my pussy and… he likes it. Always has.” Damn it, look at him. He really has always enjoyed it. I let him in there and he wanted it. That’s what he said. He’s the only one. “I’m a lucky slave because… umm… oh, yes… because he’s the only boy I ever let touch my spe-special place and now he will any time he wants.” It wasn’t like that. It wasn’t because he was special, but… what if it was? Did I really want only him? And now it really will be only him. “Just look at me, all naked for him. I never let him see my tits or my pussy, but now he can. Naked for him any time he wants.”
Even more inspiration came as he intensified his efforts and she felt her body tingle with pleasure. It was her being abused this time, but the feeling of a building orgasm was the same. “Oh God, Master… I’m going to cum for you. Cum for my little brother even though I don’t want to… don’t want him to see me. I’m gonna cum and I can’t stop it. Master, you’re too good… I-I don’t want to cum right in front of my little brother, but I am.” She knew she could look away and that would end it. She wouldn’t cum for him, but there was a promise of punishment, not to mention she hadn’t cum in weeks and this felt incredible. He really was good. “Oh God, Master, big sister wants you to stop. Don’t make me cum.”
As she surrendered to the pending orgasm, her voice became desperate. With her eyes locked on his, she could feel his desire. He wanted her to cum and she couldn’t help it. “Now lick me, Master. Run your tongue all up and down my slit. My God, you own me.” She meant that figuratively, but as soon as she said it, she knew he literally owned her as well. “Go ahead, enjoy me because I can’t stop you. God, I’m going to cum. I wish you’d stop. I wish I could disappear. Please don’t make me cum!” Burning with humiliation, she couldn’t stop now because she was so close. When the orgasm hit her, girlie gasped, “Fuck, right in front of you!” After that she came for nearly 10 seconds squirming, squealing, and moaning in an erotic forced orgasm. 
As her orgasm abated, Cal shifted from using his tongue to rubbing her clit with his finger. It gave him the chance to rise up and look down on her glistening body. “So sexy,” he said. “So helpless.” Working her clit manually, the Master was pleased to see her respond. She hadn’t quite stopped cumming and now her eyes opened wide as it returned in full intensity. “Do it, girlie,” he said. “Do it for me. Damn, you didn’t want to cum and now you can’t stop, can you? Keep going and show little brother what a slut you are. Damn, I do own you.” His dad had said this might work to keep her cumming and it was better than he imagined. Her face was exquisite as she blushed and tried to control herself to no avail. Her body betrayed her as she felt the power of her Master. 
She thought it might go on forever, pleasured at the tips of her Master’s fingers. Then after another 10 seconds it abated again and her Master pulled his hand away. Those 20 seconds were worse than she’d imagined. On his tongue and then on his fingers, she’d been totally out of control as he pleasured her for her pleasure. He’d grinned down at her as she’d put on a show of a slave cumming simply because he wanted her to. That private feeling had gone public in a big way and she knew he could do it again any time he wanted. 
Cal put his fingers to girlie’s mouth and made her suck her juices off the two digits he’d used. “Now that was fun, girlie. I know it felt good and I know you didn’t want to cum, but you haven’t cum in so long and I wanted to show you just how thoroughly and intimately I own you. I own your mind, your body, and even your orgasms.”
To her amazement, he put his fingers back to her clit and started with slow circles again. He grinned as she whined. “That’s right. I want you to do it again. The smell and taste of my cum all over you. I want you to fight it. You don’t want to cum again. Get some backbone, girlie, and fight me. Show me what you’re made of. Show me that my big sister has some control. Fuck, I can see it already. You’re gonna do it for me. Get all sweaty with desire. Your hard little body all tense. Squirming so naughty and erotic. Your nipples get hard and you get all wet down here. I love to watch you embarrass yourself. Share your most private pleasure with me just because I want to see it again.”
Mortified, girlie tried to fight it and she succeeded for half a minute before the tingles in her pussy returned. Even after that she tried, but she could tell she was losing. It was so easy. She couldn’t move away. She watched his face as she was supposed to do, feeling the oppressive humiliation of this unexpected use of her body. He was still teasing her, but she cut him off. “Please, Master, not again. It was bad… bad enough once. Let me have some… control… don’t make me”
“Sweet! Your eyes are so big. So desperate. Fight it. Don’t put on a show for me. Beg not to cum. Beg for some dignity.”
“Master, a slave needs to be alone. Please, let me alone. For God’s sake, big sister doesn’t want to do this.”
“Your voice is so erotic.”
“Stop it, please, Master. It’s not right. Don’t make me.”
“Squirm for me.” Enjoying her desperation, he prolonged it by easing his touch and slowing. “Just look at you. Cover your tits, you naughty girl. Hide your pussy. Don’t lie on the floor and cum while your little brother watches!”
“For God’s sake, Master, I did it once already. Don’t embarrass me again. It’s so… God, I can’t help it. It’s my body and I don’t want you touching it.”
“It’s my body and it’s going to cum whether you want it or not. Such a sexy body and so squirmy. Stop it, girlie. Stop squirming. Don’t cum. Have you no decency?” He sped up his fingers. “Fuck, I’ll have to tell all the guys about how my big sister squeals when she cums. How much she likes to do it while I watch.”
Mortified, girlie exploded in orgasm. “Eeeeeeaaaa,” she squealed as it consumed her. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, in front… of my little brother. God, it’s so good… such a good one… for you, Master… can’t help it… please…” She trailed off into squeals, moans, and gasps of delight, putting on the very show she didn’t want to. 
Her Master was on her in seconds, his cock thrusting deep in her sopping pussy. “God, girlie, what are you teaching your little brother. Flat on your back and letting me fuck you. Now take it. Take my cum. I like how this turned out, girlie. Every boy should have a big sister playtoy, but most sisters aren’t so cooperative.” Aroused to the max before he even started, Cal shot his load in her in seconds. 
Cal lay atop his slave for a few minutes and then put her away in her cage unfettered. “Now think about what just happened, girlie,” he told her. “You pleased your master very much.”
For over two hours, girlie had nothing to do except think. Her two orgasms had easily been the best of her life. That only made it worse. She’d not only cum for her Master, but she’d cum hard. She couldn’t even manage to put on a bad show. Nervously she thought of how she’d never imagined you could do that to a girl and how her Master would do it over and over. It was absolutely the most appalling example of how much control he had over her. 
Her evening was interrupted by her Master considerately feeding her plenty of delicious food and then telling her again she was beautiful. It was disconcerting to see the two sides of him. His care for her and the way he fed her were as pleasant as it could be for a slave in a cage while two sessions of sex were more demeaning and degenerate than she could ever imagine. 
An hour after dinner, Cal again dressed his slave in her latex suit and took her to the family room. “Kneel,” commanded her Master. She knelt and kept her eyes on his face, acutely aware that this time her Master’s dad was in the room, too. He could see her naked just as well as her Master, though the two were watching TV. Her Master looked at her and she glanced to the side to see if his dad was checking her out. She knew he had to be, but at the moment his eyes were on the TV. 
Tap, tap. She abruptly snapped her focus back to her Master’s face. He held up one finger and then went back to watching TV. Two more times he corrected her during the 45 minutes showing her four fingers and then five for the last one. When the show was over, he rose and removed her headphones. “How many?”
“Three, Master,” she said. 
He held up five fingers. “How many?”
“Five, Master.”
“My slave was clever and quick, but I saw her look away two other times and look back before I had to correct her.” He started toying with her nipples and for a moment she thought her punishment would be another live sex show, but this time with her Master’s dad watching, too. Instead, once he hardened them, he put weighted clamps on them. 
“Oww,” she gasped in indignant pain each time.
“Very good, girlie, holding still for your punishment,” he patted her head and grinned. 
Like I had a choice at all, she thought as she burned. She’d held still because there was no option and now she held still because bouncing the weights only made it worse. Her master leaned her forward to rest on her knees and elbows. As she felt flat wood rub her bottom, she knew he had a paddle. Oh shit, this will hurt more.
“Hurts more like this,” confirmed her Master. “Let’s see how much I can make those weights bounce.” He swatted her hard and then he looked under her. “Bouncing nice. What’s a slave being punished for?”
“Master, a slave looked away from your face five times.”
He swatted her again. “How do those weights feel?”
“Master, they hurt. Just the clamps hurt, but the swats… ahhhhhh,” she gasped as he swatted her a third time. 
“Swats make the weights bounce,” he finished for her. “This is so freaking cool. A bare bottom spanking and nipple torture. Bet you’ll work harder at keeping your attention on me.” He smacked her a fourth time.
“Yes, Master,” she agreed even as she thought about how much she hated that idea. Nothing to do except stare at her Master’s face and pose in front of him for that occasional glance from him. He swatted her a fifth time and then set aside the paddle. 
“We’ll start easy, girlie,” he told her. “One swat for each time you looked away. It’ll get worse as time goes on if you take your eyes off me.” Then he removed the weights, took her to the basement, stripped her, let her pee, and turned off the light. 
Curling up, girlie suffered through reliving her day. It was absolutely the worst day of her life, even worse than having her stepdad train her for this day. It was all her fault, too. If only she’d been nicer. 
Twelve hours later, girlie’s Master came for her and she went through another day of similar torment. During the week, her Master came home from school each day and said, “What a rough day. I could sure use a blow job.” Though sometimes he could sure use a good fuck. Then after dinner he played with her again. It was on Friday when she really got disgusted with herself. She was lying on the floor of her cage, facing the door and waiting for it to open. And she was looking forward to it. 
Open up door, come on in, Master, she thought to herself. Open now… opennn… now… oh come on, how long as it been. School must be over by now. So, it’s going to opennnnn… now. Before the door actually opened, she realized the incredible boredom had her looking forward even to the arrival of her little brother and the chance to please him. It was something to do. She looked forward to dinner and to playtime after dinner. She wanted to kick herself when she realized she was glad it was Friday and her Master would spend more time with her the next two days. Insisting to herself that all she wanted was to be out of the cage, she had to face the fact that there were certain activities that went on outside of the cage that involved the chance to get out and move around, receive attention, and do the only challenging thing in her life – figure out how to please her Master. 
By now she knew every eyebrow, every freckle, every subtle nuance of his handsome face. Of course it was a handsome face because it was her face. It was literally the only face she’d seen all week. Aside from a few punishable moments, it was almost the only sight she’d seen outside her dungeon all week. She liked how straight his teeth were without even any braces. She adored the color of his eyes, eyes that she’d never even noticed before. His jaw was strong and those freckles were to die for. It was what she lived for, ergo, her impressionable young mind had rationalized that it was handsome… which it was, but big sister would never have noticed that or said anything like that. 
The little slave had even gotten used to forced orgasms. Two a day all week long and by Wednesday, she accepted that all that teasing and taunting only made her more excited. They were fantastic orgasms as they took turns winding her up. God, how unfair it was that the big sister performed for her little brother, but it was exciting. Just when she thought it couldn’t get better, last night her Master had called out, “Come and watch this, dad. She’s really a wild little thing.” Betrayal coursed through her veins as she begged not to cum in front of little brother and daddy this time, but did anyway with two resounding climaxes.  
So there she lay waiting for the door to open and disgusted that she was looking forward to it. When it finally did open, her Master came in completely naked and said, “Who wants to play naughty?” And she smiled. 
*****
Cal had enjoyed his stepsister slave for a week when it came time for his stepmom to meet the young master. She was her husband’s slave, but Jeff was going to share her with his son this morning and thereafter the boy would have permission to use her whenever his dad wasn’t around. Knowing she was going to meet the boy she’d tormented, stupid bitch (or just stupid when she was good, bitch when she was bad, or stupid bitch when she was really bad) steamed inside her custom fitted bitch suit. For two weeks she’d known about this and for the past week her training had been very intensive. She had no doubt she’d do everything just right, but it still drove her crazy to imagine groveling for her 11-year-old stepson. A grown woman, I simply should not be subjected to performing for and belonging to a little boy. Why did I have to torment him and end up like this? No matter how much I deserve it, it’s disgusting.
With girlie safely ensconced in her own dungeon, stupid still didn’t know her daughter was a slave. As far as she knew, her daughter had been sent to boarding school so her husband and his son could get away with this sordid sexual slavery. The chance to meet Cal was the first time she’d been out of her little space since that fateful day. Unlike her daughter, she didn’t realize how meaningful it was to be out and didn’t notice her own eagerness to get upstairs. 
Playing the slave for her son had promise that she kept to herself. The boy was weak physically and mentally. If she could get free while her Master was not around, she could overpower the boy and call for help. Even if she didn’t get free, she plotted how she could twist him to her purposes just the way she’d twisted him into a little puppet who’d taken his spanking and licked her pussy without saying a word to his dad. She only needed time. 
Stupid bitch knew how she looked in the restrictive suit. Her Master had shown her pictures from every angle. Like her daughter’s suit, her limbs were bent and useless and the oval of her underbelly exposed everything a little boy shouldn’t see on his stepmom. She hated the way her tits hung down with the aid of gravity and from behind she looked like she was inviting a cock in her pussy, a cock in her ass, or a paddle across her broad ass. Her Master had repeatedly demonstrated all three plus the use of her mouth until she could take his entire depth. Oh he’d demonstrated a lot more than that and that was why she was going to humiliate herself for her young Master. 
Ambling into the room on her elbows and knees, stupid immediately caught sight of the 11-year-old lounging in the chair on the far side of the room. She still had no idea her daughter had been his slave for a week as she walked up to her young Master who, for this initiation, wore shorts and a T-shirt. Pushing herself up clumsily, she reared up like a horse and came to rest on her haunches in an upright kneeling position to face the boy with her body totally exposed. 
She’d practiced her lines mechanically over and over and now as she said them, they were from rote memory, but this time with context, feeling, and humiliation. “Good morning, Cal sweetie, remember how I wouldn’t let you see me naked? Now you can look all you want. Check out my big gazongas,” she shook her tits so he didn’t miss the reference. His eyes were already fixated on them. She blushed at the demeaning term she used for her breasts and at shaking her gazongas for him. “Ever tit slap a stupid bitch? Now’s your chance to smack my big, bouncy gazongas around all you want, Cal sweetie.” She grimaced every time she said Cal sweetie and saw the look of disgust in his eyes. 
“Such a naughty mommy, but I want to make it up to you. I’d love to have your sweet cock between my lips. Bet you’d love to fuck mommy’s face. Mmm, such a beautiful cock and I just know that little boys love blow jobs from their wicked step mommies. I want to have you in my mouth and feel you spurt your cum and then swallow it into my tummy.” He leaned back and she could see the bulge in his tight shorts. Humiliated to the core, she knew she wasn’t just all talk; she was going to do everything she suggested. 
“So much to do to mommy. Lay me back and stick your cock in my pussy. Fuck a grown woman. It’s what I’m here for, Cal sweetie. Just for you to use any way you want. The last thing I ever wanted was to be raped by an 11-year-old, but just for you, I’ve changed my mind. Wow, do I ever want your cock in my pussy. Do you know why? Because I’m just a stupid bitch, a slave, a piece of property, and a fucktoy for my young Master. It’s what I am now. Mommy is just a slut for you and my Master to use.” Oh how she wanted to stop. Groveling before her stepson was wrong, but there were worse things that being fucktoy to a horny 11-year-old. In training, she’d started to believe that she was just a slut for her Master to use, but now the morals that had been driven out of her resurfaced and she felt the injustice of her position anew. 
There was just no alternative and she kept going. “My young Master should shove his cock up my ass, too. Ever bang a bitch from behind? I’m so tight back there you’ll cum like crazy, but what I want even more than your cum in my ass is for you to fuck my poop chute and then fuck my mouth. Mommy wants to suck her own shit off your cock.” She thought for a moment he was going to get up right then and there and take her just like that, but he stayed seated obviously trying to picture it instead. 
“One thing you have to take care of first though, Cal sweetie. Stupid bitch knows how much you hate being called that, so you should give me 10 swats for every time I called you that. That’s 40 swats on mommy’s poor, helpless, lily white ass, Cal sweetie. Oops, I did it again. I’m such a stupid bitch. That’s 50 now, Cal sweetie. Oh, for God’s sake, look at that, stupid bitch said it again, so now we’re up to 60. Whoo hoo. Bet you’ll love that, won’t you, Cal sweetie. Oh fuck, no, not again. I’ll just shut up now so you can show me how naughty I am.” She didn’t know which was worse… setting herself up for 70 swats from the vengeful boy or offering her body to him. After all that practice, now that she’d done it for real, she realized that it wasn’t either/or, he was going to do both. 
After a week with his own slave, Cal knew how to enjoy stupid bitch. He stood, patted her head, and said, “There, there, stupid bitch. Seventy swats will be over before you know it. Maybe less than an hour. So say that. Say, I understand I’m getting 70 swats, Cal sweetie.”
The woman’s eyes got big as he gave her a simple command. He was going to make her say that dreaded name and then she was going to get not 70, but 80 swats. “I understand I’m getting 70 swats, Cal sweetie.”
“You understand wrong, stupid. You’re getting 80 now.” He drew back his hand and slapped her left tit hard. “Tit slapping,” he grinned. “I like that idea.” Though he really wanted to fondle the milky white globes, he slapped them several times and enjoyed the way they bounced and the look of pain and submission on her face. 
“Open wide,” he said and shoved a big red ball gag into her mouth when she opened and then fastened its strap behind her head. “Keeps a slave quiet while she’s getting what’s coming to her.” He took hold of her hair and lowered her back to her elbows and knees and stepped behind her with his paddle. “Gonna hit a few home runs now. What I’m trying to do is smack that ball in your mouth over the fence. So let’s see how that works.” Standing like a batter, he took ten tremendous swings. By then, stupid was screaming as loud as a ball gag would let her. From the force and shock of the blows, she felt like the ball might really pop out of her mouth if it wasn’t strapped in place. He paused and squatted in front of her, his face inches from her tear stained face. “Jeez, that ball is still there, isn’t it?” he grinned, knowing how absurd it was to think he could dislodge it with a spanking. “Guess I’ll have to keep trying. That OK with you?” He grinned even wider at the look of despair and submission. 
The implication that he was going to hit her just as hard as those first ten and the fact that her ass was already bright red and sore meant she missed the fact that he eased up the swats. The burn of incredible, screaming pain held steady while the burn of humiliation and frustration built over what was indeed more than an hour of paddling. Only when it was finished did she realize that she wasn’t bruised and bleeding. Her young Master had paddled her just like her Master did, endless pain with no marks. She didn’t know if she was comforted or more worried that the boy knew what he was doing. Her Master had spanked her over a hundred times once. 
When he was finished, Cal removed her gag and squatted in front of her again. “You have any idea how hard it is to punish a naughty slave?” He stood back up with the bulge in his shorts obvious. “It’s this hard. Yeah, I’ve been hard since that first swat on that poor, helpless, fire engine red ass. So listen closely. Do not ever call me Cal sweetie again even if I order you to. I’ll be all over your ass again and I like it.”
Pulling off his shirt, he said, “I know you like how my chest looks. Enjoy it, stupid. I don’t mind getting naked in front of you. When I get naked, you worship my body. You have any idea how hot it was to have my stepmom want to see me naked so she could worship my body? Yeah, you’re ashamed and embarrassed about your body, but I’m proud of mine.” He pulled down his shorts. “There’s what you want to see. I like it when you look at it. Fuck, stupid, you make me feel sexy and powerful when you admire my cock. Now let’s get to it. My cum in your tummy.” He stepped closer and touched his cock to her lips. 
Like her daughter the week before, stupid reeled at the different interpretation of her abuse of him. She hadn’t worshipped his body, but she had admired it. She enjoyed making him show her everything and now it sounded like he’d enjoyed it, too. Did I worship it? No, but did he think I did? Look at him proudly showing me what I thought I was forcing him to show me. And yes, I am ashamed and embarrassed to be naked for him. Regardless of the past, things were different. She was going to worship his body and she was going to be naked for him. As his cock thrust forward, she opened her mouth and took him in. He was hardly a mouthful, but at 11, her young Master’s mouthful was more disgusting that her Master’s gagging depth. 
Cal thought her lips felt incredible and the look of her lips pursed around his slender cock was better than he’d imagined. “There is something special about getting a blow job from you. My cock in your mouth and you can’t stop. You have to suck it. You want to stop, but you can’t. Dad said it would just kill you to suck my cock. You know what I told him? I wouldn’t even have thought about you sucking my cock until you molested me. So, this is extra special good just because you’re a twisted, stupid bitch.
 “Best part,” said Cal as he watched her bob up and down his cock. “You offered your own daughter up to me. You made her worship my body, too. You made her long for my attention. As if it wasn’t enough that my stepmom gave me a hard on, you gave me my stepsister to do the same.” When she looked up at him, he smiled. “She was a tasty piece of ass and I’ll bet she’d love to go down on me, too.” 
The only reason stupid didn’t interrupt the blow job at that comment was the fact that her daughter was safely tucked away in boarding school. Obviously her daughter wasn’t here or she wouldn’t be forced to do this right in the family room. Sure, she flashed a second of concern at the mere suggestion of the 12-year-old going down on her stepbrother, but she knew it was impossible and she wasn’t stupid enough to fall for his attempt to goad her into stopping, something that would only be trouble. 
As he felt his cum rising, he changed his confident tone to a more boyish tone. “Oh, mommy, thank you for showing me how good a woman’s lips feel. I’ll bet none of the other boys have a mommy who likes cock this much. You really shouldn’t do this, but it feels really, really good and I won’t tell anybody. Oh gosh, mommy, something’s going to happen. It feels funny. Mommy, what’s going to happen? I’ve never felt like this before.” Then he thrust hard, shooting his cum into her sucking mouth. His voice was back to that scary confident tone as he said, “Yeah, get a taste of me, bitch. Fucking cumming right in your mouth.” Sated, he watched her swallow his load. “Right where I’ve always wanted it, in your tummy.”
Helping her back upright, he squeezed her tits. “Jeez, are your nipples hard? You get turned on sucking off little boys?” Toying with them, he made sure they were hard whether or not they had been when he started. “Big damn tits and they’re all mine. Guess they’re really dad’s, but when he’s not around… and summer break is coming soon… I get to play with you all I want.”
He snapped a leash on her collar, the only thing she wore, he said, “I know you want to do more, but I’m going to put you away for now. After lunch we’ll play more.” He led her back to the basement, caged her, unzipped her bitch suit and helped her get one arm free. “You do the rest,” he told her as he left. 
Left alone, stupid squirmed out of her suit. As tight as it was, it wasn’t at all easy, but the fact that he had her take the suit off gave her some hope. After the session, she realized he wasn’t the weak willed boy of two months ago, but he still was just a little boy. If her young Master was going to play with her during the summer, then he’d have to get her into the suit. With one arm free she’d had some control and she figured she could overpower him while he put the suit on her. He couldn’t possibly get her into the suit alone and that would be her chance.  After having the tables turned on her, she thought about turning them back again. 
A week ago, a new addition had been added to her cage, but stupid didn’t understand the full import. It was crank and shaft at the end of her cage. When Cal came down for her in the afternoon, he opened the circular hole at that end of the cage and had her stick her head out. “Extend your tongue,” he commanded. Still helpless in her cage, stupid didn’t dare defy him. She stuck out her tongue and he clipped a short wire to the ring her Master had personally put there. He connected the other end of the wire to the cage, removed the catches on both ends of the cage, completely removed the end behind her, and started turning the crank. As he did, the end of the cage where her head was stuck pushed toward her. In less than a minute, he’d cranked the end of the cage from front to rear and she was out of the cage, yet still firmly attached to it by her tongue. 
As Cal put her in the bitch suit all by himself while she was immobilized, stupid understood that her thoughts of escape were pointless. He put her in the suit and she’d never had a chance to be free. Once she was trapped, he snapped a leash to her collar. “C’mon, stupid, let’s go play some more WIL. Wonder what that is? WIL… double-u eye ell stands for Whatever I Like. Fun game, huh?”
Up in the family room, the young Master ran his hands over every inch of her exposed skin, taunting her as he did. “Does mommy like being my squeeze toy? Does mommy like showing me everything? Does mommy like being my slave? I sure do like having a helpless bitch to play with.” He was hard as a rock after nearly half an hour of that and stuck his cock in her mouth, her pussy, her ass, and then her mouth again. It wasn’t enough for him to cum, just enough for him to claim her and make her suck her shit off his cock. 
She’d expected worse, so stupid had nothing to complain about. There was no spanking, just humiliation. Then her Master joined them. “Let’s go play,” he said as he obviously took charge of her, though he set her in an upright kneeling position rather than on all fours to lead her away. 
“Yeah, I’m done with her dad. I’d rather play with my own slave.”
Jeff laughed. “Yeah, you’re a horny one. Good thing I got you your own slave.” 
Stupid had no idea what they were talking about, but both of them emphasized the words own slave, so she knew something was up. How could he possibly have his own slave? It was impossible, so she decided they were teasing her.
“Yep, I like stupid’s big tits, but I really like having a slave my own age. She’s so submissive and malleable. So easy to train.” 
From the look on stupid’s face, Jeff surmised that she couldn’t even comprehend the idea of her daughter as Cal’s slave. It looked like she didn’t believe that Cal could have his own slave, which was true – she didn’t believe it. Stupid thought they were making it up, so she didn’t even stop to consider who the mystery slave might be. “It’s only fair,” he said. “They were both taking advantage of you, so they should both be slaves.” He finally got the satisfaction of a growing realization in stupid’s eyes. “I get the big one and you get the little one.”
Beaten down, stupid’s maternal instinct rose to the surface. “No, you said she was at boarding school. You’re kidding me. You’re making it up. You can’t make Karen a slave. For God’s sake, Jeff, she’s only 12.”
“For God’s sake, stupid,” said Cal. “I’m only 11 and you didn’t have a problem molesting me. Why should she get off easy? Both of you were doing it. Did you know about the private time? The times she took me to her room and made me do it all just for her? She was worse than you. And she’s not Karen anymore, she’s girlie.”
“No,” protested stupid, trying to deny what they were saying. “You can’t do that to her. I… I’ll do anything you want. You don’t need her.”
“You’ll do anything I want?” asked Cal as he grabbed her useless stumps that served as front legs for the woman. “I think you’re doing that already and you will every time I want you to. Just sucked your shit off my cock and you’ll do it any time I want, but there’s two of us and we each need a slave to keep us happy.”
“Let me see her,” insisted stupid. “I want to see my daughter and what have you done with Alan?”
Girlie waited right where her Master’s dad had left her with headphones on and a ball gag to keep her silent. She was used to the headphones by now as a way of isolating her from the world around her, but she hadn’t been left alone with them on before. And how she was bound was odd. Instead of the suit that made her so helpless, she had only cuffs on her ankles linked with a six inch hobble and cuffs on her wrists linked to her ankle cuffs so she could stand comfortably, but not raise her arms more than a few inches. She hated alone time except that this bondage gave her so much freedom she figured her Master would come very soon; he was probably even watching her now to see if she was bad. 
“I’ll go get her now,” said Cal, grinning at stupid. He stepped out of the room to where his dad had left girlie. Removing her headphones, he said, “Until I say otherwise, you’re not required to look only at me, girlie. Come.”
“Alan is safe,” Jeff told stupid after Cal left. “On the other hand, you have totally forgotten your place, stupid bitch, so I’m going to have to punish you severely and I’ll do it with girlie watching. Ready to get tortured in front of your daughter?”
The woman had about three seconds to think about how she’d forgotten her place. Not calling them Master. Her tone of voice. Insisting instead of begging. Her Master had already punished her severely for those kinds of things and it was just worse each time. Then Cal led girlie into the room. “Noooo,” she wailed as she saw the small naked form chained at wrists and ankles. There was no denying that it was her daughter, that the girl was a slave, and that the 12-year-old’s adolescent body was completely available to anything her daughter’s Master desired. Horrified, she realized she’d been posed facing the door so her daughter could see her helpless nudity. 
Just reminded of her place and pending punishment… he’d actually used the word torture… stupid said nothing more after the one plaintive syllable. She didn’t move as her daughter gaped at her, looked at the young Master in astonishment, and then back to her. The implication was clear to her. Mommy is not only naked, but naked in front of the boy. Stupid felt the humiliation of being posed naked for all three to see. She couldn’t cover herself even if she dared. It was so frustrating, she just wanted to die. 
Told her mother was in jail, girlie had a second or two of denial before she accepted that it really was her mom wearing a suit just like the one she’d worn all week. In all the times they’d abused Cal, she hadn’t ever actually looked at her mom. She’d seen her mom naked below the waist, but she’d never been interested enough to look. Now, after a brief glance at her Master, she did take the time to look over the woman’s body, considering stupid’s mouth, tits, and pussy as things her Master had probably already used for his own pleasure. Mom is not only naked, but she probably serviced my Master in ways I know she detests. Did she blow him? Did he fuck her? A faint smile crossed her face as she realized her mom was paying the same way she was paying. A fellow slave… one who deserved it more than she did… one who hated it more than she did… one who’d once been so haughty in her abuse of her stepson… one who’d been lowered to her level. 
“What do you think, girlie?” asked her Master, intrigued by the smile.  
“Master, you could do anything to her. Have you?” Was that why I was left alone this morning? 
“Tell her what you’ve done for me, stupid,” ordered Cal. 
Mortified at her daughter’s smile, stupid couldn’t figure out why the girl would react like that. There was nothing funny about their predicament. She blanched at the command to tell all, but did it anyway. “This morning I held still while your Master spanked me 80 swats and then I sucked him off and swallowed his cum. This afternoon, I held still while he touched me wherever he wanted. He put his cock in my mouth, my pussy, and my ass. Then, I sucked my own shit off his cock.” As she spoke, girlie’s smile broadened. Then, when she said she’d sucked her shit off his cock, she understood that as far as girlie was concerned, she was getting what she deserved. The little slave blamed her for everything and was happy she was a slave, too.  
“Come here, girlie,” said Cal. He walked to his favorite chair and sat. “Eyes on me now.”
The 12-year-old slave knelt in front of her Master and looked up at his face, never wavering to even glance over at her mom. Which is not to say she sat still. Her Master looked away, over at the big slave, and girlie rocked side to side and leaned back to call attention to her tits. She felt the thrill of success when he looked at her tits and then down to her pussy. Each time he looked away, she moved to capture his attention. Sometimes it was a couple of minutes before he looked again, but she could tell he was working hard to not look at her. 
For ten minutes, stupid knelt and watched girlie’s trained devotion to her Master. Unlike girlie, she was not happy to have a fellow slave, especially since it was her daughter. So, it was almost painful to watch girlie stare at her Master’s face minute after minute and shocking to watch how the girl vied for his attention. It was like a game except she was aware the young Master would punish his slave severely if she so much as looked away for a second. Having an adolescent girl flaunting her body with apparent pleasure was obscene. And there was nothing she could do about. How long has Karen been his slave? How has he trained her? What else has he done to her?
At the end of both sessions yesterday, Cal had told girlie what she would do for him on Saturday. She just didn’t know she’d have an audience. This part she’d do without special instructions and it wouldn’t take more than a few instructions to get her to do the other part. With her mom watching, now she understood why she’d been told in advance. Her Master wanted her to perform with virtually no instruction. She was putting on a show for her mom. 
After ten minutes, Cal said, “Would you like to play with yourself for me?”
“Yes, Master, a slave longs to show you just how naughty she can be. Please, Master, I need to play with myself. May your beautiful slave diddle herself to distraction? She needs to put her fingers where they don’t belong and get all excited for you. I won’t cum. I promise I won’t cum. Just the way Master likes it. All wound up. All excited. Almost ready to cum, but just teasing myself for my Master. Please, I’m begging Master for the chance to be a sex hungry slut. And then I’ll beg to cum. Master doesn’t even have to say yes. I’ll be so horny I can’t stand it, but I won’t cum unless Master says I can. Just watch me squirm and beg. Please, may I touch myself, Master?”
“You may now play with yourself,” said Cal, with a glance at stupid. 
Of course! This is why my hands are free… duh. She put two fingers to her clit and started massaging slowly, still with her eyes focused on her Master. It was so much better this way. Staring at him had become easy, even pleasant in a way. As the tingle grew in her pussy, it was arousing this time. In less than two minutes she was on the edge and, just like she said, she squirmed delectably. “Master, a slave needs to cum. I’m so fucking horny. Watch me diddle myself. God, I love this, but I need to cum. Feed me your cock while I cum. I love cocksucking and I’ll cum so good for you if your cock is between my pouty, blowjob lips. I’ll play with your cum. I’ll swallow your cum. Please, just let me cum, Master.”
For three minutes, Cal let her beg and finally, after a total of five minutes with her fingers in her pussy, he said, “Yes, girlie. You may cum when I do.” His cock had been rock hard for several minutes. All he did was stand in front of her and she leaned forward, engulfing him with an eagerness that astonished stupid. The woman couldn’t take her eyes off the incredible sight. She still appreciated the young boy’s body and to watch her daughter make love to his cock was erotic. They were just children. It had excited her to watch him go down on her and, against her will, she found the role reversal just as exciting. 
When her Master’s cock twitched and flooded her mouth with his cum, girlie had only to press a little harder and rub a little faster and she came hard with the taste of her Master full upon her. It was a wonderful, powerful orgasm and even when he was finished, she kept rubbing and cumming. Her tongue rolled the cum around in her mouth for a few seconds and then she swallowed. “God, Master, watch me cum for you. You taste so good. I want to cum forever.”
After 15 seconds, Cal knelt beside her and pushed her hand away with his, putting two fingers to her clit and rubbing as hard and fast as his slave had. “Keep cumming for me, girlie.” He helped her lie back while keeping her orgasm alive. “Put your cum juice all over my hand. Squirm. Squeal. Show me why I’m the Master.” He took a nipple between his lips and sucked on it, then bit the hard nub and stretched it out half an inch. “Give me everything,” he said as he released her nipple. “Show mommy what a cock hungry slut you are.”
After another 15 seconds, he shifted his position cautiously so he didn’t interrupt her orgasm. When he was in position, he said, “Now, give Master a taste of his slave’s delicious pussy.” He put his face to her pussy and licked and nibbled on her clit, driving her into another fit of squirms and squeals. Slowly counting to 30, he knew she’d been cumming for over a minute and then he lifted his face from her pussy and let her calm down. 
There was one thing left to do and since she was panting heavily, he waited a minute or two before he asked her, “Why would your Master let you cum longer than he did?”
As instructed, she looked at her mom. “Because you want…” fill in the blank… why… what does he want me to say… “… mommy to see how deeply, intimately, and completely you own your big sister.” Then her adoring eyes went back to her Master’s face. “I can’t control myself, Master. And I love belonging to you.” That last claim was half true… closer to being true than yesterday. She did love how he made her feel. 
Aware the show was being put on for her, stupid still ate it all up. The way girlie looked at him… girlie’s eagerness to suck him… girlie’s prolonged orgasm unlike anything she’d ever experienced… and then the final admission. Her daughter was a sex slave and it was all her fault. Bad enough she was paying for it, but now she had to bear the guilt of knowing her daughter had been enslaved because of her and the guilt of being excited to watch. 
The focus shifted to stupid as her Master said, “Time for your punishment.” He jerked her leash and she followed him into the punishment room in the basement. Putting her on her stomach, he unzipped the suit and freed an arm, but quickly tied a rope to it that stretched her arm to the side and pulled her hand a foot off the floor. She thought to strike out at him, but she was always so stiff when her limbs were first freed and he was just too quick for her. He tied the other arm similarly and then each leg so she was spread eagle face down on the floor with her hands and feet elevated. Then he winched her into the air until she was suspended three feet off the ground by her extended, straining limbs. 
He’d said torture and it already hurt. If he left her like this, she’d be in acute pain very soon. He’d also said tortured in front of her daughter and as she hung there, girlie knelt in front of her. “She was very bad when she learned you were a slave,” said Cal. “Now watch what very bad slaves get.” Caressing her face, he added, “You were very good, girlie.”
Jeff pulled stupid’s hair into a pony tail and tied a rope to it. With that rope he pulled her head back until she was staring at the ceiling. Then he got her tongue and tied a string around it and tied the string to the ceiling. “Your naughty tongue got you here,” said the Master as he untied her hair. 
“Aahhhhhh,” she screamed as she realized what he’d just done. The rope on her hair held her head back. That was uncomfortable, but it at least supported her head. With the rope gone, her head was back because her tongue was tied to the ceiling. Painful and no real support. She had to strain her neck to keep her head back and still could see two inches of her own tongue. She was horrified to know her tongue was stretched painfully three inches out of her mouth and she’d see even more of it if she relaxed her neck. 
“Jeez, I didn’t know a tongue was that long,” said Cal. His surprise at the sight only added to stupid’s despair. 
My God! Cal and girlie are watching this. It brought a new meaning to the fact that her Master could do anything he wanted. He could torture her while the kids watched. “You do the honors, Cal,” said her Master. Staring at the ceiling, she expected the honors would include a spanking about now. 
Instead, she felt the boy play with her nipples and then clamp them. And then he put weights on the clamps. She could hear him move underneath her and then, “Eeeeee, ahhhhh,” she squealed, protesting as fingers probed for her clit. She went up an octave and many decibels when he pulled it out and clamped it and weighted it. 
Every part of her body hurt already and there was no way to let her Master know her neck was giving out. She tried to imagine the consequences. Would it pull her tongue out or would her tongue be strong enough to hold her head up? Then her Master said, “You’re naughty tongue got you here. Would a slave like to show that her tongue isn’t naughty?” 
She could barely make a sound, let alone a coherent one, but at the slight grunt, her Master said, “I’ll take that as a yes.” He untied her tongue and let her head hang down. Standing in front of her, he said, “Lick my cock and balls.” Then he waved at Cal. “Move over here where you can see and bring girlie.” As her tongue reached out and licked the underside of her Master’s cock, he said, “Lick my cock and balls while they watch.”
With no choice, stupid didn’t balk even when she was reminded her stepson and daughter were watching her. Sure she burned with extra embarrassment and frustration as she licked his cock all over and licked his hairy balls for the preteens, but she valued her own tongue. When her Master’s cock and balls were wet, he stepped aside. “Now lick your young Master’s cock and balls and hope girlie doesn’t get jealous.” Cal let her lick him for a couple of minutes and then stepped away.
Hoping that was all, stupid was utterly astonished when her young Master said, “Now lick girlie’s juicy pussy. Your master will get you down when she cums. Girlie, you may cum as soon as you can.”
Lick another girl? Lick my own daughter? Until she cums? For God’s sake, I’ve never done anything like that before and now this is what it takes to get down? As girlie pressed to her face, she caught the smell of an aroused girl and it was disgusting. No way, I just can’t do it. “Please, I’ve never… done that. Anything else. Please, I’ll do anything else, but not that.”
“Back up, girlie,” said Jeff. “I guess that’s too much for her.” Corralling stupid’s tongue, he tied the string to it again. This time, he pulled her tongue way out and tied it to a cleat on the wall in front of her. “Now you let me know when you change your mind, stupid bitch.”
The helpless woman thought this might just be worse. He’d had to let her loose from the ceiling or she’d be hurt badly, but now he could leave her like this for a long time. Girlie was still where she could see her and she stared at the pussy, already knowing she was going to lick it. This would go on until she couldn’t take it anymore. 
“I think this will help you decide,” said her Master, but she couldn’t turn her head to look. Instead, she waited in dreaded anticipation, wondering what else he could do to her. Something pressed against her ass and then she felt an electric shock. She squealed in pain, but there was more than the shock at work. She’d jerked, making the weights bobble and her body sway. The brief acute pain led to a deeper, longer ache. 
Stupid nodded her head slightly and grunted. “You ready?” asked her Master. Again she nodded and grunted. In half a minute her tongue ran up her daughter’s slit and she caught the smile on girlie’s face. God, she likes it. Likes watching me debase myself. Maybe she just likes cumming and doesn’t care how. Either way, the smile made her burn as she licked up and down the disgusting, messy slit. 
Unsure of how to tell her Master something, girlie finally raised her hand after a couple of minutes. “Yes, girlie, what is it?”
“Master, she’s not doing it right. May I tell her how to do it better? Or else she might not ever get down.”
“Yes, girlie, you may coach her.”
“Thank you, Master. My clit is higher than that, stupid.” The advice came out more like a reprimand with the stupid sounding less like a name and more like stupid was just plain stupid for not knowing where a clit was. “Higher… OK, there it is. Now you sorta circle it. Did you pay attention when my Master licked you before we were… umm… slaves? Circle it and poke it with the end of your tongue. Rub it. It works good with fingers, but all you got is your tongue, so use it like a finger, stupid.”
Thoroughly disgusted with the taste, stupid felt stupid as she followed girlie’s advice. The girl was instructing her on the proper way to eat pussy and she doubted girlie had even done it personally. She had just paid attention to her Master’s technique. Once she found girlie’s clit, she stayed with it, tonguing it gently. “A little bit harder than that. And can you do it faster? You’re gonna do it even harder and faster right at the end. If you don’t like it, you should hurry. Do it right. My Master likes to do it and takes his time. That’s better for me, but not for you, huh?”
After another thirty seconds, girlie moaned softly. “There, that’s good and I’m getting tingly. No, not faster yet. Just keep this up.” Then she moaned again. “God, mommy, look at us. You got your tongue in my pussy and C-C… my Master is watching. How fucking naughty is that? Well, don’t stop, stupid. I’m just… it speeds things up… when I talk dirty. I’m helping.” She glanced guiltily at her Master. She’d never told him she liked it. She’d never admitted to him that it practically made her tingle just to think about the big sister, little brother thing or when she thought about how unfair this was and now about how her mommy was a slave forced to lick her. 
Much as she hated the dirty talk, stupid was willing to accept that girlie got turned on by it. She’d noticed how it turned her on to talk about Cal when he was going down on her, so it actually made sense to talk dirty about mommy going down on her. When she resumed licking, she cursed herself for the break because she almost had to start all over. When girlie started up 30 seconds later, it sounded a lot like how she’d taunted Cal. “I love being tied and naked with my mommy tied and naked and eating my pussy. Yum yum, huh? Get a taste of my pussy. Lick me, mommy. Fucking go down on me. They’re making us be lezzie sluts. Making us be girl lovers. Run your long tongue all up and down my slit. I love to watch and I love how it feels. Show our Masters you’ll do anything for them. Fuck yeah, mommy, you wish you could stop? Not gonna happen. You hurt all over and got those weights dangling. You have to and we’re gonna do it anytime they want. You have any idea how much big sister hates cumming for her little brother?”
When she mentioned big sister and little brother, girlie felt her orgasm rising. “Now do it harder and faster. Embarrass the hell out of me by making me cum for little brother. God, I could just back up, but I can’t. Gonna hump on your face and cum because I have to.” She grabbed stupid’s hair and held her mommy tight to her pussy as she came. The one thing she felt she could do was back away after about five seconds. It took tremendous will power in the midst of a great orgasm, but she managed. Her mommy’s face was slick with juices, just like her Master’s face after he ate her, but it was obvious her mommy didn’t like it at all. To her surprise, the sight almost made her push her pussy back in stupid’s face, but she knew that wasn’t allowed. 
Winched back to the floor, stupid was too weak to fight as her Master tied her wrists behind her back and ankles together. Then she was unceremoniously put in her cage. 
As he put girlie away, Cal said, “So, big sister likes dirty talk. I think big sister likes being little brother’s slave. I think girlie liked embarrassing stupid.”  He grinned as she blushed but didn’t argue. “I think girlie is a beautiful, wonderful slave and maybe girlie thinks I’m a handsome, wonderful Master.” He put his finger to her lips so she wouldn’t respond to that. Then he left her with that thought the last thing he shared with her. 
His dad had just put stupid away and was still in the basement. “Jeez, dad, that made me so excited… well, I could put girlie to good use now.”
“And you’ll wait because…”
“Because the Master has control,” finished Cal. “I didn’t mean I would, just that…” He shrugged. “How come you didn’t show me this room before?” Cal nodded toward the door of the punishment room. 
“I’ll have to show you how to use each and every piece of equipment,” said his dad. “You are not allowed to use anything in there until I say you’re ready. Used improperly there are things that could really hurt a slave.”
“That’s OK, I don’t think girlie needs much severe punishment anymore. She’s pretty good, isn’t she?”
“Yes, she is pretty good and quite a surprise this afternoon,” Jeff winked. “However, while everything in there is for punishment, you’d be surprised at how much fun you and your slave could have playing with it. A spanking for punishment is different than a spanking for fun. I want you to try something different after dinner.” 
Cal was a little dubious as his dad explained ‘something different’, but he was willing to give it a try. It sounded like wicked fun if his dad was right.
So, after dinner, Cal had his slave in her bitch suit in the family room with a paddle in his hand. Girlie focused on her Master’s face, but she knew he had a paddle and wondered if she’d done something wrong. “A slave is not required to look only at Master while we play tonight,” said Cal. Her eyes fell to the paddle. “I have a very good slave and I’m pleased with what she did this afternoon. So, we’re going to play.” Setting the paddle aside, he knelt in front of her and said, “We’re starting with a kiss.”
Her Master had used girlie in many ways, but he hadn’t kissed her. She shied away as he leaned in with his lips parted slightly. A kiss was very personal, a sign of love. Not meeting his lips, she wondered if this was what the paddle was for. Yet, he just smiled. “Does my beautiful, wonderful slave think she doesn’t deserve a kiss from her Master? Or does big sister not want to kiss little brother?”
“I-I think we’re not in love, Master” she replied. 
“Oh, we’re not?” he teased. “Well, I am your Master and I think a kiss is less intimate than having my cock in your mouth. You do what you’re told because you’re a slave. It’s not about love, it’s about control. Let’s go, helpless big sister. Pucker up for little brother.”
He leaned in again and this time she puckered and planted a quick kiss on his lips. Then she felt his hand on the back of her head and he pressed closer, putting his lips firmly on hers, mashing their lips together. “Do you know how to kiss?” he asked her when he broke away. “I don’t. You wanna show me how?”
Girlie blinked in surprise at his admission. He did suck at kissing, but she didn’t think she was any better. “No, Master, not… not really.”
“Not going to play the game?” he asked. “Not even going to try?”
She shook her head. 
“Kiss me, girlie,” he said, his voice suddenly hard. He leaned to her again and pressed their lips together. She felt his tongue try to pry her lips apart. The hell he doesn’t know how to kiss, she thought. Faced with an order, she opened her mouth and let his tongue in to play with hers. It felt surprisingly good, so she relaxed as they necked for several minutes. 
“See, you enjoyed it,” he said finally. “I wouldn’t kiss just anybody, but I will kiss my pleasing slave. I won’t kiss that stupid bitch. I will get my big sister all helpless and then kiss her all I want.” Stroking her cheek with one hand, he reached under her and caressed a nipple. “And you like kissing your Master. I wonder if you got all excited by kissing your little brother… because you had to. You like the feel of my hands and like it or not, you trust me. So, when I tell you what we’re doing is for fun and we’ll both enjoy it, you believe me.”
“Yes, Master,” she agreed. “I do believe you think we’ll both enjoy it.”
“Good girl,” he said, continuing to caress her cheek and nipples. “I’m going to spank you for fun. It’s not punishment and it’s very important you understand it’s not punishment.”
“You think I’ll enjoy that, Master?” she asked. 
“Yes, I’ve got my big sister all helpless with her beautiful bottom ready for a spanking.” He shifted his hands to rub her pert ass. “She’s going to hold still for me. Each time I swat you, you’ll say, spank my beautiful bottom, little brother. Please give big sister another one.”
Swallowing hard, girlie realized she’d asked for this. She’d told him about the dirty talk and now he was going to use it against her. Did he honestly think she’d enjoy it just because she said little brother and big sister? “Yes, Master,” she said. She had to give it a try because she could easily imagine it turning to a brutal punishment spanking if she disobeyed. 
His hand caressed her ass one more time and then he swatted her just as hard as if it was punishment. She yelped in surprise. “Spank my beautiful bottom, little brother. Please give big sister another one.” Yeah, enjoy making me ask for another one, Master. Doesn’t do it for me.
She felt his hand caress her ass cheeks. “Such a perfect target,” he said. “So soft and smooth. So white. So helpless. Begging for a spanking.” His hand strayed to her pussy for a brief rub and then back to her ass. When it was gone, she braced for a second swat. When it landed, she said, “Spank my beautiful ass, little brother. Please give big sister another one.”
Yet, he didn’t right away. Again he caressed and complimented her ass. Then he rubbed her clit for ten seconds. Smack! She jumped. “Spank my beautiful ass, little brother. Please give big sister another one.” It wasn’t so bad since he took so long between swats. God, how helpless she felt though. He felt her up, caressed and kissed (!) her sexy bottom, and rubbed her clit. 
After the fourth swat, he gave her a deep kiss. He paused and said, “That’s it, thank me for your spanking.” He kissed her again and she didn’t resist. Instead, she found herself thinking, it’s hardly a spanking when he does it like this. By the eighth swat, she was a little wet between the legs. It was his fault for rubbing her so long between the last three swats. When he hadn’t taken the time to cup her tits one time, she’d felt something was missing. After the ninth swat, she said with more feeling, “Spank my helpless, beautiful ass, little brother. Please give your big sister another one.”
Cal smiled as she added words to what she was supposed to say. They were key words that said so much about his slave. He was pleasantly surprised that he and his slave were proving his dad right. She would enjoy a spanking delivered for playtime. She was obviously wet and her nipples were hard little pebbles. When he kissed her, she kissed him hungrily. And her ass was bright red. The next time, he delivered two swats in a row.
“Eeeeeaaaaa,” she squealed for the second one and turned to look at him. “Spank my helpless, beautiful ass, little brother. Please give your big sister two more!”
Instead, he fondled her tits for a full minute and then rubbed her wet pussy for another minute. She wiggled and gyrated for his hands. For another ten swats, he delivered them two at a time and played with her longer each time. When he finally delivered three swats, she responded with a husky, insistent voice, “Spank big sister’s helpless fucking ass, little brother and give the bitch three more. God, how can you stand it? Fuck big sister silly.” As he fondled and fingered her she moaned, “Please, Master, don’t just touch me a little. Touch me hard with the paddle and let me suck your cock.”
Cal gave her three more swats and while she was still demanding more, he turned her on her back and shoved his throbbing cock into her pussy. “God damn, only one thing better than fucking your big sister… having her beg for it. C’mon, big sister, fight it. Does getting raped by your little brother turn you on?” His slave answered with a tremendous orgasm. He kept fucking her as her orgasm rose and fell, one continuous orgasm.
“Beg for little brother’s cum,” he said. 
“Fucking cum in big sister,” she squealed. He did so quickly and definitively that she didn’t have to beg anymore than that. As he pulled out, his hands were on her swollen nipples and his lips were on hers. 
She couldn’t believe how good it felt as he caressed her. “What a good slave,” he crooned. “Such a beautiful, sexy slave who’s fun to play with. Master is pleased that you enjoyed it.” He spoke softly and caressed her lovingly for several minutes. All the while she was amazed at his attention. I was so wound up… I enjoyed it… I was in exquisite pain and enjoyed every second of his attention… and now I need this attention… soft, gentle, loving. I need him to help me unwind. She needed his praise, compliments, and caresses. He was being very familiar with her body and she didn’t mind it a bit. In fact, when he finally stopped, she was disappointed. 
After helping her roll to her knees and elbows, girlie’s master led her down the hall. Where are we going? This is different. Going to my bedroom? She looked around the room in confusion. It had been converted to a masculine look. Oh, it’s his bedroom now. It made perfect sense since her bedroom was bigger and she had a queen size bed while he had just a twin. He’d claimed it for himself.  She just couldn’t figure out why he’d take her here instead of to her cage in the basement. 
Her confusion grew when he lifted her up on his bed and unzipped her suit. Is he going to free me right here? Right now? What should I do? If I escape, I’ll be free of him… he’ll be in trouble… do I want that? And if I don’t succeed… he’s being so nice to me. I could ruin that. He rolled down the latex around her legs to expose her ankles and then tied them together. No, not going to free me. She felt a wash of relief when she didn’t have to make a decision of whether to run or not. When he pulled her legs free, he tied her legs above and below her knees. 
Next, he exposed one wrist and put a handcuff on it. With his full weight on her, he freed that arm and then the other, locking the cuffs on her other wrist. Then he tied her elbows with six inches in between them, removed the cuffs, and tied her wrists together. Her Master sat her up with her legs over the edge of the bed and went into the bathroom. 
With his slave secure, Cal brushed and flossed his teeth and, per his bedtime routine, peed one last time. Returning to his slave, he brushed and flossed her teeth. Then he carried her into the bathroom and set her on the toilet. It was all part of taking care of his slave, but he was delighted to see her obvious appreciation. It had started as a dumbfounded look as she tried to figure out why he was brushing her teeth, but by the time he started flossing, she was content. Now with her sitting on the toilet, he considered her plumbing. “Don’t pee yet,” he said, perplexed. “Dang it.” He untied her knees. “Pee now,” he said as he turned his back. When she was finished, he blotted her dry, washed his hands, and retied her knees. 
Enjoying the suspense, Cal wondered what was on girlie’s mind. Most of the time she looked suspicious, but there were signs of hope as well. She didn’t say a word, even to question what was going on. Carrying her back to the bed, he sat her on the edge again and started brushing her hair. “What does my slave think is going to happen now?”
Girlie looked at her Master with a suddenly sad expression. “Master, a slave doesn’t want to guess.” I don’t want to get my hopes up. “A slave likes being taken care of.” Doesn’t answer his question and from his look, I better stop stalling. “Master, a slave thinks we’re going to bed… here… to-together. Please, Master, don’t tease me.”
“Hmm,” he rumbled as he brushed. “I do believe a slave would like to sleep here with her Master. Her Master doesn’t much care what a slave would like. What’s important is that your Master wants you to sleep here tonight. I think a slave has earned a warm bed.” There was nothing specific she’d done to earn it. Her attitude had changed over the week. She’d responded well to threats and punishment and then in the past couple of days, today especially, she’d responded to rewards. From the look on her face as he said she’d earned a warm bed, he knew she’d appreciate this reward very much.
“My slave is beautiful. You have gorgeous eyes, beautiful long hair, and the prettiest face I’ve ever seen. You are so hard to keep my eyes off of. And my slave is sexy.” Her face turned a light pink as he talked about her beauty and then flashed red at the mention of sexy. “Maybe you don’t want to hear about it, but you have perfect breasts with perfect little nipples. Your skin is silky and smooth. Your legs are… well, you’ll spend more time out of the bitch suit so I can enjoy your legs. Your pussy is beautiful and tasty. And your beautiful sexy ass is irresistible.” 
Finished brushing her hair, he connected her leash to the headboard and laid her down. Tentatively she asked, “Master, may a slave ask for something?”
“I don’t see why not, but!” he paused for effect. “Your Master will decide what you get for rewards.”
“Yes, Master,” she said, biting her lip. She decided not to ask for different music in her headphones. The classical music wasn’t really that bad and she felt if she asked for the wrong things, he’d be unhappy. “May a slave have a good night kiss?” 
He smiled down at her. “A slave doesn’t have to ask for that.” What she got was more of a goodnight kiss than she expected. What surprised her was that she’d asked because she thought he’d like that and then, as it turned out, so did she. Then he put a ball gag in her mouth and fastened the strap behind her head. “Good night, girlie.” He turned out the light and lay down next to her, pulling the covers up over both their naked bodies. 
THE END
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