My Boy Tony

by Sam T Sleaze

Note to my readers: Thanks for your patience while I worked through some writer's block and finally nailed this one. (pun intended). My thanks to those who emailed to ask for this chapter. Thanks for reading!

Chapter 7: Tony's Wedding Night

   
It was hours later and the party had finally broken up. It was just before 5pm, and I watched from the couch with Amanda sitting on my lap, slowly fucking my cock, as Tony cleaned up the whole house. I had taken the hood off his leather jumpsuit, and he could once again see, hear, and breathe comfortably. He seemed to be enjoying himself, working hard and cleaning up the place. He once told me that at least when he was working on household duties, he wasn't in pain. Well, I'd soon enough fix that. I was whispering in Amanda's ear the things I had planned for our honeymoon. She was almost as excited by the things that we were going to do to Tony as the hard fucking I was giving her. When the house was completely clean, Tony came to tell us. He got down on his knees and said, "Master, Mistress; the house is clean and the garbage is taken out. The dishes are done and put away and I have cleaned everything except for me, just as you instructed."


Amanda got off my lap; Tony was still on his knees right in front of us. with a lightning quick movement, Amanda slammed her knee into Tony's face. He went flying backwards and smacked his head on the floor. "Oopsie! Did I do that?" sneered Amanda as she got up from me. Tony didn't even have time to make a sound, his head was reeling from the force of the blow. He lay gasping for air on his back, and then Amanda stepped on his gut, putting her whole weight onto the boy as she stepped over him. The air whooshed out of the boy, and he curled up into a fetal position, trying to protect himself.


I watched her do that to her own son; our son; her flesh and blood. God, did I love this woman or what? I picked up Tony and carried him down to the newly remodeled basement. He hadn't been allowed to see what was down here yet. Amanda had been allowed to see it, and she just creamed at the sight of it all. Amanda saw that I was carrying Tony down the stairs, and she ran up behind me, shaking with excitement. At the bottom of the stairs, I switched on a light. The basement was divided into two rooms, one was a bright, all white stainless steel operating room looking place. That room was first. It had an examination table, and I sat Tony down on it.


"Here is where we will be doing all of the modifications to your body," I explained as his mother stripped him naked. "I have a friend, the Doctor. That's all anyone has ever called him. Justice introduced us years ago. Whenever one of my playthings has been hurt beyond my ability to repair, I take them to the Doctor. He will be coming here tomorrow, to perform the first of your many modifications. Do you want to know what will happen to you tomorrow?" The boy stared at me, terrified. And with good reason. He nodded ever so slightly, his limp cock wriggling a bit like it was ready to jump to its full hardness at my next spoken thought. 


"Your mother and I decided that you don't have enough pain in your life right now. Doctor is going to implant a chip, inside of your ballsack, that will constantly deliver a small electrical shock to your tiny little balls. It will feel like you are being kicked in the nuts, and it will never stop. You will go out with us to dinner tomorrow, to a nice restaurant, and you will be in so much pain that you will want to cry and scream the whole time, but you won't be able to, 'cause we'll be in public. From now on, until we decide to get the chip removed, you will be in pain 24-7. And best of all, and this is something your mother doesn't even know yet, Doctor never ever uses any kind of anesthetic to knock out the boys and men he does surgery on. He doesn't believe in it. That means, that as he cuts your nutsack open and jams wires deep into your balls, and sews back up your scrotum, you will be fully awake and aware of what's going on."


Tony sat on the cold, steel surface, with a terrified look on his face. His little cock, now at its extreme largest size, bounced around, ready for action. Yes, our boy was a true pain-slut; a masochist from the word go. His mother nearly creamed when I said that he would be awake during the surgery, and I didn't even mention the fact that before the surgery, Tony was going to get his first cock-ring too. Right down through his piss-slit and out the side of the head of his cock. Tony's new life was ready to begin. 


I ordered him to stand, and I led my little family to the back of the room, through a large heavy, soundproofed door. There, when the low lights were turned on, was our new playroom. A dungeon, made just for us. Well, and the people that would see it on our new series of home movies. I picked Tony up, and put his arms through two straps that hung from the ceiling. They went under his armpits, and he hung there, like a skydiver in a parachute stuck in a treebranch. Amanda already had a nice leather riding crop picked up and was staring to work on the boy's back when I decided what fun I was going to have.


I went to a drawer in the bench that was my new worktable, and pulled out a box of cigarettes. I lit one, stood in front of Tony, and as his face screwed up in pain from the blows being deliver to his back from his own mother, I blew smoke in his face. He coughed and I took the red, hot, lit end of the cigarette and ground it out on the boy's left nipple. Tony screamed; it was one of the loudest I had ever heard from him. Amanda craned her neck around from behind the boy and said, "What did you do? What did you do?" I lit another cigarette as she walked around to the front of her 10 year old son and I said, "This".


I took the second one and ground it out on his right nipple. Again, the screams from the boy were magnificent. His voice was already very scratchy from all of the screaming he had done earlier while being fucked hard by our wedding guests, and now I wished that while he was cleaning the house I had made him gargle some to fix his pretty, girl-like voice.


Amanda wanted in on the action, and I whispered an idea in her ear. She grinned from ear to ear with a monstrously evil grin. We each lit up a cigarette, took a huge puff, and we both blew smoke into the boy's face at the same time. He coughed and gagged, as I grabbed his little cock, which was no not so hard anymore, and we both jammed the lit end of our cigarettes into the head of the boy's penis.


The wail from Tony was not only from his mouth, but deep in his soul. He screamed and cried and flailed around. It was so funny. Drool dripped from his mouth as well as blood, for he had bitten his tongue during one of our onslaughts. We both held the hot, burning end of the cigarettes to the boy until they were extinguished. Then Amanda, her pussy juices actually flowing down her legs, begged, "Let's do it now, let's do it now!"


I grabbed her hard and spun her away from Tony. "You Bitch! You want to kill him? Let's give him five minutes to collect himself before we go on." I threw her to the cold, hard floor of the basement and jumped on top of her. I fucked Amanda hard and fast, moving my cock from her cunt to her ass every twenty or so strokes, my hands twisting and pulling at her tits the whole time. We came hard on that cold floor, and then stood back up.


"Long enough," I said, turning back to Tony. "Ready to get started now?"  Tony shook his head "no" and we both laughed at him. I lowered him down a little, and took hold of his legs. I held them way far apart as Amanda greased his asshole with some lubricant. He opened right back up again, after being fucked all day there was no doubt that Tony's little whines and gasps of pain were not real enough. I let go of one leg, and Amanda grabbed hold of it. I leaned in and let the tip of my dick enter Tony's butthole. He relaxed a bit as I gently fucked him, my strokes slowly getting harder and deeper. Soon enough, he was crying out a bit as I bottomed out deep inside his gut, and Amanda used her free hand to beat his balls a bit.


Once I had opened the boy back up, I pulled my cock out of him. I held his legs apart while Amanda greased her right hand up good. Then she put four fingers into his stretched-open hole, and began to push her whole hand down into the little boy's rectum. (Rectum? It nearly killed him!)


Amanda was surprisingly gentle in doing this; she and I had talked about how easy it would be to rip or rupture the boy, causing his death. Not that it would be the end of our world, but it would be difficult to replace him, and he was already used to us giving him so much pain.


Soon Tony was screaming again, but this time we barely noticed as his scratchy voice had pretty much given away to a horse whisper. Amanda had kept her hand in a tight ball, but now I heard her say to her 10 year old son, "Honey, brace yourself, here I come!" She began to move her hand around inside of the boy, and wriggled her fingers around as well. Tony went nuts, the pain driving him past the point of no return. He was out of it now, but his body was reacting just as we both knew it would. His little boner was bouncing around the whole time he was being fisted, and then suddenly, as Amanda said in a completely calm voice, "I think this is his prostate", Tony's cock burst forth with a huge load of boyjizz. It was still the thin, watery kind of cum that boys at age ten can make, but there was a lot of it. It sprayed in the air and spattered all over his tummy and his genitals. Tony collapsed then, and Amanda and I gently got the kid down, put some salve on his asshole, and I carried him up to our bed. It was only 6pm, so Amanda and I went downstairs, and had a light dinner of leftovers from the party. we let Tony get some well-deserved sleep. After all, the day was not over for the young pain-slut yet. 


Just before ten o'clock, I woke the boy up. He was tired and groggy, but that was okay. Amanda and I painted the boy's whole body with glow-in-the-dark face paint. It was a bright yellow color and literally glowed in the dark. Amanda put protective goggles on this face, covering his eyes before we began painting his face. She painted the goggles so that he wouldn't be able to see. The whole rest of his body was covered with the glowing paint.


Then I put a mouthguard in the boy's mouth, just like what he would wear for a pee-wee football game. Then Amanda used duct tape and covered his mouth; she actually wrapped it around his head tightly. I yanked on his balls hard, and Tony screamed into the gag. It was good enough for stifling his screams. After all, the house was at the end of a long cul-de-sac, we were at least a half a mile from any nosy neighbors.


I dripped some wax in Tony's ears so he couldn't hear, and then I carried him into the backyard. I had a flat board all ready, one that was just a little bigger than Tony himself. I had drilled several holes in the board, and leather straps went through it. I tied Tony's wrists and ankles to the board, and when I pushed it upright and set it into the cement holders I had placed in the ground, Tony was all ready. He was now 25 yards from the back of the house. I heard a car arrived, and Amanda went to greet our guests.


I sat a golf ball down on the tee and picked up a club. I really wasn't very good at this game, but Tony was one fucking huge target at this range. I swung back and let the ball fly. It hit Tony right in the thigh. From where I was I could clearly her the boy screaming in pain. I walked to the back of the yard, to retrieve my ball and examine his wound.


There was a welt on the boy's upper thigh, already turning black and blue. It looked good on him. I picked up the ball and walked back to the house. By the time I was there, Amanda had shown our guests in. Justice, the Doctor, and their friend Jimbo were all there as we had agreed. They were there to "baby-sit" Tony for the night, while Amanda and I had our honeymoon. Of course, the boy's mother and I weren't even going to let the boy our of our sight, but that was besides the point. 


Doc said, "How's the boy? Have you hit one to him yet?" "Sure did," I drawled, "He took it like a little man; a little man all tied up with no choice but to take it!" The others laughed and Amanda said in a shaky, excited voice, "Well? Who's next?"


Justice laughed and picked up a ball out of the bucket. There were 15 golf balls in the bucket, 5 for each of the men. He put the first one on the tee, and swung at it.  It bounced against the wood right next to Tony's head. "Fuck!" yelled Justice, and the other guys and I laughed and made fun of him. "You can't hit the broadside of a fucking kid hanging on a barn!" said Doc, who was next.


Doc swung, and the ball smacked Tony right in the middle of his chest. Tony's voice howled into the homemade gag, and then it was Jimbo's turn. His ball landed right in Tony's gut. That one was going to make a huge black and blue mark on the boy. Justice's next one hit Tony dead square in the middle of the face, possibly breaking the boy's nose. Justice got compliments on that one.


Ten minutes later, when the bucket was empty, Amanda led the men to the basement of the house, while I got Tony down. His front-side was covered in welts and bruises. Most of the balls had hit the boy somewhere, and the worst one was the one that got his belly. The black and blue mark on his tummy was bigger than my hand spread out. I untied the straps and Tony fell to the ground. He had been sobbing hysterically since the bombardment stopped. It didn't let up now that he was on the ground.


I got him out of his gag and glasses, and got him to his feet. "Pick up all the balls and put them back in the bucket" I commanded him. Then I went and sat down on a deck chair and watched the boy painfully bend over 15 times to pick up the balls. Then I turned the hose on him, and tossed him a scrubby. He had to clean the paint off his body, scrubbing hard to do so. The areas he couldn't reach, or couldn't bring himself to scrub hard enough, like his wounded tummy, I did for him. I think cleaning him up was almost at painful as hitting 15 golf balls into him.


The I took the boy upstairs to his room. There I dressed him for the 3 men. Tony was going to start the new day off (it was nearly midnight now) dressed as a pretty young girl. I gave him two enemas to clean him out inside to start with. He didn't like them now, but soon he would know why it was so important for him to be clean down there. I painted his fingernails and toenails red. He put on crotchless panties, long white stockings, a padded bra which gave him an "a cup", lipstick, eye makeup and rouge, a long-haired blonde wig, a frilly red dress, and black shoes with low heels. He was cute as a button.


Amanda and the 3 men came upstairs from the basement, where no doubt the men had been fucking my wife. All four looked satisfied. "Let's get going if we are going to make the midnight show" called Amanda as she grabbed her son's hand and we all got in my SUV and quickly drove downtown to the theater complex. Since it was Tony's wedding night too, we let him pick the movie. Not much was playing, so we went in to see the Harry Potter movie. (Not the new one, the first one). Since the movie had been playing so long, there was very few people in the theater besides us. There was one man sitting alone, and two teenagers down front. 


Once the movie started playing, we forced Tony to get on his knees and go back and forth from one adult to the next, giving head. I watched the teens, and they were too interested in what was going on in the movie to care, but the other man was watching carefully. During a "bright" scene there was finally enough light for me to see that the man was watching us all carefully, and Amanda was making to pretense about kissing the two guys she was next to, Doc and Jimbo, and Tony, I'm sure being taken for a girl was no doubt seen on her knees.


I leaned down to Tony, who was on his knees giving head to Doc who was sitting next to me, and told him to go suck the strangers cock, but not to let the man touch him; "no doubt he thinks you are a girl."


Tony went over to the man and said something to him. The man threw his head back as Tony knelt on the concrete floor in front of him and took the man's cock our of his pants. There, during the scene with the 3 headed dog, Tony sucked the strangers cock. He must have done a great job, since the man gave him $50.00 as a tip. Tony finished the guy, and then came back to work on the rest of us. By the time the movie was done, Tony had blown each of us 4 guys twice, gone down on his mom once, and sucked off the stranger 3 times.


As the house lights came up, the man walked past us on the way out. "Thanks for sharing" was all he said to me as he walked by. Our group left the theater and went to Denny's. Tony had to pee, so he and Amanda went to us the bathroom while the men ordered. Inside the bathroom, Amanda forced Tony into a stall, and made him pee into her drink cup from the theater. Then she put the lid back on. This would be what Tony would drink with his meal.


Tony and Amanda fucked right there in the stall; when they were done, Amanda fixed their makeup and stuff, and they came back to the table. The meal went well, we were a bit boisterous, but there really wasn't too many other's around. Tony was still sore from "golfing" but was in pretty good spirits. He wasn't allowed to eat any food, but after he finished his own piss, I allowed him to have the rest of my cherry coke.


When we were done, the six of us went back to the SUV. We were ready to get started on Tony's "body-work". We went home and went down to the dungeon. Once there, Tony was stripped and put on the examination table. Doc gave us a supply of a drug that we would have to inject Tony with every day from now on. It would stop the onset of puberty, and keep him from developing normally. Then he gave us suppositories that we would shove us Tony's ass every night before he went to sleep. Then we got out his equipment, and got ready to go to work.


First, I sat Tony up and then had him bend over in half and grab his ankles. Then,  Tony was wrapped from head to toe in heavy plastic wrap. We wrapped the plastic around and around the boy, until there was no way at all that he could move. We cut a small piece for his mouth so he could breathe, and cut out the crotch as well. The three men greased up and took turns fucking the boy, nice and hard, and then I did too. Amanda put on a strap-on dildo and fucked her son after the men had dumped their loads into the boy. Then it was time for Doc to begin.


He got the boy's cock hard and then put a thick plastic strip around the base of the boy's cock to keep him hard. He used a little alcohol to clean the head of Tony's prick, and then he got out a piercing kit. Without any preparation or fanfare, Doc poked a rounded needle into Tony's cockhead, angled it just right and the tip came out through his piss slit. The other guys and I held Tony down, while his mother sat nearby and frigged herself wildly. Doc took the needle, attached the ring to the end and pulled the ring back through the boy's piss slit and out the side of the head of his cock. He clicked the ring in place, and then used a small soldering iron to weld the ring shut. Tony was now permantely ringed.


Next, Jimbo did his specialty. He got out his tattooing gear and tattooed "cockslut" and "asseater" on the sides of Tony's hard 5" cock. Then he tattooed just above the base of the boy's dick, "slaveboy" and finally inked a nice 6"long, 2" wide drawing of a cock along Tony's inner thigh. He didn't ink it in this time; that would be for later. Tony squirmed around a lot during the tatooing, but he really didn't scream out too badly. That was yet to come.


Next, at the insistence of Doc, we strapped the boy down to the table, and I was to make sure that he could breathe okay during the operation. Doc hooked up monitors to read Tony's bloodpressure and the such, and then Doc sterilized his equipment, washed up real good at the sink, and everyone got on their face masks. Amanda insisted on being right next to Doc, so she could watch the whole thing up close. This whole time, Justice had been videotaping the goings on. From the first guy to rape the boy, to now, he had been on a wide shot, catching the squirming boy's movements with the camera. Now he stood on a chair and zoomed in over the Doc's shoulder to get a "bird's eye" view of Tony's unelective in-house surgery.


Doc began with a scalpel, slowly and deliberately cutting open the lower part of Tony's ballsack. The boy responded with screams and wails and pleas for mercy. Amanda was nearly hyperventilating at the sight of her son's balls exposed. It was more sick and twisted than she ever could have hoped for. She really had to fight back an urge to take her finger and poke at the boy's nuts. Doc sensed what the mother wanted and handed her a rubber glove. Amanda gasped as her finger actually touched Tony's tender nut, exposed to the air for the first time. Tony screamed even louder as she poked at him, and then the Doc got anxious to get on with the operation.


Doc took a very small microchip, barely bigger than the head of a pin and attached it to the underside of the boy's sackskin. Then he took two small wires and pierced each one deep into the boy's balls. Amanda really liked watching that, and when he was done, the Doc carefully sewed the boy back up, and covered the boy's wounds with bandages.


Doc explained that the device would start working in exactly 12 hours. I glanced at my watch. Perfect at 5pm the next day, the three of us would be sitting in a nice restaurant, right in front of a whole roomful of strangers.


Doc made it clear to us to be careful with the boy for at least 72 hours, not even any anal sex. We unwrapped a sobbing Tony, who was forced to give head to each of the three guests before they left. It was dawn, and I forced Tony to walk out into the backyard with Amanda and I and then made him get down on his knees on the patio and thank us for his wonderful new gift, and for letting him continue to live with us. He did, and then I got my blowjob, and then he ate our his mother's pussy until she came all over his face. I picked up the exhausted boy and carried him to his bedroom. I gave the boy his suppository pill and he fell into a fitful, pained sleep. Amanda and I were tired too, and we all slept until past 3pm the next day.


Chapter 8: Tony gets sold for the first time


In the morning I was the first one up. I checked my computer and then woke up Amanda with the good news. One of the men I had been communicating with since we loaded my rape of Tony onto the net some months ago was in town, and he wanted desperately to rent Tony for the night. He knew our conditions, that we be allowed to watch, and he heartily agreed. we would go to his cabin to night, and I set the time up as 9:00pm.


We decided not to tell Tony, but to spring it on him at the last minute as a surprise. And I had a surprise for Amanda too! The man's name was Michael, and he was bringing his 17 year old lover with him. I promised that the 17 year old could beat and rape Amanda while Mike went to work on her son. It was going to be a hell of a night. But first, it was time to wake Tony up and have a little fun, before getting ready for the restaurant tonight. 


Amanda woke Tony up by rolling him on his very sore front and beating his ass with her bare hands. As soon as the boy was sobbing, I had Amanda stop so we could check out his wounds from the night before.


He still was covered in welts, and his left eye was black and blue from where the golf ball had hit his face. I carefully changed the dressing around his balls, and they seemed to be healing well. We gave Tony his morning shot, and then the three of us went to the bathroom. Amanda had designed the bathroom herself. It was all open, including the shower area. There was a beautiful marble table to lay or sit on, and there was two toilets side by side. As I had watched every morning since I had moved in with this sick and twisted couple, I watched as Tony lay on his back and then pushed his head under the toilet that wasn't attached to anything. Amanda sat down, and I watched as Tony opened his mouth wide, drinking down all of his mother's piss. Amanda also decided to take a shit in her son's mouth that morning, she wasn't at all predictable when it came to scat stuff. Chunk after chunk of her shit plopped into Tony's mouth, and after he would quickly swallow each one, without chewing, he would say, "Thank you mommy for giving me your daily shit."


When she indicate with a grunt that she was done, Tony lifted his head and went to work licking her orifice clean. Amanda then stepped to the shower, and began to wash herself. I had taken my morning shit while the mother and son had been sharing theirs, but I did stand over the boy and piss down his throat. I hardly ever made the boy eat my shit, and I think he liked me just a little bit more because of it. Tony pulled himself out of the position he was in and went to sit down on the "regular" throne. Amanda called out to him, "No, honey! I want you to use mine today!"


Tony opened his shit-encrusted mouth to protest, but she shot him a dirty look and she shut right up. Because of Amanda's shower, the floor was now cover in 1/8 inch of water. Tony sat on the "open" toilet, and grunted and took a dump on the floor. When he was done shitting and pissing, he crawled on his hands and knees back under the thing and quickly ate his own shit and licked up all of his piss. The whole thing was completely clean when he was done with it. 


Tony then knelt by the wall and waited. Amanda took the separate shower hose, the one that just had cold water running through it and soaked the boy down. Shivering, Tony washed his body, face and mouth out with soap. He waited, the soap dripping down his body until Amanda was good and ready to rinse him down. When she was done, Tony dried himself on a towel, and then dried his mother and I. 


Amanda rubbed Tony down with the towel, hurting him because of his wounds. "You were a good boy this morning, Tony; if you wish, you may purge yourself in the toilet now and have a real breakfast with us. Tony, happy to be rid of what was on his stomach, knelt down over the toilet and stuck a finger down his throat. A moment later, he wretched. My stomach nearly lurched as I watched the boy vomit up his mother's and his own shit. I couldn't begin to imagine the taste, but I did know the smell, all too well. This was the only part of Amanda's kinks that I didn't really get into. When he was done, he flushed the toilet, licked a bit of his own vom from the edge of the toilet where he had missed, and moved back to his kneeling position. This time, I intervened. "Enough cold showers for today, I don't want the boy turned off completely."


Amanda grunted and left to go downstairs and I helped Tony to the marble seat where he could sit and shower. He was grateful for the warm water, and I sucked his dick and made him hard as he cleaned himself up a little more after his toss-up.


Amanda and I sat in the dining room, taking turns going down on each other as Tony prepared a small, but enjoyable meal for us. He was even allowed to sit at the table with us, instead of being on his hands and knees under the table like normal. After the meal, I fucked Amanda in the living room while Tony did the dishes and cleaned up.


We still had a couple of hours before we needed to leave for the restaurant, so I suggested that we watch the video that had been made the night before. It was very hot, especially were the Doc cut open Tony. Even Tony seemed a bit shocked at what he saw, when the Doc was sewing him up, on the screen, Tony turned to us and said, "You mean I survived that?" We both laughed and I said, "Yeah, and you will soon survive much worse." Tony shook his head and shivered, "I don't see how it could get any worse."


It was time to get ready to go. Amanda had on a great formal dress, blue, that was low cut and beautiful. I had on a dark blue three piece suit, and I had recently had one made for Tony that looked exactly the same. Before Tony got dressed, his mother said with a sadistic smiled, "I don't want your stinky little underarms ruining that new suit". She made Tony stand with his arms raised as she applied a little powder to his armpits. Tony thought it was talcum, or shower to shower, but I knew what that Bitch had done. 


Tony got dressed, and like me he wore no underwear. Except for his black eye and a slight bruise on his chin, he looked perfect. We drove to the restaurant where I had made the reservations, and got seated. In the car and on the way into the restaurant, Amanda kept telling Tony to stop scratching. The poor kids kept clawing at his underarms.


As we sat at the table, Amanda asked me "how long?". "Oh, around dessert," I replied. "Quit scratching, you dirty little monkey," Amanda suddenly sneered under her breath. Tony looked up and saw the look on my face. "What did you do mommy?" Amanda laughed hard. "Itching powder kiddo, just deal with it."


Tony sat squirming during the meal. He controlled himself well, for no doubt by now the itching had become a burning sensation. The meal was soon over, and dessert was being served. I looked at my watch and said, "Any second now."


Suddenly, Tony's face screwed up in pain. His eyes bugged out. Amanda leaned close to him and said, "If you cry or scream, we will take you home and beat you to death, so shut up and get used to it!".  Tony's face was a mask of pain and humiliation. He started to make little noises under his breath, and we knew that we weren't going to be able to stay at the restaurant forever. One of the busboys in the restaurant was the young lover of Doc, and I recognized him early in the meal. Now he came over to the table, and leaned down and whispered something in Tony's ear. Amanda looked at me funny, and I nodded reassuringly. She relaxed and the young man leaned over to me and whispered, "I told him to control himself. I told him that everyone here in the restaurant was told he was a little crybaby, and they don't want him making a scene."


Tony's balls ached beyond belief. The electrical impulses that flowed into his nuts was low and short in bursts, but came close enough together to make the boy feel just like he was being constantly kicked in the balls. I decided that it was time to go, and as Tony got up to walk out he began to cry. Amanda stifled a laugh, and as I pulled Tony's arm and half walked, half carried him out of the restaurant, he began to break down.


By the time we got to the car, I was carrying Tony and the boy was sobbing uncontrollably. I carried on a conversation with Amanda in the front seat, while we both completely ignored the suffering child lying in the back, sobbing. "Well, if your pathetic little baby is going to carry on like that, I don't even know if I want him around anymore" I said. Amanda agreed with me, "That little shit isn't giving us the respect we deserve. We work hard to put leather clothes on his back and gold plated rings through his nipples, and all we ask in return is that he bear up under a teeny bit of pain. Look at that little bastard back there; crying like a baby. Well, you're right, let's see if this Mike guy is serious about just taking him off our hands permanently."


Tony sobbed even louder in the back seat; he wrongly assumed that our conversation was for real. No, it was staged just for him; I certainly wasn't even considering giving up my new little golf target, not yet anyways. We had so much more pain and humiliation waiting for him. But for this evening, Mike was the boy's temporary master. I drove to the address I had been given, and we pulled into a long driveway that lead to a huge house; a mansion, really. 


I got out of the car and told Amanda to stay with Tony. She did, and I stepped out of the car. There was Keith, Mike's 17 year old lover and personal slave. I told Keith that Amanda was in the car, and she was his from that moment on. He went right to the car, dragged her out, and she was half-carried, half-dragged away by Keith to a door at the far end of the mansion. The big double doors that lead to the main hall, or the entryway opened and Mike stepped out. It was nice to meet him for the first time. He let me know that he had paypaled me the money we had agreed on, and I told him all about Tony, the device in his nutsack, how he thought that he was staying with Mike permanently. Mike pointed to the door just inside that would lead to a room with monitors set up. It was the security office for the house, and from there I could monitor both Mike and Tony as well as Keith and Amanda. I went to the car and told Tony to crawl on his hands and knees into the house. He obeyed, still slightly crying, but obviously slowly getting used to the constant pain in his nuts. I then drove the car around to the side of the mansion, waited just outside until I heard Mike and Tony leave the area, and then scooted right into the security room, where I watched the events of the night unfold.


Meanwhile, Mike stood back and looked the boy over. Tony knelt just inside of the big double doors of the mansion and shivered. He was cold, tired, sore, and still in constant pain from the shocks to his balls. Mike looked all over the naked boy, had him turn all the way around and he examined the boy's wounds carefully. There was still the black and blue marks from the golf balls, especially the dark one that centered around his belly button. He had the black eye, and tears were still flowing down his cheeks. He was a tall 10 year old, pretty thin through the middle, but he had good solid shoulders, and a well defined chest from all of the physical labor that his mother had always put him through. 


His legs were fairly muscular for a boy his age, especially the calves. Mike flicked the boy's pierced nipples, tugging at the rings that were there. He examined the words tattooed into his skin, around his cock and inner thighs, and carefully removed the bandage that cover the lower part of the boy's nutsack. He saw how the boy had been "operated" on; he had been told what they did to the boy. He made Tony walked with him up one flight of stairs, and he carefully cleansed the boy's wounds and re-covered the lower part of his scrotum, where he was stitched up. 


Then Mike had the boy sit in front of the toilet, and tilt his head as far back as he could. He pressed his limp dick right against the boy's nose, and with practiced aim, shot a small stream of piss into the boy's nose. 


"Snort it up!" he commanded the boy. Tony, knowing that it was going to get much worse before it was over, inhaled the piss. It burned as it hit the back of his nasal cavity and went into his throat. He managed somehow to keep it from "going down the wrong pipe" and ending up in his lungs, but he spent the better part of two minutes coughing and gagging and choking as he struggled to breath and recover from the burning sensation of the piss in his nose. 


"Not bad for a little kid" said Mike. "They've trained you pretty well." He smiled at the kid, knowing that the boy had endured a lot to make it this far, and knowing what he had in store for the boy this weekend was so much more than the boy could ever prepare himself for. 


Mike told Tony to open his mouth wide and tip his head back again. Tony complied, of course, and he took all of the piss that Mike could drain out of his bladder and swallowed it all. Then Mike had the boy lay on his back on the cold linoleum floor. The man lifted the boy's lower half and pretty much bent the boy in half. Tony was staring at his own cock right above him, and Mike commanded Tony to piss into his own mouth, and empty his bladder. Tony did, but it was hard as the new position he was in was causing even more pain to his balls and he started to cry once again. He ended up pissing all over his face and chest as much as he got in his mouth, and then he had to crawl around on the floor licking it all up. 


Mike and Tony showered then, and Mike once again put a new, clean bandage on the boy. Then he told Tony to get on his hands and knees. Tony obeyed, and the Mike walked and Tony crawled down two flights of stairs to the basement. It was a huge room, with all kinds of benches, tables, and other kinds of devices in it. Mike went to the far end of the room, the only part that was carpeted and sat on a leather couch. He had Tony sit on his lap, and he pressed a button on a remote. 


The wall in front of them moved apart and a big screen TV came to life. "Here is a boy named Agapito that I bought in Mexico a few months ago. I paid over $700.00 for the boy, and after I edited all the movies I made of him into one 6 hour long epic, I sold over 2500 copies of that movie for $1,000 each. Quite a return on my investment. But since your parents left you here with me for free, I stand to make even more money off you. This tape is a 20 minute "highlight" of the real movie. I thought you might want to see the kinds of things that I like to do to little boys before we get started tonight."


Mike switched on the video, and at the same time, lowered Tony onto his stiff cock. He slowly fucked Tony the whole twenty minutes they watched the movie. Tony, no stranger to hard-core fuck flicks, as appalled at what he was watching. A cute 8 or 9 year old dark-skinned Mexican boy was being pissed on and then beaten by 4 grown men. They hung the boy and beat on him with a big stick, like he was a pinata. He was bloody and bruised when they stopped. Then the movie cut to a room with a large fish tank. One man grabbed Agapito's arm and held his hand inside of the tank. There were several fish in the tank, and they swarmed around his hand and then the boy was screaming and the water in the tank turned blood red. The man pulled his hand out, and the flesh had been torn off right down to the bone. Another man then cut off the boy's hand with a large knife.


Next, Mike could clearly be seen raping the one handed boy's ass, hard. The boy bled a lot and screamed and cried the whole time. When Mike was done, five or six other grown men took their turns, and then a boy, about 14 or so fucked and then fisted the gaping-assholed little boy.


Mike fucked Tony hard as they got to the next part. It was outside, in the sun. The men put the little boy on a cross, nailed his one hand, and his two feet right to the wood, and tied his stump to the other. Then they set the cross upright, and then one man stabbed several knives into the boy, and blood dripped down from his body. The camera just sat and focused on the dying boy for the last 5 minutes of the short movie, and as the boy's head fell to the side and it was clear he was dead, Mike came inside of Tony. Mike pumped load after load into the boy's behind, and Tony closed his eyes and prayed that he wouldn't die like the boy in the movie.


Mike pulled Tony off his lap and turned the TV off. He carried the boy to another corner of the large room where there was a glass box. Actually, a Plexiglas box. Mike tied Tony's ankles together and then his arms together behind his back. He picked up the boy and then lowered him into the box. He shut the lid, and poked at a few buttons. Warm water rushed into the box, pumped up from the bottom by jets, like the kind in a hot tub. The water rose to Tony's neck and then Mike stopped the machine.


"Deep breath now" warned Mike as he switched the machine back on. The water went right up and over Tony's head in just a second or two. Mike watched as Tony held his breath, and then hit a button and the water drained out, back to his neckline. Tony opened his mouth and gasped for air. "That's all there is to this one" said Mike as he let the boy catch his breath and then hit the button again. Water rushed back in as Tony was once again under water.


Mike repeated this over and over, watching his timer carefully. Each time he "drowned" Tony, he would make the boy wait another 5 seconds before giving him back air to breath. Tony was now holding his breath for one minute and 15 seconds. 


Now, all the water ran out. Then the "tub" refilled and cold water ran in. I was in the security booth at the time, but from the way Tony jumped and shivered as the water rose, I knew what Mike had done.


Mike started again, this time Tony, in the cold water, had a harder time holding his breath. By the time Mike had built Tony up to 2 minutes, Tony's lips were turning blue. Even I could see that on the monitor.


Mike drained the water out again and this time filled it with hot water. Tony screamed, and though the water was very hot, it wasn't quite hot enough to burn the boy, but after being so cold, the temperature change was very painful.


Mike got Tony up to three minutes, and then, through the magic of the video camera, we could see Tony loose it and inhale water. Mike hit the button and the water drained out instantly to Tony's chest, and Tony coughed and spit up water out of his mouth and lungs. It had been a cool torture, but Mike was growing tired of it, and was ready to move on.


He got Tony out of the glass cage, and raped the boy again. He spent hours raping the boy, from every angle and in both his ass and his mouth. He beat the bottom of the boy's feet with a whip while he raped his mouth, and he punched the boy in the mouth while he raped his ass. Finally Mike had cum enough and hung the boy from a rack. The rack was in the shape of a square, allowing access to both the boy's front and back. "I hope you don't mind, little one, but I really don't want you screaming while I do this, so I am going to fix it so you can't" sneered Mike.


He went to a shelf and got a needle and some suture thread. He was going to sew the boy's mouth shut. My cock leaped in my pants. I glanced for just a moment at the screen where my wife was being brutally beaten and raped by the 17 year old, and though about how much she would have loved to see her little boy's mouth sewn shut. It was done quickly, and because of the amount of pain Tony already was in, he really didn't put up much of a fuss. 


Mike picked up a switch and began to pelt the boy. Tony squirmed and muffled screams came from his throat, but Mike just kept on. He beat the boy all over, until bits of his skin were flailing off. Mike stopped, caught his breath, and then rubbed the boy down with some oil. At least that's what I thought it was until Tony screamed loud enough to tear a couple of the sutures holding his mouth shut. The bastard had rubbed the boy down with alcohol. Tony's body felt like it was on fire. Mike put a wooden stool between Tony's legs that was just high enough to support his cock and balls. 


Tony, still crying and screaming, cringed as Mike picked up a rubber mallet and began to beat his cock and balls. Finally, !finally! Tony, brave lad though he had been, passed out.


It was nearly morning now, and I was called by Mike to the dungeon. There, I helped him tie Tony's hands and feet to a cross. When Tony woke up some time later, he was out in the garden in the back of the house. He couldn't see well enough in the blinding sun, to see that he was not nailed to the cross, so he assumed that this was the last of his life. Amanda and I were sitting right behind the boy, quiet as churchmice when he woke. Tony started to moan, and then to cry and weep. He cried and cried, sobbing his little eyes out.


Mike had taken Keith back to the dungeon to work him over. Amanda was stiff and sore, and had a black eye and maybe even a busted rib. Amanda and I walked around to the front of our son's cross and looked up at him. He didn't even see us for the longest time. When he did finally see us, he kept crying, but it was now sobs of relief. "Want to go home?" I asked, using a knife to cut open his mouth. "Oh, yes, yes please!" he begged. I looked at Amanda. She scowled at him. "Are you going to whine and cry anymore about having to wear your ball-zapper?" "No, no! Of course not!" he said, still begging for us to get him down.


I got the boy down, and he clutched me with his sore arms. He wept quietly as we drove home. Now we knew that the boy would behave even more than usual. All three of us slept together all day in our bed, and as a matter of fact, Amanda and Tony slept all through the night as well. I got up and sat in front of the computer all night, asking other's in some of my favorite newsgroups what sort of punishments a father should be inflicting on his new wife and 10 year old step-son. One man had just the right idea. No more pain, he was already a master at that. Now for more humiliation. Oh, yeah, That was just what the boy needed. Humiliation. 
Chapter 9: Tony gets arrested


Amanda and I let Tony rest for another full day. We waited on the little shit hand and foot, and except to go to the bathroom, he stayed in bed another whole day. I checked him over carefully that Monday morning. He was looking healthier, and his wounds were healing up nicely. His black eye was almost gone, and it was time to get started making his life a sick, twisted living hell once again.


I took a day to set everything in motion. I had often used the old restrooms in the mall, the ones where I first met Amanda and Tony, for little "parties". The rest of the security staff was oblivious to what I did in the mall, and the restrooms were never really used by the public much, as the new addition had new, larger, state-of-the-art restrooms just around the corner. Amanda once told me that was why she forced Tony to use that woman's bathroom. She never figured anyone would be near them. The wall that divided the two men's stalls that were in the very back of the men's bathroom had a "glory hole" that I had put in. I had replaced the regular "wall" with a thin sheet of metal that was painted to look like one of the other walls. Then I had drilled out a hole, and then cut a round piece of soft rubber to fill in around the hole. All in all, it was a cool place to trade handjobs or blowjobs. This time I had a great idea. Tony was coming with me. Amanda was going to "camp out" in my office, watching on the security camera and making sure the whole thing was recorded for us to sell on the Internet. 


Tony was pretty well healed by now; he had a bruise around his belly button still, and his balls ached constantly, but now he didn't cry or complain about that. The night before all of this was to go down, Amanda and I were uncharacteristically kind to Tony, so he knew that something was about to go down. 


I dressed Tony in a new outfit that we had made special for him. Amanda was just a whiz at this sort of thing. She took a pair of bluejeans and cut out the crotch. from just below the button on the waist, to just below where Tony's balls were, she cut away the jean material and replaced it with a bright pink "mesh" material. It was completely see-thru. She did the same with the seat, so that most of Tony's ass was covered just by this pink mesh material. It looked like something a trashy hooker would wear. Tony wore tennis shoes with no socks, the special jeans, with no underwear, and a white T-shirt that was cut off just below his pecs. The shirt said, "Blow Me Down" across the front and "Blow You" on the back. Amanda thought that Tony needed some black eye shadow, and some black finger nail polish. Then he was ready to go. 


We were going down to the mall at 8:30 in the morning. Since we didn't open until 9:00, there would really be no problem with Tony walking into the mall like he was dressed. It was leaving later in the day that might pose a problem.  Tony was quiet on the ride over, but he stayed calm. Of course, he hadn't been told anything at all about what we were there for. Once at the mall, the three of us walked from where I parked on the opposite end of the mall from my office, to the middle of the mall. There was 20 minutes left before the mall opened. Except for a couple of sleepy shopkeepers, there was no one around, and no one had said anything about the way Tony was dressed. 


Amanda insisted on stopping at the fountain and pool in the middle of the mall, and taking some pictures of Tony. He posed as she instructed, and as they worked, one of the girls who ran the photocopying place who knew me well came over. She giggled at the outfit Tony was in, the outline of his erect little cock and balls clearly showing on through. She insisted on posing in some photos with Tony, and she even lifter her shirt and made Tony stick out his tongue and touch her nipple for one picture, and then she knelt and did the same to his dick right through the see-thru material. She left giggling, and Tony, though red-faced and anxious to get somewhere, anywhere private, kept his cool exterior. 


We walked quickly to the back of the mall where my office was located, and Amanda went right to my office. Tony and I went to the men's room, and in the farthest back stall, I sat the boy down on a comfy folding chair right in front of the glory hole and then I went into the other booth. I unzipped and then stuck my mostly flaccid cock through the hole. On the other side, Tony was more than happy to suck my cock. He figured that if he was doing something pleasant like sucking dick, then he wasn't going to be hurt. 


As always, Tony did a fantastic job and very soon I blew a load into his mouth and he swallowed it. Then I joined him in the same stall and I sat on the toilet seat and we waited. No more than 5 minutes went by and someone came into the bathroom. He went right for the stall next to ours and a moment later a big black dick was sticking through the hole. Tony looked at me and I pointed to the dick. The boy hesitated for a second, and then leaned forward and sucked the dick. We heard the man grunt loudly, and then Tony's mouth worked it magic on the guy's dick. 


Tony sucked the guy off and he left. A minute later, two people came in together. There was little high-pitched snickers, and giggles, and then a dick was pushed through the hole. It was small, not much bigger than Tony's. Tony glanced at me and then shrugged his shoulders and went to work on the cock. We heard, "OH, MAN," and "OOOOOO" from the other stall. The voice was pretty high pitched, and it obviously belonged to a boy and not a man. When Tony had finished sucking off this boy's cock, and swallowed his little load of cum, the cock stayed right there. There was a light knock on the wall, and I pointed to the cock. Tony didn't understand until a small drip of piss came out of the cock. Tony put his mouth back on the dick, and drank down all of the boy's piss. In the next stall we both heard, "Fuck, that guy is drinking my piss. Shit, man! I'm fucking pissing in his mouth and he's drinking it" the voice whispered to his companion. The boy pissed for quite a while. When that was finally done, Tony was gasping for air, but before he could catch his breath, the next little cock was sticking through the hole, hard, dripping with pre-cum and shaking with excitement. 


This boy made even more noise than the first as Tony blew him, and Tony didn't even take his mouth off the boy's dick when he was done shooting his little, thin, watery load of boy-cum. Instead, Tony just braced himself for the tangy piss he was about to drink. The boy let loose with his small bladder's reserve of piss, and Tony gulped it all down with ease. The boys in the next stall giggled. Tony looked at me, and I could tell he was please with how things had gone so far, and a little leery of what was to cum. The boys then waited for a moment, on the other side of the wall and both Tony and I heard a whisper, "Should we leave?" "Naah, remember what the security guy told us. We have to jack the guy off when he sticks his cock through. Now shh!" came from the second boy. Tony looked at me and I nodded and Tony pulled down his jeans and stuck his cock through the wall. One of the boys whispered loudly, "Fuck, he's just a little kid!" Tony felt the boys little fingers on his cock and soon they were jerking him off. Tony suddenly said, "UGH" and I heard one of the boys say, "Dude! I can't believe you're sucking on his dick!" Moments later Tony came and we heard the boy in the next stall spitting out Tony's cum onto the floor of the bathroom. The boys, still giggling, left.


Next, a few minutes later, another man came into the bathroom. He stuck his huge dick through the glory hole and Tony went to work on it. Before Tony could get the man to cum, he pulled his dick back through the hole. Tony didn't know what to do, but as the man's finger came through, wriggling, I whispered to Tony, "He wants your cock."


Tony smiled broadly and pulled down his pants enough to stick his hard little cock through the hole. The man sucked Tony off and swallowed the boy's tiny load of cum. Then the man stuck his dick back through the hole and his deep voice grunted, "Ass".


Tony looked at me and I pulled his pants down the rest of the way. I spit on my fingers and used that to lube up Tony's well-fucked asshole. Then I backed Tony against the wall, shoving the man's big hard cock right into Tony's tunnel of boylove.


Tony grunted loudly, and we both heard the man grunt, "OH, yeah!". He pounded his cock through the thin wall and into Tony's ass for over 20 minutes before he came, and when he did he came hard. Tony slipped off the man's cock as the stranger pulled himself back through the hole, and Tony fell to his knees, exhausted. The man pissed into his toilet and flushed, and then was gone. I asked Tony, "Had enough for today?" Tony nodded his head "yes", but that was just too bad for Tony. His day was just beginning.


We went back to the office and Amanda grabbed the tapes that had just been made, and we told Tony we were all going to do something new now. We traveled out to the edge of town, were the bus depot was. It was dinner time by the time we got there, and I knew this was a popular place for men to try to pick up boys. On the ride there, I went over and over with Tony what was to be expected of him. There was a "no questions asked" motel right across the street from the bus station, and we got drive-thru and ate it quickly, while I grilled Tony to make sure that he understood everything that was expected of him.


Amanda showered with Tony and gave him 2 enemas. Once he was nice and clean, Amanda and I went to the room that was adjacent to the one that Tony would be using. We set up the hidden videocamera, and the recorder in our room. The camera was trained right on the bed, and we could move it back and forth, or up and down to catch all the action. I ordered Tony to go across the street and pick up a man for sex.


Tony grudgingly agreed; he went across the street to the bus station annex, where we knew that "pedos" liked to hang out, looking to spot willing kids. Tony had only been sitting for a few minutes when a smartly dressed man in his early forties approached him. After a couple of quick glances over each other, Tony stood up, without a word, and took the man's hand. He lead him out the door and back across the street to where we had rented the side-by-side rooms. 


Tony didn't say anything until he and the man were in the room together, and then it was all business. "You have to wear one of the condoms I supply. A blowjob is $20.00 and fucking me is $50.00. If you want kissing and cuddling and shit like that before or after, tack on another $50.00. I hate kissing and shit almost as much as I hate getting fucked in the ass." 


The man was quiet until Tony stopped talking, and then he said gently and quietly, "Then why do you do it?" Tony glared at the man, "Gotta do something. Either I sell my ass and you risk going to jail, or I sell crack and risk going there myself. Answer's pretty clear, huh?" 


The man smiled crookedly at Tony and said, "$50.00 and you suck me to get me hard without a condom on." Tony stripped off his shirt as he simply said, "deal". 


In a flash, Tony and the man were naked. Next to me, looking at the monitor and watching her son prostitute himself, Amanda was frigging her cunt wildly. I was slowly jacking off, watching Tony as he got on his knees in front of the stranger who was now seated on the edge of the bed with his legs spread wide. Tony took the man's limp dick in his mouth and sucked him until he was hard. Tony opened a condom and put it in his mouth, expertly unrolling it down the man's dick. 


Tony sucked the guy for a few moments, and then got up on the bed on all fours. He greased his ass with some KY, using two fingers to duck himself, while the guy stood watching. When Tony was ready he lowered his head down to the bed and stuck his ass up in the air. He reached back with both hands and spread open his ass, exposing his relatively gaping asshole. Tony had been fucked so much in the last 6 months, that his hole barely closed shut anymore. It was already open enough that as the man climbed on the bed and slowly speared the boy, Tony barely gave a bit of a grunt. 


The man was gentle with Tony, whispering things like "that's it boy, relax" and "take it all, kid, take it all" during the entire sex act. He even reached under Tony and stroked off Tony's hard little cock, and Amanda came hard as we watched Tony's body stiffen and we both knew that he had just had an orgasm of his own. The man then grunted and spent his load into the condom. He climbed off Tony right away, and massaged the boy's shoulders and asked, "Are you okay?" 


Tony rolled over and frowned at the man. "No, I'm a bad boy. I've been bad again, so now you have to punish me." Before the man could react, Tony jumped out of bed. He opened a duffel bag on the nightstand and put a ball gag in his mouth, but didn't tie it up. He pulled out a short leather whip, and handed it to the startled man. 


The man dropped the whip on the bed and reached for his clothes. Tony spit the ball gag out into his hand and said, "You can't leave yet. I've been a bad boy again and now you have to punish me." Tony put the gag back and lay on the bed, his feet on the floor and the corner of the bed digging into his crotch, a favorite position of Tony's when a whipping was to occur. 


Amanda and then I burst through the door. Amanda leveled the gun at the man and said, "You heard my son. He's been a bad boy again. How pick up the whip and flog him until I tell you to stop." I stood behind her, silent, still stroking my cock. The man picked up the whip, eyeing Amanda warily, and brought the whip down on Tony's back. Tony didn't make a sound. 


"No, you 'tard!" shouted Amanda, grabbing the whip, "Like this!" She brought the whip down three times in quick succession, with Tony flinching and screaming muffled screams into the ball gag and the bed. She tossed the whip back to the man, and he proceeded to give Tony a decent, if short, whipping. 


I told the man to grab his clothes. He followed me to the other room, and I played back the tape for him. I gave him my paypal account number, as Amanda copied down his driver's license number, social security, and other information. Then I informed the man that he would be depositing $50.00 a week into the paypal account for the next couple of year or so. Not enough so that anyone in his family would miss it, and enough so that when we were done with this little "sting" we would have dozens and dozens of fellow perverts sending us money each week. 


The man left in a hurry then, and I told Tony to get dressed and go do it again. He did, and less than an hour later, another man, a Latino in his 30's this time, was leaving in a hurry, knowing that the police and his family would get a videotape sent to them if he didn't pony up the money we demanded. Tony did this three more times that night. 


We let Tony take a break and get some sleep the next day. He slept well into the afternoon, and after a meal and a hot shower, and a rubdown of his sore back, he was ready to start again at dusk. 


This time, the first two guys went as we planned, but then on the third trip something else happened. Tony came back with a woman. She was a good-looking woman in her mid-30's. Amanda assumed that it was a trans, but I was convinced she was a real woman. She talked to Tony as they came in the room, and Tony was obviously a bit flustered by the situation. The little turd even glanced at the door which led to our room a couple of times, and I thought that Amanda was going to rush into the room and strangle him then and there. 


"I know that you are more used to men wanting you than women, but I hope that we can get along okay. How much do you charge a man that wants to fuck you in the ass?" The lady said. Tony gulped and said, "Um, $50.00." "Okay, that sounds fair," said the lady, "My name is Sondra, and I want you to call me mommy from this moment on. Is that okay?" 


Tony started to relax a bit now. He smiled and hugged the woman. "Sure, mommy," he said, "I understand perfectly." Sondra bent down and kissed Tony right on the mouth, and started to take off his shirt. Tony loved the gentleness of the woman's touch. It was so wonderful and refreshing next to the harshness of the men who had been using him, and of the rough touch of his own mother. She kind of jumped in reaction to feeling the hard little nipples were also pierced, and Tony got a rock solid hard-on from her fondling his nipple rings. 


Sondra kept right on kissing him as she stripped him out of his clothes. Tony was kissing her back, and fondling her tits through her blouse. Once Tony was naked, she stepped back and asked Tony to turn around. "Gawd!" she exclaimed, "Who did this to you?!" Her hands and fingers carefully went all over the boy's body. She traced the scars and the tattoos in his thighs, tugged gently on his cockring to find out that it really was real, and saw that the welts on his back were fresh.  Tony wasn't sure what she meant at that moment, and then said, "Oh, I'm a bad boy sometimes; I have to be punished." 


Sondra stepped back a bit, obviously kind of upset by that revelation. "Who does this to you?" Tony smiled nervously. We were so far off from the script we had taught the boy that he had no idea what to do. So he told the truth. "My mom, my husband, other guys, who-ever..." Tony was looking down at the ground now. He had always known that his life was way off, very way far off from the norm. Once, when we had given him the opportunity to escape it, he stayed. I glanced at Amanda, and she looked pissed off. I smiled and said, "I once told him, when in doubt, tell the truth." 


Sondra took the boy in her arms and said, "Do they *make* you do this stuff? And did you say husband?" Tony smiled again, this time a real smile. "Yup. I'm the first 10 year old boy in history to be married to a full-grown man." He said that with pride, and it showed through.


"Oh my gawd!" exclaimed the woman, "that is so god-damn sick and twisted, and yet so hot!" She picked up Tony and threw him onto the bed. She attacked the boy with her hands, lips and teeth. She wasn't hurting him really, she was just going after him with zest! Amanda was once again frigging herself, this time with a dildo, and I just sat and stared at the sight of my adoptive son/boy-husband getting raped by a grown woman. I liked it!


Sondra fucked Tony twice, once with him in her cunt, and after they took a short break, once with him in her ass. After, they were cuddling and Tony asked her a few questions, including, "Why did you want me to call you mommy?" Sondra sighed and said, "I have a son who is about your age. He just turned 12. I'm really attracted to him, but I've always been to scared to try anything with him. I've loved boys ever since I was a little girl myself, and I always wanted to have a son so I could get it on with him, but every time I've tried to do that with Josh, something's always stopped me."


Amanda and I got up and nodded at each other. We both knew what to do without even saying anything to each other, that's the way married people sometimes communicate. We burst into the other room. Sondra pretty much freaked out, especially after we showed her the video of her fucking Tony. She was crying, and Tony looked at us pleadingly, without saying a word, as if to protect the new love of his life. "This is where we force you to change your life forever. Where is you son right now?" I demanded.


Sondra sniffed and stopped crying. "He's at home. He thinks I'm at work right now, and he expects me home soon, why?" Amanda sneered, "Because, Bitch, if you can fuck my son, than I think it's only fair that I fuck yours. I'll break him in, and you'll get your little fucktoy that you've obviously always wanted. Get dressed, go home and get your son, and get back here. If you aren't back in one hour, then we send this tape to the police, your family, minister, boss, who-the-fuck-ever would care! Go!"


Sondra left in a hurry, and we really didn't know if she was going to call our bluff or not. Sure, we'd turn in any of the pervert guys that Tony had seduced in the last day, but we wouldn't do that to a nice woman with a lot of kid-fucking potential like Sondra. Thankfully, she never knew it was a bluff.


45 minutes later when she and her son, Josh showed up at the motel, Tony took Josh into the next room and talked to him. "Hi, my names Tony" said our well-trained fuck-boy, "I have to tell you some things about your mother. She's pretty hot you know." As Tony went on, Sondra, Amanda and I watched and listened through the monitor in the other room. I had given Tony a short tape of him and Sondra, edited down to about 5 minutes. Once Tony got done with the preliminaries, and Josh kind of relaxed, the boys talked about how hot Josh's mom was. 


Sondra gasped when Josh admitted to Tony that he was hot for his mom. That's when Tony showed Josh the videotape. Josh sat, mouth hanging open, as he watched his mom fuck the boy who was explaining all this to him. When the video was done, Tony asked Josh, "Since I fucked your mom, would you like to fuck mine? She's a real whore, she's been fucking me for years now, and she's real good at it." Josh readily agreed, still obviously a little nervous, but now more than ever before in his life he was beginning to realize that he had a real chance of fucking his own mother.


Amanda and Tony switched rooms, and Tony and I started to suck on Sondra's tits while we watched the monitor. Amanda never even said a word to Josh, except when she stripped his underwear away she said, "Nice size cock for a boy". She basically raped Josh. He just lay there face up on the bed, and let Amanda do all the work. When she was done, she had come nice and hard, and Josh had blown a load into her pussy. She got off the boy, rolled him over and said, "Naughty boy didn't ask for permission to shoot your come into my pussy. You need to be punished." She began to spank Josh, and she wasn't real gentle about it.


Back in the other room, Sondra was sucking my cock and Tony was eating her pussy when we sat and heard on the monitor that Josh had begun to cry from the spanking. Sondra came hard then, real hard, and then she got up and went to the next room, saving he son from his beating.


Sondra told Amanda (she was getting pretty brave now) to leave the two of them alone. Sondra spanked Josh a few times herself, and then she rolled him over, exposing his hard-on. The boy had been crying from the pain of the spanking, but he had never lost his hard-on. Sondra straddled her son, and rode his cock to their mutual enjoyment. They both came together a few minutes later, as the boy shot a small load of juice into her cunt. Amanda, Tony and I joined them in the other room then, and after Tony ate out Josh's ass for nearly a half an hour while we three adults took turns sucking his cock, I lubed up my prick and very slowly and carefully gave Josh his first ass fucking.


He really didn't like it at first, and even cried for his mommy to stop it. Like she could have if she had wanted to. Then, slowly, like every boy on earth before him that's been assfucked, Josh came to love the feeling and eventually begged em to do it harder. All five of us spent the rest of the night and most of the next day fucking and sucking; Josh even took a turn using a whip on Tony, but Sondra drew the line there for Josh, so he just got spanked a couple more times.


We made plans to get together with Sondra and Josh after that, but we never saw them again. I think Sondra was really worried about the rings, tattoos and scars all over Tony; she didn't want her own son to end up like that. I hope that the two of them are still fucking each other to this very day, and having a great time of it.


Over the next two weeks, Tony seduced and got fucked by more than 20 more men. We were going to have a steady income for a long time from this, and we could still black out the men's faces and sell the videotapes, which was exactly our plan.


Then came the day that it all came crashing down. Tony came back from the bus station with a guy in his mid-30's, and as soon as Tony quoted the guy a price, he got arrested. At least Tony was smart enough not to let on that his parents were right in the next room!


I got a lawyer recommended by Doc, and he went to work on Tony's case. The first night, Amanda and I spent all night hiding all of our playthings and getting rid of things like the shackles above Tony's bed were we sometimes locked him in at night. We put all of this stuff into storage, in a fake name, and made out home look presentable when the social worker came the next day. For Tony, though, he was placed with the county youth home until his trial, a date which was two weeks off. Much later, Tony told us the whole story, bit by bit, so I can tell you what happened.


Tony's first night at the home was simple and easy enough. One of the guard hauled away the boy in the next cot for several hours, but other than that nothing out of the ordinary happened.  He missed getting off, but didn't even feel comfortable jacking off, as he was in a room with 15 other boys his age. The next day was spent like he was in a prison, with exercise time, and 2 bad meals served. Things were just a bit off in the place, and he noticed that the boys seemed more nervous and scared than they should have been, but Tony ignore it. The second night, though ordinary changed to opportunity.


"All right, everyone in bed, clothes on the floor next to you and in your undies only, girls!" shouted the guard. Tony looked at the other boys and saw them taking their clothes off. They hadn't made the boys do that the night before.  He sighed as he stripped out of his clothes and climbed into the bed. He hadn't liked being caught by the police and separated from his parents, and he liked the looks of this situation even less. None of the boys had said anything, but something gave him the feeling that the men who ran this place abused its residents with relative frequency. He wondered if taking a pro-active approach to this situation would be the right way to handle it. If there was one thing that Tony knew about boy-rapists, it was that if they weren't in total control of a situation, they weren't in control at all.


Tony tossed and turned for a few moments and then caught a slight noise. He thought at first it might be a rat or a mouse, the detention home was old, and not very well kept up. Then he zeroed in on the noise and it was coming from the bed next to his. The boy was crying.


Tony leaned over and said in a whisper, "Hey, kid. What's wrong?" The boy looked out from under his covers and said, "This is when the sergeant comes for me." Tony thought about the night before for a moment and then whispered, "He takes you off somewhere?" The child sniffled and said, "Yes." "What then?" asked Tony with a bit of fear and a lot of excitement in his trembling voice. The boy hesitated for a second and then said, "Then they rape me."


"And you really don't want that to happen tonight, is that it?" said Tony, again in a whisper. "No," replied the boy, "who would?" Tony stifled a giggle and said, "Quick, change beds with me." The boy said, "But they would get you then; I can't let that happen. They take a different boy each week and this is my week."


Tony had already rolled out of bed. There was a noise in the hallway and Tony pulled the boy out of his bed and onto the cold floor with him. "No time to argue now." Tony was soon rolled up in the other boy's covers and a man was standing over him. The man growled, "Relax kid; it ain't gonna hurt any worse than last night" as he picked up Tony and slung him over his shoulder. 


Tony was carried down a hall and down a set of stairs. Since his head was hanging against the man's back, the man never even saw his face. They soon got to their destination and the man tossed Tony down on a bed. He sat up and looked around. The room was dimly lit, and there was 5 men standing around, all of them guards. The man who had carried Tony down to the room was Sgt. Michaels, the guard Tony had met when he was checked into the home.


"What the fuck?" said Michaels. One of the other guards laughed, "Can't tell one piece of boyass from another, eh Mikey?"  Michaels grabbed Tony's shoulder and shook him. "Where the fuck is Jack? Why were you in his bed? Speak up!" Tony smiled broadly and said, "Jack's ass was pretty sore so I figured that you perverts should have a night off from raping him." One of the guards growled, "What makes you think we won't rape you, BOY?"


Tony laughed loud as he pulled off his underwear and threw them at the guard, hitting him square in the face. He spat a huge glob onto his fingers, threw his legs over his head and as he used the spit to lube up his well-fucked asshole, he said, "'Cause in order to rape somebody, they have to resist. If they want it as bad as you do, it's just called fucking. All though I guess in this state, it's still technically statutory rape, since I'm only 10 years old, so maybe you are right, pervert! Now, who wants to eat my fine, fresh asshole and get me all wet and ready to be fucked?" As Tony said that, he smacked his own ass hard enough to leave a couple of handprints, and the boy-fuckers in the room nearly creamed right then and there.


Two of the guards, real homos, and not just boyfuckers, pushed each other back and forth until one of them was face down in between Tony's little white asscheeks. One of the other guards said, "Jeezus M Crow! I never, ever thought we would find a piece of boy ass that would be WILLING to get fucked by 5 sweaty, hairy old men! Chriiiist!"


All four of the men who were watching stripped naked and were soon jacking themselves, just enough to get hard. When the man had gotten Tony nice and loose, the others joined right in. The used a little lube on the boy's ass, and then Micheals took the first turn at fucking Tony. The two fags leaned under the boy, who was on his hands and knees still, and sucked his cock and balls and nipples, while Michaels fucked him hard, deep, and fast. Tony liked his sex this way, and the men were amazed at how well he took it.


Soon all of the men had dumped their loads into the boy. Two of the guard left, and the two fags and Michaels stayed.  The two fags often sucked off a boy after they were done raping him, but most boys couldn't get off because they were in so much pain. Tony moaned and groaned as the two men worked over his cock and nuts with their tongues and lips. Tony blew his nice, big, watery load and the two fags licked it all up.


Tony stood, a little wobbly, and pulled his underwear back on. He looked at Michaels as the two faggots left, and said, "So, you do this every night?" "Yeah," growled Michaels, "and now it looks like you do too." Tony walked, just limping a little, following Michaels back upstairs. He made mental notes about exactly where they were. He now knew how to get to the room, and he knew that was going to come in handy. 


The next day, two of the older boys cornered Tony in the cafeteria. "Did you switch places with Jack last night?" "Yeah, what's it too ya?" said Tony defiantly. Tony was scared though, as the two boys were at least 14 or so. "Jack's my little brother man" said one, "We knew what those damn fuckers were doing too him, but we couldn't stop it. We reported it months ago to the Captain, but he's in on it too. We also told the psychiatrist but he's being blackmailed or paid off or something. Thanks for protecting Jack. They hurt you, didn't they?"


"Naww," drawled Tony, "I've had much worse. Actually, I'm in here for picking up guys at a bus station. I have a plan to get these guys, though. I don't mind grown men fucking little boys who want it, or those who just grit their teeth and take it, like me, but to rape little boys who don't want it is fuckin' wrong. I may need your help to pull this off. If I ask you to do something that sounds stupid or dangerous, don't ask questions, just do it and trust me, okay?"


"Sure, said Jack's older brother, whose name was Jason. "Whatever you say, it's yours, man." "Yeah," said the other boy, "If you can take these fuckers down, we're with you!"


Later that day it was time for visitors. Tony quickly explained the situation to us what was going on. I had been working with a lawyer, who was a friend of Doc's and we thought we had things all worked out, but Tony's plan got us totally off the hook and him out of detention, and it saved the other boys all at once. We agreed, and the next day we brought him what he needed, our new tiny digital video camera. It wasn't as big as a pack of cigarettes.


Tony went with Sgt. Michaels again the next night, and put up with what the guards did to him. The next day, during the excercize period, when all of the boys were outdoors, Tony asked Jason and his friend to start a fight. They had to make it look real. The two teens did a great job, and every guard in the place was called to the courtyard excercize area. Tony slipped into the building, moved quickly to the basement room where Michaels took him every night, and he wedged the camera into a rafter in the ceiling. He already had it set to go off for one hour ten minutes after lights out that night. Tony just hoped that nothing went wrong. When he got back to the courtyard, the guards were just breaking up the fight and getting the boys to their rooms. Tony heard from one of the boys that Jason and his friend had been taken to solitary confinement.


That night, everything went as it had the two nights before. Tony kept his socks on this time, hoping the guards wouldn't notice that slight change. They didn't. Tony was already on his back, listening to Michaels grunt as he was fucked, when a "beep-beep" sound filled the room. Tony's heart leapt to his mouth as he realized that the digital camera had just turned on, and made that sound. Michaels grunted and said, "Shut off your damn watches" but that was all that was said about it. Tony relaxed for a moment and then remembered that he wasn't supposed to be enjoying this. 


Tony began to cry, just a little for the first time since the men started raping him. "Finally getting to you, eh kid?" growled Michaels. The other four men took their turns, and Tony made sure to look like he was not enjoying it. Then one of them sucked Tony off. After, Tony said to Michaels, "You promise not to rape the other boys as long as I keep agreeing to do this, right?" "Yeah," growled Michaels, "that's our agreement." Tony said, "And you haven't fucked any boys since you fucked Jack the night I got here, right?" "Yeah, that little Jack was the last one before you, now shut up and let's go."


Tony left following behind Michaels, without putting on his underwear. Out in the hall Tony and the guard were almost to the stairs when Tony said, "Oh, shit! My shorts!" Michaels watched as he ran back to the room, but didn't follow. Tony ran in and pulled on his underwear, and then jumped up and grabbed the camera from the rafter. He shut it off and slid it into his right sock. It made a huge bulge, but all the way back up to the dormitory Michaels never saw it.


The next day Tony got the camera to Amanda and I. I took it to Rick, our lawyer, and he took it to the local TV station. Turns out that the station manager's son had been in the "home" for 3 months for shoplifting, so he was happy to expose the men who ran the boy's home. Tony and I went before a federal judge two days after the report aired, and told him that Tony was friends with Jason, and that he had cooked up the crazy scheme go getting caught so that he could save his friends little brother from getting raped all on his own. No one would believe the boys about what was happening, and the Judge praised Tony for his bravery, and ordered that the home be shut down and the boys either re-united with their parents, or given places at foster homes or private shelters.  The guards had already been arrested. Tony went back to the home as the boys were being told the news by a state cop, and they all cheered Tony. He was a hero.


That night, we got to take Tony home. To celebrate, Amanda and I took turned raping the boy hard, me with my unbelievably hard cock and week's worth of jizz to shoot into him, and Amanda with her brand-new 10" long strap-on dildo. Then we beat the boy for a while and then we held his head under the water in the toilet long enough to make him pass out. It was a coming home party that he wouldn't forget for a long time. 


  Chapter 10: Tony's new life


Now that the brush with the law was over, Amanda and I went right back into training Tony. We were proud of the way he helped those other boys, so once again we gave him an "out". I offered to send him away to a private boarding school, no strings attached. He could even visit home in the summer, if he wished. He turned us down flat. Our little guy was developing into a real masochist, and we loved him for it. 


His real training now began. Over the next 6 months, Tony changed a great deal. We continued to use the pills and potions provided by Doc. Tony grew a couple of inches, but lost nearly 20 pounds. I had him working out with me every day, lifting weights and building up his muscle mass. We wanted him to loose weight, but still be rock hard. It was always about increasing his stamina.


That all began because we decided to make Tony stop eating. He just got to eat shit. His, Amanda's and mine. Once in a while, Amanda would still vomit some of her dinner into his mouth, but that was pretty much just once a week or so. After two days of eating nothing but shit, Tony went into septic shock. He was really sick, with flu-like symptoms for several days. Doc stayed with us 24-7, monitoring his health. We continued to forced him to eat nothing but our shit, and a week later, he recovered, healthier than ever. Doc said that his body had adjusted to it now, and that his training could begin again in earnest. 


We were pretty much starving him. After 6 months of training, his tummy was completely flat, and his ribs stuck out. He was very thin, but we made sure that he had plenty of vitamins and exercise. We used a breast pump on his flat little titties over and over, at least 3 times a day for 20 minutes each time, as Doc recommended. By the end of six months, Tony was looking very strange indeed. One week before his 11th birthday, we let him know what it was all leading too. Doc and Justice had a friend who lived in Mexico, on a ranch. There, to a discrete and exclusive clientele, he provided young boys who did "tricks" and "treats". 


Tony's cock was nearly as big as mine now, he was a good solid 6 inches when hard. We had been using a special ointment on his member twice a day, and using a cock pump on him as well. His balls were huge, from the stretching we had been doing. His breasts were "A-cup" size now, and we loved dressing him up and going out in public with him. We also, a few months back, had begun to modify other parts of his body. He got tiny cuts in his ear lobes and his cheeks, and we stretched the openings with the same kinds of wooden disks that African Bushmen use. Now, his lobes had holes the size of a dime, and each of his cheeks had holes the size of half dollars. When the disks were removed from his cheeks, three full-grown cocks could fuck his mouth at the same time. Sure, the guys coming in from the sides would graze their cocks on the tops and bottoms of his teeth, but if Tony was able to hold his mouth all the way open, they didn't mind too much, at least I never did when it was me. Doc, Justice and I often did a "three-way oral" on Tony so he could get good at it.


I loved fucking Tony now, since he was so skinny, with each thrust into his body with my big dick, I could see the outline of my cockhead in his tummy. Amanda loved to put her face over Tony's belly and suck hard. If she sucked hard as I pushed deep into Tony's body, I could feel just a little of the suction on the tip of my dick. It was wild. 


We kept Tony on a diet the simple way. He ate vitamins, a little rice once every couple of days, all the shit from me, Amanda, and himself, and sometimes after dinner, Amanda would vomit a little of her food into Tony's mouth. It was so hot and sexy to see the mother and son press there open mouths together and to see Tony's eyes get really wide as his mother vomited into his mouth. I loved watching his throat muscles gulp down Amanda's own sick. I even fed the boy like that a few times when Amanda was gone. 


The most fun we had was getting Tony to eat his own shit. It smelled terrible, since it was shit that was usually made from half-digested food once already and other people's shit. We also had forced Tony to get his body used to shitting only once every 48 hours, at exactly 9pm at night. We generally kept a butt-plug in the boy if someone wasn't fucking him, and so we would begin by pulling out the plug. We had found that since Tony could no longer close his sphincter all the way, shit would come out anytime on its own, and he couldn't really control it. At first, Amanda wanted to punish him for it, but I reasoned that since it was our fault for stretching out his ass muscles so far, he shouldn't be blamed. The butt-plug was a good solution. 


When it came time for Tony to eat his own shit, he would be on the floor of the bathroom, lying on his back. He was skinny enough now, that he could easily bend himself in half and suck his own cock, and I'm sure he did that a lot when he was alone. We didn't have a rule against that. He would lie on his back and throw his legs over his shoulders, and use his hands to push his buttocks farther up in the air, placing his asshole directly over his mouth. He would relax, and usually Amanda would spank his cheeks with her bare hands while he let loose and opened his sphincter, letting the turds drop out of his rectum and right onto his face. If he missed his mouth, which wasn't often, I would pick up the chunk of feces and drop it in for him. He would usually swallow without chewing, as we never let him brush his teeth until 3 hours later at bedtime. 


Once his ass was empty of shit, Amanda would give him an enema. She always gave him an adult-sized one. Then we let him shit into the toilet, unless Amanda was being really twisted, in which case he was put in the tub in the same position and there would be the watery shit splashing all over his face. Then Tony would shower, and if Amanda wasn't looking, he would rinse his mouth out and try to get rid of the taste of shit; he knew I didn't mind if he got rid of his "poopy-breath" but Amanda always wanted him to suffer more than I did. 


Then, usually, Amanda and I would take turns fucking him. By the end of the six months, Amanda was using a strap on dildo on her son that was as big as my fist. I knew that she wanted to wait for Tony's birthday to actually fist him, but I was afraid that she would have him so stretched out by then that he wouldn't even feel it. As it was, his asshole was always open now. He couldn't quite get it all the way closed anymore, but it really didn't matter as there was almost always a butt plug in him anyways. 


We had been in touch with Senior Valdez, the owner of the ranch where we would be vacationing to celebrate Tony's 11th birthday. Valdez loved the idea, and Tony would be the youngest "volunteer" child to ever perform at his ranch. Sure, many local kids were forced to perform, or their parents sold them to Valdez, and once in a while a "gringo kid" would be sold, but to have an 11 year old boy who willingly came to the ranch was cause for celebration in and of itself. 


The night before the three of us were to leave for Mexico, two days before Tony's 11th birthday, Doc stopped by. He wanted to check over Tony to see how his health was, and to make sure that he could handle what was going to happen in Mexico, at least physically. Amanda was making dinner and she sent Doc out to me, as I was using my heavy bag on the back porch, punching away at it like a mad-man. Doc watched me slam my fists into the bag for a while, and then he too took several dozen swings at it while I held it steady. 


Doc, a little out of breath after a short, but extreme workout gasped, "Wh..where's Tony?" I smiled as I unzipped the bag, and Tony's body fell out of it and hit the porch with a thud. Tony was black and blue and pretty much unconscious. He had a trickle of blood coming from his mouth. "Jeezus!" exclaimed Doc as Tony hit the porch, "You saw the new Bond movie, didn't you -- you bastard!" 


I laughed and gave Tony a little kick with my foot, really just a nudge. "Well, I knew you'd be here tonight to fix him up" I said, "want to stay for dinner and fuck the boy around a little?" Doc nodded yes as I kicked Tony again, much harder this time, and right in his already sore nuts. He moaned and tried to get up, but fell back down again. I laughed and so did Amanda who had come out to tell us that dinner was ready. The three of us ate while Tony came too. After dinner, I dragged Tony back inside, and Amanda spat up some of her dinner into Tony's mouth while Doc looked on in awe. "Want to feed the boy too?" Amanda asked. Doc shook his head no and looked like he might get sick. even Tony laughed at that. "Jeezus, Doc" he said, "I'm the one that's gotta drink it down. The burning chucks, the hot stink, the bleugh" Tony ended his little speech by sounding like he was throwing up and that was enough to set off Doc. After his first burst hit the plate in front of him, Tony dove over and locked his mouth over Doc's. Tony got "seconds" that night, and Doc lost all of his "firsts". We all had a good laugh about that. 


After cleaning up and getting his "sea legs" back, Doc stripped Tony down and checked him out from top to bottom. He was in good health, his heart was strong, and all his vital organs were at their peak. One of his balls was a tiny bit damaged from all the abuse Amanda and I had heaped on it, but we always left Tony with a good one. Doc said he wasn't sure of the ball that currently had a huge safety pin through it could ever function correctly again, but we really didn't care. Well, maybe Tony did. 


After Tony's clean bill of health, we went to work on the boy. Doc fucked his ass, while I fucked his mouth and his mother whipped his back. We traded places every so often, and we fucked and beat the boy well into the early morning hours. We had to get some sleep, as we all had a plane to catch the next day. 


In the morning, all three of us were tired, Tony most of all. He got dressed in the outfit that we picked out for him, even though for the first time in a long while, he protested. 


Amanda came into the living room and whistled at her son. Tony's hair was dyed dark blue, except for a blonde strip down the middle. His hair was kept at shoulder length, and the tips along the back were bright red. He had on a T-shirt, that was two sizes to small for him. His little tits shown through the flimsy material, and you could clearly see that he had nipple rings. The T-shirt left his belly open, and I had given him a new ring for his belly. It was gold and had the word "slut" in inch high letters. He was wearing jean cut-offs, and they too were tight. They were cut off at about 4 inches above the knees, but then both sides were slit right up to the beltline. When Tony sat down, the legs opened up and you could see the whole side of his thigh. He was wearing brand new sneakers, with the toes cut off. His finger and toe nails were painted bright red and purple. Because we had him tan outside for at least one hour a day, his whole body was a nice dark tan, and this outfit really showed that off. Lastly, I had put a solid ring at the base of his cock and balls, and that would keep the boy rock hard for the whole 5 hours, to the airport, the 4 hour flight and the half hour to the ranch. His cock pushed against the tight jean material of his crotch, and it was obvious he was hard. 


At the airport, Tony tried hard not to make eye contact with anyone. Many people stared, but not many said anything. Finally, one brave woman asked me quietly if Tony was a boy or a girl. "Oh, both" I answered out loud, and she walked away shaking her head and clucking her tongue. Tony's face got really red then, and as we boarded the plane the stewardess said, "My, what a cute little girl we have here." she then flicked Tony's belly ring with her finger. "And a slut too. Well, if I find that any of the crew are horny, I'll keep you in mind." 


We got seated and Tony tried to sit in the window seat. His mother muttered under her breath, "not on your life. Aisle, now boy!" Tony reluctantly sat next to me in the aisle seat. Across from him was a boy, about 13, who spent the whole first half of the flight staring at Tony and giggling. About half way through the flight the boy stood up and leaned past Tony to whisper to me, "I'm going to the bathroom. Does your daughter need to go?" I nodded and said, "Sure, I'd hate to see *her* go alone." Tony looked at me pleadingly and Amanda stifled a giggle as the boy grabbed Tony's hand and pulled him forward to the bathrooms. The stewardess who had greeted us was there and she said, "You two take as long as you need." 


Tony told us later what happened. "The boy's name was Jack. He really did have to piss, so he did. Then he turned around and told me that since I was a slut to kneel down and suck on his dick. So I did, and he really enjoyed that. When he was done, he asked if I wanted my pussy sucked or fucked, and I said 'neither'. That pissed him off and he asked if I was to good for him or something and I opened my pants and showed him my cock. He giggled and said he thought I was a boy, and he lifted up my shirt, expecting to see falsies or something, and when he saw that I had real tits, he went nuts. He sucked on my tits hard for a while and then told me to lean forward. I did and I pulled out my butt-plug and without any lube or anything he fucked me in the ass, and gave me a reach-around at the same time. He squirted in me and I squirted on the wall. He made me kneel down and lick it all up, and then I got to piss and then we got dressed and came back." 


When the boys came back, Jack looked pleased and Tony looked embarrassed. Jack's mother was awake then and she said to her son, "Where were you?" Jack smiled calmingly as he settled back into his seat. "Fucking that slut's ass" he said pointing to Tony. His mother sighed and closed her eyes again. Jack stared at Tony for the rest of the uneventful flight, and Tony feigned sleep. 


One hour after we landed in Mexico, we were at the Rancho Valdez, and Valdez himself was welcoming us.

Ch 15: I torture Tony

Tony was swinging freely now, just above the end of the table, and I was going to have

fun, fun, fun. He was not. Well, knowing out little pain-slut, maybe he was.....

Tony was still recovering from the blows delivered expertly by Doc, so I gave him a few

more moments to catch his breath. Amanda was a bit pissed by my lack of action, but Doc

was banging her ass, keeping her busy. Soon I smiled at Tony and kissed him on the

mouth. I let my tongue roam around his mouth, tasting a bit of blood. I pulled back and

Tony frowned at me, “I bit my tongue earlier, sorry.” I smiled at him again and said,

“That’s fine, it tastes great anyways - I just wasn’t prepared for it.”

I removed the wooden discs that are always in Tony’s cheeks. I had a small round piece of

wood, about as big around as a breakfast sausage link, and I told Tony to open his mouth.

He did, and I passed the piece of wood from one side to the other. I told him to bite

down, as the pain would be bad. The wooden tube stuck out of both of the boy’s cheeks,

his teeth clearly already gnawing on the wood, as clearly seen through the holes in his

cheeks.

I tied a small, strong string around Tony’s left nipple ring, and ran the string around his

back and pulled it through the hoop of the right nipple ring. I pulled it tight, very tight,

causing Tony’s nips to be pulled hard toward the outside of his torso. I tied the string off,

and left it that way.

I got out the small pencil-like object with the tiny sponge on the end, and the vial of

special acid. It’s designed to sting like hell, and burn, but to only burn the top 2 layers of

skin.

Amanda moaned when she saw it. She had been waiting all week for this, ever since I told

her that I had picked this stuff up. I dipped the tiny sponge in the acid, and carefully lifted

it towards Tony’s heaving chest.

I small, tiny, single drop fell from the sponge and hit the table, causing a spot to form. I

held the device to Tony’s chest, just next to his nipple right on his right boob, and started

to move the sponge to form letters.

Tony screamed at the top of his lungs. Over and over he screamed, as he had not been

hurt in quite this fashion before. He wasn’t sure just how bad it was going to get. I

continued to write letters across his chest, about 4 inches high. I had to re-load the acid in

the sponge several times, and I went back over the area of Tony’s skin I was burning

several times to make sure that I got it right.

Tony squirmed but couldn’t move that much. His teeth dug into the hard piece of wood in

his mouth. His cock was rock hard, and his mother, on the table behind him getting fucked

by Doc and riding a huge orgasm while listening to her son scream in agony, reached

between Tony’s legs and started to pull hard on the boy’s stiff prick.

Tony was just grunting now, the worst of this torture over for the boy. I had finished

writing the letters on his chest, and put the sponge and acid away for another day. As I

knelt down to suck the boy off, I made sure that he did not come. I would suck him for a

few moments, and then squeeze his balls to make him lose his hard-on. 

I got Tony down from where he was and I bent him over his mother who was now on her

back, getting fucked in the cunt by Doc, who was wearing a rubber. Tony and Amanda

got into a “69” and mother and son started to eat each other out. I got behind Tony and

rammed my huge dick up his ass, without any warning or lubrication at all. Tony grunted,

but his well-stretched and often fucked ass took my cock with no problems at all. Soon, all

three of us were coming at the same time, over and over. Tony, though, wasn’t allowed to

get off at all that evening.

Ch 16. The next morning

I don’t really remember the rest of the night, being as drunk as I was. When I woke up, I

was in our bed, Amanda was on the floor next to the bed, and Tony’s mouth was wrapped

around my cock. He was hanging half off of the bed, his foot jammed into Amanda’s cunt,

not by accident I’m sure. Doc was no where to be seen, but he was to return soon, today

was the day we started planning our new Internet show. 

Tony woke and rolled off of me, spitting out my half-hard cock. As he rolled over I

gasped. There, burned into his chest, clear as day was: “FUCK TOY”. He looked great!

The “FU” and the “OY” were a little hard to see, since they were burned into the sides of

his little titties, but there it was, clear as day. I showed Tony in the mirror, and he ran his

finger along the scars and winced. “It’s not deep enough, is it?” he moaned, “You’re

going to have to do it again, aren’t you?”

I laughed and said, “Yup. In about 2 weeks when you are completely healed. Let’s get

ready for today.” Amanda woke when Tony yanked his foot out of her cunt and the three

of us went down to the basement to the new rooms that we had remodeled just for the

Internet broadcasts. The basement had been converted into 4 rooms. A control room for

the video and computer equipment, a dining room, a master bedroom, and a bedroom for

a 12 year old boy.

The dining room was pretty standard, except that there were mounts for 3 video cameras

at different places in the room, and extra lighting that was needed for filming. The master

bedroom contained a large king-sized bed, furnishings of standard design, and some extra

special surprises for later. The boy’s bedroom was a little smaller, pretty plain, except that

there were hooks on the walls and ceiling for hanging Tony and there were posters and

pictures of naked woman and children all over the room. There was also a TV and DVD

player, where Tony would have to watch himself get tortured and raped.

Doc showed up, and the four of us discussed what we would film on the first day of the

Internet series, one week from today.  Since I had kept Tony from coming the night

before, Amanda and I knew that he was really getting worked up. We decided to put a

“codpiece” on the boy to keep him hard, but not allow him to get off. For the rest of that

day, we roughed out how the first week of filming would go, and then Doc told us that he

was leaving and would be back the following Sunday to get us all started. For a whole

week, Tony was not allowed to cum. He was going nuts by Thursday, and by Saturday

night, he was literally in pain. He said that his balls were on fire. I checked him and sure

enough, his balls were swollen to nearly double their normal size. Amanda wanted

desperately to rape and torture the boy, but I refused to allow it. Any kind of stimulation

might have set the boy off before we were rolling.

Sunday afternoon, when Doc showed up, he said he had a surprise for Tony. He was

carrying a huge black duffel bag, but he left it upstairs in the living room when the four of

us went down to start to film in the basement. It had been decided a week before that we

would start out in the kitchen set. Doc got all of the cameras ready, and Amanda got into

costume and I stripped naked and so did Tony. I removed the cock restraint and his huge,

dripping cock flipped up and hit his belly hard with a “thwap”.

Tony was soon stretched out on the wooden dining room table, face down. The cameras

were all set and running, and Doc brought up all 3 cameras in separate windows on the

Internet site. He said, "Okay, we're live" and it began. 

Amanda, dressed in a leather cupless bra and crotchless panties, brandished a whip. The

whip was made of leather strips, woven around each other. The handle was jade. Tony had

carved the handle to look like his cock, and had done a nice job of it. Amanda swung the

whip around and with all the strength she could muster, brought the whip down across

Tony's quivering asscheeks. 

The strands of the whip cut deep into the boy's flesh, the very first strike drawing blood

and causing great pain to our boy. One of the cameras, aimed at Tony's face caught the

full impact of the pain on his face, his eyes closing, his mouth tensing up and all the

muscles and tendons of his face and neck going taught. He opened his mouth and let out a

long scream, much to the delight of the 1000's of perverts world-wide who were sitting in

front of their own computer screens, no doubt masturbating themselves as they watched

my sick and twisted wife inflict real damage on my son and boy-wife. I too was

masturbating as I stood by watching the sick scene. 

Amanda turned and smiled at one of the cameras. "Hello, my name is Amanda, and this

little wretch stretched out on the table for our personal amusement is my very own flesh

and blood son. He was born 11 years and 9 months ago, causing me no end of pain. Since

then, I've made sure to remind him every day of the pain that he caused me." Amanda

leaned in close to the boy's back and ass and the camera followed for a close up. The

camera followed Amanda's middle finger as it traced the latest in long line of cuts and

scars on the boy's body. She traced the whip marks on his ass, both new and old. She ran

her finger along the boy's spine, causing him to shiver visibly, and she ran her fingernail

along old scar marks on the boy's shoulder blades, causing him to wince just a bit as her

nail dug into his tender but scarred flesh. 

Tony, still gasping for a moment, felt his mother's hand spank his ass, and he looked up

into the camera and his eyes narrowed as he said, "My name is Tony. This website is all

about me. I'm a 11 and a half year old boy, who has boobies and gets raped by his mother

and step-father all the time. I eat their shit, drink their piss, and use my own hands to

spread open my asscheeks so they can fuck me with cocks, dildos and their own fists. I do

this because I was raised this way, and I enjoy it. I always have the option of leaving and

going to a nice, normal boarding school, or a military academy of my choice. But the fact

is, I'm not a normal boy, I enjoy pain and humiliation, and that's why this website exists!"

Over the next year, all of you will get to know me, inside and out. Best of all, you will get

to watch live as I mount my mommy, fuck her until she screams and fill her with my

potent jizz. Then mommy will be preggers with my own baby! She will be the kid's mother

and grand-mother all at the same time. you will see the birth of the baby live, and whether

it's a boy or a girl, I will fuck it the day it's born, after feeding it milk from my own

boy-titty! Stay tuned, y'all, it's gonna be a hellava ride!! AHHHHH!" 

Tony screamed at the end of the speech, cut off as Amanda once again brought the heavy

leather whip down, this time across the boy's back, the whip whistling through the air and

slicing through the boy's skin on his shoulders and the back of his neck. Amanda began to

lay into the boy now, bringing the whip down over and over. Tony's screams were screams

of pain and joy and orgasm all at the same time. 

Amanda dropped the whip and continued to belt her boy with her left hand, using her right

to reach down between the boy's legs and grab his man-sized balls. She squeezed both of

his nuts at the same time, causing a new, higher-pitched scream to flow from the boy's

lungs. She tugged on the nuts for a while, and then reached under the boy and started to

masturbate him, as she continued to rain down blows with her palm on his ass and lower

back. 

Tony was thrashing around, still crying and screaming, but honestly enjoying the abuse.

He soon began to grunt and that meant, as always, that he was about to come. Amanda

rolled him over on the table, and grabbed his right nipple with her left hand and again

grabbed his cock with her right. With her fingernails digging into the shaft, hard enough to

bruise but not break the skin, she started to jack off her son. With her other hand, she had

grabbed his nipple ring and pulled it away from his body, stretching his nipple out away

from his body about 3 inches. She then started to twist the ring back and forth, causing

Tony to shudder with pain as his nipple was twisted this way and that. 

Pain shot through the boy's chest, and cries of pain escaped from his mouth; in spite of all

of the pain, he was really getting ready to cum. His cock, as hard as it had ever been, was

getting ready to shoot. Amanda let go of the boy and stood back. 

Youth is really an amazing time to experiment with sex. They say that a male is at his

sexual peak at age 17, but believe me when I tell you that a well-trained, oft-experienced,

12 year old is peaking as well. On his back, still in pain, Tony's body stiffened. As

hundreds, maybe thousands of men, and no doubt a few dozen women as well, watched on

their computer monitors, Tony's cock shot jizz high into the air. It was like a fountain had

been switched on inside of the boy. There was no one touching his cock at all, it just

flopped back and forth all on it’s own as it started to spew.  I made a mental note that the

boy was going to have to go through one week of chastity at least once a month from now

on.

Not one, but 10 separate streams of fluid shot out of the tip of his prick, one after another.

From the first one that shot at least 6 feet into the air, to the last of the ten that barely

dribbled out, the entire orgasm was over in about 15 seconds, but it was a video shot that

would last for eternity. Recorded by 3 digital cameras at three different angles, Doc would

soon see to it that 45 seconds of video would be downloaded again and again, over and

over on the Internet. Tony was simply amazing, and totally drained when it was over. 

The cameras kept running, as they panned up and down Tony's body, zooming in close on

the white globs of cum that were running down his body toward the table he was still

laying on. Amanda leaned in and used her tongue to lick the tip of her son's dick, and then

used a finger to wipe up the cum that was pooling in the boy's bellybutton. She moved her

finger to Tony's mouth, and the boy opened wide and let her rub the ooze all over the

inside of his mouth. She got another fingerful and wiped it over his lips, making them

glisten even more than they had been. 

It was then that I decided to get in on the action, it was too hot and I was too horny to

just stand aside. I pushed Amanda away from Tony, and though she whined a bit, she

moved away. I climbed right up on the table and pushed Tony’s feet up fast his head and

he locked them in position there, as he always did when I fucked him.

Once Tony was basically bent in half, without any lube except for a single glob of spit

from me aimed right at his slightly open hole, I shoved my huge, hard cock into the boy’s

asshole. Tony grunted, just enough so that the people watching and listening on the other

ends of the Internet could hear. I jammed my prick all the way in and went to town,

fucking the boy as hard and as fast as I possibly could. Doc took one of the cameras in for

a close-up of Tony’s face, screwed up in pain and pleasure, and another zoomed in on his

butt. I pulled all the way out, showing off Tony’s insides to the camera, and then slammed

all the way in again.

I wasn’t overly brutal, but I did slap Tony’s asscheeks pretty hard as I fucked him. He

really got into it, and as I prepared to cum, Tony’s cock wobbled around and spat out a

small load of cum itself. I pulled my cock out of the boy, climbed over him, and blasted his

face with stream after stream of my hot jizz. Tony opened his mouth and gladly accepted

my load, and gargled it before swallowing.

As Amanda climbed back onto the table, to kiss her son and suck my cum from his face,

Doc disappeared for a moment. I knew where he had gone. Doc re-appeared with the

black duffel bag, and he sat it on the table next to Tony.

“Well, Tony,” he said, “As a token of appreciation for supplying your mother and father,

me and the whole world with video footage that helps us all get off, I would like to give

you this gift. Open the bag and see what’s inside. It’s yours to keep!”

Tony really had a hard time with that one. He wasn’t used to getting anything from us,

except maybe a little piss and shit for dinner. But Doc was right, Tony had earned this

one, and it was a gift that Tony could use on camera as well as off. Not to mention that

Amanda and I would be taking advantage of Tony’s new plaything as well.

Chapter 17 Tony’s New Fucktoy -- Petey!

Tony pulled the zipper on the huge duffel bag slowly. Inside of the bag was revealed, as

the cameras watched and Tony’s breath coming in short gasps, a boy. This was a boy

younger and smaller than Tony. He was a foot shorter, at least, and he was black. The boy

was a dark brown, and his white, red-rimmed eyes were huge as the bag was opened. He

had obviously spent a good deal of time the last couple of days bawling his head off.  He

blinked over and over, getting used to the light in the room, seeing the 3 adults and 1 boy

hovering over him was enough to make him cry again.

Doc said, “I bought this boy two nights ago from his crack-whore mom. She and many

other’s have used and abused him nearly as much as Tony over there.  He’s listened to me

carefully as I laid out the rules to him. He is a slave now; property, and he knows it. Tony

- see to it that he is fed and cared for, and that he is always properly watched or tied up so

that he can’t try to escape. He knows that if he tries to leave, he will be killed. He’s all

yours.”

The boy stared at Tony now. Tony reached down, and tentatively stroked the boy’s naked

chest. “What is your name?” Tony asked. “Um...Petey...” stammered the boy. Tony asked

another question, “How old are you?” The boy was looking from person to person in the

room, as he answered, “I’m only 9. Please don’t hurt me!” The boy was on the verge of

crying again. “I’m not going to hurt you, not at all, at least not today. Want to go to my

room, and leave the adults here?” The scared little boy nodded, and Tony helped the boy

get the rest of the way out of the bag that had been his home for the last 48 hours. As

Petey spread his legs to get out, Amanda gasped. The boy, small built and very young

looking, he might have passed for 7, had a cock and balls that were as big as Tony’s. His

prick was thick, and his balls hung low, as if he could already supply sperm to his own

orgasms. Amanda reached for the boy to grab his crotch, but I stopped her. After all, this

was Tony’s present, and Petey was all his, at least for tonight. Doc set up the cameras in

Tony’s room, while the two boys went to the bathroom, so that Petey could relieve

himself and Tony could get the boy to calm down and relax a little. It didn’t take much

effort, Doc had loaded the boy with drugs during the last two days. Tony and Petey

walked to Tony’s basement bedroom, and Tony shut the door. The boy’s were alone now,

with the slight exception of the thousands of perverts all over the world who were

watching them, including the three watching from the office/broadcast center in the far end

of the basement.

The boy’s flopped together on the bed. Petey was amazed at Tony’s huge tits, and seemed

to like touching them. When invited by Tony to suck on them, the younger boy, obviously

no stranger to sex himself, was happy to do it. Tony was in heaven. As the little guy

rubbed up against him, Tony marveled at the younger boy's amazingly smooth and perfect

body. Except for a single permanent mark on his right buttock, about 6 inches long, there

was not a scratch, bruise, or mark on his tender smooth, soft dark flesh. Tony sighed as

the boy continued to nuzzle his boobs. 

Petey was finally relaxed. He had been sold by his mother just days before this, and had

known fully well what that meant. He never conceived that this would be the outcome.

His mother had “rented” him out to men for years, so Petey was used to sweaty, smelly

old men touching, sucking and fucking him. This was very different. The boy, Tony, who

was his new "owner" was only a couple of years older than he was. He was a weird boy,

with bruises and marks all over his body, and boobs. As Petey sucked on Tony's titties, he

wondered if in two years he would be as messed up as Tony was. 

Tony rubbed the little guys butt, and loved how the boy responded. Petey was

comfortable, and thanks to the muscle relaxers and other drugs Doc had been giving him

for days, he was completely relaxed. He knew that he and the older boy were on video,

being watched by all these sick weirdoes in their homes, drooling over the two young boys

while watching them make out on their computer monitors, their disc drives whirring away

as they recorded the boy's making out. 

Petey moved his head from Tony's left tit to his mouth. The boy's tongues whirled around

each other, dark black face against pale white. Best of all, both boy's tongues were the

exact same shade of red, and it became hard to tell who's tongue was who's as they

intertwined in the boy's open mouths. They 2 lads mashed their lips together, their tongues

now pressing against the insides of each other's mouths, their cheeks bulging from time to

time as proof to those watching that the two boy's were still soul-kissing. 

Petey's 9 year old cock wobbled and waved back and forth, as he ground it and his balls

against the outside of Tony's thick thigh. Tony's cock, stiff as a board as well, moved in

rhythm to the cute little grunting noises that Petey made as he and Tony kissed, and the

younger boy dry-humped the older one. 

If the boy's could have seen and heard the thousands of men watching from all over the

world, they would have heard short gasps of breath, and loud moans as dozens and dozens

of men shot their loads of cum all at the same time, at the exact moment that young little

Petey broke the ten minute long French kiss and clearly cried out in a youthful voice full of

lust and desire, "OH, FUCK ME!!" 

Tony too moaned at that invitation. He knew all along that the boy, the second greatest

gift he had ever been given, was his fucktoy to do with as he pleased. But, to have the boy

beg for his cock, was almost more than Tony could have imagined! 

What was Tony's greatest gift? Simply being born to a woman with enough twisted desires

to have made his life both a living heaven and hell at the same time. Tony knew full well

that if pressed for an answer, both Amanda and I would have to admit that Tony deserved

his own little live-action fucktoy. And that's just what we had gotten Doc to give him. I

turned my attention back to the boys, still kissing and rolling back and forth on the bed in

Tony's basement room. 

Finally, Tony pushed the younger boy onto his back and gave him one last little kiss on the

mouth. He put a pillow under the small of Petey's back, and told the boy to reach under

his knees with both hands and pull his legs nice and wide open. The boy complied, and

then sighed deeply as Tony leaned down and sucked the boy's stiff little prick into his

mouth. 

Tony sucked on the boy for the next twenty or so minutes, until little Petey’s body was

shaking with a powerful orgasm. Tony learned soon enough that the 9 year old boy could

indeed, shoot sperm. There wasn’t much, and it was thin and watery, not thick and milky

like Tony’s, but it was cum.

Petey’s mother had given him over to a long succession of boyfriends, clients, and pimps

over the years, so getting smacked around or fucked or forced to suck cock was nothing

new to the boy; what was new was his “tormentor” giving him pleasure as well. After all,

Tony had no real reason to suck him off other than to relax and pleasure the boy. Petey

realized that what he had originally though of as a very bad predicament was not so

terrible after all. After he came, his tiny black body shaking and his balls lurching and his

cock straining hard as they shot out a load of boycum, he did really relax and wait for his

new “master” to enter him.

Petey saw right away that Tony’s cock was pretty big. It was as long as most men’s and

almost as thick. Petey was thankful that Tony took the time to grease up his asshole with a

fingerful of KY, since not all of the men who had used his ass had been that polite. Tony’s

cock slid into Petey with only the slightest pang of pain. As Tony’s cockhead passed

where the muscles were the tightest, Petey gasped and tried to relax. Tony froze there and

said, “Are you okay?”

Petey looked into the older boy’s kind, concerned eyes and said, “You really mean that

don’t you? If I was really in pain, you’d stop, wouldn’t you?” Tony smiled at the boy

under him and said, “Sure. No sense in messing up your asshole on the first fuck. I

understand that you’ve done stuff like this before, so its not like its your first time, but

there’s no sense in this being painful for you after all, it should be as nice for you as it is

for me.” Petey smiled back and said, “I’m really, totally, completely fine. Now will you

just fuck me, for fuck’s sake?”

Tony laughed and moved his hips in one quick lunge forward and buried his cock all the

way into the smaller boy. Petey grunted again, and then said, “Yeah, like that!” Tony

started to move in and out of the boy, fucking him harder and harder. Petey really was

enjoying the sex, and his little yelps as each thrust took place weren’t echoes of pain, but

of intense pleasure. Before Tony shot his load deep into the boy’s guts, Petey had actually

had several more dry orgasms, the tiny amount of fluid produced by his young but

functional balls already gone for the moment.

Both boys lay back on the bed, side by side, giggling like two school girls. “Didja like

that?” Tony asked. “Uh-huh,” replied Petey, “I think I may like it here, Master.” “Hmm,

‘Master’, I kind of like that,” murmured Tony as both boys cuddled and rested.

Chapter 18: Impregnating his Mommy

It was time for Tony to get started with his on-screen mission to impregnate my wife, his

mother, Amanda. Amanda was all set, and had only one request. She wanted to do this

alone with the boy; well, alone in front of about 1200 Internet voyeurs. I agreed, and told

Tony that I was going to take Petey for a “test drive”.

In front of the cameras, Amanda and Tony were in our bedroom set, on our bed, fully

clothed and kissing. They introduced themselves and Tony said, “I’m 11 and a half years

old, and this is my real, honest to god, flesh and blood, biological mom. She gave birth to

me, and now she wants to give birth to my child. So, as you watch, I’m going to fuck her.

As you may have guessed, we’ve fucked before, but this time is different. No condoms, no

pill, just me planting my seed deep inside my very own mommy. Watch!”

In front of the camera, in the other room, Petey was staring at me kind of frightened. I had

my shirt off already, and so did Petey. Doc was recording us for broadcast later on the net,

and I wanted to give a good show. “Petey, come here.” The boy came over to me slowly,

not really sure how to react to me, and certainly afraid of me based on his past experiences

with men. I turned him to have and camera and stripped off his shirt, my large hands

roaming around his chest, tugging at his nipples as I spoke, “This is Petey. He is my son’s

new slave. We bought him from his crack-whore mom, where he had been heavily abused

by many different men over the years. Here, he will be abused by just a few of us, and for

your pleasure. Email us at our “hushmail” address, and let us know what sorts of things

you’d like to see Petey here do. In the meantime, today we will have a race. Petey had

exactly 15 minutes from right know to make me cum into his mouth. I’m just going to lay

back here and let him do all the work. If he wins, he gets a load of cum shot in his mouth,

if he looses, you all win, since I will take a switch to his backside. Okay Petey, GO!”

Tony moaned as Amanda kissed his bare chest and pulled off his shorts and underwear.

Tony grabbed at her tits, squeezing them hard, harder than most women would have found

pleasurable, but my Amanda is no ordinary woman. She responded by slapping Tony’s

now bare ass with her right hand, harder than most boys would have found pleasurable,

but then again, my boy Tony is no ordinary boy. Once Amanda as naked too, she reached

to the nightstand to get a big butt-plug. Tony, assuming it was for him, got on his hands

and knees and pointed his ass at his mother, the camera clearly seeing her red handprints

on his white cheeks. Tony looks good in the position, his little tits handing down and

looking larger than normal. As Amanda used her right hand to work the buttplug into

Tony’s well-stretched and unlubed asshole, she used her left to reach under the boy and

squeeze his left tit really hard. Harder than most 11 year old boys with big titties would

have found pleasurable, but Tony....well, you already know....

Petey was having a really hard time of it. He was almost 4 minutes along and he was still

struggling to get my pants down. I wasn’t wearing underwear, but Petey had found that

with me lying on my back, tugging off my pants was more difficult than he would have

figured. Finally he got the right leverage and my pants came off and my rock hard cock

sprung up. Petey immediately lunged at it, taking the head and about half of the shaft into

his mouth and throat with the first big swallow. It felt incredible to feel the head of my

dick sliding into the throat of a 9 year old boy. His dark red lips were nearly the same

color as my blood-filled cock, and it was hard to tell where my cock stopped and were his

lips started as the boy’s head moved up and down my shaft in a blur, far to fast for the

digital camera to keep up with. Doc told me later that he used the special features of our

computer to slow down those images for broadcast, so the viewers got to see it all in

glorious slow motion. Wow!

With the butt-plug now firmly in place in the 11 year old’s butt, Amanda rolled her son

over and climbed on top of him. She sucked his hard cock a few times, and then straddled

him. She began to ride his cock, as she had so very many times before, but this time with a

newfound purpose. This wasn’t just about her pleasure or his, this was about the creation

of a new life. Staying in that one position, Amanda rode Tony until the boy had cum in her

not once, but twice, as was their usual routine when fucking in this position. However,

this time Amanda wasn’t satisfied with just twice. She reached between her son’s legs and

pressed a button on the butt-plug, and then tugged hard on the boys balls. As the device in

Tony’s ass made a sound like an electrical buzz, it sent a jolt deep into his rectum. Tony,

not at all prepared or ready, as this was a brand-new device that he had never encountered

before, gasped and realized all at once that he was in for more pleasure and certainly more

pain. Moments later the second jolt, nearly double that of the first, hit the boy. Tony

screamed out in pain, but his near-flaccid cock lurched back to life as Amanda continued

to ride her son’s manhood.

I was having a really hard time now holding back. Petey was doing a fantastic, wonderful

job, and I had to use every trick I knew to keep from blowing my load before the 15

minutes were up. In fact, I had set my watch to beep at 13 instead of 15 minutes. If you

can’t cheat your 9 year old boy-lover slave, who can you cheat? I was just thinking that I

wasn’t going to make it and the boy was going to win when my watch beeped. The time

was up. I held on for a few more seconds, and then let my load go. Petey was still sucking

away, like a little trooper, even knowing that he had lost the game. Once I recovered from

cumming so hard and Petey had swallowed all of my cum, I hugged him close and said,

“Nice try, but you did loose. I want you to be brave, okay?” He looked up at me with

terrified eyes and said in a wavering, frightened voice, “Oh-okay...”

Tony was yelping every few moments now as the speed and force of the electrical shocks

had built up. He had cum inside of his mother’s cunt four times now, but Amanda was

trying for five. Soon enough she got it, as Tony gasped and grunted his way through

another orgasm, which if either of them had seen up close, they would have known it was

a useless one, since all the rest of Tony’s jizz had been used up in the previous four

orgasms, and this last one was completely dry; not that it mattered to either of them.

Tony, nearly unconscious, was barely aware of when his mother slowly pulled the

butt-plug out of his asshole. He was aware though, of what she did next. Amanda, loving

the sight of her son’s 11 year old asshole all stretched out like it was, squirted some KY

on her hand and proceeded to give her son a 15 minute long fist fuck. Tony, his cock

exhausted and sore and his balls drained, didn’t enjoy it at all, but as her right hand

worked its way around in her son’s guts, her left hand worked its way up into her own

cunt and Amanda was soon giving herself multiple orgasms. Tony eventually passed out,

but Amanda kept going. No doubt, every single man and woman watching this on the

Internet came, at least once, if not more. We got tons and tons of emails, over 500 from

people saying that it was the hottest thing they had ever seen, ever! Later when I watched

the video, I agreed. It was a classic.

Petey was scared, and with good reason. He was tied to the bedposts, by wrists and

ankles, spread eagle over the bed. I swung the lightweight wooden switch back and forth a

few times, making it whistle right past the boy’s ear, making his shiver with horrific

anticipation. I made a slight movement with my wrist, and made the switch catch the boy,

right behind the ear, flicking it hard enough to make it feel like a bee sting. “UGH!” Petey

cried out, his whole body flinching. I raised the switch up and brought it down ten times in

rapid succession on his asscheeks. The boy howled in pain, and writhed around on the

bed. I gave him ten more to his back, ten to his legs, and then ten more to his already sore

asscheeks. There, were I criss-crossed a few of the new welts with the old, the dark brown

skin broke open and just a few droplets of blood could be seen. When that was done,

Petey seemed really out of it, so I untied him and mounted him myself. It was a hard,

quick fuck, and for Petey it seemed to be more painful than the whipping. When I had shot

off in his ass, he seemed to collapse into total unconsciousness and I let him sleep there on

Tony’s bed (the one in the bedroom set in the basement). Doc came in to tell me that

Amanda and Tony were done fucking, and that she was fisting him and would probably be

done soon. He looked at Petey, we assumed he was asleep and he said, “Think he’ll make

it?” I dropped the volume of my voice and Doc and I had a quick but meaningful

conversation. Then we went back to the control room to end the day’s broadcast with a

playback of me getting my BJ from the boy.

Chapter 19: Petey’s First Online Fuck

Tony was exhausted after all the effort and time that had gone into his first "impregnate"

session with his mother. She had insisted on his coming inside of her multiple times, and

he was tired and drained, but oddly enough, still horny. When he finally got back to his

own "bedroom" set in the basement, I was through fucking with Petey, and after the

beating he had taken, he was asleep on Tony's bed. 

"Hey" Tony said, shaking Petey awake, "I want to fuck you". Petey lifted his head

groggily and said, "Sure, whatever you say; I heard your dad talking to that doctor guy. I

think they made sure that I could hear them. Your dad said that if I don't make everyone

completely happy, and give them whatever they want, he's going to give me back to that

doctor and he said he would sell me to this guy that likes to torture little boys to death. I'm

gonna do whatever it takes to make you happy, no matter what." 

"That's a very healthy attitude to have around this house" Tony said, rolling to smaller boy

on his side and using two fingers to spread some KY on the dark red hole that was still

kind of gaping open from when I was fucking the boy about a half hour before. Tony ran

his hand over the marred, smooth, red and black skin and said, "I'll talk to my dad; I think

I can arrange for you to always sleep in here or in my real room upstairs with me; it'll be

easier on you than sleeping with my folks. My mom is even worse than my dad, she just

got done fisting me, and she wants you fucked enough so that you are stretched out and

ready for her to fist. Ever have a fist in your ass?" 

"Good God no!" exclaimed Petey, "How in the hell could someone get their hand inside of

you? Didn't it hurt?" "Of course it hurt, numbnuts," Tony grunted as he forced his cock

into the younger boy's ass, "Doesn't this hurt too, though? I mean, really, should a little

boy like you get a cock up his ass? No, probably not. That won't stop it from hurting

though!" 

Petey moaned loudly as the cock penetrated his already sore butt. Very soon though, he

got used to the feeling of rocking back and forth on Tony's cock, and since he was so very

tired, he dropped off to sleep long before Tony was able to cum. Tony, tired but still

needing that one last release of the day, kept fucking the little boy until he finally shot his

last, small load into the boy's rectum and finally passed out. 

Both boys slept on the bed, still connected physically by Tony's cock and Petey's butt, and

emotionally connected by their strange desire for pain and abuse. 

In the morning, I was the one to gently wake the two boys. Both were groggy, and smelly

from the raw sex from the day before. I suggested that they shower, eat breakfast, and

then we were going to broadcast the two of them having sex on the Internet. Just the two

of them at first, and then Doc and I were going to join in, and finally my gorgeous and

horny wife, who was still bugging me about her buggering the new boy with her hand. I

told her that I was going to try to fuck his ass with my cock and Tony's at the same time.

If we could do that without Petey passing out, then I would say he was ready to be fisted. 

Petey was kind of panicked at hearing that today may be the day he gets a hand up his ass,

but Tony told him the first rule of being a abused sex toy-boy was to not sweat the stuff

until it happens. "You can't control what's going to happen to you anymore than you can

control the weather, so just let it fall out of your mind and let it go." By the time the two

boys were laughing and sudsing themselves up in the large bathub upstairs, Petey had

honestly forgotten about it. 

All five of us had a large breakfast that Doc had prepared. He had been a cook in the

military, and he was a damn good cook, but almost always cooked too much. Both boys

had ravenous appetites, and they chewed through the food like it was going out of style.

After the meal, with all five of us sitting there, I told the others of the offer I had made to

Petey the night before. "I love using and abusing boys as much as any man" I said, "but

this boy has been so obedient and plyable that I decided, as head of the household, to offer

him a way out. He can go home; home to his mother the crack whore and her string of

abusive boyfriends and pimps that can beat him and rape him, or he can stay here with us,

and we can beat him and rape him and love him too." 

Amanda looked at me and just glared. She hated the idea of letting the boy go, and I know

that Doc did too. Tony looked confident, and I think that he knew as I did; Petey was

going to elect to stay here of his own accord." 

The 9 year old boy thought for about 30 seconds and then said, "I think I have my

decision, but I need Amanda to agree to something for me. I want to stay, I might as well

stay where I'm getting beaten and sexed up and fed well, as opposed to going where I get

beaten, sexed and starved. I do kind of like it here. I know that a slave can't demand

anything of their masters, but since I am at a point where I get to make a choice, I am

going to let you make one too. I know that Amanda wants to fist me today. Well, I saw a

woman get fisted once, in the ass, and the guy literally pulled her guts out and she bled to

death. I don't want to die. I know that you'll be more gentle than that john was to that

chick, but I want to be drunk, really dead drunk when you fistfuck me later today. Agree

that I get to get loaded before hand, and I will stay here of my own free will." 

Amanda giggled like a school girl. "Petey, you have a deal. In fact, I'm going to get you

drunk, real drunk and you aren't even going to get to taste a sip of alcohol at all." He

looked confused, but I rubbed his shoulders and said, "Trust her, she knows what she's

doing." Petey smiled and we all shook hands with the newest permanent member of our

family. 

Doc stood and said, "Well, I have to go out for a few hours; I have something to get for

the boys. I'll be back." Tony had a huge smiled on his face; Petey looked curious and

Amanda looked horny. I knew what Doc was going for, and I think everyone else had a

good idea. Now though, it was almost 11 in the morning, and that was when the boy's

were scheduled to start their Internet broadcast. I took the boys to Tony's bedroom

upstairs and got them dressed in the clothes that they were going to need for the show. 

I told them, as they got ready, just what was expected of them today. They both

understood, and by the time they were dressed, both boys had hard-ons pressed up against

the tight leather shorts they were wearing. 

They went down to Tony's "show" bedroom where they had slept the night before. While

they were getting dressed, Amanda had cleaned and straighten the room, made the bed

with fresh sheets, and gotten the cameras set up and ready to go. 

Tony and Petey sat on the edge of the bed, facing one of the cameras. I shut the door to

the room, and ten seconds later the light on the camera flashed red and the boys were live

and streaming on the Internet. 

Tony and Petey sat on the edge of the bed, next to each other. Tony was dressed in black

leather shorts, black vinyl boots that went up past his knees, and a leather cupless bra that

made his little-boy tits stick out further than normal. His nipples, which normally had rings

in them, had two gold studs, with shiny little diamonds on each end. The scars that had

been carved and burned into his chest were quite visible, though not legible through the

camera's eye. He would have to be closer to the camera to reveal the message in his scars. 

Petey was dressed in the same kind of outfit, except his was all red. He also had a red

ball-gag in his mouth, the red straps tied behind his head nice and tight. There were holes

in the red ball, allowing easily free breathing for the boy. His nipples were not pierced

(yet) but he had two heavy-gauge nipple clamps hanging from his tiny pink nipples. The

surrounding dark brown flesh was looking kind of reddish as well, as the weight of the

clamps tugged the nips downward. 

Both boys seemed to be quite happy and content at this point in the broadcast. The two

boys just sat still for several moments, letting the voraciously salivating voyeurs at home

study the boys every curve, movement and nuance. 

Finally Tony spoke, "Hi. You remember me from last night; I was the one fucking my

mom try to make her pregnant. As a reward for all of my hard work last night, my daddy

got me a new plaything -- this little guy right here. His name is Petey, and in case you

didn't know, my name is Tony. We are both playthings for my parents and their friends.

We both have had the opportunity to leave, and go to a safe place, but neither of us wants

to leave. We like fucking and sucking and being hurt and loved. We both like pain and

pleasures and cumming. This morning, we really don't have anything specific to show you,

so we are just going to fuck around. We both hope that you'll stay and watch us have fun!

And remember, we are both professionals, so don't try this on any kids at home; unless

you really, really want to!" 

Tony moved just a bit back on the bed, and motioned for his little lover to lay across his

lap. With the camera zoomed in nice and tight, Tony raised his hand up and began to

spank Petey's ass. Of course, through the leather the boy couldn't really feel anything at all

anyways, but it looked really sexy. After a few minutes of hitting his butt, Tony moved his

hand up the boys back. At the lower part of his back, just above the leather shorts, Tony's

hand made contact with Petey's bare flesh and the slapping sound echoed in the room,

through the microphone and all across the world via the Internet. Petey moaned a bit, and

Tony continued to smack the younger boy's dark flesh over and over. 

Wack! Slap! Smack! Crack! Tony's hand came down over and over on the black, bare

flesh. Because the boy's skin was so dark, you couldn't really see the red spots showing

up, as Tony's hand got really sore. Tony took a break, and laid the younger boy across the

bed, on his belly, and Tony climbed over him, bending down close and slowly running his

tongue across the boy's back, the cool spit from Tony's mouth giving a little tiny bit of

relief to the stinging that Petey felt coming from the nerves in his back. Tony ran his

tongue back and forth across the boy's flesh, making him shiver from the excitement.

Petey was really enjoying having Tony lick him. Tony finished by pulling down the boy’s

shorts just enough to show off the cute little crack of his asscheeks and Tony dug his

tongue in there and Petey giggled from the feeling. 

Once Tony tired of this, or rather his mouth went completely dry and he was forced to

stop, He lowered down Petey's shorts and bared his butt to the camera. He then spent

several minutes spanking the boy’s bottom, until the dark flesh had turned slightly pink.

Petey was almost crying by that time, and Tony made the little guy stand in front of the

camera, so that the Internet voyeurs could enjoy watching the tears dribbling down the

boy’s face.

Tony pulled Petey back to the bed, and the boys sat there kissing for a while. At first,

Tony just licked the boy’s face and ears, and then he undid the gag and the two lads got

down to some “tongue time”. For nearly 15 minutes, all that could be heard in that room

was the slobbering noises of two boys French kissing each other and sucking on each

other’s tongues, ears, lips, and cheeks. Both of the boys were really flushed when Tony

broke the last kiss between them, and roughly tied the ball gag back in place.

Petey knew what was going to happen next. He got into position on the bed, and Tony

pulled off the younger boys shorts as well as his own. Tony greased up his rock-hard pole

with KY and with one camera catching every nuance of Petey’s face, and the other

zoomed in on where Tony was entering the boy’s asshole, the Internet viewers were now

treated to a split screen.

Petey jumped a bit and grimaced as Tony entered him, but he was pretty loosened up from

all the fucking the day before.  Very soon, Tony was humped over the smaller boy,

fucking him roughly. Petey, enjoying the fucking in reality, was doing a very good acting

job now and was throwing his head back and forth, clawing at the bed and trying to get

out from under Tony, and screaming in a loud, high pitched voice. Petey later told us that

he really got off on thinking about the men watching who thought that the “rape” was

real.”

“Yeah, fuck-toy, take it, take it all!” grunted Tony, as all through the pretend rape he

called the smaller boy names, beat the sides of his body, and pulled at his hair. Tony was

very good at “acting” now, and Petey seemed to hold his own rather well. At one point,

Tony leaned down and whispered in Petey’s ear, “Let’s kick it up a notch!”

With that, Tony adjusted his angle on Petey, and from the camera’s point of view, it

seemed that he was going deeper into the younger boy’s asshole, and Tony started fucking

faster. Petey started wailing in a high pitched voice, and as Amanda and I were watching

from the “control” room, I realized that even she didn’t catch on that the boys were really

play-acting. She moaned as Petey began to cry and scream in his little-boy, high-pitched

voice, and she started to finger herself. I got behind her and jammed my cock hard into her

asshole, and she grunted, “OH, yeah, baby! Fuck me, fuck me hard!!”

Back in the bedroom, Tony was going through his big “cum scene”. He pulled his dick out

of Petey, and blasted his load all over the boy’s back, his white cum splattering all over the

dark brown flesh. As Petey continued to cry and moan, Tony got down and spent the next

five minutes pushing the cum around on Petey’s back with his tongue, little by little licking

it up and swallowing it. When his back was clean, Petey rolled over and he and Tony

kissed. 

On the broadcast, I switched over to a replay of some highlights from the night before, to

allow the boys a ten minute rest while they got ready for their next scene together. Before

the ten minutes were up, Doc was back and boy oh boy did he have a surprise for Tony

and Petey!

Chapter 20: Two boys, a girl, and PAIN!

I saw the girl first. She was lovely, a dark-skinned Latina. I thought she was 14 or 15,

from her size and body shape. Doc laughed when I guessed 14, she was 11. 11 and she

had the body of a woman. Her titties were at least a “C” cup, and her ass and legs were

curvy as hell. She was as tall as Amanda, and towered over Tony, let alone little Petey.

She was covered in a thin white sheet, gagged and hogtied. Tony and Petey were awoken

by Amanda after we got the “dungeon” set ready for the three kids.

Doc and I tied the still sheet-covered girl to the wall and Tony and a wide eyed Petey were

brought in by Amanda. The cameras were rolling already, broadcasting this whole scene to

the world wide web. Tony pulled Petey up to the barely covered girl and the two boys

grabbed the girls tits, and she squealed as they did. Both boys had already popped boners

by then, and Tony asked, “Do we get to fuck her?”

Doc spoke to the boys. “Guys, this here is Serina. She’s 11 years old and your plaything

for the whole evening. You can literally do whatever you want to her for the next two

hours. Whatever. Then, at 10pm, you have to kill her. Snuff her. Execute her. End her life.

I have a contract for a snuff this evening, and it’s going to be her, or one of the two of

you. If she isn’t dead by ten-thirty, I will flip a coin. Heads, Tony dies; tails, its Petey.

Plain and simple. We’ve left everything here you could possible want or need to do this, so

get to it.” 

Tony’s boner grew a little bigger and wobbled around; Petey’s shrank and nearly

disappeared. The girl, Serina, pissed her self. “Noooooo!!!” she screamed through the gag

that was still in her mouth, and Tony, a wild look in his eyes, reached around and through

the sheet slapped her across the tits, hard enough to make all the air whoosh out of her

lungs as she screamed, “AAAAHHHHHH!!”

All five of the digital cameras we had were set up in the room, ready to move back and

forth, this way and that and zoom in and out as the need arose. 

The three of us adults left the room, knowing full well that this evenings broadcast was in

good hands with Tony. Tony’s eyes blazed with sexual desire and lust for violence. He

glared at Petey. “I’m not gonna die to try to save the life of some bitch I don’t know or

care about; you have a choice -- do as I say and help me beat and snuff this cunt, or die

with her, the choice is totally yours.” Petey gulped and shrank back into the shadows.

Tony picked up a short whip with several strands and he started to whip the girl head to

toe, the sheet she was covered in shredding away and falling to the floor.

Petey, in the darkness of the back of the room watched, and finally decided that he, too

was not going to die to save this girl he didn’t know. If the adults of the house say “kill”

Petey decided right then and there that he would kill. He picked up a staple gun and

walked over the to hanging girl. He stood to one side, the side that Tony wasn’t still

whipping, and held the device to the side of the girls belly. The little boy pulled on the

trigger, and it took all of the strength of both of his index fingers before the metal clicked

and the staple shot out into the flesh of the girl, tearing in deep and sinking in to where it

would stay until pulled loose.

Tony laughed, out loud as the girl screamed a higher pitched scream than before. Tony

stepped back and pushed Petey in the chest to make him stand back as well. Finally the

girls body was revealed to the two boys. She had huge tits, C cup at least, with nipples

that were hard and brown. She had thick curly hair above her pussy, but just in a little

patch about 2 inches by 3 inches. “She must shave” said Tony, indicating to her cunt,

“well, she used to shave. No need for her to do it any more.” The young man pulled on

her left tit, tugging on her nipple and then stretching it out just as far as he possibly could.

He grinned at his younger partner and Petey raised his eyebrows. Tony dug around on the

nearby workbench and found what he needed. Rope. Tony took the thin rope and began to

tie it around the base of the girls left tit. He wound it around three times, and then tied it

off nice and tight. He repeated the process on her other tit, and then climbed onto a chair

to loop the two ropes trough a hook in the ceiling of the basement dungeon. He pulled the

ropes tight and tied them off to another hook that was in the solid workbench. Then Tony

undid the girls bonds from her wrists, and ankles. She fell to the floor, able to just barely

stand on her tip-toes and not have the ropes pull too hard on her tities. Tony lastly

ungagged the girl, letting her beg for release and for mercy and for her mommy. Tony

kissed her on the mouth, and then stepped back. He untied the ropes from the bench, and

handed one to Petey. “PULL!!” he commanded the younger boy.

The two boys pulled the ropes and they went taught. Then they dug into the girl’s flesh,

and finally pulled her right off the floor. Tony and Petey pulled the ropes to the far end of

the room, and the girl was hanging by her huge tits. Tony tied off his rope and then

Petey’s to the far wall, securing the girl in her new hanging position. Tony, eager to get

started on really torturing the girl was halted in his thoughts of tormenting the girl when

Petey said, “We gonna fuck her?”

“Fuck her?” thought Tony. It had not even occurred to him, and Tony didn’t know why.

She was good looking, and exposed right there to them both. Tony smiled at the younger

boy, a sneer crawling across his lips. “Yeah, yeah let’s do that...”

Tony hauled two heavy wooden chairs to each side of the girl, and then pulled her legs

apart. He tied her legs to the chairs, and then stood in front of the girl. “Petey, stand

behind her and use this whip on her while I fuck her.” Tony ordered and Petey obeyed.

The girl, continuing to beg and plead and cry for mercy, whimpered as Tony used two

fingers to dig into her crotch. “Hey! She’s a fucking virgin.” he looked up into her eyes.

“Well, we can’t possibly let her die a virgin, now can we!”

He smacked her taught titties a few times and then entered her. He pulled her close and

jammed his dick into her cunt, ripping her open and causing pain to shoot all through the

lower half of her body. The light whipping she was being given by Petey across her back

and ass was nothing compared to the pain of the rape. Tony looked around the girls tits

and order Petey, “Rape her with me. Fuck her ass!”

“Nooooo!!!” the girl screamed again, over and over, still intent on begging to be let go.

She screamed again as Petey’s huge cock, nearly adult size, entered her rectum. The boys

could fell each other’s cocks forcing their way into the girl, with just a thin stretching of

skin separating them. Petey had never felt it before, a cock grinding against his own, but

Tony had experienced this many times when he and I would fuck his mother together.

They fucked her over and over, and then shot off, traded places and raped her again.

Petey was grossed out at first, as he pulled his dick out of the girls torn and tattered cunt

the first time, his cock was covered in blood -- thick and gooey blood. But he pressed on,

shoving his cock back into the bloody cunt and then really getting down to a nice, hard

rhythm, fucking the weeping, sobbing girl at least as hard as Tony had. When both boys

had exhausted themselves by fucking her over and over, they both picked out new

instruments of torture to use on the girl and took a five minute break to re-coup their

strength.

Petey went first after the break. He chose to use a box that had 100 straight pins in it. He

stood on a little stool in front of the girl and started by sticking several straight into her

nipples, starting in the very center and working out in a circular pattern. He didn’t push

them in at an angle, but just straight on, all the way in, all four and a half inches of the thin

aluminum entering the girls body and tearing through her flesh. She screamed over and

over as the boy pressed pin after pin into her, the pins puncturing her skin and embedding

into her flesh made the girls skin crawl, and the pain was almost overwhelming. After

putting dozens of pins into her tits, Petey continued to move down the girls body. 

Her tummy, abdomen, legs, ass, and arms were soon dotted with the colorful beads that

were attached to the blunt end of each needle. Her whole body flinched each time Petey

jammed a needle into her, causing even more pain to shoot through her tits, since they

were supporting the weight of her whole body. Finally, Petey ran out of pins.

“Good one, Petey,” Tony said,  “come here.” He reached up and pulled a single pin out of

the girl’s right tit, and knelt down in front of Petey. He moved his body to one side, so

that in the control room, I could zoom in on Petey’s cock and Tony’s deft fingers. Petey

realized what was about to happen and took a deep breath. Tony jammed the pin straight

through the head of the younger boy’s black cock. It drew no blood, but the pain that shot

through the boy’s cock and balls was intense, and Petey screamed in pain. Tony reached

up for another pin and tugged it out of the girl’s inner thigh. Petey had braced himself

again, but Tony smiled at the boy, handed him the pin, and stood up. Petey understood. 

“AAAARRGGHHHH!!” Tony screamed, and then laughed a nervous, twisted laugh. He

looked down at the pin sticking through the head of his cock and lifted it with one hand.

He stroked himself a few times and then the blood rushed back into his cock, giving him a

half-hard-on.

Now it was Tony’s turn to make the girl suffer. His eyes blazing, Tony knew just what he

was going to do. As he prepared, Petey pulled a chair over and sat nearby, so he could

watch everything up close. The girl, almost in shock already, shuddered as Tony picked up

the long black bullwhip and walked toward her, an evil smile on his face....

