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This story is based on a series I read called Housewives at Play.  In that series, Cathy Mitchell is forced to become a lesbian slut by her friend Patty.  Shortly afterwards, Beth catches them in the act and Cathy suddenly has two mistresses.  Cathy has two high school age children, one of whom is 18-year-old Melissa.  Next, Melissa’s friend, Jennifer (also 18), offers herself to Cathy to be Cathy’s slave.  Cathy accepts the offer and is both slave to Beth and Patty and mistress to Jennifer.  Finally, Jennifer seduces Melissa while Cathy watches.  Jennifer plays the role of “wifey”, sucking a plastic dildo that Melissa (her “hubby”) is wearing and letting her “hubby” fuck her.  At that moment, Beth and Patty walk in on them, catching them all in the act.  Cathy is nude already.  Melissa and Jennifer are also nude, but only Melissa knows that Cathy has been watching them.  
Beth: “Well, well, and who are these two little pretties?”  She stares at the two 18-year-olds, caught in the midst of a passionate kiss.  
Patty: “I don’t know, but I’d say it’s going to be a hot time in the Mitchell house tonight, right Cathy?”  She is behind Cathy with an arm across her nude slave’s throat and another arm across her rib cage, nicely framing her bare tits.  
Cathy: “NOOOO!!”  Horrified at being caught and now exposed to her own daughter.  
Melissa: “Mom??”
Jennifer: “Mistress?”
Our story begins…
In the shocked silence that followed, Beth thought quickly.  She knew Cathy’s daughter, Melissa, and her friend, Jenny.  And, Jenny had called Cathy “Mistress”.  That meant their sex slave was mistress to the 18-year-old that had been caught naked on Melissa’s lap.  Slave to a slave meant she would soon understand she was sex slave to Patty and Beth.  It put Melissa into a deliciously superior position, the position of being a dominatrix.  Beth saw the opportunity immediately and was the first to speak.
“Jenny, get your naked ass over here.  It’s time you learned how a real mistress treats her slaves.  You’ve been fucking and sucking your horny hubby like a good wifey should do, but she’s going to share you with us like the true slut you are.”  
Patty released Cathy and started to remove her clothes, already anticipating the fun of having the teenager slurping at her cunt and ass.  She was incredibly horny and willing to follow Beth’s lead, so she let Beth continue.  Cathy stood without trying to cover herself.  Though the order had not been given, she knew her mistresses did not want her to hide her nudity and she was unable to resist even the unspoken command though it humiliated her to have her daughter staring at her.  
Shocked though she was at her mom’s presence and nudity, Melissa reacted quickly to defend her claim to Jennifer, “But, she’s my wifey and what if I don’t want to share her with you?”
“Just wait, Melissa, and hear me out.  I think you’ll really like what I have planned.  We’re going to expand our little club to include you two young sweeties.  If you haven’t guessed by now, you should know that your mom is our sex slave.  She’s a great fuck and a great pussy licker.”
“Oh, please, no,” wailed Cathy.  “Not in front of my daughter.  Don’t tell her what…”
“Silence, slave,” spat Beth.  “You’ll do as you’re told and you’ll stand and listen while I tell all about you.  In fact, I don’t need to tell her.  We’ll just let you show her.  Melissa, I propose that Patty, you, and I be the mistresses and your mom and Jenny be the slaves.  So, while we give Jenny a try, you can have your mom.  Cathy, get on your knees between Melissa’s legs and show her how her mom licks cunt.”
“B-b-but, M-M-Melissa is my d-daughter,” said Cathy, turning bright red.  “I can’t do that.”
Melissa was immediately hooked on the idea.  Still tipsy and very horny, she needed relief.  Her mom’s beautiful body turned her on and she imagined the sight of having her mother’s face pressed against her pussy.  “You have to, mom slave,” she said.  “If you’ve been their slave, then you have to be mine, too.  Maybe you don’t think I’m as good as them or as pretty as them, huh?”
“N-n-no,” said Cathy.  “That’s not it.  It’s… it’s… well, it’s indecent.”
Suddenly, Cathy was tackled from behind by Patty and Beth.  “Slaves don’t get to argue,” said Patty, her naked body slithering against Cathy’s.  She pinned Cathy’s arms behind her while Beth controlled their slave’s legs.  Though she’d argued with her daughter, Cathy knew better than to fight against her mistresses.  Soon she found herself tied to the coffee table just as she had been the very first day that Patty had seduced and raped her.  Helpless, she watched as Melissa squatted down to put her pussy right in front of her mouth.  Knowing what was expected, Cathy slid her long tongue out and licked the slit of her own daughter.  
“That’s it, mommy slave bitch,” said Melissa.  “Shove your tongue in my pussy and suck my juices.”  She watched in fascination as her mom now eagerly abased herself in her daughter’s crotch.  “Mmmm, yes, mommy slave bitch, put your tongue deep inside me and lick hard.”
Jenny was facing a different problem as she found herself on her hands and knees at the mercy of her new mistresses.  One put on the cock that Melissa had used on her while the other strapped on a dildo of huge proportion.  She thought her mistresses looked wonderful with their naked female forms sporting huge cocks, cocks just for her.  This was beyond her wildest dreams.  “Oooo, mistresses, I want you to use me all over.  I’m yours for the taking.”  She smiled and then opened her mouth wide as Patty placed her dildo at the young slave’s mouth.  At the same time, she felt the pressure of the second huge cock against her pussy lips.  God!  She could hardly contain herself as she realized she was about to be fucked from both ends.  
Her mouth was spread wide and she sucked greedily on the dildo, tasting her own juices as she cleaned the huge plastic cock.  Her eyes widened as the cock pressed deeper and deeper until her nose was buried in her mistress’ cunt hair.  She was in heaven.  The pressure from behind spread her cunt lips as wide as her mouth.  “Mmmmphf,” she grunted in pleasure.  Speechless, she wished she could scream out, “Mistress, it feels so good.”  Her body burned with lust as her young body was used.  
When the dildos were removed and she was allowed to taste the juices of her mistresses, she did so with enthusiasm and skill that pleased Patty and Beth.  “That’s it,” moaned Patty, “Eat my pussy and make me cum.
Cathy ate, sucked, and slurped her daughter to an orgasm and then looked up into the eyes of her new mistress, asking for her next command.  Melissa felt the power that the mistress has over her slave.  The feeling was even more powerful since the woman tied and helpless before her begging for degradation was her mother.  And, to her amazement, her mom had a gorgeous and sexy body.  It was a body that was worth owning.  She reached for the dildo cast aside by Beth and strapped it on.  “Mommy slave bitch, I’m going to go gaze at your beautiful ass.  I want to fuck it until you cum for me.  What do you think of that?”
“What ever you wish, Melissa.”  Like her daughter she was getting an additional charge out of the incestuous coupling.  “Your mommy will do whatever her baby wants.  Put that big fucking cock all the way up my ass and I’ll scream out your name when I cum.”  She wiggled her lovely ass and waited in anticipation.  “Oooo, mmmphf, God, yes,” she sighed as the cock slid deep.  “That’s what mommy’s ass is for,” she said as she felt her daughter’s hips press against her ass.  All 12 inches were buried in her hot ass.  She felt the now familiar approach of an orgasm as only an ass fucking could bring her.  It was different than an orgasm when her pussy was stimulated, but just as good.  
Though it took several minutes for Cathy to reach orgasm, Melissa didn’t tire or slow down.  Her sexual energy was at a peak as she watched her mom writhe in ecstasy at the end of her fake cock.  The entire time, Cathy made animal like noises – grunts, whines, and moans that indicated her rising lust.  As she had promised, when she came, Cathy screamed out, “Oh, yes, Melissa, baby, fuck mommy’s ass hard.  Fuck me, Melissa.  Yes, Melissa.  Yes, baby.  That’s what mommy’s ass needs.  Oooo, I’m cuuuuummmmmming.”
As she pulled the cock from her slave’s ass, Melissa had another nasty idea.  She wanted to use her wifey again and knew that her wifey would do anything to please her.  “Now, Jenny,” she said to her classmate and slave, “since you have been mom’s slave, that means you are the lowest of all and I want you to show me just how obedient you are.”  She put the still steaming cock to her friend’s lips and said, “Clean my cock like a good wifey.”
“Oh, God,” moaned Jenny.  “Straight out of your mom’s ass.  Let me have it all, ‘Lissa.  I’m such a bad girl… mmmphf!”  The teenager tasted the shit of her mistress and fellow slave.  With all four of the other women watching her take it, Jenny felt strangely happy.  She knew that her mistresses would give her all the punishment and nasty sex that she desired.  There would be no limit to how much pleasure they would give her and she would give in return.  
The late night encounter lasted until daybreak, with the two slaves repeatedly servicing their mistresses and themselves.  There was no way to count the number of orgasms that were dealt out with cocks, tongues, and fingers.  Finally, Melissa and Jenny fell asleep in each other’s arms in front of the fireplace.  Patty, Beth, and Cathy retired to the master bedroom to rest until another day.  
At breakfast the next morning, Cathy and Jenny knelt under the table and slurped down their breakfast while their mistresses ate eggs and pancakes.  Melissa, knowing how much her mom liked pancakes and syrup, poured syrup on her pussy and made her mom lick it clean.  She was still amused by her mother’s role and kept looking down between her legs to watch her mom’s bobbing head and pink tongue as it pleased her.  
After Patty and Beth left, Cathy soon found herself on her back with Jenny licking her pussy and Melissa riding her face.  Then the three showered together.  Jenny and Cathy put on a show for Melissa kissing, licking, and finally washing each other to orgasms.  When they turned their attention on their mistresses, Melissa had her most wonderful orgasms ever.  
Alone with Jenny later (and dressed), Melissa said, “You know what I want to do now, Jen?  I want to make you and Brenda both be slaves.  You’ll be my wifey – my first and favorite slave, but Brenda will be my… my… uh… I know, my sister-in-law, your sister and fellow slave.”
“Do you think she’ll do it, ‘Lissa?” asked Jen.
“Well, I don’t think she’s as slutty as you, if that’s what you mean.”  Jen purred as her mistress and best friend called her slutty.  Melissa continued, “She doesn’t know that she wants to and she’s not going to like it.  But, like my mom, she’ll learn to enjoy it.”
“Well, she is cute and sexy,” agreed Jenny.  “I always wanted a sister.  If it would please my wonderful hubby, then I really want to help you get her on her knees before you.  I’d love to taste her cunt and show you how obedient I am.  I’ll help you train her to be just as obedient.”
So, the two of them planned the next sleepover, with Brenda as the main attraction.  Knowing that Brenda would need some time and a push, the two teens got an agreement from Patty, Beth, and Cathy that Cathy would spend the night at Beth’s house at leave them alone with Brenda.  
When Brenda came over, it was Jen that wore a see-through nightie this time and Melissa wore more conservative pajamas.  Brenda blushed at the sight of her friend’s body through the nightie, but said nothing.  As with the first night that Melissa and Jenny had made love, there was plenty of booze to loosen them up.  They plied it on Brenda generously.  Cute and sexy as Brenda was, she was always talking about the boys that she went out with and sometimes about the things that they did.  Melissa steered the conversation that way.
Soon, Brenda was describing in great detail that many times she’d spread her legs for this boy or that boy and eventually mentioned the blow jobs she’d given them.  That was the opening that Melissa was waiting for.  “Really?” she exclaimed in innocent wonder.  “I’ve never done that.  Have you, Jen?”
Truthfully, Jenny answered, “No, I’ve never even touched a boy’s cock.”  Though she neglected to mention her expertise at sucking fake ones.  “Will you show us?” she whispered.
“No way,” said Brenda.  “I’m not putting out for a boy with an audience.  You’ll just have to listen and learn.”
“I have an idea,” said Melissa.  “My mom has a fake one, you know, a dildo that I think she must use when my dad’s away on business.  We’ll get that and practice on it.”  Without giving Brenda a chance to object, she leaped up and dashed out of the room.  
While Melissa was gone, Jenny said, “God, this talk is getting me horny.”  With no embarrassment, she slipped her hand inside her see-through and started massaging her own tits.  The drunk Brenda watched in amazement as Jenny put on a show for her.  Soon, Jenny had both hands under the nightie, squeezing both tits at the same time.  “Oooo, Brenda, you should try this, too.  Go on, it’s just us girls and we’re gonna get nasty tonight with a dildo.”
Brenda was feeling the heat of Jenny’s lust and the sexually charged atmosphere.  At her friend’s invitation, the 16-year-old slipped a hand under her short baby doll nightie and brushed her fingers against her young breasts.  With a moan, she increased the pressure and the pace.  With her friend doing it, she felt safe to express her own rising lust.  
When Melissa came downstairs, she paused in the doorway to watch.  By now, Jenny and Brenda each had a hand in their panties and a hand on their own breasts.  “Oooo,” she said.  “Nasty girls.”  Brenda jumped at the accusation, but relaxed as Melissa said, “How dare you start without me?”  When Melissa sat, she went one step further and removed her nightgown, leaving her just in panties.  Her full breasts were now completely exposed.  Instead of objecting, Brenda just stared at her friend’s big tits.  She had never thought of herself as a lesbian, but the booze and the sexy talk and now the view made her hotter and hornier than she’d ever been.  She was already across the line and didn’t know it.  
When Jenny slipped off her nightie and the panties, Brenda followed suit.  Nude, it felt so good to share this experience with her fellow cheerleaders.  She felt herself cumming and knew the other two were doing the same.  But, Melissa, who was secretly taping the whole event, needed more than that to corner Brenda.  She held up the plastic cock she’d retrieved and said, “Show us how you did Brad.”
Brenda’s eyes opened wide at that.  Brad was Melissa’s brother and Brenda had never dared mention having sex with him.  She’d gone out with him a few times, and had in fact blown him, but didn’t think Melissa knew.  She giggled and said, “How’d you know, ‘Lissa?”
“Just a lucky guess, Bren, but now I know for sure.  Pretend it’s his cock and suck it for us.”
She giggled again, nervously, and said, “I shouldn’t.”  But, she smiled a sinister, nasty smile and put the big cock to her lips.  “First, I lick it all over,” she said and ran her tongue up the underside of the cock.  “Mmmm, slurp, mmmm, yeah,” she said as she licked.  She didn’t pay attention to the fact that her friends had moved.  She thought they were getting a better view, but what they were actually doing was getting out of the camera’s view so Brenda would be putting on a solo show for some unseen stranger.
Just a sophomore, Brenda was the youngest of the cheerleaders.  The 16-year-old enjoyed the fact that she was “teaching” the senior cheerleaders to suck cock.  “When the cock is all hard and wet, I take the head of it into my mouth.  By the way,” she added.  “The boys really love it if I blow them when they’re standing and I kneel in front of them.  They can watch every inch of their cocks disappear into my mouth.  Watch.”  With a slurping noise, Brenda made the entire cock slide down her throat.  Only the balls of the cock were showing.  Then, she let go of the balls.  Her two friends were amazed at the ease with which Brenda had swallowed the cock and at the sight of nothing but balls sticking out of her mouth.  
“Play with yourself,” whispered Jenny, quiet enough that her voice wouldn’t be heard on the video camera’s microphone.  
“Mmmm,” said Brenda.  With one hand she pulled the cock back out and with the other she started rubbing her clit.  “The boys like this,” she said.  She worked the cock in and out of her mouth, giving an expert blowjob while she fingered herself.  It only took her about a minute before her young body started to shake in orgasm.  As the thrill subsided, she said, “I always cum when I give a boy a blowjob.  It feels so naughty and they get so excited when they watch me, I just can’t stand it.  Of course, I usually keep sucking until they cum in my mouth.  But, some of them want to shoot off on my face.”
Melissa decided it was time to get back into the picture.  She had enough on tape to make Brenda do anything she wanted.  She took the dildo from Brenda and strapped it on.  “Show me again, Brenda.  Pretend I’m a boy that wants you to suck him off.”  Brenda hesitated.  It wasn’t that she wasn’t willing to do it.  Flush from her recent orgasm, she was still hot and horny, but she’d just done it once and her stretched mouth and throat demanded a break before the next one.  
It was just as well, because Melissa realized she’d skipped a step in the seduction and taming of Brenda.  The mistress turned to Jenny and said, “OK, Jen, you do it to me.”  Jenny knew well what her role was, but Melissa laid it out for Brenda’s benefit.  “I’ll be the stud husband and you’ll be my wifey who loves to suck cock.”  
“Mmmm, yeah,” agreed Jenny.  “I’ll treat my hubby like he deserves.  After a hard day’s work, he needs a hot blowjob, doesn’t he?”  It was Brenda’s turn to watch an expert cocksucker at work.  The booze, the fast pace of the seduction, and her natural horniness made her overlook that fact that Jenny was better than her, better than if Jenny had just learned from Brenda’s example.  She stared intently at her friends as they acted like a married couple.  By the time they were done, Brenda was breathing heavily and ready to go again.  
But, the two older girls weren’t going to let Brenda do it again.  They were going to make her do it again.  Brenda knelt unsuspecting as Melissa stepped behind her and pinned her arms back.  Jenny clicked handcuffs in place around Brenda’s wrists.  Quickly Brenda’s feet were tied to the coffee table, one to each end, spreading them wide apart.  In just an instant, Brenda was surprised to find herself helpless.  She giggled, not realizing her predicament yet.  “Come on, guys,” she said.  “This is too kinky.  Let me go.  It’s my turn again.”
Jenny retrieved the camera from its hiding place and Brenda gasped.  “You’ve been filming all this?  What?  Are you a couple of lezzies who are gonna watch me over and over and get off on it?”  Lezzies!  She’d said it and knew it was true.  Now she was helpless.  For the first time, fear shot through her.  She’d only sucked a plastic cock and masturbated with them.  Would they want her to lick them?
Jenny left the room with the camera.  While she was gone she quickly edited the tape with equipment they’d rented just for that purpose.  The day before they’d filmed a man sitting in the same room where Brenda had just performed her blowjob lesson.  He’d paid to watch Cathy strip and then fucked her.  What they had on tape was just a man watching something that obviously got him excited.  Splicing together the two tapes, Jenny made a tape of Brenda sucking the fake cock while the man watched her.  To anyone who watched the movie, it would appear that Brenda was putting on a sex show for him.  
Meanwhile, Melissa was showing Brenda what it meant to be tied up by two lezzies.  First, she wound a thin rope around the based of the younger girl’s tits, making them stand out and start to turn purple.  “You’re going to learn how to serve me,” said Melissa.  “You’re going to learn how to be obedient, kneeling at my feet to eat me, sucking on a cock if I offer it to you, taking a cock up your ass and pussy, or just feeling pain if that’s what I want.  She clipped clothespins to her captive’s nipples, eliciting an, “Owwww,” from Brenda.  
“Stop it, Melissa, I don’t go for this kind of … oomphf,” she finished as Melissa slapped her across the face.  Stunned, she looked at Melissa for a second, then said, “Don’t ever do that again, Melissa.  I said let me… oooof, oowww.”
“You’re in way too vulnerable a position to try to give orders, slave,” said Melissa.  “Start by calling me mistress or you’ll get a beating you won’t forget.”
“Please… what are you doing, Melissa?  I don’t want to do this.”  Her eyes widened with surprise and fear when Melissa pulled a heavy wooden paddle from between the couch cushions.  She wriggled around as Melissa stepped behind her, but there was no escape.  “No, Melissa, don’t,” she screamed and then felt the first of many smacks across her bare ass.  “Eeeeeeaaaa,” she screamed.  The new slave suffered through nearly twenty swats, her mind reeling before she thought of her escape.  “Please, mistress,” she moaned between swats.  The spanking abruptly stopped.  
“Very good, slave.  It appears you can learn.  But, I’ve got more to teach you.  For starters, I want you to stick out that lovely tongue of yours and run it up and down my lezzie snatch.”
“Oh, you lezzie bitch,” said Brenda.  “No way am I submitting to that.  I’m not being your slave and I’m not… uh… please, Melis…mistress… don’t spank me anymore.”  Melissa was brandishing the wooden paddle again.
“Tongue out,” said the mistress.  “I want you to show me that you’ll do anything for your lezzie mistress, slave.  I want to make my cute little straight girlfriend do all the lezzie things that I love.  I got you to strip for me.  I got you to play with yourself while we watched.  Now I want your little pink tongue to taste my juices.  You saw what my lovely wifey did for me.  She doesn’t just suck my cock, but she’ll lick my pussy, too.  I want you to be her little sister and I want my sister-in-law to do everything that my wifey would do for me.  You’ll be sex slave sisters.”
“I can’t” whined Brenda.  “It’s so disgusting.  We’re not supposed to get it on with other girls.”  She saw the paddle again.  “Oh, Melis… mistress, I mean.  Why are you doing this?”
“Time for that spanking.  When you’re ready to stop the spanking, just stick your tongue way, way out – as far as you can.  Then, I’ll stop.”  Melissa raised the paddle and brought it down hard across Brenda’s already sore ass.  
“Eeeeeaaaa,” screamed Brenda.  Her tongue waggled between her lips as she fought the urge to extend it.  “Eeeaaaa,” she screamed again.  Her tongue slid an inch out and she looked hopefully at her mistress.  “Eeeeeaaaa,” her whole body jumped.  “Here, mistress,” she said and pushed her tongue out as far as she could.  When Melissa stepped up to her slave’s offered tongue, Brenda closed her eyes.  She couldn’t bear to watch as her friend and mistress violated her mouth.  She felt the brush of cunt hair and then the touch of soft skin.  Finally, her tongue was between soft folds of skin and she tasted a woman’s nectar for the first time.  She grimaced, but held her tongue out.  
Her ordeal was momentarily disturbed as Jenny came bounding back into the room.  “Mmmm,” she said.  “She’s getting a good taste, now.”  She offered the tape to Melissa, “Here, mistress.  This is what you wanted.”
In seconds, Brenda was watching herself tonguing the cock and sucking on it.  She gasped when a rough looking man appeared on the screen.  He was sitting in the chair that she’d been facing and he was watching her!  Confused, she looked at the chair.  It had been empty then and was still empty.  She watched as, like a wild woman, she sucked the cock and fingered herself.  Every once in a while the camera cut to the man who was obviously excited by what he was seeing.  
When the short movie ended, she stared at the TV screen in wonder and horror.  “So, Brenda.  This is how it’s gonna be,” said Melissa.  “You’re gonna be my sex slave, just like Jenny is, and you’re gonna do what ever I want.  Or else, the tape will get to everyone that you don’t want it to.  Your parents, your friends, even your teachers will watch you put on that show for that man.  If you’re not a real good slave, then you’ll be ruined.”
“That’s mean,” said Brenda.
“That’s mean what?”
“That’s mean, mistress,” replied the new slave.  “I wouldn’t have believed you could do something like this, mistress.”
“It’s only because you’re so sexy,” said the mistress.  “Now…”  Melissa and Jenny lifted Brenda up and laid her back across the coffee table.  In that position, her ass rested on the table top and her upper body leaned back off the edge of the narrow table into thin air.  Melissa strapped on her biggest dildo and put it to the pussy lips of her new slave.  “I’m going to fuck you silly, slave.”  She pressed the dildo into the moist tunnel until her pussy hair pressed against Brenda’s pussy hair.  Then, she started sliding the 12-inch cock in and out of the tight pussy.  
“Oh, God, you fucking dyke,” hissed Brenda as the cock sank in all the way.  It was so humiliating to have a girl on top of her, a girl with a strap on cock.  She watched Melissa’s hands roam across her tits as her boyfriends liked to do with her.  But, this was different.  Now her poor tits were purple and throbbing in pain.  And, as if that wasn’t enough her view was abruptly blocked.  Jenny lowered herself down onto Brenda’s face and the slave could see nothing but the other girl’s ass and pussy.  
Stroking slowly in and out, the mistress started to untie the bindings on Brenda’s tits.  She had enjoyed inflicting the pain on her slave, but wanted her slave to learn to enjoy being fucked by her mistress.  As the blood surged back into Brenda’s tortured tits, they became very sensitive and Brenda began to feel the heat of passion from Melissa’s gentle fondling.  
Across the table was Jenny, facing Melissa and trying to give some cunt licking instructions to Brenda.  “Get going, Bren,” said her fellow slave.  “Find my slit and lick it good or the mistress will give you another spanking.  Oooo, yeah, now that wasn’t so bad was it?  Don’t stop… Use your tongue on me like you used your fingers on yourself.  Hard and fast.  You’re going to do this until I cum.”
Brenda had never felt a cock so big inside her before.  Against her will, she began to enjoy the sensation of being fucked by her mistress.  Soon, her moans of disgust and humiliation turned to moans of pleasure.  As if with a life of their own, her hips pushed back against each thrust from her slave sister’s hubby.  She tried to imagine that this was the man of her dreams, handsome and well hung, but it was hard to think in heterosexual terms while she was eating pussy.  As the heat built in her body, the pace of her tongue increased until she was frantically licking at Jenny’s dripping pussy.  
“Unh, unh, unh,” Brenda gasped with each thrust.  The three girls moved with a common rhythm as Brenda’s hips and tongue thrust together.
“That’s it, my sexy slave bitch.  Just like a lezzie sex slave who can’t help herself.  I want to hear you cum while I fuck you.  I want to watch Jenny cum while you lick her clean.  Tell us how much you’re enjoying this.”
“Oooo, oooo,” moaned Jenny, adding her own opinion of Brenda’s tongue action.  “She’s doing it, mistress.  She’s going to make me… oooo… fuck yeah, Bren.  Make me cum.  Mmmm.  Ooooo,” she wailed, grabbing her own tits to add that stimulation as she went over the edge.  “Mmmm,” she sighed finally as she relaxed from the orgasm she’d just experienced.  
With her mouth free again, Brenda said, “Fuck me deep, mistress.  Give it all to me.  Harder.  Harder.  Shit!  I’m almost there.  Fuck me.  Don’t stop.  Oh, God Almighty, this is the biggest cock I’ve ever had.  I’m… I’m… I’m…mmmm…. Ooooh, I’m cumming.  Fucking cumming.  Harder.”  Her voice rose to a plea, “Please, don’t stop now, ‘Lissa.  Harder.  Fuck me harder and deeper.”  She exploded in an orgasm, her body spasming from the strain of her stretched position and from the sudden release.  As she relaxed, she felt the huge cock slide out of her and heard a distinct pop as it cleared her aching pussy.  
As she came back to reality, Brenda started crying.  “Meliss-s-sa,” she sobbed.  “I didn’t w-w-want to do that.  I didn’t want to c-c-cum like a lezzie, but you made me.  P-p-please let me go now.  I’m not that kind of a girl and you know it.”
“You haven’t gotten the idea yet, have you, slave?” asked the mistress.  “Get it out of your head that you will ever be able to tell me when I can and can’t enjoy your cute, sexy body.  Start to think like the sex slave that you are.  You will please me whenever I ask and I’m going to ask for it a lot of the next few months and years.”
“Wha… years?” repeated the shocked 16-year-old.  It gave a whole new meaning to the idea of sex slave when she considered being forced to submit to this humiliation for years.  This wasn’t just a one night deal and she thought about what it would be like to be on her knees or on her back and eating pussy or taking a plastic cock, time after time for months and until… when?
Why should I put up with this for that long? she thought to herself.  Why would I ever come back and let her do this again?  Even as she asked the question, she realized the answer.  That damn cocksucking show she’d put on earlier and the way it looked like she was performing for an audience was why she’d keep coming back.  She had to protect herself from that ever getting out.  With the answer to her question came her final realization that not only did Melissa expect her to be a slave for years, but that she would be a sex slave as long as Melissa wanted her.  She had no choice.  
Brenda was startled from her thoughts by the sight of that huge plastic cock in her face.  With disbelief she watched as it pressed against her lips.  She knew what the mistress wanted and opened her mouth to let the dildo penetrate past her lips.  It was just as huge from this end as it had been from the other.  When she heard her mistress remind her that she was cleaning her own juices off the cock, she realized she’d tasted Melissa, then Jenny, and now herself.  Ugh!  But, she had more to worry about than the taste and how disgusting it was to have her girlfriend rape her mouth.  The cock was huge and it was sliding deeper and deeper into her throat.  She’d shown her two friends how to suck 8-inches.  She struggled helplessly now as 12-inches were being shoved in against her will.  
Brenda listened to the sucking noises she made as she fought to control the hard cock that was forced upon her.  The obscene sounds were worse than when she gave head to the boys.  Then she heard her mistress start to taunt her.  “I’m giving you just what your little girl slave mouth wants.  All the straight girls want cock in their mouth, so I’m letting you have some.  But, don’t forget that you’re my lezzie sex slave and pretty soon you’ll be slurping on my hot cunt. All tied up and helpless for me.  You’ve got a really great body, Bren.”  The slave felt hands on her tits and knew her girlfriend and mistress was feeling her up.  
Melissa continued, “Do you like my body, Bren?  You’ve got a good view of my ass.  Think about how much I like to have my asshole licked and guess what you’ll be doing before too long.  I think I’ll have you eat my pussy first, but you’ll just have to give me a rim job, too.  I’m going to turn you into a lezzie sex slave that knows how to please a woman.”
When the cock was pulled out of her mouth, the new slave knew what was coming next.  She was going to eat cunt again.  Melissa and Jenny repositioned her from bent over backwards across the table to kneeling forward.  Her hands were uncuffed, but her feet were left tied to the table.  On her hands and knees, she could only wait while her mistress knelt in front of her.  The new position was a relief to her strained muscles, but she wasn’t looking forward to the torment she was about to face.  Melissa pushed her ass into her slave’s face and said, “Use that tongue to lick my slit, lezzie slave.  Lick me until I cum.”
So, once again, the slave found herself tasting her mistress.  It was a taste she’d never come to enjoy, but one that she knew she’d be experiencing time after time.  She slurped her way through that ordeal and then ate her mistress’ ass like the good slave she had to be.  Finally relieved to have that over with, she was shocked to hear the front door open.  Seconds later, two women stood over her, two women that she didn’t know.  “What’s going on, mistress?” she asked.  
The answer sent a chill through the teenager’s body.  “It’s our turn to enjoy you now, Brenda.”  She watched as Patty and Beth stripped themselves and she started to service them.  That night she ate pussy and ass, took three cocks at once, watched Melissa abase her own mom, and then was the subject of an extensive photo shoot.  By daybreak she was a broken slave.  There was nothing she wouldn’t do for her mistresses, but she would never allow herself to enjoy it.  
Schoolgirls at Play – 2
By Kenna
(mf, fg, Ffg, ffg, bd, d/s, inc, spank, oral, anal) 
“Unh, unh, oooo, yes, Kev, fuck me hard.”  Brenda was flat on her back on her bed with her current boyfriend slamming away on her cunt.  Kevin had been pleasantly surprised by the sudden sexual desires of this sweet piece.  Where before it had been a once week fencing match to get her to spread her legs or go down on him, now she was ready to go almost anytime and usually she was the aggressor.  He had been about ready to dump her, but he’d never gotten this much pussy from a girl before so he figured he’d stick around while it lasted.  
Brenda was getting twice as much sex as Kev was giving her.  She had a once a day date with her mistress to eat cunt and perform other demeaning acts.  That was, in fact, the reason that Kevin was getting so much pussy.  Brenda wanted to keep reinforcing that she was a normal heterosexual girl, so every disgusting lezzie act required her to have sex with a boy.  
When Kevin had started to get uninterested in her and she felt he was about to break up with her, she’d gotten frantic.  She needed his cock or else she’d have to go find another one.  Now she was constantly reminded of the pleading and bargaining she’d gone through to keep him.  “Unh, unh, yeah, fuck, fuck, harder,” she panted.  “Fuck me harder.”  She strained against the ropes that held her spread eagle on the bed, straining to shove her hips up to meet each of his thrusts.  
“Yeah, baby,” said the big football player as he pounded into her cunt.  “Gonna fucking rape my cute little cheerleader.”  He loved the sight of her tied with her legs spread wide.  
What was amazing was it had been her idea.  “Kev,” she had pleaded.  “I’ll do anything for your cock.  Tie me up, spank me, fuck me anyway you want to.”  He’d tied her up, spanked her, fucked her, taken pictures of her, and was thinking about other ways to push this hot babe’s buttons.  She hadn’t flinched at a single suggestion he’d made yet.  This week he was planning on cranking up the level of debauchery that he’d inflicted on her so far.  
Just thinking about his plans got him hot and he shot his load deep into the horny girl’s pussy.  “Yeah, raping a hot cunt, here it comes, baby.  Gonna give you a big load today.  Gonna fill your tight pussy with cum.  Where do you want it, cunt?”
“Anywhere you want, Kev.  Spray it anywhere you want.”  
Sometimes Kevin would pull out and spray his cum on her face and tits.  He loved the sight of his cum dripping down her body and he loved watching her tongue snake out to lick up what she could.  Today though, he wanted to fill her cunt.  His cock spasmed inside his girlfriend, squeezing shot after shot of his cum into her.  She came at the same time, squeezing his cock with her cunt as she responded to his thrusts.  
As she lay panting after Kevin pulled out, she said, “Untie me, Kev.”  
He smiled a sinister smile at her.  He always made her ask to be untied.  She took the smile today as a teasing reminder that maybe he’d just leave her there and fuck her again.  He’d done that once and she’d loved it.  But, today, he was actually smiling over his plans for later in the week.  He untied the unsuspecting girl and left.  
Brenda heard the front door shut as Kevin let himself out.  She lay there relaxed and nearly asleep when she heard the front door again.  The rest of her family was all out for the day, so she smiled at the thought that Kevin had come back.  The naughty boy wanted to do it again.  Mmmm, she looked at the ropes still in place at the corners of her bed.  Would he want to tie her like that again or tie her so that her ass and cunt were accessible?  That way he could spank her and then fuck her in her cunt or her ass.  
But, when her door pushed open, Melissa stood there leering at her slave.  Brenda made no move to cover up.  “Just had a hot time with Kevin, huh?  I was just in the neighborhood and saw him leave.  I see he’s just a wham, bam, thank you ma’am kind of guy.  Jeez, you’re still sweaty and your cunt is still dripping with his cum.”
“What are you doing here… mistress?  I’ve already served you today at your house.”
“I’ll come by anytime I want,” said Melissa.  “I got hot thinking about you and Kevin doing it, so I need your tongue again.”  The sexy 18-year-old started stripping and was quickly naked.  As she finished, she noticed Brenda surreptitiously trying to hide the ropes that had just bound her.  “Hey, what’s this?  Your boyfriend likes to tie you up?  And you let him?  Did you tell him that it was your mistress that taught you the joy of bondage?  No, probably not.”  But, Melissa took advantage of the ropes and soon Brenda found herself spread eagle again.  
Melissa stuck her middle finger into Brenda’s gooey fuck hole and pulled it out with a  load of Kevin’s cum on it.  She put the finger up to her slave’s lips, “Suck it off my finger, Bren.  Let’s clean out your cunt.”
Reluctantly, Brenda opened up and sucked on Melissa’s finger.  She liked the taste of a boy’s cum, but she knew where it had just been.  The taste of her own juices mixed with the cum was disgusting.  She felt her cunt violated again by her mistress’ finger and licked it clean a second time.  Finally, when her cunt was clean, she felt her mistress’ finger slip between her legs for its last time.  But, instead of her cunt, the finger spread her asshole and went in up to the last knuckle.  “Mmmphf,” said Brenda in response to the unexpected violation.  Then, her eyes opened wide as Melissa’s nasty finger was pressed against her lips.  Without a word, she opened her mouth and licked her shit off the finger.  
“I guess he didn’t fuck your ass today, did he?”
“No, mistress.”
“But, he does fuck it sometimes, doesn’t he?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“How does it feel when he does?”
“I love it.”
“Really,” said Melissa in surprise.  “You hate it when I do it.  Maybe I need more practice so I can do it right.”
Brenda was silent.  There was no right answer to her mistress’ comment.  She’d get her ass fucked when the mistress wanted to and no amount of begging would change the mistress’ mind.  Tied as she was, though, an ass fucking was impossible.  
“Too bad I didn’t bring my strap on for you.  I’ll just have to settle for a good cunt licking.”  Melissa straddled her slave and lowered her cunt to the waiting tongue.  As always, the touch of her slave’s tongue sent a thrill through her body.  
But, an orgasm just wasn’t in the cards for Melissa this time.  The unmistakable sound of a car pulling into the garage meant they weren’t alone anymore.  “Damn,” said Melissa.  She bounded up and pulled on her bra and panties.  Then, she untied Brenda.  Melissa and a relieved Brenda quickly dressed.  By the time anyone entered the house, the two looked like nothing had happened – almost.  With a glance at Brenda, Melissa chuckled, and then used a tissue to wipe her smeared juices off of Brenda’s face.  Now, it really looked like nothing had happened.  
Melissa knew Brenda’s parents and younger sister.  They said hi and Melissa couldn’t help noticing the way Brenda’s dad’s eyes swept over her body.  She knew she looked good in her tight top and shorts.  Just for him, she stuck her tits out just a little more and smiled at him.  He was way too old and fat for her, but she appreciated the thought.  
Almost as soon as Erin walked in, Brenda descended upon her and an argument broke out.  Melissa didn’t see how it started, but didn’t miss the fact that Brenda had been the aggressor and for no good reason.  Surprised, she watched as Brenda hit her sister and Erin ran upstairs in tears.  All that was said by her parents was when her mom said, “I wish the two of you would learn to get along.”
The look of satisfaction on Brenda’s face over the incident upset Melissa.  Right then, Melissa decided that Brenda would pay for that.  It wasn’t until later that night that she figured out how Brenda would pay.
The next day, Brenda was surprised when the front door of Melissa’s house was opened by Patty and Beth instead of Melissa.  A chill ran down her spine.  She hated these two mistresses more than Melissa.  It was even worse when she entered the living room and found Cathy and Jenny already naked and tied.  Jenny had her face buried in Cathy’s steaming cunt.  It disgusted her to hear the sounds of satisfaction coming from Jenny as she enjoyed herself in Cathy’s playground.  
“Well?” snapped Patty.  
Brenda looked at her mistress and saw the woman’s eyes run up and down her body, not unlike she’d seen her dad do to Melissa yesterday.  When her dad did it, she took it as a natural reaction from a man that didn’t really mean anything.  But, Patty’s look was clear.  Brenda stripped for her mistress as preparation for whatever Patty had in mind for her.  
Melissa had a different task for the morning.  While Brenda was occupied (Melissa had to fight to keep her horny mind off that sight), Melissa was over at Brenda’s house.  When Brenda’s mom answered the door and said that Brenda wasn’t around, Melissa said, “That’s OK.  I really wanted to talk to Erin.  Is she here?”
“Sure.  Go on up.  You know where her room is.”  With her keys in hand and husband in tow, it was clear that Erin’s mom was on the way out.  That was perfect.
When Melissa knocked on the door and stepped in, Erin gave her a nervous look and shyly said, “Hi.”  The 12-year-old had no idea why her older sister’s friend would barge into her room.  It gave Melissa the feeling that Erin was afraid of her sister and all her friends.  Erin had been lying on the bed, reading, but she sat up on the edge of the bed now.  
“Hi, Erin,” said Melissa cheerfully.  She noticed the younger girl brighten just at the idea that Melissa knew her name.  “I just wanted to talk to you.  Is that OK?  Do you have time?”
“Uh, I guess so,” said Erin with a touch of suspicion.  “What about?”
“About how you and Brenda get along.  I noticed yesterday that she’s pretty mean to you.”
“Uh huh.”
“How would you like to get even with her?”
“Is this a trick?”
“No,” Melissa assured the 12-year-old.  “No trick.  I mean, I like Brenda, but I think she went too far yesterday.  If that’s what life is like for you, then Brenda needs a lesson.”
“Yeah, well, I’d sure like to teach her a lesson, too.  She’s been like that ever since I turned 10.”
Poor girl, thought Melissa.  But, will that give her the motivation to go as far as I have planned?  Time to change her approach and sneak up on the idea.  “Brenda, Jenny, and I had a sleepover a few weeks ago.  Do you ever have sleepovers with your girlfriends?”
“Sure,” replied Erin.  She felt a little more comfortable with Melissa now.  The sympathy Melissa had shown and her friendliness was winning Erin over.  “Me and a couple of my friends get together at least once a month at one of our houses.”
“What do you guys do when you get together?”
Erin shrugged, “Oh, we just watch TV, play cards, talk about boys, and …” she giggled.  “Talk about sex.”
“Ever done it with a boy?” whispered Melissa.  
Erin shook her head no.  
“Ever done it with one of your girlfriends?” whispered Melissa.
Erin paused, then shook her head no with less enthusiasm.  
Melissa immediately saw the pause and the change in Erin’s manner.  Bingo, she thought.  She’s done it with one of her friends.  “Come on,” prodded Melissa.  “That looked like a maybe to me.  What’s the real answer?”  While Erin pondered how to answer, Melissa said, “Me and Brenda did it at our last sleepover.”
“You did?” said Erin with a big grin.  “My big sister is a dyke, a lesbian, a muff diver?”  She was already thinking about how she could use that information to put Brenda in her place.  
“Yeah,” replied Melissa.  “Now you tell.”
Emboldened by Melissa’s admission, Erin said, “Well, the card game we play used to be like hearts or spades or poker.  But, about a year ago, we started playing strip poker.  I forget whose idea it was, but at the time it sounded really cool.  So, we did.  It was actually more fun that I expected.  We all joked around about each other’s boobs and stuff, but we didn’t really make out or anything.
“Up until about 4 months ago, we played strip poker every time.  But, that got boring and slow, so now we just strip down and sit and talk naked.  We all tease each other about being lezzies, about how it would feel, and about who’s gonna go first, but we haven’t done anything about it.”
“Do you want to do it with your friends?” asked Melissa.
“Kind of,” said Erin.  “I mean, it’s supposed to feel really good to… you know… get a girl… or a boy to eat you.  And, I think I’d like that, but… well, you know, it’s… I mean, I’m not sure I want to do it back, you know?”  She paused, then hastened to add.  “And I think it’s only fair that I do it back if someone does it to me.”
“Honey,” said Melissa, moving over to sit on the bed next to Erin.  “I’d love to do it to you and you don’t have to do it back to me… ever.  I mean, I’ve got Brenda to do that.”
Suddenly Erin was very quiet.  She swallowed hard, nervous and feeling awkward now that the older girl had cornered her.  She really did want to try it, but it was a big step.  She waited for Melissa to make the next move.  
“For starters,” said Melissa, “let’s do what you and your friends do.”  She skinned off her shirt and dropped her bra right in front of the astonished pre-teen.  Smiling, Melissa kicked off her shoes and slid down her shorts and panties.  Nude, she posed for the young girl.  “Your turn.”
It took Erin a moment to tear her eyes away from the older girl’s bush.  She and her friends had nothing like that.  Then, she giggled and stood up.  She was a little slower than Melissa had been, but soon she was naked, too.  Melissa admired the soft, gentle swell of Erin’s budding tits, her sleek form, and the nearly hairless pussy.  Stepping up to Erin, she said, “You and your friends don’t even do this?”  Then, she touched Erin’s body, running her hand from her hip up her side and then to cup a tit.  Leaning forward, she brushed her lips against Erin’s lips and then gave her a full kiss on the mouth.  Melissa felt a small hand on one of her tits and another on her ass as Erin melted into the kiss, sharing her tongue with her seducer.  There was the distinct sound of purring.
Melissa continued to caress the fine young body, kissing and touching places that no one else had touched.  All the while she was slowly maneuvering Erin back onto the bed.  Before the pre-teen knew what was happening, a soft, warm, moist tongue spread her pussy lips and she started to tingle all over.  “Mmmm,” purred Erin in delight.  Her hands naturally went to her tits and she started to play with them.  The feeling was absolutely delicious.  
When Erin peeked down at Melissa, she saw the older girl staring intently up at her.  It made Erin blush and she looked away.  God, she thought to herself.  I’m lying here naked and letting her do that to me.  I can’t believe it.  Then she heard, “Look at me, Erin.  Watch me lick your pussy.  Talk to me.  Tell me how much you like it.”
The shy 12-year-old shuddered with pleasure.  She wondered if she could really bring herself to… She lifted her head and looked between her legs again.  Melissa’s beautiful eyes looked back at her as she watched the pink tongue dart in and out of her pussy.  She sighed and stared at the sight, astonishing herself by being bold enough to stare as Melissa licked her.  It was as if Melissa was proud of licking cunt, not like it was the shameful pleasure that Erin considered it.  
As she gazed, Erin wondered if she could really bring herself to speak.  Then, suddenly, “Yes, ‘Lissa.  It’s just like I dreamed.  It’s so wonderful.  I’m tingling and I don’t want you to stop.”  Melissa stopped and waited.  It didn’t take long.  “No, no, Melissa, I said don’t stop.  Please, lick it again.”  Smugly, Melissa returned to her work.  
Melissa licked and bit at Erin’s clit until she heard the girl start panting in lust.  Then, she stopped again and said, “Erin, talk to me like I was your slave.  Talk to me like I don’t want to lick you, but you’re making me do it.  Talk dirty to me.”
“You… you nasty slave,” said Erin without much feeling.  “Get your tongue back in my, uh, my pussy, you pussy licker.”  When Melissa didn’t move, Erin said more sternly.  “Who said you could stop, slave, uh, bitch slave.  Get your tongue… get your face back in my cunt.”  
She was rewarded with nibbles on her clit.  “Is this what you want, mistress?” asked Melissa submissively.  
“Yes, bitch slave.  Don’t talk.  Just lick.  I want to feel good and I want you to lick and I want you to make me cum and I want to watch you lick me.”  When Melissa backed off a little, Erin didn’t miss the change.  “Don’t even slow down, slave.  Don’t even… uh, fucking slow down, bitch slave.”  Without a thought, Erin grabbed hold of Melissa’s head and started to control the action.  “Keep licking.  I’m going to cum.  Fucking lick me, bitch.  Ooooo, aaaaa,” she moaned as she climaxed.  
Melissa crawled up next to Erin and cuddled her.  “Is that how you like to do it?” asked the younger girl.  “I mean, do you like to have someone pretend you’re a slave?”
“No, not really,” said Melissa.  “But Brenda does.”  She paused and waited for that to sink in.  When the wide eyed look on Erin’s face changed to a grin, Melissa continued.  “She did something really bad and I know about it.  So, I told her she had to be my slave or else I’d tell on her.  So, now I can make her do anything I want.”
“What did she do that was so bad?” asked the curious pre-teen.  
“I’m not telling,” said Melissa, leaving her protégé in the dark.  “But, if you want, I’ll make her be your slave, too.  You can make her eat pussy whenever she hits you.  That way she’ll be nice to you.”  In a conspiratorial manner, Melissa lowered her voice and said, “She’ll even lick your asshole and that feels good.  And, if you want, you can play like a boy and strap on a fake cock.  Then, she’ll suck it and you can fuck her with it.”
“Cool.”
“And, best of all,” continued Melissa.  “She hates every minute of it.”  She smiled a big smile at Erin.
“Cool,” said Erin again with a big grin.  She opened her mouth as Melissa leaned into her and the two kissed passionately.  
When they broke the kiss, Erin was breathless.  Melissa said, “So, you passed the test.  I wanted to see if you could talk mean to me as practice for talking mean and dirty to your sister.  But, really, what you and I did was what two women of equal status do when they make love.  I ate you because I wanted to.  We’re both going to be Brenda’s mistress, so you and I are equals.”
“Cool,” said Erin, her vocabulary momentarily limited.  Then she collected her thoughts.  “I like that idea.  You and me being equals, I mean.  It feels good to have a big girl like you as my friend.  And, I can’t wait to see the look in Brenda’s eyes when I make her lick me.”
“But, you have to wait,” said Melissa.  “She won’t do it the first time unless I’m there.  After that, I’ll tell her she has to obey you and then you can do it anytime you want.”
“OK,” agreed Erin.  “Uh, ‘Lissa?  I know you said I didn’t ever have to do you, but … well, can I?  I mean, if we’re friends, then I ought to do it back… I mean, I want to do it back.”
“Have a good time,” said Melissa as she spread her legs and pointed at her crotch.  
Erin scampered down between her friend’s legs and carefully parted Melissa’s damp triangle.  Seeing the soft pussy lips hiding inside, she tentatively ran her tongue up the slit and pulled back, smacking her lips as she tried to get the flavor of cunt.  “Mmmm,” she said and buried her face in Melissa’s bush.  The taste was wonderful, far better than she’d imagined.  Far from being disgusting, it was thrilling.  She looked up at Melissa and saw the older girl watching intently.  Erin blushed, but didn’t stop.  In fact, she heated up at the sight of the older girl enjoying her pussy licking.  What a sight I must be, thought Erin.  She’s watching my tongue and I’m going to make her cum.
Back at Melissa’s house, the three slaves were putting on a show for their two mistresses.  Lying so they formed a triangle, each able to reach another’s pussy, they were trying to see who could cum first.  Earlier, Brenda had suffered a terrible ordeal that only a slave can appreciate.  She watched as Patty and Beth fucked Cathy.  Then, Cathy fucked Jenny.  Finally, Jenny fucked Brenda.  That chain was meant to show Brenda that she was the lowest of the low, the bottom slave.  As much as she hated being abused by this group of lesbians, it made it worse to feel the shame of being the fuck toy of the slave of a slave.  
When Melissa got home, Brenda was fingering herself for the rest to watch.  She’d lost the contest and been the last to cum.  This was her punishment.  But, Melissa didn’t join the group or even let anyone know she was home.  Instead, she went quietly up to her room to enjoy the quiet afterglow of her orgasm.  The little 12-year-old had done a wonderful job.  Melissa drifted off thinking about the tender, young, hairless body as it quivered in orgasm, reacted to her touch, and knelt between her legs.  Tomorrow the tender, young pre-teen would start learning how to treat a sex slave.  
Erin came over to Melissa’s house first thing in the morning.  She was there to be introduced to her new slave, who would be coming for her morning session soon.  When she came into the house, Melissa’s mom was in the family room with them.  “Want to see something really cool?” asked Melissa.
“Sure, ‘Lissa,” said Erin to her new best friend.  
Melissa turned to her mom and said, “Hey, mom, strip for me!”
Cathy’s look of shock said it all.  She hadn’t been forewarned that Erin was in on the game and would become a mistress.  “Melissa,” she scolded.  “Not now.  Not with her around.”
“Yes, mom,” said Melissa.  “Do it now and do it fast, or else. Don’t make me say it again.”
Cathy swallowed hard.  She’d put up with a lot since the first time she’d been raped by Patty.  Now she wondered what deal Melissa and this little girl had arranged.  Without being told a third time, Cathy reached for the buttons of her blouse and started to undo them.  She did it slowly, hoping that Melissa would stop her and tell her it was a joke.  
“Cool!” said Erin.  “Your own mom!”  Then she turned her attention to Cathy.  She wasn’t sure this would work, but she wanted to take charge like ‘Lissa did.  “Show me your tits, slave.  Get off your blouse and bra and wave your big tits around.”  She smiled at the reaction she got.  The woman wanted to stop.  It was like she was going to rebel just because a 12-year-old had given her an order.  But, she didn’t dare stop while Melissa was there.  Cathy removed her shirt and then took off her bra.  It felt strange to be topless with such a young girl ogling her.  
“Shake ‘em,” said Erin.  She smiled as the big tits bobbed around in front of her.  “Now take off your shorts and panties.”  
Cathy did as she was told.  As she did, she wondered if she would soon be eating little girl pussy.  When she was naked, she turned around for the girl to admire her.  It really pleased Erin when Cathy said, “Do you like my body, mistress?”
“Get on your hands and knees,” ordered Erin.  When the woman complied, Erin jumped on her back like riding a horse.  She grabbed two handfuls of hair to use as reins.  Kicking Cathy in the thighs like she was wearing spurs, Erin said, “Giddy-up, horsy.”  When the doorbell rang five minutes later, Cathy and Erin were still playing horsy.  Melissa was amazed at the innocence of the little girl.  She’d been seduced yesterday and was here today to enslave her sister, but all she wanted to do with Cathy was ride her like a horsy.  
Melissa ran her mom off upstairs and told her not to come down until she was told to.  She told Erin to wait in the family room until Brenda was ready for her.  In minutes, Brenda found herself  tied in an unusual fashion.  The furniture had been rearranged so the sofa and coffee table were specially placed.  The lezzie sex slave had her ankles tied to opposite ends of the table so her legs were spread wide and she lay face down across the arm of the sofa.  Her arms were tied behind, putting her in a vulnerable position from which she had no escape.  She didn’t miss the fact that she was perfectly position to be fucked in either her cunt or her ass, to perform oral sex on a fake cock or real pussy, or get spanked.  Somehow she knew she was going to get all of those today.  She started to get really worried when she was blindfolded.  Her mistress had never done that before.  
When Brenda was all set up just the way she wanted her, Melissa let Erin come into the living room.  They’d agreed on how and when Brenda would find out who her new mistress was.  For now, Erin could only grin at the sight and anticipate her opportunity to taunt her big sister.  Like Melissa, she was naked and ready for fun.  Then, Melissa announced, “Well, my lezzie sex slave.  You’re going to meet a new mistress today, a very special mistress.  I want you to understand that everything she tells you to do must be done as if it came right from me or any other of your mistresses.  Tell her what you are and what you will do for her.”
Instead of obeying, Brenda did just what Melissa expected.  The 16-year-old was always being defiant until she was really forced to obey.  “I want to know who else is here,” she said.  “I’m not going to promise anything or do anything until I can see her.”
“See, I told you,” said Melissa.  She handed the wooden paddle to Erin and said, “She’s not ready to obey, but she’s ready for this.”  
Erin moved behind her sister and rubbed her bare ass for a moment.  She couldn’t believe the position her sister was in and what she was going to be able to do to her sister.  It gave her great satisfaction to raise the paddle with both hands and smack her sister’s ass with all her might.  “Eeeeee, aaaaaaa, owww,” screamed Brenda immediately.  She’d been spanked before, but never that hard.  “Oh, my God!” she wailed.  Before she could get another word out, she was hit again.  “Ooooooo, oooowwwww, aaaaaaaaa,” she screamed.  “Stop!  Stop!  I’ll say it!”  Smack!  “Eeeeeeee, aaaaaaa, no, no, no, please, stop, mistr…”  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeee.”  
The slave’s ass was on fire and she tried to squirm her way into a dark hole, but there was no escape.  “God, oh, God, please… no… no… no more.”  Smack!  “Aaaaaaaaaaaa, eeeeeeeee!”  Erin wanted to get at least five good blows in before she relented, so now she stopped and waited.  
Brenda wished she could see through the blindfold, but unable to do that, she spoke to no one in particular.  “I’m a naked and tied lezzie sex slave just for you, mistress.  I will do whatever you ask me to do.  I’ll eat cunt.  I’ll give you a rim job.  You can fuck me in any of my hot lezzie holes with a big dildo.  Please, just don’t hit me again that hard.”
“Very good,” said Melissa.  “Now, your new mistress wants you to eat her until she cums.  If you’re a good slave, then you’ll get to see who your new mistress is.”
As soon as Erin was in place and Brenda ran her tongue up her young slit, Brenda knew something was very wrong.  Used to licking through a hairy pussy, she immediately noticed the slick, hairless pussy she tasted this time.  The legs that straddled her felt way too short.  She paused, startled by the oddness of the situation.  Smack!  “Eeeeee,” she screamed and buried her face back in the smooth pussy.  Melissa had been expecting her to stop and gave her no chance to ponder what was going on.  Frantically, the sex slave licked at the bare slit and nibbled on her sister’s clit.  
That was the moment that the two mistresses had agreed on.  Melissa undid the blindfold from Brenda and let her see whose pussy she was eating.  It took her a moment to focus her eyes and Brenda didn’t dare stop eating as she looked up into her new mistress’ eyes.  She looked over the tiny tits and then back into the bald pussy she was eating.  Then, her eyes ran back up to the face that was grinning down at her.  
“God, NO!” she yelled, pulling back in shock.  “Please, mistress, don’t make me eat her.”
Brenda tried to look around at her cruel mistress, but felt her little sister’s hands sink into her hair and turn her back to face Erin.  “Leave her out of this,” said Erin sternly.  “I’m your mistress now and I’m telling you to eat my fucking pussy, you lezzie bitch.  Nobody said you could stop.  Get your face back in my cunt and start licking.”  Then, the 12-year-old used her grip on her older sister’s hair to pull her back down to the slick pussy.  
“No, I won’t.  I can’t,” said Brenda.  “I’m not doing it to my bratty little sister.  You’ve got to stop, mistress.”
The slave’s head was pulled cruelly up and she looked into the angry eyes of her sister.  “Bratty little sister?” asked Erin.  “That will cost you, bitch slave.  I won’t be happy with just a cunt licking now.  Call me mistress.  Say it.  Say I’m your mistress.”
“No, I won’t.”
“Do it, ‘Lissa,” said Erin.   
Smack!  “Eeeeeeaaaaa,” screamed Brenda.  She bit her lip, trying to stay under control.  Smack!  “Eeee.”  Smack!  “Aaaa.”  Smack!   “Aaaaa.”  Smack!  “Nooooo.”  Smack!  
Melissa stopped and Erin said, “She’ll spank you as long as I want and that means until you call me mistress.  I’m enjoying the sight of you stretched out, face in my pussy, and getting spanked.  I could watch this all day.  Can you take it all day?”
Brenda couldn’t bear the humiliation of calling her bratty little sister mistress.  It was bad enough she was facing the little girl’s pussy and had just been licking it.  Bad enough that she was naked and helpless for the pre-teen.  Bad enough that she’d already been spanked by her own sister.  She wasn’t going to make it worse by giving in.  
Erin saw the defiance in her sister’s eyes and got up off the couch.  “You’re really asking for it, slave,” she said.  “I don’t think ‘Lissa is spanking hard enough.  Let me, ‘Lissa.”  She took the paddle from her older friend.  “Only thing better than watching you get spanked is spanking you myself.  Last chance, bitch.  Tell me I’m your mistress.”
“Please, Erin, don’t hit me again,” moaned Brenda.  Shit! she thought to herself.  Why did I say that.  I don’t want to sound weak.  “Get away from my…ooooooooooo, ooowww,” she yelled as Erin swatted her with all her strength.  Smack!  “Mmmeeeeeeeee,” she screamed.  Fuck!  She’s gonna spank me until I give in and there’s nothing I can do about it.  Smack!  “Aaaaaaa,” she heard herself screaming and imagined it going on for hours.  Smack!  “Oooooooo, OK, OK, OK,” she panted.  “You’re my mistress,” she admitted.  
“Say you’re my lezzie sex slave.”
“I’m your lezzie sex slave.”
“Say you’re the lezzie sex slave of your cute, cuddly, little sister.”
Brenda looked over her shoulder at her “cute, cuddly, little sister” and saw her standing with the paddle raised and ready.  Ready for business, the 12-year-old looked anything but cute and cuddly.  “I’m the lezzie sex slave of my cute, cuddly, little sister.”
“Good girl,” said Erin, patting her sister’s ass.  “Now, ask to lick my pussy.”
“Uh huh,” said Brenda.  “Mistress, uh, can… can I lick your p-pussy?”
In horror, Brenda watched as her sister settled back down in the position she had recently left.  The slave looked into the eyes of her mistress and lowered her face into the wet pussy.  Licking her mistress’ cunt, the slave didn’t take her eyes off her mistress’ eyes.  Erin wrapped her legs around her older sister’s head and held her head in position.  “God, yes, Brenda.  You’re gonna lick my pussy so much.  This is for all the times you’ve hit me in the past.  I’m gonna enjoy your tongue so many times.  Keep that tongue going, slave bitch.  Keep licking until I cum in your face.”  Totally humiliated, Brenda did as she was told.  
The little girl started to get more excited and her whole body was tingling.  Pretty soon she knew she was getting close to cumming.  “Keep going, Brenda.  You’re gonna get me off.  How do you like that?  Licking your little sister to an orgasm.  How does it feel to know that if you stop, then I’ll spank you until you finish?  You’re my slave and I’ll make you do this when… whooooo… oh, oh, oh God, oh God, yes, slave sis…mmmmm… yeah, sister.  Lick…lick…lick… mmmmm, yeah.  Good girl.”  Then she arched her back, pushing her cunt even harder into her sister’s face as she felt her entire body spasm in pleasure.  “Yeah!  Fucking lick my cunt, slave bitch!”
Humiliated as she was, watching her little sister hump her cunt against her face, Brenda was even more embarrassed.  How many times would she do this for her little bratty sister?  How long could she put up with this treatment.  Out of fear of punishment, her tongue kept going as she felt Erin humping against her face.  She’d done these lezzie things with the older mistresses, but now she was tongue fucking a pre-teen.  It was just too much for her.  Finally Erin subsided and slipped off the couch.  
In less than a minute, Erin came back into Brenda’s view.  The slave grimaced as she saw the 12-year-old wearing a huge strap on dildo.  “How about this?  ‘Lissa says you like cock.  Ask me to fuck you with it.”
Brenda was taking her new mistress seriously now.  Her ass hurt too much to argue.  “Mistress, will you fuck me with your big cock?”
“Which hole?”
“In my c… cunt.”
“What if I want to fuck your ass?” prodded the little girl.
“Then, fuck my ass, mistress.  Whatever you want.”
“Beg me to fuck your cunt.  I want to hear you ask for it like you really, really want it from me.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Brenda.  She looked into her sister’s eyes and, as sincerely as possible, said, “Please, mistress, I want you to take that big hard cock and stick in my pussy.  I want you to fuck me until I cum.  Please, will you fuck my cunt?”
Unsure of just how to do this, Erin stepped up behind her sister and put the cock between her legs.  Melissa put Erin’s hand on the tip of the cock and showed her where to point the cock.  With that help, Erin slid the big cock into her sister’s wet pussy.  Her hand touched the slippery thighs of her slave and, with surprise, she said, “I thought you said she doesn’t get very wet?”
“Let’s see,” said Melissa, placing her hand between Brenda’s legs.  “Wow, she doesn’t get this wet for me.  Holy shit!  She’s hot for her sister.  Aren’t you, Brenda?  You’re so excited that you’re creaming all over the place.”
Brenda’s entire body turned red with embarrassment.  “No,” she said.  “My sister does not turn me on.”  
In a way she was right and Erin intuitively knew what was really going on.  “No,” she said.  “Brenda’s right.  She’s not turned on by me or any other girl.  She’s turned on by being forced to do naughty things.  It makes sense, doesn’t it?  She’s more turned on because eating her sister is the worst thing she’s ever been forced to do.  She gets hot by being a slave!”
Brenda reddened even more.  She felt her legs quiver as she realized her sister had hit it on the head.  She’d wondered herself why she’d get wet for her mistresses when eating them or getting fucked by them was the worst experience she could imagine.  The forbidden nature of those naughty acts and the way she was forced to do them made her hot.  Despite that, she denied it.  “No way.  There’s no way that being a slave gets me hot at all.”
Erin still had the cock all the way up inside her sister.  “Oh, yeah?  I want you to fuck yourself on my cock.  I’m just going to stand still and I want you to fuck yourself.  Get started, slave bitch.  Pull away and push back.  Start pumping my cock in and out of your cunt.  Do it or you’ll get another spanking.”  Reluctantly, Brenda started humping herself against the cock inside her.  “That’s a good girl,” said Erin.  “I want to watch you get so hot that you’ll fuck yourself while I watch.  I want to hear you cum harder than ever just because you don’t really want to do this, but have to because you’re my slave.”
“Jesus,” moaned Brenda as she shoved the cock in deep again.  The 12-inches shot into her like an electrical charge.  She was going to do it for her sister.  She was going to fuck herself and that would prove that she really did get horny from being a slave.  The thought of fucking herself while her sister watched drove her crazy, but the thought of revealing her secret lust for slavery was even more embarrassing and, therefore, more stimulating.  “Oh, my God,” she moaned, totally out of control.  “Such a fucking big cock.  I’m going to cum for you, Erin.  Watch me ride a big cock.  Make me do myself.  Oh, fuck, I am soooo fucking hot.  I can’t… help…” she started fucking herself so hard and fast that Melissa had to hold onto Erin’s ass to keep her from falling over.  “Do me hard, little sister.  Make me be your slave.  Holy fucking shit, this is the best ever.  Touch my tits, please, somebody touch my tits,” she begged.  
Melissa left Erin alone to go fondle Brenda’s tits.  The 12-year-old had braced herself to stand up to her older sister’s onslaught.  “Fuck yourself,” said Erin.  “Put on a show for me.  Ride this big cock and show me how much you enjoy it.  Show me how much you enjoy being naked and tied, eating my pussy, and fucking yourself.”  
“God Almighty,” wailed the slave.  “I’m cumming, sis.  I’m cumming on your cock.”  Her own words were driving her to a frenzy.  “Being fucked by my 12-year-old sister.  God, I’m such a naughty slave.  I love being naked and tied and abused.  Spank me some more.  Make me eat pussy.  Use me like the slave slut that I am.”  Her body convulsed as she went over the edge, enjoying the best orgasm she’d ever had.  The shame and humiliation that swept over her as she came in front of her sister like an absolute slut only made the orgasm better.  
When it was over and her senses returned, she looked at her two mistresses and cried.  Her total submission to her own little sister humiliated her to the point of tears.  Erin felt a tremendous satisfaction at bringing her sister to this level.  Watching Brenda cry, Erin felt herself get hot.  As Brenda’s crying died out, she said, “You little bitch.  That was the worst thing anybody has ever done to me.”
“Oh, my big sister, lezzie sex slave.  Those are bad words to use on your mistress.  You’ll have to be punished for that.”
Brenda couldn’t believe the wave of lust that swept over her as Erin spoke those words.  She bit her tongue to keep from begging for a spanking.  She watched with horny satisfaction as her little sister picked up the wooden paddle.  Erin didn’t miss the wiggle of her slave’s ass in anticipation of the spanking.  She decided to ease off some so she could spank the helpless ass more and longer.  The little girl took off her dildo and handed it to Melissa.  “Make her suck it while I spank her.”
The swat to her sore ass seemed little more than a tap to Brenda after the first ones that Erin had administered.  It was enough to start to warm her ass, but her yelp was more of surprise than pain.  A second swat warmed her ass more.  Erin stopped long enough for Melissa to settle in position with the big cock pointing at the slave’s mouth.  As Brenda engulfed the cock, Erin swatted her again.  She grunted against the cock in her mouth.  
When Brenda set up a rhythm with her head bobbing up and down on the plastic cock, Erin set up a rhythm on the gradually reddening ass.  Every third upstroke, Brenda jumped at the slap of the paddle on her ass again.  She could hardly stand the pain, but with a mouthful of cock, she couldn’t voice a complaint either.  The poor slave felt her pussy dripping at the thought of sucking this huge cock because her sister was making her do it.  And, though she was following orders, she was still getting spanked.  She wiggled her ass, wishing her mistress would step up the pace to every second upstroke.  Her resolve was fading again and she knew that soon she’d be begging to cum.   
As she counted her fortieth swat, Brenda lifted her head up to let the cock fall out of her mouth.  She couldn’t stand it any more.  “Please, mistress,” she begged.  “Untie my hands and I’ll play with myself while you watch.  I need to cum again.  I’ll make myself cum for you.  Would you like to see me play with myself?”
Erin considered that and decided that would indeed be sexy to watch.  She nodded to Melissa who then uncuffed their slave.  “Got hot all over again, huh, big sister?  Couldn’t stand it anymore to have me watch you suck cock and spank you?  Well, now I’ll let you do just what you wanted.  Does it feel good to be such a slut for me?”
“Yes, mistress, it makes me hotter than I’ve ever been.”  Brenda sat back on the coffee table, her legs spread wide.  She reached for her cunt and started stroking her most private place, feeling the burning shame of performing a lewd act for her little sister. 
Erin stood in front of Brenda and played with her sister’s nipples until they stood up hard.  “Got your nipples all excited just like the rest of you.  Now, you do me.  Lick my titties and suck on my nipples.  Be my naughty slave and lick my 12-year-old titties.  I’ve never had anyone do that before.”  Well, Melissa did it yesterday, but Erin wasn’t going to tell Brenda that.  “Finger yourself and cum for me.”
It didn’t take long for the embarrassed slave to get off.  With the stimulation of having her little sister watch intently, it was less than a minute before she was panting in orgasm, “Watch me cum, Erin.  Watch how a big girl plays with herself.  Oh, fuck me, it feels so wonderful.  You made me so hot I can’t… mmmmm, oh, God.”
Erin let Brenda eat her out one more time and then eat out Melissa.  After that, Brenda was sent home with a special warning from Melissa.  “Don’t you dare forget that Erin is your mistress now.  You are to do everything she tells you to do at home as well as here.  And, if I ever find out that you’ve been mean to her again, well, let’s just say that there are things I haven’t done to you yet that are worse than you can imagine.”
Schoolgirls at Play – 3
By Kenna
(mmmf, fgggg, bd, d/s, humil, spank, oral, inc)
As was her normal routine following a lezzie slave session, Brenda sought out her boyfriend, Kevin.  With his parents gone out to dinner, the horny teenage boy didn’t waste anytime getting down to business.  He knew what Brenda wanted, he just hadn’t figured out why Brenda was so different from all the other girls and why she had changed to suddenly.  The two went up to his bedroom and he watched her strip quickly.  He wasn’t far behind.  
The 16-year-old girl pulled the 17-year-old boy close to hug and kiss him.  He let her do that for about a minute before he said, “Get on the bed.  I’m going to tie you up and fuck you again, slut.”
Slut!  Is that what I am to him, she thought.  He’s going to tie me and rape me again.  The thrill that ran through her body reminded her of the events earlier.  I really do like to be abused.  Well, at least it’s a boy that’s going to do me this time.  
Brenda let Kevin tie her spread eagle on the bed.  It was his favorite position for her.  Looking at her totally nude body turned him on, especially the fact that she couldn’t cover herself even if she wanted to.  She was defenseless, just like he imagined a rape victim would be.  Today she was going to get a real surprise.  
Kevin picked up the phone in his room and dialed his friend Mark.  When the other boy answered, Kevin said, “Hey, Mark, just like I told you.  She’s here right now and all tied up.  Come on over.”
“What?” demanded Brenda as the words sank in.  “You can’t do that.  Let me go.  I won’t put up with this.”
“Like you’ve got a choice,” said Mark.  He dialed a second number and invited Pete over as well.  After that call he said, “We’re breaking up, slut.  I’ve taken Linda out a couple of times now, so I’m dumping you.”
“Kev, please,” whined Brenda.  “Was it something I did?  I can do better.  What do you want?  I’ll give you anything.  I’ll do anything.”
“Maybe you’ve given me too much,” he said.  “We used to make out and then make love.  Now, you’re all in a hurry and asking me to do things I wouldn’t have even thought of.”  He grinned.  “I mean, it’s fun and I’m having an experience that most boys would die for.  But, you’ve become so shallow.  So, me and Linda are gonna be an item.  I figure I’ll still be able to give you what you want and have a real girlfriend, too.”
Her face burned with shame.  That’s what she had become to him.  She was his fuck toy and a great time in bed.  Now he was going to keep her on the side.  “And so you’re gonna share me with your friends?”
“Yeah, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but you’re too hot for one guy.  You wear me out with a daily fucking and blowjob. But, just for old times sake,” he knelt over Brenda.  “Open wide, slut.  I’m getting first shot, and then Mark and Pete can fight over the sloppy seconds.”  
She wanted to fight him, but he’d made sure she was tied before he’d told her what was going on.  She considered clamping her mouth shut, but he’d just slap her or spank her until she opened for him.  Besides, she did want to feel the hot, hard boy flesh in her mouth to chase away the memory of sucking hard plastic for her mistresses.  She took his cock into her mouth.  It wasn’t until she had taken the whole thing in her mouth that she realized she wasn’t just sucking his cock anymore.  She was going to suck cock for an audience.  She was going to get caught by his friends sucking his cock.  They’d see she sucked cock and then they’d want the same. 
Brenda tried to pick up the pace, but Kevin wasn’t in a hurry tonight.  He wanted to be in her mouth when his friends walked in.  Pete got their first.  He let himself in the front door and shouted up, “Hey, Kev, I’m here and coming up.”  He walked right into Kevin’s room and stared mutely at the naked body of the varsity cheerleader.  He aspired to nail a cheerleader, but hadn’t had one before.  Now he just took the time to check out her body and watch the expert blowjob.  
Mark arrived a couple minutes later.  His entry was quieter and he was in the room before Brenda knew it.  But, his presence was obvious as he immediately said, “Holy shit, Kev.  You weren’t kidding.  Tied up and everything.”  He walked up close to watch.  “Nice body.  Hey, I’ve never gotten a girl to take that much of my cock.  She is a real slut.”
With his friends there, Kevin started thrusting faster, ramming his cock down her throat and banging his balls on her chin.  “Watch this,” he said as he fucked her face.  “She’ll swallow it all, too.  Ever had a girl do that?”
“Not me,” said Mark.  Pete shook his head no.  “They all want you to finish yourself off in a towel.  I’m lucky if I can shoot in their face or on their tits.  I want to see this.”  
It wasn’t but a few more seconds until Kevin started cumming.  “Here it goes,” he moaned through clenched teeth.  “Uh, uh, uh, fuck, yeah.  Watch her swallow.  Jesus, she’s a great cocksucker.”
Brenda wanted to crawl away and die, but she couldn’t.  The humiliation of giving a blowjob while other boys watched was horrible.  On top of that, Kevin had narrated the act and pointed out when she swallowed.  What would these other two boys think of her?  She was a slut and that’s all there was to it.  She felt her pussy moisten at the abuse she was getting.  More juices flowed just at the thought that the abuses were just beginning.  
Though she’d never admit it, Brenda started to tingle all over just at the thought of the two other boys using her mouth.  Sucking all these boys was such a naughty thing to do.  Pulling on her ropes, she reminded herself that she was their prisoner being forced to suck cock.  But, she knew a way to get even hotter than she was getting now.  Mark stripped down and straddled her, putting his cock in her face.  “Do me now, slut,” he said.  But, Brenda shook her head.  
“Hey, I thought you said she’d blow us, too.  What gives?” demanded Mark.  He’d gotten horny watching the slut perform on Kevin and now he needed his turn.  
“Shit!” said Kevin.  “She’s never refused me, but I know how to get make her more cooperative.”  Kevin pulled the belt off of his pants and showed it to Brenda.  “Open up or I’ll whip you good.”
At the sight of the leather belt, Brenda started to pant heavily.  God, her body tingled even more.  She’d cum in a second if one of the boys touched her pussy in the right place.  She hated her body’s reaction to the thoughts that went through her head.  Please whip me, Kevin, she thought.  Make me suck their cocks.  Jesus, I’m almost ready to cum just from squeezing my legs together.  
Smack!  “Eeee, oooooo,” she screamed.  It wasn’t as hard as Erin hit her.  Kevin was being gentlemanly and holding back.  “Is that all you got?” she taunted.  “I’m not sucking their cocks.  You can’t make me.”  This time she heard the whistle of the belt before it struck her across her bare thighs.  Wow!  Her body jumped as the leather stung her skin.  “Aaaaaaaa, eeeeee,” she screamed.  Smack!  “Aaaaaaa, no, please Kev, don’t hit me again.  Don’t make me suck their cocks.”
“You gonna do it then?” he asked.  “You’re gonna get whipped until you do.”
“I don’t know, Kev,” said Pete.  “Her being a slut is one thing, but maybe we shouldn’t make her if she doesn’t want to.”  
Don’t listen to him, begged Brenda silently.  Whip me again, Kev.
“Be quiet,” said Mark.  “We’re gonna get our cocks sucked by this hot slut.  She’s an expert cocksucker and we may never get this chance again.”  
Kevin lifted the belt again and snapped it across Brenda’s thighs.  “Eeeeeeee,” she squealed.  One more time she felt the sting of the leather – smack!  “Aaaaaaa, ooooo,” she screamed.  “OK, OK, Kev, you win.  She opened her mouth and took in her second cock of the night.  She was panting hard from lust and greedily gobbled it down.  She was terribly confused.  Brenda didn’t want to do this, but then why did her body get so excited when she did it?
Like the submissive slut she was, Brenda let Mark and then Pete fuck her mouth.  Both times she swallowed their cum, but for Pete she did something special.  The slut kept his cum in her mouth for a few seconds, long enough to stick her tongue out and show it dripping with the sticky goo.  Then she made a noisy slurping sound as she sucked it back into her throat and swallowed.  
The three boys ravaged her cunt.  Through all three fucks, Brenda kept cumming and cumming.  Her first orgasm came within 30 seconds of when Kevin started.  When Pete finally finished with her, she was exhausted.  She felt their eyes on her naked body as she lay there panting.  Humiliated, it took all her mental strength to not beg for more cock in any of her holes.  She was tired, but just thinking about what had just happened made her excited.  
Through the week, Erin made sure that Brenda’s tongue didn’t get much rest.  The little girl enjoyed dominating her older sister.  Despite Brenda’s denials, Erin was certain her sister enjoyed being her slave.  Not that she enjoyed eating 12-yer-old cunt, but she enjoyed being made to eat 12-year-old cunt.  With that in mind, Erin planned a special event for the weekend.  
When Saturday night rolled around, Brenda was ordered over to Melissa’s house.  Erin had talked this over with Melissa and they’d agreed the special event wouldn’t work at Erin’s house.  After stripping, Brenda was ordered to lie down on a padded bench.  The bench tilted so that one end was 8 inches off the ground and the other was about 2 feet off the ground.  It wasn’t long enough to support all of Brenda.  She was positioned so that her legs from just above the knees hung over the low end and her shoulders hung off the high end.  
The 16-year-old tried to object, but when Melissa and Erin got stern, she knew she’d better cooperate.  So, she ended up tied to the bench quite uncomfortably.  The slave’s feet were tucked back under the bench and she was tied with her legs spread wide and her cunt available.  Her hands were bound under the bench as well, pulled down as far as they would go.  The result was that she looked like she was trying to push her tits through the ceiling.  When she tied a gag around her sister’s mouth, Erin said, “You’ll be like this for a while and you’re to stay absolutely silent.  You’ll be able to hear what’s going on, but not see.”
Brenda hated being blindfolded, but that was not what was in store for her tonight.  Instead, a huge cardboard box with no bottom was lowered over her.  She lay in the pitch black of the box wondering what would be happening beyond her sight.  It wasn’t long before she heard Erin’s voice again and then she recognized Erin’s sleepover friends.  They were going to have a sleepover right here.  Brenda imagined the box being lifted sometime during the evening.  What would happen then? 
Outside the box, the four pre-teens settled down in the family room of Melissa’s house.  Melissa’s dad was, as usual, off on business.  Her brother was off at the state track and field meet.  Cathy was off visiting Patty and Beth, having a hot night herself.  Unfortunately for Melissa, she would be in the way if she stuck around the 12-year-olds, so after making them feel at home, she went upstairs.  She’d made Erin promise to tell everything the next day.  She’d also set up a hidden camera in the room that would not only tape the evening’s events, but also transmit it up to the TV in her room.  In the background of the camera’s view was a big cardboard box.  
Erin took the lead as the girls settled down on their sleeping bags.  The furniture had been pushed toward the walls so there was plenty of room for the four of them.  “Let’s do what we used to do.  Let’s play strip poker.”
“Boring,” said Anna.  
“Yeah,” agreed Elsa.  “Let’s just skip the poker like we always do.”  She started to pull off her shirt.  
“Wait a second,” said Erin.  “This might be a little more exciting than normal.  Let’s play the game and the winner, the only one left with clothes at the end, gets to use what’s in the box first.”
“What’s in the box,” asked Rita.  The box had been part of the background until now.  Suddenly it seemed important.  
“It’s a secret,” said Erin.  “You only get to see when the game is over.”
“OK,” agreed Elsa.  “That ought to add a little spice to the game.  Let’s see what could it be?  And do I want to be the winner?”  They all giggled.  The others hadn’t thought of that.  What if it was something they didn’t want to win?
“Oh, I think you’ll enjoy it.  And, we’ll all get a chance to play with it.”
She produced the cards she’d set aside for the game and dealt the first hand.  The rules were simple.  Make the best hand you could with the five cards you’re dealt.  There was no drawing of cards.  Loser takes off a piece of clothing.   Like usual, the four kicked off their shoes and socks as they looked at their first hand – those didn’t count.  
Elsa lost the first hand and skinned off her T-shirt.  Her training bra showed she was the flattest of the four girls, but she took the jokes well.  She tugged at the bra and said, “Don’t know why I even wear one of these.”
Anna pantomimed blowing air into her thumb as if she were a balloon and then pretending her tits suddenly popped out.  Rita giggled and said, “No, she needs a bicycle pump.”  
“Yeah, right, thanks guys, someday I’ll have the biggest tits of all and then you’ll be sorry.”  Really Elsa doubted that, but she could dream or get implants.  
While the three were joking, Erin had dealt another hand.  “Ooo,” said Rita.  “She’s in a hurry to get to the box.  Must be something really cool.”  When the hands were compared, Rita slipped off her tank top.  The tits on the other three girls were about the same size, but Rita’s had been there just a little longer than the rest, so she claimed the biggest.  All her bra showed was the gentle swell of budding breasts.  “Maybe it’s a padded bra,” she suggested, indicating the contents of the box.  
Anna laughed and looked at the box.  “That’s a big padded bra,” she giggled.  
Erin lost the next hand and she slid off her shorts.  She had on sexy panties and wanted to show them off.  None of the girls missed what she was wearing, but it was Anna that got the first word in, “Holy cow, girl, you planning on modeling those for some guy?  Those are hot.”  The tiny black panties were enough to hide her bare pussy, but little else.  She stood and turned to show off her ass.  The thong was long gone up her ass and it looked like she was wearing nothing.  
Erin was pleased to hear that the laughter was slightly subdued.  That meant she’d had the desired effect.  The girls had suddenly sobered over the sexy invitation that Erin was offering.  Each of them silently thought this might be the night they’d get the nerve up to make out with each other.  The problem was that none of them wanted to make the first move.  Maybe this was the first move.  But, of course, the first move was hidden in the box.  Erin just wanted to set the mood.  
Rita lost the next hand and took off her shorts.  “Nothing but plain old panties,” she said.  “I didn’t know we were dressing up.”  That comment brought a more relaxed sound of laughter.  
The game went on with Rita being the first out.  “Since I’m not the winner, can I peek in the box,” she asked.  Her curiosity was getting the better of it and she could barely stand it.  
“Nope,” said Erin.  “We all get to see it at the same time.”  For the first time, Erin actually looked at Rita as a sex object.  Her friend had light pussy hair and slender legs.  Rita’s “big” tits were little more than morsels on her chest.  Erin thought about what it would be like to caress Rita’s smooth skin and taste her between her legs.  Maybe if Brenda’s presence got them started, she’d get a chance to sample her friends.  
Despite her dire straits, Erin wasn’t the next out.  Elsa lost two in a row and was quickly done.  Her chest was still as flat as the day she was born.  She also had the least pussy hair of them all.  In fact, Erin had to look pretty close to see the little that the cute blonde had.  What Elsa did have was the cutest ass of the bunch.  Erin couldn’t see it now and would have to wait to peek at it when she got the chance.  She’d often thought that caressing Elsa’s ass would be the first move she’d make.  
Erin started to get hope when Anna lost the next hand.  That made them tied, both with just their panties left.  She and Anna had tits that were exactly the same size.  However, Anna had big nipples while Erin had small, boyish nipples.  It gave them each an entirely different look.  Of course, the other difference was that Anna had short brown hair while Erin had long brown hair.  Tonight, Erin made a point of keeping her hair from falling down her front.  She kept tossing it over her back so that her tits were always visible.  
Erin lost all hope when she looked at the cards in her hand.  Nothing.  Not even an ace.  Her highest card was a nine.  She looked over at the smile on Anna’s face.  “Let’s see what you got,” said Anna.  Erin laid her cards down and Anna’s smile broadened.  “I’ve got two pair, kings and fives.”  Erin stood and took off her panties.  Anna got up and started to strut around the room.  “I’m good.  I’m good.  I win.  I get the box.”
Rita was already at the box, pulling at the corners as she tried to figure out how to open it.  “Hold on, Rita,” said Erin.  “It’s not as hard as it looks.  The box has no bottom, so we can lift it right up and off the prize.  I’ll give you a hand.”  With Rita at one end and Erin at the other, Erin said, “Drum roll, please, and a one, and a two, and a three.”  They lifted the box together and dropped it to the side.
“It’s your sister!” said Rita, totally surprised.  She hadn’t known what to expect, but a person sure wasn’t it.
“She’s naked!” exclaimed Elsa.  
“It’s your sister and she’s naked,” whispered Anna.  
As the box went up, Brenda’s eyes hurt from the sudden bright light.  She had heard the entire conversation and knew she was the prize.  She reddened at the realization that four younger girls were gawking at her nude body.  Her body ached from the strain of the position, but the ache faded in comparison to the mental agony she felt at being so exposed and so helpless.  What were these 12-year-olds going to do to her?
“Jeez,” said Rita.  “You’re gonna really get it when your mom finds out.”
“What about when your sister gets loose.  She’s gonna pound you.”
“Well, who’s going to tell my mom?” replied Erin.  “Her?  She can’t.  She has to do whatever I tell her to do.  I tied her up and when I let her go, she won’t do anything about it.  Isn’t that right, big sister?  Tell them you’re my slave.”
Erin undid the gag from Brenda and waited to hear her sister’s admission.  Instead, Brenda erupted with, “You little brat.  This time you’ve gone too far.  Let me go right now.”
“Oops,” said Erin.  She quickly gathered Elsa and Rita’s panties and shoved those into her slave’s mouth.  “She must be pissed,” she said to her friends.  “Well, I’ll have to fix that.”  She raised her right hand and slapped her sister across the face as hard as she could.  The three young girls goggled at the sight of Erin slapping her older sister.  Brenda’s eyes were the biggest of all.  She was totally surprised at the slap.  It served the purpose of reminding her who was the slave and who was the mistress.  She cursed herself for being so brash and she cursed herself for the juices that started to seep out of her pussy.  She was going to eat all these little pussies and with the most shame of all, she knew that she was going to beg to cum when she was done with them.  
Erin took a more controlled approach to ungagging her slave the next time.  She slithered her naked body up on her sister’s body so that she was face to face with the slave.  Then, she whispered in a tone that chilled Brenda, “Don’t you ever do that to me again, you bitch lezzie sex slave.  I’ll tell Melissa that you didn’t obey and we’ll punish you together.  Now, when I take that fucking gag out of your mouth this time, I want you to tell all of them what you’ve done for me and what you’re going to do for them.  I want you to tell them that you live to serve me and my friends and will do anything… anything they ask.  Do you understand me?”
The other three girls didn’t hear what Erin said.  All they noticed was Brenda’s suddenly meek attitude as she nodded contritely to her little sister.  Erin dug the two pairs of panties from Brenda’s mouth and was more pleased with what she heard this time.  “I’m sorry, mistress.  I don’t know what came over me.  I’ll lick your pussy like I’ve done before and you can make me suck on a dildo or fuck me with a dildo.  I’ll do the same for your friends.  I’ll eat their hot little cunts.  They can play with me and I’ll do anything they ask me to do.”
Erin leaned back to her sister and whispered, “Don’t forget the part about living to serve me.”
“Yes, mistress,” said the slave.  “I live to serve you and your friends.  Just… just tell me what you want and I’ll do it.”  Her eyes were adjusted to the light by now and she looked around at the 12-year-olds surrounding her.  They were just little girls.  Probably none of them had ever had a sexual experience and she would be their first.  God damn her little sister!  Her own body was completely exposed with her legs spread and her tits thrust out.  With her head hanging off the end of the bench, any of them could straddle her face and make her eat them.  She might as well scream, “Fuck me, use me, hurt me, punish me, and sit on my fucking face while you’re at it.”  Her pussy started to moisten, adding to her humiliation.  She just hoped none of the girls would notice.  
The slap across her face had really taken the fight out of her.  It had put her in her place like she’d never been before.  Meekly she asked, “What does my mistress want me to do?”  
“Anna won the game,” said Erin.  “She gets to use you first.”  She turned to her friend and said, “Anna, what do you want her to do for you?”
Erin had already used her sister a few times and wasn’t shy about what she wanted any more, but Anna and the other two girls were not so bold.  Anna stood mutely as ideas ran through her head.  Yes, she wanted to feel what it was like to have her pussy eaten.  She wanted to touch Brenda’s tits and pussy to see what big tits and pussy hair felt like.  She thought about what Brenda had said about being fucked with a dildo and the image of a fake cock sliding in and out of Brenda’s cunt sounded good, too.  But, she wasn’t sure what to say.  What if she asked for that pussy licking and the other girls thought that was gross.  Anna looked around at her friends, hoping for some clue as to what she ought to ask for.  Would they be shocked if she said pussy licking and would they be disappointed if she didn’t.  Finally, she decided that since Brenda said she’d already licked Erin and would lick them, too, then that’s what she wanted.  “I want her to lick my pussy.”
“Good choice,” said Erin.  The other two girls giggled, but Erin shut them up.  “You’ll get a chance, too, and after you watch what Brenda can do for Anna, then you’ll be fighting over who’s next.”  Then, to Anna, she said, “Come around here and push your pussy into her face.  All you have to do is get close enough to her that she can lick you and she’ll do the rest.  But, of course, you’ll have to take off your panties now.”  
So, the winner finally took off her last bit of clothing and pushed her crotch into Brenda’s face.  She jumped as Brenda’s warm tongue spread her pussy lips, but once she felt Brenda find her clit and lick that, her nerves calmed down and she started to enjoy herself.  Behind her, Erin said, “She’s gonna lick you until you cum.  Have you ever cum before?”
“Uh uh,” said Anna.  “What’s it feel like?”
“Kind of hard to say,” said Erin.  “But, it feels good.  Real good.  Just relax and let her do the work.”  She stepped around to where she could see the action better and invited Rita and Elsa to join in.  “Come on and feel her tits,” she said.  “Or touch her anywhere else.  It really embarrasses her to be tied up and the more we do, the more embarrassed she gets.  Don’t you, lezzie bitch slave.”  Erin leaned over her sister and sucked on a nipple, and then she bit it, stretching it up from Brenda’s prone body.  
Elsa didn’t have to be asked twice.  She slid up next to the 16-year-old and started fondling her other tit.  When Erin moved on, Elsa grabbed both of the slave’s tits and started sucking on them.  It felt so naughty to do it, but that thrilled the young girl.  Rita took just a few seconds more before she moved to touch the helpless slave.  She’d been entranced by the sight of Brenda’s pussy licking, but now she moved between Brenda’s legs and looked at the big girl’s pussy.
“Hey,” said Rita.  “Mine never does that.  It’s gross.”  
Erin looked to see what Rita was talking about and then said, “Oh, that’s normal when a girl gets excited.  You pussy will get wet, too, when you get excited.  Anna’s probably is now and I don’t mean just from Brenda’s tongue.  Brenda hates eating pussy, but she gets off on being treated like a slave.  We’ll get her to lick all our pussies and then she ought to be ready to beg for a fucking.  Isn’t that right, Brenda?”
The slave stopped licking long enough to say, “No.  I won’t do it again.”
“She always says that,” said Erin.  She noticed that Rita had her hand on Brenda’s pussy and then stuck a finger in her juicy hole.  Erin bent down close to Brenda’s ears and whispered, “How do you like her pussy?  We’re all watching you eat cunt.  And, I know you’ll be begging for me to fuck you soon.  I’m going to make you cum while my friends watch.  Just imagine that.  You’ll be screaming in heat, putting on a sex show for us.”  She giggled.  “I think it’s so cute when you can’t control yourself.”
Brenda was trying to concentrate on Anna’s pussy, but by now she had one girl fingering her cunt, one playing with her tits, and her sister whispering nasty things in her ear.  With the heat building up in her, she knew her mistress was right.  She would lose control and then she’d embarrass herself in front of Erin and her friends.  It didn’t do her any good to fight it.  The more she fought, the more humiliated she felt, and then she felt even hotter and closer to losing control.  She focused on Anna’s clit and heard the young girl start to breathe heavily and moan in pleasure.  About a minute later, Anna climaxed.  She’d ridden the slave’s face making only moans and whimpers of pleasure.  As she came, Anna sighed deeply and said, “Jeez, that was nice.  Will she do it again?”
“She’ll do it all night long if we want, but let someone else have a turn.  I was the second place, but I’ve done it before, so I’ll give up my turn and go last.  That means it’s your turn, Elsa.  Ride her face until she makes you cum.”  Brenda watched the next pussy approach her face and started licking.  She wondered how long this would go on.  Her body ached from its unnatural position, but she didn’t dare say anything.  
Rita moved up to watch Elsa get hers.  She wanted a closer look and while she was there, she started playing with Brenda’s nipples.  Anna had lain down on her sleeping bag to take the wobble out of her shaky legs.  Despite her calm demeanor, the orgasm had really excited her.  That left Erin in charge of Brenda’s cunt.  She started to tease her sister, helping her toward losing control.  From where she was standing, she could hear Brenda starting to make low moans that indicated her arousal. 
Elsa wasn’t quite as quiet as Anna had been.  She was amazed at how wonderful the tongue felt and what it looked like from her angle.  “Oh, God, this feels so good.  I could do this all night.  I can’t believe I’m standing here over your sister, Erin.  I mean, naked and she’s eating me.  Do it harder,” she commanded.  Trying to remember what Erin had called her, she said, “Bitch slave, lezzie slave, lick me.”  She quieted for a moment as she realized that what she was doing made her a lezzie, too.  But, God, it felt so good, so what.  “Mmmmm, she’s really good.”  
The skinny little 12-year-old started to feel strange, as if her whole body was on fire and being stretched at the same time.  She started grinding her hips in time with the slave’s licking and suddenly she started bucking against the face pressed into her cunt.  She didn’t know what was happening, but she sure enjoyed it.  This must be an orgasm, she thought, but Anna didn’t do this.  She was afraid Brenda might stop, so she said, “Eat me, bitch, bite it, lick it, don’t stop.  Oh, God damn, I am cumming.  It is so fucking wonderfulllll.”  And, even though Brenda didn’t stop, the feeling passed and she marveled at how her first orgasm had felt.  She went and lay down next to Anna, cuddling like she’d never done before.  One hand rested on Anna’s tits while the other cradled Anna’s shoulders.  Whispering, she said, “God, I can’t believe it.  That was really, really cool, wasn’t it?”
Anna placed her hand across Elsa’s chest and their faces were very close together.  “Absolutely cool,” she said.  “I’ve never felt that good before.  I’ve wanted to do it for years, you know, with you and Rita and Erin, but I was scared to try it.  I’ve also wanted to try…” she leaned close to her friend and pressed her lips against Elsa’s lips.  Elsa responded eagerly, her tongue running against Anna’s and then entering Anna’s mouth.  It was something she’d wanted to try also.  
As Rita took her position, Erin asked Brenda, “Are you ready to cum yet?  Need to lick more pussy before you’re ready?”
“Please,” pleaded Brenda.  “Don’t make me beg for it.  Can’t you just fuck me while your friends watch?  That’s bad enough.  Don’t make me beg, too.”
The little mistress smiled to herself.  She’d have Brenda begging real soon.  “Get to licking, lezzie bitch slave,” she ordered since Rita was waiting in position.  The slave extended her tongue again and tasted her third pussy of the evening.  Her body quivered from the mental torture she was enduring.  Her head was thrown back by the weight of the 12-year-old pressing against her face and all she could see was a tight, round ass.  But, she could imagine the view she presented to the girls with her legs spread so wide and her tits straining straight up.  
Brenda’s own thoughts were driving her closer to losing control.  With her tongue stroking a pussy, she remembered that she was here because two of her friends had seduced and enslaved her.  They’d shared her with older women and now she was being shared with young girls.  In her heart she knew that she’d be seeing and satisfying a lot more naked girls.  “Oh, God,” she moaned into Rita’s cunt.  The moan was both an acknowledgement of her torment and the announcement that her last ounce of self-control was gone.  Her tongue picked up speed as her subconscious desire for enslavement suppressed her rational mind.  Now the hands, her sister’s hands, that caressed her tits were like torture, arousing her without fulfilling her.  Her body needed more, but she had to serve them, finish Rita, before she would get her reward.  Every second was another second of the agony of unsatisfied lust.  
Rita moaned as the tongue in her cunt picked up its pace, frantically licking at her clit.  “Ooooo, yes, slave bitch, eat me good.  That feels so good.”
Rita silenced as she listened as Erin started to taunt her sister.  “Eating pussy, aren’t you, lezzie bitch slave.”  The words were so naughty that they excited Rita even more.  “I know you wish you could stop, but you’re mine forever now.  You’re my slave and you’ll eat cunt all I want.  Look at you, all tied up and showing off.  Think you could spread your legs a little wider?  I don’t think so.  Know what’s going to be between your legs real soon?  Are you going to beg for me?  Are you going to tell me how much you want cock?  Next time I’ll have you strip for my friends and then you’ll do what we want.  Anything.”
The tingling feeling suddenly shot through Rita’s body like an electric shot.  “Oh, fuck, yes,” she screamed as her body started convulsing.  She pressed her pussy into the slave’s face even harder.  “Jesus, Erin, she’s doing it!  I’m cumming on her tongue!  Look at her tongue go.”  The little girl scrambled for her balance and fell forward across Brenda’s body with her hips thrusting into the older girl’s face.  Then, as if Brenda wasn’t humiliated enough and already out of control, Rita said, “I think she likes it.”  And she slipped off Brenda’s face leaving the slave with her face smeared with juices from her little cunt.
Brenda was making a deep growling sound as she raised her head and looked around the room.  She needed to cum so very, very badly.  Standing at the foot of the bench between her legs, her little sister was waiting and wearing a strap on dildo.  “Please,” moaned the slave.  “Please, mistress, I need to cum.  I want you to fuck me with your big cock.”
“What was that?” demanded the mistress.  “Did you want something, lezzie bitch slave?  I don’t think that was good enough.  I want you to beg for it.  I want all my friends to hear just what you want.”  Erin looked around to make sure that her friends were indeed paying attention.  Elsa and Anna had turned to watch and Rita was watching intently, too.  “They’re watching you and waiting for you to get yourself fucked.  So… “
“Yes, mistress, I want that big fucking cock shoved in my hot, juicy cunt.  I want my lovely mistress to fuck me while her friends watch.  Please, I’ll do anything you ask.  My body belongs to you.  I am your lezzie bitch slave for all eternity.  I’m begging you to stick that cock all the way in me and ride me like the lezzie bitch slave I am.”
“Would you eat their cunts again for me if I promised you a good fucking?”
“Yes, mistress, I’ll do anything for you.  But, please, don’t make me wait.   I need the touch of your hands, your lips, and your cock and I need them NOW!  I’m begging you, little sister.  Make me scream in pleasure.”
By now, the other three girls were standing around Brenda and she could see them staring at her.  “Please, mistress,” she pleaded.  “I’ll scream out your name if you just fuck me.  Your friends can watch me get fucked.  I know that’s what you want.  Please, do it.  I know they want it, too.  Make me fucking cum while they watch.  I’ll be good, mistress.  I’ll eat cunt.  I’ll suck my juices off that cock when you’re done.  You can spank me and make me scream in pain.  Fuck me like my boyfriend does, except you’re bigger and better… and cuter… and hotter.  Oh, please… aaaaaaa,” she finished as the big cock sank to the hilt in her tight cunt.  
Brenda was so hot that in 15 seconds she was cumming for the little girls.  “Eeeeaaaaa, oh, fuck me, fuck me, my beautiful mistress.  Use me, fuck me, make me cum.  I’m yours… I’m yours forever.  Thank you, mmm, aaaaa, thank you, mistress.  Oh, fuck, you’re so good to me, mistress, my lovely Erin.”  The slave’s body was slick with sweat from the short, but intense fucking.  It was one of the best orgasms she’d ever had.  Her body relaxed as she came down from her high and regained her control.  She looked at the four little girls still staring intently at her and tears started to run down her cheeks.  “You made me do it again, little bitch,” she hissed at her sister.  “Right in front of them.”  She looked at the wooden paddle in Erin’s hand and immediately regretted her words.  For several minutes she screamed as the paddle slapped her vulnerable, soft inner thighs.
Having learned her lesson, Brenda was a model slave for the rest of the night.  She lost track of the number of times she ate pussy, sucked small tits, sucked on the big cock, got fucked, or played with herself for them.  Tied or untied, she performed every despicable act that they described for her.  When she was done, every inch of her body ached.
One of the 12-year-olds was always with Brenda to make sure she was a well-used slave.  In between, however, there was ample opportunity for the girls to pair off on occasion and explore each other’s hard little bodies.  It was a night that no one present would ever forget.  
Schoolgirls At Play – 4
By Kenna
(mfffg, fg, inc, bd, d/s, spank, oral)
It was two days before Brenda got a chance to invite Ken over again.  She practically had to beg him to come over, but she insisted, “No other boys this time, please?”  Ken agreed because he had something different planned for his ex-girlfriend.  When he arrived, he told her she was going to be tied up whether she liked it or not.  Again she said, “Please, don’t invite any other boys over.  I want it to be just you.”  Uncertain whether she could trust him, she stripped and submitted to the ropes again.
This time however, he tied her on the floor.  Her legs were tied to the bed frame so they were spread wide.  To keep her from backing up, Ken tied ropes to her knees and tied the other end to her chest of drawers.  That immobilized her between the two pieces of furniture.  When her hands were tied to the dresser also, she was unable to rise up and was trapped on her hands and knees.  It was an unusual position for her and it made Brenda nervous, “What are you going to do with me like this?” she asked.  
“Well, for starters, this,” he took his belt off his pants and snapped it across her helpless bare ass.  He loved the sound that it brought from his slut.  Her yelp told him she was unable to protect herself and he could work her ass all he wanted.  He whipped her with several strokes, his cock getting hard at the sounds she was making.  
“Please, Ken,” she wailed.  “Please, owwww, oh, please, stop hitting me.  Owwww.  I’ll do anything for… owwwww… for you.  You don’t … owww… have to do this… owwww!”  Her body writhed every which was, but there was no escape from Ken’s belt.  Her ass was on fire and all she wanted was a good fuck from a boy.  Why did he have to do this to her?
After nearly twenty blows, the door to her room pushed open and she immediately looked up knowing that Ken had lied to her.  Which boys had he invited over?  But, it wasn’t boys that she was looking at.  It was Kathy and Melinda.  She knew the two girls from school.  Though they had boyfriends, it was rumored that they were bi-sexual.  Her heart sank as she realized how helpless she was and what they were going to do with her while Ken watched.  But first, Kathy took the belt from Ken and raised it high.  “Owwww,” shrieked Brenda as the leather bit into her already sore ass.  
“Cool,” said Kathy.  “How’s it feel, stuck up cheerleader bitch?  How’s it feel to get your ass whipped by a second class citizen like me?”  Kathy was 16 just like Brenda, but not as good with the boys.  Brenda always looked down on girls like her and Melinda.  They had to settle for the reject boys.  It wasn’t that they weren’t cute.  It was just that they didn’t flounce around school in tiny skirts and flirt with the boys all the time.  
Brenda didn’t say anything in response to Kathy’s question.  All she said for the next several minutes was, “Owwww!” and “Please stop!”  She couldn’t see the damage being done to her ass, but was certain that she must have been bleeding by the time Melinda finished her turn.  In reality, it was just very, very red.
Before she could say anything more, Brenda heard Melinda say, “What do we want, Brenda bitch?  Tell me what you can do for us.”
“I… I can lick… um, eat your pussies, Melinda,” said Brenda softly.  
“Louder,” said Melinda whipping Brenda’s burning ass again.  
“I’m going to eat your pussies, Melinda,” she said more forcefully.  “I’m going to make you cum with my tongue.”
“Damn right,” said Kathy.  “But first, we’re going to watch you blow Ken.  I want to see a cheerleader bitch with a mouthful of cock.  Doesn’t look like you have much choice, so let’s see a little sucky sucky.”
Ken was already stripped and put his cock in her face.  Like Kathy had said, she had no choice.  She didn’t mind sucking cock for Ken, but with two girls watching, it was a different matter.  They’d tell everyone.  But, she opened her mouth anyway and tasted Ken’s cock, all eight inches of it.  Suddenly, there was a flash in the room!  She turned her eyes enough to see Kathy with a digital camera, taking close up pictures of her with Ken’s cock in her mouth.  “Make sure you get her whole body in it,” said Melinda.  “I want her tits and all in the picture so you can tell she’s tied, naked, and sucking cock.”
Then, Melinda started talking to Brenda, “Yeah, that’s right, bitch.  We’re going to get pictures of everything.  Suck down that big cock and show us what you got, hot bitch slut.”  There were a couple more flashes.  “Keep sucking, slut.  We’re going to look at these pictures every day and diddle ourselves off watching you naked and sucking cock.  You won’t even know who we’ll show the pictures to.  Anybody at school might get to see you on your hands and knees doing the dirty deed.”
As the camera continued to flash, Brenda heard a running commentary.  “Get some from behind.  I want to get her ass and cunt spread open like that.  Now get some of her face, up close so you can tell who it is.  Here, Ken, you take some pictures so we can get your view of it.”
Brenda looked up at her ex-boyfriend and found herself staring right at the camera as it flashed.  “Good girl,” said Ken.  “Keep looking at me.  I want to see your face in the pictures.”  Totally humiliated, Brenda stared up at him as he took several pictures.  
Suddenly, Melinda’s voice went up, “Hey, what are you doing?  Get out of here.”
“Oh, shit!” said Ken and his cock was suddenly pulled out of Brenda’s mouth.  
Confused, Brenda looked over to see her little sister in the room with them.  Erin had been over with a friend and Brenda hadn’t expected Erin to come home this soon.  “Get out,” said Melinda again.  “Come on, little sister, let’s go.”  Melinda tried to take Erin’s hand and lead her out.
“No way,” said Erin.  “She’s my sister and I want to watch her suck cock, too.  Cool, you’ve got her tied up good.”  As she appraised her sister, she noticed her red ass.  “Jeez, guys, how long did you spank her?  You really got her butt bad.”  The three other teens were stunned by Erin’s casual manner.  “Come on, stud,” she said to Ken.  “You looked like you were pretty hot to trot.  Get it back in her mouth and finish it.”  She giggled because the boy had his hand over his crotch.  When nobody moved, she sat down on the carpet, her back against the wall.  “Hey, how about if I just stay out of the way.  How far have you gone with her?  Did you fuck her yet?  Do you know she eats pussy real good?  Is that what you are here for?”
It was Brenda who spoke first, “Please, Erin, leave if you have any feelings for me.”
“What did you call me?” snapped Erin, her reaction startling everyone but Brenda.  
Damn, thought Brenda.  I hoped she wouldn’t do this to me now.  “Please, mistress,” she said, but the word mistress was barely audible.  “I’ll help you later.”
“What is going on here?” asked Kathy.  “Brenda, did you just call her mistress?  Holy shit, she …”  Then Kathy realized she was jumping to a big conclusion.  She looked at Erin and said, “Why did she call you that, er, uh… what’s your name?”
“Erin to you,” said Erin.  “Mistress to her.  She calls me that because she’s my slave.  She just loves being treated like this.  Open wide, slave bitch.  Now, Ken, you’re not a big boy like you were when I walked in.  Did I scare you?”
Ken looked at his own cock and saw a shriveled version of his cock.  “You… uh, surprised me,” he said.  “You want to watch?  You won’t make trouble, will you?”
“Yeah, I want to watch and no, I won’t make trouble.  Put your cock in her mouth and I want to see it get hard.  Huh, slave sister, you’ll make him hard for me, won’t you?”
“What do you mean, make me hard for you?” asked Ken.  He was 18 and not about to touch this little girl.  
“Well, I mean I want to see it hard… oh, I get it… oops.  Nope, you’re not getting that thing near me.  You get it hard for her and I’m just watching.  I’m only 12, so I’m off limits.  You girls gonna get naked and get your pussies licked?”
“Hey, I like your sister, Brenda,” said Melinda.  “She’s really your mistress, huh?”
“And you are…?” asked Erin.  
“Oh, sorry, I’m Melinda and this is Kathy.”
“OK, Melinda, let’s not be talking to the slave when the mistress can answer for herself.  The answer is yes, I’m really her mistress.  Wanna see?  Move aside, Ken.”  She stepped in front of her sister and said, “Kiss my ass.”  She turned and pulled down her shorts just enough to bare her butt.  Brenda puckered up and pressed her lips to her sister’s ass.  Brenda’s face burned with shame.  
Ken’s cock was starting to rise again as he watched Brenda respond to her mistress.  He didn’t quite know what to say, but he’d been close to cumming and now that he knew where the little girl stood, he was ready to get back at it.  He slipped his semi-hard cock into Brenda’s mouth and Erin watched it rapidly harden.  She watched with amazement as the cock grew, and then started pounding into her sister’s open mouth.  Wow, she thought to herself, so that’s what a blowjob looks like.  It looks horrible and we’re making Brenda do it.  Cool!
In a little over a minute, Ken unloaded into Brenda’s mouth, but he pulled out just to shoot a little on the cheerleader’s face.  He wanted Erin to see what was going on.  His cum sprayed on her nose and cheek.  From there, most of it ran down close enough to her mouth that it made sense for Erin to say, “Stick out your tongue and clean your face off.”  With her pride totally gone, Brenda did as she was told right in front of all four of them.  
Finished, Ken said, “Now, your end of the deal.”  He’d extracted a promise from Melinda and Kathy in return for letting them watch Brenda blow him.  
Melinda shrugged and skinned off her tank top.  She’d come braless and Erin watched the bigger girl’s tits bounce as they were freed.  Her tits were bigger than Brenda’s or Melissa’s.  Not wanting to seem too eager, Erin only admired them from a distance, imagining what those big nipples would taste like.  While Melinda unzipped her shorts, Kathy unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off.  She was fumbling with her bra strap when Melinda slid down her shorts.  Erin wished they’d go one at a time, but she wasn’t going to ask.  She decided to watch Melinda as she bared her pussy.  The little girl really liked the view of the panties sliding down Melinda’s long, slender legs.  Ken was enjoying the show too and his cock rose to let the two teenagers know how he felt.  Melinda was pretty tall for a girl with a slender figure accented by her large breasts.  Her long brown hair framed her face nicely.  As she finished stripping, she walked toward Brenda, a move that put her ass facing Erin.  The pre-teen thought it was the best ass she’d ever seen - shapely, tight, and round.  
Erin snuck a glance back at Ken and saw his cock was pointing at the ceiling again.  She wondered what it felt like, but she was afraid of it, too.  She had so much fun with her friends, her fellow mistresses, and her slave, that she didn’t want to try out boys.  She had images of the older boy taking advantage of her and raping her.  She noticed that Ken was still watching Kathy, so she turned to look at Kathy, too.  Kathy had a different build than Melinda, quite a bit different.  She was short and had wide hips.  Erin imagined it made for a fat ass, too.  She compared the two girls quickly and noticed Melinda’s tits looked too big for her while Kathy’s looked too small.  She hoped that she’d have a body like Melinda’s when she got older.  
The two girls had promised to take off their clothes for Ken and get their pussies licked.  It wasn’t a big deal to either of them.  They’d both been with boys before, just not a voyeuristic one who wanted to watch lezzie action.  Melinda pressed her crotch into Brenda’s face and said, “Now, slut, let’s see what you can do with your pretty pink tongue.  Put it right between my pussy lips and taste me.  Do you like burying your face in my pussy?”
“No, she doesn’t,” said Erin.  “She hates it.  That’s why I like to watch her do it.”
“Oooo, but she does it pretty good, doesn’t she?” asked Melinda.  
Then, Kathy asked, “Is she better than your girlfriends?”
“Uh huh,” said Erin, then realized she’d just said more than she wanted to.  She didn’t really want to admit right out that she’d been sampling girls.  
“So,” said Kathy.  “You gonna get naked and let her lick your pussy?”
“No way,” said Erin.  “Not with you here.  I don’t want any of you getting ideas about me.  Remember, I’m off limits.”
“Just wondering,” said Kathy.  
Erin turned back to watch as Brenda kept licking at Melinda’s pussy.  It looked like Melinda was teasing the slave by pulling back and making her reach with her tongue.  Then, Melinda leaned forward again to let Brenda lick deeper and harder.  Kathy got behind Brenda and reached for the bound girl’s tits.  She squeezed them, enjoying the feel of another girl’s tits.  As Melinda started to get excited, she put her hands on her own tits and started to massage them.  
Erin wished she could do that for Melinda, but then Ken stepped behind the girl and grabbed her tits.  Melinda didn’t argue with him, but started moaning in pleasure.  Being between a boy and a girl was a thrill for her.  Having Ken’s hard cock press against her ass only made the cunt licking more exciting.  “Put it in me,” she whispered.  Ken put his cock between her legs and thrust upward, sinking his cock into her cunt.  Brenda found herself licking cunt and cock at the same time.  
Erin got down on her back and wriggled under her sister to where she could look up and see Melinda’s cunt.  There, she could see Ken’s cock and Brenda’s tongue doing their magic together.  She didn’t even notice as her hand went inside her own panties and she started to play with herself.  But, Kathy noticed and one of her hands wandered down to Erin’s exposed tummy and up under her shirt until it was caressing the 12-year-old’s small tits.  Erin found herself trapped by her lust.  She wanted to watch her sister and now she was so turned on, she didn’t want Kathy to stop.  She knew it was trouble, but she didn’t want to stop.  Instead, her fingers picked up their pace in her hot, hairless pussy.  
Ken didn’t notice what was going on with Erin and Brenda couldn’t see.  But, Melinda saw where Erin’s hand was and where Kathy’s hand was reaching.  The sudden rush of watching the little girl sent her over the edge and she came hard against Brenda’s face.  That also ended Ken’s fun as Melinda broke away from the two.  It was Kathy’s turn for a pussy licking and she reluctantly stopped her ministrations to the little girl.  
Erin took her chance to slip out from under her sister.  She hadn’t cum yet, but she regained her senses as the two older girls changed positions.  Kathy pulled Brenda’s face tight to her crotch and Melinda lay down on Brenda’s bed to recover from her orgasm.  Ken stayed to watch Brenda do Kathy.  He moved around to face Kathy where he could get a good view of Brenda’s tongue in action.  
When Erin looked over at the sleek, beautiful form of Melinda, the older girl patted the bed next to her.  Erin took the invitation and lay down next to Melinda.  “Was it fun?” whispered Erin.
“She’s pretty good for not liking it,” said Melinda.  She put an arm around Erin and pulled her tight.  Erin squirmed, but Melinda said, “I saw you staring at me.  You like my body?”  Erin said nothing, but stopped squirming.  “You let Kathy do it,” said Melinda, running her hand across Erin’s chest.  
Erin lay still.  She had let Kathy do it and she wanted Melinda to do it even more.  She wanted to touch Melinda’s tits.  She wanted to be naked with Melinda.  Her whole body tingled as Melinda’s hand slipped under her shirt and found her hard nipples.  “I really like that, Melinda,” whispered the pre-teen.  Erin snuck a peek back at the other three and noticed that Ken had his back to her and Melinda.  That made her feel safer.  
Noticing Erin’s concern, Melinda said, “Would you like it if I came back later?  After they’re gone?”
Erin nodded.  
“When I come back, can I strip you and eat your pussy?”
“Oh, God, yes,” whispered Erin.  There was nothing she wanted more right now. 
“I’d really like that,” whispered Melinda back.  “When I go, you put on your cutest panties and bra, a white shirt, and a jumper.  Put your hair in pigtails.  I’ll be back in less than 30 minutes, just as soon as I can get away from the others.”
They heard Kathy moan loudly as her orgasm hit her.  Melinda pulled her hand out of Erin’s shirt.  Brenda’s final ordeal was to be fucked from behind by Ken.  Erin wanted to watch that, so she got where she could see the boy’s cock sliding in and out of her slave’s pussy.  She thought it was cool to watch the big cock stretching her sister’s cunt wide open.  But, she could hardly wait for it to be over, too.  
When Ken was finished and ready to untie Brenda, Erin told them to leave her like that and she’d untie her when she deserved it.  She got a hairbrush and started to spank her slave as the three teenagers left.  Erin put a four inch dildo gag in Brenda’s mouth, enough for her to suck on, but not to choke her.  Then, she put a vibrator in her sister’s ass and cunt and turned them on.  “Enjoy yourself, sis,” she said.  
With the other teenagers gone, the little girl rushed to her room to get ready for Melinda’s return.  She found a matching pair of bra and panties, white with pink flowers on them.  Modeling them in front of her mirror, Erin thought she looked cute.  Then, she put on a simple white top that buttoned up the front and put on her green plaid jumper.  She looked like she was ready for school.  After she fixed her hair in pigtails, she looked again and giggled.  She looked like a little girl.  It excited her that Melinda wanted her to look as young as she could.  
About two minutes later, there was a knock on the door.  Peering out the peep hole in the door, Erin saw it was Melinda.  The 12-year-old, looking 9 years old, pulled open the door and shyly said, “Are you my babysitter?”  
Melinda took in the beautiful, innocent girl and fought back the urge to grab her and molest her right then and there.  “Yes, I am,” she said, playing into the fantasy.  She tried to think of where this would lead.  The fantasy had possibilities, but she didn’t want it to take too long.
“Come on in,” said Erin.  “My mommy’s already gone.  She went on a date tonight.”  Then, in a conspiratorial whisper, “It was with another lady.”  She also did not want the fantasy to take too long.  
“You mean… you mean your mom is a lesbian?”
“Uh huh, at least, I think so.  She’s always going out with girls.”
“Do you ever wonder why?” asked Melinda.  
“Sometimes.”
“Would you like me to show you why girls are fun to date?”
“Uh huh,” nodded the little girl.  
“Let’s go upstairs to your room, OK?”
Erin led her new friend upstairs and to her room.  She spun around quick and said, “Like my dress?”  She hoped the spin had flipped her dress up some so she could show off some leg.  
“Come sit next to me on the bed,” said Melinda.  She patted the bed next to her as she sat down.  Erin hopped right up next to her.  “You see, boys and girls like to date, but boys usually don’t know how to make you feel good.  But, another girl can really make you feel good.  Understand?”
“Not really,” said Erin.  
Melinda put a hand on Erin’s bare knee, just barely showing below the hem of her jumper.  She lightly ran her fingers down the young girl’s calf and then back up.  Her fingers ran past Erin’s knee and traced halfway up her thigh.  “See, that feels good when someone does it to me, so I know it feels good to you.  Only girls notice those things.”  
Erin ran her fingers up and down Melinda’s leg.  “You like that?” she asked.  
“You’ve got the idea,” said Melinda.  She kept stroking Erin’s leg, each time getting just a little higher up her thigh.  
“What else feels good?” asked Erin.
“Stand up in front of me,” said Melinda, pulling Erin’s hands to guide her into position.  Her hands caressed the back of Erin’s thighs now.  “This feels good,” she said.  Her hands ran up and down and back up until she touched the little girl’s panties.  “And this,” she leaned forward to put her lips on Erin’s lips.  The little girl didn’t play coy at this.  She gave Melinda a deep kiss, their tongues touching and reaching into each other’s mouths.  
“Mmmm, yeah,” said Erin when the kiss broke.  She felt Melinda’s hand on her zipper and then the zipper slid down her back.  “What are you doing?” she asked with as much innocence as she could muster.  
“Just wait and see.”  Melinda eased the dress off Erin’s shoulders and let it fall to the ground.  “How’s this feel?” she asked as she slid her hands under Erin’s shirt and ran them up her back.  
“It would feel better if you kissed me when you did it.”  She let Melinda kiss her again and noticed that the caress turned into a passionate hug.  The older girl’s hands slid down to fondle Erin’s ass, squeezing her cheeks firmly.  This time when the kiss broke, Erin let Melinda unbutton her white blouse.  
As Melinda tossed the blouse to the side, she said, “My God, you have such a cute body.  I love that bra and panties.  You are just the cutest thing.  I’ve got to… oh, wait…” Melinda stripped off her own shirt and again was topless.
Erin’s hands were immediately on them, caressing the nipples and the sensitive skin.  “Does this feel good, too?  I mean, it feels good when I do it to myself.  Do you want to do it to me?”  She was shaking with lust.  She needed to have the older girl’s hands on her again.  
Melinda, too, was eager to get her hands on the 12-year-old.  She’d wanted to admire the girl in her bra and panties for a little longer, but couldn’t wait anymore.  She reached behind Erin and undid her bra.  “Yes, baby, I want to fondle your little tits.”  The bra came clear and she tossed it away.  “Oh, God, baby, those are perfect tits.  I can’t believe… oh, yes,” her hands reached for Erin’s tits and caressed them.  She leaned forward and brushed the hard nipples with her lips, sucking one, then the other into her mouth.  
When Melinda pulled herself away from the perfect tits, Erin leaned into her, pressing her small tits against Melinda’s big tits.  To Melinda it was like an electric shock up her spine.  “Oh, baby,” she whined.  “I’ve never done it like this with a little … but, I’ve always… oh, God, your body is so cute.”  Then she was silenced by Erin’s mouth pressing on hers.  
Erin nuzzled at Melinda’s mouth and kissed her neck, listening to the moans of the older girl.  “Take off all your clothes,” whispered Erin.  “Then, would you please take my panties off me?  I think I want to have a big girl like you look at my tight, bare, hairless slit.  I want to be completely, totally naked for you.”  She knew her words were having an incredible effect on Melinda.  The older girl was so excited she could barely get her shorts and then her panties off.  “Strip off my panties.  I want you to lick my little girl pussy.”
“Oh, baby, yes,” moaned Melissa as she reached for the white and pink panties.  Slowly she pulled them down, drinking in the bare pussy as she did.  “Oh, baby, it’s absolutely perfect.”  Melinda laid Erin down with her legs dangling off the side of the bed.  Then, she knelt down and laid the pre-teen’s legs across her shoulders.  Facing the bare pussy so close, she inhaled deeply and caught the scent of the virgin pussy.  “Mmmm,” she said as she pressed her lips against the rubbery lips and kissed them.  Tentatively her tongue reached out to taste the little girl.  Her hands reached up for Erin’s tits and she caressed them as she ate pussy.  
Erin was in heaven as the beautiful teenager licked her.  The combination of tongue in her pussy and hands on her tits got her very hot.  With her hands she grabbed Melinda’s head and held it to her pussy.  “Eat me, Melinda,” she moaned.  “Eat me and make me cum.  God, you have such a beautiful body.  I can’t believe you want me so bad.  After I cum, I want to bury my face in your hot pussy and eat you, too.  I want to suck your tits.  I want to touch you all over.”  Then, she remembered she was supposed to be an innocent little girl.  “Oh, Melinda, I like it when you molest me.  Fondle my tits, taste my hairless pussy.  Oh, yes, Melinda.  I’m only 10-years-old and you’re being so naughty with me.”  She was rewarded as Melinda started licking furiously at her bare pussy.  “God, I can’t believe I let you strip me, fondle me, and kiss my bare pussy.  Oooo, God, Melinda.  That feels so good.  Please, don’t stop.  Oh, oh, yes,” she screamed as she came on Melinda’s tongue.  
When Melinda fell back on the bed with her legs spread, Erin jumped on her and started sucking on her big tits with enthusiasm.  It was so wonderful to feel the big tits with her tiny hands and suck on her big hard nipples.  She spent several minutes driving Melinda crazy before she started working her way toward the older girl’s pussy.  Once there, she wasted no time in finding her clit and giving it all her attention.  In less than a minute, Melinda was screaming, “Oh, yes, baby, that’s it.  Ooo, your tongue is so wild, baby.  Eat me hard.”  
After the wild session, Erin took Melinda in to see Brenda again.  As they walked in, Brenda’s body was convulsing in orgasm from the vibrators.  Drool ran down the slave’s chin and had created a wet spot on the carpet.  Her eyes were wild with lust and fear as she saw her mistress and Melinda come in. 
“God, you kept her tied up this whole time?” said Melinda, amazed at the audacity of the preteen.  “Doesn’t that bother her?”
“Damn right it bothers her,” said Erin.  “But she can’t do anything about it.  Can you, slave bitch?”
Brenda shook her head.  There was nothing she could do about it, though her position was totally humiliating.  Not only was her ass sticking up in the air, but she was humping wildly as the vibrators did their job on her tender cunt and ass.  She grunted in pleasure as she came.  
Erin untied the gag and pulled it from Brenda’s mouth.  The slave’s sounds changed only in volume as her mouth was freed.  “Unh, unh, unh,” grunted Brenda.  Finally her orgasm subsided and, to Erin’s surprise, she said, “Thank you, mistress.  I thought you’d never come back and I thought someone else might find me like this.  It turned me on so much that I’ve been cumming and cumming and cumming.”
Erin began removing the vibrators from her older sister.  “I’m glad you’ve been enjoying yourself, slave,” said Erin.  “You were very good this afternoon, blowing your boyfriend and eating pussy.  I’ve brought Melinda back so you can thank her, too.”
“Ohhhh, Melinda,” sighed Brenda.  “Your pussy was so good.  Does it really turn you on for a cheerleader to eat your pussy?”
“Yeah, Brenda,” said Melinda.  “I really liked the idea of your stuckup cheerleader tongue licking me.”  
“Mistress, if you untie me, I’ll put on my cheerleader outfit and eat you both again.  Would you and Melinda like that?”
“Oh, yeah,” said Melinda.  “Make her do that, baby.  Make her model her cheerleader uniform and kneel in front of me like that.”
“Cool,” said Erin.  She was pleased with Brenda’s attitude and chalked it up to her lengthy orgasms she’d been experiencing.  Her big sister was finally starting to be the slave that she really wanted.  She quickly untied her slave and the two girls watched as Brenda donned her cute cheerleader outfit.  
“No panties,” said Melinda as Brenda dressed.  
Brenda blushed, but complied with Melinda’s desires.  When she was dressed, she spun around, making her short skirt lift up and show off her pussy and ass.  “Ummm,” purred Brenda.  “Imagine me doing this in front of the whole school.”  She kicked a leg high, fully exposing her pussy as she did.  Then, she knelt in front of Melinda.  The mere act of kneeling in front of a girl she considered second rate made her body tingle anew.  She shuddered and could barely contain herself as she said, “Mistress Melinda, may I please eat your tasty pussy?”
Melinda just stared back at the girl kneeling in front of her.  The picture was beyond her wildest imagination and she felt herself get even wetter as the cheerleader asked so politely to eat her.  
Brenda took Melinda’s silence as disapproval.  She tried to improve on her pleading.  “Please, Mistress Melinda, this hot cheerleader slave bitch wants your pussy so bad.  Make me bury my face between your legs and eat you ‘til you cum all over me.”
Melinda almost said OK, then was suddenly struck by the power that she wielded over the stuckup girl.  She could make Brenda do anything.  She could wait and see how good Brenda could beg.  She could humiliate the bitch all afternoon.  And all the time she knew she’d be getting wetter and wetter.  “How long before your parents get home?” she asked Erin.  
“At least another hour,” said Erin.  
“Good,” said Melinda.  “We have time.”  
Schoolgirls at Play – 5
By Kenna
(Ffm, inc, bd, d/s, oral, anal)
“Bye, Honey,” said Cathy’s husband, Donald, as he kissed her and opened the car door.  She was dropping him off at the airport.  With a sinking feeling she watched him slide out of the car.  Summer vacation was just starting.  Melissa and Jennifer had graduated from high school.  Brad was going to be a senior next year.  Cathy had been looking forward to summer until Donald had announced he would be in Australia for two months – the entire summer.  
“Winter, Honey, winter,” Donald kept reminding her.  Like it made any difference to her that he would be in the Australian winter while she was home alone for the summer.  Alone, she shook her head at the irony of it.  Her husband thought he was leaving her home alone.  It wasn’t that she would miss him terribly; he spent so much time away already.  But, later today Jennifer would be moving into their house.  Cathy knew she had a summer of lesbian slut slavery to look forward to at the hands of her daughter, Melissa, and her two other mistresses, Beth and Patty.  With Donald out of the house for the summer, there would be no limits to what she would have to do.  Her only protection would be the times when her son, Brad, was around the house.  Her many mistresses had been considerate enough to avoid any indiscretions when Brad was around, though there had been some close calls on occasion.  
Donald finished wrestling his two big suitcases out of the trunk and waved to Cathy one more time.  She waved back.  She pulled away from the curb, not wanting to go home, but knowing that she was expected and she dared not disobey.  Luckily Brad would be home and wouldn’t leave for work for a couple of hours.  She would have a few moments of peace before the summer’s activities started.  She hoped she could keep Brad unaware of the activities for the whole two months.  Lately he’d been giving her strange looks and she was beginning to think he suspected something was going on.  The look he’d given her just last night was more like he’d give a girlfriend than his mother.  
On top of everything else, today was Cathy’s birthday.  The family had held the celebration yesterday since Donald was leaving today.  They’d gone out to dinner and shared a few presents.  But, it hurt that her husband had to leave today of all days.  She tried to relax for the few minutes it took to drive home.  
Opening the door to her house, Cathy was suddenly hit by, “Surprise!”  Her two children were standing just inside the door with more birthday presents.  
“Oh, you shouldn’t have,” gushed Cathy, overwhelmed by the sentiment.  She hugged both her kids and then sat down on the couch to open her presents.  
“Mine first,” said Brad.  
Cathy took the small box and unwrapped it carefully.  The box was about the size to hold a necklace and she wondered what it could be as she pried the lid off.  She stared in wonder and disbelief as she realized what was in the box.  It was a collar.  She picked it up and held it out.  “I don’t understand,” she said.  
“Read the inscription,” said Brad.  
Cathy took the small metal tag that dangled from the collar in her hand and read it.  “Bitch Slave, I belong to Brad and Melissa,” she said aloud.  Her world spun around her as she looked at Brad.  
“Try it on,” said Melissa.  
“I… I don’t know,” said Cathy.  “What’s going on?”  She hoped she was dreaming or that somebody would say it was a joke.  
“Mom,” said Brad.  “Melissa told me all about you.  I’ve even seen some of the tapes.”
“Oh, God, no,” said Cathy.  She looked at Melissa.  “Not him, too.”
Melissa’s voice got hard.  “I told you to try on the collar, bitch.  Now model it for us!”
“Y-yes, mistress,” said Cathy.  A wave of humiliation swept over her as she put the collar around her neck.  Her son had seen the tapes of her performing all sorts of lewd lesbian acts with her mistresses.  Now he was on their side.  Brad’s presence was no longer her summer sanctuary; it would be yet another mistr… master.  The collar clicked into place and she craned her neck ever to slightly so her children could see it.  
“Jesus, bitch,” said Melissa.  “I said model the collar, not the rest of your clothes!”
For a second Cathy stared at her teenage mistress in disbelief.  “You mean…?”
“Want me to spell it out, mommy?” taunted Melissa.  “We want to see you in nothing but the collar.”
Cathy stood slowly, still hoping that somehow this was a joke.  But, she’d been through too much at the hands of her mistresses to disobey.  She started unbuttoning her shirt, knowing full well that this was no joke.  As she pulled the blouse open, she wondered how long Brad had known.  He’d been giving her strange looks for about a week and now she realized he had been looking at her in a sexual way.  She pulled the blouse off and tossed it on the couch, noticing that Brad’s eyes were glued to the front of her bra.  
The mother of the two teenagers bent down and removed her shoes and socks.  She wasn’t in a hurry, but she didn’t want to disappoint her mistress and earn a spanking either.  Standing, she took a deep breath and then slid down her slacks.  She trembled as she realized that she was starting to get excited.  The excitement started as a tiny tingle of arousal, but it also meant her pussy was starting to get wet.  She could never forget that first day when Patty had raped and enslaved her.  That feeling of humiliation gave birth to a pounding desire.  That feeling was starting all over again.  
Brad’s eyes feasted on his mother’s slim form.  It was just a week ago that Melissa had introduced him to the idea of his mom as a sex object.  At first he’d been shocked, but he’d noticed her in a different light suddenly.  She was beautiful and sexy, not like so many of the frumpy housewife moms of the other kids.  Then Melissa had shown him the tapes and he’d seen just how sexual and sensual his mom could be.  His masturbation fantasies had suddenly shifted from high school seniors to the mature woman living in his own house.  
As Cathy’s bra came off, Brad was treated to the first live view of his mother’s full, round tits.  He smiled as he felt the power that his sister already knew.  His mom was his sex slave.  In seconds she would be wearing nothing but his collar.  She slid down her panties to reveal her shaved pussy.  Hiding her intense shame, she put her hands to her side as she knew was expected and posed for the two teens.  She hated the feeling of arousal that was building, but she couldn’t deny it.  Words formed in her head and she knew they would be like pouring gasoline on a fire.  “How does mommy look?” she asked, barely able to think coherently as the lust filled her.  
Brad stared in silent wonder as he took in the nude form of his mommy.  He hadn’t called her that in years, but it sounded so naughty, forbidden, and … sexy.  He shifted his stance as his cock filled his pants, and then reached for his crotch to adjust the bulge.  Beside him he heard his sister, much more accustomed to debasing their mother, as she answered the rhetorical question.  “Fuckable, mommy, absolutely fuckable.”
“Oh yeah,” said Brad finally.  
Cathy let out a slight gasp at the obvious desire in her son’s eyes.  Her eyes ran down his body to take in the motion as he adjusted his cock inside his tight jeans.  She was used to 12-inches of hard plastic and she could see he didn’t have that much to offer, but it was about 8-inches of warm, responsive flesh.  She licked her lips involuntarily as she gazed at the bulge… 8-inches of suckable, fuckable cock.  
“But first, you have two more presents, slave,” said Melissa, handing her the next one.  “This one’s from me.”  
Cathy looked at the two remaining packages in a different light.  They were hardly presents in the way she’d thought of them before.  They were the accoutrements of slavery, nicely wrapped, but still not something that she wanted.  She turned the present over in her hands and then ripped off the gaily colored birthday paper.  This one was about the size of a shoe box.  As she opened it, she stared at it in confusion.  She looked up at her daughter and mistress.  “I have one of these already.”
Melissa laughed.  “This one is a little different, bitch.”  She reached out and took the dildo from the box and held it up.  “It’s a strap on,” she said as she waved the leather straps.  “But it doesn’t strap on me like the one you already have.  The straps are too short.”  
While Melissa held it up for her slave to see and understand, Cathy still couldn’t see the difference.  “Who’s it strap on?” she asked.  
“You, mommy,” said Melissa.  “On your face.”  She held the harness up to her slave’s face with the dildo pointing out.  “Then I can ride your face and get a good fuck at the same time,” laughed Melissa.  
“Oh, my God,” moaned Cathy.  
“Yeah,” said Melissa as she saw the light dawn in her mother’s eyes.  “And I’m getting all squishy wet just thinking about it.”  But, she tossed the gadget aside for now.  
“Just one more present,” said Brad as he handed the slave her last package.  “This is from the both of us.”  This present was in between the other two in size.  Cathy opened the last package and held up two sets of leather cuffs.  The cuffs were about three inches wide and connected with a short metal chain about 2 inches long.  
“Here, let me help you model those,” said Melissa.  “I’ll just strap this around your right wrist, like this…”  She fastened the leather cuff around the slave’s wrist and pulled the strap tight.  Cathy turned to put her back to Melissa, putting her wrists close together to help her mistress cuff her wrists together.  But Melissa laughed.  “Got a new idea for these, mommy,” she said.  “Kneel down.”  She pushed her mother to her knees and pulled her right wrist close to her right ankle.  Then she strapped the other cuff around the slave’s ankle, trapping her wrist and ankle just inches apart.  
Cathy had to lean back to get her wrist and ankle together for her mistress.  It made her push her tits out as she arched her back.  “I can’t…” she started to say and then stopped herself.  
“Can’t what, mommy,” asked Melissa as she put the first half of the second set of cuffs on Cathy’s left wrist.  
“Can’t believe you’re doing this to me,” said Cathy.  
“Oh, believe it, mommy,” said Melissa.  “We figured we had to include Brad or else you’d been hiding around him every chance you got.  This way there’s no reason you can’t be naked and ready anytime.”  She pulled Cathy’s left wrist down to her ankle and fastened the last cuff around her ankle.  When she stepped back to look, Melissa was thrilled at the sight.  Her mom was on her knees, hog-tied wrists to ankles, totally helpless, and totally on display.  She turned to Brad and said, “You still dressed, bro?  She’s all ready for you.”
Brad tore his eyes away from his mother for a moment and looked at his sister.  “Wow,” was all he could say.  He was envious of his sister, who had obviously been doing this for some time.  He’d noticed the practiced ease with which she’d cuffed their mom and how her demeanor had changed to demanding as she humiliated their slave.  He pulled his shirt up over his head and kicked off his sandals.  He was barely able to restrain himself as he pulled down his jeans and then his briefs.  His cock sprung out, pointed at the ceiling.  A little self-conscious, he glanced at his sister, who was staring at his cock.  It felt strange to be naked in front of his mother and his sister, but his cock was demanding attention.  
Cathy licked her lips in anticipation.  The heat in her body was undeniable as she gazed on her son’s throbbing cock.  Again words formed in her head.  She was the slave of her daughter - the slave of her son.  She was a sex toy for them.  She was kneeling and totally at their mercy.  There was no doubt in her mind that she was going to be thoroughly used and no doubt that she would enjoy every minute of the abuse.  “Mommy can’t stop you,” she said to her son.  Her voice was hoarse and sexy.  “I have to do anything you want.  Did you want to see how Mommy sucks cock?”
The 17-year-old pulled his hand away from his cock, slightly embarrassed that he’d been trying to hide his erection from the two women.  He stepped up to his helpless mother.  He wanted nothing more than to have her show him just how she could suck cock.  Her lips pursed as he approach, promising a wonderful blowjob.  The boy pressed his cock to her lips and watched in amazement as she opened wide, eagerly accepting his incestuous cock.  
Brad slid about 3-inches of his cock into the warm, wet mouth of his new slave.  She looked up at him, her eyes showing her submission to him.  
Impatient, Melissa put a hand on her brother’s bare ass and one on the back of her mother’s head and pushed them together.  In one swift move, Brad’s cock sank to the hilt down his mother’s throat.  “She’s a cocksucker,” said Melissa.  “Make her do it right.”
Brad slid his cock back and at the same time, Cathy pulled away, the cock popping free of her mouth.  “Yeah, master,” said Cathy.  “I’m a cocksucker.  Make mommy do it right.”
“Holy fuck,” said Brad in amazement.  The words coming out of his sister’s mouth and his mother’s mouth were unbelievable.  He’d never thought of either of them in the way that they were acting now.  He pushed his cock back down his mommy’s throat and started pumping in and out.  His mom started making slurping, sucking sounds as her tongue swirled around his pistoning cock and her cheeks puffed in and out in rhythm to his thrusts.  He sank his fingers into her mom’s hair and pulled her forward and back as he fucked her face.  
Melissa knelt down beside the humiliated, but totally aroused slave.  She was inches from the action, watching her mom suck cock.  “Suck him off, bitch,” taunted Melissa.  “Just when you thought it couldn’t get any worse.  Bam!  Here you are sucking off your own fucking son.  Be a naughty mommy.  What a turn on.  Watching you suck cock like the slut you are.”
Cathy rolled her eyes toward her daughter and caught her eye.  She couldn’t speak, but her eyes told the message.  Please, don’t watch me.  Please, stop.  Please, don’t talk.  It only makes it worse.
But, worse was exactly what Melissa wanted for the slave.  “The whole summer is waiting ahead of us,” she said.  “Daddy is gone for the whole summer.  Just you, me, Brad… and oh, yeah, Jen, Patty, Beth, Bren, Erin, and who knows who else might show up.  But, right now, you better pay attention to the cock in your mouth.  I’ll bet Brad is about to fill up naughty mommy’s mouth with cum.”  She glanced up at Brad’s face.  His panting and moaning told her she was probably right.  Then she turned her attention back to her mom.  “All summer long… a cocksucking, pussy eating, bi-sexual bitch slave.”  She reached out to caress her mom’s soft tit.  “But a pretty one, too.  A pretty, cocksucking, pussy eating, bi bitch slave.  Suck him hard now, bitch!”
Brad couldn’t quite make out what his sister was saying, but he could tell it was embarrassing mom even more than she already was.  He pounded into her mouth and then felt his cum shoot out of his cock like a cannon.  He’d never felt an orgasm like this before as he spurted into the waiting mouth of his own mother.  His cock spasmed several times, each spasm filling his mom’s mouth with yet more cum.  He could see her throat working to swallow the cum as it filled her mouth and oozed out the corners.  It was an incredible feeling.  
Brad finally pulled out of his mom’s mouth and sank down onto the couch.  Totally satisfied, he weakly watched as Melissa ran her finger around the corners of the slave’s mouth, catching the little bit of cum that leaked out.  His sister put her finger into their mom’s mouth.  “Don’t want to waste a drop of your master’s cum,” said Melissa as she fed the bits to the slave.  
Cathy shuddered at the words – your master’s cum.  She’d just sucked off her own son, her new master.  “Yes, mistress,” she said.  “This slave bitch wants every drop of master’s cum.”
“That’s a good slave,” said Melissa.  “Hope you’re not tired yet.  It’s my turn now.”
Brad watched with interest as his older sister stripped down now.  She kicked off her shoes and reached for the hem of her shirt.  The 18-year-old looked over at her brother.  “Ooo, you gonna watch big sister?” she asked teasingly.  She’d thought about this moment over the past week as she’d planned Brad’s first encounter with her and their mom.  She secretly hoped she would turn him on, but he was her brother and she was a lesbian to the core.  He wasn’t getting a piece of her.  She pulled the shirt up to expose her flat tummy.  “You can look, but you can’t touch,” she said.  “If you get horny again, I’m sure mommy will be glad to let you use her again… and again… and again…”  
Melissa pulled her shirt over her head, very conscious of her brother’s eyes on her.  It felt good to have his attention.  She slid down her shorts and posed for a second in her bra and panties.  “Gonna get a good look at big sister’s tits,” she said as she unclasped her bra.  She pulled it free and tossed it at Brad.  He caught it sheepishly, but didn’t take his eyes off Melissa.  
To her surprise, Melissa found herself blushing as she pulled down her panties.  “Well, little bro,” she said to him, ironically because he was a year younger, but larger in size than her, “I let you go quick to get it out of your system.  But now you’re going to learn how to tease the bitch.”
Melissa turned to her slave and grabbed her by the hair.  “What do you want, bitch slave?” she asked.  “Are you ready to make me happy?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cathy to her daughter.  “I want to make you happy.  Tell me what you want and I’ll do it.”
“Of course you will,” said Melissa.  She nudged her slave’s shackles with her bare foot to accentuate her slave’s helpless position.  “As if you have any choice at all.”  With that, she pulled her mom forward so she rested on her knees and chest.  With her hands still bound to her ankles, that put Cathy’s ass up in the air.  Melissa picked up a paddle and swatted it soundly across her mom’s bare, helpless ass.  
“Owwww, aaaa,” screamed Cathy.  The scream was mostly from surprise.  She’d taken much worse and Melissa was just getting started.  
Brad jumped as his sister smacked the paddle across their mother’s ass.  He’d seen it on the tapes, but in person it sounded and looked much worse.  He almost said something until he noticed his cock stir.  It looked bad, and he felt a little protective of his mother, but then again, she was really his slave now and so he sat back to watch his sister as she paddled their mom.
“Know what this is for, bitch?” asked Melissa as she planted another swat firmly on Cathy’s ass.  
“Owwww, n-n-no, mistress,” said Cathy.  She squirmed her ass, but knew there would be no respite.  
“When I told you to model the collar, I was extremely upset that you kept your clothes on,” said the teen mistress.  “You thought because your son was here that you’d get to keep them on.  You’ve been my slave for months now and suddenly you forgot how to behave.”  Smack!
“Owwww, oh, oh, yes, mistress, I’m… I’m sorry.”
“Well, if you’re not, you will be,” said Melissa as she proceeded to administer 7 more swats.  Cathy’s ass was red and sore when Melissa stopped.  She glanced over at her brother and did a double take.  Brad’s cock was standing up hard again, just minutes after unloading in his mother’s hot mouth.  “Jesus, bitch, take a look at your master,”
Cathy turned her head to see what Melissa was looking at.  “Oh, my God,” she moaned.  “From watching me get spanked?”
“Yeah,” said Brad.  He was as surprised as anybody at his reaction.  He reached down and stroked his cock while the two women watched.  
“Save it, bro,” said Melissa.  “Mommy’s gonna want a piece of that pretty soon.”  Brad took his hand off his cock with great reluctance.  
Cathy muttered into the carpet.  
“What did you say, bitch?” demanded Melissa.
“Mommy wants it now,” said Cathy.  “I’m a fucking slut and I need a good fuck.  I’m so hot.  Put it anywhere.  In my cunt.  In my ass.  Please,” she begged.  “Naughty mommy wants to cum.”
Brad looked to his sister for direction.  He was ready to go, but he was still learning how to handle their slave.  “Save it, bro,” said Melissa again.  “She’s not ready and I’m not ready.  She doesn’t get to decide when a cock gets put in her.  Do you, bitch?”
“No, mistress,” said Cathy.  She desperately wanted Brad’s cock, but she would have to wait.  
“Fine, then,” said Melissa.  “Let’s see how this face dildo works.”  She picked up the slave’s second birthday present and put it to her face.  “Hmmm, there’s something missing.”  She rummaged around in the box and came up with a shorter dildo, about 3-inches long.  Examining the apparatus she fit the short dildo into the base on the longer one and screwed it in.  When she was done there were 12-inches of cock sticking out of the front of the harness and 3-inches poking inward.  “Optional dildo gag,” she said.  “I love it.”  Cathy gaped at the sight of it.  That 3-inch cock was going in her mouth!
With her ass sore, the slave didn’t dare object as her mistress waved the double ended dildo in her face.  She opened her mouth to accept the short end, but her mistress stopped.  
“Want this, you slut?” asked Melissa.  “Want this strapped to your face so you can fuck my cunt?”
“Yes, mistress,” whined Cathy.  She didn’t want it, but she knew it was going to happen.  She wanted to make her mistress happy and this was the way to do it.  More than anything, she didn’t want to have to beg for it.  But she knew her mistress well.  “This slut wants that cock in her mouth.  This lezzie bitch wants it strapped to her face.  This slut slave wants to push that cock all the way up her mistress’ cunt and make her cum.”
“See,” said Melissa to her brother.  “She lives to serve us.  She’ll do anything to make us happy.”  She turned back to the slave.  “That was pretty good, slut.  Want to suck my tits first?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cathy.  “I want to make you happy.  I know my mistress likes to have her tits sucked.  Please, let me suck them.”  She was rewarded with her daughter’s firm tits pressed to her face and started sucking noisily on the swollen nipples.  She brought both nipples to hardness, continuing while her mistress moaned in pleasure.  
Finished with that show, Melissa pressed her lips to her mother’s lips and kissed her deeply, feeling the very unmotherly response of her slave.  The mistress pulled back and said softly, “Now beg again.  I like it when you beg.”
“Please, mistress, stick that cock in my mouth.  Strap it to my face.  Let me fuck you hard in your hot, wet pussy.”  She felt the hot blush of shame as she said those words.  She was naked and tied for her children.  It made her so hot she could hardly stand it.  She cast a glance at Brad.  His eager eyes on her made her even hotter.  She was going to fuck her daughter in front of her son!
Melissa smiled and pushed the short dildo between Cathy’s lips and then fastened the straps around the slave’s head.  It took a couple of minutes before Melissa was satisfied with the fit and the angle of the dildo.  Then, she pulled her slave to her knees where she sat on her haunches with the dildo invitingly aimed at her daughter’s messy cunt.  
“Naughty fucking mommy,” said Melissa as she bent over with her ass pointed at her mom.  She surprised herself again by blushing at the thought of that cock sliding up inside her.  Brad was watching intently.  She’d cum for her mother and for other girls before, but this would be different somehow.  She was going to put on a real show for her brother.  “Ummmm,” she moaned as she felt her mom push the fake cock between her pussy lips and slide it halfway in.  It filled her up deliciously.  “Keep that up and I’m going to cum,” she said.  Her hands went to her tits and she started kneading them as her slave pushed the dildo all the way to the hilt.  
Brad was mesmerized by the sight of his sister bent over at the waist, her ass pressed to their mom’s face, and her hands massaging her own breasts.  She was clearly enjoying herself.  But, even better was the view of his mother with her face pressed firmly up against Melissa’s shapely ass.  He watched as she withdrew the cock almost the whole way and then plunged it back in, burying her face between her daughter’s ass cheeks.  He ran his eyes over his mom’s figure again.  She was so vulnerable, so compliant, so helpless.  He’d never thought of any woman in quite this position before, let alone his own mother.  The boy had to fight to keep his hand from stroking his cock.  It was such a turn on to see her obeying Melissa’s every command and now pressing her face into her daughter’s ass, making her daughter cum with only that dildo sticking out of her face.  
With his cock so hard, Brad was ready to rejoin the action.  He got up from the couch and knelt behind his mom.  Reaching around her, he put his hands on her tits for the first time.  Cathy moaned in pleasure at her son’s touch.  She put her mind to fucking Melissa, knowing once that was done, she’d get her reward.  
Melissa looked back between her legs and saw Brad’s hands all over his mom.  The sight made her even more excited.  Brad was feeling up their mom.  It looked so naughty.  She wanted to say something, but instead she concentrated on her own impending orgasm.  
After watching his sister taunt their slave while his cock was being sucked, Brad wanted to try the same thing.  He’d heard some of the exchanges between mistress and slave and tried to copy that.  “Mommy’s tits feel so good,” he said.  “I love watching you stick that cock up ‘Lissa’s cunt.  You can’t do anything but fuck her from behind.  Stuck between us.  Me feeling you up.  Her getting fucked.  What a naughty mommy.  Make her cum while I watch.  Make her cum and then I’ll fuck you.”
“Uh huh, uh huh,” grunted Cathy as she heard the promise she wanted to hear.  She pushed her face forward and back, thoroughly humiliated at her position, but needing to perform the demeaning act to earn her reward.  
“Like that idea, huh?” said Brad.  “Naughty mommy.  Naked, tied, helpless, slutty, naughty mommy.  I’m going to bend you over and fuck you from behind.  I’m going to look at that pretty ass of yours and squeeze your tits while I fuck you.  And I’m going to do it all summer long.  You belong to me now.  You’re gonna be my cocksucking slut all fucking summer long.”
Melissa orgasmed as her slave pounded into her dripping cunt.  It was a wonderful orgasm spurred on by the thought of Brad squeezing his mommy’s tits and watching that cock slide in and out of his sister’s pussy.  Satisfied, she turned and removed the harness from the slave’s face.  
Cathy panted from the exertion as the dildo slipped from between her lips.  She was afire with lust.  Looking back over her shoulder at her new master, she said, “M-master, please fuck me.  Use any hole you want.  It’s all I’m good for.  Fucking.  I’m your slut slave.  Do me, please.  Fuck me and make me cum.  I promise I’ll be a good slave.”
Brad knelt behind her.  His cock was eager for her pussy, but he’d heard her beg just to have a dildo strap to her face.  She was capable of much better that what she was doing now.  “I don’t want just a good slave,” he said to her.  “I want a naughty mommy.  I want to hear you beg for my cock.”
“Yes, yes, anything,” pleaded Cathy to her son.  “I’m a naughty mommy.  I’ll suck your cock.  I’ll take it up my cunt.  I’ll take it up my ass.  Please, fuck mommy, fuck naughty mommy.”  She spread her legs even further.  “Am I wide enough?  Can you see my cunt and asshole?”  She used his own words to fire his lust, “Mommy is naked, tied, helpless, and naughty.  I-I-I let my mistress cuff me like this so m-my son can do anything you want to me.  Please?”
That was all that Brad could take.  He filled his mom’s cunt with his cock so fast that it took her breath away.  For a few seconds the only sound was the squish of his cock in her sloppy, wet cunt.  Then Cathy let out a moan.  “Oh, yes, fuck me… this is what I’m good for.  Make me cum.  Unnnhh, fuck me hard.  Make your naughty mommy cum.  I’m a slut who needs a good… ooo, unnnhhh, uh, fuck.”
Brad continued to pound into the hot pussy as he reached around her and fondled her tits.  That set Cathy off anew.  “Oh, God, yes, touch me there, master.  Play with my naughty tits.  I’m such a slut.  I’m a cunt who needs a good fucking.”  
With his cock slick with his mom’s pussy juice, Brad pulled his cock all the way out.  “I just have to try this,” he said and shoved his cock in his mother’s tight asshole.  
“Ooo, unnnh,” grunted the slave in surprise.  It felt wonderful to have him deep inside her, no matter which hole he wanted to use.  She felt the warmth of an orgasm building deep inside her.  “Fuck me, make me cum, harder, harder,” she pleaded.  “Make your naughty mommy cum.”
Brad released her tits and raised up so he could once again see her shapely ass.  He couldn’t believe the tightness of her ass.  Inspired by what he’d seen Melissa do and how he’d reacted to it, he raised his hand and brought it sharply down across his mother’s bare ass.  “Owww,” squealed the slave.  “Fuck yes, spank me, master.  I’m such a slut.  Owww, ooo, owww,” she cried out as he slapped her again and again.  “I’m yours to use.  Fuck me and … oh, oh, oh, God, yes, I’m cumming.  Uhhhnnn, uhhhh, nnnnn, ooooo, yeah, fuck,” she screamed as she went over the edge.  
Feeling her tighten even more as she came, Brad let loose with his own orgasm, filling his mother’s ass with his seed.  “Oh, God, yes, mommy, you are so hot,” he yelled as he came.  “God, I love your tight ass.  I love fucking my naughty, slutty mommy.”  He collapsed on top of her and then rolled to the floor.  
Looking up at his sister, he saw she was holding a video camera.  “Oh, yeah,” he said as he panted.  “I’m gonna watch that and jerk off so many times.”
“Brad,” said his sister with disdain.  “You don’t get it yet.  You never have to jerk off again.  Get yourself hot with the tape if you want, but your slave will service you anytime and in any way that you could possibly want.”  
He blushed and looked over at his new slave.  She was panting from exertion, too, and smiling from the pleasure she’d just received.  “Yeah,” he said as he gazed at her.  “Anything, anytime.”
“Melissa, mistress,” said Cathy.  “He’s tired out.  You do me now.  I need more cock.  Please, stick it in my cunt and fuck me some more.  Fuck your slutty slave some more.”
“If you insist,” said Melissa as she strapped her 12-inch dildo around her waist.  Seconds later the slave was moaning in ecstasy again.  
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Brad knew that Jennifer would be moving into the house and why.  He’d seen tapes of her performances as well.  Yet it still surprised him when he got home from work around 8 pm and saw Jennifer, Melissa, and his mom.  All three were nude.  Jennifer knelt between his mom’s legs, licking pussy with obvious relish.  Melissa was sitting in a chair across the room watching them.  She was sporting a huge strap on dildo that pointed up incongruously toward her cute tits.  It was covered with God knew whose juices by now.  
Only Melissa noticed when Brad came in and stopped dead in the room.  “Oh, is it 8 already,” she said.  
Jennifer turned her head and blushed.  She turned to Melissa and said, “You said you’d watch the time, ‘Lissa.  I didn’t want him to see me like this.”
“Back to work, slave,” growled Cathy as she pointed at her pussy.  Her alter ego surprised Brad.  With Jennifer she was not the timid obedient slave, but rather the forceful mistress.  “Nobody said you could stop.  Sooner or later he was going to see this, so it might as well be now.”
“Y-yes, mistress,” said Jennifer, burying her face back in her mistress’ pussy.  She didn’t hesitate again until her mistress had been satisfied.  
“Did you enjoy the show, bro?” asked Melissa as Jennifer finished.  She’d purposely made sure that he’d caught Jennifer in the act.  I didn’t matter than Jen didn’t want to be seen with her face buried in a pussy.  Melissa could see the bulge clearly in his pants.  And, she wondered why he was still wearing them.  He was a slow learner.  
“You bet,” said Brad.  
“Too tired to cum?”
Brad grinned sheepishly as he realized how obvious his desire was to his sister.  He skinned off his clothes with Jennifer watching nervously.  
She stared as his erection as it bounced free.  It was the first real hard-on she’d ever seen.  The girl crawled up next to her mistress and hugged her.  “He’s not going to use that on me, is he?” she asked.  
Melissa rose from her chair and stood over the two slaves.  “Why not, sweetie,” she asked.  “My wifey just took hubby’s big cock in all three holes.  This is my brother.  Your brother-in-law.  If I want you to make him happy, you will, won’t you?  For me?  For your loving hubby?”
“But, ‘Lissa,” whined Jennifer.  “I’m not into boys.”
“Don’t worry,” said Melissa.  “You won’t be into boys, but this boy will be into you.”  She flashed a mischievous grin at her wifey and slave.  
“Mistress,” whined Jennifer, turning her attention to Cathy.  This wasn’t what she had bargained for when she begged to be Cathy’s slave.  She only wanted Cathy and Melissa.  
“Oh, stop it, Jen,” said Cathy.  “He fucked me in all three holes this morning.  He looks like he needs a good fuck again.  So, it’s either you or me.  And it’s not gonna be me again.”
The slave looked from mistress to hubby in confusion and then resigned herself to her fate.  She knew she was the lowest in the room and would do their bidding.  She looked over at Brad and licked her lips.  “Come get me,” she said as she slid to her knees.  
Brad walked over to her and stopped.  “I really liked the cheerleader video,” he said as he stood over her.  
“You showed him the videos?” asked Jennifer in surprise.
“Jen, shut up,” said Cathy.  “Melissa, Patty, and Beth decided that if Brad was in on the sex then we could do it anytime, anywhere, anyway we wanted all summer long.  They didn’t ask me and they didn’t ask you or Bren or anybody else.  They’re the mistresses and they decided.  From now on, you and I will be naked all the time.  We will fuck, lick, suck, and whatever to whoever wants it.  Brad is now our master on the same level with our mistresses.  Pretty soon Bren will learn the same thing.  The one exception to being naked all the time is when Brad asks to see you in your cheerleader outfit.  So, go put it on.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Jennifer contritely.  She rose to her feet and padded across the room.  
Just as she was about out of the room, Brad called after her.  “And Jen… Don’t bother with the panties.”
“Yes, master.”  She shot a look at Brad that showed her fear.  
After Jennifer was gone, Melissa said, “That’s better, bro.  You’re learning.  She and mom are yours.  Tomorrow we’ll invite Brenda over and you can have her, too, although I believe you’ve already had her,” she said with a smile.  
Brad had enjoyed the pleasures of Brenda on a few occasions, but they’d broken up because she kept making sex an ordeal.  He could time their sex based on how many dates they’d had and where they’d gone.  Three times to a fancy restaurant and they had sex.  Three more times and sex was allowed again.  He’d finally broken up with her when he’d pressed her for relief and she whined, “But, Brad, it was only McDonald’s.”  He couldn’t believe the transformation he’d seen on the tapes of her.  She was sex crazed.  Though she fought the lesbian sex every time, she would do anything for a real cock.  He couldn’t wait to meet her tomorrow in her new role.  
Jen flounced into the room in her cheerleader outfit and did a couple of spins that flipped up her short skirt.  She stopped in front of Brad and kicked her legs up high so he could see she wasn’t wearing any panties.  She wasn’t any more eager to feel a real, live cock inside her than a few moments ago, but she wasn’t going to disobey or disappoint her mistress and hubby.  She looked down at his cock as it pointed straight at her.  It didn’t look all that bad, she decided.  Smaller than the big plastic ones she was used to.  She pranced over to the wall and put her hands on it.  Spreading her legs, she shoved her ass out in a way that she knew made her pussy visible to Brad.  “Like this, master?” she asked coyly.  
“Nice and sexy, you cheerleader slut,” he said.  “Now come over here and kneel down.  I want you to show me how a cheerleader sucks cock.”
Jennifer did as she was told, kneeling in front of the boy and quickly taking his cock in her mouth.  “Mmmmm,” she purred in surprise as it slid deep.  It was far different from the plastic cocks that she was used to sucking.  Those filled her so well, but this one was salty and warm.  It tasted good.  She caught the odd taste of his precum and savored that.  Curious, she pulled back and ran her tongue across the tip.  The taste and smell of his semen was arousing.  “Mmmm, yeah,” she purred despite herself and slid the cock back down her throat.  
The cheerleader felt the throb of the cock, a living thing deep in her throat.  She looked up at Brad’s strong chest and into his blue eyes as she sucked his cock in and out.  The view was different, the taste was different, and the feel was different.  It was far better than she’d expected.  She slid the cock back out.  She didn’t know if she wanted to try anything but cock sucking.  The idea of the cock in her pussy was still frightening, but she asked anyway… to keep him happy.  “Is this what you want, master?  Is this the hole you want to use tonight?”
Brad didn’t answer.  He just grabbed the cheerleader’s pigtails and pulled her forward again, impaling her on his cock.  He watched as her nose pressed into his pubic hair and then guided her forward and back using her pigtails as handles.  “Fucking my hot little cheerleader in the face,” he said.  “This is great, Jen.  You’ve got the perfect mouth for blowjobs.”  In truth, his mother had blown him just as good, but there was something about the cheerleader look that really turned him on.  
Jennifer blushed at the compliment.  She continued to suck on his cock with slurping noises, feeling it grow and pulse inside her throat.  She had never seen the point of sucking one of those plastic cocks, except that it was naughty and her mistresses liked it.  When she sucked on a dildo for a while nothing happened.  She knew that this time there would be a reaction and it thrilled her to sense the growing power that she had.  It was the power to please a man with her mouth.  It was the power to suck the cum right out of him.  As the cock tensed in her mouth, she felt a sense of wonder.  This blowjob was going to have a climax… something she’d never experienced in her life.  This cock was alive!  Her eyes shot open wide as the first blast of cum hit the back of her throat.  She swallowed hard and then pulled back so the tip of the cock was in her mouth.  The next blast of cum filled her mouth and cascaded over her tongue.  The taste was incredible.  The feel of the power was overwhelming.  Brad was cumming in her mouth!  She’d made the cock come alive and fill her up!  Her hand reached up to stroke the cock, milking it so every drop of cum went into her mouth.  She swallowed it all down.  It was her first real blowjob and she hadn’t missed a drop.  “Thank you, master,” she said as she backed away from him.  She plopped herself down on the couch next to Cathy with a sign of contentment.  
“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?” asked Cathy.  
“No, mistress,” said Jennifer.  She felt confusion and didn’t want to sound as excited as she really was.  What had just happened?  Was she really into boys?  “Anything to make my mistress happy,” she said, trying to be as noncommittal as possible.  “Should I keep on my uniform?”
“Take it off now,” said Melissa.  She stood up and unstrapped the dildo she’d been wearing.  Then, she found her bra and panties and pulled them on.  She came over to Brad.  “Your choice, bro.  You can stay naked or put something on.  My suggestion is wear something.  It’s just a way of saying you’re the master; you can wear clothes, but they can’t.  Strip down for sex, but wear something other times.”
Brad took his sister’s advice, pulling on his briefs and pants.  
“I’ll fix some dinner,” called out his mom.  “Come help me, Jen.”  The two slaves disappeared into the kitchen.  Cathy called out from the kitchen.  “And we get to wear aprons in the kitchen.  I don’t want hot stuff spattering on my tits.”
Melissa chuckled and said to Brad, “Oh, the little things that make slaves happy.  She thinks she’s being defiant, but we already agreed that made sense.  Just wait until she wears it out of the kitchen on accident.”  Her laugh was sinister this time.  “Bend over for your spanking, bitch.”  She laughed again and then headed for her room.  
She stopped short and turned back to Brad.  “So you like cheerleaders?” she asked with a smirk.  
“Doesn’t every guy?”
“What about me?  I was a cheerleader, too,” she said, teasingly.  
“Go put yours on and we’ll find out,” Brad teased back.  
“Humph,” said Melissa outmatched for the moment.  “I’m off limits, remember that.”  She headed for her room.  
“Oh, and ‘Lissa… Don’t bother with the panties.”
“Asshole,” shot back his sister with a laugh.  
Melissa had departed wearing just her bra and panties, appearing quiet comfortable attired like that in front of Brad.  But for dinner Brad noticed that Melissa was fully dressed.  He too was wearing pants and a shirt.  The slaves ate nude and, at least for today, had not made the mistake of wearing an apron out of the kitchen.  
*****
Sunday was Brad’s day off.  He knew that he’d meet all the participants one by one on a schedule that Melissa, Beth, and Patty had laid out.  Today would be the day to meet Brenda.  Tomorrow he would meet Beth and Patty.  He wasn’t too sure about what his relationship would be with the two mistresses.  They were both married and apparently bi-sexual, but that didn’t mean he would get to enjoy their charms.  
It was one in the afternoon when Brenda showed up at the Mitchell house.  Knowing she was expected, she didn’t bother with the doorbell.  She just came right on in with Erin on her heels.  Her little sister felt that anytime Brenda was invited to see her friend Melissa, she could tag along too and enjoy humiliating her big sister.  
Brenda went into the living room and found Melissa waiting there.  She wasn’t surprised to see Jennifer there, even though she was already nude.  She stopped short when she saw Melissa’s mom there also.  Most astonishing was that Melissa’s mom was totally nude, sitting there calmly as if that was completely normal.  Through all her torments, she’d only had to put up with Melissa, Jennifer, and her own circle of friends.  She hadn’t been introduced to the older women who had started this growing sex club.  
Erin popped into the room with her newly found self-confidence.  Being able to dominate her sister and engage in sex play with older girls had matured the 12-year-old rapidly.  She knew Jennifer, though hadn’t seen her attired as she was.  She’d already seen Cathy nude and understood the relationship there, so she just assumed Jen was a slave, too.  “Hi ‘Lissa,” she said as she came in.  “Wow, gonna be a big party today.”  She boldly walked over to Cathy and sat down on her lap, putting her small hands on the woman’s tits.  
“What’s she doing here?” Melissa asked Brenda.
“Hey, hey,” said Erin.  Brenda knew better than to answer the question, so she deferred to her mistress.  “I’ve been through this with some of her friends already.  Don’t ask the slave why the mistress is here when I can talk for myself.”  She slid off Cathy’s lap and stood with her hands on her hips facing Melissa.  She stepped right up close and whispered, “Don’t you dare treat me like I’m a little girl around her.”
“OK, sorry, Erin,” said Melissa, realizing her faux pas.  “We invited Brenda, sweetie.  We have something special planned for her.  Something you probably shouldn’t be part of this time, I’m sorry.”
“I have to leave?” said Erin, pouting.  She didn’t want to lose face in front of her slave.  “What’s going on that I can’t watch?”
“Yeah,” asked Brenda nervously.  She’d been through horrible things with her sister watching the whole time.  What could be worse?  “What are you going to do to me today?”
Melissa whispered in Erin’s ear.  Erin laughed and looked at her sister.  “Oh, that?  I caught her with her ex-boyfriend once already.  They let me stay and watch.”
“Oh,” said Melissa.  That put a different light on it.  “And what did you see?”  She wanted to make sure she hadn’t just watched them in heavy petting.  
“She sucked cock, got fucked, you know, what boys do with girls,” Erin answered with a shrug.  
“And did you take off your clothes for him to see?”
“Heck, no.”
“You were OK with just watching?”
“Yeah, she made me cum after her boyfriend left.”
“Well, sweetie, today the boy’s not going to leave.  He’s gonna be here all day and if you want Brenda to make you cum, he’s gonna see it.”
“So the boy would see me naked… um, he wouldn’t want to touch me, would he?”
“No, he’ll have Bren and Jen and mom to keep him happy.  He’ll keep his hands off you.  I’ll make sure of that.”
“Then, what’s the big deal.  He’s naked, I’m naked, we’re all naked.  That’s fair.”  She seemed to think that settled it, so she wandered over to Jennifer.  She called over her shoulder, “Hey, ‘Lissa, is Jen a slave, too.  Is that why she’s naked?”
“Yes, Erin, she’s a slave, too,” answered Melissa.  
Jennifer immediately felt intimidated by the younger girl’s brash attitude.  The 12-year-old hadn’t even bothered to address Jennifer directly, choosing instead to ask her mistress.  The 18-year-old slave was totally at the mercy of the beautiful, self-assured young girl.  Erin had always been simply a younger sibling in Brenda’s house that Jennifer had ignored whenever she’d been at Brenda’s house.  Now the little girl was an imposing figure as she ran her eyes up and down the nude slave.  Erin reached out and hefted Jennifer’s full tits, not even asking permission.  “Bigger than Bren’s,” she observed.  “I’ll see what you can do later.”  She left the promise hanging as she turned away.  
Melissa was thrown off a little by Erin’s arrival.  She took charge of the situation quickly.  “Erin, I need you to sit down over here in this chair.  We’ve got this all planned out and if you want to stay, you have to cooperate.”
“No problem,” said Erin as she sat where Melissa had indicated.  
“Bren, I guess our little surprise has been given away, but let’s get started anyway.  Get your clothes off.  Take off everything,” ordered Melissa.  
Always defiant, Brenda didn’t move as she asked, “Who’s here?  She said something about a boy.  What’s going on?”
“Have you forgotten…”
Erin rose from her chair and planted herself in front of her sister, cutting off Melissa.  “Bitch, you’re better trained than that.  Get your fucking clothes off now!  Don’t you dare talk back to mistress Melissa!”  
Even Melissa was astonished by Erin’s take charge attitude.  She’d grown into the role of little mistress quite nicely.  The older girl was even more astonished when Brenda starting stripping immediately.  Erin turned to Melissa with a smile.  “Don’t know what you got on her, but I’ll show you the photos I have of her sometime.  She won’t ever argue with me again.”  She turned back to her sister.  “Don’t give her anymore trouble or else.”  Erin returned to her seat with a smug look.  
In seconds Brenda was naked and waiting for whatever was planned for her.  Shaking nervously, she knew every eye in the room was on her.  Melissa cuffed the slave’s hands behind her back and then pushed her to her knees.  She left the room to get her brother.  
When Brad entered the room, Brenda smiled in relief.  “Hi, Brad,” she said.  It had been days since her last real fuck.  She’d been tormented with lesbian sex every day and, without a current boyfriend, had no one to turn to remind herself that she wasn’t a lesbian.  He was naked and his cock was already rising as he gazed at the bound cheerleader.  As she looked at him, she remembered why they had broken up and blushed.  She’d been so reluctant to have sex back in those days.  Now she craved the cock that was showing his desire for her.  
Then, Brenda looked around the room.  Everyone was watching her.  She was about to put on a show for them all.  She’d had group sex before, but this was different.  The others weren’t going to join in.  They were just going to watch.  She refocused her eyes on Brad as he stepped inches from her, his cock right to her lips.  She opened her mouth, but Brad stepped back a foot.  
Her master pulled a riding crop from behind his back, making it seem as if the riding crop just appeared in midair.  With a flick of his wrist he slapped it across Brenda’s right tit.  “Owww,” yelled the surprised girl.  Brad stepped forward again and again Brenda opened her mouth, waiting for him to push it between her lips.  But again he stepped back and snapped the crop across her right tit.  “Owwww,” she whined.  What did he want?
Brad repeated the process of stepping up to Brenda.  “Please…” she whimpered.  She was about to ask not to be whipped again, when she suddenly had an idea of what she was doing wrong.  “Please, let me suck your cock.”
Brad smiled at her and made a circular motion with the riding crop, a clear signal that she should keep going.  “Please, I want to suck your cock.”  Brad stayed just out of reach.  “Please, Brad, I can suck it real good.  I’ve learned how.”  Brad remembered her as doing a pretty good job the last time she’d done him.  She’d apparently mastered the technique now.  But, that wasn’t what he wanted.  Done trying to encourage her, he stepped back again and snapped the crop across her right tit.  He managed to hit the same spot for the third time in a row, making this swat especially painful.  
“Owwww,” complained Brenda again.  She was frustrated and didn’t know what he wanted her to do.  “What?” she snapped, instantly regretting the outburst.  
Brad’s eyes opened wide in astonishment at the slave’s loss of control.  He snapped the crop once, twice, and three times on her right tit, watching a red triangle form where he was striking her.  
“Owwww, oohhhh, oh, no, owww,” whined Brenda.  She realized she had to learn quickly and he wasn’t going to help her out.  “Please, master,” she said, knowing as soon as she said the word that was the right thing.  Brad’s face brightened, though he remained silent.  Brenda realized that master was a good thing to say.  “Master, let me suck your cock.”  Dang, except for the master part she’d said that already and she saw his face darken in disappointment.  “Master, I live to serve you.”  He smiled.  “How can I make you happy?”  His smiled broadened and he twirled the crop in encouraging circles.  “Tell me what you want.  I’ll do anything.  I’ll suck you.  Put it in my cunt.  Put it in my ass.  Let me show you how I can make you happy.”  Brad looked around the room and twirled the crop.  Brenda followed his gaze around.  “Um, let me show them how I can make you happy?” she said with less enthusiasm.  
Brad reached out and cupped her cheek.  “Very nice, slave bitch,” he said.  “Now say it like you mean it.”
The light touch on her face sent thrills through the bound girl.  She’d said the right thing!  She looked down at the glowing red triangle on her right tit.  She carefully thought about her words.  “Yes, master, please, I live to serve you.  I want to make you happy.  I want to show everyone here how a slave pleases her master.”
Brad stepped forward.  “You may now suck my cock, slave,” he said.  He slid his throbbing cock between her eager lips.  His cock was all the harder for the whipping that he’d been able to give his former girlfriend.  To see her jump each time the crop struck her was a real thrill.  To see her struggle to find the right words was incredibly arousing.  He put his hands to her head and pulled her forward, making sure she really did show him how much better she was at cocksucking.  “Yeah, Bren, show them all how a cheerleader sucks cock.  Show them how my slave sucks cock and swallows my cum.”
Erin slid out of her chair and stood next to Melissa.  Softly she said, “Your brother is too easy on her.  I’d have whipped her more.”
“No, sweetie,” said Melissa.  She heard the irony of the words – calling this little mistress sweetie was like calling Tony Soprano a softy.  “He didn’t have to whip her more because she wants to suck his cock.  You have to whip her a lot because she hates to eat pussy.”  She nudged the smaller girl.  “Want to have some fun, come on.”
Melissa knelt down on one side of Brenda where she had a close up view of Brad’s cock sliding in and out of the slave’s mouth.  She got Erin to kneel on the other side.  The two girls were inches from the action.  “What a fucking slut,” said Melissa.  “Sucking cock while everybody watches.  Did you see that, Erin?  She wanted to do it so bad.”
“Cool,” said Erin, trying to pick up the older girl’s technique of humiliation.  “She’s such a slut.  She likes boy’s cocks.”
“She’s a real naughty slut,” added Melissa.  “Cocksucker.  I’ll bet she wants Brad’s cock in her pussy, too.  Don’t you, Brenda?  Want a good fuck while everybody watches?”
“She hates it when people watch,” said Erin.  She stopped when Melissa gave a little shake of her head.  
“She’s a naughty girl who will do anything for a cock.  She’s a slut who likes to put on shows for people to watch.”
Erin was a little confused.  Brenda hated to put on shows.  But, the 12-year-old started to get the idea.  They were humiliating her big sister by saying things that weren’t true.  “You’re right, ‘Lissa,” she agreed.  “She likes this.  She’s not stopping.  She’s sucking cock right in front of us.  Go, Bren, do it.  Suck it all.”  Erin saw the smile on Melissa’s face and even more important, she saw the blush on Brenda’s face as a hot wave of humiliation swept over her.  Cool, thought the little mistress.  They were making it seem true just by saying it.  And it was killing Brenda.  
“She’s gonna be eating pussy and taking a cock up her cunt real soon,” said Melissa.  
“She’s gonna beg for it,” said Erin.  “She’s gonna beg for cunt.  She’s gonna beg for cock.  She always does.  She’s such a slut.”
“God damn it, Bren,” whispered Melissa softly.  The whisper really got the slave’s attention.  “Do you realize you are sucking a cock with your 12-year-old sister watching every fucking inch slide down your horny, slutty throat?”  Brenda didn’t break rhythm, though she colored all over again.  “Do you realize you just begged to suck that cock right in front of her?  In front of all of us?  How’s it feel to be such a slut that you’ll do it right now, right in front of us.”
Without breaking rhythm, Brenda let out a low moan.  They were taking the fun out of sucking Brad’s cock.  They were making it horribly embarrassing.  But, worst of all, she felt the familiar rise of lust fueled by her total humiliation.  The pit of her stomach was tingling and she could feel the moisture starting to seep out of her pussy.   Her eyes flashed to Melissa and then to Erin.  She imagined herself between their legs, eating their pussies.  Eating Erin’s pussy while everyone watched!  Her eyes darted to the sides again, taking in more of the scene around her.  Melissa’s mom stood behind Melissa and Jennifer was right behind Erin.  Everyone was watching.  Abruptly her mouth filled with cum.  She swallowed.  
“Don’t swallow it,” ordered Melissa.  “Keep it in your mouth, slut.”  
Brenda couldn’t help it.  She swallowed again.  
“You fucking bitch,” snapped Erin.  She wasn’t quite sure what was going on or what the do not swallow order was all about, but she knew that her slave had just disobeyed Melissa again.  “You are so getting your ass tanned for that, slave.  I told you not to disobey mistress Melissa.  Now, if you swallow again, you will regret it.”
This time Brenda followed her orders.  She’d swallowed about half the cum that Brad had deposited in her mouth, leaving her with a manageable amount.  She kept what remained in her mouth, waiting for her next command.  
“Open wide and show us what Brad gave you,” said Melissa.  
Brenda opened her mouth and extended her cum covered tongue.  “Ooo, yuck,” said Erin as she saw what Brenda had in her mouth.  
“Yeah, yuck,” said Melissa.  “But your slut sister wanted that so bad she got down on her knees and begged for cock in her mouth.  She’s a naughty slut who likes the taste of cum.  Aren’t you, slut?”
“Uh huh,” said Brenda meekly as she nodded her head.  
“Swallow it now,” said Melissa and they all watched her throat work to move the cum to her tummy.  “Yum, yum, huh, Brenda,” said Melissa, rubbing Brenda’s stomach.  
“Yes, mistress,” said Brenda.  “Yum, yum.”
“You have a paddle?” asked Erin.  “I owe her a spanking.”
“I’ll get you one,” said Melissa.  Moments later she put a wooden paddle in the 12-year-old’s hand.  
Erin grabbed her slave sister by the hair and pulled her forward until her head was resting on the ground.  Then, she grabbed her slave around the waist and lifted her hips up and forward so her ass was sticking up in the air.  “How many swats should I give you, slave?  How many swats for disobeying mistress Melissa twice now?”
“T-twenty,” said Brenda.  “Ten for each time.”
“I’ll tell you what,” said Erin.  “I’m really hot right now and want my pussy licked while everybody watches.  I’ll spank you until you beg to eat pussy.  How’s that?”
“Please…” whined Brenda, but she cut herself off.  That might be more than twenty, but arguing would only get her even more.  How long would she force herself to hold out?  How much pain would she suffer before she gave in to the inevitable?  It was even worse because she was savoring the taste of Brad’s cum in her mouth, a taste she hadn’t had for days.  The second her tongue ran up Erin’s little pussy, the wonderful taste of semen would be gone – replaced by the disgusting taste of pussy.  
Brenda lost count of the swats that Erin delivered soundly to her unprotected bare ass.  She was on fire when she finally heard herself.  “Please, mistress Erin, let me eat your lovely pussy.  Let me show everyone how I can please my mistress.  Let me show them all how a slut like me eats a 12-year-old pussy.”
Erin looked around the room, a tad nervous herself about the show she was going to put on.  She didn’t care about Melissa or Brenda; they’d seen her get her pussy licked before.  She didn’t care about Jennifer or Cathy, they were just slaves.  But, Melissa’s brother…  Oh well, she shrugged, it was only fair.  She skinned off her shirt to reveal her small mounds and looked at Brad.  He looked at her breasts with curiosity, but didn’t seem ready to molest her.  She pulled down her pants and panties.  As she lay back on the floor, she again noticed his eyes on her as he took in the hairless mound between her slender legs.  It felt nice that an older boy was at least interested in her undeveloped body and equally nice that he kept his distance.  She’d been inches from his cock while he got his blowjob, so she couldn’t argue with his right to stare at her.  Her attention was drawn away as her sister’s tongue parted her bare pussy lips and dug in to find her tender little clit.  
Cathy was the only one nervous about the incestuous lesbian sex show that was going on at the moment.  As the only adult, she knew what trouble she could get in for being part of this 12-year-old’s sexual activities.  The others were just kids themselves, much older than Erin, but still kids.  Still, she remembered the thrill of stripping for the little girl the first time and the innocent seeming horsy ride that she’d given the clothed preteen.  That had been out of bounds, too, but she hadn’t objected.  She wondered now if she’d be licking that tender, bald pussy before the day was done.  
She didn’t realize she was staring at the little girl until Melissa was beside her.  “You want a piece of that little pussy, slave?”
“She’s only 12,” said Cathy.  “You kids doing it with her is one thing, but I can’t...  that would be wrong.”   
“So,” said Melissa was an evil grin.  “You didn’t answer the question.  I take it that means yes?”
“No,” Cathy turned to her daughter, trying to talk some sense into her as a mother.  “I can’t.  Do you understand that?  I’m 40 years old and she’s 12.”
“I asked if you wanted to,” said Melissa.  “Not if it was legal.  You’re staring at that cute little bald pussy like it was the tastiest dessert you could imagine.  And you know what?”  She paused for just a second before she continued.  “It is.”
“Did you…?”
“Oh, yes,” said Melissa.  “And she did me.  What a little lover.”
“Well, she is cute,” admitted Cathy.  “And… and… she’s… well, she’s born to be a mistress.  She’s sooo… domineering.”
“Yeah, well, like you said, she’s too young for you,” agreed Melissa, surprising her mom with the comment.  But, Melissa wasn’t really ready to drop the matter.  She’d just decided that it wasn’t going to be her that ordered her mom to eat 12-year-old pussy.  It would be Erin.  
During the brief exchange, Erin came on her sister’s tongue.  She was now strapping on the 12-inch dildo as Brenda watched eagerly.  But, of course, it wasn’t going to be that easy for the slave.  
Brenda was incredibly horny and desperately wanted Brad to fuck her, but by now he was engaged in fucking the easily persuaded Jennifer.  There was no other outlet for her humiliation fueled passion.  “Please, mistress, fuck me.  You look so hot with the cock on.  I need a good fucking.  I need my cute, cuddly, little sister to get on top of me and ride me hard.  My beautiful, beautiful Erin.  Please put that cock in my hot cunt.  Put it up my tight ass.  Show everybody how my hot little mistress can make me cum like the naughty slut I am.”
Erin flipped her sister from laying on her knees and chest to laying on her back with her legs spread wide.  “Say it,” said Erin as she stood between her big sister’s legs.  
“You’re the best fuck, mistress.”  She blushed as she looked around the room to make sure she had everyone’s attention.  “My 12-year-old sister is the best fuck I’ve ever had.”  Her whole body shuddered in anticipation as she watched her little sister kneel down.  “Fuck me hard, mistress.  Fuck me.  Make me cum.”  The slave moaned in pleasure as 12-inches of plastic slid deep inside her.  She wasn’t lying when she said Erin was the best fuck she’d ever had.  Being made to spread for her little sister was the most arousing thing that her submissive mind could imagine.  The humiliation of begging for a lezzie induced cum was overwhelming.  As much as she hated the demeaning act, there was no denial that the orgasms she experienced on her sister’s strap on dildo were the best ever.  Today could well set a high mark of all time considering the heightened sense of embarrassment she felt from the audience she had.  
Over on the couch, Jennifer was again rethinking her lesbian tendencies.  The cock inside her was smaller than those that Cathy and Melissa used on her, but there was something about the warmth and passion of a real cock.  Brad wasn’t simply mechanically stroking in and out of her for the sake of pleasuring her.  He was enjoying every second of being inside her.  She was making him cum.  She was making him cum inside her.  He was lusting after her body and the sheer feel of a woman’s cunt wrapped around his sensitive 8-inches of cock.  
“Fuck me, master,” moaned the 18-year-old slave.  “Cum inside me.  Fill me with your cum.  Make me a woman.”  Her arousal grew as his arousal grew.  Each grunt and strain of his pleasure – each thrust of his cock – each touch of desire made her hotter and hotter.  
Brad was eager to please her.  He’d always wanted a piece of the lovely Jennifer, but she’d rebuffed every advance of every boy at school.  Now that he had the chance and found that she was hotter than any girl he’d ever fucked before, he was in heaven.  He pounded deep inside her, feeling his orgasm approached.  “Cum for me, Jen,” he said.  “Cum for me like the slut you are.  Tell me how much you want me.”
“Oh, yes, master,” she moaned.  “Make me cum.  I’m gonna cum.  Fuck me.  I’m such a naughty slut.  I need your cock to make me cum.”  Her body tensed under him and shuddered in orgasm.  He felt her tighten and went over the edge, filling her with his cum.  
A few second later there came the sound of screaming from Brenda.  “Yes, yes, my beautiful Erin,” she screamed out.  “Fuck me.  I’m cumming.  Oh, yes, keep… doing… it!  Oh God, you are soooo… good to me… my… beautiful… beautiful… mistress.  Fucking cummmmmming.  Cummmming.  Jeeeeeeeesus Chriiiiiiist, it’s… eeeeeeee… the… eeeeeeeeee… best… eh… eh… ever.  Kiss me, Erin.  Touch my tits.”  
The 12-year-old was having a hard time maintaining her rhythm as her big sister writhed under her.  She was amazed as the reaction that Brenda was having.  Mean as she was to her big sister, she relished the pleasure that she could bring to the 16-year-old.  This was the greatest power she had over her sister – the power to make her cum uncontrollably – the power to make her want more.  Her small hands reached for her sister’s bouncing tits, squeezing them and pulling at the nipples.  She leaned forward and put her lips to Brenda’s lips, feeling her sister’s tongue push deep into her mouth with a passion that she found unbelievable.  She kept kissing her sister passionately even as the orgasm subsided.  
Finally the two broke the kiss.  “Erin, oh, Erin,” moaned Brenda.  “I love you so much.  My beautiful, beautiful Erin.  That was incredible.  I don’t deserve a mistress like you.”  
Erin was overwhelmed by her sister’s flood of emotion.  She slowly withdrew the massive cock from Brenda’s aching pussy and then lay upon her sister’s chest, basking in the warm glow of her sister’s love.  She hugged her sister for nearly a minute before Brenda finally said, “God damn it, you little bitch… you made me do it again.”  
Incredibly enough, Erin relished that moment as well.  She knew both feelings were true.  Brenda loved her deeply and desired the powerful moments that they shared.  Brenda also intensely hated her repressed lesbian feelings and the fact that her little sister was able to touch her so personally.  It was both of those feelings, the love and the hate, that drove Erin to dominate her sister.  Love and hate were both deep emotions that showed the little girl how close the two sisters would always be.  Erin pressed her lips to Brenda’s again, this time forcing her own tongue between her big sister’s resisting lips.  For a few seconds it was as if Brenda’s mouth was being raped and then she succumbed to the fever of her little sister, returning the kiss with equal passion.  When she broke the kiss, Erin looked deep into her sister’s eyes and said, “I love you, too, you fucking slut.”  
Then Erin stood and walked away as if the slave never existed.  Brenda found herself staring after the cute little ass as it wiggled away, wishing it would return.  But, she dared not say anything.  She cursed herself for the feeling and shoved it deep down inside her.  Never would she admit how much she desired her mistress.  
Melissa alone noticed how Erin was trembling as she walked away from her sister.  She gathered the little girl up in her arms and sat on the couch, cuddling Erin in her lap.  “That was wonderful,” said Melissa.  “Are you… do you need someone to…”  She wanted to choose her words carefully so as to not break the moment, but everything seemed wrong.  “After that, you must need to cum again,” she finally said.  
“Yes,” whispered Erin.  “Will you?”
“You know I will, sweetie,” said Melissa.  “But my mom would, too.  She doesn’t want to, but you could make her.”  
“Could I really?” asked Erin.  “She’s so old.  I mean, she’s beautiful and well, not that old, but she’s not like us.”  Erin could see the difference between doing it with the teens and doing it with Cathy just like Cathy could.  “She’s… your mom.”
“Yeah, but she wants you,” said Melissa.  “I could see it in her eyes.  She’ll act like she doesn’t want it.  Maybe she’ll say it’s wrong.  But, you’re a mistress.  She knows that.  She may deny it but she’ll do anything you want.”
“Think she’ll do it right now?”
“She’ll do it when you’re ready.  But, you’ll have to make her.  You know how Brenda thinks it’s wrong to have lesbian sex and wrong to do it with her sister.  My mom thinks it’s wrong to do it with a 12-year-old.  Think of how much fun it will be to… make… her... do it.”  Melissa drew out the last few words for emphasis.  She saw Erin’s eyes light up and knew she didn’t need to say anymore.  
When Erin moved off Melissa’s lap, she immediately assumed the role of mistress as she strode over to Cathy.  The mother of two saw the young girl approaching and stepped back, sending an unmistakable sign of her submission.  “Hey, sexy slut,” said Erin as she closed the distance between them.  
The woman’s blood ran cold as she realized she was the center of the young girl’s attention.  “What did you call me?” asked Cathy, trying to summon some control over the situation.  
“You heard me, slut,” said Erin.  She put her hands on her smooth thighs, framing her bald pussy.  “I think you want to run your tongue right up my hot slit, don’t you?”
“No, no, I don’t,” denied Cathy.  “You’re too young.  I can’t.”
“Oh, damn it,” said Erin.  “There is one thing that makes me madder than anything else.  Do you know what that is?”
“No,” said Cathy softly.  Fear ran through her as she realized she’d made this little mistress mad already.  
“Why don’t you take a guess?” demanded Erin.  
Cathy thought for a moment over what she’d just said that might have angered the little girl.  She cringed as she realized what it must be.  “You… you don’t like when people treat you like a little girl?” she ventured.  
Erin turned and looked at Melissa.  “Your slave is pretty smart… for a slut.”  She turned back to Cathy.  “That was almost it.  Pretty damn close.  I don’t like it when slaves treat me like a little girl, bitch.  Did you see Jen slave treat me like that?  Did you see Bren slave treat me like that?  No, but you.. you stupid slut… you think I’m too young.  Too young for what?  Too young to spank that big, round ass of yours?  Too young to enjoy a slave’s tongue in her pussy?  Too young to make you do anything I want?”
“No,” she said timidly.  She wanted to look to her mistress, Melissa, but she couldn’t.  She wanted some help.  She wanted someone to stop Erin from taking control.  But, she couldn’t look away from those powerful blue eyes that were commanding her.  
“No?”
“No, mistress,” said Cathy.  
Again Erin turned to Melissa.  “Why isn’t this slave bitch cuffed?  Do you have some I can use?”
“She just got a new set yesterday,” said Melissa.  “It was her birthday, so we got her a new set to wear.  Hang on, I’ll be right back.”  Started to leave and then stopped.  This was too good to miss.  “Jen, go up to my room and get the leather cuffs in the top drawer of my dresser.”  She sat back down to watch.  
Turning her attention back to the older woman, Erin said, “Kneel down so I can look in your eyes, slave.”  Cathy wanted to fight the power of the girl, but she couldn’t.  It was wrong, but it felt too good to submit to Erin.  Trembling as she succumbed to the forbidden, she knelt, finding herself now looking up at the preteen.  “Did you see what I did to my slave sister for not following orders?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“She was only a disobedient slut.  You’re a bitch slut who insulted me by calling me a little girl.  And I hate that.  I let her choose her punishment.  So, why don’t you take a guess at what your punishment ought to be.  And remember that I’m madder than anything.”
Twenty swats, thought Cathy.  Brenda had said that twenty swats would be enough.  But, then Erin had changed that.  “Um, I think my mistress would like to paddle me until I beg to lick her puss… um, asshole.”  That was a suitable, worse punishment, thought Cathy.  
“My asshole?” said Erin in surprise.  She looked at Cathy in confusion.  Why would she want her asshole licked?  She turned to Melissa and then walked over to the older girl.  “Lick my asshole?”  she whispered to Melissa.  “Is that good?”
“Yes, sweetie, that’s pretty nice.  And pretty disgusting for her to do.”  
“Oh, OK,” said Erin.  
She turned, but Melissa pulled her back.  “But, don’t let her fool you.  She’ll only take a couple of swats before she’s ready to beg for either your pussy or your asshole.  I’ve seen her do it without even a single swat.  Let me think… I’ve had an idea that I’ve wanted to try, but I’ve been saving it for a special occasion.  Tell her that you’re going to make her beg for a spanking and then she has to eat your pussy.”
“You can make her beg for a spanking?”
“I’ll bet I can,” said Melissa.  
Erin turned back to Cathy, glad to see that the woman was still kneeling in position, waiting for her return.  That added to her confidence.  “I’ve decided what your punishment will be, slave,” she said.  “I’m going to make you beg for a spanking.  When you’re done with the spanking, then you’ll get to run your slut tongue up my bare slit.”  
Though Jennifer had returned with the cuffs, Melissa needed more now that she had set her plan in motion.  Unfortunately this was not an errand she could send someone else on.  She ran up to her room to gather the necessary materials.  
Meanwhile, Erin took her slave’s head in her hands and pulled it to her chest.  “I hope I’m not too little to have my nipples sucked,” she said to her slave.  
Cathy looked into the piercing blue eyes that stared her down.  She didn’t dare argue with the little mistress.  She pressed her lips to the nearly flat chest and suckled on a hard little nipple until it stood up like a pencil eraser.  Shifting to the other nipple, she sucked that one to hardness.  With no further guidance from her mistress, the slave continued to alternate between the tiny tits, laving them with her tongue, sucking on them, and pulling them gently with her teeth.  
“Very nice, slave,” said Erin finally.  “Now, I want you to suck your own nipples.  Make them hard for me.”
Cathy reached for her left tit and pulled it up.  Bending slightly she brought her lips to the nipple and licked it.  She looked up at her mistress and shivered.  She was performing this lewd act for a preteen!  Her pussy warmed at the forbidden thought and her nipple hardened.  Switching to the other tit, she sucked that one to hardness.  A moan escaped her lips and she wished she could ignore the involuntary arousal that was filling her.  She stared into the beautiful blue eyes and whispered, “Oh, my God, I’m going to be eating that cute pussy pretty soon, aren’t I?”
“You bet, slave,” said Erin.  “But you’ve got a long way to go before I let you do that.”  She felt a surge of pleasure from the woman’s words.  The familiar feeling of power swept through her, but she also didn’t miss the compliment.  Her pussy was cute.  She reached out and put her hands on Cathy’s face.  “My naked, naughty, slut slave.  So fucking naughty to suck my nipples.  So naughty to play with your tits right in front of me.  So naughty to be naked.  So naughty to be staring at my naked body.  So naughty… How naughty would it be if you kissed me right now?”
“Very naughty,” breathed Cathy softly.  “So, so very naughty.”  But she didn’t resist as the preteen pulled her face forward until their lips met.  The naughty slut slid her tongue into the little girl’s mouth and felt her mistress’ tongue battle with the invader.  “Mmmm,” she moaned, shocked at her own passion.  As the kiss broke, she murmured again.  “Naughty.  Way too naughty.”  The passion that filled her was undeniable.  It was way too naughty, but felt way too good to fight.  
Melissa had entered the room during the kiss and stood silently, unwilling to interrupt the moment.  In the silence that followed the kiss, she stepped forward so that Erin could see her.  “Ready?” asked Erin as she noticed the teen.  
“Ready,” confirmed Melissa.  
Melissa started by cuffing Cathy as she had the previous day, wrists to ankles.  She made her mom knee walk over to the door and then turn so her back was to the door.  Cathy was about a foot from the door, facing back into the living room.  Melissa then threw a rope over the door and tied one end to her mother’s left ankle.  She repeated the action with a second rope and tied that one to her right ankle.  Standing on the other side of the door, Melissa started pulling on the ropes.  “Tell me when her feet are a few inches off the ground,” she called over.  
Everyone watched with interest as the ropes grew taut and then as Melissa pulled some more, Cathy’s ankles were pulled into the air.  A couple more tugs and Erin called out, “Stop, you’re about to tip her over.”  In fact, the young mistress stepped up and caught hold of her slave’s shoulders to keep her from falling forward.  
“Brad, come over her and hold these,” called out Melissa.  She wanted to see the results of her handiwork.  When he was holding the ropes, she came around to inspect her mom.  “That’s kind of awkward,” she said of her first attempt.  “Maybe have to do her wrists, too.  I see what you mean about tipping over.  I need something to hold her upper body.”  She put her hands on her mom’s shoulders and took the woman’s weight, letting Erin step away to examine their slave’s predicament.  
Melissa wanted to know if the position was having the desired effect, “So, bitch, how does that feel?”
All her weight was resting on her knees, or more specifically, on her kneecaps.  It was uncomfortable to say the least.  “Not very good,” said Cathy.  “Hurts a little.”
“I think it’s gonna hurt a lot pretty soon,” said Melissa.  “I saw this on an on-line bondage site.  Once you’ve been like this for a few minutes, it will start to hurt more.”
“You’ve been planning this?” asked Cathy.  
“Thought it might come in handy,” replied Melissa.  “I thought you might be disobedient sometime and need a little punishment.  Coming in handy today.”  She pulled Erin away and sat down on the couch with her young apprentice.  “Best if we ignore her for a while, I think,” she said.  “It will take a while for the pain to build.  You’ve heard the saying, ‘A watched pot never boils’, haven’t you?”
“Yeah,” said Erin.  She shifted her attention to Jennifer, who had been watching all the events.  “How long has Jen been a slave?”
“A few months,” said Melissa.  “She helped me trap Brenda.  So, she’s been a slave just a little bit longer than that.”
“She’s a lezzie bitch slave?”
“The most lezzie bitch slave.  She really likes girls.  She’ll do anything.  I don’t ever punish her because she’s always eager to make me happy.  She’s even a slave to my mom.”  Melissa related the story of how Brenda had been turned into a slave, but before she finished there was a loud groan from Cathy.  
“I think she’s ready,” said Melissa and the two mistresses turned their attention back on their tied slave.  
Cathy tried shifting her weight, but she couldn’t keep the pressure from building on her knees.  “Let me down, it hurts too bad,” she moaned.  She looked directly at her 12-year-old mistress.  “I promise I’ll never treat you like a little girl again.”
“Do you remember what your punishment was supposed to be?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cathy.  “I’m supposed to beg for a spanking.”  
“Whenever you’re ready,” said Erin, trying to make it sound like she couldn’t care less about whether slave begged or not, was in pain or not.  
“Please, spank me, mistress,” said Cathy.  “I was very bad.  I shouldn’t have said you were too young.  I’m sorry.  This slave deserves a spanking.”
“How many swats?”
“Twenty.”  She watched for some reaction, but got none.  Beg, she reminded herself.  “Please, mistress, this slave wants a spanking.  I want twenty swats.  I want my beautiful mistress to spank my… my helpless ass twenty times.”
Erin spoke to Melissa rather than to the slave, “I don’t know.  Maybe we should go sit down again.  She really doesn’t sound like she means it.”
“Oh, no,” pleaded Cathy.  “My knees hurt too bad.  Please, my beautiful mistress.  Please, spank my ass.  Twenty times.  I’m begging you.  I can’t take it much longer.  With that wooden paddle.  Hit my ass.  Over and over.  Spank me.  I need a spanking.  I deserve a spanking for being a bad slave.”
“That was better,” said Erin, still speaking to Melissa.  “I wonder if the slut would beg for thirty swats.”
Melissa chuckled at the brazen remark by the preteen mistress.  She really knew how to work a slave.  
Behind them, Cathy’s voice went up a notch.  “Mistress, wonderful, beautiful mistress.  Please, spank my ass.  I need it.  Give me… th-thirty swats.  I’ve been a bad slave.  I’ve been a bad… little girl.”  Erin turned with interest as Cathy said that.  Knowing she’d hit a good theme, Cathy pressed on.  “I’ve been a naughty little girl.  I was bad to my big, beautiful, sexy mistress.  Please give me the spanking that I deserve.  Thirty swats on this little girl’s bare bottom.”
“Jesus Christ,” came Brad’s voice from the other side of the door.  They’d forgotten all about him, still standing there holding the rope.  “Brenda, come around here and suck my cock.  I can’t stand much more of this myself.”  Brenda disappeared behind the door, only too eager to satisfy her new boyfriend and master.  
Erin mused aloud to Melissa, “So, you think she’ll beg for forty?”
Melissa gave Erin a look that told her she was pressing a bit too far.  But Cathy wailed, “Forty.  Give me forty fucking swats across my fucking ass, mistress.  I’m a naughty little girl who deserves whatever her mistress wants to give her.”
“And what happens after the forty swats,” said Erin as she turned to face her slave again.  
Cathy met the gaze of her mistress.  “Then I lick that beautiful, bare slit of yours, mistress.  Then I lick that tight little asshole of yours.  Then I make you cum with nothing but my naughty tongue all over your beautiful body.”
“Let her down,” said Erin.  The ropes slackened immediately and the two mistresses caught Cathy as she wobbled forward and then fell into their arms.  “Uncuff her, too,” she told Melissa.  The two of them pulled at the straps that held the cuffs tight until Cathy’s wrists and ankles were free.  
“Now bend over the couch,” ordered Erin.  She was pleased that the woman quickly complied without arguing.  She raised the paddle and brought it down firmly across her slave’s helpless ass.  
“Owwww,” wailed Cathy, surprised at how hard Erin had struck her.  
“A bare bottom spanking for my naughty little slave,” said Erin as she swatted her slave a second time.  Cathy gritted her teeth, screaming out with each swat, but holding her position.  It took all her willpower to hold still, but she was afraid they would tie her up on her knees again if she fought them at all.  
She was counting and at 8 her ass felt like it was on fire.  She didn’t know if she could go for 32 more.  The spanking continued, and then, to her surprise, her mistress stopped.  She held her position while a small hand caressed her stinging ass cheeks.  That had only been 10 swats.  The little mistress was only prolonging the ordeal.  Tears ran down Cathy’s cheeks from the pain and she had 30 more to go.  Thirty more that she had begged for.  She reminded herself that she’d begged for them because her knees couldn’t take anymore.  That reminder kept her in position.  
“I think that’s enough,” said Erin.  “I know you wanted more, but I think you’ve learned your lesson, haven’t you, slave?”
Incredulous, Cathy turned and knelt at the feet of her mistress.  “Yes, mistress, yes, this slave has learned her lesson.  I don’t deserve a wonderful mistress like you.”  She bent down and kissed the tender little toes of her wonderful mistress and started kissing and licking her way up the lovely feet, the smooth and silky calves, and the slender and alluring thighs.  Then she found herself facing that lovely, bulging mound with pussy lips that looked like they were made of velvet.  A trickle of moisture seeped from between the lips and she desperately wanted to taste it.  
“Mistress,” she breathed hoarsely.  “This slave wants to taste your pussy.  This slave wants to be so, so, so very naughty and make you cum with nothing but her tongue.  May I?”
She felt her head being raised until she was looking into the commanding eyes of her mistress.  “So, my naughty slave wants to lick my cunt?  My naughty little girl slut wants to run her tongue up a 12-year-old’s bare pussy?”  
The words rang in Cathy’s ears.  She’d begged for this pussy.  She wanted this pussy.  She’d been spanked for calling her mistress too young, but it was true.  This little pussy was only 12-year-old!  It was so very naughty!  She extended her tongue to the trickle of moisture that glistened before her, but the hands of her mistress held her in check just an inch away.  “Yes, mistress,” she said softly.  “Your naughty little girl slut wants to taste a 12-year-old’s bare pussy.”
The grip on her head relaxed and she pressed her tongue to the slit, running it up the length and catching the wonderful taste of the forbidden fruit.  “You’re such a slut,” said Erin with a sigh.  She let her slave attend to her hot pussy for a couple of minutes before she stopped the action.  “Now I want to feel that tongue on my 12-year-old asshole.”  She turned and bent at the waist, pushing her cute, round ass at the older woman.  
Cathy put her hands to the little girl’s ass and spread her cheeks.  A tight, pink asshole was visible in the crack of Erin’s ass.  Pressing her face tightly to Erin’s ass, she licked around the asshole.  “Mmmm, yeah, you’re right, ‘Lissa,” said Erin.  “That feels really nice.”  Slurping and licking as hard as she could, Cathy rimmed the pink asshole and then pushed her tongue deep inside the little girl, experience the pungent taste of the preteen.  “Oh, holy fuck,” moaned Erin.  “She’s up my ass with her slutty tongue.”  
When she thought she couldn’t stand the pleasure any longer, Erin reached for her clit and started rubbing it furiously.  “Lick my ass, slut,” she moaned.  “Stick it deep.  Fuck my ass with your tongue.  Oh, wow, you are so naughty.  You shouldn’t… be… teaching me… things… ooo… like this.  Unnhhhhh, oh fuck yes, all the way… make me cum… lick me.  Oh, this is soooo sweeeet.”  Her body started bucking in orgasm as waves of pleasure swept over her.  
As Erin finally came down from her high, she sat down heavily on the sofa.  That had been wonderfully exhausting.  “Come lay here,” she said to Cathy.  The slave lay down with her head in Erin’s lap, allowing the young girl to caress her face softly.  The small hands ran to her tits and fondled them.  “That was so nice,” she said to her slave.  Her voice was soft and warm.  “So nice for you to show me how you can please me.  So nice, but so very naughty.  A grown woman like you licking my 12-year-old pussy.”  
She paused, gently caressing the grown woman who lay like a child in her lap.  The roles were reversed.  The preteen was in charge and she wanted to make sure that Cathy never forgot it.  The slave’s eyes were closed as she relaxed, so she didn’t see Erin wink at Melissa.  “I can’t wait to tell my mommy what you showed me today.”
Cathy stiffened and tried to sit up, but the firm hands of the preteen held her down.  She could easily have fought the grip of the little girl, but she surrendered and relaxed.  “You can’t,” said Cathy nervously.  “Please, you can’t.”
“Oh, that’s right,” said Erin.  “You’d be in so much trouble for being so very naughty with my 12-year-old pussy, wouldn’t you?”  Her voice hardened.  “So, I own you, bitch.  Don’t ever forget it.  Whenever I walk through that door, you better get on your knees and kiss my feet.  You better show me every naughty little trick you know to make me happy.”  Her voice became soothing again.  “That was nice when you licked my asshole, but I had to use my fingers to cum.  Now I want you back on your knees and licking my cute little pussy until I cum.”  Cathy was happy to oblige.  She started at her mistress’ feet and kissed her way up to that beautiful, bare, velvet pussy again.  
Schoolgirls at Play – 7 
By Kenna
(gg, bd, oral)
Elsa fumed as she watched TV on that Sunday afternoon.  Since the sleepover with her friends and Erin’s sister, Brenda, she’d had a one-on-one little girl lesbian encounter with each of her friends.  It was Erin that most enthralled her.  But, it was in a special way that Erin had captured her desires.  She’d finally gotten up the nerve to call Erin and invite her over and Erin had not been home.  Disappointed and hurt, she’d left a message with Erin’s mom for Erin to call right away.  “It’s… it’s… really important,” she’d gasped to Erin’s mom.  She’d wanted to say it was an emergency, but that might get Erin’s mom worried.  She’d settled for really important, though the thoughts in her mind and the heat in her pussy were getting close to an emergency.  She needed relief and was determined that it would be Erin that provided it.  
Her behavior was enough that her normally self-centered and dim-witted brother said, “What’s wrong with you, knucklehead?”
“Nothing,” she’d said, denying the signals her body was sending.  She got up and left, confining herself and her growing desire to her bedroom.  ‘Where could Erin be?’ she wondered.  
Finally, she got a call from Erin around 5 pm.  “Come over quick,” she pleaded.  
“What’s up?” asked Erin.
“Just come over.  I need you,” said Elsa.  
Erin caught a special emphasis on the ‘need’ part of what Elsa said.  She remembered the last time they’d been alone.  The memory sent a tingle through her.  She’d just been satisfied multiple times by her slaves in the Mitchell house, but she didn’t want to turn down an invitation from her best friend.  “Be right there,” she said and rushed out.  
When Erin arrived a few minutes later, Elsa rushed her up to her bedroom and locked the door.  “My parents will be out until 8,” she said.  “My brother won’t bother us.”  She pushed her body against Erin’s and pressed her lips to her friend’s lips.  
Erin eagerly returned the passionate kiss, surprised at the urgency of Elsa’s desire.  She felt Elsa grasp her wrists and pull her hands.  Erin let Elsa place her hands on her tits and started squeezing her friend’s small mounds.  
Elsa let out a moan as Erin felt her up through her shirt.  She’d taken off her bra when Erin said she was coming over, so there was just a layer of thin material between Erin’s hands and Elsa’s sensitive nipples.  It was wonderful to have Erin’s hands on her.  She wanted those hands to touch her everywhere, but Erin kept her hands where they’d been placed as if waiting for an invitation to move.  But Elsa didn’t want to extend the invitation.  She could have, but didn’t want to, reach up and pull Erin’s hands to another location.  Touch me here.  Now touch me there.  Now over here.  She wanted that, but didn’t want to lead Erin.  Frustrated, she pushed Erin away and stared at her friend, panting as she considered what to say.  
“What’s wrong, Elsa?” asked Erin.  The abrupt change in Elsa’s mood was surprising.  It scared Erin a little to see Elsa just staring and breathing deeply.  
“I want… something… else,” said Elsa, blushing as she said even those few innocuous words.  
“What?” asked Erin.  She, too, enjoyed making out with her friend, but what more, what else could Elsa want?
“Oh… I don’t know how to say it,” said Elsa.  She bowed her head and looked up at Erin coyly.  Biting her knuckle, she looked so innocent and helpless.  She actually did know what to say, she just was ashamed to admit it now that the moment had arrived.  
Erin stepped forward and put her arms around her friend, comforting Elsa in the awkward moment.  She didn’t know quite what Elsa wanted, but the look that Elsa had given her told the young mistress that she ought to be strong and supporting for her friend.  “Just say it,” said Erin.  “Tell me what you want.”
Elsa melted in Erin’s arms.  She thought of her other friends as girls like her.  Erin was somehow different.  Erin was more like a boy – a cute one with a pussy, but a take charge kind of boy who knew how to treat a girl.  Erin could make a girl feel safe and … sexy.  “I want you to tie me up like you did your sister.”
“Are you kidding?” asked Erin in surprise.
“No,” wailed Elsa in embarrassment.  She’d said what she wanted and now Erin wasn’t even going to take her seriously.  “I… I’m sorry, I just… oh, forget it,” she said almost in tears.  
Erin suddenly recognized the innocent, submissive look that Elsa had given her standing there with her finger in her mouth.  Elsa wasn’t kidding.  She stepped back from Elsa and looked her up and down, noticing that Elsa trembled under her gaze.  “Oh, honey,” said Erin, taking the dominant role that Elsa wanted her to have.  “I’m not forgetting anything about this moment.  You got some rope?”
Elsa brightened up.  “Y-yes,” she said.  “I put some in the drawer.”  She pointed to the nightstand beside her bed.  “You’ll do it?” she asked tentatively.  
“Just stand right there and don’t move,” commanded Erin.  “Put your hands on your head.”  She walked over to the nightstand and pulled out a coil of rope.  She walked back in front of Elsa.  “We’re gonna have some fun, honey.”  Emboldened by Elsa’s invitation, she tossed the rope on the bed and put her hands on Elsa’s hips.  She ran her hands up Elsa’s sides, making sure she pulled the other girl’s shirt up as she did.  “You know what happens to girls who get tied up, don’t you?”
“No, what?’ breathed Elsa.  
Erin brushed her lips to Elsa’s cheek and put her hands up inside Elsa’s shirt, resting them on her bare breasts.  “Everything,” she whispered, her voice husky with emotion.  “Every naughty little thing that I want to do is going to happen to you.”
“Uh huh,” nodded Elsa.  That was what she wanted, too.  “Mistress,” she whispered.  Just the sound of it made her hot.  
But, Erin knew that every naughty little thing she wanted was probably too much for Elsa – at least this first time.  She’d just left a group of teens and one adult that had taught her things beyond Elsa’s imagination.  Erin took her hands off Elsa and circled her new slave.  In a way she felt like she would be taking advantage of the little girl.  She had grown so much beyond her own 12 years that she knew Elsa was not ready to be her slave completely.  She would have to take it slowly with the little slave slut.  Step by step she would corrupt this sweet little girl until she could really do every little naughty thing.  
“Take off your clothes,” Erin said to her slave.  A warm rush swept over Elsa as she heard her first command.  It was what she wanted, to be naked in front of her mistress.  She took off her shoes and socks, fumbling with them nervously and feeling foolish in her eagerness to please.  Then, she slid down her pants and looked to her mistress for approval.  The look in Erin’s eyes was approval enough.  Elsa pulled her shirt over her head to reveal her flat chest.  The young girl was very self-conscious of her lack of development, but the way Erin looked at her tiny hard nipples made Elsa feel very sexy.  
“My panties, too?” asked Elsa.  
“Everything,” said Erin.  “I want everything off before I tie you up.  I want to see that pretty little cunt of yours.”
“Ohhhh,” moaned Elsa at Erin’s dirty talk.  She pulled her panties down to show off what Erin had asked to see.  
“I said everything,” said Erin.  “Take off your watch and necklace, too.  Don’t disappoint me.  When I say everything, I mean everything, honey.”
“Sorry, Er… mistress,” said Elsa.  That caught her off guard, but she quickly complied.  She started to move toward the bed.
Erin caught Elsa by the wrist.  “I didn’t tell you to move, honey,” she said.  “Stand still.  Put your hands on your head again.”  She circled her slave.  “Very nice.  I can see every inch of my Elsa’s sweet body,” she said.  She stopped behind Elsa and ran her hands down the bare back to the tight, round, bare ass.  The experienced mistress noticed the trembling of her slave as her hands stroked the soft skin.  She ran her hands back up Elsa’s back and caught Elsa’s hair with one hand.  Pulling Elsa’s head back, she pressed her lips to Elsa’s and felt them yield to her.  “Now, get on the bed and lie down on your back,” she instructed her slave.  
Erin picked up the rope and uncoiled it.  It was one long piece of rope.  “Got a knife?” she asked Elsa.  “This has to be in pieces.”  
“In the drawer,” said Elsa.  
Erin found the knife and cut off a length of rope.  She tied Elsa’s wrist securely to a bedpost and then did the same with the other.  Leaning over her captive, Erin said, “You’re mine now.  I can do anything I want to you.  You wanted to be tied up just like I did my sister.  Do you remember when I slapped my sister?”
“I haven’t been bad,” protested Elsa.  “That’s not what I meant.  I want…”
“Want what?” teased Erin.
“To… to lick your… p-pussy.”
“You want to eat cunt?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Elsa meekly.  
“When you’ve earned it,” said Erin.  She tied Elsa’s ankles to the foot of the bed, leaving her spread-eagled.  “First, you need to learn to obey me.”
“I will,” said Elsa.  She couldn’t believe how hot she felt being helpless in front of Erin.  Erin was looking at her like she was the sexiest thing on earth.  Erin could see every inch of her body.  It felt so naughty, but so wonderful at the same time.  
“Well, you didn’t,” said Erin.  “I told you to take everything off and you asked me about your panties and you didn’t take off your watch and necklace.  You were a bad girl.”  Erin found a belt in Elsa’s closet.  “I’m going to have to spank my bad girl.”
Elsa’s eyes got wide as Erin waved the belt around.  “No, don’t spank me,” she whined.  “I didn’t know… I won’t do it again.”  
Erin, remembering that Elsa’s brother was in the house, looked around the room and picked up Elsa’s discarded panties.  She stuffed them into Elsa’s protesting mouth.  “That’s to keep you quiet, honey,” said Erin.  “Hmmmm,” she ran her eyes up and down Elsa’s taut form.  “Where should I spank you, honey?  On the tits?  On your legs?  On your cute little pussy?  Oh yeah, I think on that cute little pussy that you didn’t want to show me.”
“Uh uh, uh uh,” grunted Elsa, shaking her head.  
“Oh, shut up, honey,” said Erin.  “You make too much noise and I’ll have to show your brother what’s going on.”  She smiled at the silence that comment brought.  Then, she slowly raised the belt up and slapped it down across Elsa’s crotch.  Elsa jumped, but stayed silent.  Again she whipped the belt lightly across Elsa’s pussy.  Then, a third time.  
It was more embarrassing to the captive than painful.  Elsa couldn’t believe how hot that action made her.  She’d been mortified at the thought of a spanking with a belt, but it felt wonderful to have Erin take charge.  She deserved the punishment for disobeying and her mistress delivered it as promised.  When the punishment stopped at just three strokes, Elsa felt a twinge of disappointment.  
But, her disappointment was short lived.  Erin started removing her own clothes.  She noticed with pleasure how her little lezzie slut’s eyes never left her and she pulled off her shirt and bra.  “Want to suck my tits?” Erin teased her slave.
“Uh huh,” grunted Elsa into the gag.  
“Want to see my cunt?”
“Uh huh,” Elsa’s voice was a whine of desperation.  
Erin slid down her pants, but left her panties on.  “In a little bit,” she said.  “I can see your pretty little pussy,” she said, trailing a finger around Elsa’s velvety lips.  “I’ve got a naughty little slave.  I’ve got a… a slut slave,” she said.  “I’ve got a naughty little lezzie slut who stripped everything off for me.  A naughty lezzie slave who likes to show off her pretty little pussy.”
Erin climbed on top of Elsa and rubbed her small tits against Elsa’s tummy and flat chest.  She rested one leg between Elsa’s and let her thigh press up against Elsa’s pussy.  At the same time, she pressed her cunt up against Elsa’s thigh.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned.  She could tell that Elsa wanted much more than this, but it was so much fun to tease the little slut.  She let their bodies rub together for several minutes.  It was especially fun to run her tongue up from Elsa’s navel to her throat, carefully avoiding the sensitive nipples along the way.  Elsa was whining in lust by the time Erin tired of that game.  
Then, the mistress fished the sodden panties from out of Elsa’s mouth.  “Did you enjoy your panties?” she asked.  
“That was disgusting,” said Elsa.  “I wouldn’t have cried when you punished me.  You didn’t have to put them in my mouth.”
“Oh, there, there, honey,” said Erin, soothingly.  “I think little sluts like to have things in their mouths.”  She paused to let Elsa think about that, but Elsa missed the inference that there were other things Erin would like to stick in her mouth.  “Would you like to have my panties in your mouth?”
“No,” said Elsa, shaking her head.  
“You want to lick my pussy, but you don’t want my panties in your mouth?”
“Ummm.”
“My panties in your mouth, honey.  My panties that are so wet from my pussy juices.  My tasty panties in your mouth.  Say you want them.  Let me hear it.”
“Ummm.”
“Doesn’t sound like a no to me,” said Erin.  “But it doesn’t sound like a yes either.  I want my pretty little lezzie slut to ask for my panties.”  She put her head to Elsa’s chest and sucked on a nipple.  
“Aaaaahhh,” gasped Elsa at the sudden attention to her eager nipple.  Erin had been driving her crazy with the subtle teasing.  She needed the touch of her mistress.  “Yes,” she gasped.  “Yes, put your p-panties in my mouth,” she said.  
Erin stood beside the bed and slid down her panties.  Her crotch was two feet from Elsa’s face, giving the tied girl a perfect view of her bald pussy.  She pressed the panties to Elsa’s face and poked them into her mouth.  “There you go, honey,” said Erin.  “Just what you wanted – a taste of my pussy.”
The taste and aroma of Erin’s cunt juices hit Elsa hard.  She was already on the verge of begging for Erin to touch her.  The talented mistress had teased her to the limit.  She desperately wanted Erin to touch her everywhere and anywhere, to take her higher, and to give her release.  Yet, it wasn’t part of the game to tell Erin what she wanted.  She was Erin’s toy; she would please Erin and be pleased by Erin all at Erin’s whim.  Now with Erin’s taste and smell filling her senses, she moved even higher.  She was ready to break her unspoken rule and beg for Erin’s hands, tongue, anything… but, she couldn’t beg with the panties in her mouth.  What came out was a series of grunts and moans that simply told Erin that Elsa was thoroughly enjoying her role as slave.  And Erin knew it was time to stop teasing.  
First, the mistress removed her panties from Elsa’s mouth.  “If you can’t stay quiet, then I’ll have to put these back,” she warned.  Then, she lay back down on Elsa, putting her tits to her slave’s mouth.  Elsa eagerly sucked on the swollen nipples that were offered to her.  “Oh, yeah, keep that up, honey and I’ll give you a big reward,” said Erin, earning even more vigorous attention to her tits from the promise.  
Erin was succumbing to the teasing herself.  The familiar feeling of power had been building in her with each moment.  Elsa’s demanding mouth on her tits was the final straw that told her it was time.  She slid up Elsa’s slender body and knelt over the slave’s face.  Pressing her pussy down to Elsa, she felt a soft tongue caress her pussy and then press insistently between her lips.  Erin pressed down and slightly forward to make sure that Elsa’s tongue could reach her most sensitive places.  
Elsa smelled and tasted the real thing now as her mistress straddled her face.  It was as good as she’d hoped.  Her mistress was taking her, using her.  The feeling was wonderful.  The lezzie slave licked for all she was worth, running her tongue up and down the sopping slit.  She found Erin’s clit and licked at it furiously, enjoying her own feel of power from the thrashing of Erin’s body.  She might be tied, but she was far from helpless… she had the power to make her mistress cum.  Her eyes ran up the lovely body of her mistress and locked with the stunning blue eyes that stared back at her.  ‘Cum for me, mistress,’ she begged silently and was rewarded as Erin tensed on her.  
Elsa lost sight of those commanding blue eyes as Erin pressed down on her slave’s face.  Humping hard, Erin felt Elsa’s tongue, lips, and teeth continue their attentions to her slippery clit.  She moaned in ecstasy as she came.  “Oh, yes, honey, lick me like that.  Eat my cunt.  Make me cum.”  Sated, she slid off her slave.   
There was no doubt in Erin’s mind what Elsa wanted and needed right now.  But, she needed a few seconds to recover from the wonderful orgasm.  After about half a minute, she stood and gazed down at the tied 12-year-old lying in front of her.  Elsa had given herself totally.  Erin had teased her and then used her tongue.  She could have made Elsa beg to cum, but maybe in a future session.  Instead, she started to slowly satisfy the bound girl.  
Again Erin ran her tongue up and down Elsa’s tummy and in between her hard nipples.  She kissed Elsa’s throat until Elsa was whining in desperation.  Then, Erin kissed Elsa passionately on the lips, feeling her slave respond feverishly.  Slowly, ever so slowly, Erin started back down toward Elsa’s dripping cunt.  She kissed Elsa’s throat and tongued her way back down.  This time, she stopped to attend to Elsa’s demanding nipples.  “Oh, yes, mistress,” breathed Elsa, barely audible because she didn’t want to break the mood.  
Erin kissed her way down Elsa’s heaving chest and tummy.  Teasingly she moved right past Elsa’s pussy and to her soft, sensitive inner thighs.  “Oh, God,” moaned Elsa at the missed moment.  She wanted Erin to… but she didn’t dare ask.  ‘Please,’ she thought to herself, ‘please kiss my pussy.’  She didn’t dare to think that it might not happen.  Her mistress was just being cruelly slow.  
Erin worked her way back up Elsa’s thighs, mildly surprised at her own self-control.  Elsa’s body writhed under, telling her just how hot she was making her slave.  Elsa wanted to cum so bad, but she wouldn’t ask for it.  Erin wanted to make Elsa cum, but she was also enjoying the grunts, the twists and heaves of Elsa’s body, and the tension that she could feel building.  Finally, she found herself at the very top of Elsa’s thighs with no where else to go.  She slipped her tongue between Elsa’s pussy lips and lapped up the juices that were flowing freely.  “Oh, Erin, oh, God, oh, Erin,” moaned Elsa.  
Erin slipped her hands under Elsa’s ass and lifted Elsa’s pussy right to her face.  She’d eaten pussy before, but this was the best ever.  The feeling of power was incredible.  She’d teased Elsa for so long that Elsa’s body was trembling uncontrollably.  It was her that was commanding Elsa.  It was her that had decided upon the moment of Elsa’s orgasm.  It was almost like she was having the orgasm as she felt Elsa jerk and tense under her.  Erin bore down on the clit with every fiber of her being.  Her tongue was an instrument of pleasure and she was making Elsa cum right now.  She looked up the length of Elsa’s heaving body, past the rapidly rising and falling chest, past the taut little nipples, past the panting lips, and up to find Elsa’s eyes.  But, Elsa’s eyes were screwed shut in the intensity of her orgasm.  Erin saw Elsa’s fists clenched and pulling at the ropes that bound her.  
Pulling at those ropes reminded Elsa of her predicament.  She was tied and helpless, at the mercy of her mistress.  Like Erin, she saw the moment as Erin’s moment.  It was the mistress, not the slave who had decided that Elsa was allowed to cum and when.   But, where Erin felt the power of making Elsa cum, Elsa felt the love of her mistress.  She’d been allowed to cum.  And after all that wonderful, sensual teasing, this was the best that Elsa had ever experienced in her limited experience.  It would be a crowning moment that she would seek to achieve over and over again.  And, Erin would be her mistress forever as she tried to attain these heights again.  
Erin stood back and admired the slender heaving body.  Elsa was still stretched and helpless, panting heavily as she came down from her orgasm.  The 12-year-old mistress casually started to dress.  When she was done, she sat on the edge of the bed and watched Elsa pull at her ropes.  Finally Elsa asked, “Are you going to untie me… please?”
“I’d like to leave you like this forever,” replied Erin.  She traced a finger down between Elsa’s small breasts.  Elsa blushed at the attention.  “My pretty little slave,” said Erin.  Then she remembered what Melissa and Jennifer said to each other.  “No, not my slave,” said Erin.  “My wifey.  I’ll be your hubby and you be the wifey.”
“Yesss,” said Elsa.  That sounded wonderful to her.  Erin was so commanding and so powerful.  Her hubby had brought her to a wonderful orgasm.  That was what a husband should do.  It was so romantic.  It was perfect.  “My husband,” she said, her eyes sparkling at the idea.  
“And I’ll show you all the ways a husband makes his wife happy,” said Erin.  “But you have to show me all the ways you can make me happy.”
“Yes, of course,” said Elsa.  She loved the gentle touch of Erin’s hands on her nude body.  It was so sensual.  Her limited experience and her submissive nature made her mind and body putty in Erin’s hands.  She had imagined how a husband would treat her.  He would be strong.  He would protect her.  He would make love to her.  She’d had the stirrings of lesbian love, so now Erin would be all those things for her.  Most of all, Erin would be strong.  
Erin untied the beautiful Elsa, already plotting what their next session would be like and the next and the next.  There would come a time, not too distant, when Elsa would lose herself in Erin’s control.  
Back at the Mitchell house, Cathy was going to bed.  She’d had a long day of serving many mistresses and her son as well.  Tomorrow would be even more strenuous as Beth and Patty returned for her.  Down the hall she could hear Jennifer servicing Melissa and Brad in a kinky threesome.  
She felt a rising lust, but it wasn’t the sounds of the teens that urged her hand to her damp pussy.  As she started to diddle herself off, Cathy was thinking about the 12-year-old that had made her lick pussy.  She’d felt so weak as she knelt before the little girl.  It was as if she was the little girl and Erin was the adult, taking advantage of her.  She remembered the taste of the sweet pussy and her tongue flicked out, as if trying to catch the dew that had filled her young mistress.  
“What’s become of me?” she wondered silently as her hand busied itself with her clit.  It was so embarrassing to be so aroused by something as forbidden as making love to a preteen.  Yet, she found herself hardly able to wait for the next encounter.  
Schoolgirls at Play – 8 
By Kenna
(ggf, bdsm, incest)
Brenda hung her head as her mom stood staring at her, searching for the right words.  “Well, I just wish you’d talked to me before you went and did it,” said the mother.  She didn’t want to chastise her daughter too strongly and make her even more rebellious.  But she was concerned about recent changed in the 16-year-old.  
“It… I… it’s just that, well, I wanted to express myself,” said Brenda, feeling anything like the rebellious teen her mother saw.  
“Show it to me,” said her mom.  When Brenda balked, she said, “I just want to make sure it’s not infected.”
Brenda slowly stuck out her tongue to show her mom the silver stud.  She held it out for several seconds as her mom eyed her new piercing.  Then she pulled her tongue back in.  She couldn’t tell her mom how much it had hurt to have it done.  She couldn’t tell her that it wasn’t her idea.  She couldn’t tell her that Erin had made her get her tongue pierced.  Instead, she had to put up the front that it had been her own idea.  “Lots of girls have done it,” she said.  
“Well, it’s done, isn’t it,” said her mom.  The tone of disapproval was cutting, but it was obvious that her mom wasn’t going to make her remove it.  “Just… damn it, Brenda, let me tell your father before he notices.”
“OK, mom,” said Brenda.  She dreaded the moment her father saw it more than her mother.  “Thanks, mom,” she added.  
Brenda’s mom was worried about her teenage daughter.  There were odd things happening, but they didn’t really add up.  Up until recently she hadn’t been all that worried about the girl.  She was a good student and a cheerleader.  Sure she suspected her daughter was no longer a virgin, but she couldn’t watch her daughters all the time.  The tongue piercing was just the latest thing and perhaps the most alarming.  She was also concerned about Brenda’s mood swings – from agitated to relaxed, from focused to forgetful.  She wrote that off to hormone’s playing havoc with the teen.  She’d also noticed the change in the way Brenda and Erin got along.  It was far from alarming that Brenda had suddenly become much nicer to her sister, but it was odd, nonetheless.  
Unfortunately for Brenda, concern didn’t translate to action.  Her mom was worried, but she left the two girls home alone as she had every day that summer.  No sooner did the garage door shut than Brenda found herself facing her young mistress.  “Shower, breakfast, whatever else you need to do,” said Erin.  “You have 30 minutes.”
The routine wasn’t new to the 16-year-old slave.  She’d tried arguing in the past and it had only caused more pain.  She hurried through her toilet time, shower, and breakfast, finishing in barely the allotted 30 minutes.  Naked she reported back to her little sister.  “On your belly,” Erin commanded her.  Erin’s commands varied from day to day, but this was not a new position to Brenda.  She lay down as instructed, holding still as Erin wrapped her arms from wrist to elbows tightly with a single strand of rope.  With her elbows touching, her shoulders were pulled back and it felt she was perched on her tits.  By now, even if she wanted to rebel, she couldn’t.  
“I just love having a slut sister to play with,” said Erin as she fetched the next length of rope.  “What do you think I’m going to do with you today?”  She taunted her sister with the rhetorical question.  As she wrapped Brenda’s ankles tightly together, she answered her own question.  “Anything I want, right Bren slut?  Let’s see there will probably be some spanking, just the way you like it.  Oh, and yeah, pussy licking.”  Her taunts paused for a moment as she concentrated on getting the rope neatly wrapped.  
The rope wound from ankle to knee on the helpless teen.  “Maybe I’ll bring over some boys,” suggested Erin.  She thought that watching some boys take advantage of Brenda when she was all tied up would be cool.  Though he often threatened it, she hadn’t made good on the threat yet.  “Maybe some girls,” she added.  With a third length of rope, she tied Brenda’s wrists and ankles together, hogtying her so she couldn’t even squirm away.  
“One thing’s for certain, isn’t it, Bren?” said Erin.  “Pretty fucking soon you’ll be begging for me to fuck you, won’t you.”
Brenda glared back at her sister, knowing her defiance was futile.  They’d played out this and similar scenarios so many times now that the older sister knew she would give in eventually.  
“Stick out your tongue,” said Erin.  
That was a new command for Brenda.  The change in routine and the presence of the newly installed stud in her tongue brought out her defiance.  She didn’t know what her little sister was up to, but it wasn’t good.  
Erin laughed.  She hadn’t expected Brenda to give in on the first command.  The stupid slut was tied and helpless.  The tongue, like so many other things, was only a matter of time.  She picked up a leather paddle and slapped it soundly across Brenda’s bare ass.  Three swats to each cheek and she paused.  “Stick out your tongue.”
Brenda squirmed uncomfortably.  Her ass was sore and defeat was imminent, but she wasn’t giving in yet.  She gritted her teeth, keeping her lips sealed.  
Erin grabbed Brenda’s ankles and tipped her onto her side.  The little girl rubbed the leather paddle across Brenda’s tits.  “You know how this goes, don’t you, Bren,” she said.  “You know I love it when you made it hard on yourself.”  She delivered ten quick swats, two each to each tit, belly, and each thigh.  
“Please… don’t,” said Brenda.  “Why do you want my tongue out?”
“You’ll see,” said Erin.  “It’ll make you hot.”
Brenda winced at the promise of arousal.  What aroused her was humiliation.  She didn’t like that path to arousal.  “Don’t make me,” she said, feeling the tingle build in her body even from the pleading.  It was humiliating just to beg her little sister for mercy.  “Aaahhh,” she moaned as she felt the beginning of the slide.  
“Yeah,” Erin could see it happening.  “You want to show me your tongue, don’t you?  You don’t know why I want it, but you know it will be so fucking hot.”  She raised the paddle and slapped it soundly on Brenda’s firm tummy five times.  
“God, mistress,” moaned Brenda.  She looked down at the red stripe across her helpless stomach. “What…?”  Her tongue flicked out.  
“No, no,” said Erin.  “You know that’s not good enough any more.  I told you twice what to do and you didn’t do it.  Now what?”  She slapped the paddle five more times on Brenda’s tender, red tummy.  
“Please, don’t make me,” whined Brenda.  “Oh, damn.   Please…” her voice trailed off.  She looked up at her young mistress.  “Please, mistress, may I stick out my tongue for you?”
“Of course, Bren.  Stick it out and see what happens.”
Brenda pushed her tongue out and felt Erin grab the stud between thumb and forefinger.  It was enough to put her tongue under the little girl’s control.  She held her tongue out as Erin tied one end of a length of twine around the stud.  She watched with horror as Erin tied the other end of the twine to the leg of her dresser, two feet in front of her.  
Erin got behind her sister, grabbed Brenda by the knees, and slowly slid her back away from the dresser until the twine was taut.  A couple more inches back and Brenda was again forced to stick her tongue out to relieve the pull on her tongue.  A couple more inches and Brenda’s tongue was fully and painfully extended.  
“You wet yet, Bren?” asked Erin.
“Uh uh, uh uh, uh uh,” replied Brenda.  She couldn’t even shake her head no.  Erin knew just what she would have said if she could have spoke.  “No, I’m not wet.  No, I’m not going to get wet.  And please, no, I don’t want you to make me wet.”
With one more length of rope, Erin began tying Brenda’s knees to the bed frame behind her, making sure Brenda couldn’t scoot forward and ease the tension on her tongue.  “Sing a song for me, Bren,” said Erin.  “Sing Pop Goes the Weasel.”
Brenda felt her juices start to flow as she started singing the children’s song.  She couldn’t form the words right with her tongue stretched as it was, so she sounded like a fool.  Naked, tied, and singing a silly song.  What was worse was that every time she got to the part of the song where ‘Pop Goes the Weasel,’ she got a firm slap on her ass on the word ‘Pop.’
Tired of the game, Erin walked to the door.  “I’ll be back in a while,” she told her sister.  She left and shut the door, leaving the helpless 16-year-old to wonder how long a while might be.  
Erin went to the phone and called Elsa.  The preteen slave was waiting for the call.  “Now?” she asked.  
“Now,” said Erin and hung up.  She glanced at her watch.  If Elsa ran all the way it would take 5 minutes.  If she walked, it would take 10 minutes.  The time it took the little slut to get to her house would tell Erin just how excited the preteen would be.  
It was times like this that Erin wished she had a little bit more technology at her disposal.  Being ignored as Brenda was right now annoyed and humiliated her.   Brenda would get more and more excited as time went by.  Erin wanted to watch, but then she wouldn’t be ignoring her sister.  She wished she had a video camera linked to her TV so she could watch without Brenda knowing she was being watched.  So, for now, all she could do was imagine Brenda’s mental torture and anticipate the fun of catching her sister all wet all over again.  
It was seven minutes later that Elsa knocked on the front door.  Erin opened it, but blocked Elsa from coming in.  “So, who’s my favorite slut?” she asked her friend.
“Ummm, me?” responded Elsa, her voice faltering at the immediate confrontation.
Erin caught the uncertainty.  “Not you?  Who else?”
“Ummm, your sister?”
“Maybe…  why?”
“She’s got big tits,” responded Elsa.  That was the one thing she wished she had as well.  
“And what have I said about your tits?”
“You like them.”
“Because…”
“Because you like little tits.”
“And what else.”
“You like my bald pussy,” said Elsa.  “And my tight little ass.”  
“So, Brenda has big tits, a hairy pussy, and a big ass.  Who’s my favorite slut?”
“Me,” said Elsa with more confidence.  
“Prove it,” said Erin.
“Prove it?  How?”
“Take off your shoes and socks.”
Elsa slipped off her footwear and waited.  She glanced nervously around, noting that the alcove of the front door hid her from view on three sides, but not from the street.  
“Take off your shirt,” said Erin.  
Elsa didn’t even question the command.  She knew that Erin knew that she was in full view of the street.  She knew that Erin meant for her to be topless right on the front porch.  She caught her breath as a tingle filled her.  Skinning her shirt off over her head, she caught Erin’s eyes as they roamed over her little tits.  
“More,” said Erin.  
“Yes, mistress,” breathed the 12-year-old Elsa.  “All of it.”  Still standing in the doorway, she slid her shorts and then her panties off.  It thrilled her to be commanded and even more to be commanded to be so naughty.  
Erin took the clothes from Elsa and shut the door.  With Elsa still on the outside, she counted to three and opened it again.  “Mistress?” said Elsa.  “I can be so much better if you let me in.”  She flicked her tongue out as if tasting the treasure between her mistress’ thighs already.  
The young mistress stepped aside, letting Elsa come into the relative safety of the house.  Immediately she grabbed the cute little blond by the hair.  Pulling hard, she tilted Elsa’s head back until she was staring at the ceiling.  “So who’s my favorite slut?’
“Me,” said Elsa.
“Because?’
“Because I have little tits, ummm, a bald pussy, and a tight ass.”
“And because I’m going to tie you up and you’ll do everything I want.”
“Oooo, yeah,” agreed the little slut.  
“Follow me,” said Erin and she marched back to her room where Brenda was moaning in pain and frustration.  There was a growing pool of her own juices on the floor between her legs.  
As Elsa gaped at the predicament of the 16-year-old, Erin said, “You better be pretty good if you want to be my favorite.  Look what my big sister slut lets me do to her.  She’s pretty hot for someone with big tits, a hairy pussy, and big ass.”
“Are… are… are you going to tie me up like that?” asked Elsa.  It was much more than she had bargained for.  
“When I do, I don’t want to hear any complaints,” said Erin.  
Elsa looked desperately at her new mistress.  She’d caught the when – not if – she was tied like that.  It was only a matter of time, but was it today?  
“Do you want to be tied like that?” asked Erin.  Her voice was low and inviting, daring.  
“No,” said Elsa meekly.  
“Then…” Erin paused to let Elsa think about her alternatives “… what?”
“Then, I’ll do anything you want,” said Elsa.  
“Put your middle finger as far up your pussy as you can.”  Elsa did as she was told without hesitation.  “Now, pull it out and wipe your juices off on her tongue.”
Elsa smiled as she wiped her finger on Brenda’s helpless tongue.  The older girl moaned in humiliation, but she couldn’t stop Elsa.  
Elsa grinned at Erin.  It was kind of fun to tease the older girl. She put her finger in her own pussy again and then paused.  “Can I do it again?” she asked, almost forgetting her place.  
“Once more,” said Erin.  She hadn’t missed Elsa’s near faux pas or her submissive recovery.  She watched with amusement as Erin wiped her finger on Brenda’s tongue a second time.  
“Want more than that?” asked Erin.  
“More what?” asked Elsa.
“Want her tongue on your pussy?”
“Please,” said Elsa.  
“Nipples?”
“Yeah.”
“Want her pussy in your face.”
Elsa lowered her eyes, “Yes, mistress.”
“More than mine?”
“No, mistress,” said Elsa. 
“Get on the bed,” said Erin.  She tossed two ropes to Elsa.  “Tie your ankles to the bottom corners of the bed.”
Elsa tingled all over as she picked up the ropes.  Her mistress wanted her to tie herself to the bed.  It was exciting to be controlled, but somehow it was even more exciting to surrender her freedom herself.  She tied one end of each rope to the legs of the bed and then lay down on the bed and started tying an end to each ankle.  
While Elsa obeyed her command, Erin started untying Brenda.  It had been nearly half an hour that Brenda had her tongue extended.  As Erin released it, she sighed in relief.  The floor was already slick with her juices under her pussy.  She was excited by the abuse, but not yet ready to give in to her little sister.  Erin untied Brenda’s knees from the bed frame.  She glanced at Elsa.  The little slut was tying her second ankle to the bed.  
Erin wasn’t foolish enough to relinquish control of Brenda yet.  She untied her sister’s wrists from her ankles, letting the 16-year-old relax from the hogtied position for the first time in half an hour.  But, she stopped there. 
The young dom turned her attention on Elsa. Leaning over her little friend, Erin asked, “What now, Elsa?”
“Anything you want, mistress,” said Elsa.  “Tie my arms and… and… and make me do anything you want.”
“Yeah, your arms,” agreed Erin.  She pulled Elsa’s arms to the corners of the bed and tied her securely.  The 12-year-old was tied spread eagle on her back, helplessly waiting for Erin’s next desire.  
Erin had already planned this out, thinking ahead about how to manage the two slaves at the same time.  Each step had to be done in the right order to get the desired result.  Now she untied Brenda’s legs, leaving only her sister’s arms tied.  Grabbing Brenda by the hair, she helped her stand and then walked her to the foot of the bed.  The 16-year-old stood facing the naked and tied 12-year-old.  Both the captives stared at each other, wondering what Erin had planned for them next. 
For Brenda, it wasn’t so much wondering what was next as it was wondering when it would happen.  She was tied, but she wasn’t ready to surrender.  It took more than simple bondage for her to give in.  It took… “Eeeeeaaaaahhhhh,” she screamed as the wooden paddle struck her ass firmly.  It shouldn’t have been a surprise.  She knew it had to happen.  But she’d been distracted by the pretty little girl in front of her.  She hadn’t been watching her evil sister.  Yet, she couldn’t take her eyes off Elsa as the slender blonde writhed in front of her.  
“Eeeaaahhh,” screamed Brenda again as the paddle made firm contact.  She looked intently at Elsa’s glistening pussy.  She was going to lick it and soon.  Her eyes ran up the petite body, taking in the hard little nipples.  She was going to suck on them, too.  “Eeeeeeeeee,” she squealed a third time as Erin spanked her to arousal.  Her eyes went up to Erin’s lovely face.  Fuck, she thought to herself.  I’m going to kiss her.  I’m going to want to.  I’m going to… “Eeeeeaaaaaaaaaaa.”
Brenda turned and made eye contact with her little sister for the first time.  Part of her wanted to say thank you.  Part of her wanted to say she was ready.  But, instead she said, “Stop it, you little bitch.  I’m not going to do it this time.”  Give me more.  Harder.  Make me do it. “Eeeeaaaahhh,” she announced as Erin answered her challenge.  Nothing challenged her little sister like a little defiance and calling her a little bitch.  
After three more swats, Brenda said, “Anything Erin, fuck, I’m so fucking hot.  Let me lick the little slut.  Every inch of her.  Let me have her.”
Elsa was as hot as Brenda was.  Tied to the bed and forced to watch the older girl getting whipped was thrilling.  She enjoyed the sight of the big girl’s tits bouncing with each swat of the paddle.  She thought a hairy pussy was exotic.  And, she didn’t think Brenda had a big ass.  Now, at the culmination of her spanking, Brenda sounded like she wanted Elsa as much as Elsa wanted her.  She tingled at the thought of having Brenda’s tongue over every inch of her.  
The little girl arched up off the bed in anticipation as Erin took Brenda by the hair and knelt her down at the foot of the bed.  “Suck her toes,” said Erin. “Only her toes.”  
“Haaahhh,” gasped Elsa as Brenda’s tongue touched her for the first time.  She watched intently as her toes were attended to one by one.  
Brenda was too far gone to resist anymore.  Erin untied the last knot, freeing her hands.  “You still can only use your tongue on her body,” she told her slave sister.  But, Brenda needed her hands free to support herself.  Erin didn’t want Elsa squished.  
 “Her feet,” said Erin and Brenda licked at the Elsa’s feet and ankles.  “Her calves,” Erin allowed Brenda even higher.  It turned her on just to watch Brenda eagerly move higher and Elsa gasp with excitement as Brenda moved closer to her goal.  She grabbed Brenda by the hair and whispered fiercely in her ear, “Her thighs, but if you touch her cunt, you’ll never get to cum.”
Then Elsa had to suffer through the erotic feel and sight of Brenda licking up her tender thighs.  The teen’s face was inches from her pussy.  She thought she’d die just from the sight of Brenda almost licking her most private and sensitive part.  But, Brenda licked languorously up each sweet thigh and stopped an inch from her pussy.  
“Her tummy,” said Erin.  Brenda knew what it was like to be teased and she knew that she was Erin’s instrument for teasing Elsa.  She breathed softly on the hairless cunt as she passed it by and licked in a circle around Elsa’s navel.  
“Oh, God,” breathed Elsa softly as Brenda moved past the tingling center of her being and settled on her stomach. She looked at Erin, desperately willing her mistress to let her cum, but she knew from Erin’s slight smile that she would have to wait.  
On command, Brenda sucked, licked, and bit Elsa’s hard little nipples until the 12-year-old was moaning in pleasure. When Brenda kissed her, Elsa responded enthusiastically, pushing her tongue into Brenda’s mouth even as Brenda invaded hers.  
With every inch of her body licked except her pussy, Elsa was on fire.  When Brenda finally got the command to lick Elsa’s pussy, the young girl could hardly stand it.  Brenda’s tongue started with firm, broad strokes that made her want more.  The older girl stuck her stiff tongue up Elsa’s cunt, fucking her like a little cock.  Then, Brenda turned her attention to the squealing little girl’s clit and made Elsa cum over and over. 
“Now you can ride her face,” said Erin.  She watched as Brenda knelt over Elsa’s face and the little pink tongue darted out to lick between the swollen pussy lips.  Elsa was no stranger to pussy licking, but neither was she an expert.  She wanted to lick the older girl, but she also didn’t have much choice as Brenda ground her hairy pussy into Elsa’s face.  
Erin loved to watch.  Behind Brenda, Elsa’s bound body strained at the ropes, writhing with a will of its own.  In front of Brenda was the real show.  Brenda’s hands cupped her own tits, playing with her rock hard nipples.  Her body rocked back and forth, rubbing against the little face between her legs.  Elsa fought to keep licking the juicy slit and especially the hard little button nestled deep inside.  It was a treat for her eyes to watch Brenda’s lust and know it was her that was driving the older girl crazy.  
As Brenda’s impending orgasm absorbed the two girls, Erin slipped her clothes off.  She went to the foot of the bed and untied Elsa’s ankles.  The little slave wasn’t going anywhere now with Brenda pinning her to the bed. 
When Brenda came noisily, Erin ordered her off the bed.  She untied Elsa’s wrists and then lay down in her place.  “Both of you, eat me,” she ordered them.  “Make me cum with your tongues.  I want to see both tongues in my pussy.”  
Elsa and Brenda pushed between her legs, cheek to cheek.  They stuck their tongues out and lapped at their mistress’ pussy.  Their tongues wrestled, fighting over the prize.  Then, they settled into rhythm, taking turns.  It was erotic and exciting to watch her two slaves attend to her so well and so eagerly.  When she felt she was ready, Erin told Elsa to come up and suck her tits.  Brenda finished off her little sister, licking and chewing on the swollen clit.  
When Erin came, Elsa cuddled with her ‘hubby’, kissing and caressing.  Brenda lay with her head resting on Erin’s pussy, the smell of cum thick in her nostrils.  It was times like this that Brenda had the most clear vision of what she’d become.  She swore she’d never admit to her sister just how much she craved a spanking, some humiliation, and then the fantastic orgasms that only Erin could mete out.  She didn’t want to admit to Erin that she looked forward to these times.  Mainly she was afraid that if Erin thought she was enjoying it, then the orgasms would stop.  She had an ache in her stomach just at the thought of Erin dealing out the ultimate cruelty… ignoring her.  
In just a few minutes she would be once again cursing what she’d become.  A slave to her sister.  Her sister had so much dirt on her that she’d hold still to be tied and humiliated yet again, lick Erin’s little asshole, have her tongue pierced, and make out with a 12-year-old tied to the bed.  No command was too outrageous.  
She was pretty sure that it was those long periods of distaste and disgust at her situation that made the brief highs of submission so much better.  She was pretty sure that as long as she let it be known how much she disliked it, then Erin would keep doing it.  She was pretty sure that her defiance only fueled Erin’s need and power.  
For a few final seconds she lay and watched the two little girls cuddling.  Then she rose and looked down at her little sister.  “You little bitch, you made me do it again.”  That ought to make sure there would be another time in the near future.   
After Brenda left, Elsa asked, “Doesn’t she like it?”
“Oh, she likes it,” said Erin.  “She just doesn’t like that she likes it.”
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Monday morning found Melissa and Brad dressed for work and having breakfast.  They were joined at the table by Cathy and Jennifer, who also ate breakfast, but remained nude.  Though it was early, there was a knock at the door.  Instinctively, Brad rose and headed for the door.  Melissa also got up.  “Check to see who it is first,” she told her brother.  
He peered through the eyepiece in the door and said, “It’s Patty and Beth.”  He’d met them before as friends and neighbors, only recently learning that they were his mom’s mistresses as well.  He reached for the doorknob.  
“Don’t open it,” said Melissa.  “Let mom do it.”  She led her brother back to the kitchen.  “Mom, the door is for you.”
Cathy knew at once who was at the door.  She knew they were coming, but hadn’t expected them this early.  Trembling, she went to the door and opened it.  
“My, my,” said Patty as her eyes ran over the nude slave.  “That’s the way I like to see you answer the door.”  She looked past Cathy and saw Brad watching with amusement.  “Strutting around the house naked like that in front of your own son.  Bet you didn’t expect to be doing that this summer.”  The two women laughed as Cathy blushed.  
“No, mistress,” said Cathy.  But then, she was doing a lot of things that she hadn’t expected to be doing lately.  
“We came at just the right time,” said Beth, addressing her fellow mistress, Patty.  “Brad hasn’t left yet.”
The two pushed Cathy back and stepped into the house.  Patty grabbed Cathy by the hair and led her into the living room, making sure that Brad was watching as she did.  She led their slave to the coffee table where her ordeal had begun many months ago.  “Assume the position, bitch,” said Patty as she pushed Cathy down onto the table.  
Knowing just what was expected, Cathy straddled the table with her ass sticking out over one end and her head over the other end.  She held still while she was tied into position.  Brad watched in amazement as the two mistresses stripped down and donned 12-inch dildos.  Seeing his neighbors nude was a treat he hadn’t expected this morning.  
“You’re gonna be late for work, bro,” said Melissa.
“Oh shit,” said Brad as he looked at his watch.  As he headed out the door, he saw Patty slide her cock down his mom’s throat and Beth slide hers up her cunt.  His mom was being taken from both ends!  He wanted to stay, but he knew he had to go.  She’d be waiting for him when he got home.  
Peals of laughter filled the room as Brad shut the door behind him.  “God, I’ll bet that got him hot,” said Beth.  
“He’s gonna have that on his mind all day,” said Patty.  “His mom getting fucked right in front of him.  Jesus, he is gonna come home horny and ready to fuck his mommy.”
Beth slid her strap on back up Cathy’s cunt, hearing the wonderful sound of a contented grunt from the slave.  But, Patty didn’t resume her assault on Cathy’s mouth right away.  “So, is he good, slut?”
Cathy looked up at Patty in disbelief.  She wanted to hear about Brad’s sexual prowess?  Blushing, she said, “Yes, he’s good.”
“Good as Beth?”
“Yes,” said Cathy.  Like the other slaves, she could tell the difference between 12 inches of plastic and 8 inches of live cock.  One was more filling, but the other had a special feeling.  There was a certain satisfaction that she got from making the cock spurt in her mouth, her cunt, or her ass.  It was something that her many mistresses couldn’t do.  
“Where has he put it?  Your mouth?  Your cunt?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cathy.  “Both.  And my ass.  He’s fucked every hole.”
“And he’s spanked her a few times, too,” said Melissa, joining the two older women.  
“What about you, ‘Lissa?” asked Patty as she calmly slid her strap on back down Cathy’s throat.  
“Yeah, I’ve been using her, too,” replied Melissa.  “Spanked her.  Ooo, yeah, tried out something new yesterday.  I’ll have to show you.”
“I wasn’t talking about you and this slut,” said Patty.  “I was talking about you and Brad.  You tried him out yet?”
“No,” said Melissa sharply.  “He’s my brother for Christ sake.”
“So you could just sit and watch him fuck every other cunt in the house and not wonder how that would feel?”
“Well, I wondered,” admitted Melissa.  “But, that’s as far as it’s going to go.”
“OK, that’s fine,” said Patty.  She wondered just how long the 18-year-old could hold out.  She wondered if her younger brother wanted to take their relationship any further.  “Just so you know, I’ll be trying him out some times.  Nothing like a horny teenager to make a woman happy, huh, Cathy?”
The slave grunted her agreement.
“What about you, Beth?” asked Patty.
“Sure,” said the other mistress.  “I’ll give him a spin or two… or ten,” she laughed.  “But tonight I want to watch him fuck his mom.”  
Melissa laughed.  “He’ll enjoy that and so does mom actually.  I gotta go to work, too.  You all have a good time with her, but please don’t let Brad start with mom until I get home.  I’ll only be half an hour after Brad.”  
After Cathy came, she started making the rounds of her mistresses.  She licked every pussy in the house, including Jennifer’s and Jennifer licked them all including Cathy’s.  Patty and Beth left before lunch and said they’d be back in time to watch Brad.  
After lunch, Cathy started playing the dom for her slave, Jennifer.  She liked doing that with Jen as much as she liked serving all the others as their slave.   
Over at her house, Erin was about to start a session with Elsa and stopped.  “Bren, bring me the phone,” she called out.  
“Yes, mistress,” said Brenda and brought her the phone.  Erin had Elsa naked and was just about to tie her to the bed again.  Brenda was naked, just getting a break since Erin wanted some special time with Elsa.  Brenda knelt and held the phone out to Erin.  
Erin called Melissa’s house, knowing that Melissa wasn’t there.  When Cathy answered, she said, “Who’s there right now?”
“Me and Jennifer,” said Cathy, wondering what Erin was up to.
“Me and Jennifer, what?
“Me and Jennifer, mistress.”
“Just the two of you?  Good, I’m coming over.”
“And do what, mistress?” asked Cathy, though she had a pretty good idea of what.
“I’m bringing a friend over.  You’ll see why when I get there.”
 “Who you gonna bring, mistress?”  She wouldn’t put it past Erin to bring a boy her own age or maybe a little older.  Erin was exceptional at humiliating her slaves.  
“You’ll see,” said Erin.  “A friend who likes to be tied up.”
“Erin, no,” said Elsa, mortified that Erin would even tell anyone what they were doing.  
“Oh, a new slave, mistress?” said Cathy, already intrigued at the idea of seeing a girl Erin’s age (she assumed) treated like a slave.    
“Not like that,” said Erin.  “I’ll bring her and then explain.”
“OK, we need to get dressed, mistress?”
Erin thought for a second and then said, “No, bye.”  
As soon as she hung up she started untying Elsa.  “Bren bitch, you can do what you want the rest of the afternoon.  I’m taking Elsa out.”  Brenda left without a word, happy to be free for an afternoon.  She’d already been put through her paces in the morning.  
“Where are you taking me, mistress?” asked Elsa.  
“To a friend’s house,” she said.  “Somebody who does a lot of this with other girls.  She’s got more stuff there.  It’ll be fun.”
“But… ummm,,,”
“I know, honey, you don’t want others to know what’s going on with us.  But, you’ve promised to do anything for me more than once.  So, you’re doing this.  Besides, don’t you trust me?”
“Ummm, yes, mistress, I trust you.”
She finished untying Elsa and said, “Good, get dressed.  They’ll know that you like to be tied up, but I won’t let them watch.  Just that there’s cool toys there and we can borrow them.”
Elsa looked uncertain, but didn’t argue anymore.  She did trust Erin.  She had promised to do anything she wanted.  She was also curious about a place that had toys that could be used on her the way Erin meant.  She got dressed and followed Erin over to Cathy’s house.  
As usual, Erin didn’t bother to knock on the slave’s door; she just barged into the house.  Jennifer was on her knees. Cathy was sitting on the couch with Jen between her legs and moaning with pleasure as the talented tongue lapped up her juices.  Jennifer was a perfect and eager slave.  
Elsa blushed as soon as she saw what was going on.  Standing behind Erin and peeking over her shoulder, Elsa gripped Erin’s arm tightly.  “Wow,” she said softly.  It was hard to be embarrassed over her own secrets as she saw what the two adults were doing.  She followed Erin farther into the living room for a closer look, still half hiding behind her mistress shyly. 
“Kiss my feet,” said Erin boldly as soon as she stopped in the room.  While Elsa gawked, Cathy and Jennifer knelt down and kissed their 12-year-old mistress’ feet.  Then she said, “You may continue what you were doing in a moment.”  She pulled Elsa out from behind her.  “This is Elsa.  I brought her over so I could borrow some of your stuff to use on her.  We’ll be up in the master bedroom.  Don’t disturb us.”
Elsa was surprised at the speed of the introduction and then Erin whisked her away.  There was hardly time to get embarrassed and it was difficult to be embarrassed for herself after watching two naked grown women bow to Erin and kiss her feet.  She felt weak in the knees over the power and confidence she’d just seen from her mistress.  Not realizing before just how experienced Erin was, she was glad, and a little scared now, that she’d admitted her desire to her friend.  
Stopping to get a few things from where they were stored or strewn about, Erin led her slave up to the master bedroom and opened the door.  Elsa looked in the room, awed yet again, this time by how Erin had just announced she was taking the best bedroom in the house and the two women hadn’t even questioned her.  
“Clothes off,” said Erin as soon as she shut the door.  
Elsa had no inclination to deny her mistress anything already and all of what just happened had only accentuated her desire to be dominated.  She stripped quickly.  “Put your panties in your mouth,” said Erin.  Elsa was already bending to pick them up before Erin finished the command.  She poked them into her mouth.  Erin took off her own clothes and tossed her panties to Elsa.  The little slave didn’t even need to be told; she just pushed them into her mouth, too.  
Then Erin used the first of the many toys she’d gathered and put black leather cuffs on Elsa’s wrists and ankles.  She followed that by putting a black dog collar around Elsa’s neck.  The black on her fair skin was perfect.  “On the bed,” said Erin.  She then clipped Elsa’s cuffs to the corners of the bed.  “Already hooks there,” said Erin, “I’ve seen both of them on this bed just like you are right now, but you’re the prettiest slave I’ve seen here.”
Elsa blushed at the compliment, feeling very special and not ill at ease in the strange environment at all.  She watched with delight as Erin got on the bed and started running her hands over her slender body.  It was so exciting to be unable to move and then have Erin touch her so gently and intimately.  She was owned, but her mistress knew just how to own her.  
Watching Elsa closely, Erin saw how her nipples responded to the touches.  Elsa shivered at the light touches, seeming that every inch of her skin was an erogenous zone.  Then Erin pulled the soggy panties from Elsa’s mouth.  She replaced the panties with a ball gag, seating it firmly between Elsa’s teeth and fastening it behind her head.  Then she added a blindfold.  
With the slave well restrained, gagged, and blindfolded, Erin picked up the riding crop she’d brought up.  It was more for the surprise and shock value than anything else.  She could use it to sting or, if used repeatedly in the same spot, to hurt.  Today was just to let Elsa get used to being spanked.  She popped the triangular leather end of the crop on Elsa’s thighs and felt a rush as Elsa jumped and yelped into the gag.  Her helpless slave immediately began to wriggle as if that would save her from her mistress.  Erin popped her on her other thigh and waited.  Then she hit Elsa’s tummy.  Elsa was complaining into the gag, but Erin leaned close and said, “Anything I want, honey.  Squirm for me.  You’re making me so hot.”  It was like a dance between the two.  Erin knew she wasn’t really hurting her slave.  Elsa couldn’t help but squirm in fright and anticipation.  
Erin worked her way all over Elsa’s body, never hitting the same place twice.  She varied the time between the swats.  She chose random locations to hit Elsa.  All the while she was getting wet just from Elsa’s squirming.  What’s more, she saw Elsa’s pussy started to glisten with excitement, too.  After about 30 or 40 strokes, she stopped and set the crop down quietly.  
Incredibly excited, Erin had plans that didn’t involve satisfying herself right away.  She pulled the blindfold off Elsa, watching her slave pant with arousal from the simple whipping.  Then she let Elsa watch as she strapped on the smallest dildo in the house.  Kneeling between Elsa’s legs, she said, “Now I’m going to pop your cherry.”
“Uh uh,” said Elsa, shaking her head, “uh uh.”
“Yes, honey, I am.”  Erin dipped her fingers into her own pussy and wiped juices on the plastic cock, 6 inches in length.  She did that several times until it was coated and slick.  With the fake cock and Elsa’s pussy both wet and ready, she put the head of the dildo to Elsa’s pussy.  “Going to pop your cherry,” she said again.  
Again, Elsa protested, “Uh uh.”
“Who would you like to lose it to?” asked Erin, her voice soothing.  “Not your mistress?  I’m going to do it.  You want to nod and say yes?”
Elsa didn’t respond that time.  She stared back at Erin, her eyes wide.  Who else indeed, she wondered.  The truth was, she was just scared.  She wanted it, but didn’t think she was ready.  She felt the head of the cock press between her virgin pussy lips.  It was coming.  Her mistress had never lied to her.  Her mistress had never promised or threatened anything without making good on that promise.  “Uh huh,” she nodded slowly. 
“That’s nice,” said Erin as she pushed her weight forward.  A couple of inches in and she felt the final barrier.  “Damn, honey,” she said, her voice husky.  “I want it so bad.  Give it to me.”
“Uh huh,” said Elsa, nodding her head, offering herself shyly.  She shuddered with desire at how Erin took what she wanted, but still took the time to cajole her into agreement.  Then she saw Erin pull back and push forward, deep past her hymen.  “Aahhhhh,” she moaned into her gag.  It was done.  The pain was sharp, but already fading.  Erin moved the cock in and out with gentle strokes.  “Uh huh,” said Elsa again as a warm wave swept through her.  She’d been taken and she loved it.  
Erin continued to take it nice and easy, loosening Elsa up so the dildo didn’t hurt anymore. When she said, “Now I’m going to fuck you and make you cum,” Elsa’s response was neither yes nor no, just wide eyes of trust.  Tentatively Erin picked up speed, truly wanting her slave to enjoy this.  It wasn’t long before she was fucking Elsa like she’d seen Melissa do her mom, hard and fast.  It was so cool to watch Elsa react the way Melissa’s mom did, starting to pant and wiggle and moan just like she did when Erin licked her.  
She knew Elsa well enough to know when she was about to cum.  “Do it for me, honey,” she said.  “Cum.  I wanna see it.  I wanna do it.”  She pounded into Elsa for a few more seconds and then was rewarded with the sight of Elsa’s body rising up off the bed, thrusting up at her as if offering herself though she had nothing left that Erin hadn’t already taken.  For several seconds, Elsa strained upwards, her breath coming in ragged gasps.  When she finally collapsed back onto the bed, Erin pulled the strap on dildo off and lay down with her, calming her with soft caresses and soothing words.  
Afterwards, as Erin untied her slave, she said, “That was so beautiful, honey.  We’ll do that many more times, but I’ll always remember your first time.”
Elsa tried to insist on pleasing Erin with her tongue, but Erin replied, “Today was your day.  Let’s just remember it that way.”  It just seemed to her that her own orgasm would tarnish the moment. 
The two got dressed and went back to the family room only to find that Patty and Beth had returned and were enjoying Cathy and Jennifer.  Beth saw the two 12-year-olds first and screamed.  She pulled her 12 inch strap on from Cathy’s sopping cunt and put her hands over her tits.  Patty turned to see what the commotion was all about and pulled the naked Jennifer down onto her, as if that made the position any less compromising.  
For a heartbeat, Erin watched with amusement, tempted to gasp and act surprised, but while the two mistresses didn’t know about her, she knew about them and expected to get along with them.  “Oops, sorry, didn’t know anyone else was here.”  Pointing at Cathy, she said, “She’s already licked my pussy, haven’t you, slave?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Cathy.  
“We’ll just be going now, but don’t worry, we’re not shocked and we’re not gonna tell.”  She took Elsa by the hand and pulled her out of the room, pausing just long enough in the doorway to say, “I think Melissa planned to talk to you before we met, sorry.”  Then she and Elsa left by the front door.  She giggled once they were out of the house.  “Think you were embarrassed?  I think they have you beat.”
“What the hell was that?” demanded Patty after the two girls had left and she found her voice again.  
“Isn’t she cute, mistress?” said Cathy.  “And so demanding.  She’s Brenda’s little sister.  You should see her in action.”
“You licked her pussy?” asked Beth.
“She made me,” said Cathy, knowing just how silly that probably sounded to them.  It wasn’t at all silly to her.  
“She’s a mistress,” said Patty, stating the obvious.  “And that, I assume, was her little slave girl.  Just when were you planning on telling us about them?”
“Her,” corrected Cathy.  “I didn’t know anything about the slave girl until today.  Besides, mistress, you know it wasn’t my decision.  You have to ask Melissa and Brad when they were planning on telling you, mistress.”
“And what does Brenda think about all this?” prodded Patty.  
Cathy smiled.  “You should see her with Brenda, mistress. Brenda is not a happy slave.”
“Holy shit,” said Beth.  “Little sister owns big sister?”
“Body and soul,” said Cathy.  “But, mistress, you have to see it to understand.  It’s better than you could ever imagine.”
The two mistresses returned to abusing and enjoying their two slaves, but there was a hint of something missing as they did.  Mistresses and slaves had their minds on two little girls.  On their way home, Erin said to Elsa, “I wonder if I could get those two to kiss my feet, too?”
“Ummm, what about Melissa and Brad?” asked Elsa.  
“Kissing my feet, too?”  Erin visibly shuddered.  “Kewl.”  The grown-ups had never considered the mind of a 12 year old.  She could do anything she wanted.  She had limitless potential.  She ruled her own little world.  And this particular 12 year old had a twisted mind.  
Erin and Elsa parted ways at Erin’s house.  The young mistress had no more to ask of her slave for today.  She was already plotting new conquests.  She went to her computer and looked up the laws on statutory rape, lewd acts with a minor, and corrupting a minor.  Then she went back to Cathy’s house, timing her arrival to match Melissa’s return from work.  She was early, but Brad was naked already, his cock hard and ready for his mother.  
When the mistresses and master protested, she simply said she was one of them. “Take it or… take it,” she said.  “It’s a done deal.  I’m gonna watch.”  She endeared herself to Patty and Beth as she said, “She hates it when I watch.”  She looked at Cathy.  “When you changed his diaper, did you wonder how his cock would feel in your pussy?”  All of them, except for Erin for now, were naked.  She noted the position of moles, the size of tits and a cock, and the size of nipples… all the better to describe them and prove what they’d “made” her do. 
A few minutes later, Melissa came home from work.  She could hardly wait to watch Brad and their mom.  She’d managed to keep her mind (mostly) off the upcoming events, but on the drive home her pussy had gotten wet.  
For Erin, the actual pairing of mother and son was uneventful.  She’d seen it once.  What made it special was the addition of Patty and Beth as a rowdy audience, Melissa’s excitement though she’d seen it before, and the careful mental notes that the 12 year old took.  With the action well underway, Erin stripped just so Patty and Beth would notice.  It was exciting to know that she’d been accepted as one of them with just her insistence that she was.  They stared at her nervously in all her preteen naked glory, but they didn’t question her status.  Before she left, Cathy and Jen kissed both her feet and her ass.  
Schoolgirls at Play – 10
By Kenna
(fggbb, bdsm, inc, oral)
Erin took Elsa over to Melissa’s house a couple of more times to use the master bedroom and some of the toys.  No matter who was there, no questions were asked and no objections raised.  They even stopped raising their eyebrows and watching her lead Elsa through the front door and up to the master bedroom.  Elsa stopped complaining about letting the others know what was going on between them.  To Erin it was just another notch in her power trip.  She’d established herself and her authority to use whatever she wanted just by assuming the authority.  
At the end of the week, Erin decided it was time to up the ante on her little slave girl.  Adorable, malleable Elsa did everything without question.  Her limits were expanding.  Now it was time to put her to the test.  Elsa was a little surprised that they stayed at Erin’s house for the afternoon, but wasn’t aware things were going to be very different.  She was even less surprised when she learned that Brenda was on Erin’s agenda as well.  With Brenda joining them, it made sense to be at their house.  
Brenda chafed at her predicament daily, but still she waited in Erin’s room nervously at the beck and call of her little sister.  All week she’d been abused, aroused, and fucked in various ways every morning.  Erin’s interest in Elsa meant Brenda usually had afternoons free.  She hated it when she’d performed in the morning and was now on call for the afternoon.  She hated it when Elsa joined them.  It was bad enough to lose control for Erin, but worse when Elsa watched.  What she really hated was losing control time after time, longing for what Erin did to her.  
Erin circled Brenda, already feeling the arousal from her power over her big sister.  Brenda was meekly waiting for her fate even though she knew how it would go.  It was interesting how Brenda would present herself for abuse on command and argue only when the abuse started.  She came ready, wearing just what she’d been told to wear, a skimpy bikini that she’d bought to tease the boys with.  Only now Brenda wasn’t getting to tease the boys this summer.  She was too busy being Erin’s obedient slut.  “You gonna beg to cum, Bren?” asked Erin.
Brenda glared back at Erin.  “Probably,” she said, though she really knew the answer was definitely.  
“Yeah,” said Erin.  “Bren’s gonna beg for it, Elsa.  She’s gonna beg to cum and maybe I’ll let you make her cum with that pretty little tongue of yours.”
She looked over at Elsa.  “You’re gonna cum for me, too, huh?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Elsa.  She blushed.  She was willing to admit it, but it was embarrassing in front of Brenda.  She was also wearing a skimpy bikini, one that Erin had bought for her.  Her mother would never allow her to have something like this, so she wore it only for Erin.  
“Take off Brenda’s top and suck on her nipples.”
When Elsa complied, baring Brenda’s tits and sucking on them, Erin taunted them, “My lezzie big sister loves to have her nipples sucked by my little lezzie slave.”  She untied the ties on Brenda’s hips, leaving her sister naked.  
“Erin, jeez,” said Brenda.  She’d at least expected to wear the bikini for a little more than just a minute.  She yelped when Erin swatted her ass hard.  For a moment she glared at Erin before she figured out what that was for and then said, “I mean, mistress, jeez.”
“I think you like getting spanked,” said Erin.  “You forget that way too much.”  Erin put a collar around Brenda’s neck and attached a leash.  “I think you like to be naked, Bren,” taunted her mistress.  “You do it all the time for me.  Showing off for me and Elsa and anybody I want.”  She handcuffed Brenda’s hands behind her back and tugged on the leash.  “Follow us, Elsa,” she said as she led Brenda out of the room.  Brenda followed reluctantly, eying the paddle that Erin had in her other hand.  
Being led around the house naked was not a battle Brenda was willing to fight.  It was demeaning, but not worth a spanking.  It was when they got to the back door and Erin opened it that Brenda balked.  Erin looked back, amused, but not surprised.  It was silly for Brenda to object here.  The backyard had a six foot high fence around it.  Mostly likely no one would see, but it was more exposed than in the house.  She wouldn’t take Brenda out there if she thought the neighbors would really see them.  That would be trouble.  
The little mistress dropped the leash and walked behind her slave.  “No, I’ll go, mistress” said Brenda.  “I was just surprised is all.”  The paddle hit her ass hard and she jumped, stifling a scream.  “I’ll go… shit.”  She looked back at Erin and then jumped and yelped at the second swat.  “Please, mistress, may I go in the back yard.”  After two more swats she said, “Please, take me for a naked walk in the back yard, mistress.”  She could feel her juices already starting to flow.  She’s done a strategic submission.  She could have taken more, but she gave in quickly so that she wouldn’t be spanked to full arousal before going out.  
Erin tugged on the leash again and led her big sister into the yard.  They walked around the entire yard, far from the house where Brenda felt more vulnerable and back close to the house.  When they got back to the patio, Erin put a finger into Brenda’s cunt, feeling the wetness and then toying with her clit.  “Ohhhh,” moaned Brenda in frustration.  She didn’t want Erin to do it at all, least of all here in the open.  She also didn’t want to object.  Erin was only making a point and stopped after 30 seconds, hardly enough to get Brenda excited.  
“Kneel down,” said Erin and Brenda did.  Pulling Elsa in front of Brenda, she said, “Take off her bottoms with your teeth.”
“No, please, mistress,” said Elsa.  Up to now she’d just been a spectator wearing a skimpy suit, but with all her naughty bits covered.  She spoke, but didn’t move as Brenda tugged on the tie at her right hip and then at her left hip.  Brenda pulled the bottom free with her mouth and dropped it.  
“Now lick it.  Make her cum.”  She looked at Elsa.  “Cum quietly.  What will the neighbors think?”
Before Elsa could answer, she noticed that Brenda wasn’t moving.  “Can’t we go back inside, mistress?” asked Brenda.  
“Now this will be a challenge, Bren bitch,” said Erin as she raised the paddle menacingly.  “You hafta to be quiet while I spank you.”  She swatted Brenda soundly.  Even the crack of the paddle on Brenda’s bare ass was loud.  
Brenda jumped, gritting her teeth and grunting in pain.  This was not going to be fun.  After the second swat, she yelped slightly.  “Please, mistress, may I lick 12 year old cunny right in the back yard and make her cum while you watch?”
Erin grinned as Brenda essentially admitted her weakness.  She wouldn’t be able to stay quiet, so she went straight to begging quite effectively.  “Just a minute,” she said.  “Remove Elsa’s top, too.”  Brenda rose and used her teeth to undo the tie at Elsa’s neck and then at her back.  The top fluttered to the concrete.  “Kiss her and suck her tits.”  Brenda nodded and gave Elsa a deep kiss.  Then she made love to the tiny tits on Elsa’s chest, unwilling to risk more spanking.  
Elsa shivered as the older girl made out with her.  Brenda had been the first girl she’d done anything with the night of that slumber party that seemed ages ago.  That was what opened her eyes to what she really wanted from Erin.  Brenda may be reluctant, but she was sure good at kissing.  
The young mistress let them go for a couple of minutes, enjoying the show.  When Erin pointed at Elsa’s bare pussy, Brenda knelt and licked it.  
“I know she’s good, Elsa, so cum for me.  Just be quiet and cum.  You wanna do it, don’t you?  You wanna cum and you don’t care that we’re outside.  Getting your pussy licked. Hmmm, I wonder if you’d like to imagine that Patty and Beth are watching.  Maybe you could even imagine that one of them is licking you.  They know what’s going on in the master bedroom.  They know …” she stopped as Elsa let out a moan.  “Yeah, you’d like that. Brenda hates to put on shows, but you’d love it.”
Elsa shook her head, but her body was telling a different story.  She was getting excited by the dirty talk.  Excited by the picture that Erin was painting for her.  Erin stood behind Brenda and kissed Elsa, feeling the passion in her slave.  She sucked on her hard little nipples.  She teased Elsa with words, kisses, and caresses as Brenda teased her clit.  Erin was quite pleased with Elsa’s control when the 12-year-old came quietly, but distinctly.  
“Get your suit and follow us,” said Erin, leading Brenda back inside and up to her bedroom.  Elsa picked up the two little pieces of clothing and followed.
Back in the bedroom, Erin tied Brenda to the bed, arms over her head and legs spread wide.  “Somebody’s going to be begging for a fucking pretty soon, huh, Bren?”  Though Brenda shook her head, she knew she was lying to herself.  She would be begging soon.  
“Wait here,” Erin told Elsa.  She left the room.  Neither of her slaves knew that she went to make a phone call.  Then she came back.  “You’re going to watch,” she told Elsa and backed her slave into the closet.  She parted the hangers and tied Elsa’s hands over her head in the center of the closet.  Then she put a three foot spreader bar on Elsa’s ankles.  Finally, she closed the closet doors so there was just a crack between them where Elsa could look out.  “Wonder what you’re gonna watch? You’ll see.”
“What’s she gonna watch, mistress?” asked Brenda, her voice quavering.  
Without a word, Erin smacked Brenda’s thighs with the leather paddle, four times on each thigh, driving Brenda to a high pitched scream.  “She’s gonna watch you get so excited you won’t be able to stop,” hissed Erin. 
“Oh, God,” said Brenda, her voice hoarse with unwanted desire as her body went from reluctant to on fire in seconds.  Erin had never done that before.  Her chest heaved from the exertion of screaming.  She opened her mouth to beg, but Erin smacked her four more times on each thigh.  Again she screamed and then forced words to tumble from her mouth.  “Don’t spank me any more, please, mistress.”  She couldn’t stand the idea of getting any hotter.  “Anything, mistress! Fuck me!  Take me!  Rape me!  What do you want!?  Just let me cum!”
“I’ve invited boys over,” said Erin.
“God, yes,” panted Brenda.  “Cocks, real cocks.  Please, mistress, let them fuck me.  Make me cum.”  She could hardly think straight, but the promise of boys was all she needed.  
“Matt and Wally,” said Erin.  “They’re 12 like me and Elsa.”
“Little boys?” whined Brenda, thinking about little cocks.  Never mind that if told the same thing 2 minutes earlier she would have begged not to be seen, touched, and fucked by young boys.  Now she needed cocks.  Little ones would have to do.  “Please, yes, mistress.”
Erin left the room again.  Matt and Wally were waiting at the front door as instructed.  She let them in and led them up to her bedroom.  Matt was first through the door and stopped dead, gaping at the 16 year old tied to the bed just like Erin said.  Wally pushed him out of the way and then stared as well.  
Brenda looked at Matt, first through the door.  “Fuck me,” she said.  “I’ll suck you,” she said to Wally.  
Inside the closet, Elsa watched, her body trembling.  She could see through the slit in the door, but not much.  The boys, friends from school, weren’t in her line of sight, but she could see Brenda from tits to knees, depending on which way she leaned her head.  It was exciting to imagine watching, but there was also a touch of danger since she was right there and naked, too.  The closet doors and the darkness gave her little protection. She had to stay quiet or else they might look too close.   
As the two boys moved into her line of sight, she held her breath and watched them strip.  She watched with frustration as their backs were to her and she didn’t get a good view of the first real cocks she’d ever had the chance to see.  She’d already lost her cherry to Erin, but she was curious about boys and what a real cock would feel like.  Then she tilted her head to the side as Matt climbed between Brenda’s legs and saw his hard cock.  Brenda had called them little boys, but Matt looked pretty big to her.  
Brenda was silent as her pleas were answered.  Erin coached Matt as he was poised to fuck his first pussy.  Then he pushed it into her, smiling with pride that he’d done it.  For now he didn’t appreciate what Erin had done to lube Brenda’s pussy; he just noticed how easily he slid in.  Then he started fucking her, excited by the moans that Brenda made as he sated her desire.  
Wally took Brenda’s offer and, with Erin’s coaching, positioned his cock in front of Brenda’s waiting mouth.  As he did, Elsa craned her neck to see, but fell short of seeing Brenda’s face.  She looked back at Matt, her pussy leaking down her leg as she watched the boy rape her fellow slave.  
With the boys totally distracted, Erin went to the closet and slowly opened one of the doors.  At first Elsa noticed that she could now lean and see Wally hips thrusting in Brenda’s face, but then the door visibly moved.  She gasped quietly, holding her breath and squirming.  There was nothing she could say to warn Erin that the door was swinging open.  It opened wider and then stopped.  Erin passed through her field of view and she realized that Erin had done it on purpose.  Her eyes opened wide in fright as the other door started to open.  With her legs spread, she couldn’t turn, so she was on full display.  
Elsa’s tummy felt funny as she hung there in full view of the two boys.  She felt a wild tingle just from the thought of one of them seeing her.  Then Wally’s head rose as he noticed something different out of the corner of his eye.  It happened fairly quickly, but in another way it seemed an eternity to Elsa.  His head came up, running up her legs, her cunny, her chest, and her face.  She squirmed nervously as she became helpless eye candy.  When Wally said, “Holy cow, it’s Elsa,” Matt looked up, too.  
“Erin!  No,” said Elsa, though she couldn’t do anything but hang there.  That and leak pussy juices down her thighs.  
Erin was surprised as anybody when both boys abandoned Brenda to go over to Elsa.  She hadn’t expected them to tear themselves away from a fuck and a blowjob.  She hadn’t expected to attract them away from the older and better endowed Brenda.  
Brenda was shocked and left with nothing but frustration.  “Ohhhhh, please,” whined Brenda.  “Matt, come back here and fuck me.”
The only one still wearing clothes, Erin was delighted at this turn of events.  Brenda, who wanted to be fucked, was being ignored and Elsa, who wanted to disappear, was the center of attention.  She couldn’t have planned it better.  
Elsa backed up even though there was no place to go.  Her butt was against the wall and she was on her toes. “Don’t, please,” she said.  “Erin, don’t let them.”  She didn’t want to call Erin mistress in front of the boys and she hoped that wasn’t what it was going to take.  
The boys stopped and looked at Erin.  With Elsa protesting, they wanted some indication from Erin that said it was all right.  Erin held up a hand, pausing them, and pulled out a ball gag.  Elsa begged with her eyes as the gag went between her lips and then Erin tied it behind her head.  “Go ahead,” she said to the boys.  
“Oh, man, that looks so hot,” said Wally.  He put his hands on her small tits, feeling her up.  The look in her eyes, begging not to touch, only made him want to do it more.  
Elsa’s eyes went down to Wally’s crotch.  She’d seen their cocks over with Brenda, but now it was right in front of her and it was harder than before.  It practically pointed right at her face.  Looking down, she saw Matt’s hands reach for her pussy.  The devious spreader bar made sure she couldn’t hide from his eyes or his fingers.  She let out a soft moan as they touched her and she wondered if she’d beg for a cock.
It didn’t take her long to realize she wanted it pretty bad.  However, hanging like she was made it close to impossible for the boys to do anything more than fondle her.  She looked over at Erin, but her mistress seemed oblivious to her predicament.  Erin was just watching and smiling and rubbing the front of her shorts.  
Brenda was beside herself.  This was the worst thing Erin had ever done to her.  She’d begged and she was still begging, but nobody was paying attention to her.  She didn’t want to lay there and watch Elsa have all the fun. “For God’s sake, mistress,” she said.  “It’s not fair.”
Brenda’s whining finally got Erin’s attention.  The 12-year-old had planned on just watching Brenda get fucked, but now she was getting excited, too.  She stripped off her clothes and went to Brenda.  Then she straddled Brenda’s face and rubbed her pussy on her sister’s mouth.  “Do it, bitch,” she said. “Show them what my lezzie bitch slave does for me.”
There was nothing Brenda could do but hope that after this she’d get what she desperately needed.  She ran her tongue up the juicy slit, doing it not just with Elsa in the room, but with two boys, virtual strangers.  “Fuck yeah,” she said, mixing words with licking.  She was too aroused now to think straight.  “My beautiful mistress tastes good.”
Riding her sister’s face, Erin watched the two boys try to figure out how to share one girl in the tight space of the closet.  Eventually, Wally pushed in front of Elsa and lined his cock up with her sopping pussy.  Erin couldn’t see more than Wally’s backside, but she heard Elsa’s high pitched incoherent pleading (she was actually begging not to feel the cock where Wally was intent on putting it), followed by a grunt, and then satisfied moans.  
Matt watched the little slave getting raped in the closet for a moment before surrendering to his throbbing cock.  He came back to Brenda to make use of her.  He stopped and watched Brenda’s tongue lapping between Erin’s legs, amazed and aroused even more.  
As Matt climbed on the bed, ready to fuck Brenda again, Erin turned around to face Matt and watch.  For that brief moment, Brenda saw what was about to happen.  “Yeah, oh, God, yeah, fuck this slut,” she said breathlessly and then was cut off as Erin lowered herself back down.  Brenda’s noisy slurping noises filled the room.  
Brenda was lost in a world of lust.  Her mouth and nose were full of the taste and scent of her mistress.  Her tongue eagerly sought out the juices that leaked from Erin’s pussy, knowing she was putting on a show.  The feel of Matt’s cock in her made it worth it.  Though he was new at this and had no idea of how to please a girl, Brenda didn’t need much more than a hard cock pounding in and out of her cunt.  It wasn’t long before she came, writhing and moaning wildly.  
As Wally’s cock settled up inside her, Elsa was a little surprised.  Minutes earlier she’d been embarrassed to be on view.  That had changed to just a hope that the boys would be happy with touching and kissing.  Right up to the last second she’d been hoping to avoid being fucked.  She felt every bit like the helpless rape victim that Erin had set her up to be.  Now that it was in, she started to understand why Brenda would beg for one.  
The 12 year old girl moved forward, putting her feet firmly on the ground, and started to pump her hips with Wally’s thrusts.  Being naked was nice, especially the way his eyes and hands worshipped her body.  The wonderful feeling in her pussy spread, warming up and making her entire body excited. She couldn’t see what was going on in the rest of the room and didn’t really care either.  Wally and his cock were all she needed.  
Elsa felt like it was really Erin that was fucking her.  Her mistress had tied her, hidden her away, exposed her, and gagged her.  Wally and his cock were just the instrument that Erin was using to fuck her.  It made it so much more erotic to know that she was getting it because her mistress wanted her to get it.  It made much more satisfying when she felt the orgasm fill her.  She came for Erin and then Wally came for her all powerful mistress, too.  
When she came from Brenda’s tongue, Erin dismounted Brenda’s face and went into the closet with Elsa and Wally.  The two were still close, panting and rubbing their sweaty bodies together.  Erin pulled Wally away. “Go get a blow job from Brenda,” she said.  He was reluctant to go, but he got the message when she pushed him away.  Then Erin removed the ball gag and kissed Elsa passionately.  “Be right back,” she told her slave.  
Returning to Brenda, she found both boys playing with her big sister, but they also both had soft cocks, biding their time for when they could go again.  She handed Wally the leather paddle.  “Use this on her.  You can spank her thighs, tummy, or tits.  She hates it all, but that’s most the fun. She’ll suck you or you can fuck her some more.  If she refuses, just spank her until she says yes.  I’d prefer if you spanked her until she begged really good for your cocks.  She’d prefer if you just fucked her a couple of times.  Do whatever you want, but you’ve just got an hour.”  
She smiled at Brenda and patted her cheek. “I’m guessing they’ll each cum two more times for you, slut bitch.  You can thank me later.”
Returning to Elsa, she untied her friend.  They collected their clothes and left.  Erin took her freshly fucked slave to Brenda’s room and they lay together for a long time, just kissing and touching.  The time was extra special to Elsa because she knew that Brenda never got this kind of soft, sensual, loving treatment.  She was no less a slave, but she was a special slave who was loved by her mistress.  
After nearly an hour, Erin told Elsa to get dressed and go home.  Then she went to see what was going on with Brenda and the two boys.  Matt and Wally both looked exhausted and were even dressed and ready to go, but Brenda had a big smile on her face.  She looked like she was in another world, oblivious to the fact that the boys were dressed and her fun was over.  
“She’s good,” said Matt.  “We both did her three times.  She just kept asking for more.”
“Anytime you want,” said Wally.  “We’ll come over.”
“She’d like that,” said Erin.  She knew her slut sister would like having some cock.  She’d just hoped that Brenda would have been a little more embarrassed or upset or something.  Just making her smile was irritating.  
After the boys left, Erin sat on the bed next to her sister.  She’d planned it so they still had another hour before their mom got home just in case she needed some more time.  She caressed Brenda’s hair softly, putting a look of concern on Brenda’s face.  “You’d like them to come back?” she asked.  
“Yes, mistress,” said Brenda.  
Erin started to remove her clothes.  “Then you’ll let me know how much you want them back?”
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Brenda.  This was different.  She wasn’t going to be painfully forced to perform for her sister.  She was going to be cajoled and coerced.  She was going to be allowed to bargain for more cock time.  Sticking her tongue out, she waggled it for her little sister.  
Naked, Erin lay down on top of Brenda and kissed her, taking her slave’s mouth.  “Say you love me,” she said.  

“I love you, mistress, beautiful mistress.”
“Want me to slap you?”
“Y-yes, mistress.”
“Do you really?”
“No, mistress.”
“Yeah, you shouldn’t lie to me.”  She rose up and said, “Ask me to slap you.”
“Is-isn’t that a lie?”
Erin slapped her hard across the face.  “I was an order.  I didn’t ask if you’d like it.  Now ask me.”
“Would you slap me, mistress?”
Erin slapped her again, but not as hard.  She shifted to put her small tits in front of Brenda’s face.  “Tell me my tits are nice and then suck on them for me.”
Brenda did as she was told.  This side of Erin was scary because she didn’t know what to expect.  Her mistress was commanding, but unpredictable.  Brenda felt like she might make a mistake at any moment as she had already made several.  
“So, they came six more times in you.  Did you?”
“More, mistress.  I lost count, but more than six.”
“How nice for you.  That would mean you’re especially grateful.  My slut sister likes cock.  Would you like to show your appreciation now?”
Brenda had to think about that.  It was a question, not a command.  “Yes, mistress, may I?” 
Erin laughed.  She laughed because Brenda was sincerely asking.  “Then let’s get to it.”  She squatted down over Brenda’s face, turned to face Brenda’s body.  As she lowered herself down, she felt Brenda’s tongue swipe through her slit. She moved forward, reached down and spread her ass cheeks, and said, “Lick my asshole.”
In the next few seconds, Erin wondered if she would have to get heavy handed, but she waited, letting Brenda reach her own conclusion.  She just wished she could see Brenda’s face.  From the silence, she knew Brenda was wrestling with her options.  Otherwise, she would have just said no.  Then she felt the warm, wet touch of Brenda’s tongue in the crack of her ass, circling her asshole.  
“I guess somebody’s gonna get some more cock soon,” said Erin.  She gasped as Brenda’s tongue responded to the promise.  It was thrilling to feel Brenda’s tongue lapping hard and fast in that sensitive spot.   She let Brenda do that for a few minutes before shifting so Brenda could lick her pussy and make her cum.  
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