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Chapter 1
Gail felt the bus take a tight corner to the right, making her lean into her brother, Toby.  She stiffened and righted herself so as to stay out of Toby’s “space”.  It wasn’t so much that she didn’t like her brother, but … He pushed against her.  “Hey, watch it, Gail,” he said as he had said every time she’d bumped him for the past two hours.  Yeah, he was a little brother, pain in the butt brat that could and would drive her crazy at any moment.  
It was a little reassuring to have him sitting next to her in the outside seat.  There weren’t any other kids their age on the bus.  There were some younger kids traveling with their parents, some couples, and mostly single men.  So, having her brother along meant that some stranger didn’t try to sit next to her.  She was 13 and Toby was 11.  She had thought it odd that there were no other kids on the bus going to the same camp with them.  But, then, she had thought everything about the camp was odd.  
For starters, there would only be 16 girls and 16 boys at the camp.  Her mother had said there were “special.”  Her dad had said it was an “elite” group of campers.  She’d had to look up “elite,” and then was satisfied.  Except for, “Boys and girls at the same camp?” she asked sounding thoroughly insulted.  
“No, dear,” said her mother.  “The boys are on the other side of the lake.  So, it’s just 16 girls at your camp.”  Then her mother had said, “I don’t know where you get that prudish streak from.  A girl your age ought to be interested in boys.  Maybe you’d get a boyfriend.”
“Mom!” said Gail.  “You want me to have a summer fling with a strange boy all alone up at camp?  It’s four weeks long.  I thought parents were supposed to discourage that sort of thing.”  But, she knew her parents were different.  
Her parents would hop into the hot tub naked (and she had too until she’d turned 8 and wised up).  Just a few days ago she’d found her parents and the next door neighbors in the tub.  She didn’t stay around long enough to confirm it, but she knew they were all naked.  As she’d spun around and left, her dad had yelled out, “Come on and join us, pumpkin!”  She didn’t like Mr. Timothy, the next door neighbor, or the way he looked at her.  Naked would be even worse.  She’d felt herself blushing even though she was already out of sight.  
Other times she’d found evidence that made her think her mother was having an affair and then her father.  Since she’d been old enough to think about sex, she kept seeing signs that the two were fooling around with someone else almost all the time.  She’d always kept quiet about it since she didn’t want to break up her parents’ marriage.  But, she also thought it was pretty obvious and had to chalk it up to her parents not seeing what each other was doing because they didn’t want to see it.  
She’d had a zillion questions about camp, but her brother had none.  He apparently seemed happy with heading off into an adventure that would unfold each day.  She, on the other hand, wanted to know ahead of time what would be happening.  Swimming?  Horseback riding?  Crafts?  Archery?  She’d done all those at camp for the past two years, but only for a weeklong session.  While she assumed that would be on the agenda at this camp, she didn’t know for sure and her parents seemed to go out of their way to not tell her what to expect.  
She was finally put somewhat at ease when the bus stopped and they got off.  There was a different bus, smaller than the first, with the name “Camp Courage” on the side of it.  A counselor by the bus checked their names off and Gail found the bus loaded with boys in the back and girls in the front.  She took a seat by herself and was promptly joined by a girl who switched seats just to sit by her.  Toby went to the back and disappeared from Gail’s thoughts.  
“Hi, I’m Jenny,” said the girl next to her.  “Gosh, I’m so hyped for camp this summer.”
“I’m Gail.  I’m hyped, too, but my parents wouldn’t tell me a thing about it.  What about yours?  Do you know what we can do at camp?”
“Maybe, maybe not,” said Jenny with an air of mystery.  She looked Gail over closely, sizing her up, and said, “Maybe you and I can be partners.”
“What do you mean, maybe, maybe not?  Do you know or not?”
“Not,” said Jenny, though Gail thought she was still hiding something.  “But I do know that we have to have a partner, you know, the buddy system, like swimming and all.  I don’t know anybody else, do you?  We can be partners.”
“No, I don’t know anybody either, except my brother.”
“Cool,” said Jenny.  “Your brother came along, too?  Too bad the boys are way over on the other side of the lake.  He looked like a younger brother, is he?”
“Yeah,” said Gail.  “He’s just 11 and a real pain.”
Jenny giggled like Gail had told a joke.  “So, partners or not?”
“Partners,” said Gail, extending her hand.  The two girls shook hands, formally sealing their new friendship.  “So, I guess you have a boyfriend?”
“Yep,” said Jenny.  “But, he’s not coming to this camp.  Guess I’ll have to find me a new one.”  Again she appraised Gail.  “You’re pretty cute.  Bet you have a boyfriend, too.”
“Nope,” said Gail.  “Boys are just trouble.”  She gave Jenny a closer look, noting the other girl’s long blond hair and blue eyes.  Gail had short brown hair and brown eyes, the opposite of her new friend.  Jenny’s figure was comparable to Gail’s figure, still small breasted and slender, but developing.  
“You like girls, then?” asked Jenny mischievously.  
“Yeah,” said Gail innocently.  She caught Jenny’s expression and stammered, “I mean, as friends, you know, girl friends, I mean, not like a girl likes boys, I mean, I want to have a boyfriend, not a girlfriend that’s like a boyfriend…”
Jenny cut her off with a laugh.  “God, Gail, relax, I was just kidding.  I know you aren’t a … hey, you can’t say it can you?”  She smirked at Gail.  “You can’t say lesbian, can you?”
“Can to,” said Gail.  “I’m just not one is all.”
“Say it, say it, say it,” chanted Jenny quietly prodding the other girl.  
Gail glanced around nervously, suddenly aware of how she must look.  Her own mother thought she was a prude.  These other girls would think she was that or worse.  She couldn’t put up with 4 weeks of teasing.  “Lesbian,” she whispered to Jenny.  “See, I can say it.  I’m not a lesbian, OK?”
“OK,” said Jenny still smirking.  “Just trying to loosen you up.”
Gail looked around the bus, noticing that the girls had mostly paired off, 6 pairs and 2 singles.  The pairs were talking quietly just as she and Jenny had been.  All of the pairs looked like they were the same age.  There were a couple of pairs her age, an older pair (maybe 15), and the rest looked around 11 or 12.  Curious, she looked back over her shoulder and saw the boys were arranged about the same.  They’d paired off nicely as the bus filled up.  
Just then, two more girls boarded the bus and each sat next to a single.  That filled the bus, so a woman in her mid-30s got on the bus, too, and said, “I’d like to welcome you all to Camp Courage.”  There were brief shouts and applause.  The woman smiled and said, “Yes, you’ll all be having a very unusual, interesting, and educational experience at camp this summer.  We only have two one-month sessions each summer and you and your parents have gone through a rigorous selection process to get here.  You know something?  The odds of winning the lottery are better than the odds of being selected for Camp Courage.  You’re all something special to us.
“I’m Ms. Christopher and I’m one of the counselors at Camp Courage.  Now, please stay seated.  We’re going to be in the bus only about 20 minutes before we get to the camp.  So, get acquainted with your seatmate.  It looks like everybody has buddied up, so that’s great.”
Nobody paid much attention to where the bus was taking them.  Gail and Jenny spent the time talking about school and stuff.  Gail gradually became aware that they had entered a pine forest, which made her feel more like she was going to camp.  They’d been on the bus for about 15 minutes when Jenny suddenly said, “Hey, isn’t it cool to have boobs?”
Gail looked at her friend in surprise, noticing that the other 13-year-old had pulled her tank top tight, making her small mounds prominent against the thin fabric.  She stared in disbelief at Jenny’s breasts as she realized that she could even make out Jenny’s nipples.  “Jenny!” she whispered.  “God, anybody could see you.”
“No, they couldn’t,” she whispered back.  “The boys aren’t even looking and besides, I’m below the back of the seat.”  She was right; the seat shielded her from being seen by boys, girls, and Ms. Christopher.  “So, is it cool or not?  Do you like having boobs?”
“Well, it’s a little embarrassing sometimes,” said Gail.  “The boys stare at them now like they’ve never seen boobs before.”  
“Jeez, Gail, that’s because they haven’t.  I mean, they haven’t seen them on girls their own age before and they haven’t seen them uncovered… ever.  And so what if they stare.  It makes me feel good when they stare at me.  I know they like me.”
“I told you boys are just trouble,” repeated Gail.  
“Oh, you’ll be changing your tune soon,” said Jenny.  “Let me tell you, once you feel a boy’s dick inside you…”
“Jenny!” said Gail, cutting her off quickly.  Then, she realized she was sounding like a prude again.  “Have you… ?”
“Yeah,” said Jenny with a smirk.  “More than once, too.  It feels good and once you do it, you’ll love it.  Fucking is great.”  She watched Gail’s reaction and said, “I’ll bet you can’t say fucking.”
“Fucking,” said Gail under her breath.  Her eyes were defiant as she proved she wasn’t a prude.    
Despite Gail’s quick response, Jenny could tell she was making Gail uncomfortable and changed the subject.  She didn’t want her new friend to have second thoughts about being her partner.  “OK, hey, we must be almost there.  How about whoever sees the camp first gets choice of bunk?”
Gail’s sudden craning of her neck to look out the window was tacit agreement that the game was on.  To her dismay, the camp appeared on the other side of the bus and Jenny saw it first.  Well, with just 16 girls at camp, how bad could second choice of bunk be?
She would have to wait for that answer because as they piled out of the bus, they were told to pile their bags beside a building and go inside.  Gail left her bag and went into the dining room as the bus pulled out to take the boys to their camp.  The tables had been cleared away and there was just a circle of chairs.  The girls introduced themselves and got the camp introduction, but still without a mention of activities.  
Then, Ms. Christopher announced, “Time for some teaming building and get acquainted activities, but first everybody to the showers.”  
Some of the girls seemed surprised at the idea of afternoon showers, but many of them were looking forward to a cooling shower and a chance to rinse off the sweat and dust from traveling most of the day.  The facilities were very Spartan and Gail found that just showering was a get acquainted activity as they all shared the same shower area.  Even Ms. Christopher and the three other girls’ counselors joined them in the shower.  
From the shower they were led out of the building into a fenced in courtyard.  Still naked, the girls felt the warmth of the sun on their entire bodies.  A few were self-conscious, but there was no way any one could see inside the courtyard.  “Nothing puts people on equal footing like being naked,” said Ms. Christopher.  “This is part of our getting acquainted session.  And, to get everybody’s mind off their lack of clothes, let’s do some exercises.”
Through jumping jacks, sit-ups, pushups, and other exercises, the girls did everything but get their minds off their nudity.  But, they quickly started to giggle over their bouncing boobs and other parts of their anatomy that were getting unusual exposure and exercise.  It was a great ice-breaker.  The final exercise had the girls partner up, Gail with Jenny, sitting on the ground facing each other with their legs spread and feet touching.  By grasping hands, the two could pull each other back and forth in stretching motions.  It also brought a few snickers as the girls flashed each other quite brazenly.  
The short exercise period had served to warm up the girls, but not make them sweaty.  For the next activity, Ms. Christopher handed the pairs of girls a dog collar, leash, handcuffs, and blindfold.  She picked one girl to lead and the other to follow with the assurance that they would trade places later.  Gail was stuck being the follower for the first round.  She was a little nervous as her hands were cuffed behind her back.  “This will teach you to trust your partner,” said Ms. Christopher.  Gail had to agree with that.  If she was willing to let a virtual stranger cuff her hands behind her while she was naked, that took a lot of trust.  The shower and exercises had the desired effect of making her comfortable with her nudity around the other girls, so she didn’t protest.  Then, the collar was placed around her neck and the leash was attached to the collar.  Finally, the blindfold was put over her eyes.  Eight girls were identically blinded and bound while their eight partners held the other end of the leash.  
“Now, your partner is going to lead you around through an obstacle course.  You have nothing to rely on except your partner to make sure that you make it through successfully without stumbling.  Your partner is not allowed to touch you or speak to you.  All she can do is use the leash to guide you.”  Gail felt a sense of exhilaration at the challenge.  There was a threat of danger and vulnerability, yet she was in friendly hands.  Then, she felt a tug on her collar and stepped forward to follow Jenny.
It wasn’t hard to figure out what Jenny wanted her to do as she was guided right and left through, she assumed, some obstacles.  Though the girls weren’t allowed to talk, it wasn’t quiet as there was constant giggling going on.  An occasional “oops” told her that some of the girls were not finding it as easy as she was.  The final obstacle was a set of stairs.  It was more of a challenge as she felt something block her foot and had to figure out that she had to step up.  Jenny took her up slowly and she managed it without falling.  After four steps, they stopped.  She felt her leash fall down as Jenny let go and waited patiently for Jenny to remove her blindfold and cuffs so she could have her turn as the leader.  
It was only about 15 seconds before she heard one girl say, “Where’d you go, Sally?”  A few second later another said, “You gonna take off my blindfold or what?”  Gail started to become concerned as more seconds passed.  “Jenny?” she asked of the blackness around her.  “Hey, guys, this isn’t funny,” said a voice a few feet away from her.  Gail was starting to realize that the girls were scattered all over the courtyard as she heard voices from both sides and in front of her, some more distant than others.    
The girls’ anxiety was eased when each felt her partner touch her shoulder.  Gail heard Jenny softly say, “Open wide, I have a goodie for you.”  Suddenly feeling silly, Gail felt like she’d failed the test.  She hadn’t been able to trust her partner for a mere 60 seconds or so.  She opened her mouth wondering what treat would be inserted.  She was surprised by the size of it.  It was round and she thought it was an apple, but when she tried to bite down, she couldn’t.   It was in her mouth too far, but she couldn’t push it out either.  Jenny was tying a rope behind her head that seemed to hold the apple in her mouth somehow.  She couldn’t speak with the apple in her mouth, but grunted and moaned her displeasure with the odd feeling.  
A few seconds later, Jenny removed Gail’s blindfold.  The bound girl blinked in the sudden sunlight and found herself standing on a 4’ high platform.  As her eyes adjusted, she saw the other seven girls standing on seven identical platforms arranged in a circle.  There were a series of surprises, each one building on the other.  Jenny and the other leaders were all dressed now in tight leather pants and leather bikini tops.  Her immediate thought was how unfair it was of them to get dressed while their partners were still nude.  The counselors were dressed the same way, making her feel like she was on display.  From looking at the other surprised girls, she discovered that the thing in her mouth was a red rubber ball, not an apple.  
The next surprise was when Ms. Christopher said, “Welcome to Camp Courage, slave bitches.  You have been sent here by your parents to learn discipline and learn the art of sexually pleasing another person.  Your partners have been sent here by their parents to learn how to dominate a slave.”  She paced around the circle as she spoke.  Around her the girls’ moaned in shock and denial.  Who could believe their parents had sent them here for this?  
Gail looked around for a way down from the platform, but the stairs had been removed.  She considered jumping, but with her hands bound, she felt off balance.  She also realized she couldn’t open a door, so there was no place she could run to in the courtyard.  
The head counselor stopped in front of one of the bound girls, “Molly told me that you don’t want her to be your partner.”  She laughed.  “Our little slave girls don’t get a choice of who their mistress is, but I’m sure you’ll learn just how displeased Mistress Molly is with you for insulting her.”
Ms. Christopher walked around the circle again.  “During most of the year, we train adults, but in the summer we hold two sessions for young girls.  You can see now why our camp group is small.  Not many parents want their girls to go through this training, but you are the lucky eight this time.”  Stopping in front of Gail, the head counselor said, “Jenny told me you were pumping her for information about the camp.  Maybe you thought there would be swimming and hiking and games?  Now you can see why you didn’t know what was planned.  Would you have come if you knew that within an hour of arrival you’d be standing helpless, tied, and naked waiting for your mistress to give you a command?”
Gail frantically shook her head.  There was no way this could be happening she tried to tell herself.  She couldn’t speak and now a trickle of drool ran down her chin.  She was embarrassed, humiliated, and frightened as she stared down at the leering woman.  She looked over at Jenny who was standing slightly behind the counselor.  Jenny had a smirk on her face that made Gail shiver.  
“You may doubt that your parents have really placed you in this charm school for slave girls, but believe me, every one of your parents is very aware of what is happening and we have their full consent for any and everything we do to you.  Watch,” said Ms. Christopher as she waved her hand at a blank wall.  
A picture leaped onto the wall from a hidden projector, showing a naked couple.  “Hi, Irene,” said the woman.  “Mommy and daddy want you to know that you’re done being a spoiled brat.  When you’re done with camp, you’ll do everything that we tell you.  We’re looking forward to watching you do this to daddy.”  With that, the woman knelt and sucked her husband’s cock into her mouth.  The man said, “So you behave yourself and pay attention to what they are going to teach you.  Mommy is tired of being my cocksucker and when you get home it will be your job.”
One of the girls (Gail assumed it was Irene) was sobbing halfway through the short movie.  The 12-year-old shook her head in disbelief, watching her mother and father in shock and then looking around the courtyard with wild and frightened eyes.  Gail’s attention was drawn to another of her fellow slaves who had moved to the edge of her platform and looked ready to jump.  One of the counselors moved quickly and was standing right in front of the girl.  “If you jump down from there, you and your bare ass belong to me,” said the woman as she brandished a leather riding crop.  The girl backed away.
One by one each of the girls watched as their parents appeared on the wall and assured them that this was no mistake.  Gail was shocked at the sight of her parents naked.  She had never thought of them in that way before, but now she could see in no uncertain terms that her father was well hung and her mother had a great figure.  “Gail, honey, your daddy and I have always been very open about sex, enjoying different partners, positions, and fetishes.  Most of all we like bondage and discipline.  You’ve been such a prude around the house that we decided the only way to break you in right is to send you to this camp for a month’s worth of training.  We know that when you come back to us, you’ll be a hot little cocksucking, pussy licking sex slave instead of a prudish little girl.  Toby’s camp is just like this, so he’s getting training, too.  When you get home, the two of you can play together.”  
Gail held back the tears, but mostly because she was in shock.  She was going to be trained to suck cocks?  It was something she hardly even knew went on.  Sure she’d heard stories about it, but she hadn’t known whether to believe them or not.  And, Toby.  He was just 11.  She couldn’t picture him licking their mother.  Another chill went down her spine as she imagined being naked in front of Toby.  And him naked in front of her.  
Drool was still seeping out of the corner of her mouth.  By now it was down her chin, dripping on her chest and onto the wooden platform under her.  She tried to swallow, but couldn’t, then looked around at the other girls to see that they were in the same plight.  Then, Ms. Christopher called out, “Young mistresses, come with me.”  She and the eight mistresses-in-training left the courtyard.  The eight slaves were left with the four other counselors.  
For the next hour, Gail stood on her platform, constantly aware of her nudity.  If she moved too close to the edge, one of the counselors smacked her feet with a leather strap.  Eventually she learned that if she moved even slightly she would get that treatment.  One of the counselors, a slender blond woman named Paula, adopted Gail as the object of her derision.  It started when Paula walked behind the 13-year-old and said, “You got a nice, tight ass there, bitch.  Can’t wait to see it spanked.”  Startled, Gail turned and abruptly felt the sting of leather on her feet and calves.  She quickly learned to simply take the woman’s scornful comments, though she blushed frequently.  “I’d love to suck on those little girl titties of yours,” said Paula and Gail turned red.  Another time she said, “We’re all gonna watch you lose your cherry, bitch,” and Gail colored again.  
When Jenny and the other girls returned, there was a big puddle of drool underneath each of the girls.  The eight mistresses had just received an hour of training in how to establish control over their slave.  Jenny unfolded the stairs from the back of the platform and climbed up beside Gail.  “I’m going to take out your gag now, Gail bitch,” she said.  “That’s just so you can swallow your spit instead of messing up the one place that belongs to you.  Don’t say a word, understand me, bitch?”
Gail gave Jenny a frightened look and nodded.  She didn’t like being called a bitch, but there wasn’t much she could do about it.  As the rope was untied from behind her head, Gail felt the gag loosen and it popped out when Jenny pulled on it.  She worked her jaw back and forth, “Thank you, Jenny,” she said with a sigh of relief.  
No sooner had she spoken those words than Jenny smacked her bare ass with the riding crop in her hand.  Gail jumped and squeaked in pain. “I told you not to speak, didn’t I, bitch?”
Gail nodded frantically.  
“When I ask you a direct question, you will answer me.  I told you not to speak, didn’t I, bitch?”
“Y-y-yes, Jenny.  I’m sorry.”
Jenny smacked her again.  “Call me mistress and don’t tell me you’re sorry.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Gail.
Ms. Christopher tapped Jenny’s leg to get her attention.  When Jenny bent down to listen, the head counselor said, “You shouldn’t have spanked her the second time.  Do you know why?”
“Yes, Ms. Christopher,” said Jenny.  Gail was surprised at the authority in Jenny’s voice as she spoke back to her instructor.  “The slave had not received training, um, instruction in how to address me yet.  She did not know better.”
“That is correct, Mistress Jenny,” said Ms. Christopher.  “You’ll confuse the slave if you aren’t consistent.”  
Gail felt a chill at being addressed as if she wasn’t even there.  It reminded her of how someone might treat a dog.  Her butt was sore and she was still in shock over the sudden turn of events.  Her summer camp was turning into a summer nightmare.  Next to her, a petite blond was arguing with her mistress and getting repeatedly spanked.  It was a test of wills with the slave’s voice rising in anger and then pain until she finally stopped, only able to sob.  The whole time the young mistress showed remarkable restraint, speaking firmly, but never raising her voice.  Now, she spoke in a quiet, soothing voice as she gently rubbed her slave’s tender, red ass.  
A girl across the circle got Gail’s attention as she spoke to her mistress.  “I need to go to the bathroom,” she said.  
“Did I tell you that you could speak?” snapped her mistress, smacking the poor slave’s thighs.  
“But, really, you have to let me go to the bathroom, don’t you?” insisted the slave.  She was rewarded with several more smacks on her thighs and buttocks.  She pursed her lips in anger and muttered, “I’m going to pee myself right here, then.”
“Don’t you dare,” said the mistress.  “You’ll hold it until I decide you can go to the bathroom.  Stand up straight and stop crossing your legs.  You stand there without a sound.”  The mistress spanked her slave several times.  
Jenny made Gail perform several simple acts.  The whole point was to get the new slave used to following commands, doing exactly what she was told, but only what she was told.  “Hop up and down, turn around, stick out your tongue, wiggle your butt,” said Jenny, delighted in her new power over this girl.  Soon Gail was also feeling the need for a bathroom break.  But, there was no way to communicate that without getting spanked, so she held her tongue.  She figured it couldn’t be too much longer before they got a break.  But, she also didn’t know how long she had been standing there tied up.  
Gail told herself she was cooperating with her mistress not so much out of a sense of being a slave, but out of fear of pain.  She’d seen what rebellious girls had received as punishment.  Besides, the things she was being told to do were simple things that weren’t worth arguing over.  What she didn’t realize was that she was slowly being led down the path toward slavery, where she’d start performing less enjoyable acts and where she’d do them simply because her mistress said so.  
The slave across from Gail started sobbing again even though her mistress was standing 10 feet away.  It was clear that she was in pain from her need to pee, but she also wasn’t going to say anything.  Suddenly, pee burst from her slit, running down her legs and puddling at her feet.  With an embarrassed gasp, the poor girl started crying more.  She spread her legs, letting the full stream of pee hit the wooden platform under her and hung her head in shame.  
The girl’s mistress let her pee for several seconds before she suddenly snapped, “Stop that at once!”  Frightened, the slave stopped.  Her immediate need was passed, though she still had a full bladder.  The mistress bounded up the stairs to her slave and spanked her with five hard blows, leaving the girl sobbing in pain.  Then, she grabbed her slave by the elbow and said, “Come with me.”  The two carefully descended the steps and as they left the courtyard, the mistress said, “We have a special punishment for bad girls who pee themselves.”  
The staff of the slave camp had learned long ago that the act of urinating in public was a demeaning and critical step in slave training.  It was important because it emphasized to the slave that she was at the mercy of her mistress and even the most basic of bodily functions needed her permission.  Second, it had the effect of making the slave feel like an animal.  When she finally did break down and pee, the slave saw it as her own fault, her own weakness, and so she humiliated herself in public.  Other humiliating acts would come easier now.  So, the new slaves would stand on their platforms until each of them had embarrassed themselves by peeing themselves.  
Gail was the third to pee.  After her spanking, she sobbed that she was sorry she’d messed her area and received another spanking for the apology.  Led inside, she found what had happened to the other girls.  First, she was allowed a bathroom break.  Then, she was tied with her hands over her head, legs spread, and standing on her tiptoes.  It was an uncomfortable position and she couldn’t get relief no matter what she tried.  She hung there until the last girl came in, an hour later.  
In the quiet of that hour, she had time to think.  She desperately wanted to try to talk to her way out of this predicament, but that was not allowed.  She made plans of escape, but all of them required mobility, which she was denied at the moment.  Her stomach started to tell her it was lunchtime, but there was no mention of lunch.  When Jenny and the other girls returned though, they talked about the wonderful meal they’d just enjoyed, never once even suggesting that the slaves might be hungry as well.  
One of the slaves ventured a question, “When do we get to eat?”  
“Kim, you bitch!” said her mistress, striding purposefully across the room and whipped her errant slave.  “Now I have to go first.  If you can’t keep your mouth shut, then…”  She stuffed a ball gag into Kim’s mouth, leaving the slave whimpering.  Gail figured Kim was about 11 years old based on the fact that she had no tits or hair on her pussy.  She felt sorry for the younger girl.  
It was about that time that the last slave peed herself and was brought in to join the rest.  They were forced to drink a quart of water each.  The camp staff knew it was important to keep the girls hydrated.  The slaves could only think about how much they would have to pee soon.
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Chapter 2
The eight slaves were walked into a room with two benches in it.  They sat four across on each bench.  The benches were unpadded and the girls had to press tightly together to all fit on a bench.  For the next hour, they received instruction on camp rules.  There were so many rules that Gail didn’t think she could remember them all.  In the end she simply decided that she was going to get spanked a lot.  
During the class, Kim sat next to Gail, drooling on her own chest.  The drool ran down her stomach and into her bare pussy slit.  Apparently there was not a rule against drooling.  Gail’s attention wandered as she fixated on the puddle of drool forming on the bench and overflowing to the floor between Kim’s feet.  Again she felt sorry for the younger girl.  
Everything was working together to make Gail a well-trained slave and without her even aware of the changes taking place.  Gail didn’t want to face the same embarrassing punishment that Kim was taking right now, so she’d already learned not to talk out of turn.  As an older girl, she felt she ought to keep her chin up and set a good example for the younger girls.  Her pity for Kim made her subconsciously resolve not only to obey her mistress, but also to encourage the younger ones to follow suit.  
Gail suddenly realized she was not paying attention and with horror realized that she’d blanked out a whole set of rules about how slaves eat.  She had visions of trying to eat her next meal while being spanked for doing everything wrong.  It made her mad at herself to know that she had slipped up so early in her training.  After that she made an effort to pay attention.  
To Gail’s surprise, there was a bathroom break following the lecture.  It wasn’t very dignified since the slaves had to pee in the grass outside the dining hall.  But, at least they didn’t get punished for it.  This was followed by more water and then their mistresses rejoined them in the courtyard.  
The morning lecture for the mistresses had taught them how to be stern and how to use punishment.  The afternoon lecture, from which they had just returned, was how to reward their slave for good behavior.  When Jenny approached her slave, she had a smile on her face.  “There’s my pretty girl,” she said to Gail.  “You were such a good girl this morning.”  She caressed Gail’s cheek and scratched her under her chin just like she was petting a dog.  
Gail didn’t miss the comparison, but was in no position to complain.  She warily allowed her mistress to treat her like her pet.  She thought Mistress Jenny’s behavior was a trick to lull her into making a mistake. 
“Let’s get my good girl ready for her afternoon training,” said Jenny.  She was still wearing the tight black leather pants and leather bra while Gail was still nude.  She held out a pair of handcuffs.  “Put your hands behind your back and let me put these on you.”  Jenny said it pleasantly, but Gail could see her mistress also had a riding crop with her.  For a moment Gail considered arguing as she pleaded with her eyes.  But, she saw no pity in Jenny’s eyes, so she put her hands behind her back and turned.  
Jenny cuffed her slave.  “Oh, my beautiful girl,” said Jenny.  “You are such a good slave this afternoon.  You were such a good slave this morning, too.  I was so proud of you.  Not like those other mistresses who were embarrassed by their slaves.”  She again stroked Gail’s face and then ran her hand through Gail’s short brown hair.  Gail jumped when she felt Jenny’s hand on her bare back.  The hand slid all the way down to just above her bare ass.  “You have beautiful skin,” said Jenny.  
“Turn and face me now,” said Jenny.  When Gail turned, Jenny touched her throat and gently caressed her slave there.  Gail stiffened as Jenny’s hand went lower.  When Jenny brushed Gail’s breasts and said, “Your titties are so cute and touchable,” Gail jumped again.  
“Please, Mistress Jenny, don’t,” she said.  She wanted to run away and hide, but there was no place to go.  Being naked was one thing, but now Jenny was touching her in a way that she shouldn’t.  
“What?” said Jenny, her voice suddenly hard.  “What did you say?  Did someone give you permission to speak?”  She raised the crop and brought it down across Gail’s butt.  “You didn’t say to stop this morning when I was spanking you.  Now when I’m being nice to you, you want me to stop?  How dare you?”  She smacked Gail several times.  “What makes you think you can deny me anything, you bitch slave?”
“I… I’m sorry, Mistress Jenny,” stammered Gail, only to feel more blows from her apology.  
“I’ve told you before not to apologize to me,” said Jenny.  “You do it right the first time, or take your punishment.  There is no point in apologizing.  Are you stupid?”
“No, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  
“I didn’t think so,” said Jenny.  “Now, do exactly as I say or you’ll be punished severely.  Do you understand?”
“Yes, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.
She then followed Jenny’s instructions as she was told to hop, prance, walk this way, turn here, and other silly acts.  Before long Jenny said, “That’s much better, my pretty little girl.”  She paused and said, “Hey, everyone, my little slave girl is behaving herself very well.  I am so proud of her.”
Gail blushed as everyone looked at her.  None of the other mistresses had announced how proud they were of their slave.  Gail felt a warm feeling from pleasing Jenny.  She stood still as Jenny caressed her cheeks, her hair, and then her tits.  She wanted to pull away, but she didn’t want to be punished again and besides, everyone was watching.  She couldn’t bring herself to misbehave while others were watching.  That would make Jenny upset.  
Around them, Gail had noticed that some of the girls were cooperating and some were fighting with their mistresses.  As the afternoon wore on, cooperation became the norm and eventually all the mistresses had announced their pride in their slaves.  It was late afternoon and starting to get chilly as the final outdoor activity began.  Kim’s mistress, Alice, pulled Kim into the center of the group.  “My slave embarrassed me today by asking for food.  As you learned this afternoon, you will get food when we decide you have deserved it.  Because my little bitch Kimmy spoke out of turn and asked for food, we will go first.”  Mistress Alice then removed her leather bra.  “Suck my nipples, Kimmy bitch,” she said.  
Kim looked like she was ready to cry, but she wasn’t about to disobey again.  She took a deep breath and leaned forward to place her lips on her mistress’ flat chest.  Tentatively she licked each of the nipples.  “Suck them, I said,” repeated Alice.  Kim started sucking on the tiny nipples until they were hard as a rock.  She stopped and looked up at Alice.  “Did I say stop?” asked Alice.  Hastily Kim returned to sucking.  A few seconds later, Mistress Alice said, “Stop now, Kimmy.”
As Kim straightened up, Alice asked her, “Did you enjoy that?”
Kim froze.  What should she answer?  She figured she should not insult her mistress, so she said, “Yes, Mistress Alice.”
“Don’t lie to me,” snapped her 11-year-old mistress.  “You didn’t like it, did you?”
Kim was petrified.  Was it bad to lie or bad to insult her mistress?  She said, “No, Mistress Alice.”
“I don’t care,” said Alice.  “I liked it, so you’ll do it whenever I ask.”  With that, she led Kim from the center.  Kim was just happy that she wasn’t being punished for lying.  
When it was Gail’s turn, she’d already watched several other girls suck on their mistress’ tits.  So, she was prepared.  Jenny simply said, “What do I want, good girl?”
Gail was embarrassed to be treated so nicely.  “You want me to suck your tits, Mistress Jenny,” she said.  
“What a good girl,” said Jenny with pride.  She petted her slave for her good behavior, making a point of overdoing it.  Gail bent to suck on Jenny’s small tits.  All the while Jenny was praising her and petting her.  It felt good to be the model slave.  “Oh, lick them all over, Gail girl,” said Jenny.  She watched with pleasure as Gail licked her growing mounds.  
When she was finished, Jenny asked her the same question all the mistresses had asked their slave.  “Did you enjoy that, good girl?”
Gail took a chance.  All the other girls had said no.  “Yes, Mistress Jenny,” she said.  “I thought it was wonderful.”
Jenny looked at her thoughtfully and said, “I believe you did enjoy it.  You’re my little lezzie bitch slave, aren’t you?”
Put that way, Gail blushed harder than ever.  She paused before answering, looking around the group of mistresses and slaves.  Some were giggling and some were astonished, but they were all waiting for her answer.  “Yes, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail softly.  “I guess so.”  
After that embarrassment, the slaves were taken into the dining hall.  Ms. C announced that their mistresses would now feed them.  Gail noticed that she was left with her wrists bound, so she wouldn’t be able to feed herself.  
The young mistresses disappeared for a few minutes and then returned.  Jenny offered an uncooked hotdog to Gail.  The poor slave was famished and ready to eat anything.  But first, Jenny said, “Don’t bite on it.  Just suck it.”  She slid the hotdog into Gail’s mouth.  To Gail’s surprise, Jenny slid it several inches in and then back out.  After a few thrusts, Gail suddenly realized the sexual metaphor and pulled back.  She stared at her mistress with distaste.  “Just a little practice,” said Jenny with a laugh.  She then let Gail take small bites until it was all gone.  The hotdog tasted a little funny, but Gail didn’t know if it was because it was raw or what and she ate it anyway.  
Finished with that, Jenny said, “Do you want another hotdog?”  
Gail nodded, “Yes, Mistress Jenny.”
Jenny surprised her slave by standing up and pulling down her pants.  Without taking her eyes off her slave, Jenny put two fingers in her pussy and pulled out another hotdog.  She smiled wickedly as she said, “Here you go, slave bitch.”
Gail was repulsed and pulled away.  
“You’re not going to insult me are you, bitch?” asked Jenny.  “You think there’s something wrong with the way I taste?”
“Yes, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  “That’s disgusting.”
“You didn’t say anything about the first hotdog and that’s been inside me all afternoon.  Heck, I just put this one in a few minutes ago.”
“You’re kidding,” said Gail.
“No, you fucking bitch slave, your mistress is not kidding,”
Gail realized her error and said, “I mean, you’re kidding, Mistress Jenny.  I mean, no, Mistress Jenny, that’s not possible.”
“Take the hotdog into your mouth and hold it for me,” said Jenny.  
“What are you going to do, Mistress Jenny?” asked Gail.
“Oh, shit,” said Jenny.  “After I praised you all afternoon, you’ve forgotten how to be a good girl?  I’m going to have to punish you now and I’ll have to withhold any praise all day tomorrow, won’t I?”
“No, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  “Don’t spank me.”
“Open up and take the hotdog in your fucking mouth, bitch!”  Gail opened her mouth.  “Don’t bite it yet,” said Jenny.  She pushed the hotdog halfway into Gail’s mouth.  “You’ll have to be spanked now, but if you’re good, I might be nice to you tomorrow.   Understand?”
“Mmmphf, humphf,” said Gail.  The hotdog tasted just like the other one and she knew that she had indeed eaten one already that had spent the afternoon marinating in Jenny’s juices.  She screamed into her hotdog/dildo gag as she received five swats across her helpless ass.
Finished with the punishment, Jenny removed the hotdog and let Gail eat it bite by bite.  The young mistress then gently brushed Gail’s hair and said, “That wasn’t so bad, was it, my good girl?”
“No, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  
“Now, just one more thing.  Make me proud of you and we can start tomorrow just like you had never refused to eat your yummy dinner for me, OK?”
“Yes, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  
“Stand up and read this,” said Jenny.  
Gail stood and looked at the piece of paper the Jenny held before her eyes.  Her heart sank as she glanced at it.  She looked at her mistress with horror, begging with her eyes.  
“Loud enough for everyone to hear,” said Jenny.  
Gail read.  “Yum, yum, yummy, I’ve got my mistress’ juice in my tummy.  The hot dog was delicious, er, delishisy?.  The hot dog was delishisy, it tasted just a little fishy.  Hope you all enjoy yours, too, there’s nothing like a little goo.  Tomorrow when she wants me to eat her, I’ll do it right away ‘cause she’s sweeter.”  Gail’s blood pounded in her head as she heard applause from the other mistresses.  
But, the applause was for Jenny, not Gail.  She’d gotten her slave girl to finish eating the two hotdogs first.  “Isn’t she the best slave girl?” said Jenny.  She was behind Gail, petting her slave’s hair.  Then, she reached in front of Gail and cupped her slave’s breasts.  The 13-year-old slave reddened under the attention of her mistress.  She wanted to rebel.  She wanted to leave.  But, the thought of another spanking made her hold still while the other girl fondled her tits and pinched her nipples to hardness.  Gail watched as other girls argued with their mistresses and were scolded, berated, and spanked.  She felt superior to those disobedient girls as she received her reward – soft, tender caresses from her mistress.  Without even being aware of it, she purred softly as Jenny stroked her.  
Smiling, Jenny looked at the nude body of her slave.  Gail had surrendered herself in just one day.  The mistress was looking forward to what she knew was to come in the days ahead of them.  She ran her hands over Gail’s body, making sure she gave attention to the slave’s smooth ass and firm tits.  She wanted her slave to learn to accept her touch anywhere, but she avoided touching Gail’s cunt for now.  Jenny gently brushed Gail’s hair and caressed her cheeks.  Most of the other girls had forced down their second hot dog and Jenny turned her slave around and pushed Gail’s head down so the slave could suck on her mistress’ nipples again.  Gail licked and sucked as she knew she was supposed to, eager to keep her mistress happy.  
Finally, all the girls had humiliated themselves by eating their second hot dog.  They really had no choice; it was just a matter of how much pain they could take before they ate their disgusting meal.  Gail found herself and the others being led back into the shower room.  She hadn’t really taken a good look around before and now she began to realize that it was more than just a shower area.  The tiled room was 20’ by 40’ and only half of the room had showerheads.  In the other side of the room, Jenny tied Gail’s hands to ropes that hung from the ceiling.  Then, while one of the counselors held her arms, Gail felt Jenny remove the cuffs that bound her wrists together.  
Briefly free, Gail struggled, but she was held fast by the counselor.  The ropes tied to Gail’s hands ran through hooks in the ceiling and then down again.  Jenny grabbed the free ends of the ropes and pulled them, raising Gail’s hands up over her head quickly.   The counselor let go of Gail’s hands as they went up and Jenny tied off the rope to a cleat on the wall.  Gail’s brief moment of freedom had passed and she was once again tied at the mercy of her teenage mistress.  With her arms pulled high so that she could barely stand flatfooted, she felt even more vulnerable than she had with her hands tied behind her.  One by one the other slave bitches were tied in the same fashion.  
Then, to her surprise, the young mistresses and the counselors walked away, leaving them alone.  Gail’s arms tired quickly and she found there was no way she could get comfortable.  She was facing the far end of the room, as were all the slaves, so she could see the mistresses as they stripped and took hot showers.  In a few minutes, the girls turned off their showers and dried themselves.  Then, they left the room without so much as a goodbye.  The last girl out turned out the light.  
The room was pitch black and silent except for the sound of one girl sobbing quietly.  “What’s going on?” asked one of the girls.  “My arms hurt,” said another girl.  The crying girl, Irene, said, “Damn it, I’m hungry, my arms hurt, too, and my butt hurts from all the spanking.  I don’t want to be here, but…” her voice cracked as she finished, “I can’t go home either.”  All the girls felt a rush of dismay as they remembered what would be waiting for them at home – parents who were expecting their daughters to be sex slaves.  
A couple more of the girls started sobbing, but Gail couldn’t see the point of that.  She was worried about her little brother as well as herself.  It surprised her that she thought of him at all at a time like this.  He was her little brat brother and such a pain, but she realized that she really did love her brother despite all the annoying things he did.  She started to think of ways to get out of the camp, but she kept coming back to the idea that there was nowhere to go even if she could get free.  
Girls around her started talking about ways to escape.  About half the girls were moaning and crying while the other half tried to plan their escape.  It always came down to trying to get away at a moment when they were untied.  Gail pointed out that they were always outnumbered and never all untied at the same time.  That’s when one of the girls hit on the idea of pretending to be sick.  “I’ll act like I’m having a seizure,” said the voice in the dark – Gail couldn’t tell who it was.  “They’ll have to untie me and take me to a doctor.”
“It won’t work,” whined one of the girls.  “They don’t care about us.”
“Shut up!” snapped the other girl.  The room was dead silent for a brief moment.  “They can’t let something happen to us.  They’ll have to take me to a doctor.  You’ll see.”  The room stayed silent for a while, all the girls hoping that she was right.  
One by one, the girls started moaning in pain as their arms hurt more and more.  Gail found herself moaning and her cheeks were wet with tears.  It seemed like she’d been hanging for hours, but she knew it probably wasn’t that long.  “How long are they going to leave us here like this?” whined someone in the dark.  Gail had already noticed that there was absolutely no light in the room, so even though her eyes were adjusted to the darkness, she could see nothing.  
There was no answer to that question, just an increase in the moaning and crying.  Gail was beginning to think it might be all night long when suddenly brilliant pain filled her head and she had to squeeze her eyes tightly shut to keep out the light.  All of the girls reacted the same way as dazzling light suddenly filled the room.  The mistresses and counselors came back into the room.  Two of the girls were untied and led away by counselors.  When the counselors returned, two more girls were untied and led away.  Gail found herself in the third group of girls.  As her arms fell to her sides, she was determined to fight the counselors that came for her.  Instead, she was dismayed to find her arms were like lead and she was led away without any fight left in her.  
Right behind Gail, the other slave stopped and starting shaking, falling limp in the arms of the two counselors leading her.  “Stop it, Elizabeth,” said one of her escorts.  
“Unh, unh, unh,” said Elizabeth, shaking violently as she faked a seizure.  
Gail tried to turn to watch, but her escorts yanked her roughly and one of them slapped her across the face.  “Mind your own business, bitch,” snapped the counselor.  
Though she couldn’t see, Gail heard the sound of a slap behind her.  “Shut the fuck up, bitch,” said a counselor.  “We know you’re faking it.  The room is bugged.  We heard you say you were going to fake a seizure.  So stop it or you’ll find out how we treat a slave who tries to escape.”
Elizabeth was suddenly silent and Gail felt a cold dread.  She realized that these counselors were professionals at training women and girls to be slaves.  They’d probably seen every possible escape attempt and every trick in the book.  There was no way she could outwit them because they were way ahead of her.  She let herself be led until she was standing in front of an open door.   She was shoved through the door and into darkness.  The door was shut behind her.  
Gail felt around in the room, locating a blanket, toilet, and a sink.  Gratefully she relieved herself in the toilet, washed her hands and face, and lay down on the smooth, hard floor.  Her body ached, but she drifted off to sleep.  Throughout the night she kept starting awake, fear coursing through her veins as she once again relived the previous day and wondered what lay in store for her on the next one.  
The next morning, bright light and a loud banging awakened Gail.  She scrambled to her feet, poised and ready for the door to open.  This was the only time that she had been unfettered since her enslavement and she intended to make use of the opportunity.  Of course this was exactly what the camp counselors were expecting.  A small opening in the door appeared and a pair of handcuffs flew in at her.  “Put them on, hands behind your back,” came Jenny’s voice.  
Gail’s first reaction was to think that would be stupid of her.  This was her one chance at escape and she wasn’t going to cooperate.  Instead, she picked them up and held them behind her back.  “Yes, Mistress Jenny,” she said.  “I did what you want.”
“Turn around and show me,” said Jenny, her face appearing in the opening.  
Gail hesitated.
“Oh, you lying bitch,” said Jenny.  “You didn’t do it, did you?”
“You can’t make me,” said Gail defiantly.  
“Oh yes we can,” said Jenny.  “If someone has to come in there and wrestle you down, think of what your punishment will be like, slave bitch.  You can do it the easy way, my precious girl and I’ll be so nice to you,” she said sweetly, her voice turning hard as she continued.  “Or you can do it the hard way and see just how mean I can be when I’m angry.”  
Gail told herself it would be worth it if she could just get in one good punch or kick to one of the counselors or even to her mistress.  This was her only chance, so she stood her ground.  
“On the other hand,” said Jenny.  “See what you’re standing on?”
Gail looked down to see she was standing on a metal floor.  It looked like stainless steel, clean and polished.  She looked back at Jenny’s face.  “Yes, Mistress Jenny,” she said.  
“Think about what happens when I flip this switch out here and 110 volts go into that metal floor.”
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“Oh, God, no,” said Gail.  She looked frantically around.  Even the toilet and sink were metal.  Suddenly she heard a piercing scream that didn’t sound very far away.  
“Uh oh,” said Jenny with a smile.  “Somebody’s slave didn’t believe them.  Do you believe me, bitch?”
“Yes, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  She snapped the cuffs on her wrists and turned her back to show Jenny.  
“Now, that wasn’t so hard, was it, bitch?” said Jenny.  
“No, Mistress Jenny.”  Gail turned back to face her mistress.  
“But, you know I’ll have to punish you for being slow.  I expect you to obey every order I give you without hesitation.  You know that, don’t you?”
“Yes, Mistress Jenny.”  Gail jumped as she heard another scream.  
“So, to show you that I wasn’t lying to you and punish you for your misbehavior, I’m going to have to turn on the juice for you,” she smiled as she said it.  “Besides, I want to see my pretty girl jump up and down and scream for me.  You want to make me happy, don’t you, slave bitch?”  
“Please, don’t,” pleaded Gail.  
“I asked you a question, you stupid bitch.  You want to make me happy, don’t you, slave bitch?”
“Um, uh.”  Not like that, Gail wanted to say.  “Yes, Mistress Jenny,” she finally said.  Then, with a stroke of brilliance, she jumped up and down, making her tits bounce and screamed, just like her mistress wanted her to do.  
Jenny laughed.  “That was very clever, bitch.  But, not quite the same.”  She flipped the switch on the wall outside the door.  
“Eeeeeeeeeee,” screamed Gail, louder than her first scream.  She leaped into the air, her eyes wide with shock, trying to get her feet off the floor, but came back down to find the floor was still electrified.  “Aaaaaaaeeeeee,” she leaped again.  “Eeeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed a third time.  On the way down, she moaned, “Aaah, aaah,” in anticipation of another jolt.  She had leaped into the air a fourth time before she realized that the floor wasn’t live anymore.  When she came down again, she stood tentatively, testing to make sure the power was off.  
“Did you enjoy that?” asked Jenny.
“No, Mistress Jenny.”
“I did,” said Jenny.  “I like being nice to you, but I almost hope you make me shock you again.  That was fun.”  Jenny’s face disappeared from the opening.  “Put your face in the hole so I can see you,” she said.  
Gail stepped forward and bent over to peer out the hole.  Jenny was dressed as she had been the day before, a tight black leather bra and leather pants.  Jenny beckoned Gail forward and the slave pushed her head all the way through the hole.  The young mistress seized Gail’s hair and pulled to keep her slave exposed while she snapped a large collar in place with the other hand.  When Jenny let go of her hair, Gail discovered that projections on the collar kept her from pulling her head back.  
Jenny opened the door and Gail stepped forward into the hallway.  Jenny stepped out of sight, behind her.  Gail could see the ass of another slave.  It was a small ass with no hips, one of the younger girls.  Like Gail, her head was stuck through the hole in her door and her mistress was behind her.  It was a very uncomfortable feeling to have Jenny out of sight, her entire body at the mercy of her mistress.  It was especially uncomfortable because Gail could see the red stripes across the other slave’s ass and the riding crop in the hand of her mistress.  Gail knew her ass was equally vulnerable.   
Across the hall, Gail could see Irene’s head sticking out through her door.  As she watched, Irene jumped and grunted in pain.  Gail could do nothing but watch as Irene’s mistress whipped her several times.  “Aaaaaa,” she suddenly screamed herself as Jenny whipped the stinging crop across her ass.  And it was Irene’s turn to watch Gail being spanked.   From the sounds around her, Gail was aware that all eight of the slaves were in the same hall and in the same predicament.  
The little girl ahead of her, Kim, was apparently farther along in the morning’s activities than Gail, so the 13-year-old could see a preview of what was to come for her.  She watched with interest as Kim’s hands were uncuffed and then her arms were retied.  When her mistress was done with her, Kim’s arms were much higher on her back, her forearms crossing and tied together.  It made Kim’s ass even more accessible to her young mistress.  Gail felt Jenny doing the same thing to her.  
Counselors wandered up and down the hall, watching the mistresses as they practiced their domination techniques.  Sometimes they stopped and gave suggestions or instructions.  Now one of them stopped right in front of Gail and bent down face-to-face with her.  “You watching little Kimmy get hers?” asked the woman.  “Sonya is right behind you watching you get yours.  Poor little Kimmy doesn’t have anybody to watch, so it’s all a big surprise for her.”  The woman smiled wickedly.  “I really like this part.  Hope you do, too.”
When Gail could see Kim again, she did a double take.  Kim’s mistress was sporting a cock and it took Gail a couple of seconds to realize that it was a strap on dildo.  She twisted her head, trying to look behind herself, but it was to no avail.  Was Jenny doing the same thing behind her?  Kim’s mistress, no bigger than Kim herself, stepped up behind the small girl and shoved her hips forward.  Gail could hear Kim’s squeal of pain and surprise as the plastic cock sank into her virgin pussy.  Gail started to squirm at the thought of what Jenny was doing right now.  She didn’t dare say anything and though she wanted desperately to protect her virginity, she was even afraid of moving her ass too much or crossing her legs.  The sting of her recent spanking still lingered as a reminder that she had to behave.  
Then, Irene’s mistress poked Irene and Gail could see the expression on the slave’s face as her virginity was taken.  It was a mixture of pain and horror as Irene’s unseen mistress raped her.  Gail tensed as she felt Jenny’s hands on her hips.  Her mistress’ hands felt around her pussy, locating her virgin fuck hole and positioning the long dildo for its penetration.  It took Gail’s breath away when Jenny suddenly shoved in deep.  The dildo was well lubricated so that it slid in easily, but Gail felt her hymen tear and then there was a sense of fullness like nothing she had experienced before.  The 13-year-old was stunned as she realized she was being fucked and had no control over the situation at all.  As Jenny pounded in and out of her cunt, Gail suddenly realized that she hadn’t even had breakfast yet and wondered if Jenny had.  
Kim’s ordeal was already over.  The fucking had just been enough to take her precious virginity and let her know that she belonged to her mistress.  Gail watched Kim’s mistress walk around in the door, out of her sight and back into Kim’s view.  It wasn’t long before Jenny appeared in front of Gail.  Jenny was still dressed in black leather, but with a black strap on dildo protruding from her crotch.  “Did you like your fuck, bitch?”
Gail couldn’t take her eyes off the glistening black cock covered with her own juices.  Jenny grabbed her hair and pulled her head, forcing Gail to look into the eyes of her mistress and remember that she’d been asked a question.  “No, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail truthfully.  
“Too bad,” said Jenny.  “You’re gonna get that every morning.  But, now, pretend this cock is a hot dog, bitch, and suck on it.”  Jenny pushed the cock at Gail’s mouth and Gail opened wide, taking it into her mouth.  She tasted her own juices as she gave her mistress a blow job.  Like the fucking she’d just received, the blow job didn’t last very long, just long enough to let Gail know her place.  
The mistresses disappeared one by one, leaving the slaves standing helplessly in the hallway.  Gail discovered that her door was locked in position, so that she couldn’t step back into her room.  When Jenny and the other girls returned, she had two hot dogs in her hand.  Gail’s heart sank as she realized what her breakfast was going to be and figured she knew where her breakfast had already been.  She was surprised when Jenny disappeared behind her, but then she felt a hot dog sliding up her cunt and saw Kim getting one of her own.  The length of meat was withdrawn and Jenny came back around front.  Gail looked at Jenny with dismay.  “Don’t want to eat your own?” teased Jenny.  
Jenny turned and traded hot dogs with Kim’s mistress.  “Here you go, bitch, straight from Kimmy’s hot little snatch.”  Disgusted, but hungry, Gail ate the offered meat.  “Want another Kimmy special?” asked Jenny, waving the second hot dog in front of Gail.  
“Yes, Mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  The helpless girl watched as Jenny inserted the hot dog in Kimmy and then fed Gail.  Kim’s mistress took the liberty of dipping a second hot dog into Gail’s pussy for Kim.  Gail felt strangely violated that another mistress had taken such liberty with her.  She was Jenny’s slave.  She belonged to Jenny and resented the tacit approval that Jenny had granted for someone else to use her pussy.  
The eight slaves were then untied and put back into their rooms.  When their collars were removed, the slaves could pull their heads back in and were once again free within the confines of their tiny rooms.  “Use the toilet, wash yourself, and get ready for more fun,” said Jenny.  She tossed in a small rag and some soap and then she shut the small opening in the door. 
Gail did as she was told, but to her dismay found that only cold water came from the faucet.  She gave herself a quick sponge bath, enjoying the feeling of being clean despite the cold.  It wasn’t long before she was ordered to stick her head back through the hole in the door.  Collared, she learned the routine for going from unfettered in her room to bound and ready for more training.  The door effectively became stocks that trapped her until her hands were tied.  Once she was tied, the collar was removed and she was led outside.  
Gail spent the rest of the week learning how to respond to her mistress.  She became adept at eating pussy and pleasuring her mistress in every way that was expected of her.  Jenny liked French kissing, so Gail found herself frequently engaged in passionate kissing with the other girl.  To her surprise, she enjoyed necking with her attractive mistress.  Late in the week she was even more surprised when she found herself looking forward to going down on the other girl.  
What Gail found less enjoyable was the morning rape.  The cock inside her felt like an intruder and not something that she wanted to feel from her mistress or from a man.  When Jenny assaulted her ass with the same dildo, Gail liked that even less, objecting for the first time in days.  Amused, Jenny acceded to her slave’s dislike for anal rape and didn’t do that anymore.  She rather liked her slave and got no pleasure from ass fucking Gail.  But, she did like the view of Gail with a cock in her mouth, her lips spread wide as she took several inches of hard plastic down her throat.  She engaged Gail in that pastime frequently.  
By Friday, Gail performed every task that Jenny expected of her, even purring contentedly when Jenny gave her the slightest caress.  The young teen no longer thought of escape, but of how she could please her mistress to the fullest.  Part of what encouraged Gail was the treatment that other slaves seemed to be getting.  While the first couple of days had been strictly regimented by the counselors, later in the week the personalities of the mistresses began to show through.  Some were extremely mean to their slaves and Gail found solace in the fact that Jenny knew how to show her appreciation for Gail’s obedience.  
Over the weekend, Gail was traded to other mistresses so she could see and feel the touch of other girls.  Dutifully she pleasured them all, eager to avoid punishment and receive praise.  Now even the counselors joined in, letting the young slaves pleasure them as well as the young mistresses.  None seemed to measure up to her Jenny, but then Jenny always returned to her at the end of the day for some final loving. 
A full week had gone by and Gail could hardly remember her sexual attitudes that had been stripped away after her arrival at Camp Courage.  She might have returned to her old prudish ways if given the chance, but she had three more weeks of training in front of her.  She didn’t know that the start of the second week would bring a drastic change, but she learned it on Sunday evening.  Standing at attention on her platform in the courtyard, she listened as Ms. C explained the change for the next day.  “Tomorrow we have a very interesting experience for the bitch slaves and for our new mistresses.  Next week we will do an exchange with the boys’ camp across the lake.  As you all know, there are eight boy slaves and eight boy masters being trained there.  Starting tomorrow, the masters will come here and train our little bitch slaves and the mistresses will go to the boys’ camp to train the little boy toy slaves.  I know that our mistresses will enjoy that very much.  I also know that the bitch slaves usually don’t have such a good time.”  She laughed as she said that.  “What’s even worse is that I and the other counselors will go with our mistresses and the boys’ counselors will come here.  I’ve always noticed that the boys and the men seem to like fucking and being sucked much more than the girls.  You poor slaves are going to be so sore and worn out at the end of the day.”
It was a particularly rough night of sleep for Gail Sunday night.  So many things were on her mind.  Boys and men were going to see her tomorrow.  The girls had been bad, but she expected the boys would be worse.  They’d actually cum in her mouth and her pussy.  She shuddered at the thought.  Then, she wondered about Toby.  She thought about him every night.  Had he been forced to suck cocks?  Would Jenny be his mistress?  What would her new master be like?  Would he be kind like Jenny or mean and rough with her?    
She decided that even if it got her punishment, she would ask Jenny to be Toby’s mistress.  That was the first thing on her mind when the lights came on Monday morning and she heard the banging of the gong to wake them all up.  She got up quickly and stood at the door, waiting for Jenny’s command.  To her surprise, an unusual object was tossed in this time.  She expected handcuffs, but she picked up the cloth and examined it.  “Put the bag on your head,” said a man’s voice.  
Gail’s eyes opened wide.  What was going on?  The boys were here already?  Where was Jenny?  She stared at the bag she held in her hand and then pulled it over her head.  A pair of handcuffs came through the opening in the door.  She heard them hit the floor.  Feeling around, she found them and put them on quickly.  “When you have the bag on your head and cuffs on, stick your head out the door and say hi to your new master.”
Gail was trembling as she stumbled toward the door.  She couldn’t see well, but she could see the light from the opening in the door and put her head through.  Shadows moved in the hallway.  “Good morning, Master,” said Gail tentatively.  Her collar was put in place and the door opened and locked in place.  She was grateful now for the hood that she wore.  Just the thought of being naked with boys and men around her was mortifying, but to actually see them leering at her would be worse.  
It got worse than she could ever have imagined when her hood was removed.  She blinked in the light and her eyes focused on the young boy standing in front of her.  He was dressed in tight black leather pants.  His chest was bare.  Her eyes ran up his body and focused on his face.  “T-Toby?” she said in confusion.  
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Her brother smacked a riding crop against his hand and said, “That’s Master Toby, bitch.  Want to try it again, sister bitch?”
“No, no,” cried Gail, trying to shake her head.  “You can’t be.  You’re my brother, my little brother, don’t …”  Toby smacked the crop against his hand again and walked behind her, out of sight.  “No, no, please, Toby, don’t, please, let me go, I’ll… aaaaaaeeeee,” she screamed as she felt the sting of his crop.  
Out of her peripheral vision, Gail saw Toby come back to her side of the door.  He didn’t step in front of her, but put his face close to her ear.  “Fuck, you stupid bitch, I’ve been spanking another boy’s ass for a week now, knowing that I was going to get to come here and do yours today.  Thank you for being a stupid bitch.  Now, I’ll stop spanking you when the boys on the other side of the lake can hear you say my name, understand, sister bitch?”
“What?  No,” said Gail in confusion.  She wasn’t thinking straight.  All that she could focus on was the unfairness of the situation.  This was why Toby had no questions about camp.  Mom and dad had told him what to expect.  He was being trained to be her master.  He was two years younger than her.  She was the big sister!  She didn’t deserve this!!  “Eeeeeeeeeee, aaaaa,” she screamed as Toby smacked her ass sharply.  “Please, n-no, eeeeeee, for God’s sake, Tobeeeeeeeeee,” she panted heavily.  “Aaaaaa, eeeeee,” she screamed over and over as her little brother reddened her helpless ass.  In desperation, she finally said, “Please, Master Toby, Master Toby, I’ll do anything for you.  Master Toby.”
“Louder, stupid bitch,” said the 11-year-old.  “Tell the boys on the other side of the lake who your master is.”
Gail screamed at the top of her lungs, “Master Toby!  Master Toby!  Master Toby!”  Her master stopped spanking her.  Breathing heavily, Gail tried to collect her wits.  Her best option was silence, until her master wanted something, so she waited in silence.  
Toby admired his sister’s pink ass and ran his hand roughly over it.  He didn’t know what to do first.  He’d had to put up with his sister bumping against him on the bus ride up and all he could do was wait until he had her like he did now.  For that matter, he’d known about camp for the past three months and he’d had to control himself while watching his sexy sister prance around the house in total ignorant innocence of what was about to befall her.  He wanted her bad now, but he just didn’t know where to start.  “So, sister bitch,” he asked her.  “You like cock sucking?”  He’d had boys doing his cock all week long.  He wanted his sister to get a taste of his cum.  
“Please, Master Toby,” she begged.  “It’s not right.  I’m your sister.”
“No, you’re a fucking stupid bitch,” said Toby.  He snapped the crop across her ass again, eliciting a wonderful scream.  “Answer the question, bitch?”
“Yes, uh, no, Master Toby,” she said.  She hadn’t minded doing it for Jenny, but Toby would shoot in her mouth.  
“Yes or no, bitch, it can’t be both.”
“No.”  Smack.  “Eeeeeeeeeee, yes.”  Smack.  “Eeeeeeeeeee, yes, Master T-Toby, I mean, no, Master Toby.”  Smack.  “Eeeeeeeeee, no, Master Toby.”
“That’s your final answer?” asked Toby.  
“Yes, Master Toby, m-my final answer is no, Master Toby.”
“You like being fucked?”
“No, Master Toby.”
“You like being fucked in the ass?”
“No, Master Toby!!”
Toby noticed the particular emphasis his big sister paid to her last answer.  Smiling to himself, he knew just what he would do.  He walked around in front of his sister first and said, “You don’t like any of those things, huh, bitch?  What do you like?  Did you like eating pussy last week?”
“Yes, Master Toby.”
“Well, mommy will like that, bitch, but me and daddy need some fun, too.  So, I know just what will make you really, really happy.”  He bent close to her face and said, “I’m going to fuck you in the ass and then, I’m going to have you suck your shit off my cock and swallow my cum.  How about that?”
“No, Toby, you can’t,” said Gail, totally aghast.  
The young boy stared at his sister as if she’d grown a third eye.  “After a week of fucking training, you can still forget to call me master?  Fuck, this is gonna be more fun than I thought.”  He pushed the door shut, forcing Gail to backup into her tiny room with only her head sticking out.  She felt the cool metal floor under her feet and panicked.  Her eyes looked into his and she found no mercy there.  
“Please, Master Toby,” she whined.  “Don’t.”
Her head turned to follow his hand as it reached for the switch on the wall.  “You looking forward to this as much as I am, sis?” he asked as his hand paused on the switch.  
“Please, Master Tobeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed as her feet danced on the metal floor.  “Eeeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaaa, eeeeeeeeee,” she was unable to jump much with her head stuck through the door.  
The pain stopped and Toby was in her face.  “Got any ideas about what you want to suck off my cock, stupid bitch?”
Gail stared dully at her brother.  This couldn’t be happening.  She opened her mouth to speak, but Toby had already lost patience with her.  “Eeeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed helplessly.  She wanted to throttle her little brother.  She wanted to beat him into next week, but he had all the control right now.  As soon as the pain stopped, she took a couple of breaths.  As Toby bent down to her face again, she spoke even before he could ask her his question.  “Let me suck my shit off your cock, Master Toby.”
Gail found herself in the hallway again.  Her brother’s torment had been totally unnecessary.  She couldn’t protect herself from his cock even if she wanted to, but now he’d made her say it; he’d humiliated her and enjoyed doing it.  The 13-year-old grunted as her little brother put his cock up her ass.  It was smaller than the dildo that Jenny had used, but no less unwanted.  She felt his hands on her tits.  She’d been spanked by him and shocked by him.  He was raping her ass.  But, somehow his hands on her tits was even worse, reinforcing the fact that she was completely nude and completely helpless.  “Fuck, sis, Jenny told me she only fucked you once in the ass.  I’m gonna have to thank her for that.  You’re tighter than any of the boys I fucked last week.  But, here comes the best part.”  He pulled out of her ass and put his cock in her face.  
The memory of pain still burned in Gail’s feet as she opened her mouth and sucked her little brother’s cock into her mouth.  She gagged on the taste, but didn’t dare stop sucking.  He buried his small cock in her mouth to the root and fucked her face hard and fast.  “Gonna shoot off in my big sister’s hot mouth,” said Toby.  His hands grabbed her hair as he fucked her face.  “You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for his, sister bitch,” he said.  “What do you want, sister bitch, swallow my cum or get spanked some more?”  He stepped back briefly.  
“Swallow your cum, Master Toby,” said Gail.  
“Say please.”
“Please, Master Toby.”
“Sweet,” said Toby as he stepped back up to his sister’s face.  Seconds later he unloaded in her mouth.  Gail was surprised at the taste, texture, and amount of cum that flooded her mouth suddenly.  She knew there was no option except to swallow the warm slimy jism in her mouth.  With a gulp, she swallowed hard and sucked even more out of Toby’s cock.  He spurted in her mouth several times, more than she expected and then finally pulled out.  “God damn,” said Toby.  “I think I’ll keep you, sis.”
“Yes, Master Toby,” said the totally humiliated girl.  
Gail’s breakfast was the usual, two hot dogs that had been dipped in Kim’s pussy.  What was unusual about it was that Kim’s master had cum in her pussy, so Gail’s breakfast was coated in sperm as well as Kim’s juices.  She’d come to realize that she had to eat everything offered to her to keep up her strength.  So, despite the disgusting coating, she ate her breakfast quickly.  She already had a tummy full of her own brother’s cum, a little more from Kim’s pussy didn’t make much difference.  
Toby demonstrated the result of his week of training in the boys’ camp by expertly tying Gail’s hands to her elbows, behind her back.  Tied in that manner, Gail was freed from the door/stocks and led to the exercise yard.  A week of her own training had left the 13-year-old girl with a deep tan over every inch of her body.  If she could have seen herself in a different light, Gail might have been proud of her beauty, but all she could see was her nudity in front of 8 boys.  What bothered her even more were the looks that the male counselors, grown men, were giving her.  She’d had to put out for the female counselors; her stomach sank at the thought of these men raping her or forcing her to suck their cocks.  
Gail had never realized that men and boys couldn’t fuck constantly.  She expected to be raped repeatedly, but instead found herself laying on her back on her platform, her legs dangling over the side.  Julia, another of the slave girls, was forced to eat her out while the boys watched.  Other girls were paired off as well for the boys’ enjoyment.  Julia was a pretty girl the same age as Gail, and Gail had enjoyed Julia’s attention on other occasions.  The mistresses had never let any of the slaves cum, so Gail was astonished when the good feeling between her legs suddenly became a demanding urge.  A gasp escaped her surprised lips as the warmth grew to a fire.  It embarrassed her as she lost control in front of her brother and two other boys who were watching.  
“Oh, fuck yes,” she moaned in shame.  The mistresses had always been vocal about their pending orgasms and Gail had never understood.  She glanced quickly at Toby, wondering if he would stop Julia before she came.  The look on his face told her that her brother was totally enthralled and not about to stop the girl-on-girl action that was turning him on so much.  “Do me, Julia, oh, fuck, yes, Julia, fuck me with your tongue, please.”  Julia had likewise not been allowed an orgasm for the past week, but unlike Gail, she had experienced them before coming to camp.  She knew the effect she was having on her fellow slave and increased the intensity of her tongue lashing to Gail’s clit.  Payback was on her mind and the chance to have her first orgasm at camp.  An electric feeling shot through Gail’s body as she came.  Her body tensed and she screamed, “Sweet Jesus!  Holy, holy shit, I’m cummmming.”
Having lost track of her surroundings as she came hard, Gail was shocked when something yanked on her hair.  Toby had become so aroused that he had to plunge his cock into his sister right away.  Seizing her by the hair, he pulled her across the top of her platform, centering her pelvis on the wooden square so he could kneel between her legs and fuck her.  Gail felt pain in her scalp as he pulled her and then in her ass as she scraped across the rough wood.  “Aaaaaaa,” she moaned, afraid to tell her young master what she thought of his rough treatment.  Then, suddenly, “Aaahhhhh,” escaped her lips in a moan of pleasure as her brother’s cock entered her.  Her eyes shot open at the incredible feeling of being fucked by something more than a plastic cock.  “Oh, Toby, Master Toby, this miserable slave doesn’t deserve…” she choked off her words.  “Please, Master Toby, fuck me hard.”  A second orgasm swept over her and she thought she was going to faint from pleasure.  She fought to stay conscious, wishing she could wrap her arms around Toby and pull him harder to her.  Instead, she wrapped her legs around his hips.  “Fuck me, hard Toby, Master, fuck me with your big cock.  Oh, Jesus, I love you.”  
Toby was having a great ride himself.  His oh so prudish sister was cursing like a whore and squeezing his cock like a vise.  When he heard Gail use the word big to describe his cock, he almost came right then and there.  Tied, naked, and being raped, she screamed out that she loved him and he pounded her as hard as he could.  He felt his cum rise and his cock spasm inside her.  As he filled her with his cum, he saw her eyes open wide in surprise.  “Take my cum, Gail honey,” he said, rewarding her for her total submission.  He leaned forward and pressed his lips hard against hers, kissing her deeply and feeling her kiss him back with passion.  
Toby had learned well in the past week.  Gail melted in his arms as he held her tight, kissing her.  She basked in the feeling of his words, Gail honey.  It was the first nice thing she’d been called since she’d arrived at camp.  “Hold me, Toby, Master,” she panted.  She felt like a woman, like something very special as her brother held her in the moments after their mutual orgasms.  
After that, Gail was forced to eat out Julia.  When Julia’s master took Julia next, Gail felt a cock enter her from behind.  She looked back, her smile fading as she realized it wasn’t Toby that was in her this time.  Confused, she looked for her master and saw him caressing Kim, building his own hard on so he could fuck the 11-year-old slut.  Gail wasn’t hurt for long as she felt the older boy’s cock inside her.  It was bigger than Toby’s and filled her much more completely.  She pushed her hips back against the other master, helping him to fuck her.  Her orgasm was quick and even better than the one with Toby.  
The pace of the morning slowed down and suddenly it was lunchtime.  Three of the slaves, including Gail, were treated to a real lunch, even sitting with their masters.  “You are such a good girl, Gail,” said Toby.  “So, beautiful and so well trained.”  He set a hamburger and French fries on the table in front of her.  He even pulled the hamburger apart to show her there was nothing disgusting hidden inside.  “For my beautiful slave,” he said as he held the burger up to her mouth.  Gail’s hands were still tied, so she could only lean forward and take a bite of the burger.  He fed her a couple of fries and then took a bite of his own food.  
“Thank you, Master Toby,” said Gail as she swallowed her food.  She was touched by the way he fed her first and then himself.  His gentleness and concern were a far cry from the early morning.  After an entire week of eating poorly and being treated like she didn’t matter, she noticed the slightest bit of kindness.  It never occurred to her that he was simply using another training technique and she was succumbing to it completely.  
The boys relaxed in the early afternoon right after lunch.  They lounged around watching TV and playing games while their slaves waited on them.  Gail, like the other girls, had a tray that hung from a strap around her neck and was attached to a belt around her waist.  With no hands, all she could so was go to the kitchen ask one of the counselors to place a soft drink on her tray and take it back to Toby.  She was especially careful after she saw Irene spill her master’s drink and receive her punishment.  
“Go get me a special,” said Toby to his sister.  
“A special, Master?”  She’d been waiting on him for an hour now and he’d asked for sodas and cookies before.  
“Yes, pretty girl,” said Toby.  “Tell Mr. Watkins you want a special.  He’ll know what that is.”
Gail left the room and walked to the kitchen, the tray bouncing lightly in front of her.  She turned into the kitchen and the counselor looked her up and down, giving her the creeps.  He was in his mid-thirties, not bad looking, but he was way too old for her.  She didn’t like it when the men looked at her like that.  “My master wants a special,” she said to him.  
“Well, it’s about time,” he said.  “I was wondering who would get to go first.”  He stepped out from behind the counter and approached her with empty hands.  Gail backed away from him, uncertain about what was going to happen.  “No place to run, honey,” he said.  “And if Toby sent you in here for a special, you’re by God gonna get it.”
He was quicker than Gail and caught her, spinning her around to face the wall away from him.  She felt his hands undo the belt around her waist and then the strap around her neck, freeing the tray from in front of her.  He spun her around again and took in her nudity.  “God, I love teenage cunt,” he said.  
His hands caressed her budding tits and Gail had a sinking feeling that she was the special and the counselor was about to enjoy her.  She said nothing, knowing that words would only make matters worse.  But, she wasn’t surprised when he turned her around and leaned her over the closest table.  His hands probed at her pussy and then she felt the pressure of his cock against her fuckhole.  “Oh, Jesus,” she breathed as the head of his cock pressed between her cunt lips and into her pussy.  It filled her more than any of the boys had.  It was more like the big dildo that Jenny had used on her, but warm and alive.  She was being raped by a grown man and, for the first time, could imagine her own father as he did this to her.  
“Oh, yeah, nice and tight,” said Mr. Watkins as he drove his cock in to the hilt.  He could feel her fight against him, making it even tighter.  One of his hands reached around her to fondle her tits.  Gail felt his other hand grab her hair roughly and pull her head back, forcing her to arch her back.  “Taking a nice tight pussy,” he grunted as he stroked in and out of her.  “Like this, baby?”
“Y-yes, um, Master,” she said.  “You’re so big.”
“Good that you like it, baby,” he said.  “Slaves ought to like to serve their master.  You ought to like anything that one of us does to you.”
“Yes, Master,” said Gail.  She moved her hips in time to his thrusts, making sure his full size cock got to its full depth with each push.  The young girl didn’t want to be fucking a man, but she knew that it was pointless to fight him.  Besides, it started to feel good almost right away.  She blushed as her body betrayed her and the fire grew in her pussy.  “Mmmmm, that’s what my teenage cunt is for.  Fuck me hard.”  
He pounded into her cunt hard and fast, just like she needed it, but then he abruptly withdrew.  The counselor straightened Gail up and turned her around, then forced her to her knees.  Her eyes widened as she saw his 8-inch cock bobbing in her face.  She knew what he wanted, but looked up at him with pleading eyes.  His huge cock felt good in her pussy, but there was no way she wanted to give him head.  After a couple of seconds, however, it was clear that she would get no reprieve.  The 13-year-old opened her mouth and sucked on the man’s cock.  It pressed deep into her mouth and she was forced to relax her throat as she’d learned last week with plastic dildos.  His cock slid relentlessly deeper, each inch worse than the previous until Gail found her nose buried in his pubic hair and her jaw stretched to its limit.  
“Jesus, you’re a cocksucker,” breathed the man.  “Look at how wide you can open up.”  He slid his cock nearly out and then shoved it in again.  “I love teenage cocksuckers better than teenage cunt.  Blow me, baby.”  He thrust several time in her mouth, each time making sure she swallowed his entire length.  “Oh, God, yes, here it cums,” he moaned.  Gail felt his cock tense and knew he was about to flood her mouth with cum, but instead, he withdrew his cock and pumped it, spewing his cum on her face and tits.  Nobody had ever done that to her before and she found it disgusting and humiliating to kneel in front of him as he coated her with cum.  
Using her hair as a handle, Mr. Watkins pulled Gail to her feet and said, “Go show Toby that you got your special.”  Gail’s heart sank as she realized Toby knew what was happening in here and now she had to go show him her cum covered face and body.  
Dazed, she found her way back to her master.  “Master Toby, I got the special for you,” she said, her face burning as everyone looked at her.  
“Very nice, big sister,” said Toby.  He turned to another of the boys and said, “Hank?”
Hank was Kim’s new master.  He looked to his slave and said, “Kimmy bitch, get your little pink tongue over here and clean off Toby’s slave.”  The 11-year-old came running over, but stopped short when she saw what adorned Gail’s face.  She looked with surprise and disgust at her master and then back at Gail.  
“That’s gross,” said Kim.  She stood about three feet from Gail and was obviously not going to get any closer.  
Gail was shocked at Kim’s response.  The little girl had sucked cocks already today and this was just another way of getting a mouthful of cum.  She felt dread for the foolish 11-year-old.  Refusing a command of her master was asking for punishment, but it looked like Kim hadn’t learned that well yet.  
Hank rose slowly and Kim saw the look on his face and the whip in his hand.  “Oh, God, no,” she said and stepped toward Gail.  
But, Hank caught his errant slave by the hair and kept her from lapping at Gail’s face and body.  “Thank you, slut,” said Hank.  “I wanted another excuse to whip the crap out of you.”  He pulled her head down until she was bent 90 degrees at the waist and pushed her toward Toby, who was still seated.  Toby took the hint and grabbed Kim’s hair, holding her in that position while Hank whipped the girl soundly.  She was screaming loudly by the time Hank was done with her.  
When she was finally released, Kim pressed her tongue to Gail’s cheek and lapped up the cum.  She worked her way around Gail’s face quickly and frantically, making sure that she got every drop.  Hank pressed up behind her.  “That’s much better, little bitch,” he said as he pushed his cock between her legs and into her hairless slit.  As her body jerked in time to his thrusts, Kim cleaned off Gail’s tits.  Hank came quickly as he laughed at his little slave.  Unlike Gail and Toby who were brother and sister, Hank had never met Kim before yesterday.  The cute little girl thought it was worse to be performing for a total stranger while Gail thought it worse to be enslaved to her own little brother.  
To Kim’s dismay, as she finished, Hank said, “Now, little bitch, you go get me a special.”  Shocked, Kim had just been reminded of her position, so she didn’t dare disobey.  She went and found Mr. Watkins in the kitchen who helped her find another of the counselors, one who was primed and ready for the little girl.  
Gail stood and waited for Kim’s return, knowing that she would be repaying the favor to the younger girl.  It was hard for her to believe that the boys had only arrived that morning.  She’d already taken several cocks in her mouth, cunt, and ass.  And, she reminded herself, there were nearly three weeks left in camp.  What more could they do to her?  When Kim returned with her face and body covered in cum, it wasn’t Gail that cleaned her off, but another of the slaves.  Gail watched as the girls each disappeared for the special and then returned with the humiliating coating of cum.  Halfway through the parade of cum covered girls, she figured that she would be the last to clean up a girl.  But, that didn’t keep Toby from cumming inside her once and another of the boys used her, too.  Then, Patty was the last to return, sobbing from the horrifying experience of having a man shoot his cum on her face.  Gail licked the cum and the girl’s salty tears from her face, enjoying herself more than she should have.  Patty was 15-years-old, so Gail had plenty of tit to lick and suck clean.  
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The sun was going down by the time the specials had all been cleaned up, so the girls got their dinner.  After dinner had always been time for the slaves to be tied up and tonight was no exception.  The eight girls were tied on their tiptoes in the shower room, until the arms and legs felt the familiar burn of pain and then the burn turned to torment from which they could not escape.  Silence turned to moaning and then became screams.  But, there was no respite for the tortured girls.  
Then, the door opened at the far end of the room.  No lights came on, but the light coming through the door was dazzling by itself.  With her eyes squinted shut, Gail thought she saw figures slipping through the door and into the darkness.  Then, the door shut again.  Flashlights clicked on at the far end of room and the girls once again shut their eyes though the light was distant and dim.  Using the flashlights to navigate across the room, the eight boys each found a girl and then switched off their lights to plunge the room into total darkness again.  It wasn’t Toby that found Gail; she could tell that from his whispered voice.  The boy lowered her until her arms were about head high and she could stand flat on her feet.  The unseen stranger ran his hands over her body and she move to his soft touch, purring as he caressed her.  She was not surprised to feel his hard cock as it pressed against her ass from behind.  He asked no questions, so she did not speak.  His words were soft and sensual, yet embarrassing, too.  “Nice soft tits,” he whispered to her.  “Nice, but small.  You must be one of the 12-year-olds.  Hmmm, a little hair on your hot pussy.  Juicy pussy.  Juicy, fuckable pussy.”  
Gail heard whispers all around her, but only one boy existed for her.  Only one set of hands and one voice reached her.  Beside her Elizabeth briefly cried out.  She’d tried to speak and the boy that had found her pinched her nipple hard.  The soft caresses turned to soft kisses that became more demanding until the boy was biting Gail’s skin.  She felt him catch a nipple in his mouth and pull it away from her tit, stretching it until she moaned in pain.  When he put his lips to hers, she kissed him back hungrily.  The smell of sex was in the air, the gentle touches had aroused her, and now his demanding advances made her horny.  She wanted him to hold her, touch her, and kiss her like he was.  She wanted more than that, but she didn’t dare speak.  She knew that when he was ready she’d get what she wanted, because he wanted the same thing.  His cock throbbed against her belly.  From its size and the boy’s apparent height, she wondered if it was really a counselor that was touching her, but that didn’t make sense.  There were eight males in the room, so they must be the eight boys.  
As she felt his cock bobbing against her, she dared a few words, whispering huskily, “Master, you feel so big.”  There was no reaction – no punishment, no reward, and no comment at all as the boy kept kissing her.  But, then there was a delayed reaction as his hands reached to cup her ass and he humped his rock hard member against her bare tummy.  “So big,” she whispered again.  “Too big for this slave.  I don’t deserve such a big master.”  
That got the boy as he listened to the teen praise his cock and demean herself at the same time.  “Oh, yeah,” he grunted back at her.  “You’re gonna get a good fucking, bitch.  Is that what you want?”
“I don’t deserve it,” repeated Gail, aware that those words seemed to excite him.  She couldn’t ask for it like she wanted, but she could phrase her answer in a taunting, slavish way that made him want her more.  
“But you want it,” he insisted.  
Gail answered this time, “Yes, Master, I want you.  I want that big cock.”  Her wish was about to be fulfilled as she felt him step around her, his hand gently grazing her side and then her back as he moved in the dark.  His hands grasped her hips and pulled her back a couple of feet, making her bend at the waist and offer him her cunt from behind.  As she did, she felt the satisfying pressure of his cock against her pussy and then its penetration into her womb.  “Oh, God, yes,” she moaned, too aroused to contain herself.  
The nude girl reveled in the feel of his hands on her body as he pounded his cock into her.  He was so gentle, yet so commanding.  He was man who knew how to pleasure her.  He’d teased her to the brink of surrender and now took her totally.  She felt the heat in her pussy build and her body convulsed in orgasm as he fucked her.  “Oh, my God, fuck me, Master,” she moaned softly.  She didn’t notice all the other girls moaning in heat as she was.  There was only her and her unseen master, and the mood required her to whisper her insistent pleasure to him.  “You’re so big.  So hard.  So wonderful.  I want you in me.  I want you to fuck me.  Do it, harder.”  She felt a second orgasm sweep over her and she sagged against the ropes, feeling them burn at her wrists, but not caring about the pain as the pleasure drove her to new heights.  As she felt him tense and squeeze her tighter, she came a third time.  He filled her eager cunt with his cum as she milked every drop from him.  
Gail didn’t have the strength or the will to fight him as he untied her arms in the dark and cuffed them behind her.  “Would you like me to be your master?” he asked her.  
“Yes, Master, I want you.  I belong to you,” she whispered back, still feeling the bliss of her recent orgasms.  
“Better than your little brother?” he whispered.  
“Oh, yes,” she whispered back.  “Wonderful.”  But, even as she answered, she felt a sense of dread.  She didn’t know who he was.  He’d found her in the dark.  Yet, she was the only slave who belonged to her own little brother.  Two of the girls belonged to their older brothers, three to cousins, and two to strangers.  How did he know who she was?  Who was the stranger?
Gail noticed that two circles of light were making their way across the darkened room and now her new master flicked on his flashlight.  They, too, made their way across the room and out into the rest of the camp.  The boy led her to her room where she would spend the night.  Just before he opened the door, he turned Gail around so she could see his face.  She started in surprise as she saw Brad, Patty’s cousin.  He was the oldest of the boys, at 16.  He’d already struck her as being the meanest of the boys as well.  But, he hadn’t been that way with her.  She hoped that he was just being mean to his cousin, but now that he had chosen her, he would be a kind master.  It didn’t keep her awake that night, wondering about him; she was too exhausted from a day of constant sex and fell right to sleep.  
“Eeeeaaaaaa,” screamed Gail, leaping to her feet from a deep sleep.  The floor was electrified.  She felt the burn of the electricity from where it had coursed through her right cheek, her forearms, her breasts, her hips, knees, and feet; everything that had been touching the metal floor as she slept.  Now she was forced to dance as the electricity burned her feet each time they touched the floor.  “Aaaaa, please, no, no, no,” she screamed.  She’d gone from a deep sleep to completely awake in an instant.  “Please, Toby, stop,” she screamed.  This was the cruelest awakening she’d had since she’d arrived at camp.  
She danced for what seemed like an eternity as she screamed at the top of her lungs.  Finally, the metal floor stopped stinging her bare feet and she stood trying to collect her wits and her breath.  The hole in the door to her cell opened up and she heard a voice say, “Who do you belong to, bitch?  Why are you yelling for Toby to stop when you don’t belong to him anymore?”
Abruptly she was dancing again, her small tits bouncing wildly as she recalled the events of the night before.  She’d given herself to Brad.  He’d been so strong and gentle last night.  She’d said he was a better master than Toby.  “Please, Brad, please Master, stop,” she screamed.  Then floor stopped biting her feet each time they touched it.  
The hole in her door opened again and handcuffs flew in.  She quickly picked them up and put them on with her hands behind her back.  Then, she stuck her head out the hole.  Brad was standing there waiting for her and restrained her head so that she couldn’t back out.  “You are such an ungrateful bitch slave,” said the older boy.  “Your brother loves you enough to want to be your master and you give yourself away to me.  I don’t care a fuck about you.  I don’t care about you the way your brother cares about you.”
Gail had nothing to say.  She was afraid of what Brad could do to her and ashamed of rejecting Toby.  What had seemed like a good idea last night was suddenly a nightmare.  
“Open your mouth and suck me off, bitch,” said Brad.  He enjoyed inflicting pain on Gail and his cock was hard from listening to her screams.  Trapped as she was, she was nothing more than a face for him to fuck.  
Gail opened her mouth and took the older boy into her mouth.  She couldn’t move, so when he pushed forward hard, his cock touched the back of her throat and slid deep.  There was nothing she could do, but suck on the cock as he stroked forward and back.  He made sure that his cock never quite left her mouth and then slid deep again.  The 13-year-old couldn’t believe that she was sucking cock with such intensity.  It had been barely more than a week that she had been riding on the bus to camp and wondering what lay in store for her.  
The slave girl felt her master’s cock tense in her mouth and suddenly her mouth was filled with his salty cum.  It flooded her mouth and ran down her throat.  He spasmed several times as she sucked on his cock to drain every drop.  Finally, he pulled out and she swallowed the rest of his cum.  She stared at the floor, seeing only Brad’s feet.  Then he grabbed her hair and pulled her head back so that she was looking at his now flaccid cock, glistening with her spit.  
“Want to suck it again, bitch?” asked Brad.
“Yes, M-Master,” said Gail.  “If that’s what my master wants.”
“Well, it’s gonna have to get hard again before you can suck it,” he said.  “Know how to make it hard again?”
“Yes, Master,” said Gail.  “Let me suck it now and I’ll make it hard.”
“I had something else in mind,” said Brad.  “Screaming makes me hard.”   
Gail suddenly felt the surge of electricity through her feet again and she started dancing.  “Aaaeeeeeee,” she screamed as the pain shot through her.  There was no escape from the pain.  Bent 90 degrees at the waist to put her head through the door and with her hands cuffed behind her, she could barely jump up off the floor to stop the electricity from coursing through her.  She screamed for what seemed like an eternity.  
When the pain stopped, she was panting with exertion.  It took her a few seconds to respond to the voice in front of her.  “Calm down, relax,” said the voice.  “It’s your master, Toby.  Calm down, I won’t let him hurt you anymore.”  
“T-Toby?  Master,” said Gail, the relief in her voice obvious.  “Please, don’t let him hurt me anymore.  Please make him stop.”
“That’s right, slave bitch,” said Toby, his voice gentle.  “I’m here to take care of you.  But, you’ve been a bad slave.  I have to punish you for being a bad slave.  Do you know that you’ve been bad?”
“Yes, Master Toby,” said Gail.  “I’m sorry that I told Brad I wanted him to be my master.  I only want you to be my master, Toby.  I only want you to be my master.  Please, forgive me, I’m so sorry that I said anything different.  Please don’t punish me.  I’ll do anything you want.  I’ll be a good slave from now on.”  
Toby opened the door to Gail’s cell, which forced her to step into the hall.  It was unusual that she was alone in the hallway with Toby, but she didn’t have time to wonder where the other girls were.  With her head sticking out of the door and her hands cuffed, the rest of her nude body was totally unprotected.  She felt Toby’s hands on her tits and she felt relief.  As long as he touched her gently as he was doing now, she was safe.  His fingers worked on her nipples to harden them.  She felt the same sense of impropriety at having her little brother fondle her, but it was less than yesterday.  Today it seemed almost right and, for now, it was at least not painful.  
“I’ll tell you what,” said Toby.  “I was going to spank you.  And, you’re ass is pretty easy to spank right now.  I’d like to see it red from about ten or twenty swats.  But, if you don’t want me to punish you, perhaps you’d like to tell me how good a slave you can be.  Perhaps you’d like to ask for some special attention from me.”
It took Gail a few seconds to consider what Toby was offering.  She definitely didn’t want the spanking, but what did he mean by special attention?  What was she supposed to ask for?  What would convince him she was a good slave?  His hands continued to caress her for a moment and then they stopped.  Gail imagined him picking up a paddle and decided that she was out of time.  Desperately she pleaded, “Please, Toby, I’ll be a good slave.  I’ll do everything that you ask me to do.  I… I’ll let you… fuck me.  I’ll suck you off.  Do anything that you want to me.”
She felt the caress of a wooden paddle as Toby rubbed it on her exposed ass.  “I told you to ask for special attention,” said Toby.  “Don’t tell me that you’ll be a good slave.  Don’t tell me what you will do.  Ask me.”
The paddle continued to caress Gail’s ass and then it was removed.  She imagined he’d just pulled it back, ready to deliver the first swat.  “Master Toby,” she started, still not certain what it was that he wanted.  “I liked it when you felt my tits.  Please, touch them again.  Don’t spank me.  Play with my tits.  Play with your slave’s tits.”
The 13-year-old felt her little brother’s hands on her tits again.  She sighed with relief that she had stopped her punishment.  “I like that,” said Toby.  “I like having my big sister ask me to play with her tits.  I like it when my slave knows what I like.”  His hands toyed with her small tits for a while.  “I had something else in mind, though.  That was a nice little game, but I’m still going to have to spank you unless you ask for something even more special from me.”
Gail was stunned as she suddenly realized what she was supposed to ask for.  She knew what he wanted.  It wasn’t something that she wanted, but it was better than a spanking.  “Master Toby, will you fuck me with your big, hard cock?” she asked.  “This slave would like to have her master fuck her.”  She didn’t know if that was enough.  His hands paused on her tits as if he was thinking.  “Master Toby, you could do it in my pussy or my mouth.  This slave would like to have your cock in either hole.”
Toby’s hands left her tits again.  She heard his footsteps and then saw his feet.  Raising her head, she opened her mouth and let him put his cock in her mouth.  His hands were gentle on her head, petting her hair softly.  “That’s my good slave,” he said.  “That’s good that you can ask to pleasure your master.”  Gail’s head bobbed up and down on her brother’s little cock.  It was much more manageable than Brad’s.  
Then Toby stepped back and away from her.  Gail felt a sense of despair as he did.  Was she still going to be spanked?  Did he want more?  “Please, Master Toby, let me have your cock back,” she begged.  “I can do better.  Please, I want your cock in my mouth.”  
She heard Toby laugh.  He was behind her again.  “You said either hole, slave,” Toby told her.  “I just used your mouth so my cock isn’t dry.  I really want to fuck you.”  Then his cock slid into her pussy from behind.  Gail pushed back against him, helping him to sink to his full depth.  Gail moved her hips in time to Toby’s thrusts, feeling herself get wet from the feel of his cock inside her.  It was wonderful to have her master take her like this.  As the tingle grew in her body, she heard her breathing become ragged again, but this time from pleasure instead of pain and exertion.  
“Fuck me, Master Toby,” said Gail as her arousal grew.  “Let me have your whole cock inside me, Master.  Fuck me hard.”  
Toby stroked in and out of his sister and then paused with his cock all the way inside her.  He reached forward so he could fondle her tits while he was inside her.  He loved the way she responded, trying to pump her hips against him even as he tried to hold still.  She wanted him so bad.  He moved his hands to her hips for better leverage and then started fucking her hard and fast.  
“Fuck me, Master,” demanded Gail.  “Do it faster.  Oh, yes, I’m almost there.  Fuck me, harder, faster.  Oh, yes, Master Toby.”  She was giving herself completely to her little brother.  He loved her enough to want to be her master.  He loved her so much he didn’t want to punish her or hurt her like Brad.  He wanted to treat her like a woman.  She felt her orgasm sweep over her as his cock spurted its cum in her cunt.  The two continued to move together until their mutual orgasms passed.  
Toby freed his slave from the door and led her out to feed her breakfast.  Gail basked in the joy of being Toby’s slave as he carefully fed her.  It never occurred to her that her rescue from Brad had been planned.  All she knew was that Toby had come to save her from Brad and then had treated her with gentleness.  She wanted to be his slave.  There were still two and half weeks left at camp and Gail was a satisfied slave.  She wondered what more was in store for her before they went home.  
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A couple of days went by with Gail being Toby’s contented slave.  She spent some time in classes learning how to give a massage and enjoyed rubbing her younger brother’s body all over.  At least while she was doing that she didn’t have a mouthful of cock or a strange cock in her pussy.  And she did indeed spend a lot of time with a cock in one of her tight holes.  
Neither the boys nor the girls questioned their daily “vitamin” shot.  It was an expected part of the camp regimen and though they may not have liked the daily prick in the arm, the counselors made sure they understood there was no choice.  What they didn’t know was that the boys were getting a good dose of steroids and hormones.  Gail thought it her imagination that Toby’s muscles seemed to grow daily.  Her hands knew his body well, yet she couldn’t believe that he was bulking up right in front of her.  She also passed off as her imagination the fact that his cock seemed larger each day.  The hormones were bringing about a rapid surge through puberty.  The change was actually subtle enough that she couldn’t possibly have noticed it.  Yet, at the end of the second week in camp (her first whole week with Toby), she noticed his cock fit deeper into her throat.  
What Gail did notice was the increased sensitivity of her own nipples and clit.  The hormones that the girls were receiving increased her libido and were pushing her through puberty faster than normal.  If she’d been allowed clothes she might have noticed a tightness in her bra, but as it was she couldn’t be sure that she was really growing larger.  She still didn’t enjoy a cock in her mouth, but she found one in her pussy to be quite satisfying.  Only her ingrained morality kept her from fully appreciating the sexual attentions of her brother, the other boys, and the adult counselors.  
Then came a fateful morning when the hole in her door opened and things were thrown in at her.  She blinked in the sudden bright light and saw to her surprise that clothes lay strewn about the room.  Toby had thrown clothes into her room!  Excited and pleased, she pulled on panties for the first time in two weeks.  With a self-conscious glance at the door, she pulled the T-shirt over her head.  It felt odd to be covered like this and she wondered what the occasion was.  Of course, she thought to herself, I’ve been good and this is my reward.  Hastily she pulled up the athletic shorts and stood waiting for Toby to open the door.  
“Put your head out,” came the command from outside.  It was the standard routine, but Gail had thought today would be different.  She put her head through the hole in the door and let Toby put the collar on her.  As usual, this trapped her with her head stuck through the door.  As the door opened she walked with it.  
As the door stopped in position, Gail could look forward and see Kim’s behind now clad in shorts as well.  It was the first time she’d stood like this and not seen Kim’s naked ass.  She heard and felt Toby walk around the door so that he could see her body.  “Shit,” he said under his breath and Gail’s blood ran cold.  Gail saw Kim’s master look at her.  He cast an evil smile at Gail and then walked back around the door to Kim’s head.  
Toby’s face suddenly appeared just inches from Gail’s face.  “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, you stupid slut bitch?” he asked her.  
“M-master Toby?” she stammered uncertain what was wrong.  “What did I do?”
“Who said you could put the clothes on?  Just because I threw them in the room doesn’t mean you get to put them on without my permission.”  He turned and looked at Kim, then turned back to Gail.  “I guess all the slave bitches are that stupid, aren’t they?  Now take them off.”  He pushed the door shut and Gail was suddenly very aware that she had not been given shoes and she was standing on a metal floor with her head trapped in the door.  
Confused and frightened, Gail waited a few seconds for Toby to release her from the door so she could undress, but he did not free her.  Instead he reached for the switch by the door that she had learned to dread.  She threw a glance to the left and to the right and saw all the boys doing the same thing at the same time.  Horrified, she felt the first jolt of electricity through her bare feet and she jumped.  
Beside her Kim and the other six girls screamed with her.  Desperately Gail struggled with the waistband of her shorts, pulling it open and down her thighs while dancing on the metal floor.  She couldn’t make the pain stop and actually had to pause with the electricity flowing through her tortured feet to slide the shorts down.  Then her feet flailed wildly to kick the shorts away and she reached for her panties.  
“Puh-pleeeeze, Toby,” she wailed.  “Turn it off.  I’m doing it.  I’m taking them off.  I’m sorry.  It hurts so much.  Please stop it.”  But the juice kept flowing and Toby stood with a satisfied smile on his face as she danced for him.  He couldn’t see the dance, but he could see her head jerking and hear her screams.  She grabbed at her panties and tore them down her legs, kicking them across the room in pain.  
Finally, she grabbed the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it up over her body, freeing her arms and bunching it up around her neck.  She felt her tits swing and bounce as she kept dancing to relieve the pain.  “It’s off,” she panted.  “It’s all off.  I got it all off.”
Toby turned the power off and said, “You’re the first to get done.  Let’s check it out.”  He swung open the door and then shut it quickly.  “You’re still wearing the fucking shirt,” he said to her.  “Get the shirt off.”
Gail stared at him dumbly as his hand reached for the switch.  Couldn’t he understand?  Her head was stuck in the door and the shirt wouldn’t come off!!  As the electricity jolted through her feet again, she screamed and started jumping.  It was so unfair!  She couldn’t believe she was being tortured for wearing a shirt and she couldn’t even take it off.  “T-t-toby, I can’t,” she screamed.  “My head’s stuck.  I can’t.  Please, stop Toby.”  
Gail was oblivious to the fact that each girl got inspected and, like her, put back into torture because she was wearing her shirt.  But, she knew she had to get it off.  She tore at the shirt, pulling it back down over her body and stretching the neck open so that it would fit over her shoulders.  Clawing at the neck, she felt it finally give way in a rending sound.  She ripped the shirt off, yanking the remaining shreds free until there was no cloth touching her anymore.  “Done.  Done,” she panted.  “I got it off, master Toby, please.”  Then she was standing and panting on the cool metal floor, naked and sweaty, but no longer in pain.  Not even considering how absurd it sounded, she looked at Toby and said, “Thank you, master Toby.”  She knew she should thank her master for ending the pain.  
One by one the girls all managed to get their last garment off.  Gail knew that the ordeal had turned on Toby tremendously.  He stepped up to her with his cock long, hard, and throbbing.  She took him into her mouth and felt him spasm almost immediately.  The taste of his cum no longer seemed foreign to her as she relished the warmth filling her mouth.  She swallowed every drop and licked her lips.  The pain still tingling in her feet and her legs aching from the exercise, she wondered what had possessed her to put the clothes on.  She knew better than to do something without Toby’s permission.  She’d been a bad girl and had been punished for it.  Now the act of offering her his cock was like saying she was forgiven.  She was lucky that her master was so kind.  “Thank you, master Toby,” she said again.  “Please touch me… all over.”  And he did.  
After breakfast, Toby left her alone in her room for a few moments.  When he returned he had a bag full of clothes.  “You may put these on,” he told her.  “You must put on everything that is in the bag.”  
“Really?” she asked, wondering partly if this was a trick and, if it wasn’t, what she had done to earn the right to wear clothing.  
“Yes, my sweet slave,” said Toby.  “We’re going to have a party and you need a party dress.  Put it all on.”  He stepped out of the room to let her dress herself.  As he closed the door, he said, “You have five minutes.”
Gail dumped the bag on the floor and pawed through the contents trying to make sense of what she’d been given.  Some of it was hers and some of it wasn’t.  She hadn’t brought a party dress, but there was clearly a nice white dress in the pile.  Finding a pair of panties, she picked them up and looked at them.  They weren’t hers either.  She pulled them on, noting how brief they were.  The crotch barely covered the hairless slit between her legs and the back was just a string that crept up her ass and disappeared.  The bra was only half there.  It pushed up her small tits without covering the nipples.  She pulled on the socks, which she recognized as her own.  There was a camisole that she’d brought to sleep in and she pulled that over her head.  That covered her breasts better than the bra, but it was tighter than she remembered and her tits pressed firmly against the thin fabric.  The party dress was a white frilly dress that made her look like a little girl.  She would never wear such a thing, but today it was the only thing she had to wear.  
The door opened up and Toby looked in on her.  “Very pretty, my little bitch slave.  Let’s go to the party.”  He led her out of her room and into the hallway.  There he stopped and put a collar around her neck and hooked a leash to the collar.  He led her down the hallway on the leash, a reminder to her that she was his slave.  
Toby (and the other boys) weren’t dressed for a party as Gail was.  He wore nothing but a short pair of leather pants, the rest of his muscled, bronze body bare.  The group gathered for their party in the dining room, giving Gail the distinct impression that something awaited them outside in the courtyard.  Each of the girls was dressed differently.  Elizabeth was there wearing a pink dress that seemed more see through than not although Gail couldn’t quite make out anything under the dress.  Irene was dressed like a warrior princess in tight leather that hid only her tits and crotch.  Kim wore a little cheerleading outfit of red, white, and blue.  One girl wore a robe and Gail guessed that there was a nightie under the robe.  Another was dressed in just a small black bikini of stretch material.  Her nipples were prominently visible.  The seventh girl wore a cute little sailor suit with a bare midriff.  Only Julia wore nothing at all.  The most defiant of the slaves, her 14-year-old body was criss-crossed with red stripes.  Her wrists were cuffed behind her and her ankles were hobbled with a six-inch chain.  All of them were collared and leashed.  
On a signal that Gail missed, the doors opened and they were led into the courtyard.  She hadn’t noticed that the lights were turned down low inside, but now that she stepped into the courtyard, Gail was blinded by the brilliant sunlight.  She could see others waiting outside, but she didn’t know who it was until she heard a familiar voice.  “My precious little slut, I’ve missed you.”  Gail stiffened at the sound of Jenny’s voice.  
“You look so cute,” said Jenny as she stepped closer to Gail.  “Like you’re all dressed up for church.  Well, it is Sunday, so I guess that’s appropriate.  But, I’m really looking forward to seeing you out of those clothes.  I’m sure that will happen before too long.”  
Gail’s eyes adjusted to the light and she looked at Jenny, dressed as usual in a black leather bra and black pants.  Behind her followed a boy about 11-years-old.  He was collared and leashed, wearing a costume that made him look like a pirate.  “Besides,” continued Jenny, “Cedric here isn’t a bad pussy licker, but he’s not as good as you.”  She turned her attention to Toby.  “My apologies, sir,” she said formally.  “I suppose I shouldn’t address your slave directly without your permission, but I do have fond memories of her.”
“Quite all right, m’lady,” said Toby with equal formality.  “I am deeply indebted to you for training her so well last week.  You may speak to her as you wish and I do hope you win the chance to enjoy her tongue later today.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Jenny.  “And I appreciate how well you broke in this miserable excuse for a slave.”  She slapped Cedric playfully as she said that.  Then she turned to Gail, put her face an inch from her former slave’s, and whispered, “I only regret I couldn’t have been there the moment you realized that your little brother was your new master.  I would have loved to see the look on your face.  You ended up slave to your little brother and I ended up mistress to mine.”  She laughed, tossed her head, and walked away.  
Win?  The word rang in Gail’s head.  Toby had said Jenny could win her tongue later.  The taunt at the end meant nothing to Gail.  She had accepted that she was Toby’s slave and knew it could be no other way.  Why on earth would she want to be Toby’s mistress?  But, it was Toby’s words that she remembered.  She didn’t want to be the prize in some contest.  
But, the contests started almost immediately.  Toby walked to a table for four and selected a seat.  Before he sat down, he positioned Gail on a stool behind his chair.  She was standing on the foot high stool, looking over the top of him as he sat down.  Another boy sat down opposite them, Elizabeth in her almost see through pink dress standing on the pedestal behind him.  They were joined by two of the mistresses – their slaves standing at attention on pedestals behind them.  One of the girls dealt five cards and Gail looked at Toby’s cards, a ace, ten, seven, six, and five.  Toby discarded the four small cards, keeping only the ace and received four new cards.  He now held a pair of aces.  
They all lay down their cards and Elizabeth’s master had the low hand.  “Dang, I’ve lost,” he exclaimed in mock distress.  “Take off something, Elizabeth” he told his slave.  They were playing strip poker, but the players weren’t the losers.  Elizabeth untied a string around her waist and let a see through pink apron flutter to the ground.  There was still just that hint of something hiding under the garment without really being able to see anything.  
The cards were collected and dealt again.  Gail watched silently as Toby selected 2 fives and discarded the rest.  Again they weren’t the loser.  “Corey,” said one of the girls.  “Lose something.”  Corey slipped off a boot.  The boy was slender and quite beautiful, looking nothing like the rough and tough construction worker clothes he wore.  
Gail cast a glance around the courtyard where various other games were underway.  There were two other tables of cards, some dice games, and some games of skill.  But in all the games, when the master lost, it was really the slave who lost a piece of clothing.  Gail’s attention was taken by a pair of boys playing rock-paper-scissors nearby.  In that game, Kim was already topless and Gail watched as her opponent slipped off the see-through nightie that she was wearing.  That game was going faster than hers and she felt lucky to be in the strip poker game.  
“Take something off for us, Gail,” said Toby, snapping her back to the game at hand.  She’d been given no shoes, so she selected a sock to remove.  Across the courtyard, Julia appeared to simply be available for anyone.  She was going down on her former mistress, her ass already redder than when she’d arrived.  
The other boy at her table, Thomas, removed his cowboy hat only to be chided by his mistress.  “I told you the hat was staying on the whole day, you stupid dickhead.  Put it back on and now take off two pieces of clothing.”  The boy mumbled an apology, replaced his hat, and took of both his boots.  
Elizabeth removed a frilly frock and Gail was certain she could see a hint of nipple though the pink layers.  She squirmed in embarrassment just at the thought of being dressed like that.  It was simply so suggestive.  As the layers came off, more and more would be visible.  It was almost like wearing nothing at all.  
The construction worker lost his other boot and then Elizabeth had another turn.  She took off a wrap around skirt and now Gail could see the outline of a tiny pair of panties under the other girl’s layers.  The cowboy lost his vest and then Elizabeth another layer of her top.  Gail watched with dread as Toby looked at a ten, nine, seven, six, and three.  He discarded the three, hoping for an inside straight.  They lost and Gail took off another sock.  She was still better off than Elizabeth.  Corey removed his shirt and then Elizabeth lost again.  The 12-year-old removed her skirt, now wearing nothing but the tiny pair of panties.  “Turn around for us,” said her master.  Elizabeth did as she was ordered, showing that her thong disappeared up the crack of her slender, tight ass.  
By now Kim was on her knees sucking a cock while her nude opponent knelt behind her.  Once she had been stripped, Kim’s master’s next loss had meant her hands were tied behind her back.  Then, Kim’s mouth had been the bet for the last round of rock-paper-scissors.  The 11-year-old was taking a cock all the way while the other girl reached around her and played with her tiny nipples until they were hard as bullets.  Helplessly Kim paid for her master’s loss.  
Toby lost again and Gail unzipped the back of her party dress, then she slipped if off her shoulders and down her body.  She wobbled on the top of her pedestal as she stepped out of the dress, but managed to keep her balance.  Letting it fall to the ground, she realized once again just how tight the camisole was.  It didn’t help that the bra pushed her tits up and into the thin fabric.  She now wore only panties, bra, and camisole, suddenly feeling very nearly naked.  
Elizabeth lost again and shed the last wispy garment above her waist, leaving her topless and wearing only those tiny panties.  “Too bad, Lizzie slut,” said her master.  “Pretty soon we’ll have to offer up something besides clothes at the rate you’re going.”  But, to Gail’s surprise, it was Corey that was nude first.  At his very next loss, he had to take off his pants and that was all he had left on.  Gail did a double take, looking back at the boy’s cock which stood up hard.  His balls were separated from his cock by a 1-inch wide band of chrome.  The scrotum stretcher looked (and was) quite painful.  A cock ring at the base of his cock kept his small cock hard.  
Toby noticed his slave sister staring at the other boy.  “Want to suck on it, slave bitch?” he asked her.  
“No, master Toby,” she replied, taking her eyes off him.  
“But, you will if I keep losing,” he said with a laugh.  
“Yes, master,” she answered.  She wanted to touch the beautiful boy, but she imagined that if she was sucking cock she’d have her hands tied like little Kimmie.  
Gail was feeling very lucky for her position so far.  Especially when Elizabeth lost again and stood nude for all to see.  Thomas lost and when his pants came down, Gail saw that he, too, was wearing nothing but a scrotum stretcher and cock ring.  The next hand was lost by Toby and Gail lost her camisole.  She was embarrassed to have her tits poking up, nipples showing in the tight bra.  One by one Elizabeth, then Thomas, and then Corey ended up with their arms tied behind them.  
When Thomas lost, Gail wondered what would happen now.  Corey’s mistress clapped her hands with glee.  “I win,” she said, spreading out 3 nines.  By the rules of the game, that apparently meant she got to name what Thomas had to do.  “Come over here, Tommie boy,” said the girl.  “I want you to suck off, Corey.”  Thomas did as he was told.  On the pedestal, Corey was just about the right height for Thomas to suck on.  
The game continued while Thomas paid off his mistress’ debt.  Toby lost again and Gail was topless.  Her master made the young girl turn around on the pedestal and show off her nearly naked form.  Then, Thomas was excused from his chore and returned to his stool.  Neither boys’ erection had subsided; the cock rings prevented that.    
The next hand was won again by Corey’s mistress and lost by Elizabeth’s master.  The girl stepped down from her stool to perform her task.  Without ceremony, the mistress slipped down her own pants to reveal her hairless pussy for Elizabeth’s tongue.  Gail shifted nervously, noticing her own pussy starting to get damp from the sexual energy.  She glanced around and saw that the party had pretty much degenerated into an orgy.  There were still a couple of pairs holding to rules of the game and patiently earning favors from the slaves, but most of the masters were simply fucking the girls and the mistresses had heads bobbing between their legs.  
“Congratulations, Toby,” said a voice from behind Gail.  She turned to see one of the camp counselors, the only adult in the courtyard at the moment.  “You’ve won the grand prize.”
“Cool,” said Toby as he looked around.  “Did I really?”
“Yes, your slave is the only one with anything still on, so that makes you the top winner.  You get to have any two of the slaves for the rest of the day to yourself.  Any two except for your slave bitch, of course.”  Gail had noticed that every other slave was nude, while she still wore her panties.  She hadn’t realized that there was a contest going on.  She watched as Toby picked Kim and Irene, and then he led them away.  What was going to become of her?  She didn’t like the fact that with Toby gone everyone had gathered around her.  
Two of the boys grabbed her arms and pulled her down from the stool where she had remained standing.  She didn’t dare resist them and so she let them lead her between a pair of posts at one end of the courtyard.  There they tied her hands straight out from her sides to the posts.  “You are going to be the whipping bitch for the rest of the slaves,” said the counselor.  “Do you know what that means?”
“No, sir,” said Gail with a quaver in her voice.  It didn’t sound good.  
“Get her ready,” he said and one of the boys pulled down her panties, exposing her completely to the crowd around her.  With her hands tied to the posts, she was unable to cover herself and had to stand while all the boys and girls stared at her nudity.  It didn’t matter that many of them were naked as well – she was prominently on display.  A ball gag was shoved into her mouth and tied behind her head.  Frantically she shook her head, trying to free herself, but to no avail.  
The counselor then instructed a group of four of the slave boys to bring over a large square sheet of metal.  It was about a meter and a half on each side and looked heavy as they carried it over.  The boys pulled the sheet into position, sliding it under Gail’s feet until she was centered on the square.  The sheet looked just like the floor of her room and she realized she was trapped right in the middle of it.  “Uh uh, uh uh, aaaah, aahhhh,” she tried to speak through the gag.  Desperately she shook head.  She did not want to be standing on this sheet of metal, unable to escape.  The onlookers saw her wide eyes filled with terror pleading for release.  
Jenny stepped to the forefront of her vision.  “I get to tell you what a whipping slave is, my precious slut,” she said.  “Too bad, I was looking forward to getting a little tongue from you, but I guess that won’t be happening today.  It’s an ancient practice that actually used to apply to royalty.  When the prince was bad, he couldn’t be whipped, so he had a whipping boy that got whipped instead.  Today we’re giving our slaves a break.  When they are bad, they won’t get punished.  You will get punished for them.”
Tears ran down Gail’s face as she tried to beg for release.  “Awwww, poor precious bitch,” said Jenny with fake sympathy.  “There are three kinds of punishment that you might get today.  One I think you’ve already guessed is the electric floor.  Oh, sweetie, you’re gonna dance for us all to see.  The second one is a good, old-fashioned whipping.  Your poor ass is gonna be red after this.  And, the third one is this.”  Gail’s former mistress held up a pinch clothespin.  “With you tied up like that, I can put this anywhere I want.  And boy is it gonna hurt.  Just one thing I wonder… which of these is gonna hurt the worst?”  
“Uh uh, uh uh,” Gail shook her head, trying to beg her way out of her predicament.  But there was no sympathy to be had.  It appeared that everyone wanted to see her suffer – especially her fellow slaves who would be spared their punishment for the day.  
Brad pushed his way to the front and said, “Well, my slave bitch has already pissed me off, so I’m going to be the first to punish you for that.”  Gail’s eyes followed Brad as he stepped to the side.  There was a box beside her with electrical cords running from it to the metal sheet.  He pushed a button.
“Aaaagggghhhh,” screamed Gail as she felt the power course through the floor and into her feet.  She leaped up off the ground, but her tied hands kept her from getting too high.  Her bindings threw her off balance and she came down quickly, her feet slipped on the sheet and she fought to get her feet back under her.  “Aaaaeeeeee,” she heard herself screaming.  She jumped back up in the air and came down under control this time.  The helpless girl started to dance in front of the onlookers, her small tits bounced wildly as her legs flailed.  The boys and girls behind her laughed at the sight of her firm ass jiggling from her efforts.  Finally Brad turned the power off and Gail stood trying to catch her breath, inhaling deeply through her nose.  
“God damn, that was fun,” said Brad.  He turned away, pulling his errant slave behind him.  
Gail stood and watched as the crowd dispersed, praying that her fellow slaves would behave.  But, she realized that it probably wouldn’t take much of a slip for them to earn a punishment and her to feel the pain.  Within two minutes, one of the mistresses led a boy up toward Gail.  “Now you stand here and watch while I punish her for what you just did.”  
The 13-year-old girl pulled hard on the bindings at her wrist, but she couldn’t escape.  She remembered the 11-year-old Alice, who now selected a riding crop and approached Gail from behind.  “Uhhh, gaaaaah, uh uh,” said Gail.  “Aaaeeee,” she screamed as the crop gave her the first of many red stripes.  “Annnnhhhh,” she begged and then, “Aaaaaeeeee.”  There was no escape from the relentless spanking until she had received ten swats.  
Tears were running down Gail’s face and her body had already started to ache from the strain and exertion.  As Alice put down the riding crop, there was another waiting to punish her already.  “Where should I put some of these?” mused Kayla as she pulled five clothespins from the pile beside Gail. “How about one right here?” she pulled Gail’s right nipple out hard and clamped a clothespin right on it.  
“Aaaaahhhh,” cried Gail as the pinch crushed her tender nipple.  She tried to pull away as her tormentor clipped one on her outer pussy lip.  “Aaaahhhh, uh uh,” she struggled.  This pain wasn’t like the others.  It wasn’t going away.  A third one when on her ear lobe, a fourth on her belly, and the fifth and final one went on her bicep.  Kayla was especially cruel with that one as she pinched off just a thin bit of skin and clamped the pin down on it.  
The mistress then turned to her slave and said, “That’s what you get for taking so long to get me off.”
Gail looked in disbelief as yet another master led his naughty slut up to her.  “How dare you ask to go to the bathroom?  I’ll decide when you can do that.  Now here’s what you get for that.”
“Aaaahhhh,” cried out Gail just in dreaded anticipation as he reached for the electrical switch.  “Aaaahheeeee,” she screamed as she started to jerk wildly on the metal sheet.  She tried to pull herself up off the ground, but her arms were at the wrong angle to do that.  Again she had to settle for minimizing the pain by dancing and jiggling.  
The next spanking was delivered solely to her bare little left tit.  The punishments rotated from electricity to spanking to pins and back again.  The clothespins began to mount on her, centering on her tits, pussy, and belly.  The spankings reddened her ass, her cunt, her tits, and every tender spot that her tormentors could reach – which was everywhere.  Her energy was drained by the frequent dancing, yet she managed to keep it up to save her feet.  As the novelty wore off, the punishments became less frequent.  
Finally, Jenny came up to her and said, “One last punishment, my sweet.  I’ll let you make the choice.  Which is the worst one?”  She followed Gail’s eyes over to the electrical box.  “Oh, you don’t like dancing for us,” she mocked the captive 13-year-old.  
“Uh uh,” grunted Gail.  
“Which one is next?”
Gail looked down at the pins on her body.
“You don’t like the clothespins?”
“Uh uh.”
“Then you want the last punishment to be a spanking?”
Gail nodded her head wearily, not entirely trusting her former mistress.  But, Jenny did pick up a riding crop and wave it around.  Taking the soft leather tip, Jenny traced it across Gail’s sore pussy.  “Do you want it here?” she taunted the helpless girl.  “Or here?” she asked as she ran it across Gail’s tits.  “Perhaps on that cute ass of yours?”  Jenny unclipped a few of the clothespins, earning a sigh of relief from Gail.  
“Would you like that nasty gag out of your mouth?” 
Gail nodded.  
Jenny untied the knot behind Gail’s head and pulled the gag out with a pop.  Gail worked her tired jaw, but said nothing.  That wasn’t allowed.  “I think your soft thigh would be a great place for a spanking,” said Jenny, trying to get a rise from her captive.  “Your ass is so red, I don’t want to do it there.”  She pressed her naked body up against Gail’s and rubbed the length of the riding crop between Gail’s pussy lips.  Gail gasped at the sensual feeling as her clit was stimulated for the first time since she’d been tied to the posts.  “Your tummy would be a great place to whip, too,” continued Jenny.  She pulled off a few more of the clothespins.  “Oh, those leave a mark, don’t they?”
Jenny ran the crop lightly across Gail’s tits.  “You’ve been such a good whipping slave that maybe you should get the choice of where to spank you.  Would you like to choose?”
“No, mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  “This slave does not get to choose for her mistress.”
“You will choose if I tell you to,” said Jenny sternly.  
“Yes, mistress Jenny,” said Gail.  
“So choose,” she said.  
Gail’s right tit had worn a clothespin almost since the beginning and so was about the only place she hadn’t been whipped.  “If my mistress wants me to choose, then I choose my right tit.”
Jenny smiled, the sinister smile that Gail had learned to hate and fear.  Gail thought that her former mistress had tricked her into naming her punishment and now intended to do anything but spank her right tit.  But that wasn’t the meaning behind Jenny’s smile.  She leaned toward the tied slave and said, “Have you considered the luck of the draw, my precious slave?  My little brother is my slave and your little brother is your master.  You got the raw end of this deal, didn’t you?”
Gail pondered the issue for a moment.  It struck her as a stupid question.  In the past two weeks she’d come to accept her status as a slave and now as her little brother’s slave.  It could have been no other way.  If she had been the mistress instead of the slave, nothing would have come of it.  She lacked the imagination and the sexual drive to dominate her little brother.  The chemistry would have amounted to a boring match.  As it was, Gail had now experienced things she never would have on her own.  She and Toby were both in the positions that were suited to them.  
The 13-year-old looked to her left slowly at the tie on her left wrist and then to her right to check the binding there.  Tied securely, available for punishment, and helpless in front of her former mistress, Gail reasoned that she had been punished for everyone else’s transgressions; it was now time to suffer for her own.  “I’m where I belong, Jenny.”  She didn’t stop though her mistress’ mouth dropped open in astonishment at the use of her first name.  “I’m Toby’s slave because he’s a stud who wants me.  You’re a mistress because you’re more like a boy than a girl.  You don’t know what you’re missing.”
Jenny’s face was mask of anger as she stared at the helpless girl in front of her.  “You stupid cunt, you’re going to regret those words.”
For a moment, Gail’s blood ran cold.  She’d considered her helpless position even before she spoke, but the look on Jenny’s face was more terrible than she’d expected.  Jenny slapped her face soundly, making her head snap to the side and her ears ring.  But then Ms. Christopher was between Jenny and Gail.  The slave could barely hear Ms. C’s low voice and couldn’t understand any of the words.  The next thing she knew, Jenny was gone and she was being untied by Toby.  
Toby, who’d come over to watch Jenny torment his sister, had heard every word.  What stuck out in his mind was that his big sister had called him a stud.  He took her to the side and let her make love to his cock with her mouth.  When he was hard, he mounted her and brought her to several orgasms before he came inside her.  All the while she was cumming, Gail remembered that Toby had been given his choice of any two slaves.  Yet, right now he was fucking her!
Sibling Summer Camp
By Kenna
Chapter 7
Gail had lost track of time and didn’t realize that the party had marked the halfway point.  Her third week was starting and with it came a change in routine.  The first week had been devoted to learning her place as a slave.  The second week had been all about pleasing a man, or at least her little brother.  The third week would take her deeper into the world of submission, pain, and pleasure.  
When the hole in her door opened that morning, Gail heard something clatter onto the floor.  The sudden light hurt her eyes as usual, so he had a hard time making out a shoe on the floor.  As her eyes adjusted quickly, she saw the other shoe.  She gathered them up, but didn’t put them on.  That was a lesson that she’d learned the first time. 
About a minute later, the overhead light snapped on and Toby stuck his face in the hole.  He stared at her for a moment as she stood holding the shoes.  His eyes ran up and down her nude form.  “Well done, bitch,” he said finally.  “You may now put them on.”  
Gail knew she’d passed an important test as she slipped on the high heel shoes.  The heels were 4 inches high.  Over the past two weeks, she’d been in several situations that put her on her toes.  She’d been tied and forced to stand on tiptoe for long periods of time.  So, though she wasn’t used to wearing heels like this, it was no effort for her to be perched on the balls of her feet like she was now.  The only problem was she felt a little wobbly teetering on the slender heels.  
From outside she heard a scream.  Toby’s head disappeared and then reappeared.  “Kim put her shoes on without being told to,” he said by way of explanation.  He looked away again and Gail imagined he was watching the little girl get her punishment.  
There was a moment of silence and then Toby said, “Head out.”  Gail complied by sticking her head out the hole in her door.  She knew the routine now.  The collar went on and then the door opened.  She wobbled out into the hall bent at the waist and perched on her high heels.  With the door open, she could see Kim teeter out as well.  She’d been given permission to wear the shoes, but her ass was red and her steps were strained.  
Toby was nowhere in sight, which meant he was up to something behind her. Gail could only wait placidly, trying to calm her inner nervousness.  She didn’t like the silence and the fear of the unknown.  
The individual preferences of the masters was starting to show itself in the training of the slaves.  Gail could not see Toby because he was behind her.  Likewise she couldn’t see Kim’s master because he was in front of Kim.  From the motion of the 11-year-old, Gail figured that she was blowing her master.  Then, she caught Toby’s figure as he stepped around in front of her.  He was wearing leather shorts and nothing else.  She thought he looked so handsome showing off his tanned body like that, but she was surprised to realize she wished he was nude.  In his hand he carried a wide leather paddle that looked like an oversized ping pong paddle with holes drilled in it.  
Gail’s eyes opened wide at the sight of the paddle.  She’d been good.  He better not use that on her.  She wanted to express how unfair she thought it was just for him to be holding the paddle after she’d been so good.  But, she knew better than to speak.  
“My pretty slave,” said Toby.  “Now that you have shoes, I want you to wear them all the time.  You don’t have to ask.  In fact, you will be punished if I catch you without them.  Do you understand?”
“Yes, Master Toby,” said Gail.  
“I was admiring just how pretty your legs and ass look with the shoes on.  They really make your legs look longer.”  He chuckled.  “I think I’ll need a stool to fuck you from behind.”
“Yes, Master Toby,” said Gail.  
“There’s something else that you need to understand,” said Toby.  “Even good girls get spanked sometimes.”
Gail watched Toby disappear around the door and out of sight.  Even good girls get spanked sometimes!  The words rang in her head.  She felt Toby pulled her arms up behind her back and tie them together.  She was totally exposed, waiting for a spanking that she didn’t deserve.  She thought about how unfair it was, but knew she was just a slave.  
Toby had selected the paddle because it would cover his sister’s entire ass.  The narrow paddle he’d used before looked like it might bruise Gail and he didn’t want to do that.  This one spread out the force more and while Gail might not appreciate it, it would do less damage.  He pulled back and swung as hard as he could.  Slap!  The paddle made a satisfying noise as it made contact.  
“Owwww, ooooo,” squealed Gail, making an even more satisfying noise.  It seemed that all at once her entire ass was on fire.  She heard her little brother say, “Cool,” which totally did not describe her impression of the event.  A wash of fear swept over her as she thought about the control that Toby had right now.  
There was a pause as Toby let the anticipation build again.  He watched Gail twitch, as if trying to avoid the next blow.  Then he swung again.  Smack!  He watched her jump, her ass jiggling as she settled back down with a cry of pain.  He delivered three more blows, his young cock throbbing with each smack and squeal.  In just that short time, Gail was panting with exertion from the physical strain of the position and the emotional strain of submitting.  
Gail saw her brother reappear.  He was still carrying the paddle.  “Say thank you,” said Toby.  
“What?” said the surprised slave.  Spanked for no good reason and now he was expecting to be thanked?  Immediately she regretted the outburst as she saw a sinister smile come across Toby’s face.  “No, please, Toby,” she said in desperation.  But he was already out of sight behind the door again.  
Gail squirmed and pulled against the door as best she could, but was of course trapped as soundly as ever.  Smack!  She squealed in pain from the renewed spanking.  The slave suffered through another round of five swats before Toby reappeared in her vision.  
“Th… th… th-hank, y… you,” sobbed Gail.  
“That’s a good girl,” said Toby.  “Oops, did I say good girl?  And what do good girls get?”
Gail watched in disbelief as her brother disappeared behind the door again.  Damn him.  He was enjoying himself at her expense.  From behind the door, Toby relished the sight of his big sister squirming to free herself.  She was as mad as he’d ever seen her.  But, at the same time she was completely at his mercy.  Before this camp, she’d been yelling at him and making him feel small.  But after just two weeks, she was silently struggling, angry, but too submissive to even speak. 
Gail waited for the next blow, but felt his hand run between her legs.  She hadn’t realized it, but with his touch she did now – her pussy was wet.  There was a distinct tingle in her tummy and her clit.  But she was more mad than excited.  She wanted him to get his hands off her.  She jerked her hips away from Toby’s presence.  She couldn’t move much, but she could give him the idea that she wasn’t cooperating.  In the battle of control, she was the loser.  Toby put his finger up Gail’s pussy and wiggled it around.  Then he took his hand away and counted to 100 slowly.  
Gail started to sob in frustration.  She wanted to rebel, but anything she did now would just earn her more punishment.  Even that word galled her.  She hadn’t earned any punishment, but now because of the unjust punishment, she was earning it.  That was so backwards.  
Smack!  Gail squealed again as the swat brought her back to the moment.  Again she endured five swats because she could do nothing else.  Toby appeared in her vision.  “Thank you, Master Toby,” she said through clenched teeth.  
Toby was nude this time.  He put his hard cock to her face and Gail sucked him in, quickly getting him off and swallowing his cum.  As she finished, Gail realized for the first time that she and Toby were alone.  The others had gone to breakfast, but Toby had taken his time tormenting his sister before getting his reward.  Finally, Toby freed her from the door, put a collar and leash on her, and led her down to breakfast.  
Breakfast was a meager bowl of watery cereal.  It tasted funny, like something had been added to it that she didn’t want to know about.  Still, Gail ate each spoonful that Toby put in her mouth.  She heard Julia and Sonya each ask what was in the gruel, but the answers weren’t clear.  She thought one master said, “You don’t want to know,” while the other said something like, “You’ll eat it anyway.”
With that ordeal over, the eight girls were taken out to the courtyard where they faced a new array of toys.  They had gotten used to seeing changes in the layout of the courtyard that happened while they were locked in their cells.  Now there were eight identical stations.  When she was led up to one of the stations, Gail eyed it more closely.  The first thing that caught her attention was the stocks.  Looming over the rest of the contraption was a board with three holes in it.  Gail had seen pictures of the medieval restraint system before, but hadn’t imagined she’d ever be staring at one, knowing that she would soon be in it.  The center hole was larger, for her neck and a hole on each side was for her wrist.  The stocks were canted at 45 degrees.  
Below the stocks was a parallel set of boards.  The boards, each about four inches wide, were three feet high and about 18 inches apart.  They topped a metal framework that looked sturdy and Gail assumed something would be resting on top of the boards.  Nervously, Gail waited for instructions, but she could easily imagine what was going to happen.  She’d be led between the boards, fixed into the stocks, and left standing.  What she couldn’t figure out was what would be placed behind her on the boards.  
Toby led her forward just as she imagined it.  She wanted to argue with him.  The idea of being in the stocks was too frightening.  She didn’t want to lose control yet again.  But, she also didn’t dare speak, so she stood docilely, waiting for him to take her control away.  To her surprise, first he tied her hands behind her back.  Around her she noticed the more defiant slaves were being maneuvered into the stocks by the men and their master.  Julia was wrestled into position, including having her head and hands sticking through the stocks.  Gail let Toby put her head through the center hole and then felt the upper board of the stocks slide into place, locking her in.  
What happened next surprised Gail even more than having her hands tied.  She looked over at Julia and saw the counselors lift her body up and set her down kneeling on the two boards.  Gail knew instantly that she would soon be in the same predicament and was aghast at how vulnerable that that position looked.  Julia’s legs were spread wide and her ass was sticking up in the air.  The 14-year-old’s full tits hung down.  Every part of her body looked more exposed and more vulnerable than ever.  
Seconds later, Gail felt herself being lifted into position.  Kneeling on the boards, her ankles and calves were strapped down so she couldn’t move.  Then the sight of the other girls was gone as Toby stepped in front of her and she had even more concerns.  Her little brother had handful of leather straps in his hand.  He pushed a ball into her mouth and proceeded to strap a harness onto her face.  The straps ran from the ball up over her nose and between her eyes, down the back of her head.  Another set of straps ran from the ball across her cheeks and behind her head.  They all met in back where Toby fastened them and pulled them tight.  She was thoroughly gagged.  
As Toby stepped away, Gail could see the other girls were gagged in various fashions.  Julia and Sonya were making indignant noises of protest, but nothing intelligible was coming out.  The only difference Gail could see in the way the slaves were bound was whether their hands were tied back or stuck through the holes and the kind of gag they were sporting.  
As Toby’s hands touched her, Gail jumped and moaned in surprise.  He pulled off her shoes and then his hands ran lightly over her bare feet.  She squirmed as he tickled her.  Laughter burst out against the gag, stifling the unmistakable sound.  Oh God! she thought as his hands took that slight liberty with her.  She couldn’t defend herself as peals of laughter began to leave her breathless.  He kept it up, delighting in torturing his big sister, no doubt recalling the times she’d pinned him down and tickled him.  Soon Gail found herself breathing heavily through her nose, begging him to stop with strained grunts.  She couldn’t make him stop.  She couldn’t even see him and that made it seem worse.  
When Toby finally stopped, she felt his hands on her tits.  He cupped them, squeezed them, and pulled on her nipples.  She wondered if she looked anything like Julia or… she looked farther down the line to see Patty and gasped.  The two older girls’ tits were hanging down like ripe melons.  But, Patty had leather straps around the base of hers, making them swollen and discolored.  Gail squirmed under the attentions of her master, but was unable to do anything to stop him from fondling her tits.  
The 13-year-old couldn’t tell how much time passed as her little brother touched every inch of her exposed body.  The whole time she couldn’t see him.  It was like being disembodied.  She could watch the other girls getting touched, but not herself.  The wooden stocks effectively separated her head from her body.  
Then Toby started spanking her.  She could tell it was a riding crop from the sting that it left on her ass and thighs.  He used it on her tits until she was screaming into her gag.  Then Toby came into view for the first time since he’d gagged her.  An hour had passed, but it could have been more or less; she didn’t know.  
Toby removed the gag and left it out for a few minutes.  When he came back, he had a different gag.  This one was shaped like a cock.  He pushed it between her lips and three inches into her mouth.  The harness on this one was less complicated.  Her master had only to tie the cord behind her head and it was secure for him.  “Suck it,” he said to her and she did.  
Gail was surprised when Toby didn’t walk behind her.  Instead, he walked behind the row of girls opposite her and stopped behind the 15-year-old Patty.  Hands touched Gail and she had no idea who it was this time.  She could see the same look of concern and confusion on the face of every girl as unknown hands roamed her body.  The helpless girl watched in disgust as one of the counselors stepped up behind Irene and sank his cock into the 12-year-old’s pussy.  Gail felt pity for the poor girl, who suddenly started whining in desperation at the violation of her exposed cunt.  But, then she knew it was only a matter of time before the same thing happened to her.  
When a cock did slide into her pussy, Gail knew it wasn’t one of the counselors.  She imagined it was Hank or Jake, one of the younger masters, based on the size of the cock.  Whoever it was finished quickly as she felt him spasm, heard him grunt in satisfaction, and then felt her cunt go wet from his cum.  
For a few moments, Gail was left alone.  She looked over at Toby and saw him fucking Patty.  The girl’s swollen tits swung back and forth in time to Toby’s thrusts.  Irene was getting her second fuck of the day, this time from Brad.  For the first time, Gail started to notice the ache that was settling into her body from being in the same position for so long.  She tried to stretch, doing isometric pushes against her restraints and got some relief.  
Just as she was beginning to think that being ignored was worse than being tormented, hands touched her again and began to prove the value of being ignored.  The hands ran up her sensitive sides and under her arms, sending bursts of laughter against her gag.  She squirmed futilely as the hands tickled her up and down her sides until she was again panting from exertion.  Then there was more spanking.  She couldn’t decide which was worse, the tickling or the spanking.  
Hank appeared in her face, confirming who had been abusing her for the last hour.  He removed her gag and let her work her jaw for a few minutes.  Then, he placed a ring gag in her mouth, leaving her mouth wide open, and tied it behind her head.  Finished with that, Hank left her and new hands were on her body.  The hands were rough with her and she looked around to confirm that she couldn’t see Brad.  
A big cock pressed into her cunt and started fucking her.  It was an experienced cock that took its time with her.  A tingle started in her clit, a tingle that had been denied her when Hank had fucked her too quickly.  She moaned into her gag as passion took hold.  It was then that she noticed Brad’s hands were still on her, grabbing her tits from the side.  It wasn’t Brad that was fucking her.  She knew it had to be one of the counselors.  She was being taken by one of the men.  The words of Mr. Watkins ran through her head as he’d said how much he liked teenage pussy.  It was a sentiment echoed by all the adult males.  One of them now was appreciating her 13-year-old pussy.  
Gail was surprised by the wave of lust that swept over her as she thought about an older man raping her.  She thrust her hips back against him, though she could move only a little.  She wanted him deep and hard.  Each thrust brought another grunt of pleasure from her as she approached an orgasm.  The slave didn’t notice all the heads turn her direction as she squealed in pleasure into the gag.  Her whole body was on fire as she came and came.  
When the big cock slipped from her cunt, it was replaced almost immediately by Brad’s.  She continued to hump herself back against the cock, cumming again as the boy’s cock filled her.  Then there was the absence of attention again.  This time Gail realized that her rapist was resting from his recent orgasm.  Minutes ticked by as she stayed in position, waiting for something to happen again.  There was nothing else she could do.  
She got her first sight of Brad as he appeared in front of her.  She’d figured out the routine and at first she thought her gag was going to be changed out and then another boy would use her.  But, instead, Brad put a stool down in front of her and stepped up on it.  The stool put his cock at just the right height for her mouth.  With the ring gag holding her mouth open, there was nothing the girl could do but let his soft cock slide between her teeth and over her tongue.  She knew the taste of his and her cum on the cock as it lay in her mouth.  It slowly hardened until Brad was able to pump it in and out a few times, fucking her helpless mouth.  
During the past week, Gail had learned that the boys lacked the stamina to cum repeatedly, so she wasn’t surprised when Brad pulled out and walked behind her again.  There was more fondling, tickling, and spanking.  
Gail felt her stomach rumble with hunger and wondered how long it had been since breakfast.  Though the change out of masters was occurring every hour, she didn’t know that.  Her only time reference was that they hadn’t had lunch yet, so while it seemed like she’d been there all day, it hadn’t been even half a day.  
Brad swapped out her gag again, this time fitting her with an odd spring loaded metal gag that pried her mouth open more than the ring gag had.  If she tried real hard, she could squeeze it to a smaller opening, but her jaw quickly tired and she was left with her mouth very wide open.  
Yet another set of hands were on her and then another.  Four hands fondled her tits, her cunt, and her ass for a few minutes before another adult cock filled her pussy.  The cock felt wonderful and she knew she was going to cum.  It was then that AJ stepped in front of her and onto the box that Brad had left there.  Her eyes opened wide as AJ’s cock slid to the hilt in her unprotected mouth.  His warm, salty cock filled her mouth and went down into her throat.  She felt his balls banging against her chin and his pubic hair tickled her nose.  She was being taken at both ends at the same time!
The thought was more erotic that just being raped.  She was being raped twice at once.  Her tits ached with desire.  She wanted a third man there, squeezing her tits, making her nipples hard.  But all she had was the two.  The fire exploded in her cunt and she started moaning and whining against the cock in her throat.  From the look on AJ’s face, he was really enjoying the feel of her vocalizations against his cock.  
Both the unseen counselor and AJ were on their fourth orgasm of the day.  It took several minutes of fucking the 13-year-old’s cunt and mouth before they came.  The whole time, Gail was in heaven from the stimulation to her sensitive cunt.  She came multiple times before the man filled her pussy with his cream.  For another couple of minutes, there was only a cock in her mouth as AJ continued to pound down her throat.  Then he filled her mouth with cream and disappeared.  
Poor Gail endured the remainder of the hour with more torment once AJ had recovered.  Then her gag was removed and she was given a bottle of water.  It was Toby that poured sips of water into her mouth until the entire bottle was done.  Then he gagged her again.  This time it was a bit gag that fit tightly between her teeth and stretched her cheeks back cruelly.  
Four of the girls were removed from the stocks.  Everyone else disappeared, leaving Gail, Kim, Julia, and Winona still trapped, gagged, and alone.  Lunch, thought Gail, they’ve gone to lunch.  After everything else, they weren’t going to let her have lunch.  Her body ached from being in the same position for four hours.  Her ass, thighs, calves, back, and tits felt like they’d been beaten raw.  She’d been fucked several times and sucked cock, too.  Now they’d just gone away and left her and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it.  A tear of frustration ran down her cheek.  
Across from Gail, Julia tried to talk through her gag, but Gail couldn’t make out the words.  Besides, Gail knew that talking was forbidden.  For all she knew, the courtyard was bugged and they’d be punished for talking.  Winona let loose a stream of pee.  It squirted down between the boards and onto the ground.  With that Gail realized that she needed to pee, too.  But again she knew that she wasn’t allowed even that simple luxury, so she held it.  Somehow the boys would know.  
The boys returned half an hour later.  Gail felt a tongue run up her cunt and saw the other girls get the same treatment.  By process of elimination, Gail figured it was Elizabeth that was licking her cunt.  Behind Winona, Irene did the same and wrinkled her nose in disgust.  “Ewww,” said the 12-year-old.  “She peed.”
Though Winona was gagged, Gail thought she clearly heard the 13-year-old say, “You bitch.”  Seconds later, Winona let out the first of many screams as each of the boys and the men gave her one very hard swat across her exposed ass.  
Then, the three girls who had not peed were freed from their stocks and given a backroom break.  Only Winona remained in the same cramped position as the rest got a few minutes to stretch and relieve more than their bladders.  
The girls’ freedom didn’t last much longer.  When Gail came back from the bathroom, she saw the four girls who’d had a break during lunch were already back in the stocks.  Her heart sank as she realized she was probably going back in the stocks, too.  But, she didn’t put up a fight as 11-year-old Jake lined her up and expertly trapped her in the stocks. This time her hands were sticking through the holes, the only difference from her position for the first four hours.  The bit gag was still in place and she felt herself being lifted back up onto the beams behind her.  
The young slave had been watching gags make their way from one slave to another.  As far as comfort went, she figured the ball gag was the best and the bit gag was next.  After that, things went downhill pretty quick..  There was one in particular that she wasn’t looking forward to, but for now, she didn’t have to suffer through that.  
A couple of things changed after the boys had lunch.  They got more vocal for one thing.  Now as Jake’s hands tickled and tormented her, he said things like, “Squeal for me, bitch,” as he tickled her sensitive feet, “How does my pretty pet like her gag,” as he admired the way it stretched her mouth wide, or “I love hard nipples on a slave,” as he teased them to bullets.  It wasn’t just Jake, but all the boys were now verbally abusing their chosen slave as well as physically abusing her.  
Then, Gail felt a sudden rush of fear as Jake showed her a pinch clothespin in each hand.  She grunted and whined in desperation into her gag at the thought of what he could do with those.  “One for each hard little nipple,” said Jake, making them snap open and closed menacingly. He spent a minute teasing her left nipple back to hardness, savoring the look of fear in Gail’s eyes as she anticipated the pain.  Then, Gail felt the clothespin crush her tender nipple.  He repeated the action on her right nipple, teasing it for a minute before clamping the pin tightly.  
All the girls were getting the same treatment and now Jake had a bit of elastic cord in his hand.  She felt him tug on a clothespin and then the other.  Then, he pulled on the clothespins, stretching her nipples down painfully.  Even after he stepped away, her nipples remained stretched.  She could see the other slaves in the same predicament.  The elastic cord was tied to a crossbar under the stocks.  Across from her, she eyed Julia’s nipples, knowing that hers resembled the tortured vision she was staring at.  Julia’s nipples were over an inch long, stretched and swollen.  
Worse, Gail realized that the strain on her poor nipples was affecting her entire body.  She no longer had the freedom of movement to raise and lower her body the few inches she could before.  That movement had helped her keep the ache from growing in her body.  Now she was pressing down as far as she could to ease the pull on her nipples.  Any movement upward felt like it would rip her tender nipples right off.  
A moan of pain escaped Gail’s lips just as Jake stepped back in front of her with yet another torment.  He held a pair of hooks in his hand, dangling them for Gail to see.  “Guess where these go,” he taunted her.  The 13-year-old couldn’t imagine what more the boy could do to her. Another moan of pain mixed with frustration slipped out.  Jake’s hand moved forward, brushing the hooks across her mouth and then her cheek.  The hooks caught in her nostrils and she tried to shake them loose to no avail.  She couldn’t move her head enough so she waited for Jake to move them out of her nose.  But, then she realized that he wasn’t moving them.  Instead, he was pulling the string attached to the hooks up over her head. The hooks were firmly lodged in her nose, turning her nose up uncomfortably.  
No way, thought the helpless girl as the hooks tugged at her nose.  Jake’s hands move away, but the string and the hooks stayed in place.  He smirked at her, a maddening look that made Gail want to scream.  But, there was nothing she could do.  “Damn that looks like it really hurts,” said Jake.  “Sure as hell makes you look funny,” he added.  Then, he stepped away, giving Gail the first chance to see what she looked like as she gawked at Julia.  
The 14-year-old Julia had her nose pulled up, too.  Gail thought the other girl’s nose looked like a pig’s nose now.  Gail started to cry in frustration at what the boys were doing to them.  She was in pain and now they were making her look hideous.  To make matters worse, Jake started to laugh and then walked out of sight.  Seconds later, she felt his cock enter her. 
Gail found it quite painful to be fucked in the position she was.  Her body rocked back and forth slightly as Jake pounded into her cunt.  That motion pulled on her sore nipples.  That created a chain reaction through her body as she tried to stay rigid.  Protecting her nipples made the rest of her body ache.  She felt the boy cum inside her, leaving her unsatisfied and still in pain. 
After a few minutes of ignoring her, Jake appeared again and removed the nose hook. Then, he removed the nipple clips and Gail took advantage of the freedom for a relatively luxurious stretch.  Jake finished by removing the bit gag.  
Al used and abused Gail next.  He came with the gag that Gail most hated.  It was clear plastic that went inside her lips, but outside her teeth.  When the elastic cord was stretched and tied behind her, it pulled her lips back.  It was not only uncomfortable, but Gail knew that she was once again hideous with her lips spread and her clenched teeth visible.  After Al, it was George, and finally Simon ended Gail’s day of torment, torture, and teasing.  
After a meager dinner, Gail was left alone in her room.  The day’s activities had been exhausting and confusing for the girl.  She hadn’t done anything to deserve punishment, but the whole day had been one long, excruciating session of pain, humiliation, and sex.  The boys had been more cruel in one day than in all the rest combined.  Yet, part of her confusion came from the fact that she’d cum many times.  How could she possibly have enjoyed being on display and abused in stocks all day long?  What did tomorrow have in store for her?
Sibling Summer Camp
Chapter 8
By Kenna
After a long night of tossing and turning, Gail awoke to the sound of footsteps in the hall outside her room.  She scrambled for her shoes and slipped them on before the opening in her door was filled with Toby’s face.  He looked her up and down as she stood nude, wearing just her high heels.  “Good girl,” he said, but the words meant little to the girl.  She remembered from yesterday that good girls got spanked, too.  They got a lot of other mistreatment as well.  
At Toby’s command, she stepped forward and put her head through the hole.  Outfitted with the oversized collar, she was trapped, as usual, as the door opened.  Before anything else happened, Gail felt her hands being tied behind her.  Kim stepped into view, head through her door and bent at the waist just like Gail.  The 13-year-old found herself staring at the same sight she’d seen for over two weeks now and realized it seemed pretty normal.  The 11-year-old’s bald pussy lips were clearly visible from behind, squeezed between her slightly spread thighs.  Her puckered asshole was on display and as Gail watched, Kim’s master’s hands ran over the tiny body.  Gail wondered when this sight had become normal. 
Then, Toby was in her face.  “Nothing like starting the day with a blow job from my big sister,” he said as he pushed his cock into her face.  Gail sucked him in.  She hated it when he taunted her about how her status had changed from big sister to slave.  But she had no choice.  She sucked him to hardness and then he pulled away and disappeared.  
In front of her, Kim was getting fucked.  She knew that Hank was fucking the 11-year-old in the ass.  She could tell from the angle Hank was fucking and from the squealing sounds that Kim was making.  Then, smack!  Her ass exploded in pain and she yelped.  The injustice of it galled her.  She’d been good. She’d been sucking Toby’s cock for him.  Why did he have to spank her, too?  But, she suffered and screamed her way through five swats before Toby returned.  
“Thank you, master Toby,” she said.  But, when he pushed his cock back to her face, she said, “Why, master?  Why did you spank me?  Why should I suck your cock if you’re going to spank me anyway?”
“A very good question,” said Toby.  “Here’s why.”  He walked out of sight and Gail felt her shoes being removed.  Then Toby pushed the door shut.  He was smiling that maddening, sinister smile as Gail was forced back into the room with the metal floor.  “Good girls might get spanked,” he said.  “But bad girls get worse.”
“Oh no,” whined Gail as his hand moved slowly toward the switch on the wall.  The spanking hadn’t been so bad by comparison.  She figured that any chance of avoiding her punishment was out of the question, but she tried anyway.  “Please, master Toby.  Spank me some more.  Let me suck your cock.  Make big sister be a slutty cocksucker.”  
“Oh, that’s exactly what I intend to make you,” said Toby as he flipped the switch. 
Gail felt the pain shoot through her feet and she started dancing.  Her arms flailed wildly as she hopped up and down trying to keep both feet off the floor all the time.  That was, of course, impossible, so she ended up feeling the bite of the electricity over and over.  “Please, puh-leeeese, puh-puh-pleeeeese,” she screamed as she danced.  
The pain stopped as abruptly as it had started and she stood panting, exhausted from the brutal workout.  Toby stroked her face gently.  “Now what’s the lesson here, big sister?” he asked her. 
“G-good girls get spanked, but bad girls get worse,” said Gail.  When Toby just stared at her she said, “Good girls suck cock anytime… for their little brothers… for their masters… or anything that you want.”
Toby opened the door and she felt his hands on her as he stroked her tits, her pussy, and her ass.  He’d come to treat that as a sign of his ownership of her.  He could touch her in the three places that she considered most private and she couldn’t stop him.  “Well, the real lesson is that I get what I want,” said Toby.  He slid his cock in her pussy and stroked in and out a couple of times.  Then he pushed his cock into her face and she sucked her own juices off his hard cock.  
Gail couldn’t stop him from pulling away from her again.  There was a series of five more swats on her unprotected ass.  Then, she felt his cock penetrate her sphincter, shoving deep into her ass.  She knew what was coming next.  Seconds later his hard cock was pointing at her face again and she sucked her shit off his cock.  This time he allowed her to finish him off.  
After another breakfast that was barely edible, Gail was led to the courtyard.  She wasn’t surprised that the stocks were gone today.  Every day seemed to have a different activity.  The only thing she wondered was whether today would be as painful as yesterday.  The 13-year-old found herself standing under a high beam that had always been there, but today it became important. Her hands were bound behind her.  Toby tied a cord around her waist and then ran the cord between her legs, up through a hook in the beam, and down again.  The other end of the cord was then run between Julia’s legs and tied around her waist.  
For the moment, the two girls stood just a few feet apart, putting slack in the cord and leaving them wondering what was next.  It didn’t take long for Julia’s master, Brad, and Toby to show the slaves what this torment was all about.  With their backs to each other, Gail and Julia were led apart until the cord just became taut.  Gail felt foreboding of torment as the thin cord pulled up between her pussy lips and dug into her tender pussy and clit.  She was facing a post and Toby walked to the post, attached something, and returned to her.  In horror, she watched as he pinched her nipples to harden them and then clipped metal clamps to each nipple.  When he let go, the elastic cord between the post and the clamp pulled her nipple cruelly.  She gasped in pain and stepped forward to ease the pain.  
Gail’s respite was only momentary as Brad finished hooking up Julia in similar fashion.  As Julia stepped forward to ease the strain on her nipples, Gail felt the cord tighten and she rose up on her tiptoes to keep it from digging into her pussy.  She backed away from the post, but that increased the tension on her nipples.  The girl found herself cruelly balanced between two pains.  If she stepped forward, the pain in her pussy and clit increases as the cord tightened and dug in.  If she stepped back, the pain in her nipples increased.  Added to that, she was fighting against Julia.  The older and larger girl would step forward to ease her nipple pain and make Gail rise up higher on her tiptoes.  
“Aaaahhh, ahhhhh,” moaned Gail as Julia pulled her even higher.  The two boys watched their slaves strain back and forth for a few minutes.  Then, to Gail’s consternation, Toby just walked away.  Her nipples, her clit, and her legs hurt from the strain and Toby was just going to leave her there.  She cast a glance around and saw that Winona and Simone were similarly tied on the other side of the courtyard.  The other four girls were unrestrained.  In fact, Toby was fondling the 14-year-old Sonya’s tits.  Gail was outraged that she was in pain while that slut was just going to let him fondle her.  But, she had to wrench her eyes off the sight as it was taking all her concentration to balance on her tiptoes while trying to equalize the pain in her clit and nipples.  
Just when she thought she couldn’t take it any more, Toby came back and unclamped her nipples.  With a gasp of relief, she sank back off her toes and let the cord go slack between her and Julia.  She and Julia were backed up until they were pressing their asses together, but they weren’t untied. 
The two slaves were allowed to rest for half an hour, but then Toby returned and pulled Gail forward again.  Gail wanted to beg, but she didn’t want to anger her master.  She could do nothing but plead with her eyes as he reattached the nipple clamps and she rose up on her tiptoes again. 
This time, Toby led Sonya over in front of Gail and pushed the 14-year-old down onto her hands and knees.  He took her from behind, while Gail watched.  Once again Gail was angered by the sight of Toby and Sonya enjoying themselves while she was in total pain.  
The day went on like that for Gail for what seemed like forever.  Up and down she went from pain to rest break to pain again.  She watched the 8 boys and 4 girls having sex while she was tormented by pain.  There was lunch, then more of the same.  After dinner, she was put in her room.  It was the first day since Toby had arrived that she hadn’t cum.  All she’d done was hurt all day long. 
The next day was payback.  It was her and the other three tortured slaves from yesterday who enjoyed the attentions of the 8 boys.  The other four girls had their turn of a day of pain with no satisfaction.  It was such a turn around from the previous day, that Gail found herself enjoying every minute of it.  A caress from a boy, a cock in her mouth, fucking while a tortured girl watched helplessly, tasting a pussy, or taking it up the ass all made her feel pampered compared to yesterday.  She’d take a day like this anytime.  
Thursday was like Tuesday and Wednesday combined.  There were periods of torment where she was hogtied, hung upside down, and strung up on her tiptoes.  In between the torment, there were period of pampering where she sucked and fucked as much as the boys wanted.  Then, Friday was there and Gail was in for an even bigger surprise.  
Friday morning, clothes were tossed into her room.  Toby put his face in the door and looked at her in their morning ritual.  The clothes lay were they’d been thrown; she knew better than to touch them.  Instead, she stood at attention, facing the door while he looked her up and down. 
“Get your clothes, fold them neatly, and bring them with you,” said Toby.  
Gail collected the clothes, noting that for the first time everything she had was hers.  These were the clothes of a 13-year-old virgin on her way to summer camp, not the sexy dress up clothes she’d been given on other occasions.  Even the bra and panties were hers.  She folded them up and stood waiting for her next instruction. 
The door swung open – another first.  She’d never walked out without some sort of morning torment with her head stuck through the door.  Toby led her to the showers and let her shower.  All the boys were there watching their slaves shower.  The girls had just showered the previous evening as the usual routine was a shower just before being locked in their rooms for the night.  A morning shower was unusual.  At Toby’s instruction, she put her clothes on and they all went to breakfast. 
Gail had become suspicious of any nice treatment over the past few weeks and wondered what they were being set up for.  It was at breakfast – a real breakfast with pancakes, eggs, bacon, juice, and milk – that Toby broke the news.  “Guess what today is?” he asked her.
“I don’t know, master Toby,” said Gail.
“Today is parents’ weekend,” he said.  “Well, today is Friday so today is the first day of parents’ weekend.:
“Mom and Dad are coming?” she asked.  
“Yeah,” said Toby.  “They’ll be here around noon.”
Gail stared at her brother in confusion.  “So… they know why we’re here.  They know what’s going on… don’t they?  Why am I dressed like this?”
She’d had plenty of time to wonder what life would be like back home.  She expected to be servicing her mom and dad in addition to Toby.  She wondered if they’d even let her go back to school in the fall or would she just be their sex slave all the time.  The last thing she expected was anything normal like she looked right now.  
“What did you expect?” asked Toby.  “You think I’m going to lead you naked on a leash to see them?”
She stared at him in confusion.  That’s exactly how she saw the two of them going back home.  “Well, I don’t know,” she finally said.  
After breakfast, they went swimming in the lake.  Gail thought it felt odd to wear her swim suit.  It was even odder to have the boys staring at her like boys usually stared at her.  It was like they were trying to guess what was hidden under the suit, yet these were the same boys that had fucked her over and over during the past two weeks.  
Toby came to sit by her as she lay sunning on the deck.  “You ever think of Mom and Dad having sex?”
“Yeah,” said Gail.  “I mean, I’ve caught them naked in the hot tub and seen their underwear in odd places in the house.  I know they have sex.  Why?”
“Just wondering,” said Toby.  “I don’t want you to be too surprised this afternoon.”
“Surprised at what?”
“We’re going to have sex with them today.”
“Oh,” said Gail.  “Yeah, I guess that makes sense.  Have you?  I mean, have you done it with them before?”
“Yeah,” said Toby.  “I’ve fucked Mom and gotten a blow job and all.”
“Jeez,” said Gail.  “I was the only one not… doing it.”
“Well, we fixed that,” said Toby with a laugh.  He got up and dove back in the water.  
Gail watched her brother playing with the other boys for a few minutes.  It was like nothing had happened in the past few weeks.  There were the boys acting like girls were a different species and the girls were off by themselves.  He was her little brother again.  But, he was also her master and sex partner.  She thought of her parents, picturing them as her sex partners, too.  It all seemed odd, but yet after 3 weeks of camp the idea seemed pretty normal, too.  
After a few minutes, Toby waved at her, inviting her to join them in the water.  Gail got up and jumped in the cool water, responding to her master’s call without even thinking about it.  She swam over to Toby to see what he wanted.  “Take off your suit,” he said to her. 
Gail glanced around.  The lake was pretty murky and besides it seemed like no one was watching.  She looked back at her master guiltily.  He didn’t need her approval of his commands.  She’d take off her suit even if she was perched on the diving board and every one was watching.  So, the 13-year-old slipped a strap off her shoulder and then the other strap.  Wriggling in the water, she eased the suit down to her waist.  The water wasn’t so murky that Toby couldn’t see her tits now.  She had to duck under water to pull the suit all the way off and then she showed it to Toby.  
Gail wondered why Toby had made her take off her suit while the other girls hadn’t yet.  Then she started to take notice.  Irene didn’t have straps on her bare shoulders.  Elizabeth splashed up out of the water, showing her bare chest.  She was surprised that she hadn’t noticed it before, but most of the girls were already naked.  Looking around, she noticed Sonya and Al facing each other.  Right then Sonya started stripping her suit off.  
Everyone stayed in the water for another 30 minutes, frolicking and splashing.  The boys would occasionally brush past a girl, touching her in private places and then swim off.  It was teasing and tantalizing, yet nothing more.  Gail kept waiting for one of them to put his cock inside her, but when the swim ended, she was disappointed.  
To make matters even more curious, they all got dressed and played games just like boys and girls might at a regular camp.  That routine lasted up until lunch.  At lunch, Toby sat by her again.  He kept casually bringing up sex and their parents, making sure that it was on her mind as well.  “You know Mom likes to be tied up sometimes,” said Toby.  
“How would I know that?” said Gail.
“Well, she does,” said Toby.  “Dad tied her spread eagle on the bed one time and then left the room.  Wow,” he added.  “That was cool.” He held up his hands like he was recalling the shape and feel of their mother’s tits.  “She’s got nice, big tits.”
“Hey, I thought you liked mine,” said Gail, surprising herself by feeling jealous.  Her brother did like playing with hers and it struck her as a contradiction for him to complement Mom’s big tits.  
 Toby surprised Gail when he blushed.  “I do,” he said.  “I love yours.  Variety is nice, too, though,” he admitted. 
“So I shouldn’t feel jealous when you’re feeling up Sonya and Julia?  You’re just going for a little variety?”
“Yeah, variety,” agreed Toby.  
After lunch, Toby took Gail back to her room.  She was alone in the room for a couple of minutes before he put his head to the opening and said, “Take off everything and put on the high heels.” 
The girl tried to figure out what was going on.  Dress.  Undress.  Swim suit. Skinning dipping.  Talk about sex, but do nothing.  She wondered if the whole story about parents’ weekend was every true.  It was definitely a different routine from anything in the past.  As she stood nude, waiting for the next curious command, Toby through a dog collar in and said, “Put it on.”  
Gail stood staring at the collar for a few seconds, remembering Toby’s question, “What did you expect?  You think I’m going to lead you naked on a leash to see them?”  She fastened the collar around her neck, wondering if that’s just what he was going to do.  Seconds later she was standing in the hall, a leash running from her collar to Toby’s hand.  Toby blindfolded her and cuffed her hands behind her.  
“Let’s go,” said Toby, tugging gently on the leash.  Gail walked tentatively behind her master, trusting him to lead her around obstacles.  That was about all she could do.  It reminded her of the first day when Jenny had led her around an obstacle course.  The girls all filed through the dining room and then into the courtyard. Gail had a sinking feeling as Toby led her up a few steps and then stopped her.  She could picture herself standing on a platform just like she had on that first, traumatic day.  
Apparently the other girls knew what was going on as well.  Winona and Elizabeth started to moan softly in humiliation and frustration.  Julia, outspoken and rebellious as usual, said, “Who’s watching now?  Mom?  Dad?  Is this what you wanted?”  Then her voice cracked.  “I’m a fucking sex toy.”  She started sobbing.  “Say something.  Anybody,” she pleaded.  But silence reigned.  If there was an audience, they couldn’t tell.  
Gail wasn’t the only girl who remained quiet.  Most of them knew it wouldn’t do any good to make any noise.  In fact, Gail assumed that Julia would be punished severely for her outburst.  She wanted to be a good slave.  Julia’s voice faded, giving Gail the impression that rather than being quiet, she was being led away.  
Abruptly, she was aware of Toby’s presence behind her.  His hands rested on her shoulders and stroked her arms gently.  “My slave is well behaved,” he said proudly.  Around her Gail could hear other master’s praising their slaves.  His hands reached around and caressed her throat and then ran down between her naked breasts and over her smooth tummy.  She realized she was trembling from the anticipation.  His hands were going everywhere and she knew her mom and dad were watching him display her charms to them.  Gentle pressure urged her to kneel and then spread her legs.  Her cuffs were removed and Toby placed her hands on her head.  The unspoken command was that they should remain there.  Then Toby was gone.  
Again she was on display with no knowledge of who was there are what was going on.  It was completely silent, broken only by murmurs that were too indistinct to tell anything.  After a few minutes, Toby was there and prompting her to stand, still with nothing but gentle pressure.  She was led down off the steps, out of the courtyard, and inside.  There were twists and turns, leading her to a part of the building she’d never been in before.  
Finally they stopped and Toby removed her blindfold.  She blinked in the sudden light, seeing her mom and dad staring at her.  She didn’t know what to say.  But, dad clapped Toby on the back, “Good show, Toby.  I’ll bet this has been a dream camp for you.  She does everything you want.  I want to find out how good she is at cocksucking.”
“Howard!” said her mom, chiding the man.  Gail felt a sense of relief that somebody was being rational.  It was embarrassing to be standing there nude and being talked about as if she was Toby’s property.  But, then she was shocked as her mom continued, “Who said you get to go first?”
“Don’t worry, you’ll both get anything that you want from my slave,” said Toby beaming.  He was making sure that their parents knew exactly who was in charge.  
“She looks mighty good,” said her dad, running his eyes up and down her body.
Gail didn’t even think as she put a hand over her breasts and the other hand over her lightly furred pussy.  Having her parents look at her like that and talk like she wasn’t even then was just too much.  “You guys!” she complained.  
“Damn it, bitch,” said Toby.  “You haven’t even been in here a minute and you’re embarrassing me.”
Gail looked at her little brother, ready to speak, but then she saw Toby step back, intent on some evil action.  She followed his motion and watched him pick a slender riding crop off the wall behind her.  For a couple of seconds, she wrestled against her training, but she knew that she was in trouble now.  She dropped her hands and looked at her parents’ faces, begging for them to intercede.  They couldn’t possibly stand by while Toby spanked her, could they?
“Too late for that, bitch,” said Toby.  “Your ass was mine as soon as you moved and spoke without permission.”  He raised the crop and snapped it across her ass.  Gail winced in pain, but made no sound.
“Toby, honey,” said their mom.  “You don’t have to spank her for that.  Let’s just have some fun.”
To Gail’s surprise, Toby turned to mom and said, “Are you arguing with my choice of punishment for my slave?”
“Yes, Toby,” said mom.  “You shouldn’t…
“Paula,” said dad, cutting her off.  “You should quit while you’re ahead.”
“She’s not ahead, dad,” said Toby.  “You did sign the camp rules, didn’t you?”
“Yes,” said mom, “but what’s that…
“Rule number 5,” said Toby.  “They had us memorize them all, but they told us that parents mostly likely will break rule number 5.”
“What?” demanded mom.  She was clearly shocked at Toby talking back to her.  
“Rule number 5 says you will not interfere with a master disciplining his slave.”
“But…” said mom.  
“And what’s the punishment for breaking a rule?”
“What are you doing, Toby?” demanded mom.
“You sent us here to learn some things, mom,” said Toby.  “I’ve changed.  I like having control of Gail and other girls.  Gail knows what it is to be controlled.  I’m not sure she’ll say it, but I know she likes it.  You cannot come here and undo everything that she and I have learned in the past three weeks.”
Three weeks, thought Gail.  It’s been three weeks.  She’d lost track of time, but it made sense that their parents would be here on the last weekend of camp.  
“Now, I asked you a question, bitch,” said Toby.  Gail stiffened until she realized that Toby was addressing their mom.  She almost choked at Toby’s attitude toward their mom.  “What’s the punishment for breaking a rule?”
“What did you call me, young man?”
“You have to leave, mom.  Dad can stay, but you have to leave.  That’s the rule.”  It was clearly important to Toby that he make his point and mom hadn’t gotten that idea yet.  
“I’m not leaving,” said mom.  “I came here to see both of you.  You can’t send me away.”
“You’re willing to do the other part then?” asked Toby.  “It’s either that or you have to leave.  When I tell the camp director what you did, you’ll have to leave.”
“What… oh, you mean…” Gail could see the light go on in her mom’s head.  “Toby!” said mom.  “You wouldn’t dare.”
“You don’t understand,” said Toby.  “I have to.  If I don’t, then what message does that send to my slave?”
“I’m sorry,” said mom contritely.  “I won’t interfere again.”
“My slave knows that sorry isn’t good enough,” said Toby.  “The message needs to be clear.  This isn’t about you, mom.  It’s about this 13-year-old bitch and her master.”
“Well, what exactly does it mean that you get to discipline me?” asked mom.  
“Whatever I want, bitch,” said Toby.  “You have two choices.  Either you leave the camp right now, or you agree to let me discipline you.”
Mom looked like she wanted to object to Toby’s using of the b-word again, but she bit her tongue.  “You can discipline me,” she said.  She had agreed to the camp rules; she just couldn’t believe her own son was making her to this.  
Gail wanted to jump up and down and clap her hands, but she restrained herself as Toby said, “Take off every stitch of clothes, bitch.”
Mom looked at dad, but got no support for her position.  She’d broken a rule and Toby had called her on it.  Then, she stripped off her blouse and pants.  She stopped when she was just wearing her bra and panties.  She’d come ready for a sexy weekend and Gail saw mom was wearing a lacy bra and thong panties.  There was a few seconds where mom seemed to be waiting for a reprieve, but then she continued.  She unhooked her bra and let her tits free.  Gail stared at them, surprised at the sight.  She knew that mom had gotten implants, but didn’t know exactly what that would look like.  Mom’s tits were the size of grapefruit halves, but had no sag at all.  They jutted out, pointed at Toby like they were begging to be fondled.  Then, she slid down her panties to reveal a shaved pussy.  Gail had more hair on her pussy than mom.  Used to seeing the other teen and preteen slaves, Gail was surprised at the sight of her mom’s womanly figure with big tits and full hips.  She’d also just recently become accustom to appraising a woman’s body and found her mom to be pretty sexy.  
Toby turned and picked a collar off the wall.  He started to fasten it around mom’s neck, when dad spoke.  “Do you have to do that, Toby?” he asked.  
“Dad, I’ll let that go because you may not realize that at this moment, mom is temporarily my slave.  She’s going to get the punishment that she deserves and then she’ll be back to being mom.  But, if you interfere again, I’ll have to do the same thing to you that I’m going to do to her.”  Once again he surprised the three of them with his newly found assertiveness.  
Dad’s mouth opened and then shut again.  “So, while you’re disciplining her, can I use the little bitch?” he asked.  
“Howard!” said mom again.  She looked at dad and then at Toby and then she shut up.  There was nothing to say.  
“After we leave,” said Toby.
“Where are we going?” asked mom.  
“Wherever I want,” said Toby.  He didn’t need to tell her to shut up and follow orders.  She got the message from his short answer.  He fastened a chain to mom’s collar, fastened her hands behind her back with cuffs, and tugged her out through the door.  
Gail was left staring at the closed door, wondering where Toby was taking mom.  She looked back at her dad and saw that he had his shirt off already.  She’d noticed how sexy and firm her mom had looked, now she had the chance to see her dad as well.  His chest was solid and his stomach was trim and firm.  Seconds later he was wearing just his briefs.  Gail knew that her dad was a real hunk, but she’d never considered him in a sexual light before.  This time her eyes focused on the bulge in his crotch even before he took his briefs off.  Her eyes widened at the sight.  As he slid those down, she saw 10-inches of cock pointed at the ceiling.  In her eyes, he was like a grown up Toby – commanding, handsome, and horny.  
Gail had no doubt what dad wanted, so she knelt down with her face inches from his crotch.  “Let me have it all, daddy,” she said as she reached for his cock.  She could see the disbelief in his eyes as she wrapped her fist around his huge cock.  How much she had changed in the past three weeks.  The change had been abrupt and well ingrained so that now she hardly thought of what she had once been like.  But, to her dad, he’d sent his little virgin girl off to summer camp and now the very next time he saw her, she was stroking his hard cock.  
Leaning forward, Gail ran her tongue up and down dad’s cock and then put the head of his cock in her mouth.  Her hand pumped his cock one more time and then slid down to gently grasp his balls.  Her other hand reached around and rested on his ass.  At the same time, she slid her lips down the length of his cock until she’d taken the entire 10-inches down her throat.  She looked up at him and felt a tingle deep inside just from the astonished expression on his face.  
She sucked on his cock as it slid out of her throat.  Letting it completely free, she licked up the shaft again and said, “Fuck, daddy, how long have you wanted to feed me this cock?”
“Gail, honey,” said dad, denying her claim.  “I never thought about this.  I just wanted you to have an exciting sex life like your mom and I.”
“Liar, daddy,” said Gail as she licked around the shaft and then took it all the way in her mouth again.  She bobbed back up and then sat back on her haunches, not touching him at all anymore.  “Then, we can just stop?” she asked. 
“No, this is pretty nice,” said dad.  “You don’t have to stop.”
“But, it’s not all that important to you,” said Gail.  “I mean, you NEVER thought about it, so I guess it’s not fucking important.”
Dad suddenly got demanding, “Suck it!”
Gail found the command irresistible and sank his cock to its full depth down her throat.  She let his cock take her throat for several thrusts before she realized that she’d surrendered to his commanding voice.  She hadn’t yet gotten him to admit that he wanted this.  That’s what she wanted.  Her master was not in the room, so maybe she could get what she wanted.  Toby was the one person in the world that wouldn’t let her get away with any shit.  She wondered how far she could push her dad.  
She sat back again.  “Tell me you want it.”
“Do it, bitch,” said dad.  
She resisted the urge to obey.  “Tell me you want it.”
“OK,” said dad.  “I want it.”
“What do you want?”
“I want you to suck my cock!”
“How long have you wanted it?”
“Since you walked in the room naked.”
“Shit, dad,” said Gail.  “You didn’t send me to this fucking slave camp three weeks ago without wanting it.  Tell me!  How long did you want it?”
“Since you were 10, OK?” said dad, blushing. “I’ve wanted your mouth on my cock since you were 10.”
“That wasn’t so hard, was it, daddy?”  Gail kissed the tip of his cock and slid it back down her throat.  She’d become an expert at cocksucking, so she set to doing what she knew so well.  The boys had been easy.  Their ability to resist her expert mouth was measured in seconds.  Her dad was less susceptible to her charms.  Yet, after a couple of minutes, he was panting and giving every sign of cumming.  
“Want to cum in my mouth, daddy?” she said, pausing coyly.  “Or my pussy?  My ass?  Or on my face?  Or tits?  Fuck, daddy, I want cum.  You name the place, I’ll take it.”
“Your mouth.”
“Deep in my throat?”
“Yes,” gasped dad, barely able to contain himself.  
“And you said this wasn’t important to you,” said Gail as she slid the cock deep again.  He gasped in pleasure, unable to speak to respond to her.  But, Gail didn’t expect a response.  She’d gotten the admission that she needed just from his reactions.  This was the first thing he’d mentioned when he’d seen her naked.  It was what he’d come for.  He’d wanted this since she was 10 years old.  Bam!  She felt the warm, salty cum fill her mouth on the upstroke.  She let his cock sink deep again and knew he’d filled her tummy with his second spurt.  
“Aaaaggghhhh,” moaned dad in pleasure as he spent his seed in his daughter’s mouth.  He spasmed a third and fourth time, letting her talented mouth squeeze the cum out of his cock.  
The room had a king size bed in it.  The two lay down and for 30 minutes afterwards, dad held his daughter.  His hands found every private inch of her body and to his amazement, she seemed to love it.  The little prude had become a sex kitten that responded to his touch like a wild woman.  The time stretched on and they both began to wonder where Toby and mom were.  
“Daddy?” said Gail.  “This slave bitch has no right to ask you this, but may I?”
“Yes, G… slave bitch,” said dad.  
“My master Toby makes sure I cum.  May I?”
“Oh, baby,” said dad.  “How thoughtless of me.  Of course you may cum.  What works for you?”
“Well, daddy, when a girl licks my pussy that does it, but Toby never does that.  You shouldn’t do that.  You could fuck me in my pussy or my ass.  I like them both.”  She watched her dad as he tossed the two choices around in his head.  It was like asking an alcoholic if he wanted scotch or whiskey.  
“Pussy,” said dad after a few seconds.
Gail rolled to her back and spread her legs.  She wanted it badly.  Daddy’s hands had excited her more than ever before.  It wasn’t that they were daddy’s hands.  It was that they’d toyed with her for half an hour and she was hot!  “And just how long have you thought about sinking that big, hard cock up my tight little cunt?” she asked.  
“Forever,” said dad, his voice taking on a lustful, needy quality.  “I’ve wanted a little girl cunt as long as I can remember,” he admitted.
Gail’s eyes opened wide as her dad sank his cock into her cunt.  She was wet and ready from his gentle ministrations, but he was not interested in any more foreplay now that she’d suggested his entry into her cunt.  The boys, and even the counselors, were forgotten as his big cock filled her more than she’d ever been filled before.  She had never considered that her 13-year-old pussy had the depth to take daddy’s cock.  Yet now she wondered how she’d felt filled with anything less.  
The girl wasn’t sure when her orgasm started.  There was an incredible tingle in her tummy that spread to her pussy and then to her whole body.  Was that the moment?  She couldn’t tell for sure.  Her body started to spasm with a feeling that was both pleasure and … something else.  Was that the moment?  “Fuck me, daddy,” she said, her eyes settling on the handsome, rugged face and the hard chest of her father.  That was the moment as she felt her whole body on fire.  She had reached…
“Gail, are you all right?” The girl’s eyes fluttered and she looked up into three concerned faces.  Her dad, mom, and brother were all there looking like she’d died and come back.  
Gail tried to speak, but found her throat dry.  She swallowed and said, “OK, I’m OK, wow, I’m OK, wow, yeah, I’m… I’m OK.”  She didn’t miss that the three members of her family were so concerned about her safety, though she wondered what had happened.  “What… ?”
“Jesus Christ,” said dad, looking relieved.  “Holy fuck, Gail.  I thought I’d fucked you to death.”
“I’d have died a happy girl, daddy,” she said weakly.  
“So, you’re feeling OK, big sister,” said Toby.  He let the concern fade away as he took control of her.  
“Yes, master,” said Gail.  
“Don’t move,” he commanded her.  “We have something else to take care of right now.  Mom?”
Mom took a deep breath and locked eyes with dad.  “I had tour of the camp,” she said.  “I’ve met the counselors, other masters, and some of the slaves.  And, I was naked the whole time.  Mmm, it felt good.”  She looked at Gail as she said, “Do you know what it’s like to have a young boy’s eyes say, I want you?  I suppose you do, Gail.  Toby meant to embarrass me, but … ooo, it was sweet.  Except for that last part, Toby.”  She turned and showed everyone her ass.  “He spanked me.  He spanked me for caring what he did to you, Gail. I guess I hadn’t thought about what it meant for my daughter to be a sex slave.  Now that I understand the full implication of that decision, Gail, honey, you’re Toby’s until he’s done with you.”
That was nothing that Gail didn’t know already.  She was Toby’s property.  That didn’t bother her.  What bothered her was Toby’s punishment of mom.  “He spanked you?” said Gail.  “That’s it?  He didn’t make you suck his cock?  He didn’t fuck you in the ass?  He didn’t show you my room and its metal floor?  Shit!  Don’t complain to me about a couple fucking red stripes across your ass, mom.”
“Damn it, you little fucking slut bitch,” said Toby abruptly.  Gail flinched at the tone of his voice.  He’d punished her on several occasions, but his voice had never gotten this angry before.  “You like sucking cock, say it.”
“Yes, master Toby, I do.  I like sucking cock.”
“You like being fucked in your tight little pussy.”
“Yes, master Toby, I like your cock in my pussy.”
“I don’t know why a slut like you pretends otherwise,” said Toby.  “You like being fucking in the ass.”
“Yes, master Toby, I like a cock in my ass,” said Gail.  He was going to wrench the truth from her no matter how much it hurt her.  
“You like licking pussy.”
“Yes, yes,” said Gail.  “I like licking pussy.”  She looked at mom’s shaved pussy.  “Especially that tasty looking one,” she said trying to divert everyone’s attention from Toby’s message.  
“Why do you make it sound like punishment?” asked Toby.  “You even like being spanked.  Don’t you?”
“Yes, master Toby,” said Gail, lowering her eyes and blushing at the admission.  “I like when you spank me.  I like…” she sighed in realization of what she really did like.  She looked at her little brother intently as she said, “I like it when you, Toby, my little brother, bends me over and spanks my ass.”
“Fine,” said Toby.  “Now that we’ve got that in the open, tell me what’s the worst punishment I could do to you?”
“The electric floor is pretty bad,” said Gail.  
“Yeah, I suppose so,” said Toby, leaving the electric floor as a mystery to their parents.  “Let’s talk about when we get home.  There’s no electric floor.  What’s the worst thing I could do to you?”
Gail had to think for a moment.  Back home seemed like a strange concept.  Here at camp there were so many things she didn’t think could happen.  But, home was grounded in reality.  What could Toby do at home that would make her life miserable?  She liked sucking, fucking, and spanking. There was nothing left as punishment.  What else was there?  
Toby was hoping that Gail would come up with the answer herself.  If she did, then it simply affirmed his opinion of his big sister.  If she didn’t, then he might have to convince her that she was a slut par excellence.  
The young slut didn’t know just how much she was being played at the moment.  If she’d kept her mouth shut, she might have gained a slight bit of control.  But, as it was, she envisioned the worst thing that Toby could do to her.  “You… you could… um,” she hesitated, trying to deny what she feared was the worst punishment.  “You could ignore me,” she said, putting a name to her greatest fear.  
Those weren’t the exact words that Toby was looking for, but they were close enough. He thought about her response for a moment, putting the words into his own terms and then said, “Yeah, slut, you’ve tasted the pleasure of a cock.  The worst thing I could do to you is make sure you never taste it again.”
“Please,” said Gail, her mind no longer capable of independent thought.  She begged for the one thing that three weeks earlier she would never have conceived.  “Don’t do that.”  Her strength had returned now that she’d been supine for several minutes.  She looked frantically to her mom and dad.  Her tongue flicked out and she said, “Let me make everybody happy.”  She knew there were rewards for a well behaved slave.  
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Epilogue
Parents weekend had been like a dream for Gail.  Cocks, pussy, and more.  She’d even asked Toby to show their parents how loud she could scream during a spanking. The innocent young girl of 3 weeks ago was gone.  She’d learned how to please others… and herself.   The 13-year-old had begun to think in terms of how she could get others to abuse her so that she could enjoy herself.
The last week of camp had been more like what that innocent young girl had expected on the bus ride into camp.  It started with her naked, chained to a bench.  The eight boy slaves from across the lake were also there as the counselors explained.  “You have all learned how to serve.  You have all learned very well how to be the sluts that your masters and mistresses expect of you.  During the last few days, you must learn another, very important lesson.  You must learn how to behave in normal society.
“For the next week, you will behave as you did the day you got on the bus for Camp Courage. From 8 am to 8 pm, you will be kids again.  What did you expect when you came to summer camp?  Please, tell me what summer camp is all about to you?”
The group sat in silence.  Every one of the kids was afraid to speak.  
“This is part of what I’m talking about,” said the counselor.  “Three weeks ago, if I’d asked what you want to do for a week at camp, you’d have had all kinds of ideas.  Don’t let the conditioning of the last three weeks chase away your identity.  What do you like to do?”
“Suck cock?” ventured Kim.
“No,” said the counselor.  “Not sexual.  This isn’t a trick question.  What do kids your age like to do?”
“Swim?” said one of the boys.
“Excellent,” said the counselor.   “There is a swim area in the lake.  You can go there anytime.  What else?”
Gail was almost ready to kick herself for even speaking, but she said, “Ride horses.”  It was one of the things she always liked to do at summer camp.  
“Great,” said the counselor.  “Tuesday and Thursday we have half day riding trips planned.”
“You mean like this is a regular summer camp,” said Irene.  “I want to go hiking.”
“Every day,” said the counselor.  
“Crafts,” said Kim.
“You got it.”
“Archery,” said Tommy. 
“No problem.  This will be the week at summer camp that you’ve always wanted.  Just one restriction on all of this,” said the counselor.  “From 8 pm to 8 am, you belong to your master or mistress.”
For that last week, Gail got everything she wanted.  During the day it was a regular summer camp with kid oriented activities.  At night, she came and came again under Toby’s firm control.  Good girl that she was, she got spanked every night and loved it.  She sucked cock, fucked her little brother, and got to cum as her reward.  She spent every night in Toby’s soft, king size bed, sleeping and fucking in luxury.  
She was only punished once, dancing on the electric floor of her old cell for a few minutes.  That was for the one time she’d called Toby her master during daylight hours.  The word had slipped out accidentally while they were hiking.  At the moment, Toby had just acted surprised and said, “Yeah, I wish,” to deflect the comment that was oddly out of place in ‘normal’ society.  Later he’d made her dance.  
For the rest of the week, there was never a need for punishment.  During the night, Toby had but to point at his cock and Gail gladly sucked it until he rewarded her with his cum.  He used her like the slut she was, in perpetual servitude to her brother’s cock.  When they returned home from camp, that routine continued.  During the day they were brother and sister.  During the night they were master and slave.  And she loved it.  
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