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	Nineteen-year-old Fred was gloating to himself. His asshole father thought he was punishing him? Ha! What a stupid shit. So he’d lost another job for refusing to cut his hair. Big deal. The economy was roaring right now, and jobs were everywhere. Nevertheless the old man had responded by kicking him out of the house. 

	 

	Thank you, asshole. Now he had the perfect excuse to move in with his incredibly hot girlfriend. Statuesque Geri Hollis was twenty, a year older than he, very athletic and self-assured. She lived with her mother and three teenaged sisters, and he’d always felt welcome in their home. He’d been seeing Geri for nearly a year now, and he was on good terms with her entire family. 

	 

	They doted on him, for chrissake, and recognized Fred’s father for the asshole he was. They’d been quick to offer him a place under their roof, and Janet (Geri’s thirty-four year old single mother) was quite liberal about matters of sex. She’d had no problem with Fred moving right into Geri’s bedroom. She’d even been dropping a few sly jokes about it. Geri’s three sisters were excited as well about ‘having a man around the house’, and there had been a great deal of whispering and giggling during dinner. As for Geri, she’d been downright ecstatic, gleaming lasciviously at him and constantly promising the most incredible sexual experience – in celebration of their new arrangement, as it were. After dinner she wasted no time at all hustling him straight to her bedroom. There she told him to get naked and ready. Tonight was going to be one of their ‘special’ nights, and she would be joining him in minutes. She gave him a kiss like fire and ducked out the door.

	 

	[image: http://www.asstr.org/~lance_edwards/fam2.jpg]Fred stripped and climbed onto the bed, his heart pounding, his prick rising. He always got madly excited about their ‘special’ nights. Those were the occasions when Geri, who was actually bigger and probably stronger than he was, indulged his secret submission fetish. Playing the dominant, she would immobilize him entirely, then tease and torment, spank and strap him, then ride his face for hours and even use some of her many dildoes on him before finally mounting his raging erection and fucking the shit out of him. Each time the experience became more and more sublime (and more painful), and Fred was both exalted and a little bit fearful at the prospect approaching. Tall, vivacious, big-haired Geri had been promising a transcendent experience all day. How much more intense could their ‘special’ nights get?

	 

	Well, he would soon find out. Snickering at his old man’s ‘punishment’, Fred positioned himself as he knew his mistress liked him: flat his back in the exact center of the bed, a pillow under his head and one under his kidneys, elevating his face and ass. He stretched his arms and legs out wide and then waited, a perfectly humble and inviting posture. Right in the center of all, pounding with urgency, his turgid genitalia jutted at the ceiling.

	 


 

	 

	[image: http://25.media.tumblr.com/tumblr_lpkipgBcPs1qbujxso1_500.jpg]At last Mistress Geri rejoined him, throwing open the bedroom door with a crash. She strode in and then slammed it shut behind her. Fred’s jaw dropped open.

	 

	Muscular Geri had always been inventive with her costumes, but this time she’d obviously gone shopping. Elevated, spike-heeled boots added almost six inches to her already considerable six-foot height, and shiny studded leather and steel-chain lingerie encased her top-heavy top. 

	 

	Above her clenched fists and below her scowling face, silver spikes gleamed off wide leather collars. Her big arms and shoulders bulged past thin, black leather straps, and her huge tits (so toned from her regular workouts that they went beyond tight and firm to almost hard) were draped with descending rows of fine-link chain. 

	 

	Geri’s washboard belly was bare, as were her columnar thighs, but instead of panties she wore a new pair of skin-tight black rubber hot pants. These were cut low in front and high up around her muscular ass, and supported an integral dildo. At least nine inches long and two inches through, black as jet but otherwise completely lifelike, this rubber-covered cock curved wickedly up and out from the very base of her crotch, and was corrugated with an intaglio of upraised veins. No doubt it was also connected to a built-in vaginal probe, and came with a vibrator powered by batteries hidden inside the balls. 

	 

	Gaping at the awesome spectacle she presented, Fred’s heart hammered in his chest. Also in his head, his throat and his groin. He shivered involuntarily. His toes curled up, and gooseflesh marbled his naked skin. Geri had obviously decided to take this ball and run with it. He swallowed convulsively, and at last managed to gasp out stammering words.

	 

	“Did-did…Did you come through the house like that? Did your family see you?”

	 

	“Maybe.” Geri grinned evilly at him “But that doesn’t matter. My mom’s pretty open-minded about sex. She had me at fourteen, after all. She knows all us girls are sexually active (except poor Audra, of course, and we’ll fix that). She knows it’s totally natural, no big deal, and that it’s much safer to have everything out in the open. She encourages us to share everything with her, and with each other, so everyone will learn life’s lessons. So you see, my family knows about your silly little fetish, dear. They think it’s cute and funny and liable to be extremely useful. So don’t you worry about what they might see.”

	 

	“Now shut up, slave!” Immediately Geri slipped into her persona of imperious mistress. She crossed the room in a second and slapped him. “No speaking without permission!” She had a number of scarves in her other hand, pinks and pastels and bright, vibrant blue, and she used these to tie him out spread-eagled, as tightly as possible in the very center of the queen-size bed. A pair of her panties was balled up and stuffed into his mouth, and the last scarf wound around and around his head, and finally tied in back to hold them in.

	 

	At last he was completely helpless, bound and gagged and painfully erect. Somehow the humiliation of hearing that his embarrassing sex life was common knowledge seemed to be turning him on even more. When Geri at last climbed onto the bed, moving between his splayed-out legs and lubing up her big black cock with baby oil, he began mewling with desperate need. Geri smiled evilly down at him, drying her hands with a towel. 

	 

	“Now I know I usually beat and torture you first, and make you suck on my big hard cock before I’ll deign to fuck you out. But this is an extra ‘special’ occasion. I think this time we can dispense with the foreplay. So get ready to play my bitch, you dirty little slut!” Fred blushed helplessly, overcome with a familiar, compelling humiliation. Usually Geri also used a finger on him first, gently probing in and gradually loosening him up for comfort. But this time she just switched on the vibrator and moved into place. 

	 

	Big and bulbous, that buzzing black head kissed his anus hotly. Then Mistress grabbed him by his elevated hips. Seizing control of his body she thrust forward, forcing her gigantic cock inside him. This was by far the biggest one he’d ever taken, and Fred cried out, or tried to anyway. But Geri just smiled wider, waggling her hips around and roughly stretching him out. She pushed harder then, really heaving her body forward, and finally her big black prick slid all the way in, until at last her rubber-covered crotch met his own. Then she began twisting about, grinding their bodies together around the vibrating spike of the huge cock connecting them. Gouged about pitilessly, Fred groaned and tossed his head, reveling in his sense of violated vulnerability. Watching, Mistress Geri snickered at the unholy arousal in her slave’s flushed face and bulging, dilated eyes.

	 

	“You little sissy. You like this more than doing the sticking yourself. Don’t you?” She quit twisting and started pumping her hips, building up a relentless, stabbing rhythm. 

	 

	Fred’s reaction was answer enough. As always, the hot, hard length goring up into his center and roughly massaging his prostate was competing with that helpless sense of raped mortification to see which one would drive him over the brink of orgasm first. The terrible pain of being broken in to this oversized prick only added to his addict’s craving: delivering his shameful indulgence and the punishment due for wanting it all at once. And all the while his Mistress Geri grinned down, punching her big new cock up into his elevated, spread-legged body with a zealous passion. 

	 

	Naturally the sight of her in action was an additional irresistible aphrodisiac: huge breasts bobbing, arm muscles bulging as she gripped his hips and most of all that mocking smirk, maximizing his mortification. Flaming under that derisive gaze, Fred forced himself to maintain eye contact throughout the entire humiliating ordeal, until at last the urgent pounding in his blood-filled face and prick became one with the pile driver unleashed in his ass. Then he began to shoot deliriously toward the edge. 

	 

	As if reading his approaching climax in the shuddering of his flip-flopping prick, Mistress Geri suddenly leaned in and started hammering away at him even harder. But at the same time she shook her head in dire warning. 

	 

	“Oh, no. No you don’t, you dirty slut. Don’t you dare shoot yet. I’ve got a much better use in mind for that wicked little thing.” Then without losing a stroke of her relentlessly pistoning hips, she suddenly produced her automatic garage door opener, held it up and depressed the button.

	 

	Distantly the big door rattled up on its chain-driven tracks. But this must have been some sort of prearranged signal, for immediately the smaller bedroom door also suddenly flew open. In streamed Geri’s entire family, the two youngest girls in the lead. Two seconds away from explosively coming, Fred’s brain screamed and his heart suddenly leaped in horrified shock. His impending orgasm retreated, yet oblivious Geri just kept on humping and pumping and pounding away, as first her three sisters and finally their grinning mother joined them in the bedroom.

	 

	“It’s time, it’s time, it’s time,” chanted fourteen-year-old Andi, leaping up and down and singing with girlish excitement. By some quirk of biology, little blonde Andi already had the best body of the three younger Hollis sisters. Very petite with rich, clear white skin, she had curvy little hips and incredibly big, round naturally upswept breasts that belied her relative youth. Despite his shock and the bottomless humiliation of his predicament, Fred couldn’t help but goggle at these. Bouncing wildly on her astonishingly naked chest, they surpassed even Geri’s nipple-topped whoppers for succulence. Cheryl, sixteen, also wore only panties, but she was taller, slimmer, and less well endowed than her mom and sisters. Voluptuous Janet and thicker Audra wore robes, but these only poorly concealed that nearly universal Hollis family signature.

	 

	Despite having the biggest tits, at eighteen Audra was the least attractive – and experienced – of the three half-sisters. She was big but with none of Geri’s sculpted pulchritude, or her mother’s nice curves. On the fat side of heavy, with a sullen-looking face and mousy hair, she’d never been much into social interaction Nevertheless she was here with them now, grinning in an unsettling way as they all surrounded him.

	 

	Fred flinched away from their animated, excited, laughing eyes, and back into the mocking green orbs of his mistress. She continued to hammer away, brutally butt-fucking him right in front of her entire family. But at least she finally deigned to explain herself.

	 

	“I told you before that sex in this house was a family affair, slave. I told you we shared absolutely everything. As you know, we’re all half-sisters who’ve never known a father. That means we have to look out for each other, all of the time. So it’s only right that I should share my little slave-male with them, too. They’ve never had chance to use one.”

	 

	Fred’s eyes bulged with disbelief. Yet Mistress’ remorseless rhythm continued to fuck the shit out of him, and his runaway arousal was impossible to turn off. If anything it began to climb again, building once more up toward orgasm. 

	 

	Deep inside him, hopelessness, humiliation and his innate submission compulsion were reaming him deeper than Geri’s penis. Almost against his will, he was suddenly reveling in the outrageous spectacle he was making. Keening urgently into his panties-gag, he once again began to thrash his head in an excess of physiological arousal. The younger girls watched this display with shining eyes, but Mistress Geri sensed the approaching eruption and pulled abruptly out.

	 

	She backed off, big dick humming and buzzing, and then she switched it off. Smirking at her slave’s muffled cry of dismay, she went on to explain their intentions in more detail.

	 

	“You will serve us all now, slut. The entire Hollis family. I’ve been hogging your prick and body for far too long. Why, poor Audra here has never even been laid! We simply must change that, right now. Cheryl and Andi have boyfriends, and they don’t need your pathetic dick. But they want to provide moral support for Audra on her big night. Plus, they never had access to a guy that would submit to female domination before. They want to watch, and participate, in all the punishment, humiliation and cornholing. And Mom here used to be a notorious domme. She says she’s an old hand at bringing out the slut in a male. She’s going to teach us all how to take your fetish to the absolute limit!”

	 

	 


Geri laughed at Fred’s goggling reaction, then climbed off the bed and waved her sister forward. “Here you go, Audra. Here’s your brand new considerate lover and permanent daily sex toy. It’s high time we popped that cherry and welcomed you to the club!”

	 

	“Thank you so much!”

	 

	[image: http://www.mistress-scarlett-black.com/images/MSB-new-001.jpg]“Yayy, Audra, right on, climb on that slut-boy and ride!” The others cheered her enthusiastically. While tied-out Fred tried to assimilate all this madness into his swimming brain, Audra unbelted her robe and moved uncertainly in. Little Andi leaned over from her position beside the bed, and gripped Fred’s up-jutting hard-on. Pulling and pumping expertly, she ensured that he remained rock-rigid and throbbing, the perfect upright organ for a first-ever impalement. 

	 

	She needn’t have bothered. Not that her attentions weren’t welcome – they were exquisite and deliciously expert despite her youth. But the sight of Audra’s just-revealed, obese body had a curious effect on Fred.

	 

	Below her double chin and thick neck, her sloping shoulders and flabby arms, her breasts were massive globes of heavy pink flesh. The nipples were huge, even pinker, and the big round belly that pushed out beneath gave her torso an undeniably appealing lush symmetry. Her ass was mythical, tremendous, her wide fertile hips and hams providing a welcoming cushion for the most spirited of riders.

	 

	Unfortunately, it was clear that this time, at least, big Audra would be doing the riding. But despite the real prospect of being crushed, Fred still found himself desperately, uncontrollably aroused. 

	 

	The thought of being buried under this mountain of attacking womanhood stirred the submissive in him. Especially since his mistress commanded it. And what an appropriate punishment he would suffer, on behalf of the entire male race! The attractive stud held down and forced to service the so-called cow that every guy in the school had passed over. Already wallowing in limitless humiliation, this further degradation turned him on even more. He didn’t even try to resist as Audra’s robe was taken away and she moved atop him. 

	 

	Andi was right there, pumping and pointing, then helping to insert. That was all the assistance the eighteen year-old, two-hundred-and-fifty pound virgin needed. She was already wet with anticipation, and as that great weight settled atop his elevated hips, Fred felt his raging erection slide deep inside a hot, compressive tightness that gripped him like a slippery fist. He gasped in concert with Audra’s hiss of pain.

	 

	“Oh! It hurts!”

	 

	“Just for a minute,” the others reassured her.

	 

	“Lean forward,” urged Andi. “Take your weight off it a bit until you get more used to it. Just plop right forward and rub your tits in that slut-boy’s face. Then start rubbing your body all over him. You’ve got all the time in the world here. Enjoy it!”

	 

	Audra took her kid sister’s advice. In the next instant, Fred found himself truly buried under that proverbial mountain of woman-flesh. 

	 

	He was crushed completely flat, deep into the bed, sandwiched by the mattress, a couple of elevating pillows and a huge mass of warm, springy, fragrant flesh. Those enormous udders bracketed his helpless face, then began slapping and smothering him, as Audra lay atop his bound, crushed and straddled form and squirmed her big fat body against him.

	 

	Still her compressive cunt gripped him, and gradually she became accustomed to the feel of penetration. She began to slide her big hips back and forth, testing out the mechanics, and soon learned to find them downright delightful. At last she propped herself up on her arms, bringing more of her considerable weight to bear on their joined crotches. She moaned with delight this time, and began rocking rhythmically. The others cheered for her, planting kisses on her face and urging her on.

	 

	“Yeah, Audra! Ride, Audra! Fuck that slut like a rented dog!”

	 

	Audra complied, beaming now. Between her supporting arms her gigantic tits flopped and slapped in the air just inches from Fred’s nose. Her heavy belly sagged down, pressing insistently into him. And now her mountainous hips and ass worked tirelessly, crushing his burning groin into the bed and rocking that embedded rail-spike furiously back and forth. Roses bloomed in her cheeks now, a drop of sweat splashed down, and Audra was releasing a climbing cry with every panting exhale. 

	 

	Thrashing his head from side to side, Fred realized suddenly that the virgin’s escalating arousal was infecting him with a similar but much more dangerous fever. Being wantonly used by this enormous creature while her family watched and cheered her on was quickly bringing on the long-delayed orgasm. Fat or not, it wouldn’t do to fail this girl on her very first fuck. What would that say to her about manhood in general, and his own pathetic self in particular? Desperate for a distraction, he cast his gaze around, looking away from those enormous tits dancing just above him and toward her gathered family.

	 

	Big mistake. 

	 

	Janet was crouched nearby, still in her robe but now holding a camcorder! The red ‘record’ light winked at him as she filmed him fucking the fat girl, and this ultimate humiliation pulled the trigger. Fred cried out miserably into the mouth-filling panties-gag, and he shuddered from head to toe uncontrollably. His pounding erection and tingling balls found premature release, and he spurted and spurted and spurted convulsively up into the ravenous behemoth rocking atop him. 

	 

	Audra cried out in surprise, gaping down at her inadequate slave. Her frenzied rhythm faltered, and her first copulation came to an unfulfilled halt. The others were quick to commiserate and condemn.

	 

	“Did he just shoot? Don’t tell me he shot it into you already!”

	 

	“Uh-huh. He’s not even hard anymore.”

	 

	“What a useless piece of unworthy shit! You didn’t even get to have an orgasm!” All five women began to berate him then, and Audra was encouraged to slap Fred several times. She did so, getting all of her power into every swing, and by the third blow Fred was seeing stars. He could hardly focus on the many suggestions for his further punishment being bandied about. But then Janet’s voice cut through the haze.

	 

	“Don’t worry, Audra. The night’s just getting started. You’ll get your orgasm, and a whole lot more. There are many, many ways to skin a cat, after all. What we want to do now is punish this insubordinate slut, so that he never comes without permission again. I recommend you sit on his face, make him eat all that dirty spunk out of you. If he’s good enough at cunnilingus, you might get your orgasm right here. If not, you can at least give him the old smother torture for a while, until you think he’s learned his lesson.”

	 

	Once again little Andi was right there, her magnificent breasts dangling as she leaned over to untie the scarf holding in his panties-gag. She pulled the wadded-up silk from his mouth, smiling sweetly at him and then suddenly giving him a capricious slap across the face of her own.

	[image: Mistress T canes a well endowed all muscle slave into submission and uses his cock for her pleasure and his tease and denial.]

	Fred gasped heavily through his mouth as she withdrew, relishing the sudden access to freer air. But then suddenly the light was blotted out, as Mount Audra moved forward to eclipse his face. 

	 

	She went from squatting atop his cock to squatting over his mouth in a heartbeat. Burying his helpless head between her huge, swaying hams, she sat down and placed her cunt directly over his oral cavity. Fred had time for one last gasp of air, then her open lips met his own, and his hot, salty ejaculate slithered out of her.

	 

	Thank heaven she hadn’t bled. Fred swallowed frantically, smothering. He wanted only to get past these draining fluids and back to the free air again. With that in mind he eagerly sucked them all up, and when they slowed he licked and probed madly with his tongue, hoping to convince the two hundred and fifty-pound woman atop him to move a bit and give him some air. He even tried to frantically wriggle his head, but Audra only increased the pressure, squeezing her cheeks against his own and bearing down with her entire eighth of a ton. Just before he was about to pass out, she finally rose, letting up just enough to allow him the barest sustaining sip. Unfortunately this trick only prolonged his torture. Again and again Audra sat back down, crushing her fat crotch onto Fred’s helpless face. Engulfing his swollen and protruding tongue, she pressed him into the pillow with her entire weight, until his aching head swam sickly with anoxia and he was on the verge of merciful unconsciousness. Then at last he would get another desperately needed sip of air, another unwelcome last-second reprieve. But finally, after over twenty minutes of this, Audra misjudged, or purposely decided to push him at last past his limit. 

	 

	Once again her wide, impossibly heavy crotch crushed down, harder than ever before, and this time it absolutely refused to rise. The great weight balancing on his face rocked back and forth, as the huge woman atop him fucked his protruding tongue. Momentum and muscles relentlessly compressed the helpless head crushed beneath her crotch deeper and deeper into the soft, supporting pillow. Sealed off by a sloppy pussy, encased all around by several feet of bone and muscle (not to mention flab), Fred expended his final energies in spastic, jerking struggles. Then he at last slipped frantically into blackness, terrified that he might never come out.

	 

	Come out of it he did, eventually. And when his teary eyes cleared and his desperate gasping for breath slowed, he was staring heaven straight in the face.

	 

	Once again, fourteen-year-old Andi’s upper half loomed over the bed next to him. Right in front of his eyes, that incredible pair of nubile young breasts stared back. The entire ordeal just past was immediately forgotten, relegated to nightmare memories by that long-coveted, at last granted and now once again renewed view of those extraordinary mammaries. He gazed at them rapt until at last her tinkling voice spoke to him. “I see you looking at my boobs, you slut. I saw you looking at them before. Just like all the other boys. They started growing when I was eight, and haven’t stopped or slowed down since. Mommy says that hers were big early, too, and that mine’ll probably be as big as Audra’s by the time I’m eighteen. She says I already have the best pair in the house.” Andi giggled with childish pride. “Not as huge as her and Audra’s soft ones, or Geri’s freaking bowling ball breasts. But almost as big as those. Almost as big, and sweeter, more succulent. Firm and tight, young and tender, perfectly circular…What do you think, slut-boy? Do you like them? ” 

	 

	Andi grinned tauntingly at him, showing off her luscious treasure. Arching her back, she raised her thin but nicely muscled arms to her head, playing the coquette for him by sticking out her chest while lifting up and pulling back her shoulder-length light blond hair. Elbows crooked up and out, and this diabolical posture pulled those incredible breasts into the best of all possible shapes for display. 

	 

	Exactly matched spheroids of wholly unblemished, fair-skinned flesh, Andi’s big orbs were topped by pert, protuberant nipples of apple-blossom pink. Already high and full and breathtakingly upswept, these burstingly ripe globes were now drawn well apart and lifted even higher. Simultaneously dangling down and thrusting out from her outsized child’s chest, they separated beautifully, fluidly, emphasizing the firm, mirror perfection of each natural fat-bulb and revealing the soft, heavenly trough of cleavage curving deep between. Every bit of her spoiled-little-debutante-boasting was more than justified.

	 

	“I’m a thirty-one double-D, can you believe it? And even those are tight. Am I as perfect a female specimen as you’ve ever seen, even at fourteen, or what?” Andi waggled her shoulders, setting those incomparable mammaries to jiggling before him enticingly. “Tell me I’m the best that you’ve ever seen!” Afraid of angering Geri but unable to deny the evidence of his eyes, Fred nodded dumbly. Then at last he forced his voice into use.

	 

	“Yes, Mistress Andi, you are definitely the best I’ve ever seen.” Distantly, Fred became aware that his girlfriend was shaking a fist at him. Nevertheless, Andi currently held his complete attention. 

	 

	“Do you want to suck on me, slut?” One hand dropped from her hair to heft a breast and idly toy with an erect nipple. Captivated, Fred answered regardless of the consequences. 

	 

	“Yes, Mistress Andi, I would love to suck on you.”

	 

	“Good.” Andi laughed delightedly. “I want to be sucked on. So suck on this, slut-boy!” She climbed all the way up on the bed then, and even crushed into his pillow the way he was, Fred could now see what she’d been concealing. Sticking out ridiculously far from her pubis was a strap-on cock even larger than the one her big sister was wearing.

	 

	Life-like plastic, the same flesh color as those tremendous breasts, this firmly mounted penis outsized her tiny little waist even more than those swimsuit-model knockers dwarfed her delicate rib cage. Fred estimated it at over a full foot long, while the girl’s entire height remained an inch or two under five. As big around as her fist and forearm, Andi’s giant-sized cock nevertheless jutted up from her crotch like it had every right to be there. Offsetting those generous boobs up top, it somehow made her an even more desperately arousing vision of loveliness than she already was.

	 

	“Come on, slut, suck me off!” Andi straddled his chest, that enormous member pointing accusingly at his already sore and abraded mouth. “Geri says you like to suck cock. And your punishment for coming without permission is barely beginning. First we had the smother-torture, and that was fun. Then we had the tease-torture. Did you like it?

	 

	“You idiot, you should have known I’d never let you even touch my fabulous breasts – much less suck on them. That’s for my boyfriends and sisters only. Premature ejaculators like you get the oral-and-anal fuck-torture, the cock-torture, et cetera. Mommy says it’s time to find out how big a slut you really are.

	 

	“So open up, slut-boy! Don’t make me ram it in!”

	 

	Andi nudged that big round head against his lips. Fred was peripherally aware of Geri helping Cheryl to don a similar cock. Janet moved in close with the camcorder, filming his degradation, and despite his recent orgasm and dangerous ordeal beneath Audra, Fred found himself twitching again. Subjugation was becoming more and more delicious to him, and for the first time since the rest of the family burst through the door, he finally began to grasp the true potential of this situation. A thick, black excitement swelled up within him, a craving for humiliation and abuse that suddenly seemed unquenchable. In response he smiled up eagerly at his youthful tormentor and then stretched wide his jaws. Then he did his best to accommodate the huge, hard dick that was pushed between them.

	 

	Andi giggled, watching him suck like a sissy-slut, and as her mother zoomed in close with the camcorder she exclaimed to her elder sister. “Jesus Christ, Geri, you weren’t kidding! I’ve never seen anything like this! You’ve got a boyfriend that takes it like a girl! Look at him! He loves to suck on cocks! Maybe we should get our boyfriends over here, and see how he does it for real.”

	 

	“Eventually we will,” declared Janet, bringing a swooning flush to Fred’s head. “But first we have to make an expert little sissy-slut out of him. It’s painfully clear he’s still an amateur. So pump your hips, honey. Give him a good face-fuck. It’s not enough for him to just suck on the head. He’s got to learn to deep-throat it.”

	 

	“Gotcha,” answered Andi. She grabbed Fred’s head in her hands and rammed her big cock in. Fred gagged as it struck the back of his throat, and his eyes watered uncontrollably. Then she started fucking away, slamming her huge rod over and over again against that soft, tender wet flesh. Fred was aroused and tormented in equal measure, and Andi’s unaffected giggle of excitement betrayed her enjoyment. But she wasn’t quite satisfied even with gagging him to tears.

	 

	“I can only get my cock halfway in!” she complained. “The back of his neck gets in the way!”

	 

	“No problem,” announced Janet. “What you want to go is get off his chest, turn yourself around, and position yourself above his head. Then you shove that supporting pillow way up high under his shoulders. That will elevate his upper body enough for you to tip his head all the way back. Then that receptive throat of his will open up like a drain. You’ve heard of circus sword-swallowers? That’s how they do it. We just got to train us a world-class slut-boy cock-swallower. Then we can have a circus of our own!”

	 

	Andi immediately did as advised: shoving and compacting the big feather pillow into a hard ball under Fred’s upper back. Now his entire torso was elevated a good foot or so in the air. His head lolled back until his view of the room was upside down. And then that view was occluded, by the slenderest of lightly tanned white thighs. Kneeling Andi’s matchless little legs had just framed his inverted face. 

	 

	She wore no panties now, just the monstrous dildo. And between a bracketing pair of thin leather crotch straps, her sweet young snatch was clearly visible. Pink and wet, barely furred with close-trimmed light blonde down, it was surely as tight and toned as any young cunt in creation. The smell wafting down from her was mouthwatering, and that fact proved to be fortunate. Because suddenly she pulled back a bit, and dipping down toward him that long, long shaft and bulbous head was soon pointing directly back toward his oral entrance. Then that big prick was shoved unceremoniously in, and Fred learned the cruel wisdom of his Janet-invented posture. Spit for lubrication helped.

	 

	Upside-down, his tongue slid-stroked along the topside of Andi’s incredible cock. He tried to suck it, but the head kept entering, pushing right through his mouth and deep into his throat. The radical backward extension of his head and neck opened this passage completely – a fact known medically and the reason drowning or choking victims are positioned likewise prior to artificial respiration. But this was not lifesaving oxygen being forced down his throat, it was an enormous penis! Fred gagged and strangled helplessly as it slid ever deeper, retching over the profound sense of invasion in his violated esophagus. Again his eyes teared uncontrollably, smearing his view of that heavenly-fresh vagina. He struggled with his gorge as his first real face-fucking began.

	 

	Little Andi raped him extravagantly. Giggling at his frantic efforts to suppress his gag reflex and snatch a breath, she pounded away as if effortlessly nailing the loosest damn pussy in creation. She showed as little concern for his obstructed epiglottis as Audra had for his entire face, and once again his head began to swim sickly with anoxia. But finally Fred learned to time his tiny nasal sips for air with Andi’s brief retreating backstroke, limiting his autonomic reverse peristalsis to her every pounding rhythmic entry. The world began to steady then, and after a good ten minutes of this, his throat muscles either exhausted themselves or finally learned to relax, for they at last stopped fighting that relentlessly penetrating dildo. Still it plunged powerfully in and out, a painful and devastating constant, a limitlessly revolting invasion of his body. But with its passage now smoothed by the relaxation of his rejecting muscles, the effect was less traumatic. Overwhelmingly potent, yes. This kind of extreme face-fucking was the most dominating piece of physical and psychological subjugation imaginable. But at least it was no longer actively life threatening. His first big hurdle overcome, Fred held grimly onto consciousness and was rewarded when the rest of the family at last joined the action.

	 

	[image: http://www.mistressandme.com/mamsb/sites/strapon-fuckers-1/site-image/bloggal1.jpg]Despite his agonized extremity, he identified Janet’s voice from right near by him, where she no doubt continued to film his degradation in close-up. “Looks like we got us a cock-swallower, girls! You know what that means! Time for the circus to begin! Cheryl? You got that other big cock on yet? Good. Real good. Why don’t you kneel at his other end there, opposite your little sister, and fuck his other slut-hole. That will give you both something to push against, and you can watch each other in action. My heavens, look at Andi’s big boobs bounce! Ah, there’s nothing like a good simultaneous double-fucking to loosen up a brand new slut! And meanwhile, Geri and Audra can kneel on either side of him, and start the old cock-ball-and-nipple torture.”

 

	The bed rocked slightly then, and prying hands spread apart his already sore butt cheeks. Another painfully large dildo pushed remorselessly into him, further stretching flesh that had already been stressed by Mistress Geri’s earlier abuse. The twin of the one in his mouth, this cock was considerably larger than the one his erstwhile girlfriend had built into her hot pants. As it began sliding back and forth, renewing his interrupted butt-fucking, it took at least half of his attention away from that pummeling oral assault. 

	 

	It even reawakened his waning arousal. Fred’s cock was actually starting swell and twitch again, and just in time. Audra and Geri took up their positions on his last two sides, enclosing him in a tight box of bare-breasted, slut-abusing sisters. From wherever she hovered with the camera, Janet resumed making suggestions.

	 

	“Okay, who’s got the hand whip? Geri? Just whip him all over, everywhere you can reach. Pay particular attention to his groin, and his nipples. We want him shiny red and blue-black striped, all over everywhere. When he finally gets to bed for the next week or so, he can caress his stinging welts and think lovingly of you. But don’t forget to make room for Audra to work. She’s got the pliers and the candle, and the job of hair removal.”

	 

	The interval that followed then was beyond anything Fred had ever dreamed he could endure. While the two youngest sisters continued to pound their abnormally huge cocks into each end of his tied and naked, elevated body; while their mother set the camcorder down to film from a perfect vantage and then began to snap off shot after shot of the action with a Polaroid Instamatic, his girlfriend used a short leather whip to intaglio his flesh with hundreds of livid red welts while her fat sister ripped with pliers and burned with fire and waxed off all of his body hair. Then she turned her pliers on his nipples and genitals: cruelly pinching and twisting and tugging on his vulnerable organs with cold hard steel. He writhed and twisted and attempted to bridge and buck, but his tightly securing bonds and supporting pillows held him helpless. Unable to scream or even breathe properly, he eventually slipped into a condition of mindless, transcendent agony, a state as altered as any hallucinogen or psychosis could produce. Swamped in various torments, he lost all track of time, and strict awareness of his bodily circumstances began to slip as well. But then at last two developments brought him back to himself. 

	 

	The endless brutalization of his esophagus had stopped. The oral invader had at last pulled all the way out of his throat and was gone. Conversely, the pneumatic hammering of the spike entering his ass was attaining an incredible fever pitch. Piercing screams announced an orgasm for Cheryl was either impending or in progress, and then the reason for Andi’s early withdrawl became clear.

	 

	She wanted to come as well, hopefully at the same time as her sister. But she had a different avenue to ecstasy in mind. Once her cock was clear of his mouth, she quickly moved to deprive him of the free air he was slobberingly gulping. Squatting down, she sat on his upjutting chin and mouth, and began riding his swollen and protruding tongue much the same way Audra already had. Audra meanwhile had stopped roughing up his balls and was now cruelly twisting and yanking on the incredibly painful and improbable erection that sprouted from his groin. 

	 

	Geri continued to whip him, Janet continued to document the scene exhaustively, and at last the two younger sisters humped and pumped and rode their way to breathlessly screaming simultaneous orgasms. Little Andi ejaculated copiously all over Fred’s face, Cheryl gave one last titanic lunge that buried her monster cock in him to the hilt, and then she collapsed exhausted atop him. The horrible quadruple assault staggered to a halt.

	 

	“Congratulations, girls! That was fabulous! Oh, we are going to have so much fun playing with this come-slut!” Janet was still full of zealous energy. “I’d say he’s almost through paying for failing Audra like that. My god, his poor cock! She really went to town on it. But he still needs a real whipping. A flogging like they used to give in the Navy, or the way you punish a disobedient beast of burden. So let’s roll him over, get access to his backside. You guys have already done such a great job on his front.” 

	 

	Cheryl reached down and fumbled at her waist, then rose. She came up without the big dildo, having detached it from her crotch and left it buried to the hilt in Fred’s violated asshole. Andi at last climbed off his face, but she seemed to like having an enormous penis sticking out of her pubis far too much to remove her own dildo. Leaving it firmly in place, she moved smartly to one of his tied-off wrists. All four sisters took one of his tight-bound limbs and immediately started picking at the knots. Leaving the scarves tied to his wrists and ankles, they soon freed the other ends from the four bedposts. 

	 

	Fred briefly considered struggling, trying to take advantage of the transition and escape, but soon he abandoned the idea. He was too damn sore and debilitated to try to run or fight, especially when there were five women here, three of them uncommonly large. Hell, whom did he think he was kidding? Even on his best day, Geri could probably handle him pretty well all by herself. She could do it with one hand. That’s why he found her so goddamn arousing. Cowed and leashed, Fred made no attempt to resist as they each grabbed a free extremity and set about rolling him over and re-positioning him. Though he also remained free of the gag for now, he didn’t even try to speak.

	 

	Soon he found himself lying facedown and tied out crosswise on the big queen-size bed. Once again, several big pillows were piled under him, elevating his body – particularly his buttocks. Once his positioning was complete, these hung out well over the left side of the bed. His genitals were exposed and vulnerable against the supporting pillow pile, and his still dildo-filled asshole was thrust high in the air and stretched out open fiendishly wide. Although his hands and feet were once again tied to the four bedposts, thanks to his offset sideways position, his arms were now stretched above his head and out at a wide angle. Worse, his impossibly splayed legs made a veritable acrobat’s split. Head down, ass up, cruelly spread open and completely helpless, aching with pains both minor and major from top to toes and hole to hole, Fred still found himself incredibly turned on. Even the prospect of further suffering was beginning to turn him on. His hidden craving for submission, for punishment and humiliation, was at last being properly exploited. Geri and he had only been playing at domination before. This was being dominated. Fred craned his neck, looking around to see what his wonderful mistresses had in store for him next. Hadn’t Janet said something about flogging?

	 

	She had. The camcorder was now resting on the dresser, still recording the scene from its perfect vantage. Polaroids of him sucking cock and being double-fucked were scattered everywhere, but that camera now sat idle on the bed. The four Hollis sisters were at the closet, examining their vast collection of belts, and Janet was just uncoiling a heavy braided bullwhip.

	 

	Finally the children had each chosen an appropriate weapon, and the mother moved in to attack. She began slashing the seven-foot lash of her whip viciously into Fred’s upthrust ass, and soon his screams were shivering the air. 

	 

	For several minutes she showed them how it was done solo, then positioned everyone so they could all beat him at once. Geri and Audra, being the strongest, stood on either side of his elevated butt, where they used doubled-over leather belts to strap his thighs, butt-cheeks, and exposed genitals. The two younger girls knelt on the bed, one on each side at a slightly greater distance. From here they could each whip his back with longer, thinner belts without fouling up each other’s rhythm. And lastly Janet stood above his head at the very point of the star, where she could lay her long, slashing whip-strikes lengthwise along his torso, crossing the horizontal welts of her daughters without risking injury to anyone but the lucky little slut they were intended for.

	 

	With all five females vigorously, simultaneously whipping him, Fred soon found himself once again in that magic mindless limbo that only extreme agony can generate. Squirming desperately, screaming incoherently, feeling his skin take a dangerous amount of damage, he was actually high on the pain: floating up and out of his head on endorphin overload. Dimly he realized that his goddesses were screaming at him as well as beating him, demanding answers. He tried desperately to concentrate, finally coming back close enough to reality to understand that they wanted him to beg for this whipping, to acknowledge its justice and insist that it continue. 

	 

	Dutifully he responded, forcing his garbled screams into affirmatives. They obliged him by accelerating their abuse then. What’s more, they refused to let him slip back into his much-craved oblivion. Janet was much too wily a domme for that. She kept him fully in touch with his surroundings and pain by constantly demanding his attention. Soon they had him screaming out all kinds of profuse apologies to Audra, promising never to fail her again, begging for her forgiveness and groveling abjectly for any chance to make amends. Finally, with his entire backside from neck to calves seemingly ready to spontaneously combust, the assault on his flayed-to-fire body at last petered out.

	 

	Dimly Fred grasped that his goddesses had decided to grant his hysterically fervent prayers. He would be allowed to have sex with Audra again. After all, she was still owed her first-ever orgasm. But no one moved to release him, and how could he have sex while lying on his belly, his erection crushed back-bent against the pillow-pile and his flaming ass stuck way up high in the air…oh no. 

	 

	Oh yes. As Janet had said, there’s more than one way to skin a cat – or fuck a slut, for that matter. As Fred craned his neck and blinked his eyes into focus, he saw a sight in the dressing table mirror that made his blood run alternately hot and cold. 

	 

	Janet had now produced the double dildo of all dildoes, and was currently fitting it to her fat daughter’s waist. Despite her substantial girth, the primary cock on it did not look outsized at all. What it looked like was a man (or woman’s) worst nightmare.

	 

	First of all, Janet had to insert the eight by two-inch nubbled inner probe: a vibrating dildo equipped with special g-spot and clit-stimulators. This big toy was slid into Audra’s box and switched on, pleasuring her by its mere presence. But the base of this thick inner dildo continued on through the wide, tightly cinching crotch strap to meet and merge (at nearly a right angle) with the much larger base of the enormous exterior cock that she’d be presently using on her tied-up, butt-up slut. 

	 

	One of Newton’s laws states that for every action there must be an equal and opposite reaction. Audra Hollis was eager to comply with Newton. Every push on the impaled slut would also push brutally on her imbedded toy; the harder she fucked his sleazy ass, the more powerfully that clever inner probe would pleasure her own erogenous zones. She waggled her enormous boner experimentally, and gasped delightedly in response.

	 

	For Fred’s part, he still couldn’t take his eyes off that diabolically immense outer cock. Who in the world would even design such a large thing, much less dare to manufacture it? While still only eleven or twelve inches long – about the same size as the big dick still buried in him – this outrageously immense but otherwise convincingly lifelike simulated erection was easily three inches in diameter: larger around than the world’s biggest baseball bat. The bulbous head resembled an olive the size of a grapefruit, and the slightly upcurved shaft was ridged with an intricate web of upraised veins. Fred didn’t believe it was humanly possible for any ass (or pussy, for that matter) to accommodate such a stupendous organ. But then he wasn’t counting on the determination of the Hollis girls, or the extent to which the night’s previous activities had already stretched him out. 

	 

	Straightaway Andi, Cheryl, and Geri moved up behind him, the plastic bottle of baby oil in hand. The big cock currently filling him was waggled around, loosening him up. Then it was pulled abruptly out and set aside. Immediately the two younger girls gripped his cheeks and spread them even wider, pinching pitilessly while they held him open. Geri squeezed the bottle, and the thick warm oil spurted deep up into his ass, feeling exactly like the world’s greatest come-shot. Again she squirted it up into him, greasing him good, and then all three girls began working their fingers into his already gaping hole, smoothing around the oil, methodically stretching him out wider and wider, until at last little Andi was able to slip her entire hand inside him. 

	 

	Audra stood ready to go, that huge dildo upjutting from her crotch like a rhinoceros cock, but this was just too good of an opportunity to ignore. 

	 

	`“Fist-fuck him, honey,” urged Janet, “Pound him good!” Andi was only too happy to comply. She braced herself and started punching her clenched fist and forearm violently up into Fred’s gaping ass. Weeping with the extreme agony and limitless humiliation of his very first fisting, unable to believe it was actually happening to him, Fred nevertheless still felt his erection straining excitedly against the pillows. No matter how extremely he was subjugated and brutalized, his own arousal just seemed to climb higher. 

	 

	As Andi’s strong young battering ram slammed into his rectum again and again and again, he began to fear he’d ejaculate before Audra even touched him. What kind of extreme punishment would that faux pas cost? He didn’t even want to consider it. But at last Andi pushed her arm in as deep as she could, practically to the elbow, twisted and gouged her clenched knuckles around and around for a while, and then pulled abruptly out. Without hesitation, Audra stepped up to her fully prepared slut. 

	 

	“Slam it in, Audra! Make him take it all! Fuck him like the struggling little bitch-puppy that he is! Make him feel like a toy poodle taking it from a Saint Bernard!” Despite the cries of her sisters, big Audra needed no urging on. She seemed to understand that once again her weight could be an asset here. She moved instinctively to capitalize on it. Grabbing Geri’s ridiculous little boyfriend-cum-sissy-slut by the splayed thighs, she lined the head of her god-like cock up with the gaping, well-greased hole before her. Geri leaned over and squirted a last drizzle of oil over the head, and then, with all the power and momentum at her two hundred and fifty-pound disposal, Audra reared back and hammered that monster dildo in.

	 

	Fred sucked for air, his cock and lungs distending simultaneously. Then he screamed shrilly. Like a diamond-cleaver hitting him exactly along the fault-line, big Mistress Audra had split his already over-extended center exactly, practically breaking his body in half. At least that’s what it felt like. He was stuffed so full of foreign object that he knew he’d feel forever empty after this was over. More punishing even than little Andi’s devilishly adept fist, that giant rhinoceros penis pushed even the immense pain of his whipped-raw backside out of Fred’s awareness. He could only grunt and snort and scream like the female of some unbelievably brutish and lubricious lower species, as Audra started pounding away with her diabolical double dildo.

	 

	This was Audra’s show, no doubt it. Just ask her pig-squealing slut. But that didn’t mean the rest of the family couldn’t join in the fun, contribute to the overall richness of the experience. While the virgin butt-fucker pounded away with her enormous organ (yelping rhythmically in delight as her privates were thereby pleasured), the original owner of the new family slut climbed onto the bed and approached the other available orifice. She smirked at her erstwhile ‘boyfriend’, and switched on her own inner-probe-equipped vibrating organ.

	 

	“Audra needs some opposition here, something to push back against, and to have push back against her. We can’t have you sliding your way out of this buttfuck!” 

	 

	With that she moved up and grabbed his face. Levering his chin up, she once again extended his neck back, opening his airway to invasion. Then she started face-fucking him again, giving sister Audra the promised opposition. No sooner was the torture of being double-fucked once again upon him though, than Cheryl and Andi moved back into place on either side, enclosing Fred once again in a box of abusing sisters. 

	 

	His backside was already about as thoroughly whipped as it could be, so the two girls set about cauterizing his checkerboard lattice of wounds. Cheryl used a pair of large candles to drip melted wax on some of them, while little Andi employed a hot curling iron to burn and sear dry the worst of his seeping weals. And of course, the entire time Janet circulated with either the camcorder or the Polaroid, extensively documenting Fred’s every strangled scream, every gasping, shuddering, violent but ultimately futile struggle with the scarves, dildoes, and heat sources torturing him. 

	 

	This renewed and even worse quadruple assault lasted perhaps longer than the first, although once again Fred was beyond knowing. All he knew was that he was constantly hard: in too much agony to come, but too turned on by the depth of his incredible subjugation to wholly succumb to misery. 

	 

	Whatever it was he got from being humiliated and brutalized by an idealized, vastly superior femininity, he was getting it from these four in spades. So heartfelt and honest was his commitment to this inexplicable inner craving that when he somehow heard in Audra’s cries and felt in the urgency of her pile-driver pace that she was approaching that long-coveted first orgasm, he was more gratified by the dim perception that she would at last experience such rapture than by the possibility that his excruciating anal rape might be at last approaching its own climax.

	 

	Regardless, both primary partners were amply rewarded. Audra’s penultimate jack-hammer frenzy pushed Fred to the very limit of his conceivable endurance before at last driving the big virgin girl to a come-gushing orgasm that brought her to tears with its unexpected power and intensity. After that they both gasped and blubbered in aftermath. Geri pulled out of his mouth, and Fred writhed and sobbed piteously in his bonds, still suffering under Cheryl and Andi’s continued searing of his open wounds. He only half-listened as Geri and Janet congratulated a gratefully weeping Audra on her big breakthrough. But then their words took a turn that claimed a bigger sliver of his awareness.

	 

	“I told you that you were going to love this! Was that absolutely the best feeling possible in the entire world or what? That feeling that should definitely be a regular part of every woman’s life, Audra. And from now on it will be a regular part of yours. You can use this sissy little slut-boy here any way you want to, at any time you want to, until you come your brains out to your heart’s delight. You should also fool around with the rest of your sisters, too, Audra. Cheryl and Andi suck and dildo each other all the time. Really, there was no earthly reason at all for you to wait so long for a first orgasm!”

	 

	“I know it, Mom. I’m just so shy…” 

	 

	There was more girl talk among the grown-ups, as the youngster’s wrapped up their work cauterizing Fred’s whip welts. The upshot of it all was that orgasms were good; they were great, in fact. No one should feel ashamed to do whatever it took to obtain one – with the sole exception of Slut-boy, of course, who was so patently, pathetically ridiculous that he needed to be beaten, raped, and emasculated to within an inch of his life to achieve his proper fulfillment. But everyone else in the house deserved to come as much as possible. In fact, orgasms for everyone! Janet eventually declared. Even the ridiculous slut could have one – providing he could get it up. And woe to him if he couldn’t! Janet ordered Fred untied and rolled over once again. She would ride the slut, while the sisters dildoed each other on either side. It was high time to see if they could fit six in a bed.

	 

	They could. Fred soon found himself back on his traumatized backside, lying crosswise on the bed with Audra to his right and Cheryl on his left. All three of them lay with elevating pillows under their asses and awesome women fucking their supine bodies. 

	 

	From where he lay Fred could see a row of three tirelessly fucking forms. Six incredible breasts bobbed before him, the three best pair in the house: Geri’s, Janet’s, and sexy little Andi’s. Geri used her built-in dildo skillfully on a moaning and quivering Audra, and Andi was building up a familiar, sensuously incestuous rhythm with Cheryl. For a change, Fred was the only one not receiving the brutal attentions of a giant dildo. He was at last imbedded himself, with his new mother-in-law seated high stride his prick: clutching and plunging with her hips for all she was worth.

	 

	All three couples fucked almost in synch for almost half an hour. Then finally a last series of six nearly simultaneous orgasms climaxed with Andi and Cheryl shrieking in tandem glee, Geri gushing inside her hot pants as she showed Audra a thing or two about ecstasy, and Fred at last shooting his second copious load of the night into Janet’s spasmodically clutching and ejaculating vagina. 

	 

	At thirty-four she knew how to milk him for all she was worth. All watched in awe as she rode his spitting cock to glory. Then at last, nearly three hours after they’d all walked in on him, the lady of the house seemed sated – at least temporarily. But she left no doubt that Fred’s service as a family slut was just beginning. After everyone regained their breath, and the last penis was withdrawn from the last pleasantly aching fuck-hole, she once again took effortless charge of the situation.

	 

	“Ah, girls, was that fabulous or what? Now we can get on with life for a while. Andi, would you go get some make-up and stuff? Geri’s going to get some shoes and clothes for our new slut, and you two will be in charge making him look the part.”

	 

	Janet caught Fred’s goggle of alarm, and nodded sternly. “That’s right, slut. It’s time we laid down the house rules. Remember, this my place, and what I say goes, or you do. You have just begun a round-the-clock training regimen designed to properly transform you into the Hollis house maid, cook, sex-toy, chore-slave and sissy-slut. 

	 

	“From now on you will be known to all in this house exclusively as Slut-boy. You will do all of the housework, yardwork, everything, and serve all five of us as our personal foot slave – not to mention perform sexually for us all upon demand. And of course, in the process of serving sexually, you will hereby relinquish all control over your own bodily functions. We will determine when and if you will be allowed to have sex (or masturbate), and you will eat, bathe, and eliminate according to a schedule that we put forth. In fact, you will not even step outside the house without our permission.

	 

	“Also, this is an all-girl house. From now on you will conform to the image of the superior sex. We will teach you very feminine ways to do up that long hair you’re so fond of, and you will also wear heavy make-up, cheap perfume, and excessively frilly, lacy lingerie. Your male clothing will be locked away, and you’ll only be allowed to dress and behave like a boy on very special occasions. Of course, you will keep all offensive body hair shaved off, and we’ll find a variety of butt-plugs and chastity devices for you to wear as well. And any time you slip out of your new role as the Hollis house sissy-slut-maid-slave, or fail to satisfy any of us in any way, or even if we just feel like it, we reserve the right to bind you and punish you severely. You’ve seen the basement, haven’t you?”

	 

	Fred nodded dumbly, unable to assimilate all this so quickly.

	 

	“Down there is both the workshop and Geri’s home gym. She’s got all kinds of barbells, weights, and other bodybuilding equipment, including a wonderful multiply adjustable weight bench. There’s even a high chin-up bar and attached inversion boots. You can be hung upside down or tied to the bench in any number of inventive ways, and then subjected to any number of inventive tortures. We have whips and chains and razors, plus other toys and weapons galore, including needles, pliers, hammers, a blowtorch, some makeshift branding irons, even a relatively fresh car battery with long jumper cables for delivering electro-shock. We are going to have some big-time fun with you Slut-boy.

	 

	“Of course, any objection to any of this, and out the door you go. You’ll be homeless as well as out of a job. Not only that, but you’ll lose your superb girlfriend as well, and the five of us will spread the evidence of your little fetish far and wide. Try getting another job then!” Janet laughed, indicating the still-recording camcorder, and the Polaroid snapshots scattered all over the room. “We can post snapshots of you sucking cock and taking it up the ass on every lamppost for 100 miles! So I hope you think about the benefits of being our family Slut-boy before you go and do anything rash.”

	 

	Geri returned just then, carrying a pair of white high-heeled shoes, hot pink nylon stockings complete with lacy, frilly garters and a matching belt, split-crotch silk panties, a girdle, bra, and a silk nylon choker for tying about his neck. Cheryl had meanwhile been busy untying Fred’s restraints, and he suddenly found himself free of the four scarves for the first time all night. 

	 

	Wait, did he say free? That was a joke. He was as captured as the lowest prisoner-slave in the Orient. In his current position he had no choice but to cower there on the bed and listen, as haughty Janet continued to proscribe his entire existence.

	 

	“Since, you make no objection, I’m going to take your silence as an acceptance of these standing house rules. In that case, Slut-boy, I want you to use your mouth to clean up all these dildoes! We’re going to sit here and watch you do it. Then you’re going to dress yourself in this underwear here, and Andi’s going to teach you how to use make-up and these hair ribbons to advertise yourself as real slut. After that, as soon as you’re properly outfitted, you can get your slutty little cored-out sissy-pussy into the kitchen. Tonight’s chores begin with the supper dishes. Then, after you’re done cleaning the entire house, top to bottom, we’re going to take you down to the basement for a real training session. This was just a little warm-up get-acquainted romp before chores. And remember, the kind of job you do up here will dictate the kind of treatment you receive down there. 

	 

	“So get sucking, Slut-boy! I want every one of these dildoes as clean as the day it came out of the package!” 

	 

	Surrounded by jeering smiles and naked breasts, feeling his face burn with the shame of his coercion, Fred swallowed hard, cursed his asshole father for getting him into this, then bent his head and started humbly licking and sucking at all the come-covered cocks.

	 

	#############
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