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Chapter One

 
I’m kind of a sports freak – always have been. I dunno why, but I’ve always been into competition and athletics in a big way; track and field, swimming, golf, hockey, baseball, soccer and anything else which pushes my body. Not surprisingly, my body is fit and athletic. I weigh twenty pounds more than most girls my size, because of the extra muscle, but it doesn’t show when you look at me.
I’ve never really thought of myself as beautiful, and never really been comfortable with frilly, feminine stuff. I don’t do makeup, and keep my hairstyle simple and basic. I have never read any of those fashion magazines, and don’t go in for the gossip rags either. I don’t need to know what Angelina is doing or fifty ways to please my lovers. If you see me reading it’ll almost surely be sports-related.
It’s been kind of an uncomfortable realization over the last some years that despite how I think of myself, men think I’m hot – very hot. I don’t really understand why. I look at myself in the mirror and try to figure it out – why they think I’m beautiful, why women say I’m beautiful too, for that matter. I just don’t see it. My face is kind of oval, but a bit longish, giving me a bit of an elfin look. I have long natural lashes, and green eyes which seem, unusually large. I mean, they aren’t, really, but my pupils just seem to be kind of wider, maybe because they’re such a startlingly bright shade of green. 
But so what? My nose is small, and nothing to write home about. My lips and mouth seem well, normal. My hair is very light blonde, kind of a winter blonde, cut straight to spill down just past my collar. I’d cut it shorter, but people already seem to suspect I’m queer, partly because of my sports interest, partly for my lack of “girlish” interests, and partly because my voice is a little deeper than usual.
As for my body, okay, I’m willing to admit, and I’ve gone so far as to pose myself in the kinds of poses I see women doing in porn pictures – for comparison purposes – that I have a pretty decent body. I have a really good, clear, smooth complexion, and a fit, firm body. I’m slender, but I have some decent hips, a really flat, firm belly, a great ass, and nice, well-sculpted legs. My tits are pretty good, too. They’re not huge, but they’re very firm and round, with cute little pink nipples.
Those nipples, btw, are about the only thing on my body which I’d change. They’re small, and have small areolas, too, but fuck are they sensitive! They’re sensitive to cold, to the touch, and to a stray thought. And that means they get hard really fast and really easy. They’re small, like I said, but when they get hard, they really poke out there like eraser heads, and can show through the t-shirts I habitually wear pretty noticeably – and embarrassingly.
So why do some people suspect I’m gay? Not sure about why there either. I do have a bit of a dusky, husky voice, just a bit, and I’m crazy for sports, but aside from that, I really have never had a lot of interest in girls, even as friends, much less lovers. I just don’t get their fixation on their looks, on fashion and shoes and hair and makeup, on frilly shit. I don’t get how they make themselves seem weak so they can let men help them, protect them, and do things for them.
I’ve always been proud of being able to do stuff for myself, whether it was lifting heavy boxes or fixing my car. Why do so many women just shrug and call on some man to do everything? It’s beyond me. So anyway, I don’t have a lot of female friends. I mostly prefer to hang with guys. But that too is a bit of a problem. Because, like I said, guys seem to think I’m hot for some reason, and they act stupid around women they think are hot.
That kind of attention has always kind of embarrassed me. It strikes at my self-image, and makes me feel like I should be one of those frilly, giggling females who let men open the door for them and protect them. My greeting to guy friends is not a hug but a shoulder check, or a punch to the arm, you know? Maybe that’s why some people think I’m a lesbian, heh.
So anyway, because of how strange a girl I am, I haven’t had an awful lot of romantic experiences, and not much sex either – except by myself of course. I’ve had plenty of that! I’m an expert at self-pleasure! And I’ve tried a lot of stuff that “good girls” shouldn’t in order to enhance that pleasure. I’m really very uninhibited when I’m alone, and willing to try almost anything.
And last year I discovered a secret side of myself I hadn’t really been aware of previously; exhibitionism. I know that sounds like it goes against everything I’ve written above, but I discovered, as long as I could remain anonymous, it really turned me on to think of guy staring at my body and getting hard-ons.
How did I figure that out?
Here's the thing. I'm at university, taking Mathematics. Yeah, that's right. People are always confused by that. They figured if you're a math major you're some kind of super nerd, and then they find out I'm into all kinds of sports. But there you have it. Numbers have always kind of fascinated me. Which doesn't relate to my story at all except that, like I said, I'm at college. Now if you have low standards, you live in a dorm room. If you're the desperately social type, you join a sorority house or a fraternity. If you just want to be left the hell alone, well, you rent a room somewhere, preferably close to campus.
And so that's what I was doing. I was renting a room in a private house owned by a family I had known for ages, whose kids I'd babysat when I was in high school. It was a basement room, so it had it's own entrance, but it wasn't an apartment. I had to use the family's kitchen, and while there was a bathroom downstairs, I had to use their main bathroom for showers and stuff. That was okay, for the most part, because they were a pretty okay family, and they didn't get in my way much. The couple worked long hours, and so they were often not home. But they had two teenage sons which could be annoying. 
Little boys, really, barely more than eighteen! That's like... children, practically to me, since I'm twenty two. You don't think three or four years makes a difference? Not if the guy is older. But it sure does at this age when you're a girl. Guys, you see, are way less mature than their ages, while we girls tend to be more mature. So these two little boys, let's call them the perve brothers, were always ogling me, and if I didn't watch out, would be in my room sifting through my panties in a second – even if I was wearing them at the time!
Like I said, they were little perves. They were porn freaks. That’s not really surprising given they’re teenage males. Teenage guys are all perverts. And guess where the family kept their computer? Yep, in the basement rec room, which was like, right outside my door (just down from the laundry room) So I ran into them and their joys in female sexuality more often than I really would have liked.
Jimmy or Jeremy would often bring up a particularly obnoxious picture or video as I was walking through, or doing my laundry, and say “Hey Katrina, look at this! Isn’t she hot!?” Or, “Hey, Kat, she looks like you!’ or “Hey, Kat, don’t you wish you looked like her?”
Punks.
So I got this idea, you see to make a racy video, put it on the internet, on the particular web site they visited every day, and have them lust over it – just to feel a sense of smug satisfaction. I’m not talking about a porn video, of course, just partial nudity, something discreet. They'd never know it was me.
So here’s what I did. I replaced my colorful print bed sheets with plain ones for the video. The footboard of my bed snaps on and off with just a couple of screws, so I removed it. I put on a slinky black silk half-bra and thong, and then lay in bed, with the sheets pulled back, and let the camera pan slowly down my body, from breasts down, while I slowly arched and writhed under the camera.
With the camera zoomed in on my bra, I slid my fingers into one cup, massaging my breast, then undid the clasp between the cups and exposed my breasts. The nipples were extremely hard and already throbbing, which didn’t surprise me, because while I was just playing a sort of game, well, it didn’t take much, you know. But I let the camera drink them in, reaching out to stroke and caress them, rolling the stiff nipples between my thumb and forefinger, plucking them lightly.
I’d already gone further than I’d intended to. I was only going to show my breasts with my hands over them, but I was getting excited despite my intentions, and sort of figured, well, I’d edit out what was too much later.
So I continued, letting the camera follow my hand as it glided slowly downwards and into my panties, then, rubbed my clit – with the backs of my knuckles moving against the panties so the camera could see, and let my legs open wider and wider. I rolled over, keeping the camera carefully down, and kind of aimed it over my shoulder, letting it play down my long, bare back and onto my ass.
I was having such fun – and getting hot, I admit, that I again carried things further than I’d intended. I put the camera down, so it was zoomed in on my breasts, cupped them, and squeezed them up and together, then let them go. My breasts are so firm they sprang instantly back into position, hard nipples pointing at the camera.
That was enough, and more than enough, I decided. I took out the video, watched it with a little narcissistic admiration, then, instead of editing it, I posted it to that web site. I felt deliciously kinky, knowing so many men would be looking at it, and more than a little perverted knowing my little roommates, if you can call them that, would too.
Then I started worrying. I mean, okay,. I hadn’t really done much, well, other than squeezing my boobs and playing with the nipples, but still, that was a lot to do in front of a camera! And I hadn’t thought it through as to how I would even know if they saw it. I mean, I wasn’t going to be down there every minute all day, and I sure couldn’t ask them about it.
Anyway, so I didn’t even know for sure if they’d seen it. But a lot of people had seen it, and it got a high rating from the viewers. There were also some comments, typically along the lines of “fantastic body!” which really flattered me and made me hot.
It was weird, and gave me a wild, dark thrill reading men talking about what a great ass I had, and how they’d like to suck on my stiff nipples!
It turned me on!
And then, the next day, I saw there was a comment from Jet99, which I had discovered was Jimmy’s moniker (they both used the same account)! He wrote “I’d like to see what’s under those panties! Show us more!”
That made me feel incredibly aroused, because he had no idea who it was. Even Jeremy – or was it Jimmy - thought I was incredibly hot! I laughed in delight, but also squirmed at the thought of revealing more. Of course, they had no idea it was me, so I was safe there. But still!
So I did another video, and again I went farther than I had intended. It started out the same way, except I pushed my thong down and off, and then held the camera on my neatly shaven pussy as my fingers stroked up and down along the slit. I rubbed at my clit, then slowly sank my fingers into my oozing pink opening, and pumped them in and out several times.
I was turning myself on, knowing men would be seeing this. I put the camera down momentarily, then I drew my legs up and back, put my arms under them and pulled. I was able to get my feet so far back that I could hook them under the top rail of my head board, and thus expose myself as lewdly as possible. I picked up the camera again, breathing somewhat raggedly, and aimed it at my pussy.
Then I finger-fucked myself while the camera watched. That still wasn’t enough. I reached over and picked up my dildo, then slowly worked it into my pussy – deep, pumping it in and out as I recorded, rubbing my clit at the same time. I got more and more aroused, and thrust the dildo in painfully deep, until I was on the edge of orgasm, then fell over that edge, gurgling and moaning softly as the orgasm spilled through my veins.
Oh that wasn’t slutty enough for you? Doing that and putting it on the internet? Well I did it again. This time I thrust my rocketship vibrator into my pussy, then slowly worked the dildo down into my ass!
Wild with excitement, I got out of bed. I put the camera on my dresser. There was nothing for it to see past my body but a blank white wall which could be anywhere. Then I backed against the edge of the dresser, bent over, pressing my ass back, jamming the base of the vibrator against the corner of the dresser only about a foot away from the camera.
I then placed the base of the dildo against the edge of the dresser, lodged the tip in my ass, and sank slowly down its long, fat length. The camera was right behind me on the dresser watching as I rode the dildo up and down, jamming it in deeper and deeper until it was almost fully inside me while I rubbed my clit frantically.
I posted it – with no intention of ever telling anyone it was me. Needless to say, this got really, really – REALLY – good reviews.
Guys wrote about how incredible my body was, how neat and tight and beautiful my pussy was, how I’d gotten them hard, made them come… it was all a wild, forbidden rush to my ego!
I did another video, facing away from the camera. I sat the camera on a chair, then straddled another chair right in front of it, leaning backwards, and sank myself slowly down on first the vibrator, then the dildo, and rode both of them up and down, faster and faster, gasping softly, rubbing my clit, while the camcorder looked on. I posted it, under my moniker “Shy girl” and got rave reviews.
I had set up an email box under my moniker, and I got tons more compliments on it, and a lot of obscene suggestions and even some dirty, nasty comments, with guys talking about what they’d like to do to me, and how they’d like to fuck me and fuck my ass, and stuff like that. It was all very darkly exciting and gave my ego a thrill. All those men telling me how hot and sexy and seductive and incredibly fit and tight and firm my body was. And of course, there was also all those wildly obscene comments about my body parts. Wow!
Including one from Jet99! One of the brother’s had emailed me to tell me how he’d creamed all over his hand while watching that dildo going up into my ass, and how he dreamed about being able to fuck a girl in the ass who was as hot as me, who had an incredible looking ass like me, and who enjoyed taking it up the ass like me. I laughed in delight, but it also gave me a strange little tingle between the legs, thinking of how hot he thought I was – even if he didn’t know it was me.
I wrote him back, saucily thanking him, asking him if there was anything special he was looking for, and asking for a picture of his dick. Wouldn’t that be hilarious if he sent one!?
And I admit it – kind of changed my view of the brothers. You see, they’re twins, both three years younger than me. I’d babysat for them when I was younger. And while they were adults now they were – well, they were very pretty boys, if you know what I mean. They had delicate faces, and slender bodies. And I admit I hadn’t ever really ever thought of them as “men’ in any way.
Coincidentally, I saw them, next day, out by the pool. I deliberately put on my smallest black bikini, the one which doesn’t quite cover my buttocks in back, and with the cups which squeeze my breasts up and together, giving good peeks at the creamy outsides as well as the cleavage. It was a bikini I had bought on a dare and never worn except when in the privacy of my own back yard. But I had the run of this place, and had used the pool often before – just not with this particular bikini.
Now I wore it with a little quiver in my belly and an unfamiliar tightness in my chest as I joined them, and while I acted sort of the same, I took every opportunity to pose my body in ways they would appreciate if they were looking. I mean, I wasn’t exactly flirting with them or anything, but I was certainly being a cock tease.
And I think it was the first time I really noticed their bodies. Because while they were slender, they were nicely muscled, with nice shoulders, and cute butts! Weird to say that about guys you've babysat, but hey, that’s simply the truth. Oh I never would have given them a second glance in a club or on the street because they were so young, but still – .
Jet99 wrote me back the next day, and asked me if I’d done any pictures with bondage. Wow! The little perves, I thought in delight. And there was a picture of his hard cock, or at least, he said it was his, but when I looked I was like, woah, that thing is huge! So I suspected he got it off the internet.
I wrote back telling him he had a beautiful cock – though I didn’t think it was his, like I said – and write a salacious story about what I’d do to it with my tongue and lips if he was standing in front of me. Then I told him I loved the idea of bondage, but hadn’t done a lot, both of which were true.
I think you have a pretty good idea where this is headed, so I’ll save some time by fast-forwarding to when they confronted me. It was Friday afternoon Their parents weren’t planning on coming home, but were going to go to dinner downtown, and come home later. Jeremy came into my room – without knocking, which always bugged me.
“Knock first, Jeremy,” I said crossly.
I was wearing a red nightshirt – basically just that, a shirt that buttoned down the middle. He was wearing shorts and a t-shirt. He leaned against my dresser and folded his arms across his chest.
“Well?”
He just looked at me, and smirked, and I started to get nervous. There was no way he could know, right? There was no way he could have found out. This was something else, I told myself.
“Someone’s been a naughty little girl,” he said.
Which was a goofy thing to say to a girl four years older than him.
“What the hell are you talking about?” I said disdainfully, keeping my face from showing any of the rising turmoil inside me.
“I borrowed your camera to take that picture,” he said. “Is that a weird coincidence, or what? It wa just laying out there on your dresser, so why not? But then I got worried. Just in case anyone would find it. So I plugged the digital camera into the computer, and did a scan. There’s software you can get that will undelete stuff from a hard drive, you know, including the hard drive on a camera. I permanently deleted it. Then the other day when I saw you in that black bikini it reminded me of the same fucking body in black panties I’d seen recently, and so I plugged the camcorder into the computer. Guess what I found and undeleted?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but my voice was a little shaky.
“The same videos I’ve been watching on the internet,” he said with a smirk, “the videos of slutty Katrina playing with her dildo and vibrator.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, you pervert!” I said.
“So I looked around your room and I found where you hid your dildo and vibrator.”
I gaped at him, the blood rushing to my face. Ohmygod! My mind played over those videos, and I squirmed, humiliated, now that he’d discovered it was me. Oh shit! Oh fuck! What was I supposed to do now!? I thought about the emails he’d sent, and blushed even deeper, and then thought about the ones I’d returned and cringed.
“G-Get out!” I said.
“Want me to show people the videos on the camera?”
“You wouldn’t dare!”
“Why wouldn’t I?” he said with a laugh. “I’m not in them. I’m not the one posting my videos on the internet.”
“You… that’s… it … that’s not … me,” I said, stuttering.
He snickered and shook his head. “Now that I compare them, it’s very obvious it’s you. Even the dildo and vibrator are the same as the ones under the loose floorboard in your closet.”
“Wh-what do y-you want?” I gulped.
He was … looking at me, and I self-consciously folded my arms across my breasts, still blushing furiously.
“I also checked the computer, and undeleted the videos you loaded onto the hard drive for uploading them. It was easy when I looked.”
“What do you want?” I demanded, glowering at him.
“Nothing much, just what you promised.”
“What I – promised?” I asked, confused.
And I swear, the little bastard unzipped his fly, and pulled his cock out. I was gaping. Had he really fucking done that!? How dared he! I was flabbergasted! Floored! And even as I stared at him in disbelief, his cock started to harden – and you know what – it was the one he’d sent me. He fucking was huge! Holy shit!
“You told me you were going to blow my socks off, that you would swallow every inch of my cock,” he said.
I was – holy shit – this is little Jeremy?! This is the little brat who used to whine to his mom when I hit him?! Of course, he wasn’t exactly little any more.
“You can’t be serious!” I said breathlessly.
“Why not? It’s only a blowjob. It’s not like it’s sex.”
I was appalled, and yet, frankly, he did have an incredible and beautiful looking cock.
“No way! You’re... a kid!”
“I'm eighteen,” he said. “You know I’m clean, and that you can trust me.”
“Trust you?!” I exploded.
“I’m not about to tell all your friends about what a wild slut you are, now am I? I don't even know any of them. And besides, you know you want cock. That’s why you’ve been fucking yourself with dildos. You want it bad, and you can’t get it, though I can’t imagine why. Every guy in the world who isn’t gay would want to fuck you.”
I blushed even more deeply, but turned my head away.
“Would you… put that away!?” I blurted.
“Why? You don’t like cocks? You said it was gorgeous. You wanted to put whipped cream on it and lick it all over, remember?”
“I – didn’t know that was you!” I said desperately.
“Bullshit. You knew it was me. That was why you came out in that little bikini the other day. You think I’m dumb just because I’m not in college?”
“I was just – teasing you!” I said desperately.
“So now that you’ve been a cock tease you can take care of this big hard problem you made.”
Was this little Jeremy!? Since when did he start acting like this!?
“What’s it gonna be, Kat? You gonna come through or should I show dad some videos?”
“You wouldn’t!”
“Try me!”
I was horrified at the very thought of my father seeing those videos. I'd known him all my life!
“You’re going to make me suck your cock?!” I exclaimed in disbelief.
“Your choice,” he said. “I know you want to anyway.”
“I don’t!”
But… was there less than total sincerity in my voice. He had an incredible cock. I’d never seen one like it. I could imagine wrapping my lips around it, tonguing it… doing so much with it., well, if it weren’t Jeremy's cock, that is. And yet, he was right, in a way. He was safe. I didn’t really have to fear him, didn’t have to play up to him, have to act different for him, have to hide much, put on any shows…
The door eased open, and there was Jimmy, grinning, his blonde hair mussed, looking exactly like his twin, except he was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. And he held – a can of whipped cream in his hand as he sauntered into the room.
“Hi there, Shy Girl,” he said.
I felt my heart drop out of my chest as he grinned at me, and Jeremy grinned at me, and then, he unzipped his fly and drew out his own cock!



Chapter Two

 
“Stop that!”
He was already growing stiff, and was just as big as his brother.
“Come on, Kat. You’d rather play with plastic? Play with us.”
And then I gasped as they walked towards me, their big cocks bobbing up and down. I turned away and yelled at them. “Get away from me!”
But they were grinning, smirking. they backed me into a corner, and each grabbed one of my wrists, taking me by surprise, then I squealed as they placed their big cocks in my open hands and closed their hands over mine. Jesus, they were big and thick! And soft! God, these were nice pricks!
“Let me go, you little perverts!”
I should say here that there was not the least bit of fear in me, not of the twins! I did not worry for a single second that they would hurt me. That was a part of the reason why instead of being terrified I was squirming on the inside with a slowly rising eagerness, a building sense of anticipation, of hope and desire that I could do something – forbidden – yet without risks.
In essence, I was letting them “make me” do something that a dark, passionate part of me was growing extremely eager to do anyway.
“You guys!” I gasped, squirming with embarrassment and confusion as they pressed me into the corner.
They were both grinning hugely, but there was a determined glint in their blue eyes too as they held my hands around their hard shafts.
“Down, Kat,” Jeremy said.
“Down, Kat,” Jimmy echoed.
They pushed down on my shoulders, and my legs, already rubbery, sank beneath me so that I found myself on my knees, hemmed in by four legs, two very large cocks staring me in the face. I still felt the need to – I don’t know – demonstrate my unwillingness for some reason. I mean – it’s hard to explain, but I wanted, in a strange way, to be forced to do it.
And then Jeremy slid his free hand into my hair, waggling his tongue at me as he twisted my head up and towards him, and he took his hand off mine so that I could immediately yank it free of his shaft. But he grabbed his cock himself, and then, grinning, began to rub it over my face, up and down along my cheeks, over my lips and nose and forehead. And of course, Jimmy then did the same thing as I squirmed and gasped and moaned in embarrassment and a dark, furiously blossoming heat.
Jeremy again twisted his fingers in my hair, more sharply this time, enough to make me gasp in pain, to force my head back, my back to arch, and then he thrust himself into my open mouth. I gurgled weakly, and my eyes went wide as I realized I now had the head of his brother’s cock in my mouth. I tried to pull back, but his grip on my hair was firm, and then he pushed forward again.
Jimmy was still rubbing his cock over my cheek as Jeremy pushed his slowly, inch by inch, deeper into my mouth. And there really wasn’t anything I could do – right? – but begin to suck – practically in self defense!
“That’s it – slut,” Jeremy said with a taunting grin. “Suck that cock!”
“Nasty little slut,” Jimmy said with the same taunting look.
I, of course, could say nothing, not with Jeremy’s huge cock now filling my mouth. I gurgled weakly, and as my mouth moistened his cock and it became slick the sensual delight of having something that big and soft and warm and slick in my mouth sapped me of whatever determination I had left to resist.
Not that I really was, of course, resisting. I was putting on a show of resisting, but I think they realized that. In fact, even then it was in the back of my mind that not only were they no real threat to me, that if I had really resisted they’d have backed off quickly, but that it was extremely unlikely they would have shown their parents, or anyone else, those videos. 
But it didn’t really matter. I was now sucking avidly on Jeremy’s big cock, my tongue flitting up and down along the underside of the head as he slowly pumped it in and out. But a weird kind of – I don’t know, transformation was taking place within me, and to our relationship as well. Without even thinking about any of it consciously, we were feeling our way through to new type of relationship, through sheer instinct and sensual exploration.
I – resisted – trying to pull back, not because I wanted to but because – I needed something I didn’t even understand. Jeremy tightened his grip in my hair, twisting my head up and back, and forward again, and that was what I needed. That bit of – force – of pain, and I began to suck again, moaning around his cock. He pushed it even deeper, pulling on the thick, fistful of hair in his hand, and I gagged weakly as the head pushed into my throat.
He pulled back, and immediately Jimmy pushed his cock into my open, gasping, gaping mouth. His hand took over control of my hair from his brother, and he turned my head towards him, pushing himself deeper as I sucked and licked on his own stiff cock. Now it was Jeremy rubbing his slick cock against my cheek as Jimmy pumped slowly in and out.
Again I eased my sucking, pretending to try to pull back, and Jimmy, as if he could instantly sense my reasons, grinned, smirked at me, and twisted my hair, forcing me forward again. I sucked hungrily, licking along the underside. At the same time, I felt Jeremy taking my left hand, which had been pressed against his belly, as if to push him back, and guided it onto his cock. 
I moaned as he closed my fingers around it, but didn’t resist. He pushed my hand up and down, and I got the message and started pumping him, my small hand sliding up and down on his spit-wet cock as Jimmy pushed his deep into my mouth and gagged me again.
He pulled out, and they switched hands on my hair, Jeremy pulling me back to his cock once more as Jimmy pulled my right hand to his. I began to pump him in my fist as I bobbed my head on Jeremy, sucking and slurping and moaning softly. Then it was Jimmy’s turn, and then Jeremy’s.
Jeremy was always the more aggressive of the two, and he showed it again, gathering more of my hair in his fist, tightening his grip, then pushing forward to gag me once more. This time he didn’t pull back, though.
“You said you could deep throat, Kat. Let’s see,” he said.
I gurgled as his fat cockhead pushed through into my throat, and then the slick, slippery shaft followed, inch after inch pulling into me as I trembled and twisted weakly and gurgled around the fat shaft sinking into my throat.
Yes, I had deep throated before, but not a giant, fat cock like this! I rolled my eyes up wildly, but then he pulled me forward against him, and I was so fucking hot, so wildly aroused by this time, so into the moment, into the scene, that I was able to swallow his big cock all the way to the hilt. He jammed my face in against his groin, grunting in pleasure, his other hand going behind my head and pressing against it to hold me firmly against his groin with his cock deep in my throat.
Then he eased back, releasing my head, pulling his big shaft back up out of the depths of my throat. It popped free into my mouth, and then slid back out entirely. Saliva flooded over my lower lip as I coughed and gasped for breath.
“Okay, Kat?” he asked.
I nodded, breathless, gasping, gulping in air, then Jimmy took over control of my hair and turned my face to him, thrusting his cock eagerly into my mouth and pumping it in and out several times. He pushed forward then, like Jeremy, driving himself deep into my throat, pulling on my hair and head, and I gurgled weakly, gasping and pressing my hands against his thighs as if to ward him off.
But the second time was easier. I was on a wild thrill ride, having to fight to keep from showing my glee, keeping up the pretense of being forced – which was, for some reason, quite important to me. His slick cock slid easily into the depths of my throat, and I felt it there, all along my gullet, throbbing as my nose was ground into his pubic bone.
He eased back, and then Jeremy, grinning, rubbed his cock against my face.
“What a slut,” he taunted.
I flared, and twisted, even though I realized he was trying to provoke me. Like I said, in a weird way, without really putting any conscious thought into it, we were testing and feeling out a new relationship, trying to aim it in the direction our subconscious desires wanted. 
“Bastard!” I gasped breathlessly, pushing at him and Jimmy.
“Whore!” Jimmy taunted.
“Cock sucker!” Jeremy said.
“She likes bondage, I read somewhere,” Jeremy said.
“Maybe we should tie her up,” Jimmy replied.
“Get off me!” I gasped, twisting and writhing as they held my wrists. 
Instead they pulled me to my feet, still holding me easily as I “resisted”, and then as one they raised my arms, pinning them against the wall above my head. I was gulping in air, my face wet, my chin wet, staring at them warily, excitedly.
I was not surprised that Jeremy produced a short length of rope. I was surprised at the powerful pulse of wildfire heat which erupted within my lower belly at the sight of it. I twisted against their grip, to no avail, and they pinned me back again, grinning.
Then Jeremy let his eyes flick downwards at my body, grinned again, and let his free hand slide forward, his finger caressing my throat, then sliding down to the top of my nightshirt – to the top button. 
“You sure looked good in those videos, Kat,” he said, as his fingers undid the top button.
“Wh-what are you… d-doing!?” I gasped, twisting against their grip again.
“Nothing,” he said, his fingers sliding lower, then slowly undoing the next button.
“Stop it!” I whined, trying to pull away from the wall as a fresh flare of wild sexual hunger rolled my mind.
“Why should I?” he taunted, his fingers sliding lightly inside the top of my nightshirt, then sliding up and down against the soft skin of my upper chest.
“Bastard!” I gasped.
He let his fingers slide lower, and I gasped, feeling a kind of electric jolt as they made contact with the upper edge of my breast.
He seemed to feel it too, and his fingers jerked back, as he momentarily became breathless. Then he undid the next button, then the next, then the next, each one slowly, both of them watching me, assessing my mood, probably, how far I was willing to go, whether I was genuinely upset.
And then the nightshirt opened in the middle, all the way down to my pink thong. My breasts were still partially covered – momentarily, and neither seemed ready to reach forward and open the nightshirt.
“Now let’s tie her up,” Jeremy said.
I felt a surge of disappointment. Weren’t they going to - ?
They shifted their grip and turned me around to face the wall, pressing my body into it, then they eased my arms down and back, and I didn’t resist, confused. But as my arms went back fingers slid up to my shoulders and I squealed as I felt the nightshirt slipping back over my shoulders, and back down my arms. I twisted and fought – weakly, but it was too late. 
The nightshirt was gone, and I was naked but for my thong as they pinned my wrists together at the small of my back, crossed them, and then carefully tied them together. And then came the wild flare of heat as they turned me around, and their eyes locked onto my bare breasts, my nipples rigidly erect and tingling with energy and hunger.
They looked at each other momentarily, as if silently communicating, then each slid a hand forward and cupped a breast. I gasped, my breasts already throbbing, feeling the intensity of the sexual passion and energy flooding my body as their fingers closed on my breasts and they began to knead them experimentally. 
“D-Do-don’t! I gasped.
“Shut up, slut,” Jeremy taunted.
“We’ll do anything we want to you,” Jimmy said.
I moaned as they pinched and rubbed at my nipples, almost ready to explode with the power of the sensations tearing through me.
Then Jeremy abruptly gripped the side of my thong and yanked it down. I squealed again, twisting and turning, but my little thong was already sliding past my knees to pool at my ankles. They stared hungrily at my naked pussy
I can’t tell you how intense the rush was as I stood there – naked before them, my wrists tied together behind my back. That pressure around my wrists, the firmness of the grip holding them together, the absolute helplessness just kind of overwhelmed me with a terrible dark, masochistic passion. I swayed weakly, and then gasped as Jeremy pinched one of my nipples.
“Are you ready to suck cock, slut?” he taunted.
“B-bastard!” I moaned, then “Oww!” as Jimmy pinched the other one.
“Stop it!”
“Make us!”
They plucked at my nipples, which were already burning and tingling with excitement, but neither moved to touch me below the waist, though they stared hungrily. It was as if this was a final barrier they were not yet ready to mount. Instead they began to grope my breasts with increasing freedom and familiarity, not being gentle now, ignoring my gasps of discomfort.
Then I was pushed back down to my knees again, as they rubbed their cocks in my face. Again, Jeremy was the first to twist my head up and back, rougher now, causing me to gasp in pain once more, and push his cock into my open mouth.
Their increasing roughness was – exciting – though that’s not a strong enough word for it. This helplessness was wildly thrilling, but it needed more, it needed something edgier, needed something more menacing, more threatening, and somehow we all sensed it without even thinking about it. 
“Suck cock, whore!” Jeremy growled as he stuffed his big cock deeper into my mouth.
“Yeah, such that cock, beatch!” Jimmy said with a phoney snarl.
He rubbed his cock over my face as Jeremy slid his slowly down my throat, and I moaned in feverish heat as I writhed there on the floor.
Jeremy pulled back and Jimmy pushed his into my mouth and down my throat, then he pulled back, and the two moved in closer so that Jeremy could slid his cock forward. I moaned weakly as they tried to force both into my mouth at once, and then they did, my lips straining wide as their cocks pushed into my mouth simultaneously.
Jimmy laughed and pulled his back, and then Jeremy pushed his forward, reaching out to grab my hair in both fists now, bunching it up around my head as he thrust into my throat. Unlike the other times, though, he wasn’t content to simply bury himself, hold himself in place, and then slide free. Now he began to pump in and out, using a long, smooth stroke as he held my head tightly in place.
It took me off guard, at first, and I choked and gagged weakly as his cock pumped up and down inside my throat. He held me firmly in place, though, and then began to pull me forward as he thrust, increasing the relative speed of his strokes. I gurgled dazedly, gasping and gulping as his cock moved freely up and down my throat.
He pulled out, and saliva dribbled over my lower lip as, gasping, my head was jerked around to face Jimmy’s cock. Then it was his turn, thrusting his cock into my mouth, and then down my throat, pulling me forward to meet his strokes as he thrust in and out, in and out. I was dazed to the point of being in a – a different place, a place where there were no cares and concerns, no thoughts or feelings except the immediacy of this physical act, of the heat enveloping me, of my position as a helpless sex toy.
And then Jeremy came – in my face, spraying what seemed like a flood of white cream over my face. His twin pumped his own cock and came moments later, adding to the rain of warm semen spraying my face.
They let me go, and I fell back against the wall, and slid down it, gasping, gulping in deep, ragged breaths, my eyes glassy, slack-jawed, moaning.
The two cocks facing me were soft now, but that didn’t mean they were done with me. Not by a long shot.
“Let’s put her on her knees,” I heard.
They gripped me under the arms and lifted me up off my bottom, dragging me away from the wall, and then lay me down gently, so my cheek was pressed against the soft rug in the center of my room. They gripped my hips, then, and lifted them up, putting me into a position on my belly – well, on my chest – and on my knees.
“Spread your legs, slut.”
I gasped at a sharp slap to my ass, and my knees were pulled apart – then pulled wider apart.
“Now this is a nice, fucking view!” one of them whispered raggedly.
“Oh man,” the other said.
I moaned, trembling with heat.
I heard a sound, then, a buzzing I did not, at first, identify. Then I felt my own vibrator pressing against my pussy, and gasped weakly, flinching away from it. They laughed, and the vibrator slid up and down along my moist pussy, dipping into the mouth of my sex and twisting from side to side.
I moaned, beyond speaking, as one of them rubbed the vibrator back and forth against my clit, and the other slowly worked the dildo deep into my throbbing, pulsing pussy. I couldn’t keep still, and my hips were jerking and bucking, and rolling as they worked me over with the toys. Neither of them touched me themselves, as if they didn’t dare, except to spank my bottom, to slap it as it to discipline me.
“Keep still, slut,” they would say as they slapped my buttocks.
“Spread your legs more, slut,” would draw another slap.
The sharp little stings of their slaps were like explosions inside me, and, gasping, panting, moaning, I needed more.
“Bastards!” I gasped, “Filthy little perverts!”
Crack! A hand slapped on my bottom and I gasped in pain/pleasure.
“Leave me alone, faggots!” I gasped.
Crack! Again.
“You don’t even know what to do with a woman, you little perves!”
Crack!
“Call yourself a woman now?’
Crack!
“Just a horny slut is all.”
Crack!
“You think that hurts?” I taunted breathlessly. “Wimps!”
They slapped harder – of course, and I gasped at the more solid explosions of pain.
“Bastards,” I gasped. “Bitches! Little bitches!”
Someone thrust the dildo in harder, and I gasped, my hips jerking forward. A moment later a hand cracked down across my ass with a sharp slap. The vibrator was rubbing back and forth against my clit as the dildo was thrust in and out, harder – faster – deeper, painfully deep, the nose jamming into the end of my pussy as they slapped my bottom.
“Ohhh!” I gasped. “Ungggh!” 
The fever was sweltering. And it finally became too much. I tried to hide my orgasm, but it was impossible. My body convulsed, my hips bucking back frantically as I gurgled and gasped and moaned under a tidal wave of sensory stimulation. The orgasm tore through my body and set every muscle snapping and spasming, and for long, long seconds I was like an epileptic in a fit, jerking and trembling and shaking and bucking wildly and uncontrollably.
“Yeah, look at her come!” one of them said enthusiastically.
My hips ground wildly, but whoever had control of the sex toys kept them moving, the vibrator rubbing against me, the vibrator thrusting deep, punching against the back wall of my pussy. The orgasm flayed my mind, and left it shattered and in pieces as I grunted and gurgled and lost both my breath and my mind as they drove me through the fire of sensory overload until I thought I’d go insane.



Chapter Three

 
Wow, I thought afterward. That had been – just wow!. I mean, they hadn’t fucked me, after all. I’d sucked their cocks, that was all. Oh sure, they’d played with the sex toys, shoving them in and out, but that wasn’t the same as incest, right. And it wasn’t my fault anyway, since they had overpowered me. There were two of them, and, and it wasn’t like I could do anything to stop them, so why should I feel guilty?!
Still I felt kind of dazed, kind of numbed. It had been so – intense – the wildest sexual experience of my life, by far. The orgasms had been – powerful, and every time I remembered, every time my memory flashed by of this or that, I felt an excited little thrum of heat between my legs.
But you know, the weird thing is that, just like Jeremy had said at the start, I could trust them. If I’d done that with any other two guys I knew they’d be on the phone to their pals and spreading the word as soon as they were out of sight. I didn’t have to worry about that with the twins. I knew they wouldn’t do that to me. It did kind of worry me that they had that video of me, but the video didn’t show my face, and neither my parents nor the twins parents were very technically adept so it was unlikely they would ever find them.
In fact, as soon as I could get that camera I was going to make damned sure those videos were erased permanently. 
I was a bit nervous when their parents came home, but they were – well, normal. Yeah, I know, what else should I have expected, right? I mean, they had no clue. But it felt weird being around them – and around the twins. Like, Jimmy and Jeremy kept making these little faces at me whenever their parents weren’t looking, or leering at me, or sliding their tongues across their lower lips tauntingly.
I passed Jeremy in the hall and he grabbed my ass and gave it a squeeze, and later, Jimmy groped my breasts when I was in the living room, really quick. They weren’t at all daunted by what they’d done to me. Instead, they acted like they’d just gotten a new toy. And I was the toy!
And yet, I can’t say I wasn’t feeling kind of breathless with it all, too. I mean, they had great bodies, and were safe, you know? Safe. Like, I wasn’t going to catch anything, they weren’t going to tell anyone, and they weren’t going to hurt me or fall in love with me, or I with them. It was like – a game, you know, fun sex, in a way, with no strings attached.
Funny I should have said that. Strings, I mean. 
That night I lay on my bed, lights out, music playing softly, wearing nothing but a thong and a small baby-T, staring at the ceiling and pondering things. Their parents were home, but I had a strange little quivery sense of insecurity. Oh I didn’t worry about being hurt, but I realized I was not entirely in control now of what I did or didn’t do. The twins could actually physically make me do shit, and that made me anxious.
At the same time I was feeling a fluttery sense of excitement about the possibilities. Would they fuck me? Did I want them to? That was sick! And yet… some dark, nasty side of myself was filling my mind with dark, nasty fantasies and images of what might happen, of what they might do to me. And my pussy was thrumming, my stomach fluttering and my nipples hard and tingly.
I got up and swung my legs over the side of the bed, then padded to the door. I listened intently for a moment, then opened it and peered out. The basement was empty, so I walked upstairs to the main bathroom and closed the door behind me, locking it.
I peeled off the baby-T, looking at myself in the mirror as I did. Was I really that hot? My breasts looked nice and firm, the nipples still hard. I tweaked them slightly, then cupped my breasts, lifting them up, squeezing them. I let them go, and they bounced only slightly before instantly resuming their former position with a springy sense of certainty. Smiled, posed a little, then I skinned out of my thong and stepped into the shower.
The main bathroom was pretty big. The counter was about ten feet long, with double sinks. There were large cabinets filled with various towels, and a sunken tub as well as a large shower enclosure. I turned on the water in the shower, set the temperature, then opened the door and got inside.
I was enjoying the hot, hot water, and just turned slowly under it, letting that hot water pour down around me, not really thinking about much of anything. I turned it off and then soaped up, enjoying that too, enjoying the slickness of my skin with the soap on it, trying not to indulge myself as I slid my soapy hands over my breasts and down between my legs.
That was when the shower door opened behind me. I felt the waft of cooler air, for I had my back to the door, and turned around with a gasp. Jeremy stood there, grinning, naked. I hadn’t ever seen them naked, and didn’t want to now - though I had to admit he had a pretty nice body. He was slender, but firmly built, and his cock was sticking up hard and thick, bouncing a little as he moved in the silly way they did.
“Get out of here! I gasped as he closed the door behind him.
Instead, his eyes gleamed as he moved forward. I was backed into the corner again - as I had been earlier, trying not to stare at his cock, which was pointing at me like a threatening weapon as he moved closer.
“I thought we’d agreed earlier you were our beeeatch,” he said with a mocking drawl.
At that point I panicked a bit, just a bit, like, out of instinct, and tried to dart past him. He reached out and grabbed me, and for several seconds we twisted, writhed and wrestled together, both of us naked, me all slippery, warm, soapy and wet, his cock rubbing and squeezing up against my ass and hips and belly as I twisted against him - which turned us both on incredibly. He wound up pinning me against the wall, my arms held tightly and I could feel his big erection wedged up between my buttocks.
It was a wild, shocking, surreal, intensely arousing sensation, even though it also embarrassed me and, to some extent, grossed me out. But then, I’d already had his cock in my throat so why should I quibble about having it pressed against my wet, soapy ass!?
“I think you want it, baby,” he panted, overheated and red faced.
“Let me go, you little pervert!” I gasped.
I twisted and he tightened his grip, his cock grinding even more heavily against me.
He gripped my wrists, pulling them up and forcing them against the wall above me, then his right hand pushed in between my belly and the wall, sliding down further, until his fingers could reach my pussy - my slippery, soapy pussy. He began to rub and stroke them against my clit, and ohmygod did the sensations begin to build from that!
“S-stop it! Don’t… ungh… touch me!” I gasped.
In fact, the guys had kind of avoided touching me “down there” in our earlier encounter, well, with their fingers anyway. They hadn’t hesitated to use dildos and vibrators on their former babysitter. But they had confined their groping to my ass and breasts, and then got me to suck them off. Jeremy was much more aroused now, and clearly aware that the rules had changed. 
His hard, slippery cock was rubbing and squeezing and grinding against my ass cheeks and in between them as he ground himself against me and held me pressed against the wall. I gasped and moaned and arched and twisted, but he only needed one hand on my slender wrists to hold me in place. Especially with his body pressing me against the wall. That left his right hand free to work away at my slippery pussy, and the sensation of his fingers stroking against me there was robbing me of any real desire to fight back or break free.
His heavy wet body was pressed slickly against my back, pressing me into the wall, and my wet, soapy breasts were mashing and rubbing and being squeezed against the tiles as he ground against me. I was gasping and moaning softly, not wanting to make enough noise to draw his parents’ attention. I was – resisting – but honestly, not nearly as much as I could have. And as the wild heat gathered strength and I felt my mind, as well as my body turning to mush, Jeremy decided - or his own inner fire decided for him - to take that extra step.
The heel of his hand pressed in against my pussy, pushing my hips out,. He eased his hand back then, grabbed my right leg and jerked it out and apart. Then he transferred hands and did the same to my left. In effect, he put me into a sort of police frisking position, with my ass sticking out. He took his cock and rubbed the head against my anal opening, and slowly pushed it into me.
God! I was so fucking hot, so fucking wild, and so overwhelmed by the sensations tearing through me that I almost cried out in pleasure as I felt him entering me. But I was also still caught up in the need to be ‘forced” and so I moaned and cursed him and let him ‘force” me, let him force his cock up my ass so it throbbed hotly inside me, so it stretched me out and made me ache deep inside, let him forcibly hold me against the wall as he jammed his hard flesh deeper and higher into my ass, into my belly.
At first it was just the tip of his cock, jabbing away, burrowing deeper and deeper, hot, hard, yet soft, slippery, the sensation - incredible! I gasped and moaned as he pushed himself deeper, until he was able to stroke a little, still driving himself up higher with every other thrust, working me open to the point his big cock was swelling out the narrow confines of my anal tube, to the point he was just - filling me, the tip of his cock jammed high inside my belly, making me ache, sending cramps through my insides as he ground his wet groin against my buttocks.
Raping me. Raping me. That was what I thought, with a sense of incredible sensual heat and excitement. I was being forced, being violated, and oh God did it feel amazingly exciting!
That big cock, filling me, little Jeremy’s cock, inside me, so… so high inside me, making me ache… God! I could only moan and gasp. I wasn’t capable of talk, really. Jeremy released my hands, but I didn’t try to fight him. I was gulping in air there in the shower, hands flat against the tiled walls, legs apart, my hips pushed out, as he seized them and ground himself even harder against me.
Then he began to stroke, pulling his fat cock slowly back, then thrusting in once more, making me groan and gasp, forcing me onto the balls of my feet.
“Slut,” he whispered, his voice ragged. “Beaatch!”
He was gentle enough, at first, but very firmly holding me in position. As his soapy cock worked me open, he began to thrust faster and harder, going from short, careful strokes to long, hard, deep ones that h had the rounded head of his prick moving from just inside my anal opening to deep in my belly on every long, smooth, steady stroke.
I sagged against the wall, gasping, and he grasped my hair in back, pulling back sternly to force my head up and back, using it like a handle to keep me in the proper position as he stroked, as he used me - as he fucked me, fucked my ass!
“Fuck!” he gasped. “Fuck you have a tight ass, Kat, you slut! You fucking slut! God, I love your ass! It’s sucking my cock like a mouth!”
Pulling on my hair - did something to me. I felt a flash of fire and heat roll through me, and gasped aloud, arching and twisting. Then I started to - to twist, to strain, to pull against him, making him tighten his grip and pull harder, yanking back on my hair to hold me in place as his right hand slid up and cupped my breast, squeezing it roughly, then down between my legs to stroke and rub my throbbing clit.
I arched and I strained and I rolled like a bucking bronco - but in slow motion, and at the same time I felt that beautiful cock plunging up into my body again and again and again, thrusting… thrusting. In… out… in… out, producing an unending wave of delicious sensory excitement and pleasure that soon drove me over the edge into a massive orgasm.
My ass spasmed and pulled and sucked on Jeremy’s cock, pulling him over the edge with me, his cock spraying his silvery seed all over the inside of my belly as he cursed and rammed himself deep.
I shuddered as my insides sucked his juices up into my body. I thought of how much he had come earlier, and thought of all his come flooding up into my ass, and I felt another burbling spasm of passion in my pussy as he ground his balls against my soft, slick buttocks and crushed my breasts in his fingers.
“Oh fuck!” he gasped, grinding against me. “You’re my bitch, Kat,” he panted, easing his grip and pulling his softening cock back out.
He turned me around and then pulled me against him, pressing our bodies together. My breasts pillowed against his firm chest as his hands stroked my back and squeezed my buttocks. He didn’t kiss me. But he bit into the nape of my neck, gently, sucking and biting as he held me against him, marking me before easing back and letting me go with a smirk.
The water rinsed us both off and he dressed quickly and left. I had a lot more work to do on my hair, and tried to readjust my mind at the same time. For that had been an incredible – thing. I mean, okay, he had, kind of, fucked me. But it was only in the ass, so that didn’t, like, count, right? I mean, not completely anyway.
More importantly, wow! A guy had fucked me in the ass and it had driven me so fucking insane with heat I had come like crazy! Wow! Who would have believed being fucked in the ass would be so incredible!? I knew now that they would fuck me. That made me both anxious and nervous, and also filled me with anticipation. That was so dirty! Letting young guys you babysat for fuck you!
But I knew it was gonna happen. I just didn’t know when.
I put on the nightie I’d brought from my room. It was thin cotton and tight, and since I was a little damp, well, it was even more – uhm, firmly pressed against my body as I opened the door. I had a towel in hand, along with my bra and thong, as I headed downstairs for my bedroom.
“I thought you’d gone to bed, Kat,” Mr Anderson said.
I gasped, startled and dropped my clothes, and he chuckled and picked them up, then grinned as he held my thong in his thumb. “Can’t even call these underwear any more,” he said, shaking his head. “It’s more like a small handkerchief and string.”
I snatched them, blushing.
“I uhm, thought I’d have a shower first,” I said.
He chuckled again and continued on his way.
I hurried into my room and closed the door. Why had I felt so uncomfortable around him? I'd known him all my life. He was like, sort of an uncle, only not. Kind of like the twins were sort of like cousins or little brothers, but not. But this time, well, I’d just been fucked up the ass by his son in the bathroom! I was feeling guilty, like somehow he might notice. Which was dumb, I know.
I brushed out my hair, then padded upstairs to the kitchen. The brothers were in the living room, sitting together talking. They both looked at me as I walked past the doorway. I was still just wearing my little pink nightie, which was really short, you know, and really tight. It wasn’t damp any more, but it was still – well, not the kind of thing you’d want to be seen in public. I’d never thought twice about the twins seeing me in it before, because they were in the “little brother” territory, you know, but now their eyes were filled with what I’d expect to see in other guys who saw me in it; lust, heat, appreciation, and desire. And I felt my pussy responding.
But I turned up my nose at them and walked past them to the kitchen, then half turned, smirked at them, stuck my ass out, and gave it a slap, as if to say, kiss this.
My stomach fluttering a bit, I went into the kitchen, where their mother was, and where they dared not try anything.
I got a little drink of orange flavored water from the fridge and propped my butt against a low table as I chatted with Mrs. Anderson about where they’d eaten dinner and what they’d had. 
“So what did you guys do all evening?” she asked over her shoulder as she prepared lunches for her and her husband for work.
“Just hung around,” I said. “Played in the pool a bit.”
She shook her head with a sigh. “I need to get more pool time in myself. I’m working too hard. I need to spend more time relaxing.”
“Well, why not? You guys have plenty of money,” I said.
She turned and smiled. “There’s never enough money, dear. You’ll find that out one day.”
“I found that out a long time ago,” I said.
Jeremy and Jimmy wandered in then, and I watched them warily, sipping on my bottle of fruity water through a straw. Jimmy went straight over to stand next to his mom, and asked her about something, while Jeremy came for me. I glared at him and pointed warningly, and he gave me an innocent look, then slid a hand up under my short hem. I grabbed his wrist quickly, shoving it away, giving him a look which said “Are you crazy!”
But the move was just a diversion. His other hand swept in, and he pinched my nipple – hard.
“Oww!” I yelped.
He jumped back and gave my mother and innocent look when she turned around.
“Jeremy,” she said.
“He pinched me!” I said accusingly.
She shook her head. “Do I have to separate you guys? You’re supposed to be adults now you know.”
I glared at Jeremy but didn’t rub my throbbing nipple – not with his mom looking on. 
He smirked at me and waggled his tongue.



 

Chapter Four

 
The next day I started feeling that fluttery sensation in my stomach before I even started heading home. I rarely had classes past three, which meant even when their parents didn’t stay late I wound up home hours before them. Not only did I only have a five-minute bus ride – while they had closer to an hour, but they didn’t get off till five. Meanwhile the twins were sitting at home doing nothing but waiting for college to start in the fall.
So we would be home alone together – again. And I wondered, somewhat breathlessly, if anything more would happen. Part of me wanted to put the brakes on, but that part of me wasn’t really in control. I hurried home, and when I got inside – it seemed empty. I went down the stairs warily, wondering if they were waiting to ambush me or something, but there was no sign of them, so I concluded they were out.
I felt really disappointed, and more than a little insulted. Like, what would they possibly be doing that could be as important to them as molesting a hot girl like me?
The window in my room looks out on the front yard, and as I was changing I saw Jeremy’s car drive up the driveway, and the two got out, carrying a bag of something. I drew back from the window, those flutters starting in my belly again
It would probably be accurate to suggest that I went upstairs deliberately to provoke something. I knew the guys were up there now, and that we were alone, and that had now come to take on a whole new meaning for the three of us given their discovery that they could do just about anything they wanted to me.
I wore my black satin nightshirt - the one I’d gotten when I was fourteen. Needless to say, by now it was a trifle – tight in the chest and - short. In fact, it had never been very long. Now it covered my ass, and didn’t go a whole lot lower. Then again, did a girl need more when she was alone in her own room - with only young guys who were practically her little brothers in the house?
Of course, I wasn’t looking to be abused or anything. I mean, I was just an innocent young girl going downstairs to - to uhm, get a snack. I was dressed quite appropriately for being in my own house. And if I was a bit snotty as I passed through the living room - “What, nothing to do again, nerd boys?”
What was I actually hoping for, or expecting? Well…. Something... Hot. But I wasn’t expecting what I got. It seemed that every time something happened with the twins now they were more forceful than before, less concerned with my resistance, real or otherwise, more intent on doing whatever the hell they wanted. Almost. They still had not actually fucked me.
So like I said, I’m not sure what I expected from them. I wasn’t terribly surprised when they sauntered into the kitchen as I was making a sandwich. I, of course, ignored them.
Jimmy grabbed me by the hair, behind my neck, and forced my head up and back sharply, jerking me back against his body as his other hand slid around in front of me and roughly squeezed my right breast through my thin satin nightie.
“Hey, slut, I heard you invited Jeremy into the shower last night to fuck you up the ass,” he said.
I gasped, reaching back behind my neck, grabbing at his wrist, twisting against him.
“Le-let go of me, you little bastard!” I gasped
“What? I don’t get to fuck you up the ass, too?” Jimmy said, his fingers pinching my nipple.
“Noo!” I gasped, twisting against him helplessly.
“I don’t think that’s fair,” he said drolly.
He used his grip on my hair to shove me forward, bending me over the kitchen island where I was making my sandwich. Of course, that pulled my short nightie hem right up over my hips, baring my ass entirely. I gasped again as I felt Jimmy’s hand gripping my pussy through my thing black thong.
“Bastard! Asshole!” I gasped.
“Calling me an asshole? A girl who likes to take cocks up her asshole?” he said.
“I wouldn’t let her get away with talking down to you like that, bro,” Jeremy said. “She’s dissing you.”
“She should be punished then,” Jimmy said, “We should teach the slut a lesson.”
I had set some stuff out on the top of the island to make a sandwich, including butter. He thrust two fingers into the butter and then pressed his fingers against my winking little rosebud.
“Oh! What - Stop it!” I gasped, trying to wriggle free.
Jeremy snickered, gripping the back of my neck, pushing my face down with one hand, grabbing my left thigh and spreading my legs wider as Jimmy slid his fingers slowly into my back passage, stroking them slowly in and out on a layer of slippery butter. 
“Let me go!” I gasped. “Stop it!”
He didn’t. Instead he slid his fingers out, then replaced them with his cock. I groaned helplessly as his big cock slid up my ass, and he began to ride me with casual ease, stroking in and out as he took control of my handle - my hair - from Jeremy, and yanked it up and back to raise my chest a little off the counter. 
“Shake that ass, baby,” he said, slapping my butt with his free hand. “Shove it back onto me, slut.”
“No!” I gasped. “Let me alone! Bastard!”
He just laughed, thrusting up into my belly with a deep, delicious stroke that, nevertheless, caused cramps to ripple through my gut. I didn’t really try to fight, given I was bent over and helpless, but I did try to hide how excited I was to have his big cock thrusting into me like this, to have myself - sodomized like this in the kitchen, so… so cruelly, so casually, so … degradingly.
God I was getting hot!
He shoved down on the back of my head, and I groaned anew as my breasts pillowed out against the counter. Then I felt fingers at my pussy, slippery fingers, as Jeremy pushed two fingers into the mouth of my sex and then began to twist and screw them in deeper.
“Ungh! Oh! Don’t! Ahhh!” I gasped, as his fingers squirmed deeper, and Jimmy continued to bury every inch of his big cock in my ass.
“You’re our little fuck toy, Kat,” Jeremy said. “You don’t get any say in things.:”
“Bastards!” I gasped.
“Whore,” he replied.
“Slut,” Jimmy said, panting for breath as he stroked harder.
He yanked up on my hair again, and then gripped the hem of my tight little nightie and worked it up my belly, up over my breasts, then beneath my arms. He tried to pull it up higher but I pretended to resist. That caused he and Jimmy to force my arms up above my head so they could work the nightie off entirely.
Then I was naked! Completely naked!
I felt two hands on my breasts, one from each of them, kneading and squeezing, pinching the nipples as Jimmy forced me to bend over again. Jeremy slid his fingers down into my pussy again, three of them this time, thrusting them in more roughly. He pulled out suddenly, moved away behind me, and I just lay there, bent over, really, gasping to the steady hard thrusts of Jimmy’s cock for a few long seconds.
Then I heard them whispering, heard snickering, and Jimmy slid his cock out of me. I groaned weakly as I felt my thighs spread even wider. A moment later I felt pressure against the butter-slick mouth of my sex, hard pressure from something - thick and - cold. I moaned and tried to raise my head, but Jimmy wouldn’t allow it as they pushed something into my pussy, something immensely fat.
“Wha-what are you d-dooooing?” I groaned.
They ignored me, pushing whatever it was harder, twisting it from side to side, putting growing pressure against the tight opening to my sex. I could feel myself straining and stretching to painful limits, and my nails dug into the palm of my hands where they lay against the counter top.
“Don’t! You guys! Ohh! It’s too big!” I cried, my hands pushing against the counter, trying to pull myself free.
The ignored me, and the PUSH kept up, my pussy spreading and aching and straining until the thing opened me wide enough to begin to slide inside. God it was big! I’d never taken anything that big into my body before and it ACHED, but at the same I felt a wild, heady rush of excitement as I was so absolutely packed, so… so filled with whatever it was they were pushing into me. I groaned helplessly, my hips forced forward by the pressure of the thing they were pushing up my back passage. 
My sphincter muscles clamped down on it, and one of them smacked my butt hard, stinging. I yelped and gasped as the thing was thrust deeper. It was like a fucking log or something! I managed to twist my upper body around before Jeremy grabbed me by the hair and turned me back, and I saw it was a big green cucumber they’d taken out of the fridge! 
They couldn’t pump it in and out, so twisted it from side to side, pushing and screwing it deeper and deeper, slapping my bottom repeatedly so that my muscles would unconsciously release and they could push it deeper.
“Oww! Stop it!” I cried.
The truth was, though, the spanking was exciting me.
“But you’re such a bad girl,” Jeremy taunted, slapping my ass again.
“I think she needs a real spanking,” Jimmy said, slapping my ass too.
“More than that. She needs like, a strapping,” Jeremy said. “We should take the belt to her ass!”
My father used to threaten us with that, but hadn’t in years of course.
“Don’t you dare, you little wieners!” I cried.
“Don’t tempt us, slutty girl,” Jeremy sneered.
“You wouldn’t dare!” I flung at him.
I was quivering as I taunted them. I mean, I didn’t exactly want them to strap me but… but… a part of me did! It wasn’t the pain I wanted, but the act of being strapped, the act of being, I don’t know, tortured, beaten… sort of. Oh it’s hard to explain how I felt. My mind was swirling, just like my insides, and I didn’t really understand what I was doing.
But the boys were kind of enjoying slapping my ass and treating me like their little bitch, and they were looking for signs of how far they dared go.
And I had just given them one.
Jeremy continued to screw the cucumber into my ass, moving behind me to grab my hair and keep me in position. Jimmy, meanwhile, found some cord in a kitchen drawer and tied my ankles apart to the corners of the island counter. Then he moved to the other side of the counter, and grabbed my wrists, pulling them forward across the counter, pinning them together so he could tie more cord around them, layer after layer of it. He fed the cord down the other side of the counter, and I was suddenly tied tightly in place - and burning up!
The cord hurt. It dug into my soft flesh, and the pressure and ache was acting like gasoline on the fires of heat inside me. I gasped as Jeremy shoved the cucumber even deeper. God it was already so achingly deep!
They didn’t stop there, though. Jimmy got another cucumber, coated it with butter, and then pressed it against my pussy. I twisted and cursed and demanded, and insulted, all to no avail, as he slowly forced the second cumber into my pussy. Both of them were long and fat, and the twins didn’t stop pushing and twisting until they were practically all the way inside me!
I felt - heavy - and full - inside, aching, stretched to the bursting point in both of my tight tunnels. I heard a buzzing sound, and then gasped as Jimmy held my own vibrator against my clit, rubbing it slowly back and forth. I was soon almost out of my mind with the intensity of the sexual fever burning me up. I was still clinging to the idea of myself as a defenseless victim - though of course, one who had no real fear in her, and ready to come like crazy.
That was when Jeremy landed the first blow from the strap he had picked up.
It wasn’t a particularly thick or heavy belt, but the feel of it cracking across my upraised bot5tom was a shock to my body and mind. It stung! But the wild thrill of masochistic sexual excitement more than made up for it.
“Ahh!” I cried, pulling and twisting helplessly.
“Are you sorry for being such a nasty little slut?” Jeremy taunted.
He had to ask it, of course. He had to give me an out. He wasn’t saying that was what he was doing, but we both knew it.
“Bastard!” I cried
No, I wasn’t going to take that out.
Crack! The belt hit again, and again I cried out. Crack! The belt slashed down across my bottom and I yelped and strained. Crack! It hit again, and I gasped and moaned. Crack! It hit again, harder, as Jeremy continued to test me. Oh God it hurt! But I felt so wild and hot and alive!
Crack! It hit again.
“Beg to suck our cocks and we’ll untie you,” Jeremy said.
It was another out.
“Faggot!” I gasped.
Crack! It hit again. Then Jimmy took it, eagerly slashing it across my bottom from the other side, then again, then again, then again. My ass was on fire, and every new blow made me gnash my teeth and pull against the cords. But I couldn’t give in, couldn’t give up, couldn’t let it end and…
Crack! 
It hurt, but .. Not so very badly. 
Crack! Another blow, but not so bad again.
It was like… like my ass was already throbbing so hotly, that the fresh blows couldn’t make it hurt more. It was like that wild, hot throbbing from my buttocks screened out the new pain, toning the sharpness of the stinging down to something far less.
Jeremy grabbed my hair, yanking my head back. His face was flushed with heat.
“Say, I’m a filthy little slut,” he ordered.
“I-I’m a filthy little slut!!” I gasped, because saying it turned me on.
“Say, I’m a cock sucker,” he said.
“I’m a cock sucker,” I moaned.
“Say, I love to suck the twins’ cocks.”
“I-I love to suck the twins’ tiny little cocks,” I gasped.
Crack! The belt struck me again. 
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Say it, slut,” Jimmy taunted.
“I-I love to suck the twins’ cocks,” I moaned.
“Beg to suck our cocks,” Jeremy said with a sneer.
“Please can I suck your cocks,” I said, panting
“Call us masters. Say please can I suck your cocks, masters.”
“Please can I suck your cocks, masters?” I moaned.
“Say, please can your slutty little whore bitch sex slave suck your beautiful cocks, masters,” Jeremy ordered.
Crack! 
“Unggh! Please can your slutty little bitch whore sex slave suck your beautiful cocks, masters?” I cried.
“Again, whore.”
“Please can your slutty little bitch whore sex slave suck your beautiful cocks, masters!”
“Again.”
“Please can your slutty, bitch whore sex slave suck your beautiful cocks, masters!? Ungggh!”
One of them gave the cucumber in my ass a hard push, then the one in my pussy, wedging them just a bit deeper.
They whispered together behind me Then Jimmy grabbed the ball of cord from the counter and moved behind me. Jeremy untied the cord binding my wrists together from whatever it was bound to on the other side of the counter. Then the two moved behind me. I gasped as a hand gripped my hair and forced me upright. My ankles were still tied, though, so I didn’t really have any kind of leverage to fight them off, even if I was so inclined.
They wrapped the cord around my waist a half dozen times, then drew it down between my legs. Jeremy took a knife, and cut a narrow line in the very tip of each of the cucumbers, then passed the cord along those slits and up between my buttocks in back. He fed it through the cord around my waist, and then back down again. He did this maybe six times, three in each direction, then tightened it shockingly, making me cry out in pain as the cord dug up into the end of the two cucumbers, and jammed them even harder against the back walls of my pussy and anus.
They pulled my bound wrists up and back behind my head, behind my neck, and then I felt the cord pulling them down harder, I gasped, my shoulders forced back, my back arching, and when they let go of my wrists I discovered they had somehow tied the cord bound to them to the cord which they’d run up against the bottom of the two cucumbers. So every time I pulled my wrists up I pulled against the cucumbers.
Grinning, the two examined their handiwork excitedly. Then Jeremy suggested something more. They tied cord to my stiff nipples, pinching them fierily, making them burn and ache as they tightened the knots. They put me on my knees, and then Jeremy gripped me by the hair - his other hand pulling on the cord bound to my two nipples, and fed his cock into my open mouth.
With me kneeling on the floor of the kitchen, knees wide apart, sort of sitting on my heels, but trying not to bring any more pressure on the ends of the cucumbers inside me, I took their cocks down my throat, not really doing anything but being used as a masturbatory tool as they fucked my face and throat again and again.
They drained their cocks by spraying my face, both of them at the same time, grinning at me as I knelt there, gasping, dazed, their spunk all over me. That gave Jeremy an idea, and he grinned at Jimmy. “Doesn’t she look sweet?’
“Definitely.”
“Let’s see how much sweeter we can make her.”
He opened the fridge and looked inside, then took out one of the jugs of milk, then slowly poured it over my head.
I was so shocked, at first, that I just squealed at the cold and tried to twist away. I wound up falling backwards onto the floor, and Jeremy just moved the jug forward, letting the stream of milk fall onto my face, my chest, and down my belly and against my straining pussy.
Jimmy laughed, and he took out a cardboard container of molasses, then poured that onto me. I twisted as I saw it, and it fell over my back and shoulders, then down onto my head and through my hair.
Jeremy grabbed at the cords bound to my nipples and I cried out in pain, forced up and back onto my knees, gasping, soaked in milk and molasses, held in position as Jimmy crushed an egg against my head. Then they squirted ketchup and mustard over me, and into my hair. The floor was soaked and slippery, and in twisting and gasping and writhing, my heels slipped aside and I cried out as my body came down hard on the base of the cucumbers sticking out of me. They jammed hard against the bottom of my pussy and anus – or what I thought was the bottom, for somehow they found space, because I felt them sliding a little further inside my aching belly.
“Maybe we should clean her up a little,” Jeremy said.
He grinned and thrust something down between my legs. It was a hand vacuum, with a long, thin neck designed mostly to clean up small spills. But he jammed the neck against my clit, and held it there. I cried out, my eyes getting wide and round, and tried to close my thighs – but it was already in there. I couldn’t pull back because of the pull on my aching nipples, and the sensation of the vacuum sucking on my clit was so intense I almost passed out.
The sensations were incredible, and my body exploded into a massively powerful string of climaxes that were beyond anything I’d ever felt. I swear one of them lasted two full minutes, with me just shaking and vibrating like I was having an epileptic fit, hardly able to breath, unable to think at all. I fell backwards, despite the pull on my nipples, and Jeremy followed me down with the vacuum, the boys pinning my legs wide as my torso bucked and twisted and arched and rolled and I gurgled and cried out like an insane person, my voice actually getting hoarse with the force of my strangled cries of pleasure.
As it was my mind was like - well, you know the pictures of those nuclear bombs going off, and how they just blow all the little model homes to pieces? That was me. I was just blown absolutely the fuck away by the power, the intensity of the orgasmic explosions within me. 
Wow. Just fucking – wow!!



Chapter Five

 
With everything the boys got away with, their confidence in what they could do to me rose, and they grew more daring. They were a real pair of little perverts, too, and I was just beginning to realize just how constantly horny teenage boys were. They wanted me a lot, and only the intermittent presence of their parents kept me from being naked and fucked every minute I was home.
My door had a lock on it, as did the bathrooms, but they were those passage door type locks which were easily defeated by simply sliding a pin through the little hole in the center of the doorknobs. They weren’t meant for protection at all, and they didn’t do much to protect me – not that I particularly wanted protection – from the horny attentions of the twins.
But I continued to fight them every time they did something to me, because… I don’t know why, because I needed to, because that made it hotter, more arousing, because that was a sop to my pride, and helped ease the guilt. 
Even having their parents in the house was not much protection. It was a big house, after all, and if one or both the brothers decided to slide into my room, shut the door, and bend me over a dresser to fuck me, well, there wasn’t a lot of chance their parents would notice.
That night I was actually in bed, the covers up, trying to fall asleep, for I had work the next day. Jeremy let himself into my room, closed the door behind, came over to my bed, and jumped me. I found myself helpless, my wrists tied to the bedpost, as he licked his way up and down my body. He spread my legs wide and tied them down, then began to lick at my clit.
A moment later Jimmy let himself in, closing the door quietly behind him, and joined his twin, watching intently as they experimented.
“Tell me how this feels,” Jeremy said, flicking his tongue at my clit.
I just gasped lightly.
“Was that good? Should I lick harder, or softer?”
It was like they wanted to experiment with me! And wanted my feedback!
That was a bit too close to giving consent, though, so I just called him a little perve and refused to answer.
Jimmy and he began to pinch and twist my nipples then, holding a hand over my mouth to keep down my gasps and whines of pain. They yanked and twisted them until I agreed to do what they wanted. Then he returned to licking me, while I breathlessly gave him my feedback about what worked and what didn’t, what was too soft, what too hard. I didn’t try to fake it, either, for before long my mind was swimming in sexual haze.
No one had really spent a lot of time eating me out before, you see, and no one had ever tried as hard to figure out what really made my body shake like they were. They took turns, when their tongues got tired, licking, sucking, blowing, rubbing, and fingering me to orgasm after orgasm. I almost gave the game away with my gurgling moans of pleasure, and they got to the point they could recognize me about to come and put a hand over my mouth to muffle the sounds.
Before they left, though, they stuffed my vibrator up my pussy and my dildo up my ass, and tied them there with cords. They also left my wrists tied to the headboard.
“Have a nice sleep, slut,” Jeremy said with a grin. “We’ll come untie you in the morning.”
And they left. They locked my door behind them, but left me there, naked atop the bed, hands tied to the headboard, the dildo and vibrator inside me, the latter purring away. I spent some time trying to pull my wrists free to no success, and climaxing several times, before I settled back – the vibrator drained of batteries, and tried to fall asleep. I finally did, but needless to say I didn’t get a lot of it.
Jeremy woke me in the morning by climbing into bed and straddling my head, pushing his cock into my mouth and then making me suck it. He pulled up on the back of my head and fucked my throat until he came, then left. A few minutes later Jimmy came in and did the same, then untied me.
I decided to stay home that day. That let me get a few hours of sleep before the twins woke me again. They didn’t have jobs, you see, and apparently decided that if I was going to be home that day that was just more time to play with their new “toy”.
For a change, it was Jimmy who had an idea, and persuaded Jeremy of its value. They brought me right from bed up to the attic, then sat me on the floor. They each squatted in front of me, rope in hand, as I stared at them with a mixture of excitement and anxiety, wondering what they were intending to do. I was only a little surprised when they began to tie the ropes around my ankles, for I thought they were simply starting with those, and would then tie my wrists in some way. I was right, of course, but not in the way I had imagined.
For with my ankles tied, and the rest of me free, they both stood up, the ropes in hand, and moved over to a pair of chairs they had pulled forward. They both climbed onto their separate chairs, and fed the ropes up above a ceiling beam which went across the room below the peaked roof. Now I had an idea, and my chest tightened with excitement, though I was still not quite sure.
They jumped down, rope in hand, and pulled the slack up, then began to pull. I gasped excitedly as I felt the pressure on my ankles mount, and my feet and legs were immediately raised up off the floor. They pulled slowly but steadily, and I made a little squealing sound as I felt myself pulled across the floor a little on my ass. I put my hands down and kind of tried to walk forward until my legs were directly under the beam.
By then I was forced to lay back, because my legs were lifted almost straight up - well, straight up but out to the sides. The pulling continued, and my bottom and lower back were raised up off the floor. I was pulled a little forward on my upper back, then I was on my shoulders, with my hands trying to ease the weight. And then I was basically kind of standing on my head. By then my legs were wide apart, though, and as they continued to pull, only my hands touched the floor, and my legs were spread wide open, leaving me in an incredibly vulnerable and graphically - uhm, visible position.
They had pulled the ropes off to the sides of the room, and now tied them off, leaving me like that. My hands remained free for only a little longer. They produced another pair of ropes, tied them around my wrists, then pulled them apart, tying them to rings set in the floor off to either side of where I hung. They stood back to admire the look as I stared around me, gasping, upside down, the blood rushing to my head.
“Sunny side up,” Jeremy said with a laugh.
He put his hand on my crotch, right at the juncture of my legs, rubbing it against my bare little pussy, and his thumb stroked against my wrinkled anal opening at the same time. The way they’d hung me, my pussy was just about at the level of their hips, so I knew they’d have no difficulty in using me as soon as they chose to.
It felt very - strange in that upside down position. I was incredibly aroused by it, by my exposed nakedness, the sexuality and heat of the moment, and the anticipation of what they would do next - and also by my complete helplessness, of course. But being upside down had other physical sensations as well, and my head was starting to ache as I twisted a little and strained against the ropes.
Jeremy moved behind me, squatting down, and then I gasped as I felt his fist in my hair, pulling my head slowly up and back - and back - and back, until I was almost looking at him rightside up - from behind me, if you know what I mean. The pull against my scalp hurt, but - it turned me on even more. For some reason I loved to have my hair pulled during sex, and even if no one was fucking me right then, this was definitely sex of a sort.
“You love to suck cock, don’t you, Kat,” he said. “Say it.”
“I-I love to suck cock!” I gasped excitedly.
“You’re a dirty little cock sucker, aren’t you.”
I didn’t answer, and he slapped my face lightly. “Say it, slut.”
“I-I’m a dirty little cock sucker!” I gasped.
God it felt hot to say shit like that! It embarrassed me, too, a little, but it was so - so nasty, so wicked, so darkly exciting, that the embarrassment almost didn’t matter.
I could feel Jimmy’s finger rubbing at my clit, though of course, I could not see whatever he was doing to me. Then I heard the sound of a vibrator, and a moment later, felt it pressing against my pussy.
“Again,” he said, slapping my face lightly once more.
“I’m a cock sucker!” I gasped.
He kind of - played with my hair, combing his fingers through it even as he held my head back and up. Then he twisted it into a sloppy sort of braid, winding it together, and tied thick cord around it. As he was doing this I felt pressure against my anal opening, hard, thick, and slippery. Jeremy held my head up by the hair, then produced a dildo and pushed it into my mouth.
“Suck that cock, slut,” he said mockingly. “Go on. Suck it! Nasty little cock sucker!”
I sucked, moaning hotly as he pushed the big dildo in and out, in and out, sliding it across my tongue, jamming it into my cheeks, angling it up to slide across the roof of my mouth.
Jimmy was pushing another dildo down into my ass, while at the same time working me over with the vibrator. I felt so wicked and wild and nasty and hot and filthy! I sucked at the dildo Jeremy pumped in my mouth, groaning at t he pull against my scalp, gasping and twitching an jerking at what Jimmy was doing “up there”, and all the time my head was kind of throbbing from the blood rushing to it from my upside down position.
Then Jeremy pushed the dildo right into my throat. It was a bit of a surprise, but not a huge one. I managed to cope with it, especially since the angle of my throat was pretty straight from this position. The dildo slid deep into my throat, and I gurgled wetly as he pumped it slowly in and out, fucking my throat. I was so busy coping with that, trying to breath as he eased it back, fighting my gag reflex as he eased it forward, that everything Jimmy was doing was kind of pushed into the background. 
He was working my ass open, though, pumping the dildo up and down now, thrusting it down with enough force to kind of hurt, to ache, but compensating for it by rolling that delicious vibrator back and forth across my clit. 
Jeremy thrust the dildo deep into my throat, and then let it go. I gurgled weakly, my face more or less upright in this position, staring at his ankles as he stood up. The only part of the dildo not inside me was a bit of the base, stuck between my teeth, and I closed my teeth on it, gurgling weakly.
I felt fresh pressure on the dildo in my ass, and groaned with pain as it ground against the deepest pit of my ass. Then there was a different pressure on it, a kind of pulling sensation, pulling it towards my tailbone. Jeremy knelt down, and both his hands were free, and I realized he had tied my hair to the dildo in my ass, kind of, wound the cord around it so that my hair as held up and back. The pressure pulled on the base of the dildo, jamming it against my tailbone, and kind of - uhm, tilted the front part of the dildo inwards a bit, at an angle, but it held my head up perfectly
I wasn’t really focusing my attention on it, a lot, though, because I couldn’t really breath with the dildo shoved down my throat. And I had clamped my teeth on it, afraid, for some reason, that it would slide right down my throat and choke me even though I was actually hanging upside down.
Jeremy gripped the base and pulled and I opened my mouth, letting him slide it out completely. I coughed several times, gagging a bit, saliva driveling over my lip before he unzipped and pushed his erection into my open mouth. A moment later, waaaay up there, on the other side of my body, I felt Jimmy’s cock penetrating me, rubbing against the mouth of my pussy, then pushing slowly down inside me.
I felt a lightning flash of excitement, heat, shock and wild, dark hunger. This was the first time one of them had fucked me! I had sort of tried to tell myself that anal sex wasn’t really sex, but there was simply no more denial possible. Jeremy was fucking me! He was fucking my pussy!
Ohmygod! Ohmygod! I had already been wildly aroused. Now I felt a crackling sexual electricity rippling through my nervous system, making me twist and writhe as he worked his big cock slowly down into my aching, throbbing, rapidly moistening pussy. I hardly paid any attention to Jeremy’s cock as he fucked into my mouth and throat, focusing all my attentions on Jimmy as he slid his cock deep into my pussy and began to stroke.
He laid his hands flat on my straining buttocks as he thrust down into me and began to pump in and out, using me almost casually even as Jeremy forced his cock down my throat and began to do the same.
I had my first climax within seconds, just so overwhelmed by the excitement, by how hot and nasty we were, by the helplessness, the bondage, the masochistic heat of being tied up and pounded by the twins. I could do nothing but hang there, as their helpless fuck toy, as they used my body for their pleasure. I strained and arched and twisted as the power of the orgasm flooded my nervous system, then went momentarily limp, glassy eyed.
Jeremy fucked my mouth and throat wetly, reaching around with his hands to pinch and twist my nipples and knead my straining breasts. Jimmy fucked my pussy somewhat more quietly, kneading my buttocks and rubbing at my clit. But now and then he slapped my ass while he thrust in especially hard.
It was wild and nasty and hedonistic, and I was reveling in it, in the sensation of my throat being fucked so steadily, the angle perfect for deep penetration, in my helplessness, and Jimmy’s hard cock thrusting into me. Every flick of his finger against my clit brought me closer to a second orgasm
The twins fucked me in tandem, or perhaps, in unconscious rhythm, so that at times it felt like there was one long cock completely passing through my body. Their excitement could not hope to have matched mine, but still, their hips began to work faster as they gasped for breath, their heat mounting. I moaned almost silently, without any air because of the cock blocking my throat. I was almost surprised when Jeremy pulled out, having spent himself inside my throat. Unusually he came in my face instead.
Jimmy came soon afterward, with me on the spiraling on-ramp towards a second, and much more powerful climax. They left me hanging there, gasping and moaning, as the two whispered about what to do next. I soon found a ball-gag stuffed into my open mouth, then my hair was cut loose from the dildo stuffed into my ass, the cord removed so my head swung back and down once again. That was probably a good thing for the sake of my neck, but it left me staring out at the world from an upside down angle, once again.
And the first thing I saw was Jeremy holding a whip.
“Guess what we got, little Kat,” Jeremy said with a leer. “You nasty little slave girl!”
“It’s a flog,” Jimmy said, grinning, running his fingers through the numerous thin laces protruding from the thick body of the handle.
“For punishing nasty little bitches,” Jeremy said. “And teaching sex slaves how to act.”
I moaned weakly, excitedly, aware of my helplessness, and how vulnerable I was. 
I moaned and shook my head, but they ignored me.
“You have to be punished for being such a whore, Kat,” Jeremy said.
“A slut,” Jimmy added, smirking.
“And because we like punishing you,” Jeremy said with a grin.
He swung the flog almost lazily, so that the thin leather laces fell lightly at the juncture of my thighs, across my pussy and buttocks and inner thighs. It wasn’t really enough to even sting a little, but it made me flinch and gasp, anticipation flooding me as he drew his arm back again. The next blow landed with more authority, though he was still pulling his punches. The laces slapped lightly against my pussy, my buttocks and inner thighs with a light stinging sensation.
I couldn’t really even describe the sensation as stinging because of the level of my excitement. It was more a delicious feeling of sharp, crackling heat. The next blow was the same, and the next, so that while I flinched and gasped, I was also writhing in excitement, gasping for breath at the pulsing waves of heat sweeping through me.
The next blow hurt a little, and the next one more. He kept the blows at a steady pace, the flog landing between my legs, snapping lightly at my pussy. But even though the blows were light, the repetition began to build up heat in my skin, making me sore and hot and sensitive, red all over my groin.
He handed the flog to Jimmy, who shifted to the side, then swung the flog sideways at my breasts. I gasped, for he was swinging it a little harder, and my breasts were unprepared. The thin laces stung a little, but the followup was lighter, and then he swung it at my belly several times before aiming at my breasts again - and again - and again. Like my groin, they began to turn pink, then red, with the repeated blows, heat building up in the sensitive flesh.
Jeremy took the flog back, and moved behind me,. He swung the flog sideways against my back a dozen times, harder and harder, to the point that I gasped in pain now as the thin laces snapped across my reddened skin. That only excited me more, however. It was like - like I was being whipped! For real!
Then he swung at my groin again, more softly, but still, given how red and hot and sensitive I already was, enough to make me gasp and wince.
He paused, and stepped closer, then pressed down on the base of the dildo in my ass, somehow managing to find more space for it deep within my belly The base of the dildo was now almost flat with the opening to my anus, the whole ten inches jammed down into my ass. I ached, but I ached with excitement and heat more than pain.
There was nothing in my pussy, nothing to get in the way of the flog as it sliced down against my flesh. My clit had been hit several times already, and the rush of pain and excitement from each blow made me moan involuntarily.
Now Jimmy turned on the vibrator and began to play it across my clit, pulling it back every time Jeremy swung the flog down, then applying it again as he drew the thing back. The strange conflicting sensations were even more overwhelming, and the first blow after he ground it against my clit drove me into orgasm. 
I thought it would be a short and unfulfilling orgasm, you know, like, caused by a quick “crack” of sensation from the flog without any follow up. But he applied the vibrator right after, and my hips worked frantically against it as the orgasm howled through my system. He pulled the vibrator back for the next blow - which was harder still, and another shockwave of raw sensation intensified the orgasm. In fact, the orgasm swirled and twisted inside me, seeming to go on for a shockingly long time, enough for maybe half a dozen blows from the flog, before I collapsed limply, gasping for breath.
The boys didn’t stop, though. Jeremy traded the flog to Jimmy, and Jimmy whipped my belly and breasts. I wanted them to stop at that point. I was in that soft, languorous state of relaxation after the massive climax, and didn’t want fresh sensations, particularly stinging pain. But, of course, I had no way of even communicating that, no way of talking, no way of telling them no, and no way of resisting. For the first minute or so as I realized this I almost felt panicky, for Jimmy was slashing the flog down across my breasts, each blow stinging me quite a bit, so that I twisted and jerked and cried out at each one. But then as I realized the true state of my helplessness, that I could do nothing at all to resist him, I felt first something like despair, then resignation, then a slowly building sense of masochistic pleasure.
The pain built up, though, so that my skin felt raw and flayed, and each new blow almost brought tears to my eyes as I struggled to cope with the stinging pain. But then Jimmy began to play the vibrator across my clit again, doing it steadily now as Jeremy whipped my back, and the sexual heat and eroticism of the moment built up to a nearly feverish level inside me.
When Jeremy began to whip my crotch again, he did it hard and fast, and blew my mind into a wild, screaming orgasm that had me twisting and straining like an animal, tearing and straining and crying out again and again into the thick ball-gag filling my mouth.
They stopped, finally, as my orgasm faded and left me dazed. Both of them stepped up to me, at that point, and I felt the dildo deep in my ass being pulled free even as a cock pushed into my pussy. A moment later, the dildo was gone, and a second cock pushed into my ass. The two of them thrust deep, alternating, pumping in and out in tandem, then thrusting in at the same time, fucking me in both holes as I hung, glassy eyed and moaning.
The dildo was stuffed into my pussy, and something else, even thicker, was worked down into my ass. It felt - strange. I moaned as Jeremy worked it achingly deep.
“You have a little rest here, slut. We’re gonna watch the game.”
The twins left, snapping off the light as they went. It had been getting darker as they worked on me, and the attic was now almost pitch black - except for a light, a thin yellow light which danced and shook and wobbled. It took me a minute or so to realize where it was coming from, to tilt my head upwards and look along my straining body.
The candle, a thick one, had been jammed down into my ass! That was the only light source in the room!
It took a few minutes before I felt the first little trickle of hot wax against my flesh. It was a slow burning candle. Still, as I hung there, upside down, legs spread wide, the candle slowly burnt, and wax trickled down against my flesh around it, making me wince and gasp and moan helplessly.
I thought the boys would return soon, but they didn’t. They left me hanging - for hours! Even long after their parents must have returned home I was still there, upside down, spreadeagled, moaning into the gag. I thought about how bizarre it was to be hanging like this, with their parents downstairs, no doubt having been told I was out somewhere. The wax continued to trickle down, slowly building up around my groin and between my buttocks, to the point the wax and candle felt like a solid mass inside and around me. Meanwhile the light flickered yellow against the distant walls, and I hung upside down, gasping weakly.
I thought a lot of nasty things about the twins as I hung there, sometimes fuming, sometimes impatient, sometimes bored, sometimes frustrated - but I never lost the throbbing heat, the masochistic excitement at being tied helpless, at being abused, in whatever fashion, even by neglect. I mean, it was outrageous they’d tie me up like this and then go watch a game, but the very outrageousness was nastily exciting.



Chapter Five

 
I was sore - all over. The flogging had left my skin feeling raw and tender and hot, almost like I had a sunburn. My nipples were especially sore and tender, and so was my mons. My skin was covered in faint pink lines, barely noticeable, but especially heavy between my legs, and across my chest. 
I had to go to school, though. I wore a skirt with no panties, and my silkiest, lightest bra. Even so my nipples tingled much of the day, and I had to keep reaching up to give my breasts a little squeeze and rub. I went home that afternoon with a wary eye open for the twins, but they were already waiting for me, grinning, leering. They met me just inside the front door, immediately groping and squeezing me before I could even put my purse down.
“You guys!” I protested, twisting against them.
“Slut,” Jeremy murmured. “We’ve been waiting for you.”
Their hands were all over me, and they soon discovered he strengthened sensitivity as my hips began to buck almost uncontrollably, my bottom squirming as Jimmy’s fingers stroked me.
“Ahh!” I gasped. “Not so hard! I still hurt from yesterday.”
“Maybe you need another flogging,” Jeremy said with a grin.
They were peeling me out of my school clothes right there in the hall, and with me naked, Jeremy shoved me against the narrow telephone table there, bending me over a little, and Jimmy knelt behind me, squeezing my buttocks apart, his mouth going up against my naked sex.
The feel of his hot, moist mouth over my pussy made me cry out softly and buck back against him, and when his tongue started to stroke I just about lost it right away.
“Oh fuck! Oh! Oh fuck!” I gasped, my hands and breasts pressed against the wall, my ass pushed out behind me.
“I think she wants it up the ass again,” Jeremy said.
“Oh she’ll get it up the ass, but not quite yet.
The two of them yanked me away from the wall and table, each holding one of my arms, and marched me into the living room.
“Get down on all fours, slut,” Jimmy said arrogantly.
I whimpered in heat, my insides swirling and burning up, my mind crackling with sexual electricity. It felt like my clit was swollen to three times its size, and I dropped on my rubbery legs easily, then fell forward onto my hands, thinking God, they’re going to fuck me! Fuck me like a bitch in heat! 
Which is what I was.
I know they’d fucked me the other day, upside down, but this was more – normal, if you get my meaning. Jeremy knelt behind me, rubbed his cock up and down the hot, burning, wet pit of my sex, and thrust into me. I cried out, jerking forward, eyes widening as the delicious feeling of his cock sliding up through the soft folds of my pussy almost pushed me over the edge into climax.
“Oh fuuuuck!” I gasped.
“You got it, slut.”
Then Jimmy was kneeling in front of me, using my hair like a handle again, jerking my mouth onto his cock as he thrust deep. I gagged weakly, closed my lips around it, and started to suck as Jeremy started stroking. I think he thrust into me three times before the orgasm howled up through my body and blew my brains out. I shook and jerked and trembled and only their grip on my hair and hips kept me in place.
Oh it was so good! A wild, flaring sensory storm of pure sexual pleasure roared through my body and left me not caring about anything else in the whole wide world.
It was so good, and it drained me, left me dazed, eyes slitted. I would have collapsed had the twins not held me in position. Yet even in the delicious languorous heat of the aftermath, when it felt like my body was just melted goo, I could feel the hard thrusting of Jeremy’s cock into me from behind, the impact of his hips against my buttocks, and his wonderful cock stroking, sliding, pumping in and out along my burning pussy tunnel.
They were just – using me – like a bitch, like a whore, and it was wonderful!
“Suck me, slut,” Jimmy ordered, twisting his fingers pulling at my hair to jerk me out of my lazy daze. I moaned and closed my lips tighter, sucking, licking as he moved in and out, and for a minute or so the two fucked me almost casually, in and out, in and out, in and out, their hands moving over my body with casual freedom, groping and squeezing me wherever they wanted.
Then they slapped hands above me. Huh?
They both pulled out, leaving me swaying there on all fours, and shifted around. Now Jimmy thrust into me from behind and I tasted my own juices on Jeremy’s hard cock as he pushed it into my mouth and ordered me to suck.
Jeremy was more aggressive, shoving himself all the way down my throat, holding my face pinned tightly against his groin for long, long seconds, both hands on my hair as he ground himself against me. But otherwise, they fucked in and out again, a little faster, a little more passionately.
Then slapped hands and switched again.
I came again just as Jeremy entered me, too blown away by the intensity of the sexual fever they’d wakened in me, jerking and twisting and bucking back against his hard cock as he pounded into me.
They switched again, then again, doing it more often now, then Jimmy pulled out of my pussy, and they were both in front of me, taking turns fucking my mouth and throat until they could both fist their wet, slick cocks and spray their come into my face together. And it was a flood of semen, spurting and spurting like a silvery rain, covering me from chin to forehead in droplets of warm, salty come.
They laughed in amusement, high fived again, and then grabbed me by the hair and used my hair to rub come off their cocks.
“Don’t wipe it off!” Jeremy ordered.
I blinked at him, come in my eyelashes.
“Use just one finger,” he ordered. “Slide it across and scoop up some come.”
I did so, a little breathless.
“Now eat it, bitch!”
“Yeah, drink it, slut!”
“Put it in your mouth, whore!”
I moaned weakly, but did it, sliding my come filled finger into my mouth and sucking it clean. I rubbed my finger along my forehead and cheeks and nose, repeatedly scooping up wads of come, and popping them into my mouth while the brothers looked on and leered. It felt dirty and degrading and – hot.
“What a come sucking whore,” Jeremy said with a leer.
“She needs to be punished,” Jimmy said.
“Definitely.”
They devised a devilish, and dangerous way to punish and taunt me for my newly sensitive pussy. They took me to the unfinished part of the basement and pushed me back against a wooden post. It was an old, wood, floor to ceiling post about six inches thick. They backed me against it, then tied my wrists together behind it.
“What are you guys doing?” I asked nervously.
They didn’t answer. Instead they stood me there, moved me a couple of inches forward, then back again, measuring cords of various thicknesses. They had me spread my legs, then wider, then wider, and used little pencils to mark lines on the post between my legs, and by my neck. They untied me, bent me over a work table, lubed up my ass, and pushed a dildo into me, pumping it in and out, working it around, twisting it from side to side, forcing it ever deeper. It was a big one, too, easily a foot long. It kept jamming against the deepest pit of my anus, and they’d draw back, then thrust it in again, as if trying to see how deep it would go.
That was exactly what they were doing, of course. And they were measuring how deep they could get it by my reactions. Gasps and moans and cries of pain only told them it was in nice and deep. It took an actual scream of pain to convince them it would not go in deeper, and it took a dozen such screams before they gave up trying.
They then shoved another dildo up my pussy, playing the same game, shoving it hard, trying to see how deep they could get something before it really, really hurt, and again, they were persistent, ramming the dildo up high again and again until I felt bruised inside.
Then Jeremy showed me a kind of well, wooden cock. Actually, it was just a round wood tube about the right thickness of a thick cock, but flat on the end. Its bottom rested on a one inch long metal base no thicker than a pencil. That base, in turn, was attached to a rectangular piece of metal, like an arm, which held the wooden rod. The boys screwed the base to the beam so the rod pointed up, then picked me up, turned my back against the post, and lifted me up into the air a little.
They pressed my back against the post and then slid me downwards, slowly, adjusting my body so that my anus - well and truly worked open by then - slipped over the wooden post - and down. I feared it would really hurt, but by the time my feet were on the floor, well, it was well and truly lodged within me, but not too, too high. They untied my wrists, raising them up and pulling them back behind my head, tying them together behind the beam again. Jimmy tied loops in two thin cords, while Jeremy tied a thicker cord to a kind of clip. They whispered with each other again, then pulled my feet wide apart.
Of course, doing that lowered me further, and the wooden tube slid deeper into my ass. I gasped as they kept forcing my legs wider and then still wider, and I sank lower on the tube. It was achingly deep inside me already - and then it was entirely inside me, with my anal opening closing behind it. They tied my ankles off at this point. Jeremy pushed a ball gag into my mouth, then he and Jimmy both picked up one of those clip things and knelt before me.
I stared down at them anxiously as their fingers probed my sensitive sex. They each slipped two fingers against one of my pussy lips, easing them a little ways apart. Then they slipped the clips, thick, wide, metal, down and opened them, sliding each of them over the center of one of my pussy lips.
Then they let them close.
I screamed into the gag, as they crushed down on my soft flesh with a heavy, forceful, and painful pressure. They HURT! It was like stubbing your toe really hard, you know, where you want to curse and yell and hop around on one foot grabbing your wounded toe? Only, of course, I couldn’t do anything to comfort my aching, burning pussy lips. The boys watched me and seemed - I don’t know - fascinated by the pain in my face. It was only then that I realized that it wasn’t just the sex that was getting them off. There was a good deal of sadism in their lust. They were getting off by hurting me, by controlling me, by degrading me.
That scared me a bit, but also turned me on, and as the pain began to fade, as such things do, thee twins both picked up one of the cords and pulled them out to the sides, spreading open my pussy, revealing the glistening pink mouth of my sex, stretching the soft, delicate pussy lips, pulling on them so they ached even more.
They pulled the cords around to the sides and then behind the beam, tying them off there so my pussy lips gaped. Jeremy then slid a dildo into me, thick, realistic looking, twisting and pumping it until it was buried in my pussy. The base of the dildo was actually flush with the opening to my sex. Still, my pussy lips remained open, gaping, held by the clips.
What the fuck were these little freaks up to!?
I had already noticed that they had attached a shiny steel base of some sort to the side of the beam. It was rally nothing more than a piece of metal maybe three inches wide, with a hole in the center. Now Jeremy showed me a vibrator. This was not a cock-shaped thing like they usually used on me. It looked more like a pencil with a stainless steel ping-pong ball on the end, and a wire coming out the other end of the pencil.
Jeremy plugged the thing into an extension cord, then began to rub the round metal ball up and down across my clit. Wow! The vibrations were incredibly powerful! I had already been kind of buzzed, kind of excited by all these preparations. The feel of the vibrator stroking and rolling across my clit drove me half insane with sexual desire and passion.
As my hips began to grind and roll and push out against the vibrator, Jimmy did an odd thing. He took a thick silk scarf, folded it against a second one, then wrapped both loosely around my neck. Why, became obvious a minute later, when he picked up a thick rope which had been tied into a noose, and slipped it over my head and down around my throat. He fit the noose snugly around my neck, then pulled the loose end up behind my head and tied it off overhead.
I felt a dark thrill settling over me, along with some fear. It wasn’t tight around my throat - yet, but it was snug and it left open - possibilities. But still, these were the twins, who I'd known forever. They might hurt me, but they wouldn’t harm me. Well, not on purpose.
Suppose they were idiots though?!
Jimmy took the two cords with loops in their end, and slowly tightened the loops around my nipples, right at the base, pulling them in tight so they pinched painfully into my flesh. They weren’t as bad as the clips on my pussy lips, but they hurt and burned, and I twisted and writhed for the first thirty seconds or so until the pain eased.
He fed the cords out and up, pulling them taut, but not trying to stretch out my nipples, just lifting them upwards a bit. Then he tied the cords against hooks hanging from one of the low ceiling beams
Jeremy then pulled the vibrator thing away from my buzzing, burning pussy, and stuck the base of it into that metal frame thing set into the beam between my legs, just a little ways below my pussy.
He adjusted it upwards, until it was so close I could practically feel the vibrations without it even touching me. My pussy was dripping wet by then, and without even thinking about it I eased myself lower, groaning as I felt my pussy pressing against that delicious little ball..
And now I understood.
They had carefully measured everything. The cord around my neck was snug but did not restrict my breathing - unless of course, I slid lower. The cords pulled on my nipples, but didn’t stretch them out - unless I sank lower. The wooden rod up my ass was deep, deliciously deep, resting snugly against the back wall of my anus - unless I slid lower.
When I slid my bare feet farther apart on the stone floor in order to bring my clit into contact with the vibrator the noose tightened around my throat, the cords pulled and stretched my aching nipples, and my anal opening slid lower, almost coming into contact with the narrow metal arm supporting the rod..
And the brothers just stood back and looked on and smiled.
It was a fiendishly clever setup, measured most carefully.
They just watched me with those dark, leering eyes, and I felt a strange sense of almost-fear. It wasn’t real fear, exactly, but more a little shivering understanding that the twins were capable of more nastiness than I had previously expected, and that my easy self-assurance about them never hurting me might have been a bit over confident. Not that they would really hurt me, of course, not - really.
But then, they weren’t hurting me, now were they. They had primed my body, which had flooded my mind with sexual heat to the point I was almost intoxicated by my own lust and excitement and passion and hunger, and then left me like this in a position where I could, if I weren’t careful - and I was in no mind to be careful - hurt myself.
I strained downward, gasping as the noose tightened around my throat, biting into the gag as my body slid slightly lower, taking the wooden rod deeper into my ass, achingly deep, hissing as my nipples stretched upward and outward, stretching out, distending my breasts a little. The noose was tight enough around my throat now to restrict my breathing. It didn’t STOP my breathing, but it made it more difficult to breath, and was making my eyes bulge out a bit, or feel as though they were bulging out a little, making my head throb.
I began to sort of rub myself frantically against the little round ball, my breath ragged and rough as I sought to draw breath through the tightening noose. My tailbone made contact now with the slim metal arm supporting the wooden rod up my bottom. That was bone under a very light layer of flesh, against hard, narrow metal. And as I ground my pelvis and moaned in pleasure, I pushed down harder, grinding my tailbone against that thin metal.
My tailbone began to ache sharply, my head throbbing as my nipples stung. I gasped weakly, staring at them, knowing they were forcing me to show just how hot and horny I was, that I was willing to hurt myself to get closer to the vibrator, or grind myself harder against it. And God help me, I was. I didn’t care about the pain, didn’t care about my straining nipples, didn’t care how hard it was to breath. I ground myself against the metal ball and shuddered with pleasure as the sensations flooded my body and mind.
Oh fuck it felt so good! I ground and rolled my hips, jamming my clit against that buzzing little ball, whimpering and moaning and twisting and arching in exultant pleasure as the incredible sensual heat rolled over and through me.
So good! So good! So good!
That was all I thought, the only thought which swirled through my mind. It was soooo gooood!
My back was arched as I instinctively tried to push my taut breasts up and out, to ease the pull on my nipples. My legs were spread obscenely wide as I ground my aching tailbone down onto the arm of the dildo thing inside me, and I ground and rolled my hips as much as I possibly could against that delicious metal ball until, with a choked, gurgling cry of pleasure, I came - explosively, and almost blacked out with the pressure bursting within my head.
So good! So good! So good!
That anal probe thing deep inside me was grinding against my insides, and my nipples stung something fierce. My tailbone was really starting to hurt, but all I really cared about was the wild thrill of sexual power burning through me. My throbbing skull, the noose around my throat, just seemed to redouble the incredible intensity of the orgasmic eruption and my eyes practically rolled back in my head as I gurgled and moaned and rocked and shuddered to the force of the heat and passion.
It was another long, incredible, draining, intense, exhausting, insane orgasm that had me in a state of wild, animal fever. I jammed myself down against that buzzing metal ball, my legs spread achingly wide, my tailbone grinding painfully against the metal bar underneath, my nipples stretching out. The orgasm seemed to go on and on, with me writhing and twisting, my head jerking back spastically, my body grinding and shuddering as I let almost all my weight down onto my tailbone - on that narrow metal wedge.
Meanwhile the noose was squeezing my throat so that I could not breath at all. My skull was ready to burst and I didn’t care. Everything, from the pain in my tailbone and nipples, to the ache deep inside me where the wooden tube was jammed so high into my ass, seemed to just add power to the howling storm of sensations which was the orgasm burning away inside me.
The pleasure was so intense I think I would have just kept it up until I lost consciousness and died, not caring, but the orgasm slowly faded, leaving me gurgling weakly. The boys just… watched, doing nothing. I couldn’t breath, and was slowly strangling, but they just watched until my feet slowly pushed downwards and eased me up a little, then a little more to ease the pain, then a bit more so that I could begin to breath once again and the pressure on my skull faded. Jeremy, or was it Jimmy - I couldn’t see very clearly, finally stepped forward and undid the gag, pulling the ball out of my mouth. I was finally able to gulp in air as I needed, and did nothing but for a long minute.
“That was hot,” Jeremy said.
“Yeah,” Jimmy replied.
I began to wonder just how sane the brothers were.



Chapter Six

 
I kind of stood against the post, my wrists bound up and back behind it, my back arched, impaled on the wooden cock thing, trying to recover my breath. I could not raise myself as high as I wanted, for my ankles were bound apart. I could slide downward, by spreading my legs more, but could not rise high enough to draw my pussy completely away from the buzzing vibrator ball.
I was barely touching it, but every time my body twitched or shifted my clit brushed across it a little more, and the vibrations, at first uncomfortable against my oversensitive clit in the aftermath of my climax, soon began to set up a resonance within my lower belly. It wasn’t like I wanted to or even didn’t want to push against it again. My body began shifting itself without my even thinking about it, sliding a little lower, pushing forward just a bit, to experience more of those sensations.
I was mad at the twins now, and part of me wanted to defy them, but I wasn’t able to resist. I felt weak, not in body but I spirit, and resented them for making me this weak while resenting myself for being this weak. But all that was irrelevant. Mostly, I felt pain, renewed pain as my nipples pulled against the cords, as the wooden rod jammed up harder against the back of my ass, then as my tail bone, already sore, began to press more heavily against that narrow wedge of metal.
And that, that too was irrelevant, to a certain degree. The sexual fever which had roused within me simply absorbed those sensations and twisted them to its own purposes. Pain became pleasure, and my excitement only rose higher. My tailbone especially hurt, though my insides were cramping and aching something fierce. But it was worth it. Oh god, it was worth it! With my clit grinding against that metal ball my entire body began to quiver in sexual delight, and then another massive orgasm tore through my body and mind and soul so that I writhed and twisted, arched and rolled and shook like a leaf in a high wind, my muscles spasming as convulsions wracked my body.
Oh yes, and I was strangling, gurgling, unable to breath, the noose tight around my throat making my skull pound - and redoubling the force of the orgasm within me to almost unbearable levels. I couldn’t scream for lack of air, but if I had been able to, I would have, I screamed silently, breathlessly, screamed wildly, helplessly, and insanely. The orgasm was that massive and wonderful and terrible.
And it lasted longer than the first one did - long enough for me to lose consciousness entirely. Fortunately, the twins, while crazy, weren’t totally out of it. They didn’t leave me to strangle. I woke up on the floor on my back. The first thing I noticed was how hard the floor was against my arms, which were beneath me. The brothers had thoughtfully tied my elbows together behind my back. The second thing I noticed was Jeremy on top of me, fucking me.
Actually, to be precise, he wasn’t atop me. He was kneeling in front of me, holding my ankles up and apart while he thrust casually into my pussy. He was just finishing as I wakened, gasping, my eyes fluttering. He lowered my legs and stood up casually, not talking to me, going over to whisper with Jimmy about something he was preparing.
I lay on the floor groaning softly. I felt dazed still by the force of that incredible orgasm. It was like - if you’ve ever been in a howling wind which just stops, well, like that. Only it was sensation.
Not that I wasn’t feeling sensations, of course. My shoulders ached from the way my elbows had been tied back. My nipples were hot and sore. My insides ached and felt bloated (and then I realized they had shoved a very big dildo up my ass), from where I’d been impaled on the wooden tube, and my tailbone hurt.
But the boys weren’t finished.
I didn’t even protest when they pulled me to my feet. I was too weary and drained. I did flinch back when Jimmy produced the vibrator, though, saying “Nooo,” before he pressed it against my clit and my hips jerked back convulsively, my buttocks grinding against Jeremy’s groin.
They pushed the ball gag into my mouth and continued to slide the buzzing silver ball back and forth along my pussy and over my clit until my hips began to buck against them, then pulled away.
The next wooden tube was much longer, much thicker, and set up in the middle of the floor. It was as thick around as a baseball bat at its end, and standing upright between two lower metal posts. I had no idea what they intended as they maneuvered my punch-drunk body over beside it. Then I felt fingers at my rear, and felt the thick dildo they’d driven up inside me begin twisted and turned and pulled slowly free from the tight confines of my anus.
I gasped as it came free, but the relief was short-lived. The twins lifted me up and, with my anal opening still gaping, lowered me atop the thick rod. Even as wide as I was at that moment the thing was wider still. It was evident they’d coated it with some kind of slippery lube, but even so only the fact I had already been so heavily penetrated, my sphincter muscles beaten down, allowed it to enter me at all. I cried out as it finally forced its way in, and felt it sliding up into me as though I were being impaled.
Which, of course, was exactly what was happening. 
Inch after inch slid up into me until the flat end of the thing was jammed against the back wall of my anal tube. By standing on my toes I could just get my feet - well, my toes - on the floor and support most of my weight. The boys had calculated and measured again. So I stood there, gasping, absolutely impaled by the thickest, hardest anything I’d ever had up inside me, gulping in air, wincing at the cramps in my gut, my ankles trembling.
It hurt. A lot. But you know, I was so hot, so aroused, that dark, masochistic side of me reveling in their cruel treatment and in the outrageous bondage and pain being inflicted on me, that the pain just didn’t seem to matter as much. I was so fucking full, so ridiculously stuffed full of that fat, round wooden - cock - that I was ready to burst.
Jimmy stood on a chair behind me and I felt his hand in my hair. I realized that while I’d been unconscious they had pulled my thick hair together and braided into a loose tail, not one which sprouted from the back of my head, as would be normal, but from the very top of my head. Now he pulled that hair upwards, and he had already tied it tightly in cord. He tied the cord off above, not tightly, but with several inches of give.
Then he got down again, and they waited.
Inevitably, my toes gave way. Slowly, as the pain mounted inside me, I sank lower onto that hard wooden cock. Jimmy picked up the vibrator and began to roll it up and down across my clit. Jeremy kneaded my breasts and plucked at my nipples. My ankles continued to weaken. 
The pain intensified, but so did the sexual fever. I cried out helplessly, gasping and moaning, arching and rolling my head back. The boys then stepped aside, in unison. They bent and each grabbed one of my ankles - and slowly pulled them apart. They helped support me, not letting all my weight down o that wooden tube inside me. But they spread my legs wide, then wider still, straight out to either side, and then clamped them to the two posts that framed me.
That actually allowed me to support myself better, for now it wasn’t just my toes, which had weakened to nothing. Now it was my thigh and leg muscles helping to hold me up. 
Jimmy began teasing my clit with the vibrator again, and I shuddered and moaned and tried to control my movements to ease the pain. But again, there was a certain inevitability to things. My legs were spread too far apart to support my weight normally. The muscles being used were not used to being used in this fashion, and slowly weakened. That caused my body to sink, even though that meant my legs kind of spread wider.
With my legs way out to either side, and my muscles worn out, I was effectively impaled on the wooden post - completely impaled. All my weight was on it and the pain was intense. An orgasm hit me, which absorbed much of the pain, but when the orgasm faded the pain hit me, redoubling in strength, and I screamed into the gag as I writhed in helpless agony. My hair, tied above me, kept my body from lurching too far in any direction, helping me stay upright - impaled.
The pain was the worst I’d ever felt, and even Jimmy rolling his little silver ball over my clit couldn’t relieve it - well, not all of it. Again, my strange sexual fetish, my twisted inner nature, that dark, masochistic side of me embraced the pain, reveled in it, bathed in it! It aroused and excited me, and the vibrator took me over the edge, again and again and again, despite the agony. I think the combination, that extreme pain and all-consuming pleasure would have driven me insane had I not lost consciousness again.

* * *

There was no reason for me not to continue to enjoy the pool, especially on a warm, sunny day. I mean, you couldn’t have wild, inky sex all the time, right? Well, not unless you’re a teenage guy anyway! But honestly, I was just sort of thinking I’d like a little relaxation by the pool when I put on my bikini - yes, the tiny black one, and joined the boys out by the pool.
So I gathered my towel and tanning lotion and went out into the sunshine. Jeremy and Jimmy were on lounge chairs off to one side. I walked up to them and said “Hey” by way of greeting, intending to pass them and sit down on the next lounge chair along. But Jeremy grabbed my leg as I passed.
“Jeremy!” I complained as he pulled me back.
“What’s your hurry, baby?” he asked.
He reached up and grabbed me by the back of my bikini bottoms with his other hand, yanking me back so I fell across his lap.
“You know, Kat, I think you’d look a lot better without that bikini,” he said.
“Definitely,” Jimmy said, leaning over, grinning, and grabbing at my bikini bottoms.
“But - wait!” I gasped. “What if someone comes!”
“Like you?” Jeremy laughed.
He undid my bra while his twin yanked down my bottoms, and then I was naked, of course, which, since I was outside felt - weird. I mean, I’d skinny dipped before on occasion, but only when I was all alone. And even then it had felt really wild and kinky and exciting to be naked outdoors. I’d spent a lot of my time watching the fence and bushes in case someone guessed I was there naked and pushed their way through the bushes to peek.
“Definitely better naked,” Jimmy said.
I squirmed, panting, somewhat excited, somewhat anxious as I half lay, half sat across Jeremy’s lap.
“She needs her tanning lotion, though,” Jeremy said. “All this pale skin burns easily.”
“I do!” I complained.
Jeremy picked up my tanning lotion and poured some onto my chest, then squ8irted a line of lotion down my belly and over my thighs. Then he and Jimmy, who turned around now on his lounge chair to face us, smoothed it over my body, stroking the warm oily liquid into my skin from neck to toe.
Although, needless to say, they spent a lot more time making sure the lotion was spread nicely over my breasts and ass and my pussy than anywhere else. And, in fact, I reacted in a predictable fashion, as Jeremy held me, squirming, in place, and ran his oily fingers up and down along my slit. God it felt incredible!
He let two fingers slide into me, twisting and turning as they pushed up all the way to the knuckles, then added a third as his thumb stroked against my clit.
I was soaring upwards, gasping for breath, my insides twisting and churning as my eyes anxiously scanned the fence top and bushes for fear of someone seeing us. But somehow, the danger only increased my arousal, and I was very quickly panting and gulping in air and moaning as the pleasure started to pull me over the edge.
But then he stopped and raised me into a sitting position.
“Okay, you’re all set,” he said. “You can go enjoy the sun now.”
I stared at him, gulping in air, and he smirked at me.
“You bastard!” I said.
He laughed and then shoved me off the lounge..
“What’s the matter, Kat?” Jimmy asked. “You want to come? Come sit here, baby. I’ll make you come.’
He reached across for me and took my wrist, pulling me to my feet, pulling me to his chair. He was sitting on the edge, facing Jeremy, and pulled me down onto his lap, also seated, facing Jeremy. He put his arms around my slippery body, cupping and kneading my breasts, then slid a hand between my legs and began to stroke it across my clit and saw it up and down along my tight pink slit.
I gasped and moaned, grinding my ass back against him as the heat surged forward again, and my passion flared wildly. And then he stopped too.
“I changed my mind,” he said.
“You guys!” I whined.
They both laughed at me, and Jimmy kind of lifted me out of his lap, pushing me onto the deck.
“Don’t be such a lazy bitch,” Jeremy said. “You want to get off, then do it yourself.”
“Yeah, we’d like to see that,” Jimmy said.
“Right there. Lay right there and do it,” Jeremy demanded..
“Go for it, slut!” Jimmy said with a grin.
“Yeah, you fucking whore,” Jeremy taunted. “Spread your legs and do it right there. Right now.”
The idea was - wild. I mean, for all the stuff we had done together that still seemed to be outrageous. And that was why it was so exciting. There wasn’t a lot of room there between them and the pool. I lay down on the deck, spreading my legs wide, wide apart, with my head almost falling over the edge into the pool. In fact, the only way I could do it was to kind of prop myself up on my elbows. There was just enough room then, to start to rub my clit while they looked down.
Fuck that was hot! Masturbating while they watched me!? That was wild and kinky and sexy and the fever soon overcame me. My finger stroked frantically across my clit, and curled under to penetrate myself. I started making helpless little noises, gasps, moans, whimpers, as the rush of sensory overload battered my mind. My legs spread even wider, achingly wide, as I plunged three fingers into my oily pussy and thrust them furiously.
My other hand was kneading my breast as the heat burned away at my body, and then orgasm started to scream through my nervous system. It was just so fucking wild! I was lying there on the ground, on the deck, legs spread sooooo far apart, masturbating while they sat on their chairs and looked down at me! Wow! And it being outside only redoubled the wild thrill of the forbidden for me, so that I was practically shaking with excitement as I drove my fingers into my oiled pussy.
I cried out in pleasure, arching back - back across the edge of the pool, actually, arched back so sharply that my head actually went under the water. That was surreal. Under water all was quiet, and it was like my head was all by itself, and yet those incredible sensations were burning through me from my pussy up above, where my fingers were thrusting so violently, so desperately.
The orgasm faded and I pulled myself out of the water with a sputtering gasp, my eyes blinking water out of them. I moaned, curling up, cupping my pussy as the two guys looked down at me with big grins on their faces.
“Now you got us all hot and bothered,” Jeremy said. “I think you better do something about that, or we might have to punish you.”
“Bastard,” I moaned.
He sat up and leaned forward, grasping my right ankle, and then Jimmy grabbed my left. I was that close to the foot of their chairs, you see. They dragged me back towards them, pulling my feet up and out to either side so that I was, in effect, half in the air, only my upper back and shoulders and head on the ground, my legs stretched wide apart, one across Jimmy’s lap, the other Jeremy’s, as their hands slid up my slippery thighs and rubbed at my gaping pussy.
“Don’t!” I gasped, overly sensitive there due to my recent come.
They stretched my legs so far out to either side I was doing the splits! The tendons in my thighs stretched and ached.
“Want to make a wish?” Jeremy asked with a laugh.
“I wish our little slut would ride my prick,” Jimmy said.
“That shouldn’t be a problem,” Jeremy replied.
“We should get a little dance number first, though,” Jimmy said.
Jeremy laughed and agreed.
They let me go and I groaned, rubbing my inner thighs as my body fell back onto the deck.
“Dance for us, bitch!” Jeremy shouted jovially.
“Fuck you,” I groaned, sitting up slowly.
“Did our bitch just say fuck off to me?” 
“She surely did.”
“We can’t have that.”
“No, I agree.”
Jeremy reached down and forward, grabbing me by the arm and yanking me up and across his lap, this time belly down. He quickly pinned my wrists up behind my neck, and threw a leg across my wriggling body to hold me tight. Jimmy got up and trotted back into the house while I squirmed and Jeremy taunted me.
“Bad girl,” he said. “Now we’ll have to punish you.”
“Let me up! Jeremy! I’ll dance for you!”
“You certainly will, and call me master.”
“That’s stupid,” I complained.
He slapped my ass, and I yelped.
“Master,” he said.
“Master,” I said, snorting at how silly it was.
He groped my breast, squeezing hard, then harder, then harder still.
“Oww!” I yelped. “Oww-oww-oww-oww-oww!”
“Say please forgive me master,” he said.
“Please forgive me, master!” I cried, my breast aching.
“Put more emotion, more feeling into it,” he taunted, twisting his fingers in my aching breast flesh.
“Please forgive me, master!” I cried.
Jimmy returned, coming up behind me, and the two of them pulled me off his lap, grinning as they tried to turn me and bend me over Jimmy’s chaise lounge. I saw the thin riding crop in Jimmy’s hand and squirmed against their hold.
“I’ll dance! I’ll dance!” I cried.
“Okay,” Jimmy said, releasing me. 
Jeremy sank back onto his lounge chair and I stood up uncertainly. “Uhm, what am I supposed to dance to?”
Jimmy fooled around with the boom box which had been playing a used car ad, and found a fast song, but Jeremy shook his head. “No, put in Manfred’s CD. There’s a song there…”
They fooled around with it while I stood anxiously, shifting my weight from foot to foot, looking around me at the bushes and fences, thinking how weird it was to be naked outside. I was not much of a dancer. I mean, I was a bit self-conscious about dancing, so mostly I just danced alone in my room. Or in a club where it was dark. Dancing out here alone in the bright sunshine was not my idea of fun. But getting that crop across my ass wasn’t fun either.
The boys found a song, with a kind of slow, rhythmic melody to it. He looked at Jimmy and they grinned at each other. “Lap dance,” they said at the same time.
Okaaaaaayy. Well that really shouldn’t have been a surprise, but it only made me feel more self conscious, because now I had to be “sexy” and “hot” and stuff, and I was still far from convinced I really was any of that. 
“Dance, slut,” Jeremy ordered.
I made a face at him, then tried to dance to the music, in my own timid, self conscious way.
“Man, you suck,” Jimmy said.
“Which is a good thing,” Jeremy said. “That she sucks, I mean. But she’s also a lousy dancer, which is a bad thing.”
He got up, crop in hand, and I eyed him nervously as he moved in beside me.
“Put more energy into it, slut,” he said.
He snapped the thin crop down across my ass, and it stung, causing me to yelp and jerk sharply.
“Don’t!”
“Dance, slut.”
He slashed it across my bottom again and I yelped and twisted sharply.
“Dance, fuck toy,” Jimmy cried.
I twisted but I couldn’t dodge the crop. Jeremy sent it flicking out across my bottom, or my hip, or even across my belly or arm. He also sent it darting in, the tip, with its flat little slapper, snapping at my breasts or even between my legs. Believe me, I was soon moving a lot more energetically! It’s funny how pain diminishes inhibitions. I was soon twisting and humping and grinding my hips to their satisfaction, arching and twisting like they ordered, sliding my hands up and down my slick body, making sexy faces at them. It was actually - well - kind of hot to be doing that and to have them looking on so appreciatively.
With them satisfied with the way I was “shaking it” I straddled Jimmy’s chair and sat down on him, grinding myself in his lap, brushing my nipples against his face, rolling and twisting and shaking my head so my hair flew around, pretending I was a stripper with a customer.
The difference, of course, was that his hands were free to go wherever they wanted, and they alternated, at first, between kneading my ass, and kneading my breasts, then he slid his hand down beneath me, cocking two fingers up, thrusting them up into my pussy and making me grind and ride them. That got me hot, and when he slid his cock out I raised myself up, and sank down onto it with a groan of pleasure as it slid up deep through the soft, moist folds of my pussy.
I slid my hands up and down his chest, and over his shoulders as I slowly rode up and down on his cock. I had learned more about how to fuck since taking on the brothers. They weren’t shy about what they wanted, after all. So now I squeezed my pubic muscles as I slid slowly up, until just the head was inside me, then released them as I sank slowly down again, loving the feeling of that warm, slick flesh sliding up into my body.
I began to ride up and down in time to the music, still rolling my hips a bit, pressing my breasts against hi face so he could suck and chew on the nipples. Fortunately the tanning lotion was vegetable based, not exactly edible, but not something which was a problem for his hungry mouth as he sucked hard on my throbbing, erect nipples and his hands dug into my buttocks to lift me up and urge me on to greater speeds.
I picked up the pace, sliding up and down, gasping and grunting as I impaled myself again and again on his thick cock.
Meantime, Jeremy moved in behind me. He slid his hand slowly up and down along my spine, then down, down, down between my taut buttocks as I rode Jimmy, down across my wrinkled little anal opening. He picked up the bottle of suntan oil and squirted it slowly down along my back so it trickled down to where his hand was cupped against my anal opening. He rubbed and squished his hand against me there, then slowly pushed a finger through my sphincter, wriggling it deep before pulling it back
A second finger joined it, sliding in among a thick coating of oily, slick suntan oil, pumping slowly in and out, twisting and opening inside me. A third finger joined them, squirming deep as I continued to ride his brother, pushing in to the knuckles and withdrawing again.
He worked a dildo into my butt, then, thicker than his three fingers, thrusting it deep, twisting it around, pulling back, and then pushing deep once more as I gasped and panted and moaned and hugged Jimmy tight as I rode him. 
Jeremy worked the dildo in and out, then pulled it free and maneuvered himself in behind me. He straddled the chair too, then eased in low and pressed his cock against my open ass, sliding it through and then pushing forward as I groaned at the thick, double penetration. They’d done it to me the other day when I was hanging upside down, but I was less dazed now, and the intensity of the sensations seemed more raw, more vibrant and intense.
I shuddered and groaned, my ass pushed back, my legs spread as I straddled Jimmy, riding up and down very slowly as Jeremy clutched my breasts and worked himself into me. It felt simply incredible to have two hard thick oily cocks sliding in and out of me at the same time, and I felt my eyes glazing over as I whimpered and moaned and gulped in air, scalded by the heat swirling through me. Just the feel of my breasts in slippery fingers was amazing, and I found myself giving over, giving up, wallowing in the sheer sensory, sensual joy of all the sensations pouring over me.
The twins' warm bodies squeezed me in between them, their cocks churning steadily inside my belly, their flared helmet heads driving up through the spasming wet folds of my flesh, burrowing deeper and deeper, punching me insides so that I ached and cramped. But that steady penetration, that steady sliding, that steady thrusting just made me want to melt into a bleary, satisfied pile of goo. And I could have, except for the crackling sexual electricity rippling through my body, along my nervous system, setting my muscles to spasming and twitching and jerking convulsively.
My breathing was hot and ragged, my eyes glazed as they continued to thrust, thrust, thrust into body my holes, grinding and jamming their bodies against mine, kneading and squeezing and sucking on my breast and nipples, pulling on my hair as they ground me between them. The orgasm howled up out of nowhere and I cried out as my body spasmed violently, convulsions wracking my frame as my legs jerked and spasmed and I ground myself desperately against Jimmy’s pussy.
I went limp, finally, gasping, exhausted, drained, while the twins continued to thrust into me for a long minute before both coming inside me and slowing down. They were both panting heavily too, at that point, and eased back with groans of relief. 



Chapter Seven

 
I felt Jeremy’s softening cock sliding back out of me as I lay against Jimmy’s chest. But Jeremy wasn’t done, or rather, he had decided that I wasn’t done. For no sooner had his cock slipped free, when he stuffed the fat dildo back up my ass, pushing it deep, almost to the point that the base was fully inside me. 
I rolled off Jimmy, and his cock slipped from me, too. Jeremy had another dildo - I guess he’d brought them out with the crop - and worked it up into my pussy. It was bigger, fatter than Jimmy’s cock, but Jimmy had worked me open by then, and the dildo fit somewhat smoothly, if tightly, inside me.
The boys settled back on their chaise lounges, but insisted that I keep the dildos inside me. They also instead I lay on the deck, not on the nearby lounger, so they could see me better. I didn’t care. I lay back on the deck, chest heaving, catching my breath and trying to settle down. The presence of the fat dildos in my pussy and ass, however, made it harder to escape the hot atmosphere of sexual abandon. Also, of course, the boys had pulled their suits back up. I remained naked.
After about five minutes Jeremy ordered me up. “We need fresh cokes, with ice. Go get them, slut.”
“Why should I go?” I complained.
“Because you’re our sex slave. Duh!” he said as if it were obvious.
I rolled my eyes, but he held the crop in his hands and smirked, and I got the message, climbing to my feet.
“And make sure those dildos stay where they are,” he said.
“She’s so tight they won’t fall out,” Jimmy said.
So I walked, naked, to the house, and got their drinks - the dildos sticking out of me, rubbing against my buttocks and thighs as I walked.. I carried them back, giving him a bit of a sulky look as I thrust one out at him.
“Uhm, uhn. Kneel and say here is your drink master,” he said.
“Oh come on!”
“You want the crop on that tight ass of yours?”
“No,” I muttered.
“What was that, slave?”
“No, master,” I sighed.
I knelt down next to him, feeling silly, but also feeling a little thrum of heat as I held out the drink. “Here is your drink, master,” I said with almost no irony.
He took it and nodded arrogantly. 
I moved over to Jimmy on my knees and handed him his with the same statement, then got to lay down.
For about ten minutes we just enjoyed the sunshine, and my pussy began to calm down - a little. Then Jeremy went inside to go to the bathroom. But he came out with the dog collar that had once belonged to their dog King, who had died a year earlier. He grinned and squatted next to me, and as I sat up, frowning suspiciously, showed it to me, then put it around my neck.
“Hey! What are you… doing?” I asked, as he slapped my hands down.
He buckled the dog collar around my throat and grinned, nodding his head, turning to Jimmy, who gave him the thumbs up.
“Excellent,” he said.
“You guys are perves,” I said.
Then he grinned and showed me the leash. I have to saw that while my jaw dropped a sizzling jolt of - something dark and wild and thrilling swept through me. I don’t really know why.
He snapped the leash onto the collar, while Jimmy looked on, grinning, then jerked on it.
“Okay, girl, up, up on all fours,” he said. “That’s a good little bitch.”
I didn’t really have a lot of choice with him tugging on my neck.
“Now let’s take a walk, little slut dog,” he said.
I gasped and stumbled forward, trying to keep up as the collar pulled against me.
“Slow down,” I gasped.
In response he swatted my ass with the crop and I yelped and lurched forward.
“Heel,” he growled. “Heel.”
Jimmy laughed again.
“The deck is hard on my knees,” I whined.
“Too bad.”
But he led me onto the grass, and then had me crawling back and forth at his heels, tugging on the leash like I was his bitch dog, and he was free with the crop, snapping it across my ass whenever I slowed.
“Sit, sit,” he said, using the tone you‘d use with a dog as he pulled back on the leash.
I sat back on my heels, and he slapped my inner thighs with the crop until they were spread wider.
Then he pulled me forward again, leading me back and forth, until he gave the leash to Jimmy. Jimmy continued walking me around, having me sit, and then “beg“, which meant I had to be on my knees, back and legs straight, and hold my arms out, hands downward, begging like a dog. And what did I beg for?
“Please may I have some cock, master,” was what they made me say, repeatedly.
He walked me some more, then had me go low, pressing my breasts firmly into the grass, arms out as I kept my ass raised high and my knees wide open.
“Please fuck me, master,” I said. “”Please fuck your little bitch dog.”
It embarrassed me, but it was also so wildly outrageously exciting that my pussy was burning up very quickly.
“If we had a dog we could have it mount her and ride her like the bitch dog she is,” Jeremy crowed. “You‘d like that, eh, Kat, having a big German Shepherd with a big cock mounting you and fucking you like the bitch dog you are.”
“OOoo, that’s gross!” I complained.
He snapped the crop across my bottom again and I gasped at the stinging pain.
Then he had me sit, and unsnapped the leash. He had another dildo, a big latex one, and grinned as he showed it to me. Then he threw it across the grass..
Jimmy laughed in delight.
I stared in confusion, then disbelief.
He snapped the crop across my back and I yelped and lurched forward.
“Fetch, slut!”
When I hesitated, the crop snapped across my shoulders and I gasped, falling forward onto my hands and knees, then lurching forward.
“Faster, slut!” He shouted, slashing the crop across my ass harshly.
“Oww!” I cried, crawling more rapidly across to the dildo. I reached for it and his voice halted me.
“With your mouth, slut!”
Feeling another jolt of heat mixed with embarrassment, I bent and grabbed it like it was a bone between my teeth, then turned and crawled back to him, depositing it into his hands as though I were a dog and it a bone. But of course, he threw it again, and I had to rush across - on hands and knees, grab it in my mouth, and rush back to him. It was hard work crawling - especially at the speeds he wanted me to move - and I was gasping and panting for breath even before he threw it into the pool.
It was a rubbery cock, but it did not float. I had to dive into the water, and dive under water, then maneuver my mouth in against it, then arch up and swim to the surface before dog paddling - they insisted, to the edge climbing out. Then he took it and threw it back again.
He and Jimmy were sniggering at me as I dropped it, and then he threw it again and I dove back into the pool. I felt incredibly degraded - yet in a way which was seriously arousing me.. The practical side of me, though, had me grabbing it with my hands when I reached the bottom this time and putting it in my mouth. I figured the guys wouldn’t notice anyway,.
They didn’t that time, or the next, but the third time they did. I knelt there, dripping wet, chest heaving as Jeremy held up the dildo
“Sit,” he ordered.
I sat back on my heels, panting, water trickling down my head and face and body as he held the dildo up and looked sternly down at me.
“Did you use your hands to pick this up, little slut?” he demanded.
I knew a moment of flustered indecision, wondering how he’d noticed, or whether he could have been sure staring down through the water, but for some reason, I meekly admitted I had.
“Yes,” I said reluctantly.
He slapped my face. It wasn’t a hard slap, but it made me gasp anyway, kind of shocked.
“Did you mean yes master, slut?”
“Yes, master,” I gulped.
“You knew you weren’t supposed to use your hands, slut,” he said. “I want you to put your head low like before, and hold your position.”
And I did it! I’m not sure why I did but - well, partly this dirty, kinky game was exciting, and my blood was hot, and partly it was just - I think I was starting to get into the habit of obeying the twins.
I put my arms out, my breasts flat against the deck, my ass raised high, and he snapped the crop down across my ass - kind of hard, enough to sting sharply and make me let out a little cry of pain.
“Say, I’m sorry for being a bad slut, master,” he said.
“I-I’m sorry for being a bad slut, master,” I gasped.
The crop slashed across my ass again and I winced.
“Again,” he said.
“I’m sorry for being a bad slut, master,” I said.
Another blow, and again I repeated it. 
Jimmy laughed and made a face “The slut master,” he said with a giggling, exaggerated voice.
“We is the slut masters!” Jeremy crowed, then slashed the crop across my ass again, hard enough to make me gasp and cry out.
“What do you say, slut?”
“I’m sorry for being a bad slut, Master!”
Again, and again and again, and each time I made the same apology.
Then he threw the dildo and it was back in the water for me, this time using only my mouth, as required.
After more such games of “fetch” I was staggering, and barely able to crawl when they cut me some slack and let me lay down for a little while. I wanted a coke, but Jimmy slapped my hand away from the cup.
“Jimmyyyy,” I whined. “I’m thirsty.”
“You mean master, don’t you?”
“Master,” I sighed.
“Wait here.’
He got up and went inside, then came out with a bowl. He put the bowl on the deck and poured the coke into it, and Jeremy laughed as Jimmy sat down again.
“Drink from the bowl, but don’t use your hands, slut dog.”
I groaned, but really only cared about getting a drink at that point. I crawled to it, lowered my mouth into it, and slurped up some refreshing, icy cold coke. Then I tried to lay back, in a little shade from his chair. I was still simmering on a medium heat as far as sex went. I was finding all this highly exciting, nasty, dirty, kinky and wild, and I still had those dildos jammed inside me. I couldn’t move without being aware of them, of the pressure inside me, of the way my buttocks and thighs rubbed against them when I moved, or crawled, or the feel of them up inside my tummy.
Then I started to feel a persistent pressure inside me which had nothing to do with the big dildos. I sat up a little.
“I need to go pee,” I said, starting to get to my feet.
“Woah, there doggie,” Jeremy said. “Where do you think you’re going?”
“Jeremy, I need to go and pee,” I complained.
He slapped my face again. It was startling. I mean, he didn’t haul off and CRACK like that, but he hit hard enough to make me gasp.
“Do you mean master?”
“Master,” I whined. “I need to go to the bathroom.”
“Then beg for it,” he said with a smirk.
Impatiently, I drew a deep breath. “May I please go for a pee, master?”
“You mean you want to go walkies?”
I looked at him uncertainly.
“Say it, slut dog.”
“May I please go walkies, master?” I asked plaintively.
“Of course, little slut,” he said.
He reached forward and snapped the leash on my collar again, then stood up.
“Heel,” he barked.
He tugged on the leash and I followed him, but he led me away from the house, out into the grass, then around to the edge of the bushes, where rougher grass grew.
“Right here, slut,” he said.
“What?!” I yelped.
“This is where dogs go for a leak, and you’re a bitch dog,” he said with a cruel grin. “So you go here.”
“I can’t - you can’t - .”
But of course he could, and not only that, but the very idea was - wildly - arousing. I was like, what, no, ohm god, that would be so nasty, so kinky! So dirty! I couldn’t! I blushed red as the grinned down at me, and Jimmy came up behind, both of them smirking.
“Can’t I go inside, uhm, master?”
He slashed the crop across my ass by way of answering. “Here, slut dog. Right now,” he ordered.
/I should have told him to go fuck himself but the more I thought about it, with the two of them looking down at me, the hotter and wilder and nastier and more exciting the idea became.
I blushed even more deeply, my insides trembling as I shifted my knees apart, then wider apart, and then, as they watched, I pissed into the grass. And I was so aroused, so hot, so wild, that I could feel myself about to come! I pissed into the brush, and then my right hand darted back between my legs and rubbed my clit as the orgasm roared up from within. I came while I was pissing, came while rubbing my clit frantically, feeling the warm stream on my fingers as I rubbed and jerked and moaned and gurgled in wild passion and heat.
“Nasty little slut dog,” he said, “Coming without permission like that. You’ll have to be punished.”
Ohmygod! This was so wild and dirty and degrading - and HOT!
He tugged on the leash, pulling me away from where I’d just peed, then had me sit back on my heels. He drew the leash straight down my back, then had me pull my arms back behind my back, and tied the leash around them at the elbows, binding my arms together there. I gasped as his foot went between my shoulder blades and he threw me forward onto the grass on my belly.
“Now crawl back on your belly, slut,” he ordered.
I groaned, my breasts squashed beneath me into the ground, but a snapping, stinging blow from the crop sent me wriggling forward with a gasp of pain. I had to crawl, rolling my weight from side to side, using my bare toes on the grass, slowly wriggling forward across the ground while Jeremy followed behind whipping my ass whenever he thought I wasn’t moving fast enough.
It was harder when I reached the deck, because my breasts were being crushed underneath me as my body rolled and wriggled forward, and the deck was much harsher on them than the grass and soft earth had been.
And when I reached their chairs I had to kneel and suck them both off, with my elbows still tied behind me. So much for relaxing in the sunshine!

* * *

That evening, it was like the twins just wanted to play dangerously, wanted to take chances. Well, or maybe they were just crazy.
Early on, while their mom was in the laundry room and their dad was upstairs having a shower, they sat down on either side of me on the basement sofa, where I was watching TV. They grinned at each other across me, then each grabbed one of my legs and pulled it up and out to either side.
“You guys!” I hissed.
I was wearing a nightie, and they spread me way open there on the sofa, then drove dildos into my pussy and ass, fucking me hard and fast while stroking their fingers across my clit. At one point their mother came out, and they had to quickly let go of my legs so I could jerk the hem down. I spent several long, uncomfortable minutes with Mrs. Anderson in the room talking to us, with a big dildo up my pussy and another up my ass. And they had had me slumped over to use them on me. Now sitting up, well, the pressure of my weight against the base of the two dildos was jamming the heads up into me something fierce. God, how it ached!
No sooner had she left, though, when they snatched my legs up and apart, and finished up, fucking me to an intense orgasm, while Jeremy crushed a throw pillow against my face to keep my cries of pleasure from reaching the kitchen.
That pleased them so much that later on, upstairs, they made me bend over the banister to look down at the living room below. The banister was solid, so you couldn’t see through it, which was a good thing because the boys knelt there, their hands forcing my legs wide apart while they fucked me, again, in both holes, with dildos. Jimmy also licked and sucked furiously at my clit.
And what was below? Mr. Anderson watching a baseball game. And just to make things even more interesting they made me call out to him and ask him a question about taxes – which he loved. So I had to kind of lean over the banister while Anderson talked to me about taxes – with the brothers fucking and sucking me right there!
They made me keep the two dildos inside most of the evening. Once, Jeremy even came into the kitchen, when I was standing next to his mom talking, and ran his hand up under the short hem of my nightie to make sure they were still there. He just stood on my other side, and slid his hand underneath where his mom couldn’t see.
It was like, they basically owned me now, and could do anything they wanted with me, or to me.



Chapter Eight

 
“So how do you want to be tied?”
I pursed my lips thoughtfully, gazing at the sawhorse, then up at the ceiling overhead. I considered having my wrists shackled up above. That would allow me to take some weight off my groin, but not much, and not for very long. I knew my own strength, after all. Bur realism would be better served if my arms were behind me.
“Up behind my back,” I said.
“Okay, turn around,” Jimmy said.
I turned around and brought my wrists back behind me, my hands raised high, my arms crossed. Jerry wrapped the soft rope around my right wrist a half dozen times, making sure the loops were tight – but not too tight - then lifted my wrist a little higher so the back of my hand was pressed against my left shoulder blade.
“Right about there?” he said.
“Yeah,” I said, feeling the familiar butterflies beginning to take light in my stomach.
He lifted my other hand up higher, and I grunted as I felt the strain in my shoulder. But I was nothing if not limber, and tried to push my hand upwards myself as he wrapped the first loop around it. He drew it tighter, and pulled and I gasped softly as my wrist was forced up higher still, pulling at my shoulder more heavily. He had to ease my wrists closer to the middle of my upper back to get the rope looped around it repeatedly and firmly, but then drew the rope downwards and tied a loop around my left arm just above my elbow.
I felt my breathing picking up as he worked the rope across to my other arm, and then slowly, carefully pressed my elbows inwards, closer and closer as I groaned softly, then gasped in pain. He bound them in place then, the rope looping back and forth until my arms were immovably locked behind me.
“Okay,” he said. “Get on.”
He took my arm and I shuffled sideways, then raised my right leg and swung it across the sawhorse. The wood scraped softly across my inner thigh as I adjusted my position. Then I settled down firmly, my soft sex pressed against the smooth wood atop the centre of the horse. On my toes, I could just support myself, but that would change, for Jerry was already kneeling, tying several loops of rope around each ankle.
He pulled the rope on my left ankle outwards, and I gasped as my foot was forced up off the floor, pulled out and down at a sharp angle to the left. He had driven a ring into the floor at the proper angle, and now fed the rope through it, then back along the floor towards the horse. Holding it, he crawled over to the other side of the horse, took the rope around my right ankle, and pulled that out, and suddenly I was sitting fully atop the horse, all my weight coming down on my tender mons.
He fed the rope through the ring an then back along the floor towards the first one, and tied a loop in the two ropes, then pulled. I grunted as the ropes on both ankles went quite taut, pulling very firmly on my ankles. Then he tied the ropes off.
My breathing was much heavier now, my heart pounding, my blood racing as my weight began to make my pussy throb with the pressure. Jerry gripped my hair and pulled back, firmly but not ungently, and pressed the red ball-gag against my mouth. I opened my jaws wide, but the ball was still too big, of course. He wedged it in, a bit at a time, until it was filling my mouth, then drew the strap around my head and buckled it in place.
“Oh, I forgot,” he said with a wicked leer, “I had another idea I meant to tell you about.”
I looked at him, eyes blinking. The heat and hunger were already settling over my mind like hot, oozing honey settling over my body and I tried to kick my mind into gear. What was he saying? What… oh. My eyes narrowed and I looked at him warily as he produced a pair of small cords. He tied a loop in one and then slipped it teasingly over my right nipple.
My nipple, of course, was insanely hard, now, my breasts swollen, the areola puffy with my excitement. He nudged the cord in carefully and then slowly tugged the loop closed, slowly at first, then when he was sure it was where he wanted it, right at the very back of my nipple, resting against my areola, he yanked it tight, and my nipple burned and stung and caused me to squirm and moan in my uncomfortable seat.
There was nothing I could do to ease the pain, though, which was probably the most frustrating thing about it. I squirmed and moaned and arched helplessly as my nipple – burned. He grinned and went over to my other side, doing the same thing to that nipple, so that at least I was now evenly throbbing and burning.
Bastard.
The burning eased into a dull, throbbing ache, though, very quickly, and then he fed the two cords forward and up a bit, measuring my body, my reaction, how much he could stretch my nipples and distend my breasts to get the vision he was looking for. He nodded, and attached a narrow rod to the far end of the sawhorse. It snapped on so easily he had obviously prepared the thing in advance. Now he fed the cords to it and tied them off. 
They didn’t pull heavily at my nipples, just – enough. The pressure forced my back very straight, and forced me to arch a bit and lean ever so slightly up and forward in an unconscious effort to ease the pain. My nipples were both stretched, my breasts only slightly distended outward.
“Now I’m getting out of here,” he said with a sigh. “I’m already sweating like a pig.”
He grinned at me. You didn’t think I was going to stick around, did you? It’s fucking hot up here!
It was, of course, fucking hot up here in the attic, very fucking hot. I was sweating myself, and had been for the last several minutes. That was going to get worse, of course. I was counting on it.
“Of course, it won’t be safe to leave you completely alone like this,” he said.
He grinned and moved across the room, then took something out from behind an old door and brought it back. It was his video camera on a tripod. I shook my head at his back as he whistled softly to himself and set the tripod down on the floor facing me but at an angle. He moved around behind the camera, staring into it as I shook my head angrily, then grinned and looked up at him.
“What? It’s for safety reasons,” he said with a grin.
Then he walked away, went down the stairs, and closed the door.
I moaned softly, looking at the camera anxiously, at first. I could demand he delete it later, of course. But it still made me nervous. A part of me, though, was excited at its presence, looking forward to seeing myself, my reactions.
My pussy was aching already, but it was a fiercely delicious ache, for my body was thrumming with sexual hunger and excitement. I moaned softly to myself, shifting my weight slowly, to the limited extent that was possible. I could lean back a bit, bringing more weight on my tail bone, but that was soon aching too, and that caused my nipples to burn hotter.
I could do very little else. I could not really shift my weight sideways because of the taut pull on my ankles. I could not fall off my narrow perch if I tried.
I was wet, soaking wet below. I could practically feel my pussy oozing liquid against the remorseless wood as my excitement grew. The sweat was trickling slowly down my forehead now, and down my sides, my breathing ragged. I moaned and rolled my head up and back, rolled my eyes around the empty attic, then looked down at my breasts, thrust up and out, the nipples straining.
The sexual pressure became a live thing even as the pain grew worse, and I craved release with growing passion. I began to sort of grind myself against the wood, to the limited extent I was able to move at all. I used the muscles in my legs, pulling rhythmically against the ropes, and started sort of leaning in and out, in and out, in and out. This also, of course, served to pull repeatedly at my nipples so the sharp, burning, throbbing there rose and waned, rose and waned in tandem to the other delicious sensations burning through me from between my legs.
Dark passion swirled around me, 
I loved the tension in my legs, the tight pull on my ankles, the firm, hard pressure against my pussy, the pull on my tingling, burning nipples, the ache in my arms and the immovable pressure of the ropes binding them up behind my back. I loved that I was now sweating heavily, the sweat trickling slowly down my back, my hips, my breasts, my hair becoming matted against my head and the sides of my face. 
The thrill of dark, masochistic sexual excitement made my entire body fairly tremble with the pressure of a growing fever within me, a heat to match that in the attic. I jerked my legs against the ropes around my ankles, and leaned in and back, in and back. The first climax roared like a freight train as it passed over and through me, and I cried out in passion, back arching violently, head thrown back as I bucked and jerked and shook through the violent convulsions that tore through my nervous system.
The orgasm went on and on, to the point I couldn’t breath, to the point I thought I would pass out, and still my body trembled like a plucked bow string, my insides echoing with the wild, screaming release of pleasure as I fairly bounced against the sawhorse.
And then – I sagged, gasping for breath, gulping in ragged, exhausted breaths as I swayed weakly and moaned to myself. God that had been incredible! A wild thrill ride!
For long seconds, I bathed in the languorous aftermath of that orgasm, eyes slitted. Then, slowly, I recovered, and of course, found myself still tightly bound, still helpless, and now my entire body was absolutely slick with sweat. I looked down through fuzzy eyes and could see the floor below pattered with my sweat even as it continued to trickle slowly down my body, down my thighs and legs.
The pain was much more real now, in the absence of that overwhelming sexual fever. But while the intensity of my inner heat had eased the pressure was still there. I still felt my masochistic mind reveling in the tight bondage, in the helplessness of my painful position. I regained my breath, and assessed my position again, with continuing delight.
The ache in my pussy was growing worse, as was the burning in my nipples. I groaned softly, then, almost consciously, groaned more dramatically – as if the groaning helped accentuate my “suffering”, even to myself. I caught sight of the unblinking eye of the camera, remembering it again, partly with embarrassment, partly with delight. What had I looked like as I’d come? I was eager to see, but not eager to have others see.
The sexual tension began to rise within me, once again, almost in tandem with the pain and discomfort. There was no sign of Jimmy – or Jeremy, though he was out, and the feeling that I was truly helpless, and unable to escape whatever pain was going to befall me caused me some anxiety, and yet also boosted my sexual excitement. The helpless prisoner – being tortured! No doubt soon to be cruelly molested! Ridden! Gang banged!
I moaned again, trying to grind my pussy against the wood as my mind drifted through an assortment of fantasies wherein I was the victim of cruel male – or female attention. Yes, in my fantasies, I was decidedly bisexual, though I had never really engaged in any kind of sex with a woman in real life. My fantasy dominatrixes were always much older than me, anyway, stern and beautiful and arrogant in their contempt. 
Even though I was, for the most part, heterosexual, the idea of being abused by a woman was often more exciting, simply because that would, to me, be much more embarrassing, much more degrading. I didn’t really like the idea of having sex with a woman, you see, but the thought of being forced to, oh wow, that made me hot!
The pain grew steadily worse, so that I gasped and moaned as it began to feel as though a spike were being jammed against the tender flesh of my sex. All my weight came down on that soft flesh, grinding it against the wood, and the pressure began to really tell as I tried weakly to ease the pain by shifting my position backwards and forwards. I couldn’t, of course, and my excitement rose, as well.
I winced and gasped as I shifted position, but the sharp, stinging sensations contributed to my inner heat, as did the fantasy of myself as a torture victim, being kept prisoner by… by… a frat house! Yes, the frat boys were keeping me here, torturing me, turning me into their sex slave, their helpless fuck toy! They would force me to submit, to crawl to them, to beg them to fuck me! They would gather around me, jeering and smirking, a whole crowd of them, while I crawled naked and licked their feet!
And as the fantasy played out in my mind I used my weight to jerk myself forward and back, despite the increased pain, gasping and moaning, blinking my eyes against the sweat, the fever taking hold so that the pain only melded into the roaring furnace of inner heat that drove me into my increasingly frantic movements.
Oh God! Oh God! Oh godohgodohgod!
The orgasm swirled up out of my body, enveloping me in a seething cloud of crackling sexual electricity. I cried out again and again, arching and twisting and writhing, bouncing and jerking and grinding myself against that hot, burning wood jammed so agonizingly against my pussy, and my body jerked convulsively to the rising howl of the climax tearing through my body and mind.
It was incredible! The rush of sensations overwhelmed me. I writhed and twisted and cried out, my head, my entire upper torso, jerking and rolling and twisting – which served to pull my nipples harder against the cords, of course, which made them burn hotter, and added to the inferno consuming me.
And then, the orgasm faded, slowly faded, and left me, gasping, dazed, my eyes glassy, moaning, head lolling.
I stared blearily towards the camera, wondering what kind of images it had gotten, and what the twins might do when they saw them. God, it was hot. I was sweating like a pig. The perspiration was dripping off me now, trickling slowly down my pale body, my hair matted against the sides of my head as I swayed weakly in place. My nipples burned, and my pussy was flaming with pain.
Yet I could do nothing, couldn’t cry out, couldn’t demand I be released, couldn’t escape. The pain continued, and began to gnaw at me, but I couldn’t escape it. The pain grew worse and I whimpered helplessly into the gag, continually shifting and trying to find a more comfortable position, and always being denied. 
I was being tortured! That was so incredibly, wickedly exciting!
The sex-heat built up again, though it was hard for the real heat robbed me of energy. Even my back hurt, for I had to keep my back arched constantly to ease the pull at my nipples. I expected Jimmy to show up at any moment, but it didn’t happen. The sex-heat rolled me over again and I climaxed, writhing, twisting, my head shaking wildly as the pleasure tore through me. But that just left me more exhausted, more drained, and the pain even worse.
A long while passed and I was still there. The pain was unending, and so intensely frustrating I found myself sobbing miserably, feeling very sorry for myself. But that did nothing, and the tears stopped as I sat there, straddling the narrow beam, moaning into the gag, hurting and tired and feeling very much – very, very much, like the helpless, tortured prisoner I fantasized about.
Which, of course, aroused me again.
By now, I was literally soaked in sweat, as wet as if I’d stepped out of the shower. I swayed weakly, groaning, insatiably thirsty, dehydrated. How long had I been there anyway? It seemed like forever. Jeremy must be back by now. Didn’t he want to come and fuck me!? I begged for them to come and fuck me, wanting them to let me down, to take me downstairs, but still I sat there, perched agonizingly on my soft mons atop that narrow beam, legs spread open and bound down tightly.
I swayed dazedly, exhausted, overheated, dehydrated, and in terrible pain. Surely they wouldn’t leave me here all night, I thought frantically.
And then, finally, the twins showed up. I’d never seen anyone so beautiful in my life! 
“How’s our little slut doing?” Jimmy asked.
“Bet she has a sore pussy,” Jeremy said, smirking.
“It sure as shit is hot up here,” Jimmy said, looking at me.
“I like my bitches hot and sweaty anyway,” Jeremy said, grabbing the cord attached to my nipple and pulling it out even harder.
“Just remember, the plan is to keep her here the rest of the night. Mom and dad think she’s gone to Amy’s house.”
My eyes widened with sudden panic. I couldn’t stay here all night! I couldn’t! It would drive me mad! The pain was too awful, and it was only going to get worse! I shook my head frantically at them and Jeremy laughed. “You gave the plan away to her.”
“Too bad. Not much slut-girl can do,” Jimmy said.
I shook my head, sending droplets of sweat flying, my eyes beseeching him as I tried to yell through the gag. He just smiled, and the two turned away and headed for the stairs.
“We’ll be back in the morning, slut.”
“No!” I screamed into the gag.
They laughed and kept walking. Then Jeremy paused and turned back to grin at me. “I suppose we might be persuaded to let you down early,” he said.
“Hey, no man, that’s not the plan,” Jimmy said.
“Yeah but, we’ll see.”
He returned, with Jimmy trailing after, scowling.
He gripped my sweaty hair and jerked my head up and back, forcing my back to arch so my nipples pulled painfully against the cords.
“How far would you be willing to go to convince us to let you down, sex-slave?” he purred.
I tried to speak, but of course, couldn’t.
“Would you do anything I told you to? Anything?
I nodded my head desperately.
“Anything?”
I nodded my head again.
He grinned and looked at Jimmy, then back at me.
“Would you lick my foot?
I gaped at him, not understanding.
“Would you lick the toilet? Would you drink out of it?”
Was he serious?! He couldn’t be serious!
“Yes or no,” he growled. “Yes or we leave.”
I nodded my head desperately.
He and Jimmy untied my ankles and eased me off the beam, but my arms were still tied behind me, the cords still tied to my nipples. They each took one, laughing, pulling, making me shuffle forward on my knees, gasping and moaning dazedly. They made me bend forward, pressing my sweating face against the floor. Then Jimmy stood in front of me, wearing brown leather shoes.
“Lick, slave. Lick your master's shoes.”
Moaning, I pushed my tongue out hesitantly, and licked across the top of his shoe.
That got me a smack to my bottom.
“You don't lick more eagerly than that you're going back up,” Jeremy barked.
I licked frantically along his shoe, up along the side, then down around the toe. And when he raised it, I licked at the underside, my tongue licking bits of grit and dirt off as he smirked down at me.
Then I had to lick Jermy's foot, only he was wearing sandals! I licked helplessly, and when he poured some water on his foot my tongue moved almost eagerly, licking and lapping at his toes. I was so thirsty! He pulled his sandal off, and I had to lick and suck on his wet toes! It was humiliating, but darkly thrilling for some reason. I was getting off on being degraded!
They led me downstairs naked. Jeremy went out to make sure his parents weren't on the floor, then, they led me leashed and crawling along the hall and into the main bathroom. I rolled my eyes as I stared at the toilet. It was spotless, of course, thank God, for their mother was a very good housekeeper. But it was still the toilet!
I first had to lick along the base of it, then up along the side, then against the rim and finally, I had to put my head in and lick the inside of the bowl and drink from the toilet! Yech! Gross!
After that they tied my nipples to a low pipe so I was forced to stay kneeling, bent over, and then sodomized me before untying me.
I think I was really broken by that event, not so much in spirit but – broken of any semblance of inhibitions or pride. If they wanted me to grovel, I grovelled. If they wanted me to lick their feet or drink from the toilet I did it, usually masturbating while they did so. If they wanted to fuck me, they did.
I was their slave slut, their slave-bitch, their sex slave, and despite the pain, it was a wild, exciting, thrill ride of dark passion and pleasure that filled my otherwise dull, colorless life with the kind of animal heat and hunger most women only dream of.
I know others might think I’m sick, especially as they’re the guys I used to babysit for, but honestly, Jeremy had been right when he’d earlier said they were perfect because they could be trusted. I could trust them, just so long as I obeyed them.
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