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Chapter One
Regan had never felt so emotionally drained. Her eyes were half closed as she

walked, arm around her sister Riley’s waist, up the walk to what was supposed

to be their new home. Their parents sudden deaths in a traffic accident had

stunned the sisters, and left them feeling like flotsdam tossed and turned on

churning waves, unable to think or care about anything.

 

They really didn’t know their uncle Paul much. He lived only a few hundred

miles away, but their father and he hadn’t gotten along, and rarely spoken.

Regan could remember visiting years ago, when she was barely thirteen, and

thinking, even then, that Uncle Paul was kind of creepy, and Aunt Beth little

better. But they had both been an enormous help in taking care of things after

their parents deaths.

 

And although the sisters were technically adults, neither was economically

equipped to live on their own yet. Neither had ever done any work, not even

part time. Only ten months apart in age, they were both in their first year at

university. Regan was taking economics, while Riley took Math.

 

No one would have expected such things to look upon them. The sisters were

tall, willowy, and beautiful, and had always drawn male eyes. Their breasts

were not especially large, but were exceptionally firm and round and sat high

upon their slender chests above perfectly flat tummies and flaring hips. They

had dancers bodies, with long, exquisitely sculpted legs.

The sisters were almost mirrors of each other, save that Regan had long rich, dark brown hair and Riley had silky, golden blonde locks. Yet their hairstyles remained nearly identical, their soft, shining hair spilling straight down past their shoulder and mid-way down their backs, long bangs curling across their foreheads.

 

They did not look like the bookworms they were, like girls who far preferred

to discuss Aristotle and quantum math than fashion, men and movies. Yet their

bodies had been toned in their father’s home gym - for he was something of a

fitness fanatic, and their bright blue eyes, soft, oval faces, and small,

turned-up noses were the product of nature’s generosity.

 

It irritated both of them, and had for some years, that most of the boys - and

now men - they encountered cared little or nothing for their intelligence and

questing minds, and wanted only to fix their salivating lips to their stiff

pink nipples, and slide their hands under the girls’ firm, round bottoms. It

irritated them to the point the sisters rarely dated, preferring to read, do

homework, and attend book fairs and galleries.

 

It would not, therefore, be untruthful to call the sisters sheltered. Though

not wealthy by today’s standards, their parents were comfortable, and they had

grown up in a beautiful neighbourhood in a large house with gardens and room

to play and enjoy the peace and quiet of a summer morning.

 

But as Aunt Beth led them in through the front door, Regan, despite her

tiredness, could hardly fail to notice the decrepit state of the home. The

door itself was badly in need of a painting, with one of the pains of glass in

the window broken. Inside the front hall was equally in need of painting, and

more, for the floor looked half finished, and the walls were bare planks.

 

Through another poorly painted door and over a hardwood floor in desperate

need of sanding, a blanket hung before the window, and all around was evidence

of work half finished. There were holes, exposed wiring, and bare bulbs

scattered here and there.

 

“You dears just come with me,” Aunt Beth said, leading them through a

frameless doorway.

 

“Watch your step,” she warned, as Riley stumbled.

 

There was a four-inch space between the floor they had been on and the bare

concrete they now walked across, and lighting was minimal.

 

They went up a very narrow, winding wooden staircase with no hand rail.

 

“Be careful here,” Aunt Beth warned.

 

Upstairs was worse. Everything looked in a state of half repair.

 

“Paul is still working on the house, you know,” Aunt Beth said. “We bought it

very cheaply a few years ago but it needs a lot of work. But Paul is very

handy, you know.”

 

Regan looked around doubtfully. If this was what it looked like after years of

Uncle Paul’s work she wondered what shape it had been in on purchase.

 

They were led into a tiny room with a pair of sister beds laid out. The

ceiling arched in low on the left, and there was a dirty window ahead which

looked out onto the grass, scrub bushes and trees behind the house. The place

was fairly isolated, with no nearby neighbours.

 

“We’ve put your stuff in storage for now. We can dig it out tomorrow,” Aunt

Beth said in a kindly voice. “For now you can just relax and look around. Look

how beautiful it is outside. Would you like to go for a walk?”

 

“Uhm, not just yet, thank you, Riley said.”

 

“I think we’d simply like to rest,” Regan added.

 

“Of course, dear. You’ve had a trying day,” Aunt Beth said. “If you’d like I

can make you some tea or coffee.”

 

“Yes, we’d like that, thanks,” Riley said.

 

Aunt Beth smiled and nodded, then turned away, picked her way around a hole in

the floor, and carefully went down the stairs, bending her head at the spot

where it turned an the ceiling came low.

 

“What a dump!” Riley whispered.

 

“Well, he’s working on it,” Regan said, trying to sound upbeat.

 

“They bought this place years ago. I remember Daddy talking about it.”

 

“I wonder how bad it was then,” Riley said.

 

They sat down on their lumpy beds and sighed at each other.

 

“We won’t be staying long anyway,” Regan said. “I mean, we can’t go to school

from here. We’ll have to move into a dorm room or something.”

 

“I hardly want to think about school,” Riley said, laying her head back and

staring at the cracked paint on the ceiling.

 

“We’ll move in someplace together,” Regan said.

 

“We have no money.”

 

“Mom and dad had money, and there’ll be insurance. I’m sure we can afford

something better than this anyway.”

 

“Be careful about what you say. We don’t want to offend Uncle Paul or Aunt

Beth.”

 

“Or Molly.”

 

Regan nodded and made a face. Their cousin Molly was a bit of an odd girl. She

seemed very nice, very earnest, but strangely eager to be liked, like a puppy

bouncing up and down for attention. Yet the sisters liked her. She was, like

them, pretty much of a geek, preferring to read and write poetry and stories

than watch television or chase boys.

 

“This is the smallest bedroom I’ve ever seen,” Regan said.

 

“It will do for sleeping,” Riley said.

 

“I suppose. Just don’t stand up too suddenly or you’ll hit your head.”

 

“Yes, that will take some getting used to.”

 

There were feet on the bare wood stairs and Molly appeared, carrying a pair of

mugs of tea. The girl was a foot shorter than the sisters, with chestnut hair

hanging to her shoulders, a narrow face to go with her slim body, and small,

thin glasses. She was their age, but they’d always thought of her as younger

because of her soft spoken voice and shy, quiet manner.

 

“It will be fun having you here,” Molly said, sitting on an overturned garbage

pale.

 

The sisters glanced at each other and made noncommittal sounds.

 

“Would you like me to show you around? It’s really an interesting house.”

 

Regan shrugged with little interest but Riley said sure, so the sisters

followed the girl through a bizarre tour of the ramshackle house. There were

half a dozen other small bedrooms, most in worse shape than their own, much

worse shape. One had plastic covering where a wall ought to have been. There

were several staircases, but one ended halfway down.

 

But everywhere was junk: Junk littered a garage large enough for three or four

cars, and was propped against the outside walls all around the house. Junk

filled the “loft” above the garage, and sat in the laundry room and front

hall. And then there was the basement. The basement was enormous, but looked

like nothing so much as a medieval torture chamber or prison, with ancient

stone walls and a dank, damp smell. It was divided into a variety of odd sized

rooms, a few of which held pipes, the heating and plumbing. Other were simply

filled with more junk. The lighting consisted of bare bulbs dangling here and

there from a makeshift wiring system strung along the stone ceiling.

 

Junk everywhere, Regan thought, shaking her head in wonderment. If there was

one fully finished and painted wall, one room with decent lighting, one room

with a smooth, unblemished floor anywhere in the ramshackle disaster of a

house she had not yet come across it.

 

And Molly seemed to think they were moving in!

 

    *

 

Despite the lumpy mattress, her physical and mental exhaustion gave Regan a

good sleep. And for once, when she wakened, she didn’t suffer the sudden

jolting realization of her loss. She sat up with a yawn, and glanced at the

bed sheet across the doorway which acted as a “door”. She and Riley normally

slept in the nude, but with so little privacy they’d slept in their panties

and bras.

 

She sat up and held the bed sheet close and looked for her clothes, frowning

as she failed to find them. She reached across to Riley and shook her awake.

 

“Wake up, sleepyhead.”

 

She ran fingers through her silky hair and looked into the empty closet, again

wondering where her clothes were. And then she spotted some clothes on the

overturned garbage pail Molly had been using as a stool. She pushed the sheet

aside and walked to it - a short walk in that tiny room.

 

“Took your clothes for washing. Only realized after that Paul had gone to town

with your boxes of clothes still in the truck. These are Molly’s for now. -

Aunt Beth.”

 

“Oh great,” she said, frowning doubtfully at the small bundle of clothes.

 

She held up a pair of blue cotton shorts and a tank top. “These aren’t going

to fit.”

 

Riley sat up and rubbed her eyes. “What?”

 

“Molly’s clothes. Ours are in the laundry or something.”

 

Riley sat up slowly, yawning, and swung her long legs out of bed, and Regan

threw her a pair of gray shorts.

 

Riley looked at them doubtfully, then slid her feet into them and pulled them

up her legs. She stood up, and tugged on the shorts, which stretched as she

pulled them up over her hips.

 

“They’re kind of tight,” she said.

 

Regan pulled hers on. They were tight, and short, with a low slung waistband.

She and Riley pulled on the tank tops and were unsurprised that they fit even

more poorly. The tanks were midriff baring to begin with, but on the sisters

they were uncomfortably tight across their chest, and the scoop necks were

showing more cleavage than either girl felt at all comfortable with.

 

“Well, nobody’s around,” Riley said, “and we can put our stuff on as soon as

it’s done. It’s probably in the dryer now.”

 

She pulled aside the bed sheet and yelped in alarm, jumping back at the sight

of her cousin Patrick there. He looked briefly startled as well, then smiled

lazily.

 

“Well good morning, cousin,” he said.

 

He was tall, and handsome, like his father, and with the lithe, yet muscular

build only regular hard physical work provided. His hair was long and blonde,

and despite herself Riley felt a little flutter in her stomach at the glint in

his eyes.

 

“We’re fine,” she gulped.

 

He nodded smoothly, eyes flicking to her breasts, then back up, his grin

widening. “I like the outfit,” he said.

 

Riley coloured. “They’re Molly’s. Mine are wet.”

 

He grinned again. He had nice teeth, she thought, though she blushed at the

direction of his grin.

 

“Would it be rude to say they look much better on you?”

 

“They’re too small,” Regan said.

 

He looked past Riley to her sister. “No such thing, not on a beautiful girl.”

 

Regan snorted.

 

“I’ll tell mother you’re up,” he said, giving a final wink before turning

away.

 

Regan moved closer to her sister. “Was he peeping at us!?”

 

“I don’t think so,” Riley said, frowning. “I’m glad we slept in our underwear,

though.”

 

“He was staring at your tits.”

 

“He wasn’t staring.”

 

“Well he sure noticed them.”

 

“Regan, you can’t help notice them in this.”

 

They carefully made their way down the stairs, then through the passage from

one section to the other to emerge by the kitchen where Aunt Beth was working.

Patrick was there too, and he broke off whatever he was saying when they came

in. His eyes rolled over the two girls and he grinned anew, then away.

 

They blushed and Riley tried, self-consciously, to cross her arms over her

chest, but couldn’t get them high enough to accomplish anything without

looking obvious.

 

“Good morning, girls,” Aunt Beth said genially. “I’ve your breakfast ready.

Just you sit down here at the table.”

 

She was a large, dark haired woman, taller than the sisters, but much wider in

the shoulders, with large breasts and wide hips. She wore a tank top herself,

though one fitted properly, and her arms were thick and solid as she lifted a

heavy pot and set it aside.

 

“Uhm, thanks,” Regan said, flushing a little under her cousin’s appreciative

eyes.

 

“Are our clothes ready?” Regan asked.

 

“No, dear. I’m afraid not. I just took them out of the wash. They’re hanging

on the line.”

 

Regan blinked in temporary confusion. Then she realized the woman meant a

clothesline. Did people still do that!?

 

She and Riley sat at the small, rickety table and Aunt Beth gave them bacon

and eggs and steaming hot coffee. It was actually quite good, but both of them

were feeling quite self conscious in Patrick’s presence.

 

“I know this house doesn’t seem like much yet,” Aunt Beth said, “But you just

wait a few years until Paul’s finished all the renovations. It’s going to be

magnificent then! The Morgan family mansion,” she said with a smile.

 

“I’m sure it will be,” Regan said.

 

“It’s the money, of course. If Paul didn’t have to work so much he’d have time

to work more on the house. As it is he works ten hour days doing carpentry and

dry-walling and then comes home and works here in the evening and on weekends.

It’s exhausting.”

 

“I’m sure it must be,” Riley said.

 

“It’s hard, sweaty work,” Patrick said, somehow managing to say it in a way

which made Riley blush again.

 

Then he stood up, winked at Riley, and ruffled her hair before striding out of

the room.

 

Regan and Riley felt as though they could fully inhale now.

 

After breakfast Aunt Beth suggested the wander around and get to know the

layout of the house. With nothing better to do the sisters did just that,

shaking their heads and whispering in either dismay or amusement at the

scattershot nature of the repairs and work being done. They wandered outside,

and shook their heads at the poorly painted state of the walls, and the

unkempt gardens, then wandered into the garage - saw Patrick there, and turned

to go.

 

“Hey,” he said, hurrying after them. “It’s an interesting house, isn’t it!”

 

“Uhm, yes,” Riley said, forced by politeness to turn around.

 

Regan turned as well, and frowned at his flicking eyes. She felt as though

they were being undressed repeatedly - not that there was a lot to remove.

 

“You shouldn’t stare at us like that,” she said.

 

“Why not?” he asked with a sly grin, “A cat can look at a king.”

 

“Yes, but shouldn’t stare at him,” Riley said.

“Am I staring? I thought I was just appreciating the view.”

Riley put her hand across her chest and scowled. “We are your cousins, you know. You shouldn’t look at us like that.”

“Cousins can marry,” he said with a grin. “Isn’t any law against it. Cousins can do a lot of things.”

Riley turned to go and then gasped as she felt his hand slide up and squeeze her bottom. She leapt forward, twisting and glaring and he giggled and then grinned cheekily at her before going back inside.

“What a perve!” Regan said as Riley fought with a strange sensation in her belly.

They wandered around the outside the house. There were no neighbours in sight, just brush and scrub brush, and distant trees. It was not the most beautiful sight the sisters had ever laid eyes on. Still, it was better looking than the ramshackle house.

Until it started to rain. It had been overcast, but the girls hadn’t considered rain as they wandered out into the field next to the house. The rain arrived with a startling speed, and they squealed as they ran for the house. The skies really opened up just before they got there and the rain poured down on them as they raced through the grass to the house.

By chance, the nearest opening was the open garage door, and the sisters darted through and pulled up short, gasping for breath.

Patrick turned in surprise, and grinned. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, and his chest glistened wetly. He had his shirt in his hand, bunched up, and was mopping his hair and face.

“Was out chopping wood and got caught myself,” he said. “Rain can start really suddenly out here.”

His grin broadened, and it’s a cold rain,” he said.

Regan noted Riley’s stiff nipples pushing out through the thin fabric of the tank top, and looked down to see her own doing the same. She gasped and folded her arms over her chest, but her embarrassment was coloured by - something else. Patrick looked incredibly hot as he stood there, his firm body glistening in the dim light coming from above.

She didn’t often get this close to half naked men, and hadn’t had a lot of experience with the sensation it was creating within her. Yes, he was her cousin but boy… he was hot. She felt her nipple tingling, and the small, cold drops of water still slowly trickling down into her open cleavage.

“It is cold,” Riley said, rubbing her wet arms.

“Maybe we should move together, for body warmth,” Patrick said, his big arms suddenly folding around the sisters and drawing them firmly in against him.

The sisters looked at each other, and up at him as he grinned down.

“I don’t think so,” Regan said, pulling back.

Riley made no such effort at first, then eased away, a trifle reluctantly.

“A well,” he said. “There is a back way into the house, if you’d prefer not running back out into the rain.”

“Uhm, sure,” Riley gulped.

He led them up the narrow staircase to the loft. They could hear the rain pelting down against the roof above. He bent low, and Riley let her eyes slide down onto his tight ass, so firm in his damp jeans. He gripped the bottom of a plywood sheet wrapped in plastic and pulled it up, swinging the sheet up and away from the floor to reveal a low opening no more than a couple of feet high.

“You can crawl through there into the house,” he said, holding the sheet aloft.

Riley got to her knees, and then slowly crawled through the narrow opening. Regan watched her short shorts draw up across her buttocks, and turned her head sharply to see Patrick watching appreciatively. She scowled, and when he motioned to her she gripped the plywood herself.

“You first,” she said.

He shrugged. “Sure you can hold it?”

 

“It’s not that heavy.”

He grinned and got to all fours, then slowly crawled through. Regan stared at his ass while he was doing it and grinned to herself. Then she got down on all fours herself and eased in under the sheet as it was lowered.

Only when she saw him kneeling at the other end of the opening did she realize he had an even better view from in front of her. She barely stopped herself from trying to cover her chest. She needed both hands to crawl, and that would have looked stupid. She was forced to continue crawling while he looked right down her shirt, her face red as she emerged and he helped her stand.

“Thank you for letting me go first,” he said.

She blushed even more, but felt a little throb of excitement between her legs, despite her embarrassment.

“Goodness, it’s pouring!” Aunt Beth said as they came down to the kitchen.

She handed Riley the small dish towel she’d been using to dry the dishes, and Riley wiped her face and patted her head and chest. Regan then did the same, both of them wondering why a better towel wasn’t offered.

“Well, you’re a little damp,” Aunt Beth said. “But that won’t hurt you.”

“It’s chilly,” Riley said, still embarrassed at her stiff nipples.

Aunt Beth chuckled. “The way we handle the chill around this house is to work!” she said “Come on. We’ll find something for you to do.”

“I don’t suppose our clothes are dry,” Regan said.

“Your clothes are on the line outside, dear. They’re soaked, along with most of mine, and the towels and extra sheets.”

She was pouring hot water into a pail as she spoke, and soap bubbles were rising. She pulled the pail out of the sink and carried it into the front room before setting it down, then went back, got a pair of scrub brushes and handed them to the surprised sisters.

“This floor is filthy,” she said. “You can start in on it at that end. You’ll be warm in no time.”

The sisters stared at each other in shock, but there didn’t seem to be anything else they could do. Refusing would seem gauche, like they thought themselves too good to work. Shivering, still dripping water a bit, they took the brushes and then awkwardly got down onto their knees and dipped the brushes into the hot water.

“Do you have plastic gloves or something?” Riley asked doubtfully.

Aunt Beth laughed. “We don’t waste money on such things around this house, dear.”






Chapter Two
There was only one way to clean the floor, and that was on all fours, scrubbing with one hand while the other propped them up. They immediately found that their bare knees were not meant to be crawling on hard wood. Yet with Aunt Beth bustling around the kitchen it would have seemed churlish to complain.

She was right, though, the scrubbing quickly warmed them up.

After a few minutes Riley sat back on her heels, panting, wiping her forehead with the back of her wrist as she caught her breath. She saw movement out of the corner of her eye and turned her head to see Patrick there grinning at them, or really, grinning at Regan now. Regan was on all fours, scrubbing away, her bottom pointed at him, her knees apart. The short shorts were pulled up rather far between her buttocks, and Riley flushed and then called her.

Regan looked around, then cursed softly and sat back on her heels, turning and glowering at Patrick. He grinned back, and let his tongue slide slowly along his lower lip in a taunting manner that had both girls blushing.

“Very nice butts,” he said.

Regan opened her mouth to respond hotly but he turned and hurried out.

“He is such a perve!” Riley whispered.

“He’s cocky is all,” Regan sighed. “Lots of guys act the same way. He’s just arrogant because he knows he’s good looking.”

“He is, isn’t he. And he’s awfully well-built.”

They scrubbed hard, until their arms felt like falling off, then cleaned windows, and helped Molly and Patrick move much of the junk in the “loft” down into the “garage”. Patrick took every opportunity to openly admire the sisters whenever they bent over, or forward, or even when they didn’t, but Molly did not appear to notice.

At first the two were embarrassed, but that began to fade. After all, it wasn’t like they could be blamed for what they were wearing. And there was a part of every young girl which thrilled to having their bodies admired and appreciated. Since Patrick was a cousin he wasn’t dangerous, wasn’t likely to be gossiping, and so in a sense, they felt as though they had a free pass to have him look at her, to be appreciated, even to showing off.

Regan saw her sister actually bend over more slowly than she needed, to stir a pail, and with Patrick crouching in front of her he could see right into her top. He grinned, and she made a sniffing sound as though ignoring him - but Regan knew very well she was enjoying the admiration.

Later, she was reaching up, scrubbing a window, and knowing he was looking at her, she let her butt push out a little more. She was on the balls of her feet, and knew very well, and with no small amount of pride, how great her ass must look. But her little effort at teasing backfired - a little, when she didn’t notice him walk closer until his hand was giving her a squeeze.

She gasped and yelped, jerking forward, and he laughed as he passed on by.

“Bastard!” she snapped.

He winked over his shoulder and she flushed uncertainly.

“Molly, go ask Mom if she needs these old boots,” he said.

“In a minute,” his sister said, bending over another box.

He turned and slapped her bottom and she yelped and leapt forward.

“Now, girl,” he said.

She didn’t protest, but scurried down the stairs.

He turned and grinned at Regan. “I like my women to obey orders,” he said.

“Pig,” she said.

“Oink, oink,” he said, sliding his tongue across his lower lip.

He moved away. “Speaking about sexist pigs, come and have a look at this. It was in a pile of junk we bought at auction. Dad does that from time to time. He buys a stuff and re-sells it at the flea market. Makes decent money at it too.”

The sisters wandered over and he opened a large box. “This was part of a box described as new leather boots. He sold the rest at flea markets, but couldn’t quite find a place to sell these.”

He held up a pair of thigh-high leather stiletto heeled boots, and the sisters laughed at them. Riley took the boots and examined them.

“I think they’re about our size, actually,” she said.

“Well try them on.”

“No thanks,” she said.

“Let me,” Regan said, taking the boots from her sister.

She slipped off her tennis shoes and put her foot into the first boot.

“It fits!” she said in delight, drawing the zipper slowly up her long leg all the way to her thigh.

She had to lean on Riley because the heel was so high and she was tilted. But gamely put her foot in the other boot, and then bent over to do that up. Riley saw that she made sure her butt was aimed at Patrick when she did that. And then when she stood up, the affect was - interesting.

“Wow,” Patrick said in admiration.

“Now I’m almost as tall as you,” she said, smirking.

“As long as you stand still. You try walking in them and you’ll be flat on your ass,” Riley said.

“I’m sure I could walk in them.”

She tried, slowly, but tripped, and Patrick quickly caught her in his arms, holding her unnecessarily close, in Regan’s opinion as she looked away.

She looked into the box and found more leather. There was a pair of long leather gloves, and some kind of halter. She grinned and pulled out the gloves.

“Here, try these,” she said.

She passed them to her sister, who put them on, then brought up the halter.

“It’s a corset or bustier,” Riley said. “This is some kind of sex kit.”

Regan flushed a little, but she was starting to get hot at looking so - hot in front of Patrick. She liked the way he was looking at her. She took the corset and Riley held it against her.

“I don’t think it fits,” she said a little confused.

“It doesn’t look like it’s supposed to go that high,” Riley said. “Look at this little shelf here. This doesn’t go over your boobs, it goes under them.”

She held the corset against her sister, and then moved behind her and pulled it closed. She pulled in the straps and Regan gasped.

“It’s tight.”

“I think it’s supposed to be,” she said dryly.

Even though it was going on over her tank top Regan felt awfully slutty and sexy and attractive in the things, and didn’t dare look at Patrick as she pretended a casualness she didn’t really feel. She felt the corset go tight around her waist and lower chest, and pushing up against her breasts, and knew her nipples were rigid again - and not from cold.

“These pull up,’ Riley said, examining the straps in the front of the thing.

They were attached to the top corners, and after trying to pull them over her sister’s shoulders she realized they needed to instead cross her upper chest. She did this and pulled them together behind her neck.

“That’s how they work,” she said in satisfaction at figuring it out.

Regan bit her lip as she flushed, for the effect of pulling the straps in and across her chest was to pull her breasts in closer together and lift them up a little more - and that wasn’t something really needed in her tight tank top!

There was one more strap left, and Riley grinned, seeing her sister’s embarrassment. She pulled it left to right across the top of her chest, feeling it squeeze down on Regan’s breasts, pushing them down a little. She did up the strap and stepped back admiringly.

The affect of the corset was to squeeze a girl’s breasts together, up, and then down, so they really were plumped out beautifully firm and - obvious. And even though Regan’s breasts were already in a bra and inside her tank top the tough leather was shaping them the way it was designed. She felt a little sadistic enjoyment at her sister’s embarrassment. She’d wanted to show off for Patrick, after all! So she was getting what she deserved.

“You look incredible!” Patrick said in open admiration. “You look like a Goddess!”

Regan flushed a little in pleasure - and heat, but was still quite embarrassed about the obvious sexual nature of the outfit.

“Okay, I think I can take this off n - .”

“Wait! There’s more!” Riley said.

She giggled as she took a leather collar and a pair of leather restraints from the box and hurriedly tried to put them on her sister.

“Oh no!”

“Oh yes!” she laughed.

Patrick helped her, and in truth Regan didn’t fight that much, and soon she had the collar on, and her wrists covered in the leather restraints.

“Now you look like a hot little leather sex kitten,” Riley laughed.

“Just one more touch,” Patrick said.

He drew Regan’s arms together behind her back and fastened the wrist restraints together.

Riley felt a surge in emotions, more embarrassment, but more heat, too. She felt his warm skin against her and her groin throbbed.

“Maybe you should see what it looks like without the tank top,” Riley teased.

“Uhm, there seems to be another piece to this outfit,” Patrick said, glancing into the box.

He smirked and lifted out a leather strap and - something. The two girls looked at it in confusion for long seconds, not understanding. The belt was T-shaped, with a buckle at one end which - And then Patrick drew the lower belt up to fasten to the top and they saw. Both girls blushed deeply, and Riley giggled helplessly as her sister blushed even more deeply.

The thick upper portion of the belt fit around a girl’s waist while the lower part of the “T” went down between her legs and up between her buttocks in back. And strategically attached to the bottom of that lower “T” were a pair of very obvious dildos, or at least, one dildo and one butt-plug.

“Put it on, sis!” she taunted.

“Riley? Regan? Could one of you please help me with this!” Molly called from below. “Hurry! It’s heavy!”

Riley hesitated, then, grinning at her sister’s wide eyes, she said “Sure.”

Regan shook her head desperately but Riley only grinned at her and hurried to the stairs and down into the lower garage. It wasn’t as though her sister would be out of earshot, after all, and it wasn’t as though she was in any kind of danger with her own cousin there. But the little tease was going to get what she deserved.

Patrick grinned at the red-faced girl and held up the dildo.

“Put that away and untie me,” she ordered, glaring.

He grinned and put the thing back into the box, then grinned anew as he discovered something else, and took that out. “Look at this,” he said.

He showed her another thick strap, this one with a red leather ball attached.

“What’s that for?” she asked warily.

“I’d say it’s a gag.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Like this,” he said.

He pushed the round ball against her mouth, and then suddenly yanked sharply on a narrow strand of hair at the top of her head. Regan yelped, her head forced back - and her mouth open, and then the pressure of the ball forced its way into her mouth. It was either open her mouth wide at that point or, given the pressure Patrick was using, risk getting her teeth hurt.

Instinctively, she opened her mouth wide, and the ball pushed through. Then he pulled the strap together behind her head and buckled it.

She flushed again, her heart pounding, and he grinned at her. “Do you have any idea how fucking hot you look?” he said in a low voice.

She did, because she dropped her eyes and realized that he had an erection straining against his jeans. She gasped as his fingers brushed the hair back from her eyes, and she stared at him, wide-eyed.

“I would love to see you without the top under that,” he said, looking down at her very exposed cleavage.

His hands suddenly moved in against the top of the corset, just below her breasts, and Regan found she couldn’t breath nearly as fast as she wanted to.

“See how it - shapes you,” he said, his hands rising to cup her breasts just as the leather “shelf” did, then rising higher.

Regan felt her pussy throb and pulse strongly as his hands moved up across the taut, round surface of her breasts, caressing them openly. She felt her stiff nipples burn and crackle with fire as his hands stroked across them, and moaned helplessly.

Then he leaned in and kissed the nape of her neck, delicately. His hands slid down her back and squeezed her buttocks, and Regan’s legs became rubbery, almost collapsing on her. She was trying to breath harder but couldn’t because of how tight the corset was, and her entire body was suddenly crackling with sexual electricity as Patrick gently caressed her and his lips moved softly across the side of her throat and up under her ear.

She felt her hips strain forward as she pressed herself against his erection, and her wrists pulled feebly against the leather restraints as her mind was dazed by waves of excitement and head. She felt his fingers digging into her soft buttocks, then he pulled his lips away and to her shock, folded them around one of her stiff nipples, chewing and sucking on it through the tank top and bra.

Then there was the sound of feet on the stairs, and he drew back with a grin. He turned her around and undid the restraints, and as Riley emerged from below Regan was quickly trying to get out the sexual costume before her sister could sense just how hot she was.

 

“Maybe tonight after everyone’s in bed you can dress up for me again,” he

whispered.

 

Regan felt a hot churning hunger within herself as she turned away.

 

The went downstairs and later helped Aunt Beth cut skin and mash the potatoes

for lunch, then set the table for lunch. Afterwards, there was more junk to

move, to sort through, to throw out. Regan felt intimately aware of Patrick’s

presence the entire time, and every now and then he’d brush up against her,

his hand skimming across her buttocks or breasts, and she’d fight not to

tremble.

Neither of them had ever done so much physical labour, but their bodies were in good shape from exercising. They were tired, though, at the end of the day, and settled into their lumpy cots easily enough.

Regan wasn’t as tired as her sister, however. She had too much on her mind to sleep. She waited for Riley to fall asleep, then quietly rose and pulled on the short shorts and tank top as she snuck out of the room. The house was dark and quiet as she made her way down the long dark hall to the other side of the house. She found the back wall, then crawled through that narrow opening into the loft over the garage.

No one was there, and she looked around at the dark room uneasily. There was enough light, barely, to see, because of the windows, but she had to move very slowly to avoid falling, until she got to the light chain and pulled it.

Maybe Patrick had just been kidding? Maybe he wouldn’t come. No, he was as hot as she was! She went to the box and quickly donned the leather gloves and boots, then hesitated at the rest. She tried to put the corset on but it was impossible by herself. She hesitated again, then put on the leather restraints. They easily buckled around her wrists and ankles over the gloves and boots. They were kinky, but hot.

And then she gasped as she heard a sound. Patrick moved up from the stairs, and she froze, heart pounding. He was wearing cutoffs and nothing more, and he looked - gorgeous.

He moved up silently to stand before her, and she stared at him, heart pounding, blood racing. He grinned and then drew her in against him, their lips meeting gently, then passionately as she slid her arms over his shoulders. Her hands stroked his soft skin and she moaned as his own dug into her buttocks.

“But you don’t have the whole outfit on,” he said, drawing back.

“Patrick I - .”

He put a finger against her lips.

He picked up the corset and placed it against her tank top, then drew it back with a grin. He reached down and peeled the tank top slowly up and over her head, and Regan felt a wave of high heat that almost made her dizzy.

Now with just her lacey bra on, she felt a tingling in her skin as he put the corset against her and did up the buckles and straps.

“It’s very - tight,” she gasped.

He grinned again, and then drew her arms together in front of her. She watched as he buckled the restraints together, and then watched again, confused as he raised her arms up high above her head. Now she saw the chain and hook hanging there, and felt another hot rushing tide of excitement as he hooked the restraints to it.

“Oh God!” she moaned.

“Now you’re my helpless prisoner,” he said.

Her chest heaved and he grinned and ran his hands over her neck and shoulders, then picked up the gag.

“I don’t need that.”

“I need it.”

“But I - .”

He slapped her bottom sharply and she yelped.

“I like my women obedient, remember?”

 

He pushed the gag against her mouth and she was forced to open her jaw wide as

he fit it inside, then drew the strap together around behind her head.

He smiled and looked down at her, then moved behind her, his fingers going to the clasp of her bra. Regan’s eyes widened, and she tried to protest, but of course, could not, as he undid her bra, then tugged the thin material up and out and away from her breasts.

She flushed red, for the corset covered nothing of her breasts at all. Her heart pounded as he pulled the strap across the tops of her breasts and did it up, and then he stood there admiring her bare breasts, so beautifully presented for him.

“Absolutely gorgeous,” he said.

His hands began to caress her taut breasts, skimming the surface of her breasts as he stared into her wide eyes. He bent slowly, and began to gently rain kisses on her breasts, nearing, then moving teasingly away from her nipples. He let his tongue trace a slow, lazy circle around each nipple as his hands stroked her hips and belly and bottom, and then when he finally closed his lips powerful around the center of one breast and his teeth dug into her flesh Regan almost fainted with the excitement.

She felt his lips against her, his teeth digging into her, his hot suction pulling at her quivering nipple as his warm, moist mouth enveloped it. He sucked rhythmically and his tongue began to lap hungrily. She shuddered and cried out, gasping, moaning, the pleasure beyond anything she had expected or experienced.

Oh my God, she thought. Oh my God!

She realized with a sudden pang of fear that she had lost control, that she had no control. It wasn’t the restraints which had done it either. It was her own body. She was sopping wet, and her legs were quivering with the need to spread out and slide around him.

He teased and taunted her breasts, lightly pinching her aching nipples, even biting them gently, but strong enough to make her yelp and gasp in pain. She was a fuzzy headed mess before he even started to ease lower.

“Well, well, well, what have we here?” he breathed as he knelt before her.

He ran his hand over her thighs, then spread them wider. Regan trembled, feeling horribly exposed.

“It’s not very bright in here, but it looks like you’ve stained Molly’s shorts,” he said.

Regan was already flushed with heat. Now she blushed desperately, looking down and seeing how wet she’d made the front of the shorts.

“Maybe we should get these off,” he said.

She tried to shake her head, but nothing emerged. She’d only planned on some groping and kissing, maybe a little heavy petting. Nothing more. But things had completely escaped her control. And now his fingers slipped into the sides of the shorts and he began to slowly tug them down.

She shook her head and tried to protest, tried to pull back, but he ignored her, and then her shorts were being peeled down along her thighs and pulled over the tops of the thigh high leather boots. He laughed at her embarrassment, and lifted her feet to pull them away, then he stood up, admiring his cousin as she stood there covered only in the little thong - a wet thong at that.

He moved forward and Regan, panicking a little, closed her thighs close, trying to turn away. Grinning, he turned away and found some rope, then came back and slid it through the ring in one of the ankle restraints and pulled.

She gasped and yelped and protested but nothing much came through the gag as he spread her leg out to the side and then tied the rope to a post. He grinned and winked and then avoided her kicking foot as he seized that leg, too, fed another piece of rope through the ankle restraint and then pulled that leg to the side, too.

He was no longer grinning as she stared up at him. Regan’s heart was thundering in her ears as he ran his hands over her body, cupping and fondling and caressing her breasts, squeezing her buttocks, his lips moving in along the nape of her neck and up under her ear. Then he moved back and she cried out in shock as his hand gripped the thong and tore it off as though it were made of tissue paper.

Her face burned as he looked at her, now naked, and she tried frantically to close her legs.

“You were made for fucking, cousin,” he said, no amusement in his voice now.

She shook her head desperately but he ignored her, bending and sucking on her nipples until she almost cried out at the intensity of the pleasure. Then he sank to his knees in front of her and began trace his tongue up and own along the edges of her naked, shaven sex. By the time his thumbs finally pressed in against the swollen lips of her pussy and spread them open her juices fairly trickled out onto his tongue.

Regan though she would faint from the sexual pressure which was building up inside her. She felt drunk on the energy and heat of it all, and stood, swaying as her cousin finally let his tongue slide upwards across her clit.

She cried out, back arching, twisting and spasming against the bonds.

He licked a second time, and she cried out again, her hips bucking forward, her back arching, head thrown back.

And then he began to lick in earnest, and it took seconds only before the orgasm thundered down around her and she felt the shockwave of its arrival. The gag gave her a freedom she had never really imagined and she screamed without hesitation, giving carnal voice to her passion, her head thrown back again as she cried out I helpless, incredible pleasure, her body flaring with white hot sexual energy as her cousin sucked and licked furiously at her burning clit.






Chapter Three
It was, without question, the most intense orgasm of her young life, and it left her dazed, mind blasted, swaying weakly, on the point of collapse. She would have fallen over had it not been for the wrist restraints holding her up and steady.

And Patrick was far from finished. His tongue avoided her clitoris - anything touching her there right then would have been too powerful. Instead his tongue slid like a snake along her inner thighs, and traced the inside and outside of her swollen sex lips. He pressed his mouth against her, his tongue pushing up inside her moist hole, and flicked it in and out as the teenager groaned and briefly hung from her wrists.

His fingers kneaded her buttocks, and one thumb was stroking away at her wrinkled little anal opening in a way which should have embarrassed her, but couldn’t through the haze of afterglow still gripping her.

And then his tongue worked upwards and the merest flick of the tip lapped at her clit. The sensation was too powerful, and she gasped and jerked back. But she could not hide from him, could not stop him, and he followed her, flicking out at her clit again, and then again. At first Regan twisted her hips away, moaning in discomfort and complaint, but as the sensations continued they rapidly built into something far different.

And just like that she realized she was on the verge of another orgasm.

And then he pulled away, getting to his feet, leaving her gasping frantically, her hips working convulsively.

“I lied about that stuff being part of a set of boots,” he said. “They were part of a set of sex toys.”

He went to another box and emerged with a strange looking stainless steel device. It had a round, flared head, narrowed very quickly, and then widened again into a flat base. She didn’t understand what it is as she stared dazedly at it, as she watched him take a tube out of the box and then squeeze some sort of jell onto it.

He moved to her and she stared at it again, up close. Now she realized the front part looked, well, like a cock, but a short one on a - And then she realized what he intended as he moved behind her and knelt. Her eyes widened and she shook her head frantically, twisting her head, trying to see him.

“No! No!” she cried into the gag.

She felt his finger probing against her anal opening, and her buttocks clenched tightly as she tried to draw her legs together. She yelped as his hand slapped her bottom sharply, stingingly.

“Relax, Regan,” he said. “You have a gorgeous ass and I want to make love to it.”

His finger pushed up into her ass, and Regan blanched, and again tried to twist free, only to get another sharp slap to the bottom.

“What did I tell you about wanting my women to obey?”

 

His finger smoothed the lubricant around her anal opening, and pushed forward,

and despite her embarrassment there was nothing Regan could do as it gently

pumped in and out a few inches. It withdrew, and then she felt the cold, moist

metal of the other thing pressing against her.

Her breathing came faster, and she flushed with embarrassment as she felt the pressure against her anal opening building. The thing twisted slowly from side to side, eased back, then pushed up, eased back, then pushed up.

“Loosen your muscles,” he ordered, and when she didn’t, he slapped her bottom again stingingly.

She yelped in pain and cursed into the gag, indignant now that he would strike her so sharply. Again he slapped her and again she yelped, trying to protest, and realizing anew just how helpless she was to resist anything he wanted to do.

“Relax your muscles, my hot little cousin,” he said.

And she tried, her bottom hot from the slaps, as the butt-plug pushed slowly upwards, spreading her open. Her face was red with embarrassment, for she had no experience whatever with people paying this kind of attention to - her ass. People talked, certainly, about her tight, round, cute ass, but they didn’t mean - that!

“Hmmmphhh!” she groaned into the gag as the butt plug pushed up deeper, and there was some pain now as her anus was spread wider.

Then the whole of it was inside and her anal opening snapped closed around the slender middle section just above the base. She felt the base press flat against her from the outside, and then felt a desperate relief as he moved away and came to stand before her instead. Now he bent and licked and sucked on her nipples, something much less embarrassing, and slowly, as he made love to her breasts, and kissed her throat, she relaxed and felt the surging wall of sexual heat enveloping her again.

But as he stood before her his hands returned to her bottom repeatedly, kneading her buttocks, yes, but sometimes rapping lightly on the base of that - thing inside her, sending little shockwaves right up into her insides.

And those shockwaves were doing strange things to her innocent young mind.

“Nasty little girl,” he said in a low, breathy voice. “Nasty, dirty girl.”

He kissed her again and she moaned as his teeth bit into the flesh of her throat.

“Are you going to be my little slut, Regan?” he whispered. “Are you going to be

my bitch?”

 

The sudden use of that kind of words was jarring to her, and she gasped at

each one. Then he yanked back on her hair, his eyes before her. “Tell me

you’re my bitch,” he growled.

She moaned heatedly.

“Say it - slut!”

The word made her shudder.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!”

“Ihmm ghour bhutchh!” she moaned into the gag filling her mouth.

“Louder, slut!”

He slapped her bottom and she yelped. “I’m your bitch!”

“Louder!”

Again he slapped her bottom, the stinging pain shocking her so she yanked against the restraints.

“I’m your bitch!” she cried.

He was behind her now, and his hands cupped her breasts and his lips moved along the nape of her neck.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” he whispered.

“I’m your slut!” she tried to say, the gag turning it into meaningless moans.

His hand slid down between her legs and he began to finger her clit. The sensations flooded through her, and Regan’s hips bucked violently, her mind overwhelmed with the sudden heat.

“Should I make you come on my fingers, slut?” he growled. “Should I make you come right now?”

 

He almost did, but again he halted, and Regan sobbed in desperate need as he

slapped her bottom twice, stingingly instead, drawing her back from the

precipice.

She felt him slapping lightly at the base of the butt plug. Then his fingers eased in around the base and he eased the thing slowly out. She felt the opening to her back passage stretching wider and wider, then the fat head pulled free and she groaned in pleasure. A moment later she felt a shockwave roll through her as something else pushed up into her.

It had to be his cock! She’d never even contemplated letting any guy do that to her, and now she could feel his cock already pushed several inches deep into her back passage. She moaned into the gag, staring at the darkness before her as he worked his cock in deeper. She was slippery with the lubricant, and the butt-plug had eased her considerably, but she was still very tight around his much longer cock.

“No! No!” she wanted to moan, and did, into the gag.

He ignored her, his hands on her hips drawing her back, his cock jabbing at her, pushing at her, forcing its way up inside her. It began to hurt, and she tried to beg him to stop, but of course, could do little to make herself understood with the gag filling her mouth.

He eased off a bit, and his hand returned to her pussy, his fingers expertly stroking and caressing her clit, dipping into her moist pussy, dancing and caressing her so that, as he stayed still behind her, she felt the heat welling up within her once more.

He eased back and then pushed up, and his cock slid several inches deeper. She moaned at the sensation, feeling a raw wall of carnal hunger, wanting him deeper now, even if it hurt, wanting him to fuck her, even if it was in the ass.

Fucked in the ass! That was so dirty! So nasty! Yet look at her! Dressed in this slutty outfit, chained up in an old garage!

His cock moved in and out, and began to move more easily as her hunger overwhelmed her mind and her muscles relaxed. He pinched and pulled and twisted her nipples as he bit and licked at the nape of her neck, and then his cock worked all the way inside her and she felt a small orgasm ripple through her as his hips pressed up forcefully against her buttocks.

“You’re going to come with my cock up your ass, slut,” he whispered.

Regan shuddered at the words. So nasty! So dirty!

He began to thrust in and out slowly, his big cock now moving more or less freely in her ass. It ached when he drove it deep, but there was no real pain now. He took her hips and pulled them back, forcing her bottom up and out, and then began to thrust in and out more steadily.

Oh my God, she thought dazedly. She was being fucked in the ass! He was fucking her in the ass!

And he was, harder and, it seemed, deeper with every thrust. It was starting to ache more, now, but as his fingers returned to her clitoris and pussy the sexual hunger rose up powerfully and she lost all care or fear.

“Come, little slut. Come with my cock pounding into your tight little ass,” he growled. “Come on my fingers, you whore. Nasty, dirty little tramp! You love it, don’t you!? You love being fucked up the ass! You’re going to be my little bitch, my little sex toy, aren’t you? Aren’t you, slut!”

The words were nasty and jarring, but somehow they struck a deep, dark, hungry core of herself, and the sexual intensity simply rocketed upwards. The orgasm fell over her and she screamed again as it tore through her nervous system and convulsions wracked her aching body. Wave after wave of sexual pleasure swamped her mind as she thrashed and shook to the wild wash of light and heat that tore through her nervous system.

“Sex toy! Sex slave!” he growled as he drove his cock up painfully deep into her ass.

 

Regan screamed again as the pleasure redoubled, and tore at her mind.

 

    *

 

Riley looked around the room in muddled confusion. As before, she wondered first where she was. Then she remembered, and now wondered where Regan was.

Perhaps she’d gone to the bathroom, she thought.

She looked again and saw that her shorts and tank top were gone. Now where had she - .

A sudden thought made her growl and oath. That little slut! If she was gone to meet Patrick - .

 

She threw the sheets back and sat up, then hesitated. Her own shorts and top

were gone, too. Maybe someone had taken them again, and Regan really was just

gone to the bathroom. Biting her lip lightly, she stood up, and then, in bra

and thong, eased to the curtain and peered around the edge. The thought of

being caught like this by Patrick was - squirmingly exciting, when she was

honest with herself.

 

She eased through the curtain, and then, heart thumping, made her way very

carefully up the dark, narrow hall. She peered in through the bed sheet

covering Molly’s room. The girl seemed asleep. She went on to Patrick’s door,

hesitated, then peered in. It was dark, but the room was clearly empty.

 

So where were they? She felt a new determination. She eased further up the

darkened hall, knowing where they would have gone. At the far end, in deep

shadows, was the small opening which had been cut between the old loft and the

rest of the house. She crouched low, then crawled into the opening, easing the

plywood up on the other side of the wall.

 

She froze, hearing something, and then got lower. She eased her head beneath

the plywood and froze again as she stared at the scene before her.

 

It was poorly lit, but her sister’s body was pale - as was Patrick’s. She was

not surprised to see that Regan had donned the slutty leather outfit again.

She was standing in the middle of the room, her arms held up and apart, legs

spread wide. And Patrick knelt before her, his face buried between her legs.

 

A bolt of pure heat shot through Riley’s groin as she stared at the raw,

carnal sight in front of her. She could see how Regan’s back was arching, how

her sister’s head was drawn up and back as Patrick licked at her pussy. Even

though there was very little sound but muffled gasps and moans she could sense

how excited and aroused her sister was. And she felt that same arousal - along

with some shame and embarrassment, of course, for her peeping.

 

She should go, at once. What her sister did was up to her sister. Peeping at

her like this was disgusting. But she wanted to see Patrick naked, and her

sister’s lower body hid him. Then he rose and she gasped at the sight of his

gloriously erect cock sticking out before him, thrusting upward as he moved

around behind where Regan stood. And now that her eyes had grown more

accustomed to the dark she could see that Regan was actually chained in place.

 

How deliciously kinky! How perverted! She never would have thought her sister

had it in her.

 

She was about to have it in her, though, she thought excitedly. And without

thinking her hand slid between her legs and eased into the little thong, her

breath quickening as she watched Patrick kneading her sister’s breasts and

then - .

 

Oh God, she thought! He’s going to fuck her in the ass!

 

And that was exactly what he did. She felt a squirming mixture of disgust,

excitement, and amusement at her sister’s predicament. It was obvious Regan

wanted no part of it, but was in no position to stop him. Riley considered

doing something to interfere, but how could she without revealing her peeping?

And would her sister welcome such intervention at all? Even now she seemed to

be calming as Patrick worked his cock deeper into her ass.

 

Her own fingers were stroking feverishly at her clit as her own heat rose. She

stared in shocked, appalled delight as Patrick began to thrust in earnest. Her

sister showed little sign of pain now, however. No, even from this distance

Riley could tell that her sister was really getting into it. Getting into

being fucked in the ass! What a slut!

 

And then she almost screamed as there was movement behind her. A hand clamped

over her mouth to silence her, and then Molly was there, her eyes bright in

the darkness, looking beyond at her brother and Regan.

 

“Well they seem to be having fun,” she whispered.

 

Riley squirmed backwards, and Molly followed her. Red faced, she stood up,

trembling as if she could run, but knowing that would serve no purpose.

 

“Not very nice, peeping at your sister like that,” Molly chided her.

 

“I uh, I didn’t… I mean, I-I wasn’t intending… “

 

“And clearly you found it very exciting,” Molly said dryly, dropping her eyes

to Riley’s groin.

 

Riley’s eyes flicked down instinctively, and she could tell, even in the dim

light of the hall, the dark spot over her pussy where her juices had moistened

the material. Her face burned with humiliation as the dark-haired girl shook

her head in disgust, then turned away.

 

Riley watched her go, then helplessly followed. “I wasn’t going to peep!” she

whispered desperately.

 

“But you sure did.”

 

“But I - I couldn’t help myself!” she blurted.

 

“Clearly.”

 

“Molly!”

 

Molly went into her room and Riley, despite her humiliation had to follow.

“You can’t tell Regan!” she exclaimed.

“Tell her what, Riley? That you were peeping at her while Patrick fucked her in the ass? Peeping at her and masturbating?”

Riley didn’t think it was possible for her face to get any redder, any hotter. Was it possible for her skin to actually catch fire from such heat? She stared at her cousin, speechless with shame.

“I suppose if I were to punish you then it wouldn’t be necessary for me to tell Regan and Patrick,” Molly said thoughtfully.

Riley stared at the girl. Punish her? Whatever it was, she seized at the hope to avoid total humiliation in front of Regan and nodded her head vigorously.

“Take off your underwear.”

Riley stared at her in shock and alarm. “Why?” she squeaked.

“Because I said so. The only way you’re going to get out of this is to do exactly what I tell you. Are you willing to do that?”

 

Face burning, Riley nodded helplessly.

“Then strip.”

Molly was fully clothed, and so Riley was already feeling embarrassed at wearing nothing but bra and thong. Now she was stripped of even then, slowly slipping off her bra, then skinning her damp thong down her legs and stepping out of it. Even more embarrassed now, she saw the girl looking at her, and felt a quickening sense of alarm. Could Molly be gay?!

“Come with me.”

Molly stared for the stairs, and Riley helplessly followed along. They went down the stairs, up the hall, and then to the stairs leading to the basement.

“What are we going to down there?” she squeaked in alarm.

“Whatever I want, Riley,” Molly said.

She went down the steep stairs and Riley, naked, had to carefully follow. She felt more and more exposed as she went further down the cold, stone, stairs, and looked nervously around the dark, shadowy basement. The floor was cold on her bare feet as she followed her cousin into the basement, past shadowy rooms, with bare bulbs glowing feebly overhead.

“There,” Molly said, pointing into one of the rooms. “We found this but it took us a while to figure out what it was for.”

Riley didn’t understand. There was a narrow wooden frame on the floor, about five feet long and two wide. A foot wide board lay on its side, near one end, and another, with holes cut in it, faced it. Molly went to the frame and as Riley followed she saw that one of the wooden boards was cut in half lengthwise. Molly lifted it up at one end and Riley saw, with dawning apprehension, that it was like a medieval stocks, the ones she’d seen in history books and bad movies.

“You put your head in the middle hole, and your wrists in the other two,” Molly said.

“B-but why?” Riley gulped.

“To be punished,” Molly said.

“No way!”

“It’s either that or I tell Patrick and Regan how you were kneeling, playing with yourself while you watched him fuck her ass.”

Her face flamed anew at the words, but Riley looked at the thing worriedly.

“What are you going to do?”

“Spank you.”

Riley stared at her in astonishment. “You’re kidding!?”

Molly shook her head. “Get down and put your head and wrists through here.”

“Are you nuts?”

 

“I’m not going to ask again, Riley. It’s late. I want to go to bed. Either do

it or I’m going upstairs.”

Riley bit her lip, then slowly got to her knees. Under Molly’s direction, she placed herself along the frame, the first board pushing up on her belly as she bent over it. She lowered her upper torso so she was effectively on her elbows and knees, and then put her wrists into the depression on the lower part of the stocks.

“And the head.”

Riley felt a quiver of strange excitement as she obeyed, putting her head forward between her wrists. Her bare breasts were now pressing down against the frame and she could feel how hard her nipples were. It wasn’t entirely from the cold, either. She was starting to become aroused for some reason.

Molly lowered the upper part of the stocks, bringing it down against the tops of her wrists and back of her neck. The depressions in the top were just enough to allow her to close the thing completely, and somehow lock it in place. Then Molly disappeared behind her, and Riley discovered she could see nothing behind, could not turn her head, of course, for the stocks completely blocked whatever was going on behind.

She felt Molly’s hand on her thigh, jerking her left leg to one side. Then a leather strap of some kind went around her leg just above the knee, and was buckled in place.

“Molly! Molly what are you going to do?!” she hissed anxiously.

“You don’t have to whisper down here,” Molly said, as her hands gripped Riley’s other leg and strapped it in. “The floor is so thick nobody will hear a thing no matter how much noise you make.”

That suddenly sounded ominous to Riley, as she blushed at the view her cousin must have, kneeling right behind her like that.

She felt more straps going around her ankles, binding them tightly to the lower part of the frame.

“But I suppose it would be appropriate if you were gagged like Regan was,” Molly said.

Riley gasped in pain as her hair was suddenly yanked back. She opened her mouth to cry out and a short, rounded length of wood was jammed into her mouth, wedged in between her teeth. There were leather laces on either side, and Molly stared in amazement as Molly drew them up and back and tied them behind her head.

“Now to put you in the right mood,” Molly said.






Chapter Four
Riley was starting to think she’d made a huge mistake. Her teeth were biting into a block of wood! And her wrists and neck were inescapably trapped! What was Molly up to!? Then her eyes went wide and round as she felt the girl’s finger prodding at her anal opening. She squealed and thrashed madly against the wood as she felt Molly’s finger, moistened by something, rubbing and circling her wrinkled little anal opening.

“Shhh, now don’t be upset,” Molly said, her finger stroking and then pushing forward. “I’m just lubricating you for the butt-plug.”

Riley’s eyes got even wider and she yelled again, her words, of course, heavily muffled and totally incomprehensible as she bit into the wooden block.

She felt Molly’s finger pushing into her, and shame, astonishment and anger flooded through her as her face went beet red.

“I don’t know why you’re putting up such a fuss,” Molly said. “You clearly thought it was exciting watching your sister being sodomised.”

Her finger pushed deeper, twisting and turning, pulling in and pushing out. And then it withdrew, and something else, something thicker, rounder, harder, pushed against her back there. Riley squealed again, pulling feebly against the straps binding her thighs and ankles, unable to even turn her head to look behind her as she felt her anus slowly spreading wider and wider, the round thing entering her on a slick layer of lubricant.

She was spread wider and wider, and it began to hurt.

“Loosen up,” Molly said. “It won’t hurt if you relax.”

Riley felt the pressure intensify, then ease back, push forward, then ease back, and slowly, her cousin managed to force the fat thing up into her ass. She groaned as the ache grew worse, and then felt a shudder of relief as the wide part of the thing passed into her and her anal opening slipped closed behind it. Yet it wasn’t completely closed, for she detected the bottom part of the butt-plug sticking out of her.

Then Molly was in front of her, leaning over, smiling gently. “Now that wasn’t so very bad, was it?”

She brushed the tangled blonde bangs away from Riley’s forehead.

“Relax, Riley. I’m your cousin, remember? I won’t do anything to harm you.”

She leaned in further and then kissed the tip of Riley’s nose. “That doesn’t mean I won’t hurt you, of course,” she said with a grin.

Riley glared at her as the girl disappeared behind her.

“You have a really nice ass. I suppose people have told you that,” Molly said.

Riley flushed anew, thinking of her cousin staring at her bent over and naked like this.

“Don’t like people looking at you, huh?” Molly said, as if reading her mind. “But you don’t mind looking at other people.”

Riley grunted as she felt her cousin’s fingers on the butt-plug. She felt it being pulled slowly back, felt the pressure on the inside of her anal opening, felt it slowly forcing her open again. She was spread wide, then Molly let the plug go and Riley felt her insides kind of suck the thing back into her all the way.

“You ever been fucked in the ass?” Molly asked? “I never have been, but I know Patrick, and I guess your sister like it.”

She pulled the butt-plug slowly out once more, then let it sink back into the embarrassed blonde teen’s bottom.

“Mostly I don’t do much butt stuff,” Molly said. “I like other things.”

And then Riley gasped as her cousin’s fingers slid along the tight, narrow opening of her sex, rubbing lightly up and down. Then it pushed slowly forward into her.

She was still wet inside, and though tight, Molly’s finger had no difficulty entering her and sliding in and out. Riley quivered in anger and outrage at this misuse, however, trying to yell at her sick cousin, only to have her words wildly distorted by the block of wood in her mouth.

“Course, I could make you like it. But that wouldn’t be punishment, really, now would it?”

 

And with that a new noise appeared behind Riley, a buzzing sound she did not

understand. Then a few seconds later something else touched her, something

round and hard and - Riley hadn’t ever felt a vibrator, but she had no doubt

at all that that was what it was. Her eyes widened again, and again she

twisted and thrashed against the bonds which held her, to no avail.

“What are you complaining about?” Molly asked in exasperation. “You’d rather I beat you? I bet that’s what mom would do if she found out you’d been peeping, and I’m sure Regan would probably give you something you wouldn’t forget.”

Riley’s mind squirmed away from her words even as her body tried to squirm away from the vibrator.

“You ever used one of these before?” Molly asked. “They’re really something, aren’t they?”

She was gently rubbing the thing back and forth between Riley’s legs, along her slit, and over her clit, and despite her outrage and embarrassment the blonde girl was feeling a very distinct and familiar reaction from down there - or really, back there. She felt Molly’s fingers gently spread open her sex, and then the vibrator rubbed directly across her clit, then held still.

Her hips bucked wildly with the intense sensations caused by the vibrator. At first she just felt a great sense of discomfort, of too high, too intense a sensation, but soon her body became accustomed to it and those sensations took on a different tone.

When Molly slowly sank the vibrator into her pussy she didn’t even protest. She only moaned in further shame, feeling how slick and slippery her tight pussy was as the vibrator pushed into her and sank deep.

“You like that, huh?” Molly said.

Riley wanted to scream a denial, her shame thundering in her head. But when her cousin drew the vibrator back up and rubbed it against her clit she felt her hips twist and jerk back against it, drawing a little giggle from her cousin.

The vibrator slid into her again, pushing deep, uncomfortably deep, so that the blonde girl groaned as the nose jammed against the bottom of her pussy. Her sex lips were squeezing tight around the buzzing shaft, so that her clit throbbed at the proximity. She was gasping and moaning for breath, her mind swirling with confusion, with anger, shame, outrage, embarrassment and need.

“Now it’s time for your punishment, bad girl,” Molly said.

Riley gasped dazedly. What could the girl mean? What was - .

Then she cried out as something struck her bottom, some kind of strap or belt. The impact shocked her, and then the stinging pain and heat followed.

“Bad girl,” Molly said.

Riley’s head jerked against the stock, but of course, she could neither pull back, turn it around, nor see behind her.

Crack! The belt or strap cut across her upraised bottom again and again she squealed in pain.

“Bad girl,” Molly said.

Crack! Another blow struck, and another, and another, and another. Slow, steady, measured blows that lashed her bottom stingingly and made her yelp and jerk and squirm in pain and embarrassment.

“Now, now. It’s not so very bad,” Molly said, running her hand gently over the quivering pink backside of her helpless cousin. “And it’s not like you don’t have other things to think about that will help you deal with the pain.”

She pumped the vibrator slowly in and out as she spoke, then pulled it free and ran the tip back and forth over Riley’s clitoris.

“This sort of thing is called bondage,” Molly said. “You know, what your sister was doing with Patrick, the leather stuff? The chains? That’s bondage, and there’s other words to, like sadomasochism and BDSM. BDSM stands for Bondage and Discipline, and Domination and Submission, and Sadism and Masochism, so far as I can tell.”

She gently stroked the vibrator across Riley’s clitoris as she spoke, and gently pulled and then released the butt-plug repeatedly.

“A lot of people seem to get off on that sort of thing. I suppose your sister is one of them, and Patrick, and I’m guessing you probably are too.”

Riley moaned a denial even as her pussy throbbed and pulsed. Then the vibrator slid into her again and a part of her gloried at the deep penetration, at feeling the fat vibrator slide deep into her belly.

“Like, you could say that what Patrick was doing to your sister was he was dominating her, and she was submitting to him,” Molly said. “You know, cause she put on all that stuff and let herself be chained up and then used however he wanted.”

Crack! The strap cut across Riley’s bottom again and she squealed.

“I guess you’d call this the same sort of thing, in a way,” Molly said thoughtfully, “cept that you could add discipline to it. This is me disciplining you, like punishing you.”

Crack! The strap whipped down across her bottom, and Riley felt her pussy squeezed tight around the vibrator.

Then Molly slapped the base of the butt-plug several times, and Riley felt an echoing throb from deep in her belly.

“I think that anything we enjoy is fine for doing,” Molly said. “I’m just a simple country girl, of course. But if it feels good and doesn’t cause any harm I don’t see why we shouldn’t do what we like.”

Crack! The strap sliced into her burning bottom again and Riley cried out, her dazed mind unable to quite grasp what was happening, unable to adapt to the wild see-saw sensations of pleasure and pain.

“You’re a bad girl, Riley,” Molly said, cracking the strap across her bottom again, and then again, and then again and again and again.

Riley winced and cried out, more and more loudly now as the pain mounted. Her buttocks were on fire now it seemed, and each new blow made them burn even hotter.

Then Molly was pumping the vibrator inside her again and she felt a tremendous sense of relief. She groaned into the wooden gag thing, eyes filled with tears now, blinking rapidly as the vibrator stroked and caressed her, as the butt-plug eased out, then sank in, eased out, then sank in.

Then Molly appeared, squatting down in front of her.

“You ready for the second half of your strapping?” she asked pleasantly.

Riley moaned and shook her head desperately.

“Well you gotta be punished. And it’s only a little strapping. Don’t be a big baby.”

Riley tried to yell at her, tried to beg her to stop, tried to demand she be released, but of course, she couldn’t say anything with the wood in her mouth.

“Would you rather do something else?” Molly asked slyly.

Riley nodded he head frantically.

“Okay, but I get to decide what.”

Riley whimpered anxiously, but didn’t care if the girl wanted to do something else, so long as it didn’t hurt.

Molly showed her the vibrator. It was shaped very much like a human penis, and Riley blushed to see it, especially glistening as it was with her juices.

“You’re gonna suck this cock,” Molly said with a grin. “You’re gonna lick it and suck it like it was the tastiest thing in the world.”

Riley stared at it, appalled.

“Or we can continue with the strapping,” Molly said innocently.

Riley shook her head desperately.

“Okay then, but let me tell you something, missy. If I take this wood out and you refuse to suck the cock then I’m gonna start the strapping over right from the beginning and tan your backside for you.”

She undid the laces behind Riley’s head, and pulled the wood free, and Riley gasped with relief, her jaw aching. Then before she could speak her cousin had thrust the latex covered vibrator into her mouth. She tasted her own juices and recoiled in disgust, trying to turn her head away, but of course, could not.

“Suck on it. Lick it. Nasty girl,” Molly taunted. “Go on! Do it!”

 

She pushed the vibrator deeper into Riley’s mouth and the blonde girl gagged

on it and again tried to twist her head away.

“Either you do it or I’m gonna take up the strap again and start over,” Molly said in a dangerous voice.

Frightened, her bottom on fire, Riley subsided, and started to suck on the cock, her face flaming again as her cousin looked down at her.

“That’s it. And lick it too,” Molly ordered.

Riley sucked on the latex cock, and then licked at it, feeling incredibly perverse and sick. But there was a strong undercurrent of dark, helpless arousal and lust, too, and despite her shame she felt her body beginning to quiver with excitement as her cousin pumped the vibrator in and out of her mouth.

“Yeah, you like sucking cock, don’t you, Riley,” Molly taunted. “You love it sliding in and out of your mouth, nasty little slut. Suck that cock, Riley. Suck it good.”

Riley flashed with anger and resentment, with embarrassment and indignation, but she obeyed, and felt the raw, dark heat growing worse within her.

Molly pulled the vibrator out and turned it on, then leaned over her, and Riley groaned as she felt it being played back and forth over her clit, then thrust into her pussy.

“You like that, don’t you, nasty girl?” Molly teased.

“Stop it,” Riley groaned. “Don’t! Please! Please!”

“Oh no. You belong to me now, nasty little girl. And I can do anything I want to you. You’re like my little toy, ain’t you. You’re my nasty little play toy.”

 

She produced another sex toy, this one a long, fat dildo, and made Riley suck

on that, pushing it in and out of her mouth, giggling and teasing her as she

made her suck. Then she thrust it into her pussy and pumped it in and out as

she played the vibrator across the blonde girl’s clit.

As disgusted and angry as Riley was she simply couldn’t resist it all, and she felt an orgasm roaring up from within her groin, spreading out and engulfing her mind, dragging it into a screaming, trembling orgasm that seemed to know no limit, that robbed her of breath and sight and left her a dazed mass of overworked muscles laying limp on the floor of the basement.

“There now. That wasn’t so bad, was it, slutty girl,” Molly said, stroking her blonde cousin’s head.

“Now let’s see what else we can do.”

Riley moaned as she heard the vibrator turn on, then groaned as it was pushed into her sopping pussy. A moment later, with it jammed deep within her belly, Molly appeared before her, squatting low, and holding a large black dildo which was very realistically shaped.

“Look what I got,” she teased.

She pushed it into Riley’s open mouth and gently tapped her knuckles against her head. “Suck it, you little blonde slut,” she taunted.

Riley shuddered as she felt a strange dark hunger blossom within her. She closed her lips around the phony cock and rolled her eyes up at her cousin as she began to suck. Molly smirked at her and pumped the dildo slowly in and out.

“Nasty little slut,” she taunted. “Dirty, filthy tramp! You love to suck cock, you nasty cock sucker! Suck that cock, Riley, you dirty girl. Suck it, you cock sucker.”

The girl was a pervert, and sick, but Riley was beginning to feel more than a little perverse herself in the hunger which was growing within her. This was such a nasty, dirty game, and yet it was also darkly thrilling, even if it was also terribly embarrassing. She sucked on the cock, but began to gag as Molly pushed it in deeper and deeper, the nose threatening to enter her throat.

She rolled her eyes up anxiously, but could not speak as the dildo slid in and out, in and out, slowly, deeply. She gagged as it pushed too deep, and tried to draw away, but of course, could not.

“Have you ever deep throated a cock?” Molly asked. “Some girls seem to learn it really easily. It wasn’t easy for me, but I learned it. Did you?”

 

Riley tried to shake her head, amazed that her sweet little cousin was

casually admitting she could deep throat - and feeling irritated to some

degree that she could not.

“It’s really a matter of your mind. All you have to do is control your gag reflex. It is a reflex. I mean, if you slide your fingers into your throat you gag, but if you put food into it you don’t. You ever wonder why? It’ all in the mind. You just have to convince yourself you aren’t going to choke or gag on it, and kind of - swallow. You’re in the best position for it, too, with your head back like that there’s a straight line from your mouth and into your throat.”

She pushed it in deeper and again Riley gagged, her eyes watering.

“You really should learn it,” Molly said. “The guys go crazy when you take them all the way down their throat. No girl who can’t deep throat can really say she’s good at giving blow jobs. Would you like to learn?”

Of course she would, and Riley hesitantly nodded her head the little bit she could move it.

“I’ll help,” Molly said, smiling. “But it’s not always easy.

She pushed the dildo forward and again Riley gagged.

“Just try to imagine you’re swallowing food,” Molly said. “Just tell yourself you’re not going to choke, and it won’t get stuck, and it’s okay.”

And then she slid the dildo forward again, but this time she pushed it much deeper. Riley’s eyes bulged and she gagged as the dildo slid into her throat. Her body reacted violently, jerking and thrashing, but of course, to no avail, as the dildo remained lodged in her throat. She felt her stomach heave, and trembled in anxiously, her throat aching and gagging.

“Just relax your throat. Don’t get so worried. It’s not gonna choke you. I do it so can you.”

She slid the dildo deeper, and again Riley instinctively panicked, trembling and pulling against her restraints. But she could do nothing. Then Molly pulled the dildo back slowly and it popped free of her throat. Riley gulped in air, gasping and coughing as Molly rubbed the spit-wet dildo against her face.

“You just have to get used to it,” Molly said. “But don’t worry, I won’t give up.”

That was not what Riley was worried about. Her face was hot, and covered in a sheen of perspiration, and she was still gulping in air. But without warning Molly thrust the dildo back into her mouth, and nothing Riley could do could stop her from pushing it deep into her throat. She gagged and choked and twisted and writhed helplessly as Molly moved the dildo slowly in and out of her throat, but now she was indeed getting used to it. The initial shock of penetration was easing as she began to become familiar with the feel of something in her throat.

Molly drew it back and again she gasped for breath, coughing and moaning. She wasn’t at all sure she wanted to learn how to deep throat, especially like this. But again, Molly wasn’t listening, even if Riley could have protested. The dildo went into her throat again, and then again, and then again, as she gagged and coughed and strained against the bonds, as her chest burned and her face became covered with sweat, as she grew faint from lack of oxygen.

And yet, it was becoming easier, and when she saw the entire thing disappear into her mouth, saw that Molly was only hanging onto the base, right between her teeth, by her fingertips, she felt a shockwave of excitement and delight - even though she was also gurgling and moaning in discomfort.

Molly was not idle while she was pumping the dildo in and out either. Her other hand was roaming over Riley’s body in a way which made the blonde girl’s mind squirm - or would have were she not so distracted by the gagging and choking. Molly’s small fingers were stroking and pinching her nipples, fondling her breasts, and sliding over her bottom to pump and push the butt-plug and play with the vibrator.

And Riley could do absolutely nothing about any of it.

“You can actually breath around it, y’know,” Molly said. “You just have to relax your throat muscles. Check it out.”

She pulled the big dildo back and while Riley was gasping for breath she got down low, on her knees and elbows, facing her cousin, then slowly pushed the dripping dildo into her mouth and down her throat. She held still, face to face with Riley, the base of the dildo held in her teeth as long, long seconds lasted. Riley stared at her, jealous for how easy she made it seem, and aroused, despite herself, but how erotic it looked as the girl swallowed the black cock.

Molly winked at her, then pulled the dildo back out of her throat easily and held it up.

“Nice black cock, Riley,” she taunted. “A nice, big, long black cock. You gonna swallow it all?”

 

Of course, she didn’t wait for an answer, but immediately pushed it into her

cousin’s mouth and down her throat. Riley gagged, but weakly, and then managed

to control herself to some extent as Molly pushed it all the way down her

throat and held it there.

She couldn’t breath around it, though, at least not as easily as her cousin.

“Maybe you’d like a big black cock somewhere else,” Molly teased.

She pulled the dildo out, and then moved behind Riley, out of her sight. A few moments later she returned, still fully dressed, but now wearing straps over her hips and between her legs. As the panting blonde girl looked up she saw her cousin snap the dildo to the front of the outfit right at her groin. Then she grinned down at Riley.

“I’m gonna fuck you, slut,” she said. “I’m gonna ride you like a bitch dog.”

Riley felt a crackling jolt of sexual electricity ripple through her even as she instinctively tried to jerk away in denial. “No,” she gasped.

“Oh yes, slave,” Molly said.

She moved out of Riley’s sight and the blonde girl pulled helplessly against the stocks, pulled her legs against the straps.

“No! Molly! Don’t! I-I don’t - I’m not into girls!” she blurted.

“But you are into cocks,” Molly said behind her.

And Riley felt the vibrator pulled from her pussy, and something else, larger, thicker, sliding into her, stretching her sex lips achingly wide.

“Oh! ungh! Oh! Don’t!” she gasped, eyes wide.

“Gonna fuck you, Riley. I’m gonna fuck you hard!” Molly said enthusiastically. “You’re my little slave girl! My nasty little sex toy!”

“Noooo! Oh! Ungh! Ohhh!” Riley gasped as the dildo pushed deeper - and deeper.

Molly’s hands moved over her bottom, and down along her back, before sliding under to cup and fondle her breasts. The dildo was pumping in and out now, and it was impossible to ignore the sensations. Riley had very little sexual experience, and being ridden like this, on all fours - like an animal - was not among them. Yet she had experienced a lot in the last hour, and so was less shocked, less revolted than she might have been.

And her body wasn’t revolted at all. The dildo pumping in and out of her felt - wonderful! She grunted and groaned now as the dildo pushed up and down her tight, elastic passage, as her cousin drove it deeper and deeper, and Molly’s hands moved over her body. She blushed fiercely and her mind squirmed again every time her cousin’s finger slid down to rub against her clit, or played with the butt-plug, and yet those too sent waves of sexual heat and hunger through her trembling body and tormented mind.

Molly’s fully clothed body eased down atop her, and Riley felt her breath warm against the back of her neck as the dildo moved in and out faster. Then her hair was yanked back.

“Tell me you love it, slave girl,” Molly demanded.

“I-I love it,” Riley gasped.

“Beg for me to fuck you more, slave!”

Such a nasty, wicked, filthy - wildly arousing game!

“Ungh! Oh! Ungh!”

She gasped as Molly slapped her bottom. “Beg, slave!”

“Please fuck me more!” Riley gasped.

“Say please fuck me harder mistress!”

Another slap made her bottom sting.

“Please fuck me harder, mistress!” Riley yelped.

“Again, slut!”

Another slap made her bottom sting. But the dildo pumped in and out relentlessly. “Please fuck me harder, mistress!” Riley gasped, feeling silly but wildly excited.

“Ungh!” she groaned as she felt the dildo push even deeper, as she felt her cousin’s hips pressing against her upraised bottom.

“You have the whole ten inches in you now, slut,” Molly taunted.

Riley groaned helplessly, and gasped as her cousin fingered her clit and pulled on her hair at the same time.

The dildo pumped in and out faster. She was being fucked by her own cousin!

God, it was so good! It ached, though, for the dildo was driving so terribly deep inside her that it felt as though it was punching against the very back wall of her pussy with every thrust.

Her body was jerking forward now as Molly’s hips hit her bottom and she was grunting and gasping and moaning, her eyes beginning to get glassy, as the steady, hard pumping sent waves of steamy heat rolling through her mind.






Chapter Five
Riley’s eyes opened slowly, and she groaned. She was sore all over! Her knees hurt, her neck hurt, her elbows and forearms hurt, and she hurt - there. Between her legs, she hurt, though it wasn’t a bad hurt, more of an ache inside. That dildo had been large, and Molly had really given it to her there at the end, when she had climaxed.

 

Her mind cringed with embarrassment at the memory. She had come hard, come

like a whore, gurgled and gasped and shuddered with bliss while her own female

cousin had fucked her with a strap-on dildo! God, how disgusting! How

perverted!

 

She looked across at her sister, and saw that Regan was still sleeping. Regan

too had come, she knew, come with her male cousin fucking her ass. She

wondered what Regan would feel today, a sore butt, she bet.

 

She sat up slowly, and the sheet slid down past her bare breasts. She flushed

a little, her eyes darting to the curtain, but it didn’t look like anyone was

there. What had happened to her bra last night, she wondered. God, where had

she left her underwear!?

 

At least the shorts and tank top were here. She reached out and pulled on the

shorts, standing up, grunting as she tugged them hard. Was it her imagination

or were they even smaller and tighter than they’d been yesterday? She hadn’t

checked the size, then, but they certainly felt tighter and smaller! She

pulled on the tank top and bit her lip as it strained across her breasts.

Surely this was tighter, too. Though it was hard to tell since she had no bra

on today.

 

At least it provided support for her breasts, though she thought it must be

very obvious that she had no bra, and wondered what her aunt would think.

 

“Hey, wake up, Regan,” she said.

 

Regan groaned and her eyes fluttered open.

 

Riley was tempted to say something, but kept her mouth closed. She wasn’t

supposed to know her sister had had a late night, after all, even later than

Riley’s.

 

Regan woke up and sat up, her own sheets spilling down past her breasts. Riley

blinked as she noticed something on her sister’s breasts. Were those bite

marks!?

 

Regan turned away quickly, and then pulled on the tank top first, before

snatching the shorts and tugging them quickly up her legs.

 

Riley again restrained herself from asking where her underwear was. That could

bring up its own series of embarrassing questions she didn’t want to deal

with.

 

Regan stood up, and the sisters looked at each other doubtfully. Their breasts

were very obviously braless as they pushed against the thin material of the

tank tops, and there was even more cleavage than the previous day. The shorts

were so low on their hips that half their hips were actually bare, and tugging

on the bottom still didn’t quite get them to cover their buttocks.

 

Regan looked out the window and saw it was still raining. “Shit, our clothes

still won’t be dry,” she said.

 

Riley bit her lip, realizing that was true. Unless, of course, Aunt Beth had

brought them inside during the night or early morning - which wasn’t likely.

 

“At least it feels a lot warmer” Riley said.

“Yeah. What’s wrong with your voice? You getting a cold?”

“Uhm, I have a bit of a sore throat,” Riley said, blushing.

 

The sisters went out into the hall, picking their way warily around the holes

and lopsided flooring, then making their way down the stairs. Both were

anxious about what Aunt Beth might say when she realized they weren’t wearing

bras. Riley was anxious about what Patrick would think, while Regan was

anxious about what Molly would think.

 

They were both relieved that no one seemed to notice, though of course,

Patrick stared at them appreciatively, as he had the other day. They sat down

to breakfast, and Aunt Beth appeared to notice nothing as she put food before

them.

 

“Eat up, eat up,” she said. “A day of rain is a day of chores!”

 

The girls groaned to themselves. Regan tried to keep her eyes from meeting

Patrick’s grin, while Riley kept hers away from Molly’s knowing smile.

 

A warm front had moved into the area, and the old house was starting to become

quite humid, even as the rain still fell outside. Today’s chores included

wallpapering one of the rooms upstairs, which the sisters did in company with

Patrick and Molly. It was hot, sweaty, dirty, tiring work, and the sisters

were anxious much of the time. Whenever the others weren’t looking, Molly

would teasingly reach out to pinch one of Riley’s nipples, or stroke or

squeeze her bottom, making her jump and blush. And Patrick was doing much the

same with Regan.

 

“Go get some more glue, would you, Molly,” Patrick sighed.

 

He was wearing nothing but his shorts, and he was sweating as much as the rest

of them blotches of glue on his chest.

 

“You come help me, Riley,” Molly all but ordered.

 

Riley blushed a little but obeyed, leaving Regan and Patrick alone.

 

Regan dropped her eyes and looked away, then reached for a brush, but was not

surprised to feel Patrick against her, his arms sliding around her from behind

and his hands cupping her breasts.

 

“Patrick! My sister might come back!”

 

“Not for a few minutes. The glue is in the garage,” he said, fingers kneading

her nearly bare breasts. “Besides, you’re my slave, remember. You do what I

tell you to.”

 

She gasped as he tugged the tank top up to bare her breasts and his strong

fingers dug into the soft, warm flesh. She groaned as he ground his groin into

her buttocks and bit lightly at the side of her neck.

 

“Are you my little slut?” he purred.

“Ungh! Yes!” she gasped.

 

“Yes what?” he demanded, nipping her earlobe with sharp teeth.

“Yes, master!” she gasped.

 

His right hand slid down into her shorts and she gasped to feel his fingers

searching at her sex, stroking along its length, then rubbing expertly at her

clit.

“Oh! Oh please !Unghh!”

 

    *

 

“You know what I think would be a good idea?” Molly said. “I think it would be

a good idea for you to have these inside you.”

 

Riley blanched as she turned from the glue and saw her cousin holding up the

butt-plug and dildo from the previous night.

 

“Molly!” she gasped, eyes jerking to the door.

 

“You think Patrick’s gonna follow us? He’s probably got his hands on your

sister’s tits even as we speak,” Molly said, strolling forward with a grin.

“Now bend over and spread your legs.”

 

“But Molly! They’ll find out!”

 

“Not unless you tell them. Now do what I tell you, slave,” she ordered, face

becoming firm.

 

“But - Ouch!”

 

Riley put a hand on her stinging bottom and glared at her cousin.

 

“Remember that you’re still my slave, Riley,” Molly said. “I can still tell

Regan about how you were masturbating while you watched Patrick fuck her in

the ass. I bet she won’t like it one bit.”

 

Riley blushed despite herself, and didn’t resist as her cousin turned her

towards a table and then bent her forward.

 

She blushed even more deeply when Molly yanked the tight shorts down her legs

to her ankles and slid her hand in between her thighs.

 

“Spread your legs, slut,” Molly growled.

 

Riley bit her lip indignantly, but felt a wave of excitement roll through her,

and when Molly pulled the shorts off one ankle she reluctantly spread her

legs.

 

“What a pretty ass you have, slave girl,” Molly said, slapping her bottom.

 

“ow!”

 

“Say thank you mistress.”

 

“Thank you, mistress,” she said resentfully.

 

Then her eyes went wide as Molly got to her knees behind her and her hands

slid around her thighs. A moment later she felt her cousin’s breath on her

pussy, and then -

 

“Wha! What are you doing!” she squealed, trying to rise.

 

“Do I have to tie you down?”

 

“But - we’re supposed to be getting the glue!”

 

“I think my brother and your sister will be a bit busy to notice we’re taking

a few extra minutes. Now bend down.

 

No one had ever licked Riley’s pussy before, and though her mind squirmed at

the thought it was a girl doing it, the sensation was immediately,

overwhelmingly pleasurable. She stared at the wall ahead of her as her

cousin’s tongue lapped at her sex, and felt her pussy throb and pulse in

delight, her juices beginning to flow, her belly beginning to fill with hunger

and an eagerness for more.

 

“Oh! Ungh! Oh no! Oh! Please!” she squealed, gasping and moaning as her

cousin’s tongue licked at her clit.

 

She felt Molly’s finger penetrate her and slide deep. Then another, then a

third. They pumped in and out, twisting around inside her now wet pussy as

Molly sucked and licked at her throbbing clit. It was horribly perverted, but

she couldn’t force herself to do anything about it.

 

    *

 

Regan was laying on her side, her mouth full of cock, her lips bobbing up and down on Patrick’s stiff phallus as his fingers pumped in and out of her pussy. He had his hand in her shorts and his thumb on her clit, and he knew what to do down there. Her hips were working helplessly, grinding in and out as she sucked his cock, and her pussy was moist around his pumping fingers.

Then suddenly he pulled her head up by the hair and fisted his own cock. A moment later he came, spraying a shocking amount of come over her face, thick creamy white wads of it splatting against her forehead and cheeks and nose and mouth and chin as she stared dazedly.

 

“See? Told you it wouldn’t take long.”

 

He rubbed his cock over her face, smearing the come in, smoothing out in a

shiny layer, then, laughing, he pulled his hand out of her shorts and did up

his jeans.

 

“I think I hear our sisters returning,” he said.

 

She gasped and scrambled to her feet, tugging her top down and combing her

dirty fingers through her tangled, sweaty hair, then wiped them over her face.

The come was still wet, but it would look like sweat, she thought.

 

Riley and Molly returned, carrying a box. Riley looked awfully out of breath,

and averted her eyes from the other two for some reason. And Regan frowned as

she noticed Riley had tied her tank top up just below her breasts. That bared

more belly, but more to the point the shirt had already been tight. Now it

squeezed around her breasts very obviously, so that her nipples were poking

through the material. Even more cleavage was displayed, too.

 

“What a good idea,” Patrick said with a grin.

 

And before Regan could react, he pulled her shirt up and tied it together

below her breasts too. Regan blushed, and gripped his wrists, but didn’t fight

him.

 

They continued working. Riley moved slowly and anxiously, however, the butt

plug and dildo feeling strange inside her as she moved, and her mind gripped

by the fear either or both would fall out.

 

She was also, despite her anxiety, terribly wet, and her entire body felt a

churning sexual hunger. She did the work mechanically, hardly thinking about

what she was doing. And, in fact, so did Regan. Patrick slapped her bottom

once for dropping a roll of wallpaper. Then he slapped her bottom again,

telling her to move faster.

 

Riley noticed but didn’t comment, and then gasped when Molly slapped her

bottom, grinning at her and telling her to put more glue on the back of the

wallpaper.

 

She blushed and her eyes flicked to her sister, but Regan did not make any

comment, even if she’d noticed.

 

It would have been hard to miss, though, for over the following hour both

sisters were repeatedly slapped on the bottoms for this or that minor mistake,

or for being slow, or just to get their attention. And when Patrick slapped

Riley’s bottom the blonde girl yelped and jumped, feeling her anxiety - and

excitement level - rocket upward.

 

“Finally,” Molly sighed as they looked around the room.

 

“Yep, good job,” Patrick said.

 

“I’m filthy. I need to get washed and change,” Molly said.

She took Riley’s arm and led her down the hall, and then into the bathroom. Riley was fairly quivering with sexual need by then, and let herself be stripped by her cousin without protest or comment, then watched, blushing now as Molly began to undress. She looked away, face red, as Molly revealed her slim young body, then let herself be pulled into the tub with the brunette as the water poured down around them.

Molly grinned and kissed her, and Riley blinked wildly, her hands trying, at first, to fend off the other girl’s wet, naked body, then dropping to her sides, and then, slowly, hesitantly, sliding up around the other girl as her lips began to press back, began to move against Molly’s, her tongue rising to caress the other girl’s.

“Are you my little slave girl, Riley?” Molly purred, squeezing her buttocks.

“Ohh, yes, mistress,” Riley moaned.

Molly bent and took a throbbing nipple into her mouth, sucking and chewing, and Riley shuddered and groaned, eyes fluttering back. Then she let her mouth beg guided to Molly’s breast, to suck experimentally on the other girl’s nipple, to lick at it and mouth it as the other girl fondled her.

Molly took the soap and soaped Riley up, then handed her the soap, and the blushing girl returned the favour. Molly pressed her into the corner, then, slid her leg between Riley’s, and began to grind her thigh up against Riley’s hungry pussy. In seconds Riley was grinding back, gasping and moaning and shuddering in pleasure. She curled her leg up around her cousin and their tongues dueled together as their lesbian embrace became more passionate.

Riley had been under such incredible sexual tension for so long it took little time for her to climax, and climax powerfully. Molly came shortly afterwards, then let the water rinse them off. But then she pushed down on her cousin’s shoulders, easing her to her knees, and standing before her.

Riley blushed again, feeling awkward, embarrassed and uneasy as she looked away from her cousin’s pussy. But Molly took her by the hair and guided her forward.

“Lick me, slave girl,” Molly ordered. “Eat your mistress out.”

 

And reluctant though she was at first, Molly leaned in and began to lick at

Molly’s pussy. Her hesitation began to vanish as she felt her own sexual

hunger resurge, and she began to get into the excitement of her first attempt

at lesbian oral sex.

“Aaaah, yessss,” Molly groaned. “Nasty little slave girl. Lick your mistress, slave girl. Eat me out, dirty little slave.”

Riley obeyed with growing enthusiasm, feeling a thrilling sense of excitement and heat and accomplishment as her licking tongue roused her cousin to greater and greater heights of passion.

After Molly came, she returned the favour, and it was all Riley could do to keep from screaming as the orgasm rolled over her. Then they were on the bottom of the tub, faces in each other’s groin, licking and sucking as the hunger enveloped them both.

 

    *

 

“I’m sorry for being a bad girl, master!” Regan groaned.

She was in the loft over the garage again, bound as she had been, arms up and apart, legs spread. There was a dildo in her pussy and a butt-plug up her behind. She was blindfolded, and her bottom was on fire. After his tongue had her writhing and twisting, her hips bucking frantically, and her orgasm almost in reach, Patrick had decided she needed to be “punished” for being so slutty and disobedient.

That involved a strap across her bottom that had her buttocks red and glowing. But the heat and pain of her buttocks had done little to ease the hot hunger and excitement in her belly. The pressure inside her, the hungry sexual pressure, was crackling through her like chain lightning, making it almost impossible to think, forcing her to breath in ragged gasps. She was sweating heavily, breathless, moaning in need.

“Beg for my cock, slave.”

“Please fuck me, master!” she moaned.

“Beg for my cock up the ass.”

She reddened. “Please fuck me in the ass, master!” she cried.

“Louder.”

“Someone might here,” she moaned.

Then she yelped as she felt another blow across the hot, stinging buttocks.

“No one will hear, slut. Beg!”

“Please fuck me in the ass, master!” she cried.

The strap cut across her bottom.

“Again, whore.”

“Please fuck me up the ass, master!” she cried.

Another blow made her cry out.

“Louder, slut.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, master! Please stick your cock up my asshole!” she cried in a loud voice filled with embarrassment and passion.

Another blow. “Beg harder, bitch.”

“Please fuck my ass!” she cried. “I need your cock in my ass! I love your cock! I love being fucked up the ass! Please, master! I need to be ass fucked! I need to be sodomised! I need to be raped in the ass! Rape my ass, master! Please!”

She heard a chuckle, then the butt plug was eased out of her.

“Oooh! Oh yess! Oh yes, master! Fuck my ass!” she gasped. “Fuck my nasty, slutty ass!”

The feel of his cock was distinctive as it slid up into her, quite clearly not a dildo as she felt the hot, slick feel of it pushing up into her belly. God it was big!

“Ohh! Ohh! You’re so big!” she groaned. “Fuck my ass, master! Fuck my whore ass with your big cock!”

“Filthy little slave,” he growled as his cock pushed deeper.

And yet his voice was in front of her.

She wasn’t thinking about that, however, as she felt the big cock pushing up high and deep, groaning and gasping, her hips rolling as hands kneaded her breasts.

“Oh God! It’s so deeeeep!” she groaned.

“Beg for more, slut.”

“Give it to me, master! Shove your whole cock up my ass!” she gasped. “Oh! Ungh! Rape me with your big cock! Ream me out, master!”

Oh God it felt so big! She was being stretched soooo wide it ached! But Regan was in the grip of the hottest, steamiest sexual need she’d ever felt, and every deep aching thrust sent a shudder of dark pleasure through her trembling body.

 

“Rape me!” she gasped breathlessly. “Rape my ass! Fuck my ass, master! Oh God!

Ungh! Oh! Oh yes! Unngggh! Fuck! Yes! Unghhhh!”

 

The feel of his big, log of a cock thrusting up deep into her ass was now

driving Regan over the edge. She was tight, but her anal muscles had relaxed

and so the steady thrusting of the big cock was just aching enough to make her

feel the squirmy nastiness of what she was doing, of what was being done to

her. Tied up and fucked in the ass! How nasty was that! She never would have

believed she would enjoy anal sex so much!

 

She felt his hands mauling her breasts and groaned, pushing her chest forward

even as she thrust her ass back against him. His hands came off her breasts,

and then she groaned aloud as he pulled her hair up and back sharply, forcing

her back to arch.

 

And then a shock went through her, a shock which tore through even the heady,

intoxicating steam which was circling her hazy mind. For she felt his hands on

her thighs, and a moment later, his lips on her sex. And despite how

incredible it felt when his warm, moist tongue began to lick up across her

trembling clit that could not distract her from realizing that she and Patrick

were no longer alone.

 

For his cock was still stuffed deep in her anal passage, thrusting slowly in

and out now, deep, achingly deep, but thrusting steadily. Each time his cock

was in her to the balls he would grind his hips against her butt.

 

So how could he be licking at her pussy?!

 

Of course, he couldn’t be, and her eyes went huge and round behind the

blindfold as that tongue licked eagerly at her clit, and those hands squeezed

her slender thighs. For another hand was pulling back on her hair, and now a

fourth was moving over her full, straining breasts. She was stunned, and could

not think, could not speak, breath or move. The cock in her ass pumped in and

out. The tongue on her clit lapped up and down.

 

There was another guy here! She didn’t know if he was the guy licking her, or

the one with a cock up her ass. But there was another guy here! Patrick had

brought someone in here to fuck her without her even knowing!! She wanted to

scream, to protest, to demand he release her. But she was horrified at the

knowledge, frozen almost motionless but for the movement of her body caused by

their hands and bodies.

 

And more. She was mortified. As yet, blindfolded, silent, with the other party

silent, it was almost as if she didn’t have to admit it was real, as if she

could pretend it wasn’t happening, and so could they. But when she reacted,

when they untied her and took off the blindfold, she’d have to come face to

face with this guy, this stranger who had probably been listening while she

begged to be fucked in the ass, while she begged to be raped in the ass! How

could she survive such humiliation!

 

Her head was still back, her chest thrust out, and that big cock was still

thrusting up into her, moving faster now, forcing her to gasp and grunt as it

drove up into her belly. And whoever was between her legs was now spreading

his mouth open, enveloping her sex, sucking and licking at the same time in a

way which made her want to thrust her hips wildly forward, let him consume her

whole. God it felt good!

 

Regan felt something inside her soften and then break away. What did it matter

anyway when it felt this good. She was the slave girl, after all, Patrick’s

bitch, his whore, his slut. She was his to use as he wanted! That was the game

she had willingly entered, and now that it was becoming more and more real she

felt a flash fire of incredible carnal heat roll through her.

 

Slave! Fuck toy! His bitch! His sex toy! He had offered her up to some friend

of his, as his bitch he could do with as he wanted. And wasn’t she? Oh God it

was so hot, so nasty, so wicked! She felt her insides squirm and twist, her

pussy throbbing on the edge of orgasm as that mouth clamped tight around her

entire mound and sucked.

 

The cock in her ass was thrusting harder, using longer strokes, and Regan was

gulping in air in short, rapid, desperate little gasps.

 

And then the blindfold was ripped off and she stared down at Patrick’s head

between her thighs. And the guy fucking her leaned in and bit into the nape of

her neck. With her head forced up and back by the grip on her hair she was

able to catch a strong glimpse of him from the edge of her vision. And another

shock wave tore through her, almost as strong as the first.

 

It was her uncle Paul!

 

She felt another shock of humiliation, of horror and denial, almost strong

enough to douse the flaming bonfire of her lust and excitement. Almost. He

grinned at her and she tried to shrink back. He pulled on her hair harder and

his hand gripped her breast in a tight squeeze.

 

“Slut,” her uncle growled. “Hot, nasty little slave. You wanted a cock up the

ass, little girl!? You got one! Do you like it, little girl? Do you like the

feel of my big cock up your ass? Do you, slave?”

 

The words hit her like blows, and her mind reeled under the strain. And then

the climax howled through her, a climax like no other. For with Patrick’s

mouth sucking and licking at her pussy and her uncle’s big cock churning up

into her ass the orgasm tore her mind apart and forced a long, warbling scream

of near mindless animal pleasure from the helpless teenager.

 

The orgasm built into something more powerful than she’d ever felt before -

and then grew from that. It left her breathless, and her mind almost blown out

like a candle, left her sagging weakly, fairly hanging by her wrists in a

dazed mass of spasming, overstrained muscles, gasping for breath.

 

But more than that, it left her body straining on the edge, so that with

Patrick continuing his oral attack, and her uncle’s big cock thrusting up into

her ass, and his hand kneading her breast and pinching her nipples - the heat

reignited almost immediately, and in less than a minute another powerful

orgasm tore through her body. And then another, and another, and another.

 

Regan had barely heard of multiple orgasms, and now they were running through

her body like an out of control freight train.






Chapter Six
“What if Patrick and Regan are looking for it?” Riley asked anxiously.

 

“Don’t worry. They won’t be,” Molly said with an unexplained sense of self

assurance.

 

Riley was worried nonetheless. But she was eager to see what she looked like

in the lewd leather getup. The stiletto heeled boots felt incredible as they

clung to her thighs. In them, she felt more naked than naked! The leather

gloves redoubled the sensation. The collar gave her a strange sensation of raw

carnal heat. And the nasty, overly tight leather corset squeezed her breasts

so they throbbed powerfully, her nipples like sharp, sparkling little erasers.

 

“Oh my God this is such a nasty outfit!” she gasped, staring at herself in the

mirror.

 

The corset squeezed her middle so much that it felt as though her internal

organs were being squeezed downward, putting more pressure on her groin. But

Molly had an answer for that, as she forced her to bend, then slowly worked

the dildo and butt-plug attached to the inside of the leather T-belt into her

body, then did the belt up tightly.

 

Quivering with excitement, her hair brushed beautifully, the blonde girl

stared at herself in amazement. She had never imagined she could look so

incredibly sexy! She looked like sex incarnate!

 

Now Molly attached the leather restraints, and Riley felt both anxiety, and an

added sense of excitement as her wrists were fastened together behind her

back.

 

Molly stood behind her, a hand fondling one of her breasts as stared over her

shoulder at the image in the mirror. Then she eased back. “Walk a little” she

said.

 

Transfixed by her own image, Riley walked slowly and carefully back and forth

on the high stiletto heels, and hardly noticed, at first, that Molly was

holding something up before her face. She turned to ask her something and

froze, realizing it was a camera. Then she gasped and turned away quickly.

“Molly!”

 

“I’ve got a dozen pictures already,” Molly said with a grin. “And anyway,

you’re my slave girl, remember? You don’t get to say no without getting your

ass stung. Now turn around and look at the camera. Now,” she said, her voice

hardening.

 

Swallowing anxiously, Riley obeyed, looking down as the camera snapped again

and again. But slowly, she lost her anxiety, turning and posing as Molly

demanded, feeling the heat rushing through her.

 

Molly took the T-belt off her, finally, working the dildo and butt-plug out,

but replacing them with larger ones.

 

“Kneel, little slave girl” she ordered.

 

Excited, breathless, Riley knelt. Molly stood over her, naked herself, and

gripped her soft blonde hair, then pulled her forward firmly into her groin.

Without any thought of fighting, Riley began to lick, wildly excited by being

“forced”, by being made to service Molly. What a nasty, wicked game this was!

 

On her knees, she jammed her face into the other girl’s pussy, licking and

sucking and moaning as she rolled her eyes up dramatically at her “mistress”.

 

“That’s it. Nasty little slut. Lick your mistress’ pussy, slave girl,” Molly

said in an arrogant tone. “Suck on my clit, you dirty little lesbian slut!”

 

Riley moaned and obeyed, grunting and gasping, but not complaining as Molly

pulled at her hair and ground her sex into her mouth and face. And when Molly

came, Riley felt a hot, sweet sense of triumph.

 

“Such a nasty little pussy licker,” Molly sighed. “I think we’ll have to

punish you, dirty girl.”

 

First came a blindfold, which made Riley uneasy. Then came a series of stern

orders to position her nearly nude body this way - or that way. She had to

spread her legs, and raise her ass, and roll it back as Molly pumped the dildo

in and out and fingered her clit. And then she heard Molly’s voice move away.

 

“Come to me, crawl to me on your belly, little slave,” Molly said in a phony

imperial voice. “Crawl to your mistress and beg her to fuck you.”

 

Trembling with excitement, Molly groaned and unrolled herself onto the floor.

Then, blindfolded, she writhed across the floor towards the sound of her

voice, until she could feel the other girl’s ankles against her head and face.

 

Something was pushed into her mouth.

 

“Suck, slave girl!”

 

She moaned and sucked, and felt another shudder of understanding even before

Molly confirmed it.

 

“Suck your mistress’ toes, slave. Lick at your mistress’s foot!” Molly growled

in a haughty tone.

 

She twisted her foot from side to side, thrusting it forward more as the bound

girl tried to lick at her toes, and giggled as she pushed her toes deeper into

the bound girl’s mouth.

 

“Nasty little slave girl,” she cooed.

 

It was degrading. It was beyond degrading, and some part of Riley reveled in

it, her groin throbbing with hunger and excitement as she licked slowly,

erotically at whatever part of Molly’s foot reached her mouth and tongue.

Molly pulled her toes back, raising her foot, and Riley licked at the

underside, at the heel, moaning at the intensity of her own white hot lust.

 

And then she felt Molly’s hand gripping her hair, firmly pulling her forward,

up and forward. She gasped and winced in pain, forced up onto her knees, duck

walking forward blindly on her knees as her hair was pulled along. She heard a

chair pulled out in front of her, and then her mouth was guided in against a

bare sex. She started licking wildly, searching for the slit, tracing it with

her tongue, sliding her tongue upwards to lick at the clit and suck hungrily.

 

“Raise your ass, bitch,” Molly taunted, “And spread your legs so all my

friends can come and fuck you! You want that, don’t you, slave girl! You want

to be fucked hard!”

 

“Yes, mistress!” Riley breathed, licking blindly at her clit.

 

Hands caressed her breasts as she knelt before the chair licking, fingers

pinched at her nipples, twisting and pulling them, and she shuddered as her

hair was twisted and yanked up and back.

 

She felt the dildo inside her pulled in and out, in and out. At first she

thought Molly must be pushing it in and out, but then the dildo moved harder,

deeper, and something hit her upraised bottom, and again, and again, something

that was very much like the feel of Molly’s hips when she’d taken her on her

knees the previous night.

 

And yet - and yet it couldn’t be, because she was licking Molly’s pussy even

now!

 

Her eyes blinked and fluttered as the blindfold was yanked off, and she stared

at the pussy in front of her, licking and lapping frantically. Her eyes rolled

upwards, and there was something wrong. The hips were too wide, the breasts

much too large.

 

Her Aunt Beth’s face looked down at her, smiling cruelly.

 

“Lick me, slave girl,” she taunted. “Lick Auntie Beth and make her happy.”

 

Shock rippled through Riley’s nervous system, and she gasped as her aunt

twisted her hair cruelly.

 

Her body shuddered as the dildo was thrust deep, hands gripping her hips

yanking her back.

 

“Lick her, slave,” Molly called from behind her. “Lick that pussy, nasty

little slave girl.”

 

Her aunt twisted her hair again and jammed her face in against her pussy.

 

Whimpering, she licked, her lips spreading wide as she began to suck dazedly

at her aunt’s sex. She felt Molly’s hands on her hips sliding up and down her

sides, then curving in beneath to envelope her breasts, squeezing and kneading

them as she rammed her hips forward. The dildo punched deep into her belly,

hurting her, but it was a hot, wonderful pain, and she groaned aloud as her

aunt’s hips began to roll upwards against her face.

 

“Yess,” Aunt Beth groaned throatily. “Lick your auntie’s pussy, slave girl.

Stick that tongue deep, little slut. Otherwise Auntie is going to have to

punish you.”

 

“Punish her, mommy!” Molly panted, thrusting in hard and fast, making Riley’s

body shake and shudder.

 

“Bad little slave,” Aunt Beth purred. “She needs to be punished.”

 

She jammed Riley’s mouth in against her pussy again, and the dazed blonde girl

licked helplessly. Her strong, muscled thighs rose and closed around the

girl’s head, her feet pressing down on her back as she raised her pussy

higher.

 

Her mouth curled into an ugly sneer. “Lick me, you little bitch,” she growled.

 

Riley licked, fear and excitement swirling within her, twisting together with

shame shock and wonder. Her aunt was gripping her hair and head in both

powerful hands, almost rubbing her face against her pussy as she licked

desperately. She felt genuine fear as she never had with Molly, and

frantically tried to please the cold eyed woman by bringing her off.

 

Her aunt began to groan and writhe in place, her hips rolling up rhythmically

as Riley licked and sucked. And then she stiffened, arched her back, and

jammed her niece’s face in hard against her as she came.

 

Riley felt a wave of relief as her aunt’s fingers loosened in her hair. Yet

her body continued to shudder to the hard pounding of her cousin’s hips

against her aching bottom., and her pussy was aching and churning as the dildo

hissed in and out with deep, fast, powerful thrusts.

 

“Stop,” her aunt grunted.

 

The thrusting stopped almost instantly.

 

“Give me the strap-on,” she ordered, pushing Riley back.

 

She stood up, and Riley felt a sense of fear at the strength of will and body

as the woman towered over her. She blushed red again under her aunt’s eyes,

but was too stunned and too afraid to even speak.

 

She watched as her aunt strapped the big dildo onto her over her groin and

then reached behind her. She held up a thin leather - something.

 

“Do you know what a riding crop feels like on your bare bottom, slave?” Aunt

Beth asked softly.

 

Riley felt another wave of fear, and her head jerked from side to side.

 

“Answer, slut!”

 

“N-No, mistress!” she squeaked.

 

“You’re going to obey, aren’t you, slut?”

 

“Y-Y-Yes, aunt Beth!”

 

Her aunt’s eyes narrowed. She gripped Riley’s silky blonde hair and slowly,

but firmly forced the gasping girl up to her feet. Then she slid both hands

around Riley’s slender throat and slowly closed her fingers. Riley felt her

eyes beginning to bulge, and gasped helplessly, mouth wide as her aunt looked

down coldly.

 

“You will never address me like that again. Do you understand, slut?”

 

Riley tried to nod, but could not move, could not speak. Her eyes bulged even

more, and her chest burned from lack of air. Her head pounded and beads of

sweat stood out on her forehead.

 

“I am not your aunt, you miserable little slut. I am your mistress. You will

address me as mistress. You will address all women as mistress, and all men as

master. You are nothing but a miserable little slut of a slave.”

 

She released her grip on her niece’s throat as the world spun around the

helpless, gasping blonde, and Riley dropped to her knees, gasping and coughing

helplessly as she sucked in desperate breaths of air.

 

“No, slut, I asked you a question. Are you going to obey?” she said quietly.

 

“Y-Y-Yes, mistress!” Riley gasped.

 

Aunt Beth looked behind the gasping, trembling blonde. “Uncuff the slut,” she

said.

 

Riley felt Molly lean over her and fumble at the leather restraints binding

her wrists together. Then they fell apart as her aunt sat down in the chair

before her.

 

“Stand up, slut.”

 

Riley got to her shaky feet, still gulping in air.

 

“Turn on some music, dear,” Aunt Beth said in a mild voice.

 

The radio came on behind her, and the station changed as Molly played with the

tuning. Then the music steadied and her aunt smiled coldly.

 

“Dance for me, slut.”

 

She reached beside her and picked up the riding crop, then tapped it lightly

on the side of the chair.

 

“Dance, slut.”

 

Dazed, Riley began to dance. Her hips rolled shakily from side to side, and

she swung her shoulders and arms as she stared in fear at her aunt, and the

big black dildo protruding from between her legs.

 

“Dance, slut,” her aunt growled.

 

Riley tried to dance better, swinging her hips more in time to the music.

 

“You know what I want, little slave,” her aunt purred. “I want a lap dance.

Come forward, little slave, and give mistress a lap dance.”

 

She smiled thinly.

 

Riley spread her legs, blushing hotly as her cousin giggled behind her. She

moved closer, straddling the chair and her aunt, rolling her hips and grinding

her pelvis in and out in her best recollection of what a stripper ought to be

doing. Her aunt’s hands reached out and guided her forward more, and then

down.

 

Then a hand slid behind her and fingers gripped the butt-plug, slowly pulling

it out. Riley was half squatting over her aunt as she continued to roll her

hips in time to the music. Her breathing was ragged, and she was still gripped

by shock and fear, but she groaned as the big butt-plug pulled free.

 

“Now sit on my cock, little slave. Take it up the ass, like your whore sister

does with my son’s cock. You thought it was awfully exciting to watch her

taking a cock up the ass. Now you’re going to. Whore. Sit on it.”

 

She guided her niece down, and Riley shuddered with a sudden roaring heat

within her groin as she felt the rounded nose of the dildo press into her open

anus and slide right through. Her aunt pulled her down relentlessly, and her

weakened legs wouldn’t hold her, as she sank down onto the big dildo.

 

The butt-plug had loosened her up, of course, but the dildo was considerably

longer, and pushed up much higher into her rectum. Her eyes went wide and she

gasped at the sudden ache. The muscles in her legs stiffened as she tried to

ease her downward motion. But her aunt pulled her down firmly, and she cried

out softly, a short, sharp little bark of pain, then another, louder, and

another, and another, as inch after inch of fat black latex cock pushed up

into her ass.

 

The last squeak was a cry, almost a scream as her aunt kicked her legs out

from under her and she sat fully on her aunt’s lap, impaled on the big dildo,

her body trembling with pain as her aunt smiled coldly up into her shocked

face.

 

“Do you like it… slut?” she breathed.

 

    *

 

Hours passed. Hours of darkness, and ache, and dizziness and confusion got

Regan. She remained in the loft, arms stretched out above her, legs spread.

The dildo and butt-plug were held tight within her by the T-belt. But Patrick

had added two more things to the outfit. The first were a pair of narrow

chains - each attached to a small alligator clip. Gagged, she had cried out in

pain as he had carefully squeezed her breasts just behind the hard nipples,

and then let the clips bite firmly and fully into each hard pink nipple.

 

Then the chains had been pulled up and fastened to the ring in the center of

her collar, the length precisely calculated to keep a firm pull on both

nipples at all times.

 

And then he had shown her the hood before putting a pair of cotton wads over

her eyes, and then pulling the leather hood down fully over her head and face.

 

“Nasty little girl,” he purred into her ear. “Nasty little slave. You’ll have

to be punished now, you know, for being such a nasty little slut.”

 

His hands moved over her bottom as her uncle’s hands kneaded her breasts.

 

Her ankles were untied, and then her feet pulled together, and locked

together. Her hips were pulled back as far as possible.

 

“Keep your legs, straight, slave girl,” her uncle ordered in a harsh growl.

 

She was bent slightly forward now, her bottom pushed far back, feet together.

 

Gagged, she could only moan, then cry out as the first sharp blow cut across

her buttocks. Another followed, then another, then another, in precise,

methodical order, each punctuated by her uncle’s harsh cry of “Whore! Slut!

Slave!” repeated one after another as she began to sob at the burning in her

bottom and twist in pain.

 

“Keep your legs straight!” her uncle barked. “Keep that bottom out!”

 

And she obeyed, even as he brought the strap or whatever it was down across

her bottom too many times to count. She sobbed weakly, her tears moistening

the cotton over her eyes as the blows burned her bottom cruelly.

 

Then her legs had been spread again, and she had been left there - alone, for

hours. The only sound she could hear through the hood was the soft whispering

of a female voice, barely understood, over and over and over again, repeating

soft, gently spoken words.

 

“You are a slave now. You must obey your master. You are a slave now. You must

obey. You are a sex slave. You must obey your master. You are a slave now. You

must obey. You are a sex slave now. You will be punished if you do not obey.

You are a sex slave now. Your body belongs to your master. You are a slave

now. You must - .”

 

Regan’s legs were now exhausted, stiff and sore. Her arms were the same, and

her back hurt. Her bottom felt only mildly sore, as though the skin was

lightly sunburned, and her nipples ached fiercely. Every time her head pulled

back a little, every time she arched her back at all, it tugged on the chains

clipped to her pinched, pain-filled nipples

 

“… a sex slave. Your body is owned by your master. You must obey - .” the

soft voice whispered against her ears.

 

And then there was a sudden sound, nearby. It brought her head up, her eyes

questing blindly, her anxiety level suddenly rising. A touched her back, and

she flinched sharply. But no words were spoken, and she had no idea who it

was. Two hands now gently stroked her back, as if enjoying the soft, tactile

sensation of her silken flesh. Then they slid around her chest and up beneath

her breasts, coasting and caressing them, fingers lightly stroking at her

crushed nipples.

 

She felt lips kissing her shoulder, then her back, lips which kissed their way

slowly down her spine to the T-belt. Then she felt the buckle undone behind

her, and the lower part of the belt fell down from between her buttocks. It

remained in place, of course, insofar as the butt-plug inside her was

concerned, but now it was pulled slowly away, the one in her dildo slid out of

her, as well.

 

Almost immediately, another butt-plug pushed up into her back passage. It felt

larger than the other, very firm, very round, but well-oiled, and it was

pushed gently, twisting from side to side, pushing up, easing back, pushing up

again, straining her sphincter, but giving it time to adjust to its larger

girth. Then it slid up into her body and Regan groaned as it drove deeper.

 

She felt a sense of wonderment, of dark excitement mixed with anxious fear.

Someone was pushing a butt-plug up into her ass and she didn’t even know who

it was!

 

The butt-plug abruptly narrowed and her anal opening squeezed close around the

narrow bar between the plug and its base. She waited, blind, gagged, bound

helpless, and then the clips were removed from her nipples. At first she felt

a sense of relief, but that was quickly replaced by sharp pain that made her

cry out, made her twist and writhe in her bonds as the crushed flesh resumed

its normal shape and texture.

 

Meanwhile, she felt something penetrating her, another dildo, it felt like, a

thick one with rounded rings every inch or two, sliding up through her sex

lips and into her body. It slid deep, and then she felt something else, a part

of it, sliding up over the top of her slit, up over her clit, something which

began to buzz.

 

Hands moved behind her and untied the tight corset, and Regan groaned in

relief as she was finally able to draw in a full, deep breath, as her breasts,

squeezed up and together for hours, were finally released. Then a soft tongue

licked up across her left breast, and across her aching nipple. It licked

again, gently, slowly, then someone began to mouth her nipple, sucking only

lightly, bringing their mouth together against her flesh, sliding it back,

then mouthing her again.

 

Lips folded around her other breast, then, and she jerked and shuddered,

realizing there must be two of them. So Patrick and his father were both here!

Her nipples pulsed and throbbed, now crackling with pins and needles of

relief. The gentle sucking and licking was making her entire breasts pulse

with pleasure now, even as the vibrator buzzing against her clit caused her

hips to roll helplessly.

 

The butt-plug eased slowly out of her ass, and then she felt a hard, thick

cock sliding up into her bottom. She groaned and her back arched, and then

another shock rippled through her. For with two mouths on her breasts and a

cock behind her, that meant there were three men there! Hands roamed her body,

gentle and caressing, squeezing her buttocks, massaging her shoulders,

stroking over her breasts and belly.

 

She felt herself being swept away on a dark erotic tide, tossed and twisted,

tumbling and rolling in the churning waves, unable to control herself or where

she was going.






Chapter Seven
The music pounded behind her as Riley rode up and down on her aunt’s stiff

black cock. Her insides felt mushy and sore, but she continued to ride up and

down, her aunt’s fingers digging into the soft flesh of her buttocks forcing

her to rise and fall, to ride the dildo as the woman mouthed and kissed and

licked and sucked on her breasts and nipples.

 

The muscles in her legs grew rubbery, and she was gasping weakly, sweat

beading all over her body as she continued to dance and grind her hips and

ride her ass up and down on the dildo.

 

“Enough,” her aunt said finally.

 

Riley shuddered in relief.

 

“Get on all fours, slave.”

 

Riley had to be helped up - by Molly pulling on her hair. Then she all but

collapsed onto the floor.

 

“On all fours, slave.”

 

Riley assumed the position, then yelped as her aunt brought the crop down

across her buttocks.

 

“Keep that ass up and out, slut. Molly, fill our little slave’s hungry pussy.

 

Molly giggled, and half danced forward, bending over behind her cousin and

working a twin of the big black dildo into her tight pussy. Then her aunt

knelt behind her and thrust the second dildo up her ass once more, and rode

her hard and deep as Riley knelt in place, gasping and shuddering in pain and

a strange dark hunger.

 

She groaned as her hair was pulled up and back.

 

“You like that, slave girl?” her aunt growled “Nasty, naughty little sex

slave!”

 

Riley whimpered helplessly, excitedly, the words setting her insides afire.

 

“Sex slave!” her aunt breathed into her ear, her hips working in and out.

 

Molly sat on the floor in front of her, and gripped her hair, forcing her head

down and her face into her sex. Riley licked at once, knowing what was

required of her, dazed by it all, gasping and grunting as her aunt sodomised

her with her big, strap-on dildo

 

They were all crazy, she thought weakly, helplessly, but she could do nothing

but obey, and a dark, nasty side of her felt a wild sense of thrilled

excitement as she felt the big dildo pounding into her aching ass, and she

sucked frantically on her cousin’s clitoris.

 

And when her aunt’s finger slid in beneath her and began to stroke against her

own clit she could not help responding. Despite her anxiety, resentment,

indignation, and embarrassment, despite her fear and alarm and more than a

little revulsion, she felt her body pulsing and throbbing, her pussy burning

and spasming around the thick dildo, her insides clenching and churning as the

big dildo pumped in and out of her ass.

 

The climax took her, tearing away what mental resistance she possessed,

leaving her bare, a naked, helpless slave girl crying out in pleasure, her

body at the mercy of others, her mind drowned on a sea of heat and hunger.

 

She all but collapsed against Molly, but sharp, stinging pulls on her hair

forced clarity into her mind and she resumed her licking and sucking at her

cousin’s clit while her aunt continued to pound the dildo up her ass. Only

when Molly came, crying out in place, writhing and bucking and arching, did

her aunt stop. She gripped the base of the dildo, gave it a twist to free it

of the harness she wore, then pushed on the base to force it deeper into

Riley’s ass.

 

“Now let’s see about training our sex slave, Molly,” Aunt Beth said.

 

Riley shuddered at the word, her mind filled with a wondering sense of

amazement, fear and heat.

 

Her aunt picked up the riding crop, and motioned to her daughter. “Put a leash

on her and walk her around the room.”

 

Molly did just that, clipping it to Riley’s collar.

 

“Now crawl, slave girl,” Molly said sternly.

 

She began to walk slowly, and Riley crawled at her heels, pulled along by the

leash, very much aware of her aunt’s stern eyes and the crop in her hand - and

how much that crop stung when it struck her bottom.

 

She crawled slowly around the room, something which was much more difficult

than she would have imagined. The floor was hard on her knees, and it was very

awkward crawling, especially crawling properly, the way Molly and her aunt

wanted.

 

“Head up!” her aunt barked, snapping the crop across her bottom. “back

straight, Bottom raised!”

 

“No, heels!”

 

She looked over her shoulder uncertainly, and gasped as her aunt jerked back

on her hair.

 

“When I say heels, slave girl you sit back on your heels, knees wide, back

straight, head up,” her aunt barked. “Now heels.”

 

The blonde teenager struggled to obey, sitting on her heels, knees apart, as

her aunt and cousin looked down at her. She felt another shudder of dark heat,

wondering what more they were going to do to her, and how long this nasty game

was supposed to last.

 

“When I say knees, I want you to rise on your knees, put your hands behind

your neck, and arch your back. Do you understand, slave?”

 

“Y-Yes, mistress,” she gulped.

 

“Knees.”

 

She obeyed, and felt another little shudder pass through her as both her aunt

and Molly reached a hand down and lightly squeezed and caressed one of her

breasts.

 

Her nipples were as stiff as they had ever been, and had been stiff for what

felt like ages.

 

“On your back, slave,” Aunt Beth ordered. “That means lay back, bend your

knees fully, and spread your legs wide.”

 

She obeyed, dark embarrassment lightly colouring her face as the two women

looked down at her bare groin, the dildo protruding from between the tightly

clenched lips of her sex.

 

“Reach down and take hold of the dildo in your pussy, slave, and work it in

and out,” her aunt ordered.

 

Embarrassed even more, Riley obeyed, gripping the dildo and slowly moving it

in and out.

 

“Harder, slave,” her aunt ordered. “Fuck yourself with it. Show me what a hot,

nasty little slut you are.”

 

Riley worked the dildo in and out faster, her breath quickening

 

“Rub your clit with your other hand, slave,” her aunt barked.

 

Again Riley felt a surge of shame and embarrassment, and yet again that shame

sent a hot, churning hunger through her body and mind.

 

“Fuck yourself, sex slave,” Molly taunted. “Masturbate for us, nasty girl.”

 

Oh God that was so slutty! That was so sick! Yet Riley dared not refuse, and

as she masturbated she felt the wild dark hunger mounting. Her fingers stroked

at her clit, and her hand pumped the dildo in and out, and she gasped and

panted and moaned as her aunt and cousin looked on.

 

“You will not come unless I give you permission. Do you understand, sex

slave?” her aunt demanded.

 

“Y-Yes, mistress!” Riley gasped.

 

Surely that didn’t matter. Surely she wouldn’t climax anyway, laying her,

masturbating while her aunt and cousin stared at her. Yet the longer she

stroked her finger across her throbbing clit, the more she pumped the dildo,

the more aroused she became.

 

“You love cock, don’t you, slut?” her aunt growled “Tell me you love cock!”

 

“I-I love cock!” Riley gulped, face reddening.

 

“Louder, slave.”

 

“I love c-cock!”

 

“Louder, whore!”

 

“I love cock!”

 

Her aunt crouched before her, watching, smiling darkly. “You want a cock

inside you, don’t you, slut?”

 

“Yes, mistress!”

 

“You want a big old nasty man cock in your tight little pussy, don’t you,

slut!?”

 

“Yes, mistress!” she gasped.

 

“Sounds like a plan to me.”

 

The unmistakably male voice caused Riley to jerk violently, and she stopped

masturbating, her body twisting around to stare at Patrick leaning against the

doorway and smirking at her. She squealed in embarrassment and tried to cover

herself from his eyes, but her aunt would have none of it.

 

“Did I tell you you could move, slave?” her aunt barked. “Did I say you could

stop masturbating! On your heels, slave! Now!”

 

“But… but Aunt Beth - !”

 

“Silence, slave! On your knees this instance or I’ll whip your bottom so hard

you won’t sit down in a month.”

 

Face flaming, Riley did not resist as Molly jerked her up and back, and

positioned her on her knees, sitting on her heels.

 

“Hands behind you, slave!” her aunt barked.

 

Her hands were trying to cover her breasts and pussy, and Riley trembled with

indecision until the crop cut across her back. She cried out in pain, body

twisting around.

 

“Hands behind your back, slave or we’ll shackle them in place,” her aunt

barked.

 

“I - but - ohh!” she moaned, pulling her hands down and behind her.

 

“Lets spread, slut!” her aunt barked.

 

Shamefaced, burning face staring down, she shifted her knees slowly apart,

then wider as the crop struck her back another stinging blow.

 

“Hands behind your neck. Arch your back!”

 

Again she obeyed, slowly, gasping in pain as the crop bit into her back once

more. She knelt, trembling, back arched, head back, staring at the ceiling, at

the window, at anything but her smiling cousin’s face as he strolled closer.

 

He eased to a crouch in front of her, and she flinched violently as his hand

settled on her belly, rubbing slowly.

 

“What a hot little piece of ass you are, Riley,” he said. “You’re going to

make a marvelous sex slave.”

 

They were all crazy, Riley thought dazedly. Crazy, crazy, crazy! Sick, sick,

sick!

His hand moved slowly down between her legs and her thighs started to snap closed, but drew back at another barked command, and then she trembled as he stroked his fingers across her swollen clit and traced the taut flesh of her pussy lips as it gripped the shaft of the dildo inside her.

“Tell us again how you love cock, sex slave,” he said with a smirk.

 

Riley stared dazedly at him.

 

“Obey your master, slut,” Aunt Beth growled. “You’re already in for a

punishment for that disgraceful behaviour when he came in the door. Do you

want more punishment? Do you?”

 

“N-N-No, M-Mistress!” she stuttered.

 

“Arch your back more, slut!”

 

Riley jerked her arms back, forcing her chest out more, and Patrick ran his

hand upwards between her breasts, then over them. Despite her shame, she

hissed when his rough, warm hands stroked across her stiff, quivering nipples.

 

“Do you want my cock, slave?” he breathed.

 

Riley’s lower lip trembled.

 

“No? I guess you want to be punished instead,” he said regretfully.

 

“I - I - no!”

 

He eased back, and Molly hurried forward carrying a kind of whip. This was not

like the thin leather crop her aunt held in her fist. This held a number of

very short, thin leather laces.

 

“Can I flog her breasts, mom!?” she asked eagerly.

 

“Yes, dear, I think that would be appropriate,” Aunt Beth said.

 

She growled sternly at the trembling blonde. “Listen carefully, slave. You

have acted up, and therefore, you will be punished. You must know something

about your punishments. They will always be twice as hard if you resist. If

you were meant to get five blows, resisting will get you ten. Do you

understand, slave?”

 

A jerk on her hair brought the dazed girl out of her stunned state.

 

“Y-Yes, mistress!” she whimpered.

 

“Now, mistress Molly is going to give your breasts a little punishment; ten

blows from the flog. It will sting a little, but the flog is a very light one.

It will only sting. If you resist, if you try to resist that is, you will get

twenty blows, and I will make them as hard as I can. Do you understand, slut?”

 

“P-please,” she whimpered. “I-I’ll be good!”

 

“You will be good by holding your position and not moving,” her aunt growled.

 

“It will only hurt a little, slave girl,” Molly said. “Don’t be a baby.”

 

She brought her arm up and back, then swung it down, quickly, but not fast.

The laces of the flog spread out and then snapped down across the blonde

teen’s taut young chest. She screamed as they struck, each lace giving a

stinging bite to her tender flesh. In truth, however, the stings were not

heavy, and though she jerked violently when the flog hit her she quickly drew

her elbows back again.

 

“That’s a good slave girl,” her aunt said. “Nine more.”

 

The flog struck again, and Riley groaned aloud. The stinging was worse, the

heat greater, but she was gripped by a strange dark shimmering cloud of dazed

confusion and wonderment. What were they doing to her!? Why were they doing

this!? What worse would they do!?

 

Again the flog sliced into her tender, sensitive breasts, and again she

flinched sharply, crying out, her elbows coming forward, chest straightening.

She quickly drew her elbows back again, thrusting her chest out to meet the

next blow.

 

Another blow, and another, and another. Each blow stung worse than the one

before it, for her flesh was becoming more and more sensitive. She bit back a

sob of pain, her eyes filling with tears as the laces lashed her breasts again

and again and again and again, biting her lip, closing her eyes, moaning

helplessly as the pain gnawed at her.

 

But she held her position through ten blows.

 

“Good slave!” her aunt said in a pleased voice.

 

“Good sex slave!” Molly said, sounding equally pleased.

 

Hands patted her head and rubbed her shoulders and Riley felt a wave of

relief.

 

And now Patrick undid his zipper and pulled his cock out. It was large, and

semi-hard. Riley stared at it in wonderment. Did he not even care that his

mother and sister were here?!

 

He stepped closer, until the tip of his cock was right before her.

 

“Tell us again how you love cock,” he ordered.

 

“I-I l-love cock,” Riley gulped.

 

“Louder, slut!” Aunt Beth barked.

 

“I love cock!” she cried.

 

“Isn’t it good I taught you how to deep throat!” Molly said laughingly. “Now

you’re going to get to practice it on a real cock!”

 

“Beg to suck my cock, slave,” Patrick ordered.

 

Her aunt tapped the crop against her thigh and Riley felt light-headed.

 

“Please may I suck your cock - master,” she breathed.

 

“Louder, slut!”

 

“Please may I suck your cock, master!”

 

“Louder, whore!”

 

“Please may I suck your cock, master!”

 

The flog lashed her back and she cried out.

 

“Louder!”

 

“Please may I suck your cock, master!”

 

Patrick stepped closer, his cock hard now, and as spread his legs apart.

 

“Maintain your position, slave!” Aunt Beth barked. “Head back, elbows out!”

 

Patrick slid his cock into her mouth, and Riley mouthed it weakly, then with

more attention, sucking and licking at it as he ran his hands down behind her

head and thrust deeper.

 

“Swallow that cock, sex slave!” Molly ordered.

 

Riley moaned as Patrick pulled her head forward, thrusting into her. His cock

punched into her throat, and then slid down it as she quivered and trembled

and fought frantically to hold her position as ordered.

 

“Swallow that cock, slave!” Molly said again.

 

“Hold your position, slut!” her aunt barked.

 

“If you move you get twenty on the breasts,” Molly said, coming closer,

crouching beside her.

 

“Forty!” her aunt growled, crouching on her other side.

 

Riley gurgled weakly as Patrick forced his cock all the way down her throat to

the balls. Her eyes bulged and she trembled and shook. And then she felt a

hand between her legs, fingering her clit, another hand on her breast, and a

third and fourth. Molly and Aunt Beth ran their hands over her, stroking,

caressing, fingering and rubbing as Patrick ground her face into his groin.

 

“Fuck her face,” Molly said nastily.

 

“Rape her throat,” her aunt growled.

 

“Yes, rape her whore throat!” Molly said tauntingly. “Rape her face!”

 

“Fuck her throat hard!” her mother echoed, their hands fingering and stroking

the trembling girl.

 

“Go ahead and move, slut so I can whip your breasts,” she whispered into

Riley’s ear.

 

Riley held her position, gagging and choking as Patrick drew his now fully

erect cock back up her throat, almost all the way, then plunged deep into her

throat once again, grinding her nose into his pubic bone.

 

“Rape that throat, fuck her whore face!” Molly taunted.

 

Patrick drew his cock back out, and it popped free of Riley’s throat. The

blonde girl coughed helplessly, gulping in air as he rubbed his spit-wet cock

all over her mouth and lips and nose and face.

 

“Rape her face!” Molly exclaimed.

 

Patrick chuckled and gave her a moment to breath, then dropped his cock into

her open mouth again and slid it down along her tongue and into her throat. He

slid deep, then began to pump in and out, not even holding her head now,

leaning in, legs side, thrusting up and down in her open throat as the

trembling, shaking girl held herself tautly in position.

 

Then he pulled free, holding his cock before her, squeezing rapidly and

repeatedly. He exploded, and his come sprayed over the dazed blonde girl’s

face, wad after wad spraying over her skin.

 

“Good slave!” her aunt cried.

 

“Such a good little slave girl!” Molly echoed her, both of them patting and

rubbing and congratulating her in warm, friendly, pleased voices.

 

“You’re a wonderful little sex slave,” Aunt Beth said warmly.

 

They gripped her shoulders and pulled her back onto her back, hands still

behind her neck, back still arched. Their hands roamed her body, and both

women leaned in to suck and mouth her breasts. Then Molly was between her

legs, licking energetically at her clit as she pumped the dildo slowly in and

out, and Riley moaned and shuddered and rolled her hips.

 

“Beg to be fucked,” Aunt Beth said. “Beg for cock, slave girl!”

 

“P-Please fuck me!” Riley gasped, chest still heaving. “Please rape me! Please

fuck me!”

 

Patrick pushed his sister aside, and pulled the dildo free, and Aunt Beth and

Molly both grabbed one of the blonde teen’s long legs, lifting them up and

back, and spread wide, elevating her pussy and ass before her cousin as he

pressed his cock against her pussy and then thrust into her.

 

“Ooohhhh!” she cried in a long, dazed, warbling voice.

 

“Rape her hard, Patrick!” Molly cried.

 

“Fuck her whore pussy!” Aunt Beth said.

 

Patrick drove deep into her silken, pulsing hot depths, and began to pump hard

and fast from the start. His sister’s finger slid in and began to rub Riley’s

clit, and the helpless blonde was simply overwhelmed. The orgasm poured over

her like a churning waterfall and she cried out in helpless pleasure as it

shattered her nervous system and broke her mind into pieces.






Chapter Eight
Regan was still standing, legs apart, blinded, gagged, dazed, exhausted. Her

mouth was dry, her jaw sore, her body physically exhausted, her mind drained.

She heard a sound, but didn’t know what it was, and didn’t think about it

either. Then a hand gripped the hood and slowly pulled it up and over her

head. The cotton wads fell away and she blinked her eyes in the low light,

dazedly staring at a shadowy figure before her.

 

“Hello, slave girl,” Molly said with a smile.

 

Regan blinked in confusion, and then felt a wave of embarrassment sweep

through her as her cousin looked her up and down.

 

“You look so hot and sex like that!” Molly said enthusiastically. “I bet every

man in the world would want to fuck you!”

 

She brought her hands up and cupped Regan’s breasts, kneading them gently,

then bent forward and began to suck on her nipples. Regan stared down at her,

moaning into the gag, not knowing what to think as her cousin gently caressed

and fondled and sucked and kissed her everywhere. Patrick and her uncle were

bad enough, but Molly?!

 

“You look tasty enough to eat, slave girl,” Molly said with a grin.

 

She winked, and then slowly licked her way down Regan’s body, zigzagging over

her lower chest, and around her belly, then down her abdomen, around her belly

button, and then slowly down to her slit. She traced the hot, swollen lips

where they gripped the oversized dildo jammed up into her, then began to lick

at her clit.

 

Regan wanted to cry out in denial, but knew it was pointless. She’d never

really had anything to do with women, but given what had been done to her

lately did it really matter?

 

And the truth was it felt soooo good!

 

Molly licked and sucked on her pussy and clit until Regan’s knees began to

wobble and her hips began to roll and grind, and then got up suddenly, all

business, speaking quickly as she reached down to undo the rope holding her

ankles apart.

 

Regan was dazedly disappointed, wanting more sensation, but was unable to

vocalize her disappointment.

 

What was wrong with her, she thought fuzzily.

 

Molly was reaching up and undoing the chains attached to the wrist restraints.

Regan’s arms dropped, and then she almost dropped herself. Her body was stiff

and sore and exhausted, and her mind was - fuzzy.

 

Molly caught her, and eased her down to her knees on the floor.

 

“Now we’re gonna go get that warm bath. Won’t that be nice?” she cooed.

 

Yes, Regan thought dreamily. That would be very nice. That would be glorious!

 

Something pulled at - at her collar, and Molly looked down at her. “Come along

then.”

 

She grunted, lurching forward, then forward again. It wasn’t very difficult to

crawl, since the leather on her hands and knees made it relatively painless,

and Molly was tugging on the chain attached to her collar, forcing her to

crawl towards the corner.

 

The other girl raised the plywood sheet, and it seemed the most natural thing

in the world to crawl back through just the way she had come in. And then, on

the other side, Molly kept pulling on the chain. Regan tried halfheartedly to

stand up a time or two, but Molly kept jerking on the chain so that she

stumbled forward.

 

“Safer for you to just crawl, Regan,” the girl said. “You don’t want to fall

down now, do you?”

 

And so she crawled up the dark hall with Molly pulling at the chain - the

chain? The leash?

 

But she wasn’t really into complex thoughts just then. She was so tired, and

so… fuzzy.

 

They reached the bathroom, and Molly had her sit back on her heels, then undid

the collar and removed it. Next came the leather restraints, taken from ankles

and wrists, then the leather gloves. Finally, she unzipped the leather boots,

and had her crawl forward out of them.

“Into the tub,” she ordered.

Regan’s legs felt rubbery, and she swayed to one side, but Molly pulled her back, helping her crawl into the tub. There was a hand shower, and Molly sprayed warm water over her, head, then down over her body. She sat on the edge of the tub, her bare legs and feet inside, and picked up a bar of soap, then began running it over Regan’s shoulders and arms.

“Hold your hand out,” she ordered, then gripped Regan’s wrist and extended her arm.

Regan held it there, sort of. Her arm began to slowly sink until Molly gripped her wrist again and lifted it, one hand holding it in place as the other ran the bar of soap up and down its length. Then she dropped the soap and used her hand to rub the soap in.

She soaped up her other arm and shoulders, then poured apple scented shampoo on her head and soaped that up.

“Keep your eyes closed,” she said.

Regan lay her head back dreamily, eyes closed, as Molly soaped up her feet and ankles then legs all the way up to the thighs. Then her hands began to soap up her breasts and groin. At first they were very firm and quick in their motions, but then she heard Aunt Beth’s voice saying “Take off your clothes and get in the tub with her.”

She started to open her eyes but the shampoo began to sting so she closed them rapidly. Then she felt a soft female body sliding into the tub with her, the warm skin pressing against her own as she was pushed off to the side a little.

“Pull her head in against your shoulder,” Aunt Beth said.

Sleepily, Regan felt her head pulled back and then hands gripped her legs so she slumped down much more. Molly moved in behind her and she slumped against Molly’s slight body, feeling the girl’s small breasts against her bare back.

“Now work on her breasts first,” Aunt Beth said.

Hands cupped her breasts, then began to gently knead them.

“Stroke her nipples with your thumbs,” Aunt Beth’s voice said as if from a distance.

Fingers gently stroked across her aching, swollen, soapy nipples, rubbing and caressing them. Then she felt fingers and thumbs catch her nipples between them, stroking and rubbing harder as her nipples grew harder.

“Like this?” Molly’s voice asked.

“Yes. That’s fine. Now put a single finger between her legs. Rub her clit very gently.”

Some part of her dazed mind told Regan this was wrong, but it didn’t feel wrong, it felt - nice - as a soft finger rubbed lightly at her slippery, soapy clitoris. It felt much better, in fact, than when she rubbed herself there, and she soon began to feel a thrumming sense of excitement and sexual hunger coalescing in her groin.

“Don’t forget her breasts and nipples. Work her gently. Whisper to her.”

“I think she likes it,” Molly said as if in surprise.

“Of course she likes it. Why wouldn’t she? Just keep doing it while I check on dinner. “

“Do you like that?” Molly whispered, stroking her soapy finger across Regan’s clitoris. “Mom says you’ll be mine,” she said softly. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together once you’re trained properly.”

The small finger was stroking slowly across Regan’s clitoris in a very pleasant way that caused the semi-conscious girl to shift her legs slowly apart as her breathing became more rapid.

“You like that, huh,” Molly said happily. “You want something in you, don’t you. Mom said that even if she’s asleep, when you rub a girl’s clit and she wants a cock in her she spreads her legs apart.”

“Mom?” she called in a louder voice.

Footsteps echoed on the floor.

“Can I have a dildo for her?”

“Do you think she’s ready for one so soon? She’s had one in her for hours.” Aunt Beth’s voice asked.

“She spread her legs apart by herself, see? She wants something inside her puss.”

“All right. Here. Use this.”

“You like that, don’t you, slave girl,” Molly whispered.

Regan mumbled woozily, then moaned weakly as she felt something pressing against her taut pussy lips. It rubbed back and forth along her sex, through the layer of soap, then pushed through into the mouth of her pussy, and then with Molly’s hand underneath, pushed up smoothly into her tight pussy.

It - hurt, ached, but not so much as to disturb the soft sense of gentle and relaxed pleasure gripping the girl.

“Here, give her this,” she heard Aunt Beth say.

“How?” Molly asked.

“Pull back on her hair so her head tilts back and her mouth opens. Then tell her to swallow it.”

Regan groaned as her hair was pulled slowly back, her face tilting up to the ceiling, then back further.

“Swallow this, Regan,” Molly said as something slipped into her mouth. “Swallow. Swallow.”

“Stroke her throat,” Aunt Beth’s voice said.

“She swallowed it! What is it?”

“Just a little ecstasy combined with some animal hormone. It will make her feel happier.”

Beth left the girls in the tub and returned to the other room. Riley now had the hood over her head, done up around her throat with the collar over it. She was on her back, her legs pressed back against her chest as Patrick thrust down into her again. The boy was a walking sex machine she thought ruefully. It was a good thing they’d come up with this idea or he’d have caught some kind of disease before long, no matter how carefully they watched him and how isolated the house was.

The truth was that she and Paul had always been into BDSM. They loved it, but their problem was both of them were basically tops. Oh she liked it on the bottom now and then, but she far preferred to dominate than be dominated, and it was difficult to find attractive young subs who weren’t taken. Neither of them had much time for the search, either.

The sisters were a godsend. When she and Paul had first discussed it, feeling around the edges of the thought, of the fantasy, of the idea, it had just been a dark, nasty fantasy. But the more they thought about it the more it seemed like it would work. She felt a little bad about what was going to happen to the sisters, but only a little bad. Her family came first, and they needed that money.

They would be able to buy the material they needed, at last, and buy the time for Paul to work on the house full time, instead of in his few spare hours. She was tired of living in a hole, and wanted the renovations done, wanted a house she could be proud of.

The fact the sisters were such scrumptious, beautiful young girls was simply icing on the cake.

Patrick was gasping and panting as he worked his oversized prick into her niece’s pussy.

Riley was groaning weakly into her gag, knees jerking back in time to his thrusts. Paul was going to have to take the boy in hand, she thought, or they’d not get the girls trained the way they wanted. There had to be a plan which played on the psychology of young girls, which played on their vulnerability and weakness, both physical and mental. Just fucking them was not going to do a thing other than relieve a little sexual tension.

They wanted them trained as complete and total slaves.

“Talk to her while you fuck her, Patrick. Tell her what a hot, sexy little slut she is. Tell her how much she loves cock and how good it feels.”

“You like that, don’t you, baby,” he panted, leaning over the girl. “You love that cock inside you, don’t you? Yeah! You love it. You’re so fucking wet inside!”

Beth went back to the bathroom. Regan was writhing slowly under Molly’s caressing fingers. The girl had worked the dildo deep into her pussy now, and was pumping and twisting it slowly as her finger stroked across the hard, swollen little clit.

“Don’t have her climax yet, Molly,” she said. “We want to keep her in this kind of state for a while. Rinse her off and we’ll get her into bed.”

She stripped herself, then mother and daughter carefully rinsed off the dazed young girl and lifted her nearly limp form from the bathtub, sitting her on the ledge. They toweled her dry, then gripped an arm apiece and helped her to stand, half carrying her across the hall into Molly’s small bedroom.

They brushed her hair back and did it up atop her hair, then Beth carefully placed another pair of cotton pads over her slitted eyes before they drew the hood down over her face, tugging it down beneath her jaw and fastening it around her throat. The collar came next, then they rolled her onto her belly and drew her arms back behind her. She drew long leather gloves over the girls hands and up her arms, then strapped her wrists together. She then held her arms at the elbows while Molly carefully drew the leather sleeve up her arms and past her elbows to just beneath her armpits.

A pair of straps affixed to the sleeve were tightened bit by bit, and buckled in place, then the softly moaning girl was rolled back onto her back and pulled into a sitting position.

“Get the corset,” Beth said.

Molly quickly pulled over the leather corset and the two women got it around the semi-conscious Regan. Molly held it in place while Beth slowly tightened the laces.

“We need her straight for this.”

She was pushed back onto her back and rolled onto her front, then the laces were tightened further. They spread her legs wide, and Molly got the butt-plug. Her mother lubricated it and then pushed it against the teenager’s wrinkled little anal opening.

 

She twisted the butt-plug from side to side, then let her daughter feel the

tension in it, let her twist it from side to side, and push it forward until

the fat bulb was through Regan’s anal ring and her anus sucked it up inside

her, closing around the narrow length below, with the flat round plug pressed

firmly over her anus.

“Let’s roll her.”

They rolled Regan over.

She stared at the luscious young female morsel laid out before her as her daughter hurried to the bathroom, and ran her own hands over the girl’s firm young breasts, tweaking and stroking hard little pink nipples.

“You’re going to be a lovely little sex slave,” she said in a low voice.

She bent and examined Regan’s tight little slit, then spread the lips open like the petals of a flower and bent to lick up along the delicate pink flesh. She lapped at the clit again and again, then licked it fully and began to kiss and suck around it.

“Watch what I do,” she said, raising her head, then lowering her mouth to the semi-conscious girl’s sex once more.

Her tongue swirled and lapped as her hands firmly pushed the young girl’s thighs apart. She slid a finger up Regan’s pussy, pressing it upwards against the underside of her clit inside her body, and rubbed lightly as she licked. The girl began to moan and her hips began to roll as Beth’s expert tongue roused her ardor and brought about the predictable physical responses.

She eased back, then took out a ball gag.

“If you press your fingers against their jaw here and here,” she said, demonstrating, “You’ll get their mouths open. “Then you just slowly work the dildo in. Be careful of the teeth, twist the ball in and get it firmly lodged.”

The ball was attached to the underside of a two inch wide black leather belt, and Beth now pulled the belt around the girl’s head and buckled it behind her. It neatly covered the opening of the hood, and helped flatten the look of her nose so that the hood became more faceless in shape.

She sat back with some satisfaction. Her guilt eased as her niece became, in effect, a faceless entity, a mere body without personality. She ran her hands eagerly over that body, kneading and caressing and stroking, then spread her legs again and gestured Molly to get between.

“Let me see you lick her,” she said.

Molly leaned in hesitantly, her tongue pushing out, and she licked slowly at her cousin’s clitoris as her mother looked on.

“Lick a little harder,” her mother ordered. “Don’t always lick in the same direction. It’s not like you’re a dog. And put your finger inside her, slide it up into her pussy and rub upwards.”

Regan was soon writhing and moaning, her hips rolling upwards with ever growing strength.

“Roll her onto her belly,” Beth ordered.

Molly and her mother rolled the moaning girl onto her belly, then forced her hips up a little, drawing her knees in beneath her. They spread her knees wider, and then Molly slid her legs in under her cousin’s belly, raising her bottom up a little more.

Her mother handed her a dildo and she slowly worked it into the wriggling girl’s pussy, then slapped her bottom sharply several times. Each blow made the Regan groan through her gag, and caused her body to flinch and jerk suddenly.

Her mother produced a powerful vibrator, and began to gently play it over her niece’s clit. Regan was soon rolling her hips and bucking up again, and Beth signaled to her daughter, who slapped her repeatedly, spanking her bottom with stinging blows.

“I think she’s going to come anyway,” Beth said.

She had been considering delaying the orgasm longer in hopes of making it more intense, but the girl’s body was becoming so responsive she had little doubt they could rouse her once more, so she let Molly pump the dildo and spank her as she continued sliding the vibrator across her clit, and with a muffled howl of pleasure Regan began to climax, her hips churning and bucking violently as the orgasm screamed through her dazed mind.

Regan felt dazed and confused. She had a vague awareness that her aunt and cousin were doing things to her that they oughtn’t be, a vague sense of discomfort and anxiety, but her body was aglow with pleasure and heat, and that was infecting her mind like a fire spreading through dry leaves. She had no idea what was happening, and could only writhe and cry out again and again as the waves of pleasure poured over her.

“Wow! She’s really getting off on this!” Molly said.

“Keep spanking her! Yes, she is. But all we’ve done is sort of turn her conscious mind off. Once we get it on and get it working on our side she’ll come even faster and harder.”

The two backed off, at that point. Beth picked up the dildo belt. She removed the small leather butt-plug since it wasn’t needed here with the larger one they had inserted into Regan’s bottom. She then lubricated the dildo, and worked it up into the girl’s pussy, drawing the belt up to buckle firmly against the part which went around her waist. The belt would also serve to hold the butt-plug firmly in place. Then came the boots, thigh high leather with stiletto heels.

“There. Doesn’t she look like a lovely little sex doll,” Beth asked.

“She’s really hot, mom!”

“Now I think she should rest, but it should be a special kind of rest. Everything you do to your slave should help to teach them something, Molly. And that’s especially important right at the start, when she doesn’t even realize she is a slave yet.”

Together, the two got the wobbly Regan to her feet, and then walked her slowly down the hall into the more unfinished section of the house. They brought her to a room with century old red velvet wallpaper, the roof bare wood and beams, and sat her on a sheet on the floor. The room had been prepared with strong hooks and eyes set into the overhead beams, and now Beth, with Molly’s help, hung a block and tackle from one and ran chains through them and down to the thick leather restraints they fastened around Regan’s ankles.

Beth worked the pulley with one of the chains, lifting Regan’s foot and then leg into the air. The other leg dangled limply as the girl’s body was dragged across the floor and then raised up, first her hips, then her back and shoulders, and finally her head. When her head was a little over a foot and a half off the floor she locked the pulley and then she and Beth attached a second chain to Regan’s other ankle and lifted this up and well apart from the first.

“Look at that great little ass,” Beth said admiringly, running a hand across the firm young buttocks hanging upside down before her.

Beth got the headphones and strapped them to the dazed, upside down girl, and soon they could hear the murmured voices which would play continuously through the semi-conscious girl’s long day. Then she plugged in the vibrator and attached it to the belt around Regan’s groin directly over her clit. The leather would greatly diminish the power of the vibrations, but the low buzzing would create a gentle, pleasant sense of need and hunger which could not help but affect the girl’s dazed mind.

“We’ll leave her like this for some hours. We’ll come back before the drugs wear off to give her another treatment. Now let’s go and see what your idiot brother has done.”

Regan heard their footsteps retreat, but the sound did not penetrate her foggy mind. She felt a sense of discomfort and confusion, not even aware she was hanging upside down, not understanding that she was restrained, why there was such tightness across her belly, or those feelings in her lower body.






Chapter Nine
After some hours had passed, Regan’s mind slowly crept upward into higher

states of awareness and consciousness. She began to realize that she was

restrained in some way, but had no idea why or by what means. Eventually, she

even came to understand that the odd way her head ached, the way it felt as

though she were upside down was, in fact, because she was upside down. That

confounded her, for she could not understand how or why. Her mind was now in a

state which resembled severe intoxication, which, while a vast improvement,

was still not given to making thoughtful decisions or arriving at logical

understanding.

 

After a time, she came to even realize that there were voices speaking in her

ears, voices coming through whatever was covering her head, voices she could

just barely make out, with considerable effort, voices which spoke of the need

to obey, of the need to serve, of the pleasure of pain and submission, of

giving her body to others. They were strange ideas and she was incapable of

appreciating their true meaning or why they kept speaking and repeating

themselves over and over again.

 

And then she felt a touch, a touch against her nipples, a light rubbing and

pinching. She moaned and her upper body writhed a little in surprise and

reaction. The fingers were rolling her very stiff, very hard, very sensitive

nipples, plucking at them, rubbing and squeezing them in a way which was quite

pleasurable. Yet a growing part of her mind knew there was something seriously

wrong with this.

 

Who was touching her there? And why? People weren’t to touch her there! Not

without her express permission, at any rate!

 

“Hello, little slave girl? Are you enjoying your training?” asked a strangely

distant voice.

 

She recognized that voice. It was her cousin Molly. Molly should not be

touching her like that, she thought dazedly.

 

But it was quite pleasant, and her foggy mind remembered Molly touching her

before, touching her in a way which made her feel very, very good.

 

“You have such lovely nipples,” Molly said. “And your areolas are so small and

sweet and puffy!”

 

Regan felt something, quite distinctly a mouth closing over her right nipple

and breast, a warm, moist tongue licking at her as she was suckled. Behind the

hood her eyes blinked and she moaned in confusion, her body stirring a little

in discomfort at the strength of the sensations spreading through her chest.

Her other nipple was still being plucked and rolled and rubbed and

occasionally pinched, and now Molly was sucking hard at this one, her tongue

licking again and again in a delicious way which made her nipple quiver and

tingle and throb.

 

“You’re going to be such a lovely slave girl!” Molly exclaimed.

 

Slave girl? What did she mean by that? Regan simply was not capable of

understanding what her cousin was referring to. Yet her mind recalled that she

had been called that many times, though not why or by who. Sex slave. That

word stood out in her mind, surrounded by quivering clouds of heat and

pleasure and dark hunger.

 

Molly stood up, her hands going to the T-belt over her cousin’s groin. She

unbuckled it and pulled the vertical belt upwards, easing the dildo part way

out of Regan’s pussy and exposing her clitoris. She bent and, as her mother

had shown her, began to lap at her cousin’s clit, her tongue swirling and

twisting around and around it to tease the girl, then lapping strongly to

bring her direct pleasure. Before long the upside down girl’s body began to

respond.

 

Her legs were bound tight at the ankles, of course, held well apart, but her

upper torso and head began to writhe and twist, her long, slim back arching as

she moaned through the gag. Molly felt a sense of delight at such

responsiveness, and when her mother entered the room she turned and beamed at

her.

 

“Look at how she’s reacting!” she said.

 

“Yes, I told you, she’s a natural slut, and natural sluts can’t help but react

to the right physical stimulation,” her mother said as she crossed the floor.

 

Both women were fully dressed, Molly in jeans and tank top, and her mother in

a long skirt and sweater.

 

“Take the T-belt off her completely.”

 

She walked past her daughter to the corner where they had placed some training

devices and toys. She picked up a long thin vibrator, which was something like

a golf ball on the end of an oversized pencil, gave it to Molly and told her

to plug it in. Then she picked up a light flog and positioned herself in front

of her niece and just to one side.

 

“Now work that vibrator over her clit, dear, and watch her reaction,” her

mother said cynically.

 

Molly stood behind her cousin and extended her arm, playing the buzzing

vibrator up and down the girl’s pussy, rubbing it against her slit. Regan’s

torso began to twist from side to side, her head rolling back as the

sensations became more powerful.

 

Beth waited a moment, then swung the flog down across the girl’s breasts. The

laces were very light, and would only sting a little. The purpose of this was

only to familiarize her niece with the sensation of being given pleasure while

at the same time being flogged. After a dozen blows the girl’s chest was

starting to pinken, but she was still wriggling and twisting in the throes of

pleasure, and when she climaxed it was clearly violent and all-encompassing.

 

“Wow! She really came hard!” Molly said.

 

“She’s a natural slut, dear. That’s what they do,” Beth said. “Now put the T-belt on again and help me get her down.

 

Molly slid the dildo back into Regan’s pussy and did the belt up around her

waist. Then she and her mother lowered her to the floor.

 

“Leave her on her back for a bit. We don’t want her getting so dizzy she

throws up,” her mother said.

 

They removed the headphones and gently massaged the girl’s breasts and thighs,

then worked her legs, gently bending her knees again and again. When Beth

determined the girl was sufficiently recovered she and Molly lifted her into a

sitting position. The faceless black-masked head hung back as Regan moaned

dazedly.

 

“Onto your knees, slave,” Beth said.

 

“Kneel, slave girl,” Molly added.

 

“Kneel, slave Regan,” Beth said.

 

They didn’t wait for her to obey, but worked her up and forward until she was

kneeling, but she swayed badly.

 

“Get me the electrical prod, dear,” Beth said.

 

The prod was, in fact, the same vibrator they had just used on Regan, but when

turned up the electricity which powered the device served quite a different

purpose.

 

“Regan! You will kneel!” Beth said firmly. “Sit on your heels and sit

straight! Do you understand me, little slave?”

 

To reinforce the order she placed the small round golf-ball like device

against one hip and gave her a little shock. It was only a small one, enough

only to cause the girl to jerk and cry out lightly.

 

“Kneel! You will kneel, little slave” she said sternly.

 

“Kneel, slave girl,” Molly added.

 

Another shock made Regan jerk and moan.

 

“Kneel!” the two repeated again and again, pulling her into the proper

position and then releasing her again and again, shocking her each time she

slumped or swayed until she kept her position properly.

 

“Good slave!” Molly cried.

 

“Good sex slave,” Beth said in a more restrained voice.

 

There was an opening in the belt as it passed over her niece’s clitoris, a

round opening which was covered with a small flap of leather. She lifted that

flap up now and slid the wand in, turning it to vibrate, rubbing it gently

against the kneeling slave’s clitoris so as to reinforce the message.

 

“Good sex slave!” she said repeatedly, Molly echoing her, patting her cousin’s

head and gently stroking her nipples.

 

“Is she still drugged?” Molly asked.

 

“She wasn’t drugged, dear, not in that sense. The ecstasy and hormone are

still inside her, but they don’t really twist her mind that much. They just

make her more responsive. She’s groggy like this more because she’s so

exhausted, but that’s fine. We want her exhausted. The mind is stripped of

many of its defenses, much of its determination when exhausted. That was why

she and Riley were so easy to handle earlier. But she’s had a little rest now

and she’ll probably resist more. Be prepared for it. We will take her firmly

in hand when she tries to resist.”

“Slave Regan. Heels! Sit on your heels, knees apart,” she ordered.

The girl did not respond and so she turned the wand back to its prod function and repeated the order again and again, then shocked her inner thighs until she jerked her legs apart.

“Good slave,” she said firmly.

“Such a good sex slave!” Molly echoed more enthusiastically.

Beth rubbed the vibrating wand against the girl’s clitoris again.

“Repetition works wonders,” Beth told her daughter. “That’s why we have the tape going in the background when she’s alone. Even if her conscious mind doesn’t take in the words she will still hear them.”

She handed the wand to Molly and went back to the corner. She took out a somewhat larger dildo which had a suction bottom and returned, placing it on the floor and pushing it down so that it was held in place. Then she undid the T-belt around her niece’s waist and gripped the back of her collar.

“Rise up, slave,” she ordered, pulling on the collar. “Rise on your knees, slave Regan.”

It was the pull on the collar more than any words which drew the confused young girl upward. Regan was becoming more and more conscious, but that only filled her with more confusion. She recognized her aunt and cousin’s voices, but still had no idea what was going on, why she could neither see nor move, nor what they were doing to her.

She felt the thing being worked slowly down out of her moist pussy, then felt hands on her hips guiding her forward a little.

“Down, slut. Kneel,” Her aunt was ordering. “Slowly. Slowly.”

Her mind tired, Regan began to sink, and felt herself guided against something. She felt the pressure against her pussy and stopped. But then hands pushed down on her shoulders, hands guided her hips forward so she could not move aside. She the felt the pressure against her pussy, felt her sex lips being spread uncomfortably far apart.

Then the wand rubbed lightly against her clitoris and sparks flew inside her as she moaned in response. Her body began to sink down onto whatever it was, and she felt it pushing firmly if slowly up into her pussy. She was coming out of her daze, now, but that only told her that something was terribly wrong, not how it had happened or what to do about it.

She gasped and moaned as she sank slowly down on the fat dildo, feeling the strange pressure inside her nearly virgin pussy, feeling her silky walls being stretched wide as she took more and more of it into her belly. Then she was sitting on her heels again, the thing deep inside her.

“Knees apart, slut.”

“Spread your knees, slave girl.”

She gasped and moaned as she felt sharp little shocks against her inner thigh, then the other, then the first, her legs jerking apart, uncomfortably far apart as hands gripped her shoulders to hold her in the right position.

Straps went around her thighs, binding them tightly to her lower legs, then Beth attached a chain to the ring set in the very top of her hood to prevent her from falling over, and she was left to come further out of her haze while they went to prepare dinner.

What was happening to her!? What was going on!?

Regan dazedly came to realize that she was kneeling somehow, quite uncomfortably, and bound in place. Her shoulders ached and she felt something like a heavy bag around her arms going all the way up past her elbows, and she was - there was - she was straddling - sitting on - impaled on - something!

Her weary questing mind felt a small dark flash of hunger and anxiety as she realized her position, as she felt the thick thing buried deep inside her naked pussy. She pulled weakly against the restraints binding her arms, and tried to straighten her legs to no avail. Her jaw ached from the thing filling her mouth, and something pulled inexorably against her head, or rather, the hood strapped and buckled tightly around her head and face and in under her jaw.

“How is my little sex slave?” she heard Molly’s voice asked in a pleased tone.

Regan tried to speak, but little emerged through the thick spongy mass filling her mouth.

“Spread your knees wide, slave girl,” she heard Molly say.

Regan stared blindly at the voice, wondering what she meant.

 

She felt a sudden sharp jolt, as though she’d given herself a static

electricity shock. It shocked her inner thigh, then another one hit, and

another, and she gasped and her leg jerked with each shock.

 

“Legs apart, slave. Legs apart. Spread your legs, slave,” Molly chanted as the

shocks continued.

 

Her thighs jerked, her body twisting and her hips lurching forward and back.

Were it not for the tight hold of whatever it was on the hood she would have

fallen over. As it was the shocks kept hitting her and she finally jerked her

legs apart.

 

“Good slave! But farther! Wider, slave! Spread your knees apart,” Molly

ordered.

 

Gasping and moaning and yelping at the repeated shocks, Regan, bit by bit,

spread her knees wide.

 

“Good slave!” Molly said in a pleased voice.

 

Regan felt something touching her between the legs, right where her lips were

tightly wrapped around the thick post or whatever it was she was sitting on.

Her hips jerked violently in surprise. She started to jerk her legs closed

again.

 

“Open, slave!” Molly ordered. “Legs apart! Legs spread!”

 

Again she felt the sharp little shocks against her inner thighs, stronger, and

she gasped and yelped and shifted her knees wide until they stopped.

 

“Good slave!” Molly said warmly.

 

She felt the thing against her pussy again, a kind of soft, buzzing thing,

like a vibrator, rubbing lightly around and over her clit.

 

“And how is our little slave doing?” she heard a new voice ask.

 

She gasped and tried to jerk her knees together, recognizing her aunt’s voice.

 

“Okay but she keeps trying to close her legs,” Molly complained.

 

“It’s natural. She’s been taught all her life that good girls don’t show that

part of their body, and she’s reacting on instinct. You’ll get her trained out

of it with sufficient repetition,” her aunt’s voice said.

 

“Spread your legs, little slave,” Molly barked.

 

The little shocks hit her thighs again and again. At first Regan fought them,

but they became more powerful, and her muffled cries and wails seemed to be

drawing no sympathy from anyone, so that after a short while she was forced to

desperately jerk her knees wide apart in order to get them to stop.

 

“Remember, slave. You must obey,” her aunt’s voice said sternly, stressing the

word.

 

“Slave girls must obey,” Molly said earnestly, her voice also bearing down on

the word.

 

“You must always obey,” Aunt Beth said.

 

Slave girls!? Was that what she was? A slave girl, she wondered dazedly.

 

The round thing was pressing against her pussy again, buzzing softly and

pleasantly. But Regan’s mind was in too much of a state of weak exhaustion to

really care about anything like sexual pleasure.

 

“You will simply have to adjust your mind to the new reality of your life,

slave girl,” her aunt said. “You will learn to obey, and the only thing you

have a choice over is how much your lessons will cost you in terms of pain.”

 

“You must always obey,” Molly said, stroking her nipple. “You must obey your

orders like a good slave girl.”

 

Regan moaned weakly.

 

“No?” her aunt said.

 

She put a foot in against the side of her niece’s left leg and gestured to

Molly, who was kneeling herself, but who put her own knee in against Regan’s

other leg.

 

“If you don’t obey, then you will be punished,” her aunt said, emphasizing the

two words and linking them.

 

The buzzing ball began to shock her now, and was not pressed against her

thigh, but directly over her clit. The shocks came continuously, so that her

entire body shook to the powerful sexual electricity flooding into her between

her legs. She tried to jerk her legs together but found she could not. Her

body twisted and writhed as she pulled against the chain locked to her hood, a

long, quavering cry of pain emerging from her gagged and strapped mouth.

 

Beth relented, easing the prod away from her niece’s quivering sex.

 

“You will obey, slave,” she said. “Sooner or later. And the difference between

soon and late is pain.”

 

She pressed the ball in against the panting girl’s clit and once more

activated it. She watched with considerable relish as her niece’s body arched,

her head twisting, her torso twisting and jerking in and out as her legs

fought to close.

 

“Obey, slave,” she said.

 

“You must obey orders, slave girl,” Molly said.

 

She eased the prod back and she and her daughter watched the bound girl’s body

slow its frantic efforts to escape.

 

Behind the hood, Regan’s eyes were wide, her skull aching, her chest

fluttering like a little bird. She was sweating now, sweating heavily, and

could not fully inflate her lungs, so that she was becoming light-headed.

 

“Nod your head if you agree to obey,” her aunt Beth ordered.

 

Regan merely moaned, and then felt another shock between the legs that rocked

her back.

 

“Nod your head if you agree to obey,” her aunt said remorselessly.

 

Another shock and Regan jerked violently, then tried to nod, but her head was

held tightly by the strap attached to the top of her skull.

 

“Rise up a little on your knees, sex slave,” Aunt Beth said. “You can do it,

just a little, enough to nod your head.

 

Gasping, panting, moaning, the teenager obeyed, desperately trying to stop the

shocks.

 

“Good slave!” her aunt said.

 

“Good slave!” Molly squealed, rubbing her back.

 

Regan felt a dazed sense of relief.

 

“Now, your shoulders must be aching badly after all this time. We’re going to

readjust your arms,” aunt Beth said. “Do not try to move your arms. It will

only hurt you and then we’ll have to punish you.”

 

Her tone hardened at the word “punish” and Regan felt a jolt of fear in her

belly.

 

She felt hands on her arms, felt the thing, the bag, whatever it was,

loosened, and groaned in relief as it slid down and her arms were able to come

a little further apart. The terrible aching in her shoulders began to ease.

Fingers massaged her upper arms and shoulders, and she sagged a little in

place.

 

Then the pressure against her head and jaw, the pressure holding the hood up

disappeared and she slumped even more, groaning as she nearly bent over in

relief.

 

“Back straight, slave!” her aunt’s voice snapped. “Keep that back straight!”

 

Frightened, Regan obeyed, jerking upright again, fearful of another shock.

 

“Your posture must always be perfect henceforth,” her aunt said. “You will not

slump or slouch or you will be punished.”

 

Again she bore down heavily on the word “punished”, and again Regan felt a

jolt of anguish.

 

“Back straight, slave girl,” Molly said softly, her hand running up and down

Regan’s spine.

 

“Now remember, do not move your arms,” Aunt Beth ordered.

 

Regan felt hands at her wrists, which were still bound together, and she felt

whatever was binding them loosening, pulling free. She gasped in sudden hope

and pulled her arms free. Her hands immediately went to her head, trying to

tear the hood off.

 

“Hands at your sides, slave!” her aunt barked.

 

She ignored her, her hands prying and tearing at the hood, desperately trying

to find the buckles that held it on. But her hands were in leather gloves, of

course, and she could see nothing, do nothing.

 

Then her wrists were seized and pulled up and back. She twisted and pulled

desperately but with her ankles still bound to her thighs she was unable to

rise or move and - .

 

Now her wrists were bound in place up and apart, and she was helpless again.

 

“Because you disobeyed, you will now be punished,” her aunt said sternly.

 

Regan whimpered, and her head twisted from side to side as she heard her aunt

and cousin moving around. She felt hands at her legs, and her knees were

forced even wider apart, and then somehow locked or strapped in place so she

could not close them.

 

She waited, quivering.

 

“You have been a bad slave!” Molly said. “A bad, bad slave girl! Now you have

to be punished! Aren’t you ashamed!?”

 

And then the electric ball was placed between her legs and the electricity

began to flow, more powerful than before, as Regan thrashed and twisted and

screamed into the gag, her mind engulfed in a crackling wall of electricity

that set her muscles spasming violently.

 

In truth, the level of electricity was not great, it was nothing so powerful

as a stun gun meant to disable. But even a low level of electricity applied to

such a tender portion of her anatomy brought extreme discomfort. Static

electricity was sharp and stung, too, but not dangerous. Of course, static

electricity repeated again and again and again would make anyone reconsider

their actions.

 

Regan’s head flew up and back again and again, her back arching and twisting

as she tore frantically against the bonds holding her wrists and knees. But

she could do nothing, and the crackling sensations went on and on and on until

she thought she would go insane.

 

It stopped, and she sagged dazedly, barely conscious. The energy she had put

into her desperate escape attempts required heavier breathing than she was

capable of with the tight corset squeezing in on her ribs. She sagged in

place, eyes glassy, mind fluttering weakly.

 

“Bad slave!” she heard. “Bad slave!”






Chapter Ten
“You are going to have to learn to obey, slave girl,” Molly said softly.

“Otherwise you’re just going to be punished again and again until your mind

breaks.”

 

She gently caressed the dazed girl’s breasts.

 

Slowly, the haze began to clear from Regan’s mind, and she groaned weakly, her

muscles still twitching and jerking here and there from the memory of the

electricity which had been pumped through her body.

 

“Do you hear me little slave, girl?” Molly asked. “Nod your head if you hear

me.”

 

Regan could hardly be bothered.

 

“Nod your head if you hear or you’ll have to be punished again,” Molly said.

 

Groaning, Regan nodded her head weakly.

 

“Good slave,” Molly said in a glad voice, petting her back and stroking her

head. “Now, I’m going to remove your gag. But you have to obey. Listen

closely, slave. You are not to speak. If you say one single word, even one

word, the gag goes back in and you’ll be punished again. Do you understand?

Nod your head if you understand, slave.”

 

Regan nodded her head weakly. She desperately wanted the gag out of her mouth.

Her jaw was aching fiercely, and she was having trouble breathing.

 

“Remember, sex slave, one word, even one word, and the gag goes back in and

you get punished again,” Molly said to her as she undid the buckle behind her

head.

 

Regan’s face turned red as the girl gently worked the fat ball gag out of her

mouth, for she felt the saliva drooling out over her lip and down onto her

chest and belly.

 

Then she felt a damp cloth wipe against her to clean it up.

 

“Kneel straight. Keep your back straight, sex slave,” Molly ordered.

 

Regan jerked herself into a straighter position on her knees, working her jaw

slowly, feeling it stiff and aching.

 

“Remember, slave, you may not speak even one word without permission. You may

only speak when told to speak, and you must only reply to the question you

were asked. You must address me as mistress at all times. Every time you say

yes or no, or answer a question, you must say `mistress’”

 

Oh God, what was happening to her, Regan wondered dazedly. The sick game with

Patrick was bad enough, but then he had brought her uncle into it, and that

had shocked her to her core. But now she was the sexual plaything of her

cousin and aunt, and forced to obey them like some kind of - of - slave!

 

“Do you understand me, slave?” Molly asked sternly.

 

Regan realized a reply was required, and tried to work her mouth, though it

hurt.

 

“Y-Yes…. M-Mistress,” she breathed.

 

“Good slave!” Molly said in a happy voice. “You don’t want me to punish you

more than is necessary, do you, slave girl?”

 

“N-no, mistress,” Regan said.

 

“Then you’ll obey, won’t you, slave.”

 

“Yes, mistress.”

 

“Say that you will obey.”

 

“I-I will obey, mistress.”

 

“Say it again.”

 

“I will obey, mistress.”

 

“Again.”

 

“I will obey, mistress.”

 

“Keep saying it, slave, until I tell you to stop.”

 

“I-I will … ungh… obey… m-mistress!” she gasped, her voice breaking a

little as she felt the buzzing ball rubbing against her sex again.

 

This time the ball was purring in vibrator mode, however, rubbing lightly and

eve pleasantly around and over her clitoris.

 

“I will obey, mistress. I will obey, mistress. I will obey, mistress,” she

said, over and over again.

 

“Would you like a little water, slave?” Molly finally asked.

 

“Yes, mistress,” she said.

 

“Say please, slave.”

 

“Yes, please, mistress,” Regan said.

 

“I will get you some to wash the taste of the ball gag out of your mouth.

First, though, I want you to do something for me.”

 

Regan flinched as she felt a finger down against her sex lips, felt it lightly

tracing her pussy as it squeezed down around the thick - whatever it was -

that she was impaled upon. She felt it stroke over her clitoris, then down

along the thing.

 

“I want you to rise up a few inches, just a few inches, and then sink back

down. Go ahead, slave girl. Up a few inches, then back down again.”

 

Regan swallowed, and felt a flush run up her chest to her face, but she really

had no choice but to obey, did she? She slowly eased upward, feeling the

rough, ridged dildo caressing the walls of her sex and sliding through the

tight, gripping ring of her pussy lips. She rose up a little, and then sank

slowly back down, wincing as the head of the thing pushed achingly deep within

her body.

 

“Good slave!” Molly said, patting her head again and rubbing her shoulders.

 

Regan’s face was red with shame under the hood. She had almost become used to

the thing inside her, for the pain had caused her mind to dwell on far more

important matters. But now Molly had drawn all her attention to it and made it

patently obvious to her what was required, what was inside her, what she must

look like as she rode up and down on it.

 

“Again, slave girl,” Molly ordered.

 

And there was the buzzing vibrator thing again, rubbing lightly against her

clit as Regan slowly forced herself upwards, then sank back down onto the

dildo. Despite herself she felt a throbbing sense of pleasure.

 

She could not ride up and down very hard, of course, because her ankles were

pinned to her thighs. She could only use her arms to pull herself up against

the restraints around her wrist, to rise and fall a little.

 

As if seeing this, Molly moved forward again, her hands on her cousin’s thigh.

 

“Now, slave girl, I’m going to undo the restraints around your thighs. You are

not to try to stand up. Is that understood, slave?”

 

Regan started to nod, then licked her lips. “Yes, mistress.”

 

As the shock and pain faded into the back of her mind and she was confronted

with the sexuality of what was being done to her Regan felt more and more

embarrassment and shame flooding through her mind. Her legs were spread wide

and she was impaled on some kind of fat dildo, and her cousin was pawing her

in a horribly intimate manner she could not even dare to object to!

 

Regan had never had much in the way of interest in lesbianism, and now her

mind squirmed away from the idea of herself as Molly’s sexual play toy. She

felt Molly’s hands sliding over her bottom, squeezing and kneading her

buttocks, felt the girl’s fingers circling the round base of the butt plug up

her ass. Her shame deepened as the girl pried at it, and she felt her anus

forced wider and wider as the thing began to slide out of her.

 

Then Molly let it go and her rectum sucked it right back inside once more, her

anus closing tightly around the base. Her face was aflame with shame as

Molly’s hands kneaded her breasts and then began to suck and lick on her

nipples. Her breathing became more and more ragged as her shame and

humiliation grew worse and she became desperate to do something to stop it.

 

“Now ride up and down, slave,” Molly said eagerly, her voice a little

breathless. “Ride that big cock, slutty little slave girl.”

 

No! Regan’s mind screamed against obeying, yet fear of punishment forced her

up, and she began to slowly ride up and down on the dildo, gasping and moaning

as the girl continued to paw and fondle her body.

 

Then she felt Molly’s lips against hers, and her eyes widened as the girl’s

tongue plunged into her mouth. She felt shock and denial, but as the girl’s

hands squeezed her bottom and drew her body in tighter she fought against the

desperate and pointless urge to try and twist free.

 

The lips eased back. “Kiss me, slave girl. Kiss your mistress,” Molly ordered

breathlessly.

 

Moaning, she kissed Regan, and the helpless girl was forced to respond, to

kiss her back, her tongue rising hesitantly to meet Molly’s as the girl kissed

her with growing hunger, passion and force.

 

She had to cooperate! She had to obey! Otherwise she would be punished again!

No, if she cooperated Molly might untie her, and then she could make her

escape and contact the police!

 

“Ride the cock, little slut. Ride it!” Molly panted excitedly.

 

Moaning, shamed, Regan slowly rode up and down on the dildo as she and Molly

kissed deeply, their tongues twisting and twirling together. And then,

shockingly, amidst the misery, she became aware of something else, of what

was, what could only be, what was undeniably… desire!

 

She felt dazed and tried to deny it, at first, as the sexual hunger made

itself known, and grew rapidly. She panicked and tried to draw her lips away

from Molly, but her cousin had a firm hold on her head, and her body was

pressed tightly against Regan so there was no escape.

 

The cold, logical part of her mind said that this was nothing more than a

physiological reaction to physical stimulation - but it said it in a shaky

voice laced with disbelief.

 

“Ride that cock, little sex slave,” Molly whispered, then crushed her lips

again.

 

Regan moaned, but had no choice, as Molly’s hands gripped her buttocks now,

pulling her up and down. She sensed something else new. Molly’s bare breasts

against her own, and felt another shock, another pulse of disbelief.

 

Molly drew back, and Regan gulped in air thankfully, head falling back as she

gasped for breath.

 

“Ride that cock, slave slut,” Molly said, her voice full of hunger and

excitement. “Ride up and down, slut!”

 

Her finger was now rubbing against Regan’s clitoris, and a moment later the

vibrator pressed against her and began to throb powerfully.

 

Regan wanted desperately to stop, but every time she slowed Molly slapped her

bottom sharply and said “Ride harder, slut.”

 

She would not come! She couldn’t! She wouldn’t! She - .

 

The climax roared over her and she cried out in helpless submission, back

arching, head flying back as her hips bucked violently. She began to ride the

dildo faster and harder, without restraint now, taken in by the orgasm and

controlled by it. Now only the pleasure mattered, and she rode up and down on

the dildo so hard and fast it ached deep inside.

 

She rode as long as the pleasure screamed through her veins, until her breath

and muscles and strength gave way all at the same time, as the orgasm began to

fade. And then she went limp, gasping desperately for breath, hanging almost

limp from the restraints around her wrists.

 

“Good slut! Good sex slave!” Molly said eagerly. “Good slave! Now I’ll get you

that water!”

 

Regan hung limply, gasping for breath as the girl’s footsteps retreated. She

moaned to herself, then slowly began to cry, wrapped around her with misery

and shame as she groaningly tried to adjust herself on the dildo to ease the

ache in her belly.

 

After a few minutes Molly returned and held a cup to her lips. Desperate

herself she drank, desperately thirsty, trying to ignore the way her cousin

was playing with her breasts and nipples while she drank.

 

“Now, slave girl,” Molly said. “We’re going to try something new. You probably

won’t like it, but it won’t hurt - unless you disobey. Are you going to

disobey, slave, and make me punish you?”

 

“N-No, mistress,” Regan said anxiously.

 

Molly plucked lightly at Regan’s stiff nipples, and let the tips of her

fingers caress her puffy areolas.

 

“Have you ever had sex with a girl before, Slave?”

 

“N-No, mistress,” Regan said, stomach fluttering.

 

“Have you ever had your pussy licked?”

 

“No, mistress,” she lied.

 

“Well you’re going to learn how to do it. I’ll try and be patient with you,

but I should warn you that mother will be much less patient. And if you don’t

learn quickly you will be punished. Do you want to be punished, slave?”

 

“No, mistress!” she said, her voice cracking with growing anguish. “Please,

mistress, don’t make me - agghh!”

 

“Silence!” Molly said crossly. “You are being disobedient! You were told not

to speak and you disobeyed! Now you must be punished!”

 

“Please! I’m sorry! Please, mistress!” Regan cried, her voice breaking again.

 

“Again you disobey! You must be punished!”

 

Regan sobbed miserably as the girl moved from her. She moaned in despair as

she pulled feebly against the restraints, gulping in air as she waited for the

pain. Then it came, and she screamed and arched back violently as the shock

wand crackled with electricity and rubbed gently back and forth against her

clit. She screamed, now with no gag to restrain her, her body twisting and

thrashing as the girl let the shock wand trace slow circles over her abdomen.

 

“Molly! If you’re going to punish her make sure she’s gagged first,” Aunt

Beth’s voice growled through the fog of her dazed blindness.

 

The crackling electricity had ended, and she slumped limply, panting, chest

heaving.

 

“Sorry, mom,” Molly said, crestfallen.

 

“Once we move her into the basement it won’t make that much difference, but

the walls are thin up here and I’m trying to watch Doctor Phil.”

 

“I’ll make sure she’s quiet,” Molly said.

 

Regan felt two fingers pressing firmly into her jaw and she moaned, her mouth

forced open. The ball gag was shoved into mouth and strapped behind her head.

Then the strap at the top of her hood was pulled back slowly, sharply, forcing

her back to arch violently.

 

“You mustn’t make noise like that when I punish you, slave girl,” she said

waspishly. “Mom doesn’t like loud noises in the house.”

 

She turned on the shock wand and traced it slowly around the dildo impaling

her cousin, holding tight to the strap as Regan howled into the gag, her body

bucking and shaking violently, hips working and twisting as she tore against

the restraints.

 

“You know you have to be punished,” Molly said. “You were told not to speak

and you spoke anyway. You were given fair warning. If you don’t obey you will

be punished.”

 

She stopped at last, and then took the gag out. Regan was trembling and

shaking, dazed and exhausted, her mind scattered and shaken by the electrical

shock her cousin had used on her.

 

“You’re going to be a lovely and loving sex slave. I can tell,” Molly said

confidently. “You just need to be trained properly. Once you learn to obey

we’ll have so much fun!”

 

She began to kiss her, her lips soft but demanding, her tongue sliding over

Regan’s lips, tracing and caressing her own. Her hands gently cupped and

kneaded Regan’s breasts and she rubbed her own hard, pebbly nipples against

her as Regan slowly began to fit her mind back together.

 

“You’re going to obey now, aren’t you, slave girl,” Molly said. “Say yes

mistress. Say yes you will obey mistress.”

 

“I-I will obey m-my mistress,” Regan panted.

 

“Say yes mistress,” Molly said, digging catching Regan’s nipple between her

nails and pinching it cruelly.

 

“Yes, mistress!” Regan cried.

 

“Say you will obey.”

 

“I will obey, mistress!” she sobbed.

 

“Such a good slave girl,” Molly said, gently caressing Regan’s aching breasts.

“Now let’s get back to what we were talking about before. You’re going to lick

my pussy, slave girl. And I’m going to be patient with you as long as you try

hard. If you don’t then you’ll be disobeying and then you’ll have to be

punished. You don’t want me to punish you again, do you, slave?”

 

“N-No, mistress!” Regan panted.

 

“Good slave girl,” Molly said.

 

Her voice rose as though she were getting to her feet, and then the kneeling

girl felt hands on the sides of her head, tilting her head back.

 

“Put your tongue out, slave,” Molly ordered.

 

Whimpering, Regan obeyed, and felt the soft touch of her cousin’s moist pussy

lips as they were rubbed along her tongue.

 

“Feel for my pussy with your tongue so you know where it is,” Molly said. “Run

your tongue up and down my slit. See how nice and shaved clean it is? You

won’t have any trouble finding things. Lick me, slave. That’s my good little

slave girl. Lick your tongue upwards. There, right there. Lick my clit, slave

girl. Oooo! I like that,” she panted breathlessly. “Keep licking there.

Harder, slave girl. That’s it. Ooooo! That’s so nice,” she gasped, grinding

her hips in against Regan’s upturned mouth.

 

She held her tightly against her while Regan desperately licked up at her

pussy, lapping at her clit.

 

“Do you feel where my clit is, slave? Suck me. Gently, slave girl. You

wouldn’t want to hurt me. Suck gently and lick. That’s my good little slave

girl,” she cooed. “You love licking your mistress’ pussy, don’t you, slave

girl?”

 

Regan groaned as her head was pulled back again.

 

“Y-Yes, mistress!” she panted.

 

“Say it, slave girl.”

 

“I-I love licking my mistress’ pussy… mistress,” Regan whimpered.

 

Her head was drawn forward again, her mouth rubbing against her cousin’s sex

as she began to lick and suck.

 

“Such a good, obedient little slave girl,” Molly sighed. “Lick me. That’s it.

Oooooo! Push your tongue into me, slave. Deeper. That’s it. Push it in and

screw it around. Oooooo! So niiiiiice!”

 

She began to grind her hips, riding the hooded girl’s mouth, gasping and

panting for breath as the sexual heat within her grew more and more powerful.

She began to gasp and grunt as she drew Regan’s head in with a harsher grip,

rubbing and grinding her pussy against her mouth and tongue almost as though

she were simply masturbating against her.

 

Then the climax came and she shuddered and bucked and jammed Regan’s mouth

into her sex as her cream spurted out and into the girl’s open mouth.






Chapter Eleven
Riley swayed weakly as she knelt on all fours. She could see nothing, for the

hood entirely covered her head. The gag covered and filled her mouth, and

while she was not bound there was nothing whatever she could do to defend

herself except curl up in a ball - which had already failed her. No, she must

do exactly as she was told. Only if she obeyed could she hope to avoid being

punished.

 

And she very much wanted to not be punished again.

 

“She has a lovely, lithe young body,” she heard Aunt Beth say.

 

“Nice tits on her,” said Patrick with a smirk in his voice.

 

“Girl, crawl forward,” said the deeper voice of Uncle Paul.

 

Whimpering weakly, Riley crawled slowly forward.

 

“Spread your legs wider, slut,” he said calmly. “And raise your ass higher.”

 

Riley struggled to obey, even as she felt a new rush of shame at the snickers

coming from Patrick, who was clearly sitting behind her.

 

“Put your face and chest on the floor, and reach back and grab your ass

cheeks. Pull them apart to show us your asshole,” Uncle Paul said in an

uncompromising voice.

 

Shame mounted on shame and Riley whimpered weakly as she obeyed, her soft

breasts pillowing out against the hard and dirty floor as she reached behind

her and grasped her buttocks to pull them apart. Doing nasty sick things with

Molly was bad enough, with her aunt was more shocking, but now with her uncle

and Patrick - that was just so incredibly shameful and mortifying!

 

“Gonna fuck her ass, dad?” Patrick asked.

 

“Just hold your horses, will you?” she heard uncle Paul say in irritation.

 

“She’s got a great ass,” Patrick said. “But her pussy practically sucks your

cock like a mouth.”

 

“She does have a nice round little ass,” her uncle agreed. “But you already

fucked her about six times. I want to take my time”

 

“You can fuck her ass first,” Patrick said. “It’s a great introduction.”

 

“Patrick, your fascination with fucking the girls in the ass is growing

tiresome,” Aunt Beth said.

 

“Okay, okay,” he sighed.

 

“Roll on your back, slave,” Uncle Paul ordered.

 

Panting, sniffling, she obeyed, gasping as her bare back settled on the cold

wood.

 

“Now draw your knees up and apart. Here, take this.”

 

Something was placed into Riley’s hand, and her gloved fingers closed around

it. All she could tell was that it was round and - long - and the size of a

dildo. She blanched and her fingers trembled, wanting to throw it away.

 

“That goes up your pussy, little slave slut. Go ahead. It’s ten inches long

and you should be able to get about all of it inside you.”

 

Her face flaming, Riley had to feel for her pussy with one hand before she

could fit the rounded end of the dildo to the mouth of her sex and slowly push

and twist it in. That her uncle, aunt and cousin were looking on were a

horrific blow to her pride and dignity, but anything was better than being

punished.

 

She gasped and panted and moaned as she worked the dildo deeper. It began to

ache, deep inside her, but she knew her uncle would not be satisfied until it

was almost all inside her.

 

“Get on your knees again, sex slave,” Uncle Paul’s voice ordered, “and pump

that cock in and out.”

 

Whimpering, she rolled over, and raised her bottom towards them, spreading her

legs without even being told as she reached back between her legs and slowly

worked the dildo in and out. She gasped at the aching as she pushed deep and

hard, needing to get it in deeper to avoid being thought of as disobeying, to

avoid being punished.

She felt hands at her head, at her mouth, then the gag was pulled free, and she gasped and gulped in air.

 

“Tell us what you are, slave,” he demanded.

 

“I’m a fucking whore slut slave, master!” she gasped softly, pumping the

dildo, gasping weakly as her breasts ground against the floor.

 

It was all so sick, so disgusting! So humiliating! And yet, even so she felt a

strange dark hunger purring within her. What she was doing was so horrifyingly

slutty, and yet she was being ordered to do it, so there was a strange sort of

freedom in that.

 

“Again.”

 

“I’m a fucking whore slut slave, master!”

 

Saying the words out loud in front of her uncle and aunt was just so bizarre!

 

“Work that cock in deeper, sex slave,” he growled as she felt his finger

rubbing at her anal opening.

 

Sex slave. The words filled her with a hot, wicked hunger even as shame

crackled through her mind.

 

The blonde teen’s humiliation and shock mounted as her uncle’s finger,

slippery with some kind of lubricant, pushed into her ass, and she gasped as

she realized he was going to sodomise her - right there - in front of her aunt

and cousin.

 

She wanted to beg but she already knew better. He couldn’t! He couldn’t! And

yet she knew he could and would, and there was no one to disapprove. His own

wife, her own aunt would simply look on in approval, and perhaps then take her

turn.

 

Dazed, she worked the dildo in mechanically, grunting each time she thrust it

deep. Her uncle’s finger was pumping inside her now, and twisting around in

her ass. It withdrew, and she felt something else pressed against her, felt

how thick it was, how malleable the texture, and knew it was his cock.

 

She moaned softly as she kept pumping the dildo, gasping and groaning as her

uncle worked his big cock into her. She began to ache almost at once, for he

was giving her little time to accommodate his massive girth.

 

“Don’t fuck her too hard too fast, Paul,” Aunt Beth’s voice said. We don’t

want to damage her.”

 

“I know what I’m doing,” Uncle Paul said.

 

His big hands were on her hips, twisting her around as he pumped slowly in and

out with just the tip of his cock. He slid his hands forward along her ribs

and then crushed her breasts up against her ribs, his hard fingers digging

deep into the soft, malleable flesh.

 

“Fuck she’s got a tight ass,” he said.

 

“Just like her sister,” Patrick said with a grin.

 

“Every girl should be fucked up the ass every day,” Uncle Paul growled.

 

“Even Molly admitted she’d never been fucked in the ass,” Aunt Beth said.

 

“Well we’ll have to do something about that,” Uncle Paul laughed.

 

“You are not fucking your daughter’s ass,” Aunt Beth said firmly.

 

“Can I do it, dad!?” Patrick exclaimed eagerly.

 

“No!” Molly snapped.

 

“You know what I told you,” Aunt Beth said. “You can do anything to Molly you

want so long as she agrees.”

 

“So there!” Molly said.

 

“Unnggh!” Riley cried as her uncle’s cock thrust forward suddenly and drove

several more inches deep into her ass.

 

“Keep pumping that dildo, little slut,” Uncle Paul growled.

 

“Ohh!” she gasped as her uncle’s cock punched deeper still, and his voice

grunted in satisfaction.

 

Riley’s mind was in a constant state of shock at the things being done to her,

and even when she thought she could not be more shocked they did something

even more sick and perverse that taught her differently. It was almost

impossible for her accept that she was kneeling on the floor and being

forcibly sodomised by her own uncle while the rest of his family looked on and

made talked about it as thought it were something common and normal.

 

What kind of people were they!?

 

She felt her head yanked up and back hard, hard enough to lift her chest off

the floor. Then her right breast was slapped and she cried out in pain.

 

“I said keep pumping that dildo, slut,” Uncle Paul barked.

 

Whimpering, she gripped the dildo and thrust it into herself with painful

force, pumping it in and out as Uncle Paul forced the last of his cock down

into her aching little ass and began to grind his hairy pelvis against her

buttocks.

 

“Ahh, what a tight ass this bitch has,” she heard him groan.

 

“Fuck her hard, dad!” Patrick exclaimed.

 

“Don’t you worry. I aim to do just that,” he snorted.

 

“Patrick’s got a hard-on again,” Molly said.

 

“Maybe you’d like to take care of it,” Patrick said.

 

“Nu uh. Let her do it. She can fuck you while daddy fucks her ass.”

 

“I like that idea,” Patrick said. “Can we, dad!?”

 

“Yeah, I suppose so.”

 

There was movement around her, and then hands repositioned her body. Her

uncle’s cock slipped out of her ass, and her hands were drawn forward so that

she could feel her cousin’s body laying on the floor.

 

“Get on top of him, sex slave, and sink that pussy down onto his hard pecker,”

her uncle ordered.

 

Dazed, panting weakly, but anxious to avoid any kind of punishment, Riley

obeyed, awkwardly straddling her cousin, and gripping his thick cock. She

knelt above it and then drew the head up against her naked, shaven sex as

someone yanked the dildo out of her. She sank onto it slowly, groaning as it

filled her up, as it pushed deeper into her belly. Then hands pushed her

forward, bending her over, and she felt her breasts pillowing against his

chest.

 

A moment later another hard cock pressed against her anus and thrust deep

inside, causing her to cry out weakly, the sensations overwhelming her.

 

There was little conversation after that, as the two men grunted and

repositioned her, and worked their cocks in and out of her pussy and ass in

hard, deep thrusts that had her entire groin area aching and throbbing with a

growing intensity. Hands pawed at her bare breasts and twisted and pinched her

nipples, but she didn’t know whose they were.

 

It was all so insane, and she was so tired, her mind so weak, unable to

comprehend what was being done, much less what she should do about it. She

only knew that she must obey, must not resist. And so as the two cocks moved

in and out of her she groaned and gasped and moaned between the two large male

bodies, gasping for breath, feeling very much the helpless victim, the

helpless - tormented - naked - slave.

 

A sex slave!

 

A dark wave swept through her and she moaned aloud. Sick! It was all so sick!

So disgusting and kinky and nasty!

 

Fingers stroked her clit and rubbed her nipples and she shuddered as her body

responded. She felt like a whore, but a helpless, bound whore, felt a strange

masochistic sense of excitement at her own abuse.

 

“Beg for cock, slave girl,” Uncle Paul ordered.

 

“P-Please fuck me!” she groaned.

 

“Beg them to rape you, sex slave!”

 

“Please rape me! Please rape me, master!” she moaned, the words sending a

gushing hot flood of liquid heat through her groin.

 

“Harder! Beg for them to fuck you harder!” Molly said with a giggle.

 

“Please rape me harder, master! Please fuck my whore pussy and ass! Please

fuck me hard and deep!” she gasped dazedly, the words crackling through her

like sexual electricity.

 

Sick, perverted, twisted, nasty! Dark hunger swept through her and she felt

her pussy throbbing and pulsing and burning with excitement as the two big

cocks pumped in and out of her.

 

Then there was a hard pull to her head, and it jerked up and back. She gasped

in shock, and then gurgled as a dildo was thrust into her mouth.

 

“Suck that cock, slave,” her uncle growled. “Suck your own pussy cream off

it!”

 

Riley gagged and choked as the dildo was forced deeper, right into her throat,

but when she tried frantically to grab it and push it back her arms were

forced back behind her and locked together. The three way rape continued,

then, with her uncle and cousin thrusting their hard, dripping cocks into her

aching body, while the hard dildo was jammed in again and again to gag and

choke her.

 

Her entire body began to shake violently to the powerful impact of her uncle’s

hips against her upraised buttocks, and she rose up and down quickly, almost

bouncing atop Patrick as he thrust up into her. It was a nightmare come to

life, and she felt dazed by it all, unable to comprehend why this was

happening or what, if anything, she could do about it.

 

The two cocks were driving deep into her belly, punching up into her abdomen

with unrestrained force, making her gasp and cry out again and again, and then

convulsions began to wrack her helpless body, and she gurgled and gargled and

wailed in mindless animal pleasure as a terrible, wonderful orgasm tore

through her and shook her like a dog with a rat in its mouth.

 

    *

 

Regan 	moaned exhaustedly, but there was no one present to hear. Her lithe body was stretched out, straining, hanging by the wrists from the beam overhead. Her masked face hung low on her chest, body pale in the dim light coming through the dusty window. She swayed slowly, a thick strap buckled around her ankles to bind them together, the round base of thick dildos protruding from her anus and pussy.

“… must obey, slave. You must obey your mistress, slave. A slave’s duty is to obey. You must obey every command, slave. You are a slave and you must obey. If you do not obey you will be punished. You must obey, slave. Slaves who disobey are punished. You are a slave….”

The words went on and on and on, repeating themselves, barely heard through the leather over her ears, monotonous, hardly noticed over her own muffled gasps for breath and moans of pain.

She no longer had any sense of time. She had no idea how long she had been kept like this, how long she had been hanging by her wrists. Her wrists were hot and her arms and shoulders numb. She could barely breath, and her jaw would have hung slack even if it weren’t stuffed with a thick ball gag.

She was so tired. If only she could rest, and have some time to think, to consider, to understand, to cope.

Then her head was lifted up and back and she groaned in weary confusion.

“Hello, slave,” Molly said in a soft, cheerful voice. “How is my slave doing?”

 

There could be no answer, of course, not gagged, and as if she realized this

Molly’s hands went to the rear of the hood and undid the buckle of the strap

which held the gag in. She gently worked the gag out of the helpless girl’s

mouth, and then rubbed the drool off her with a cloth as Regan moaned weakly

and tried to gulp in air.

“It must be hard to breath with that corset on,” Molly said sympathetically. “If you’re a good little slave I’ll take it off. Do you promise to be a good slave?”

 

“P-Promise,” Regan panted.

“You have to say the whole thing, slave,” Molly said.

“I-I promise to b-be a good slave,” Regan gasped out.

A hand slapped her bottom sharply. “You forgot to say mistress, slave!”

“Sorry.. s-sorry, mistress,” she moaned. “I promise to be a g-good slave, mistress.”

Molly’s fingers moved up and down her back, untying the leather laces, and almost immediately, Regan felt the horrible tightness around her chest ease, felt an intense relief as she was able to fully expand her lungs.

The leather garment came free, and she felt her cousin’s soft hands stroking an caressing her chest and belly and back as she cooed softly and sympathetically.

 

“Poor little slave girl,” Molly cooed.

 

Her hand slid lower, to cup the base of the dildo protruding from Regan’s

achingly stretched open pussy lips, and she pressed up against it so the

helpless girl moaned and gasped in pain.

 

A moment later Regan felt the girl’s hands on her ankles, felt the strap there

undone. Her left leg was then pulled open, straight out to the side, and then

locked in place, the restraint around her boot attached to something. A few

moments later her right was similarly pulled wide and locked in place.

 

“Tell me you love me, little slave girl,” Molly breathed, her fingers gently

stroking across Regan’s clitoris.

 

“I-I love you, mistress,” Regan lied.

 

“Beg for my pussy, slave girl. Beg to lick my pussy and clit. Beg to drink my

pussy milk. Come on. Beg for it, nasty little slave girl.”

 

“P-please,” Regan moaned. “Please may I lick your pussy, mistress.”

 

“You can do better than that, slave girl,” Molly said in a slightly sulky

voice. “Tell me how beautiful my clit is and that you want to suck it. Tell me

how much you want to lick my pussy and stick your tongue into me.”

 

The exhausted girl tried to think of what to say, but her dazed mind was not

up to much imagination. “Please, mistress. Please can I lick your pussy?” she

panted, “Please can I suck your clit, mistress? Please let me lick your

beautiful pussy.”

 

“You’re not putting enough feeling in it, slave girl,” Regan chided. “You need

to beg like you really, really want it. Otherwise, I’m afraid you’ll have to

be punished.”

 

Panic leant her energy, and her voice took on a desperate tinge. “Please may I

lick your pussy, mistress!? I love your beautiful pussy! I need to lick it

with my tongue, mistress! I beg you to let me suck your wonderful clit,

mistress! Please let me drink your pussy cream, mistress! Please!”

 

“You still don’t sound like you really want it,” Molly sighed. “I guess you’ll

just have to be punished until you can obey my orders better.”

 

“And don’t scream. Momma doesn’t like to hear it and she’ll be very angry with

you if you do.”

 

“Please let me lick your pussy, mistress! Please, please! Please! I love your

beautiful pussy and - angh! - .” she gasped as a line of fire slid along her

back.

 

Instead of the shock prod Molly had hit her with something! Something like a

belt or…”

 

Crack! The leather whip slashed across her back again, and again she cried out

at the sharp pain as it flared with heat along her back.

 

“You have to beg very convincingly, sex slave,” Molly said. “And until you do

I’ll just have to whip you.”

 

The whip sliced across the helpless girl’s pale back again and again she cried

out, her limbs twisting wildly against the restraints. Each blow delivered a

shockwave of stinging pain followed by a long line of throbbing heat and

burning.

 

“Please, mistress! Please let me lick your beautiful pussy!” she cried. “I

really, really love your pussy, mistress! Please let me lick it!”

 

She was being whipped! It was impossible! But Molly was actually whipping her!

The whip slashed across her tight buttocks and she yelped in pain again,

redoubling her desperate pleas. The whip sliced across the center of her back,

then her shoulders, and felt despair growing as she begged more and more

desperately to lick and suck on Molly’s pussy. Still the whip cracked and

snapped across her back and buttocks, and then began to slice into the soft

flesh of her hips and thighs, to curl around her body to bite into the even

more tender flesh of her belly and breasts.

 

“Do you see how it’s better to obey than be punished, slave girl?” Molly asked

in a sad voice. “If you were a good slave girl I could do nice things to you

instead of whipping you.”

 

Her fingers traced gently across Regan’s clitoris, and she twisted the dildo

slowly inside her, pumping it lightly, gently.

 

“Poor little slave girl,” Molly cooed. “Poor helpless naked little sex slave.

Isn’t it terrible how mean I am to you?”

 

Regan gulped in air, gasping for breath, repressing her tears as she felt what

could only be Molly’s tongue sliding over her nipples, her soft lips closing

around them and sucking gently.

 

“Beg me to make love to you, slave,” Molly said. “Beg me to suck your clit and

bite your nipples. Beg me to make you come. Go ahead, and maybe I won’t have

to whip you again.”

 

“Please suck my nipples, mistress!” Molly gasped. “Please make me come,

mistress. Please lick my pussy!”

 

Molly was chewing on the soft flesh around her nipple, sucking rhythmically,

her tongue lapping at the hardening nipple. Her moist fingers were stroking

and caressing Regan’s clitoris as she lightly prodded at the dildo. Regan

moaned at the rise of sensations, continuing to beg. “Please fuck me,

mistress! Please suck my clit! Please lick my pussy! Please chew on my

nipples! Please make me come, mistress!”

 

“Don’t say me,” Molly said thoughtfully. “I want you to say slave girl

instead. Go ahead. Let me hear you beg.”

 

“Please lick slave girl’s pussy, mistress!” Regan croaked, beyond caring about

what madness Molly had her speak, wanting only to keep her from continuing the

whipping. “Please suck slave girl’s pussy, mistress!” she whimpered. “Please

fuck slave girl! Please suck slave girl’s nipples!”

 

“Tell me you love it, slave girl,” Molly cooed as she pumped the dildo in and

out.

 

“Slave girl loves it, mistress!” Regan gasped. “Slave girl loves being fucked!

Oh yes! So good! It feels so good, mistress! Please fuck me!”

 

“Harder. Louder. Beg for me to make you come, slave girl.”

 

“Please make slave girl come, mistress!” she cried. “Please fuck slave girl

hard so she comes!”

 

The dildo was pumping in and out strongly now, and Molly was licking strongly

at her clit. And odd things were happening to the desperate young woman. She

no longer felt any resentment or anger, any disgust or revulsion at the

sensations, at the touch of her cousin’s tongue on her clit or mouth on her

breast. She wanted only to keep Molly happy and content, to prevent her from

returning to her whipping. She begged her with all her heart to lick her pussy

and suck on her nipples, to fuck her with the dildo and make her come, because

anything was better than being punished.

 

“Yes! Oh yes, mistress! It feels so good, mistress!” she gasped. “Yes! Oh!

Ohh! Yes! Oh God! Unnghh!”

 

And somehow, through the fussy dazed confusion of her mind, the sensations had

risen strongly in her body, sensations of heat and pleasure which began to

seep into her mind. Regan had no strength to fight against it, nor will. All

her diminished efforts were focused on obeying, on making Molly happy, on

getting her to continue to molest her rather than returning to whipping her.

 

“Yes! Oh yes! Lick slave girl! Ohhh! Ohh! Mistress! Slave girl loves her pussy

licking! Slave girl needs to be fucked! Oh yes, mistress! Oh God! Oh! Ungh!

Ungh!” she gasped as the dildo was punched up into her pussy harder and deeper

and faster.

 

Her legs were straining wide and bound in place, and the exhausted, dazed girl

felt the tightness and heat in her groin as Molly licked and sucked at her

clit. She was almost feverish now with exhaustion and desperation, and

continued to beg for more, to call out her happiness and hunger and need and

pleasure as the other girl ravished her sex with her wildly licking tongue.

 

When the climax came it burst over her with an explosion of orgiastic pleasure

that caused her muscles to spasm and her mind to fog over. She cried out in

dazed incomprehension, her body thrashing and twisting in convulsions as the

climax ripped through her nervous system.

 

“Come for me, slave girl,” Molly said. “Come for mistress.”

 

And Regan did, her hips bucking violently, her head back, chest arched as she

gurgled in wild, helpless pleasure, the orgasm shattering her dazed mind with

the force of its pleasure.






Chapter Twelve
“It’s fairly common psychological knowledge,” Beth said softly. “Repeat

something often enough and it’ll sink in, especially if the person listening

isn’t in a very fit state for analyzing the message.”

 

“It’s even better if they repeat it themselves,” Paul said in a low voice.

 

“And if they beg for something, if you make them really, really want it, then

when they get it they’ll be filled with happiness.”

 

“Even if they didn’t want it to begin with,” he said.

 

They looked at the scene before them, watching as Riley begged for Patrick’s

cock. The slender young blonde teen was bent over a low bar, legs spread wide,

ankle restraints affixed by chains to the floor only an inch or so below the

pointy toes of her boots. Her wrists were similarly chained down and apart. A

chain ran from the ring at the top of her head, pulling up forcefully so that

she faced forward. The chain was linked to a large metal butt-plug stuffed

deep inside her anus.

 

Weights hung from short chains attached to alligator clips, swinging and

swaying from her aching, tender nipples even as another hung from her swollen

clitoris.

 

Patrick had started out with a paddle, so that her buttocks were a bright

purple. Then he’d taken up the flog and used it on her back. Now the crop was

lashing the backs of her thighs just below where the base of the thick dildo

protruded from the straining, swollen lips of her pussy.

 

“Please fuck me, master!” she sobbed. “Please rape my whore pussy! Please fuck

me hard! Please, master! Please fuck my whore ass! Please fuck your slut

slave! Please ram your cock up my ass, master! Please fuck me hard! Please,

master! Please rape me! Please rape my slut body! Please! Please, master!” she

sobbed as the crop slashed cruelly in against the backs of her thighs.

 

“Still not enough feeling in it,” he purred.

 

“Please, please, master!” she screamed. “Please rape your sex slave! Please

fuck my hot pussy! Oh God! Oh Please! Please! Please!!”

 

Beth nodded at Patrick and he put the crop down reluctantly. “All right. Since

you beg so nicely,” he said.

 

“Thank you, master!” she gasped, a sense of terrible relief flooding her

desperate mind. “Oh God! Oh thank you! Yes, master! Please, master!”

 

“But you better like it, sex slave. Or I’ll go back to whipping you.”

 

He yanked the dildo out of her pussy, while Beth reached in and plucked off

the weight hanging from her clitoris and nipples. The girl cried out in fresh

pain as the returning sensation brought a terrible throbbing and burning. The

pain masked the sudden harsh thrust of Patrick’s big cock into her pussy.

 

“Do you like it, sex slave? Do you like being raped?” Patrick demanded,

gripping her hips and thrusting in and out.

 

“Yes! Oh yes!” she gasped. “Oh yes, master! Please fuck me, master! Please

fuck your whore slave! Please rape me! Please rape your slut slave, master! I

love being raped, master! I love your cock inside me!”

 

She was almost gibbering with desperation as she begged for more, as she told

him how good it felt, as she frantically tried to keep him fucking her so she

would not be punished again.

 

“Yeah! Yeah! Tight pussy!” he grunted as he thrust into her.

 

His father chuckled and moved around in front of the girl. With her head

pulled up and back her mouth was wide, and he unzipped and slid his hard

erection through the opening of her hood, straight into her mouth and, with

hardly a pause, right down her throat.

 

“Keep begging, whore slave,” he growled. “Tell me how much you love my cock!

Tell me how much you like sucking it! Tell me how much you need my come in

your throat!”

 

Riley could not speak, of course, but she tried, desperately, dazedly, begging

for his seed, begging him to fuck her throat, begging Patrick to rape her,

telling them how much she loved their cocks. All that emerged were gagging,

chocking, gasping sounds, but that really didn’t matter. It was enough she was

thinking the words.

 

His cock plunged up and down in her gagging throat, and he groaned in delight

at the sensations, at the slick, wet feel as he pumped across her writhing

tongue, saliva trickling over her lower lip as he raped her mouth and throat.

He reached beneath to grope her breasts, rolling her stiff, swollen nipples

between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers.

 

Patrick was rutting into her from behind, back arched, eyes closed, fingers

digging into her flanks as he worked his hips in and out in hard, violent

thrusts that drove his big prick up to the hilt in his teenage cousin’s tight

pussy.

 

But Riley was not dismayed. Instead she clung desperately to the need to keep

them raping her, keep them fucking her. She tried to beg, tried to cry out her

pleasure and gladness around her uncle’s stiff prick, frantic to keep them

from resuming the cruel whipping.

 

Paul pulled his stiff red cock from the girl’s mouth and she gasped and gulped

in air, still trying to beg for cock, breathlessly crying out how much she

loved being fucked, being raped, being used. Beth handed him a vibrator, and

he thrust it up between the girl’s legs, rubbing it back and forth across her

aching clitoris as his son continued to ram his cock down into her helpless

body.

 

He bent over the faceless mask, looking at her drooling mouth. “You love it,

slut,” he said. “You love that cock. Tell us you love it.”

 

“I-I love it! I love that cock! I love cock! I love it, master! I love your

cock!” the near mindless girl cried.

 

“You want to come, don’t you, slut? You want to come for your masters. Come

for us, slut. Come for your masters. Show us how much you love being raped.

Show us how good it feels to have a big cock inside you,” he growled. “Come,

slut. Come for us, whore. Come for us, sex slave.”

 

“Yes! Yes! Yes, master!” she gasped. “Yes! I love it! Please! Oh! Yes! Ungh! I

love it!”

 

“Come for us, whore,” he ordered. “Come!”

 

And with the vibrator playing across her clitoris, a clit which now sparkled

with a wondrous sense of relief from the absence of the wicked teeth of the

alligator clip, and the desperation to do as she was ordered, somehow Riley

did just that, climaxing on command, grunting and gasping and shaking and

moaning as an orgasm rolled her mind over and over, sending it tumbling and

twirling through the darkness.

 

    *

 

“Please whip me, mistress!” Regan croaked dazedly. “Oh please whip slave girl!

Please whip slave girl!”

 

Molly smiled and brought the whip slicing through the air. Her slave was

hanging upside down again, legs spread, and she brought the flog down between

her legs, hard.

 

But it was a light flog. The pain was nowhere near what the slave felt from

the shock wand, and Molly reached forward to run the vibrator back and forth

across the slave’s clitoris immediately after the blow.

 

She hadn’t believed her mother when she had told her she would be able to make

her slave girl come from just a whipping. But it was starting to look like she

might be correct. By giving her pleasure and light pain together, the dazed

girl was starting to lose track of the difference between them. The light

flogging didn’t even seem like pain compared to the shock wand.

 

Regan’s pussy was sopping wet, and she was already begging to be whipped

again.

 

“Please whip slave girl, mistress!” she panted. “Slave girl needs to be

whipped, mistress!”

 

Molly brought the flog down again, a little harder, then rolled the vibrator

back and forth over the girl’s clitoris.

 

“You like that, don’t you, slave girl. You love being whipped.”

 

“Yes, mistress!” the blinded girl moaned. “Slave girl loves being whipped.

Slave girl loves being whipped.”

 

She was like a parrot now, Molly thought, repeating anything she was told.

 

She brought the flog down between her legs once more and the girl cried out,

then shuddered and moaned as she ran the vibrator back and forth along her

sopping slit.

 

She was getting too turned on herself to continue, and needed her own relief.

She pulled the girl’s head up and back by the strap attached to the top of her

hood, and guided the slave girl’s mouth to her sex.

 

“Lick your mistress, slave girl. You love licking pussy, don’t you, slave

girl.”

 

“Slave girl loves licking pussy!” Regan gasped, plunging her tongue into

Molly’s sex.

 

Molly reached up and played the vibrator over her cousin’s clit as the blonde

teen licked her pussy. Give her pleasure so that her dazed mind associated

that with what they wanted her to do. That was what mother had said. Soon she

would be begging to lick pussy without being ordered, genuinely wanting to

lick pussy without even knowing why, her mind associating the pleasure of the

vibrator with licking pussy.

 

It had been days since either of the sisters had had anything decent to eat,

and their minds and spirits had been battered and abused during the entire

time, with little rest and no surcease from the idea they were now sex slaves,

and must do all in their power to please their captors.

 

“Yes, slave girl. Lick that pussy,” Molly said breathlessly. “Doesn’t it feel

good to lick pussy? Oohh, it feels so good, doesn’t it, slave girl.”

 

“Yes! Yes, mistress! Feels so good, mistress!” she moaned. “Feels so good!”

 

Molly groaned in pleasure herself as the slave’s wildly licking tongue brought

her off, and she spurted her cream into the desperate girl’s eager mouth.

 

“Yess! Drink mistress’ cum!” she groaned.

 

    *

 

The hood finally came off. Riley’s eyes squinted tight even in the dim light

of the basement, for they had become accustomed to absolute darkness these

past many days. Now, for the first time, she looked up at the looming shape of

her uncle and cousin and saw their cocks hanging down, their thick balls

swinging as they moved. Her eyes also took in the dark old stone of the

basement, and the rusting bars of the cage next to her.

 

Her uncle moved across to the other side of the room.

 

“Crawl to me on your belly, sex slave,” he ordered.

 

She threw herself forward at once, without conscious thought, arms bound

tightly behind her, she began to writhe forward across the floor, heedless of

the pain to her sore breasts as it was squashed against the cold stone and

ground across it.

 

“Show me how much you love me, slave bitch,” he said as she reached him.

 

“I love you, master!” she croaked. “I love you!”

 

She licked at his shoes and ankles as she rolled her eyes anxiously up at him.

 

“Do you love my cock, slut?”

 

“I love your cock, master! I need your cock inside me! Please may I suck your

cock! Please fuck my whore body, master! Please rape me with your beautiful

cock!” she panted eagerly.

 

He and Patrick picked the girl up and turned her around. There was a T-shaped

frame on the floor nearby and they raised her ankles high, raising her lower

torso off the floor, and strapped them to the opposite arms of the frame. They

attached a chain to her wrist restraints and fed it through a hole in the

frame between her ankles, then drew it up and back, arching her back, then

raising her upper torso off the floor.

 

Her ankles were firmly locked to the sides of the T-frame, feet pointed at the

ceiling. Now her bound wrists were drawn sharply back while her uncle wound

her filthy, matted hair into a loose braid and then wound heavy cord through

it. He pulled up on the cord and she gasped as her head was raised up, the

sharp pull against her scalp making her gasp and moan.

 

Patrick tied cord tightly around her nipples and pulled it down sharply,

feeding the cords through a ring set in the floor below her, then back up to

the clip which was biting into her clitoris. He pulled, tightening the pull on

both clip and nipples so his cousin gasped and cried out, then tied it off.

 

Meanwhile, his father fed the metal tube of the fucking machine he had

purchased through the T-frame. It slid through smoothly, and then entered his

niece’s always lubricated pussy. He gauged the distance, pushing deeper, then

deeper still. He wanted it to thump against the back wall of her pussy, enough

to ache, but not enough to hurt.

 

He turned it on, and the piston began to move in and out, the latex dildo on

the end sliding in and out of Riley’s pussy.

 

Patrick, in the meantime, was putting a small stool beneath his cousin, and

placing a vibrator on end so that the tip pressed lightly against her clit.

 

Riley groaned dizzily. The pressure on her shoulders, arms and wrists was

strong, but not particularly painful. Her back ached a bit, but only a bit.

Her hair was being pulled back heavily, which was drawing back the skin of her

face tautly. Her jaw was wide and she was staring weakly ahead at nothing. The

feel of the dildo moving inside her was neither pleasant nor painful - except

that her dazed mind associated it with pleasure.

 

And now she felt a buzzing of the vibrator and groaned aloud. She had never

been so exhausted in her life, but still, her body could feel strong

sensations, and this was certainly strong. More, she quickly came to feel how

her body’s movement affected that pleasure. The thrusting of the dildo into

her pussy tended to rock her body forward a little and make her flinch, and

that caused her to pull her nipples against her clit - which made them ache.

On the other hand, with the vibrator right below, her movements caused her to

grind her clit lightly across the tip of the vibrator.

 

It was all so bizarre, so incredible, so unbelievable, and her mind had long

since stopped trying to understand it. It didn’t matter what she understood

anyway. Sensation was all that really mattered to her at this point.

 

She moaned, slack jawed, eyes glassy, grunting weakly, groaning and gasping as

the dildo thrust into her, as her body reacted to the sensations from her

nipples and clit.

 

Those sensations were - good. She groaned as her eyes slitted, as her body

heated. There was little in her of embarrassment now, or concern for anything

beyond sensation. She wanted pleasure, and wanted to avoid pain. There was

really nothing more in her life at this point in time.

 

“Look at the little slut,” her uncle said with a grin. “Happy as a pig in

shit.”

 

“I’m getting a hard on just watching her, “Patrick said.

 

“Stick it down her whore throat. That’s what she’s there for.”

 

Patrick did, and Riley merely moaned briefly before the big cock slid into her

throat. Her eyes remained slack and glassy, and her jaw was still wide as her

cousin fucked her throat, his big cock hardly causing her to gag at all now,

for her throat was so used to being invaded.

 

But his movements, his forceful thrusts into her throat, were causing her own

body to move more, and pulling more against her clit and nipples. Little

firefly aches and snapping pains entwined with the buzzing pleasure and the

steady thrusting to form something hot and dark and delicious which poured

through her mind like heated oil.

 

So good. Soooo goooood, she thought weakly.

 

She came with a violent thrashing and shaking, gurgling and moaning as the

storm of sensations tore through her body. It left her even more dazed, but

her body every bit as receptive to the sensations being forced up on it. It

was not long before another orgasm tore through her, then another, then

another.






Chapter Thirteen
The sisters had not seen each other since they had been stripped of both

clothing and freedom. Nor did they see each other now. Both were blindfolded

as they were led crawling and naked into the same room, neither aware of the

others presence. They were led up to each other, and the orders barked which

had them rise onto their knees facing each other.

 

“Kiss, slut,” Aunt Beth ordered, a hand on both girls heads, guiding them

together.

 

Neither girl thought to disobey. Neither thought to wonder who she was

kissing. Their bodies moved together, soft bare breasts pillowing against soft

bare breasts, hands slowly sliding around each other to caress backs and knead

buttocks. Their lips moved together in moist, wet passion, their tongues

sliding back and forth into each other’s mouths as their cousins, uncle and

aunt looked on with smiles on their faces.

 

They watched as the sisters caressed each other’s bodies, guided their mouths

to each other’s nipples and watched them lick and suck and chew on pebbly pink

buttons, then positioned them in a sixty-nine, each girl’s now experienced

tongue sliding into her sister’s pussy, lapping anxiously, licking up for and

searching out swollen little clits to suck and lick and caress.

 

And with the conditioning the girls had been undergoing their young bodies

began to respond, the heat spreading out through their groins and up through

their bellies, their dazed minds eagerly embracing the pleasure that flooded

into them as they continued lick and suck each other’s clits and knead each

other’s taut buttocks.

 

Aunt Beth was the first thing Riley saw when her blindfold was removed, or

rather, the second thing, for the woman’s face was retreating as Riley lapped

at the clit before her. She had thought she was licking Molly all along, so

the appearance of her aunt above meant nothing to her. She continued licking,

her fingers sliding into the tight, moist, naked sex before her face as she

mouthed the clit and sucked.

 

She felt her own clit sucked, felt fingers inside her, and moaned aloud as the

pleasure within her mounted. She felt hot, wet and aroused, and rolled her

hips up towards the tongue and lips caressing her, lapping herself at the

pussy above her.

 

At the other end of the little tandem, Regan continued to lick at the pussy

below her, working carefully, earnestly and anxiously, wanting to do a good

job. She still did not really like licking pussy, but that really didn’t enter

into anything in her mind. And besides, she vastly preferred it to punishment.

And there was no denying it was easier than taking cocks in her throat. Not to

mention the fear of disobedience, of being punished if she didn’t do a good

job.

 

And while the tongue licking at her clit made her mind squirm a bit with

distaste, there was no denying the delicious hot pleasure flooding through her

either. She jammed her pussy up down onto the face below her, assuming it was

Molly, gasping and moaning as the pleasure grew more powerful, and the sex

heat pushed all other considerations aside.

 

The sisters licked each other to the edge of climaxes, and then were pulled

abruptly apart by barked orders.

 

Now, pulled to their knees, they stared in shock at each other, the four

grinning members of family staring down at them.

 

“Good sex slaves,” Aunt Beth said.

 

“Good sex slaves,” Molly echoed.

 

“Good little slave bitches,” Uncle Paul said with a grin.

 

“Good slave whores,” Patrick said with a smirk.

 

Molly knelt beside them then, holding a fat, double headed dildo in her hands.

The two sides were angled sharply upward like a tight V, with a round little

bulge at the middle point which was made of exquisitely delicate latex, to fit

against hard little clits when the two ends were fully buried.

 

She rubbed at Riley’s clit a she slowly fed the round head of one end up into

her pussy. The girl was so moist it was not difficult, and she soon had it

jammed in to the mid-section, with that round bulge pressed against her clit.

Now Uncle Paul guided the blonde girl’s hips forward as Molly fed the other

head up into Regan’s pussy, and soon the two teens were pressed belly to

belly, breast to breast again, the dildos buried inside them, their hips

grinding helplessly together as they began to kiss once again.

 

The sisters felt a strange sense of the bizarre, at first, a reluctance which

both fought anxiously, knowing they must obey. But then that reluctance faded

as their pussies squeezed down on the dildos and their clits ground against

the bulging latex. Their hands gripped each other’s buttocks and their lips

moved with growing heat and passion.

 

“Good slave sluts,” Aunt Beth said with approval.

 

“Good slave whores!” Uncle Paul said warmly.

 

“Good fuck slaves!” Patrick said with a grin.

 

“Good sex slaves!” Molly said happily.

 

“Fuck each other, sluts,” Uncle Paul ordered.

 

And so they did, gasping and moaning, their minds filled with lust. Their

bodies aflame with hunger as they ground and thrust their hips against each

other. Riley was the first to climax, and her sister felt a sense of warm

delight at giving her such pleasure, thrusting especially hard through her own

excitement to help maintain Riley’s heat and bliss.

 

They slowed afterwards, Regan helping support her dazed sister in the warm

afterglow of the orgasm, kissing her gently, a part of her exultant at feeling

a warm, loving person against her. For she had no doubt about her own sister,

no doubt about her caring and kindness and no doubt that at last she had

someone to be with, someone she need not fear, someone she could share her

pain with - and pleasure.

 

And as Riley came out of the come she kissed back with tender passion, working

her hips now, wanting to give her sister the same orgasm, thrusting and

licking and caressing until she pushed Regan over the edge, as well. The

Morgan family looked on, smiling, watching as the two lovely teens writhed and

groaned and ground their pussies together.

 

“Now let’s try something else,” Aunt Beth said.

 

She and Uncle Paul gripped the two teens by the hair and guided them onto all

fours, bottom to bottom. Then two thick dildos were fed slowly into their

pussies and bottoms.

 

“Rub your clits, little slave sluts,” Aunt Beth ordered.

 

And so the sisters slowly rode their bottoms in and out together, gasping and

moaning as they slid a hand between their legs and rubbed their clits. After

each had come three times the dildos were removed, and Riley was lain out on

the carpet, with Regan placed atop her, legs intertwined. Again they kissed,

their soft, young bodies writhing together, pussies grinding against thighs.

 

Both girls felt an echoed wave of anxious fear at the four Morgan family

members watching, fear of punishment if they failed to please them. They also

felt a sense of discomfort at what they were doing with each other. But the

sexual heat and flames licked higher nonetheless, until, time and time again,

it burned all other thoughts aside as their passion became more heated and

their climaxes approached.

 

Then came the strap-ons. Regan was fitted with one, and rode her sister while

Riley licked at Molly’s pussy. She thrust steadily into the blonde girl,

earnestly wanting to give her pleasure, her hands gently, lovingly sliding up

and down her back, caressing her ribs, sliding below her to softly knead her

breasts and caress her nipples.

 

Riley returned the favour as Regan licked Aunt Beth’s clit, and then Regan lay

on her back as Riley straddled her and rode her dildo, Uncle Paul feeding his

cock up her ass while cousin Patrick drove his prick down her throat.

 

Finally, the two girls were spread-eagled and tied down, worked over with

vibrators until they writhed with pleasure, and then their nipples, clits and

tongues pierced. They were then knelt, facing each other, a foot apart on a

narrow frame in an empty room. Between their slender thighs were wooden

support posts atop which were thick vibrators.

The two girls sank their pussies down onto the vibrators until the noses were jammed achingly deep within them. Their arms were drawn up and over T-shaped posts behind them, the horizontal T jammed under their arms, their wrists bound tightly. Their heads were then pulled slowly back until they were staring up at the ceiling overhead. Then lines were run from each sister’s tongue ring up through a ring overhead, and down to the other sister.

Backs arched, lines were run between their nipple rings, as well, and between their clit rings. Then their ankles were lifted up and back and bound to their thighs.

Finally, the vibrators were turned on, and they were left alone in the dark.

It was hard to think, hard to care, hard to do anything more than accept and cope with whatever was happening to her. Riley stared dazedly up into the darkness overhead, moaning weakly, her tongue pulled up out of her mouth, aching and burning. Her nipples throbbed and her clit was sore. Her knees were sore and getting more so every minute.

“You are a slave,” came a soft voice from a hidden speaker. “You are a sex slave. You must obey. Your body belongs to your master. You are a slave slut. You love cock. You love being fucked. You love being raped. You love your master. You must obey.”

On and on the voice spoke, softly, certainly, though the sisters dazed minds could hardly understand as they coped with the sensations pouring through their bodies. Pain and pleasure twisted together, discomfort and exhaustion mounting along with the quivering between their loins.

 

    *

 

“Not one word,” Aunt Beth said sternly, pointing her fingers firmly at the two

teenagers. “There is a microphone overhead which is voice activated. If you so

much as whisper it will pick it up and you will both be punished! Obey!” she

said.

 

The cage was not big, especially with two teenage girls in it. The sisters

curled up together as best they could, and took enormous comfort in each

others’ presence. They hugged each other, kissed each other, and then

exhaustion slowly took them into a deep dark sleep.

 

It was the longest sleep they had been permitted in quite some time, long

enough to get some energy back, to ease the dark circles of exhaustion under

their eyes. They slept arm in arm, breast to breast, slept the sleep of the

half dead until slowly, groggily coming around.

 

They were in the basement, in a large dog cage of sorts. The only light or

warmth came from large candles which stood on low holders circling the cage.

The light was enough to see each other, to kiss each other gently, to inspect

each other’s bruises and welts, and to comfort each other without words.

 

Neither girl intended their loving touches of comfort to turn into anything

more, and yet slowly, they did, for sex and pleasure had been inextricably

intertwined in their minds now, and each wanted to make the other happy,

wanted to give the other pleasure, and so without even thinking on it, without

ever intending to, their fingers began to gently caress each other’s breasts

and clits, and soon the passion rose around them and their lovemaking became

hungry and desperate as the lust drove them on.

 

Molly came for them as they lay entwined in the soft afterglow, panting

weakly.

 

“Good slaves,” she said as she unlocked the cage door. “Crawl out, slave

girls. No speaking.”

 

The two sisters unfolded their lithe bodies and crawled out through the cage

door, groaning stiffly at the numerous aches and bruises on their pale bodies.

They wore nothing but collars, and their cousin had come equipped with a pair

of leashes, which she attached to their collars.

 

“You will crawl up the stairs, slaves. No speaking,” she said.

 

She tugged on the leashes, and the two teenagers crawled across the stone

floor, their knees aching, then up the narrow wooden stairs on hands and

knees. They came out into the kitchen to find Aunt Beth cooking breakfast. Hot

porridge was waiting for them in large bowls - on the floor.

 

Their minds were somewhat more capable now that they had slept, though both

were still tried and sore. But neither was willing to risk punishment, neither

considered disobeying, and both lowered their lips to the bowls, slurping

hungrily as the Morgan family gathered at the table.

 

Molly let them eat, and then drink cold milk from another pair of bowls, then

they were led, crawling through the house to the bathroom.

 

“Heels,” she ordered.

 

Both girls moved as one, sitting back on their heels, folding their legs

beneath them, spreading their knees wide.

 

Molly then brushed their teeth, while the girls kept still, hands behind

backs. They were then guided forward on all fours to spit into the toilet

while Molly pressed plastic cups of water to their lips so they could rinse

and spit again and again.

 

“Now do either of you need to go to the bathroom?” she asked

 

Riley and Regan looked at each other, then both nodded. They had not, in fact,

needed to very often over the past days as they were given very little to eat

and drink. In fact, both girls had lost weight from lack of sustenance. The

past week - or was it two - was just a vast dark haze to them.

 

“You will go outside like dogs, like bitches, daddy says,” Molly said. “I or

one of us will take you for walkies when you need to go. You’ll have to get

used to it. The toilets are off limits to you.”

 

The sisters stared at her in confusion. What did she mean?

 

Molly took hold of their leashes again and led them, crawling, through the

house and then outside into the wide open field behind the house. The two

girls blinked their eyes weakly against the overcast sky. It had been some

time since they’d even seen outside, let alone been outside. Now they looked

around anxiously as their cousin led them, crawling and naked, to a tree away

from the house.

 

“You can lift your leg and go here,” Molly said. “Go ahead and pee.”

 

The two girls stared at her in astonishment.

 

“If you don’t you won’t be given another chance for hours, and do I need to

tell you that you will be punished if you pee on the floor?”

 

Their faces turned red and they stared at each other, then at Molly, their

minds spinning with unease and uncertainty.

 

“Go now, slave girl,” Molly said sternly.

 

It was so shocking. They were used to being treated as slaves, and now they

were being treated almost like animals. Regan felt a vast sense of confusion,

but inside Riley, a dark hunger roused, and suddenly she crawled forward to

the tree, turned and lifted her knee as she released the pressure in her

bladder. Her face blushed as Molly and her sister watched, but she felt a

growing sense of burning heat between her legs as she urinated, feeling

humiliated and degraded even as her excitement rose and fed off those

feelings.

 

After watching for a minute of stunned silence, Regan did the same, blushing

more furiously, not feeling the same sense of arousal as her sister, though

sensing it in the blonde girl.

 

They were led crawling back into the house, then back to the bathroom. There,

to their immense relief, Molly put them into the tub together, and washed

their filthy, matted hair, then soaped them down and let them rub and scrub

each other’s bodies together until she rinsed them off once again.

 

She had them assume the Heels position again as she brushed and blow dried

their hair. Then she slid their new harnesses around their pale bodies. The

harnesses were made of leather strips held together with metal rings. They

were tight around their chests and bellies, and of course, squeezed their soft

breasts nicely. Thick strips were drawn down between their buttocks and legs

to fasten up front, holding in the butt-plugs Molly inserted.

 

Each of the crotch straps had an opening with a tight rubber elastic cover

through which thick dildos could be pushed, and Molly pushed them deep into

each of her cousin’s tight pussies, leaving only an inch or so protruding,

tightly clasped by both her pussy lips and the stretched leather of their

crotch straps.

 

Now they were taken, crawling, into the front room for Aunt Beth’s inspection.

 

“Heels,” she ordered crisply.

 

The sisters quickly assumed the position as ordered, anxious in the presence

of their forbidding aunt.

 

“Breasts to floor,” she barked.

 

The two sisters slid forward, raising their bottoms high, spreading their

legs, breasts crushed against the floor, arms stretched out to either side.

 

“Knees and arch,” she ordered.

 

They rose as one, hands behind heads, elbows back, heads back, backs arched,

breasts thrust out.

 

She produced four little stainless steel balls, each with a hook on the end,

and hung the hooks from the girls’ nipple rings.

 

“Stick out your tongues, sex toys,” she said with a smile.

 

The girls obeyed, and she hung similar metal balls from their tongue rings,

though these had a two inch line between hook and ball.

 

“Now it’s time to get to work. You’ve been lazing away the last few weeks. The

floors need cleaning again.”

 

And so the girls spent the morning on hands and knees scrubbing. The weighted

balls swung and danced and tugged at sore nipples, and pulled their tongues

downward through their open mouths as they crawled and scrubbed, pulling and

stretching them.

 

They could not, of course, speak, but simply moved back and forth over the

floor, scrubbing, grunting, panting, sweating now as the house heated up.

Then, towards the end of the morning, the weights were taken from their tongue

rings and they licked Aunt Beth and Molly to climaxes as the two women sat on

chairs, legs wide. Afterwards they were ordered to give each other pleasure,

and licked each other to orgasms.

 

They ate lunch from bowls set on the floor, then continued their work under

Molly and Aunt Beth’s supervision.

 

It was hard work, but it was strangely relaxing, too. There was no threat,

there was no real pain. They had been set simple tasks, and knew they could do

them well, and did. Neither felt much indignation at the tasks. Today was the

best day they had had in a long time. Neither had been punished, and they had

both slept and eaten better than they could remember since - since - they had

come here.

 

It was true that their tongues and nipples ached. But the job of the weight on

their tongues was to stretch their tongues out so they could lick better. And

the weights on their nipples simply made them that much more sensitive. When

they had been removed and the sisters had been allowed to get their mouths

around each other’s throbbing nipples the pleasure had been exquisite.

 

And then Uncle Paul came home from work, and the sisters felt a swelling surge

of anxiety as he looked down at them.

 

“Heels,” he ordered.

 

They sprang to obey, sitting back on their knees, legs wide.

 

“The little slave girls have been working hard today,” Aunt Beth said,

stroking their heads reassuringly.

 

“Good, but they’re sex slaves, so I have other work for them to do.

Understand, sluts?”

 

“Yes, master!” the sisters said together.

 

“Not in here, dear. I’m working,” Aunt Beth said.

 

“Follow me, sluts,” he said, as he headed across the floor.

 

The sisters fell forward onto their hands and crawled after him, then up the

stairs to the master bedroom. He grinned at them as they crawled in behind

him.

 

“Heels,” he ordered.

 

They sat back on their heels as he stripped off his work clothes, and then

stood before them naked, his cock starting to rise before him. He folded his

arms across his powerful chest and his eyes gleamed.

 

“Service your master, slaves,” he ordered.

 

They hesitated a moment, and then Regan leaned forward, hands reaching for

him.

 

“Mouths only, sluts.”

 

She dropped her hands and took him into her mouth, rolling her eyes up at him

as she licked and sucked. Beside her, Riley pushed her mouth in, sucking one

of his balls into her mouth, sucking and slurping at it as her sister’s lips

bobbed on the stiffening cock. Then she gasped, as did Regan, as their uncle

reached down and gripped thick handfuls of hair. Still, their hands stayed at

their sides as he pushed his big cock deep into Regan’s throat, pumping it in

and out a few times before pulling it back out.

 

Riley opened her mouth wide and he fed his cock into her mouth now, driving it

down her throat and pulling her face in tight against his groin. He fucked in

and out a few times before pulling out and entering Regan’s throat.

 

“Hot little bitches,” he said with a groan.

 

He undid the crotch straps of the two teen slaves and then pumped the dildos

in each as the girls knelt and raised their bottoms high. He then took turns

fucking both Riley and Regan before rolling onto his back and ordering Regan

to mount him. She straddled his stiff cock and began riding up and down as he

squeezed her breasts. He brought her head down to him and their tongues slid

together as Riley bent in and began to lick her sister’s click and massage and

lick her uncle’s balls.

 

Regan came with her uncle’s big cock spurting inside her and her swollen

breasts crushed against his hairy chest. Then under his instructions she

donned a strap on and sodomised Riley as the blonde girl shuddered and moaned

and thrust her hips back against the big dildo, the climax rolling through her

and glazing her eyes as she collapsed to the bed.

 

And something at the back of both girls minds suddenly told them that fucking

was far better than scrubbing floors, and certainly far better than being

punished. It wasn’t a conscious thought, but had more affect for that.

 

They returned to their jobs until Patrick came home, and then eagerly followed

him to his room to engage in an hour of hot, nasty sex. Then Riley teased

Molly with her body and then gleefully crawled after her as Molly took her to

her bath. Together, their soaped each other’s bodies in the narrow tub,

kissing and fondling each other, fingering each other’s clits to climax.

 

Regan was not as much a fan of lesbian sex as her sister, much preferring a

stiff cock, and her aunt was a more forbidding figure to her than any of the

rest. Nevertheless, she did her best to position her body to its best affect,

to smile artfully at the older woman, and to silently convey her availability

at every opportunity, signs which were not lost on the older, more experienced

woman.

 

“Is your little pussy hot, slut slave?” she asked with a smile. “I think I

know how to handle that.

 

She took a break to play with the slave, pulling her across her lap and

fingering her to the edge of climax. She knew that Regan was not a fan of

lesbianism, and forcing pleasure on her was all the more interesting for that.

What Regan really liked, she knew, was cock, so she ordered her onto all

fours, and then rode her hard and fast with a strap-on dildo.

 

Again, though, she wouldn’t let her come. Instead she bound her wrists

together and sat back on the sofa, drawing her across her lap, then took turns

spanking her and fingering her clit - with a fat dildo straining her sex lips.

 

She roused her to the edge of climax again and again, only to draw her back,

sometimes with sharp slaps to the bottom, sometimes with sharp slaps to the

pussy. Then she pulled the big dildo free, oiled up her fingers, and began to

finger-fuck her niece, first with two fingers, then three, then slowly, four.

 

The heat roused inside Regan even as her pussy ached from the stretching and

penetration. Her aunt worked her hand into a tight clench, and slowly,

ignoring Regan’s moans of pain, forced her entire hand up into her squirming,

gasping, moaning niece’s pussy.

 

Regan was astonished at the feel of the woman’s hand inside her, shocked,

apprehensive, and yet darkly excited despite herself, and despite the ache as

her pussy was stretched so tautly. As she felt the fingers moving inside her,

as they drew into a fist, and the fist pushed deeper, the intensity of her

sexual hunger deepened and spread, and she began to cry out in helpless,

wondrous pleasure as her aunt started to pump her fist in and out.

 

“Nasty little slave whore,” Aunt Beth taunted, bringing her other hand

cracking down across the young girl’s round bottom. “Helpless little sex

slave!”

 

“Ungghh!” Regan gasped as her aunt’s fist thrust deep into her belly.

 

“Beg for it, slave slut,” Aunt Beth cooed. “Beg for me to rape you.”

 

“Ungggh!” Regan moaned as her aunt’s fist slid slowly back along her

stretched, straining pussy sleeve.

 

She gasped as the other hand cracked down on her bottom again.

 

“Beg, sex slave.”

 

“Please!” she yelped. “Please rape me, mistress! Ungggh!”

 

Beth drove her fist deep into the soft, squirming belly and then twisted it

from side to side as the girl writhed on her lap. She jammed the knuckles into

the end of the soft, moist pit and ground them against it as Regan twisted and

cried out in pain.

 

“Dirty little girl,” she purred. “Dirty little slave slut, getting off on

auntie’s fist. Beg auntie mistress to rape you with her fist, slave slut.”

 

“Unggh!” Regan groaned. “Please rape me, auntie mistress! Please rape me with

your - unggghhh - fist! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh God!”

 

Beth slapped her other hand down hard across the girl’s bottom, then again,

then again, watching the pale skin turn pink even as she pumped her fist in

and out in short, harsh little jabbing motions

 

Regan twisted and writhed and thrashed as storms of pleasure and pain whipped

through her. She was dazed and gasping, moaning and writhing as her muscles

spasmed and convulsed. Her bottom burned as her aunt brought her hand cracking

down again and again and again.

 

But even the hard spanking she endured at the same time could do little to

diminish her heat in her pussy as that big fist twisted and pumped inside her.

And when the climax tore through her the sharp, stinging slaps actually forced

the pleasure higher. She screamed in helpless orgiastic pleasure as her aunt

Beth fisted her through climax after climax.

 

And then she was put back on all fours and ordered to get back to work.






Chapter Fourteen
The sisters did not speak, for days, for they were ordered not to, and most of the time had the weights hanging from their tongues. They grew used to working, and to being used, grew used to crawling and even going to the bathroom outside. Routine set in, which started with their early rise to crawl up the stairs into the bedrooms of Uncle Paul and Patrick, and then to waken them with soft blow jobs. Afterwards, they would lick Molly and Aunt Beth to climax, then join Uncle Paul and Patrick in their showers, using their bodies to scrub the men’s soapy flesh.

 

Afterwards, they were allowed to enjoy each others’ soapy bodies, and then

clean and dry each other before crawling down for breakfast. They would then

wash the dishes, and begin their chores.

 

Neither sister paid any attention at all to the documents they were told to

sign, and thought little about them as they began to get used to their new

lives. The renovations to the house began to go much faster, now. Uncle Paul

and Patrick were now home all day, working there instead of elsewhere, able to

purchase supplies and pay for bills with the money from the sisters’

inheritance.

 

And just as the men had more time now to fix up the house, not having to work,

so too did Aunt Beth, who had most of her chores done for her now by her slave

nieces. That left her time to do a lot of things she had put off - and to

further train each young slave girl to a higher peak of obedience and sexual

servitude. Under her expert handling both girls became pain slaves to a

certain degree, though Riley was always more intensely aroused by the whip

than her sister. And Beth came to delight in sending long, thin leather whips

slicing in between their legs and across their breasts, to hearing their

screams, those special screams of pleasure and pain mixed so intensely and

inextricably together.

 

    *

 

Regan was dressed in what had come to be the normal “uniforms” of the day for

she and Riley. She wore the harness of leather strips, her collar, the thigh-high leather stiletto heeled boots, and the shoulder length leather gloves.

And nothing else. She had the butt plug in side her, of course, and the dildo,

and the restraints around her wrists and ankles. On this occasion, the wrist

restraints were locked together behind her back as she knelt before her

sister.

 

Riley was wearing much the same save for the absence of the harness. She had a

much larger dildo inside her pussy, a large black latex model a dozen inches

long and thick around as a pop can. Its twin was jammed up her ass, and the

last inch of both protruded from her straining pussy and anal opening as she

hung helplessly by her wrists moaning dazedly.

 

Her legs and arms were spread wide, and she was exhausted. She had been

hanging by her wrists for some time. Every now and then Uncle Paul would snap

his fingers at Regan, or give her a look, and she would ease forward and begin

to lick and suck on her sister’s swollen, throbbing clit. But at the moment,

Regan sat back on her heels, knees spread, and watched as the whip sliced into

the blonde girl’s body with a strange mixture of anxious sympathy for her

sister, and dark excitement at the eroticism of what she watched.

 

For her aunt and uncle had taught her that pain brought pleasure, and Riley

was twisting and gasping and moaning in pain - and pleasure, even as her uncle

sent the long, single-tail leather whip slicing through the air to snap across

her back. The whip curled around her ribs and then bit deep into her right

breast, and the blonde girl cried out, body jerking violently, head thrown

back in pain.

 

Her body was criss-crossed in welts now, for uncle Paul had been working on

her for some time. Her skin gleamed with the perspiration of exhaustion and

pain. And then the whip flew again, and Regan felt a pulse in her groin as it

curled around her sister’s hip and down to cut across her abdomen and into her

groin, snapping cruelly at her pussy lips.

 

Again she screamed and thrashed in her bonds, and uncle Paul picked up a drink

and nodded Regan forward. She scooted forward on her knees and kissed Riley’s

clitoris, then began to lick at it energetically. Her tongue was long and

agile, and the special little latex pad attached through her tongue ring hole

stroked teasingly across the moaning blonde girl’s clitoris so that she could

not restrain her hips from grinding and rolling forward.

 

The whip flew again, cutting across the blonde girl’s back, then her

shoulders, her lower back, and then her buttocks. It sliced up under her arm

and bit at her left breast, then her right, snapping at the nipple and setting

the ring swinging wildly.

 

Riley was nearly unconscious with the pain and beating, yet also on the edge

of a sexual meltdown from the intensity of the hunger and raw carnal heat

pulsing within her. Paul decided the time was just about right, and moved

forward. He gripped the thick dildo in her ass and drew it back slightly, then

thrust up hard, watching the blonde’s hips buck forward, her back arch as she

gurgled in pain.

 

He gripped her damp, matted hair and yanked her head back sharply, then began

to pump the dildo inside her, jamming the end deep into the pit of her anus,

biting into the nape of her neck as he fucked her with the monster dildo.

 

“Sex slave,” he growled into her ear. “Sex toy! Slut slave! Slave whore! Fuck

toy!”

 

And all the while he pounded the dildo up into her belly as her sister licked

furiously at her clit.

 

The orgasm howled through her and Riley screamed in unrestrained passion. Her

voice howled and warbled in animalistic passion as the orgasm threatened to

consume her mind and body and soul. It went on and on and on and then as her

scream left her breathless, she gasped dazedly and collapsed unconscious,

hanging limply from her wrists.

 

He chuckled and released her hair and the dildo, then moved around her and

gripped Regan by the hair. Twisting her head back and to the side, he undid

his jeans, drew his stiff erection out, and plunged it into her open mouth,

then straight down her throat. He held her head in both hands as he thrust in

and out, in and out, using her throat roughly, smiling down at her as he

pounded her face into his crotch again and again.

 

Then he came, deep inside her, and sighed in pleasure, pulling free and

letting her collapse back onto her back on the floor.

 

“Take care of your sister, whore,” he said, rolling her to her belly and then

unlocking the restraints.

 

He passed out of the room, casually doing up his fly, leaving the sisters

there, one gasping for breath on her back, the other hanging limply in mid—

air. After a minute, both girls began to stir. Regan groaned as she got back

to her knees, and blinked her eyes up at her sister as Riley began to move her

head and groan.

 

She moved forward on her knees and then licked at Riley’s clit again, pleased

when her sister’s hips jerked convulsively. She gripped the end of the dildo

and slowly pulled it free of her sister’s pussy, then quickly thrust three,

then four fingers up in its stead. She began to lick passionately at her clit,

to suck and slurp and caress it as she slowly worked her hand up inside

Riley’s strained pussy.

 

“Unnnng!” the dazed girl moaned.

 

Regan continued to lick, working her hand up through her sister’s stretched

out opening, then forcing it deeper and deeper, until she could draw her

fingers into a fist. Then she began to pump her hand up and down, licking

expertly at the blonde’s clit as Riley once more began to twist and writhe and

shudder in pleasure and pain.

 

Beth passed the room on her way to the toilet and smiled, pleased at how well

the two sisters were coming along in their training. They didn’t need one of

the Morgans with them any more to revel in the heat of their sex slavery. They

could play nasty games all alone, with no one to tell them they should.

 

She passed Molly’s closed bedroom door, but didn’t give it a second thought.

If she had, she would have been disconcerted. The strong, independent,

dominant woman in her would not have been best pleased to know Molly was

spread-eagled on her belly on her bed across a pair of pillows, gagged with a

penis gag which went halfway down her throat, her brother pounding his cock

into her ass with gleeful force.

 

The gag was necessary, but the restraints were not. Molly had become more and

more intrigued with the sensuous sight of her cousins in their helpless

bondage, and had become more and more excited by the thought of herself in the

same positions, in the same helpless erotic poses. Her brother had been only

too happy to cooperate in giving her a first hand taste.

 

It was his opinion that in another few months Molly would be dressed the same

as his slut cousins, and submitting to the will of not only him, but anyone

else who was dominant, including his father and mother. That didn’t bother

him. It seemed only right to him that the strong dominated the weak. That was

what he had always been taught, and Molly was definitely weak.

 

He gripped a fistful of hair and yanked her head up as he rammed his hips

forward, driving his big cock balls-deep in his sister’s tight ass again.

 

“Whore,” he whispered. “Nasty little slave slut! Take that cock, slut! You

know you love it, slave bitch! You’re gonna be my bitch, aren’t you, Molly?

Nasty little sex slave!”

 

Molly shuddered and moaned as the orgasm spread out to envelope her, and her

brother’s cock thrust painfully deep again and again.

 

End
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