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Chapter 1
(bdsm, humil, nosex)
Send comments to cpwm_kenna@hotmail.com. Feel free to repost this story, with proper credit given to the author (copyright and all, you know), in any forum where it will be appreciated and money is not involved. The version adds the Aftermath – what happens to the girls and moms after the show. If you have an undated copy or one dated earlier than this, replace it with this one and repost wherever you posted.  Please. 
Nervously, Claudia Desmond brushed her daughter’s hair a few more times just to have something to do. Her 10-year-old daughter, Katrina, was as beautiful as a sunrise and needed no attention with just minutes to go before the reality TV show started. Stairway to Stardom was a dream come true for the stage mother intent on getting her talented daughter into show business, offering to rocket the child actor to instant fame. She, along with hundreds if not thousands of others, had answered an ad for the show. Eight contestants, all girls and all 10-years-old, would compete for a guaranteed starring role in a major motion picture. It was the best of all worlds, offering acting tips and training, putting the girls all in the national spotlight, and ending with stardom. Claudia was thrilled her daughter was one of the eight chosen. 
They jumped at the knock on the door. “It’s time.” The pretty girl smiled at her mother and they linked pinky fingers. “Good luck, sweetie,” said her mom. Fading down the hall they could hear seven other knocks and seven more contestants were told, “It’s time.” With a brilliant smile, Katrina stepped through the door and into the hallway. Being a reality show, there were cameras right outside the dressing rooms to follow their every move. Eight doors opened and eight mother-daughter pairs beamed smiles, publically wished each other good luck, privately wished the other girls would sprout a third arm, and glided into position. 
The girls wore identical outfits. Their tops were little more than sports bras, gracing mostly flat chests and a few budding breasts. The bottoms were hip hugging, low-riding shorts. Both articles of clothing were lined to prevent embarrassing nipple imprints or camel toes since they wore nothing underneath the revealing costumes. They all wore 3 inch heels and their hair was free of ribbons and bows, hanging freely rather than an engaging ponytail, pigtails, or any other styling. Their introduction to the world would be simple and sexy. The only difference between them was the rainbow of colors. From left to right, the outfits were white, red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet, and black, creating a stunning effect that made the girls look like a team while retaining their individuality. 
“Mothers on the circles. Daughters on the arrows,” said the backstage manager. “Face in the direction of the arrows.” They’d practiced it a few times and knew exactly what to expect. Once in position, Claudia said nothing to her daughter. There was nothing left to say and she didn’t want to distract the future star. Clear Plexiglas tubes descended around them, cocooning them in a three foot diameter cylinder. They were about to be pushed up through the stage floor, rising up like angels. The Plexiglas was for their safety to keep their hands and arms inside the three foot circle in the floor above them and keep them from falling off the three foot diameter disk that would push them up. The cylinders would stay below the stage so as they came up there would be no obstruction between them and the audience. Now the eight girls waited for their shining moment. 
The backstage manager, listening in his headset, stood in front of Claudia and Katrina. With a nod, he held up three fingers, two, one, go. The base of their cylinder pushed them up toward the spotlights. “Smile,” said Claudia, donning her own practiced, artificial smile. As soon as they came up on stage, they realized there was a malfunction. The cylinder of Plexiglas came up with them, trapping them on stage. They were supposed to stay on the circle and arrow as they’d started, so it was less like they were trapped than there was just something in the way. Their smiles didn’t crack as they waited for the cylinder to retract into the floor. Since there were air holes one inch in diameter around the tube, they weren’t worried except in how it might affect Katrina’s chances to make a good first impression. 
The emcee took the malfunction in stride just as Claudia and Katrina had. “Our first young actress is Katrina Desmond. You may have seen this 10-year-old beauty in one of her 15 commercials, on one of her three small roles on TV series, or even with a speaking part in a made for TV movie.” As an aside, he winked, “For another network, so we won’t mention the name. You can find it on our website though.” 
Basking in the spotlight and relishing that she was the first, chosen by lottery, to appear, Katrina smiled and waved. Her eyes flashed from camera to camera in the professional studio as the red light changed from one to the other, shooting her from all angles. She had long blond hair, flawless skin, a slender figure with a narrow waist that made her boyish hips look feminine. To the audience, hidden in the glare of the lights, it was clear she had no breasts, an innocent little girl not even on the verge of womanhood. Mother and daughter would have been shocked to see the audience was almost entirely men who did indeed look at Katrina in terms of her sexuality. Things were about to go very wrong for the eight girls. 
One by one the cylinders pushed up on stage with a trapped mother-daughter pair. Lyla Jorgenson, a pale, raven haired beauty dressed in red, and Bebe (BB) Paulsen, a gorgeous black girl dressed in orange, arrived on stage and, while equally concerned that the cylinder was still around them, were just as intent on pretending it wasn’t. The fourth girl, Farah Mollison, came up and her smile faded as she reached out and pressed against the Plexiglas. She shot a worried glance up at her mom who, with her own brilliant smile, reminded the short haired, pixie faced brunette to smile. Looking to her right, Farah was comforted to see the other three girls were in their cylinders. Change of plans? Maybe it was a test of her poise and confidence and she’d failed. She turned back to the audience, smiled, and waved as her introduction ended, disguising her attempts to mentally kick herself. 
Without further incident, the other four girls rose from the depths to stand in the spotlight for their introduction. Then the emcee said, “And now, it’s time to introduce the antagonist for this contest, Jason Perkins.” To the girls’ consternation, Jason received more applause than they had. “Jason has quite a long list of petty crimes as a youth, ending up with a conviction for molesting a 10-year-old girl when he was 17.” Again an aside and a wink, “Or so he tells us. His juvie records are sealed, of course. Since then he has, by his own account, raped and killed 17 girls. You may have heard about him in the news when an anonymous caller, this show’s producer, called in the location of his seventeen victims. So, yes, we do have proof that he’s a bad boy. Katrina and Robin need to be careful since his preference is for 10-year-olds with long blond hair.” The audience laughed. 
“Awww, now the mothers and daughters understand why they’re stuck in those cylinders. This is not what they expected, but it’s a little late for them to back out now.” He fell silent for 30 seconds as eight pairs of females pawed, banged, and slammed themselves against the clear, thick plastic walls of their small prison to no avail. 
Walking down the line of cylinders, the emcee said, “Mothers back on your circles and daughters on the arrows. You are in no position to disobey. As much fun as it is to watch you desperately trying to escape, there will be consequences if you don’t stand still now.” Only two of the pairs settled down, fearfully watching and hoping this was some kind of a sick joke. 
When he got to the end of the line of cylinders, the emcee picked up a two foot long metal rod and walked back to the start of the line. “Calm down and pose nicely for the audience,” he said as Claudia had her fingers through two air holes and was trying to pull the cylinder up and Katrina was banging and demanding to be set free. Neither stopped and the emcee slid the metal rod through an air hole and pressed the tip against Claudia’s ass. 
“Yowwwww, you asshole,” yelled Claudia, losing her composure completely as electric current stung her like a giant bee. “Get that out of here! Get it out!” She tried to maneuver away from the cattle prod, but that was impossible without endangering Katrina. Much as she didn’t want to be shocked again, she wanted to protect her daughter even more. “Aahhhh, damn it, put it away,” she yelled at the second shock. When the emcee withdrew the evil metal rod and stuck it back in from the other side, aimed at Katrina, she said, “OK, OK, Katrina get on the arrow. Now!” She took her place and pulled Katrina onto the arrow. With relief she watched the prod retreat. “Just once more,” said the emcee, “as a little reminder to obey us.” He poked it against her ass and she yelped in pain, wisely choosing not to call him an asshole again.
Lyla and BB took the hint and were already in position. Their mothers each got one shock for needing Claudia as an example before obeying. However, next to them, Farah was beside herself. At the mention of molesting, raping, and killing, she was hysterical. Even two shocks to her mom, who was trying to corral her daughter, didn’t jolt reason into the horrified pixie in yellow. After three shocks to herself, Farah was practically running circles around her mom in the enclosed space as she attempted to evade the prod. “Well, well,” said the emcee. “A feisty one. I’ll bet Jason will have his hands full with this one.” Applause and laughter rippled gently through the audience. With all the other cylinders in possession of a posed, but frightened mother-daughter pair, he let Farah win this round, set the prod down, and explained the contest. 
“We promised to give the girls valuable lessons and secret tips in earning parts in movies and we’re going to stick with that promise. You just saw one way to teach method acting. Next time these little girls have a role that requires them to act hysterical, they only need to remember this experience.”  Brief laughter ensued. “However, the real lesson is this… we all know that to get the good parts, girls need to earn it with their mouths or pussies. Jason is going to teach these girls how to give a great blowjob. It’s one of his great joys in life. After that, every director in Hollywood will give these sluts a starring role.” He paused for the laughter. 
With a glance to the right of the stage, the emcee was assured by the backstage manager that the music was on in the cylinders. Farah sat sullenly in her cylinder behind her mother, but the other 15 were in position, looking around for the source of the music. “They can’t hear us now,” smiled the emcee. “The winner… the girl who gives the best blowjob… will get a part… several of them I suppose… in kiddy porn movies of the highest quality. The seven losers may get a few parts in movies, but mostly we expect to sell them off as fuck toys. While we’d prefer to sell them as mother-daughter pairs, not every buyer wants an old granny… they’re gorgeous women, but too old for this audience, eh? We’ll probably have to sell the moms off separately and for rock bottom prices. At the end of this part of the show, we’ll have a drawing to see who gets the loser. Yep, one of you lucky gentlemen… though I understand we have a few women in the audience, so maybe a lucky lezzy lady… will win their very own mother-daughter pair. Sure it will be the loser, the girl who can’t suck cock worth a damn, but you can give her more training or just fuck the little thing. Jason has a couple of weeks to train them, so the winner will have to wait until he’s finished before collecting his prize.”
The emcee led Jason to center stage. “Now, Jason here prefers to snuff his victims, but he’s under contract to deliver all 16 of them alive and kicking at the end of the training. If he doesn’t, well… the police will find out who did those 17 girls we helped them find. Or maybe he’ll just disappear.” With a nod to the stage manager, who promptly turned off the music in the cylinders, he said, “In just a few minutes, we’ll lock him and the 16 victims in the dungeon where they’ll spend the next two weeks. But first, let’s see if Jason can get all of them out of their clothes. Who wants to see that?” The audience erupted in applause. 
With a bow, Jason turned to his task in delight. Working in the shadows of society his whole life, his ego relished this chance to demonstrate his art to an audience. He picked up the cattle prod, but didn’t use it right away. “Ladies. Girls. Bitches. I own your fucking asses for two fucking weeks. You might want to be nice and cooperative. Points will be awarded for cooperation even though I do like taming feisty little bitches.” He stopped briefly in front of Farah and let those words sink in. “I promise you two weeks will be enough time to teach my little princesses how to fucking deep throat a cock and swallow my cum. First things first. Bitches need the right fucking attitude.” Tapping on the outside of Katrina’s cylinder with the tip of the prod, he said, “Katrina, say I’m your little princess, daddy.” 
The frightened girl looked up at her mommy, searching for advice. Should she or shouldn’t she? Then she felt a poke on her bare thigh. “Eeeeeee,” she squealed at the shock of the prod that snuck in while she was looking up. 
“Say it, Katrina,” said her mommy. She wanted to protect her daughter and take the shocks herself, but she knew enough to understand it would be worse if she left her position. “He’ll shock you until you do. You don’t have to mean it. Just say it. Like it was a part.”
The 10-year-old shook her head. It wasn’t like a part. This was for real. The man was creepy and she didn’t want to call him daddy. Frozen in fear, she watched the prod poke her thigh again. “Aaaahhhh, owww.” With a little sob, she said, “I’m your little princess, daddy.”
As Jason worked his way down the line, four of the girls earned shocks, but even the defiant Farah eventually said what he wanted. Then he returned to the head of the line. “Katrina’s mommy, take off all your fucking clothes. You heard the damn applause. They all fucking want to see you naked. Take them off and just drop them on the floor. Everything but the God damn heels.” He knelt down face to face with Katrina and looked into the frightened eyes, feeling the power. “I’m hoping mommy doesn’t strip for me.” He set down the prod. “I’m not going to use that on her. I’ve got something better if she’s a stupid fucking bitch who can’t follow a simple instruction.”
Weighing her options, Claudia decided this wasn’t a joke. Stuck inside the cylinder at the mercy of a murdering rapist, her blood ran cold. The mannerism and language of the man convinced her he was just what the emcee had said. She couldn’t see the audience, but the sound of laughter was overwhelmingly masculine. The cattle prod was way above and beyond a joke. It hurt and he’d even shocked Katrina with it. The laws that had been broken so far told her that she’d regret answering the ad for this show. Still, there was a burden on her shoulders. If she stripped, then they all would. He hadn’t given her the incentive to surrender that dignity. She didn’t want to be first. She shook her head no. Then she looked into the spotlights, beyond which she knew the audience sat. “Please, somebody help us.” The answer was loud laughter and hooting. 
“Yeah, I don’t blame you, Katrina’s mommy,” said Jason, ignoring her outburst. “So hard to break the ice. In a few days when I give you clothes and tell you to take them off again, you’ll be eager to do it. Need a little fucking persuasion?” He was trying not to use profanity. The show’s producer had told him to minimize it – to speak gently to the girls – but it was a hard habit to break. His language would frighten and intimidate them and he was supposed to use techniques besides fear and intimidation to train them. 
Claudia’s question of what he would do about her disobedience was answered as a Plexiglas sheet slid down from the top. It cut the cylinder in half and her only option was to press against the side of the cylinder with Katrina on the other side of the sheet. Contained in a smaller space with her daughter out of her reach, she couldn’t maintain her composure. “Please, let us go,” she whined. “We won’t tell anybody. We didn’t do anything. Just let us go.” Abruptly, water poured down from above and she ducked before she realized it was only on Katrina’s side. As Jason screwed plugs in the air holes on Katrina’s half of the cylinder, water rose to her daughter’s calves… knees… thighs.  Katrina screamed desperately as the water rose to her tummy, showing no signs of slowing. She demonstrated that trying to crawl up the smooth inside of her half of the cylinder was impossible. 
“OK, stop the water,” said Claudia. Her wardrobe had been selected for her as well. She had on a dress that displayed her cleavage and fell to mid thigh, white like her daughter’s outfit. Underneath she had a push up bra to accentuate her C-cup tits and a thong so there was no chance of a panty line on the tight dress. She, like most of the moms, had complained that the dress was so sexy it would detract from her daughter, but her words fell on deaf ears. Now she realized she was supposed to be sexy. She unzipped the dress and, in the tight space, struggled to pull it down and off. The water didn’t stop and by the time she’d wiggled it down, the water was to Katrina’s neck and the girl was pawing frantically. The space was too tight to tread water.  
“Stop the water,” pleaded Claudia, her words lost under Katrina’s screams. “Stop the water!” she shouted as she struggled with the catch of her bra. Jason looked so aroused as her daughter drowned. The camera caught everything impassionately. And the audience laughed and hooted encouragement to Jason. With some difficultly she reached back and popped it open, now concerned more about her daughter than the pervert and his audience and the laughter… the galling laughter! … that filled the studio. She tossed the bra down as the water rose over Katrina’s eyes and slid her thong to mid-thigh, wiggling immodestly to try to get it to fall the rest of the way. “Why are you doing this?” she shrieked. As soon as her panties hit the floor, the water stopped and quickly drained out.
The water sank below Katrina’s chin and she gasped for breath and then screamed loud and long. With a smile, Jason moved down the line. “Don’t get ahead of me, moms,” he said, chuckling. “I know you want to strip for me now, but wait for me to tell you.” The next two mom’s stripped on command, glaring at their tormentor – the first displaying DD tits with a blush and covering her shaved pussy with one hand until told that was a no-no and the second unveiling ebony skin as dark as night, D-cup tits, and a dark black bush. When it was Farah’s mom’s turn, the frightened 10-year-old even urged her mom to comply. Down the line, mom after mom stripped for the audience with her daughter watching in dread and knowing what was next. 
“You think my little princesses will argue?” Jason asked the audience. He’d been allowed to help design the opening sequence, picking the prod and water as his first two means of persuasion. It appeared he wouldn’t have to use the third or the fourth and last resort of lowering the cylinder and wrestling the clothes off a recalcitrant female with the help of as many stage hands as was needed. 
Starting again with Katrina, he said, “Now, princess, daddy wants to see every inch of your sweet little body. Wait just a sec, though.” He waved at the stage manager and the sheet cutting the cylinder in half ascended out of the way. “Now, pull off your top and drop it on the floor.”
It had been several minutes since the dazzling smile had been seen on Katrina’s face and it wasn’t about to return for this humiliating moment. A glance at her mom… a glance down the line of girls who watched in anticipation… a glance at Jason… and she pulled her shirt up over her head and let it fall. She blushed pink at the exposure of her non-existent tits and then a deeper pink, even red, as the audience erupted in applause. Any thought of pretending this wasn’t all that bad was lost as the applause reminded the little girl that her nudity and her humiliation were the entertainment for an audience of hundreds of perverts. 
“Now the shorts, princess,” said Jason. “We want to see that pretty little girl pussy.” 
Daddy’s princess ran though the glances again… mom, girls, Jason… then she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her shorts. “No, princess,” said Jason. “I want mommy to pull them down. Put your hands on your head. Mommy, show us your baby girl’s precious treasure.” Put that way, Katrina managed an even deeper red as her shorts slid down her legs and mommy helped her step out of them. Facing the audience with her hands on her head, she didn’t even consider covering up or turning away amidst the shocking sound of hundreds of hands clapping. The matching naked mother-daughter pair posed in nothing but heels. “Turn around slowly, princess. I’m sure they all want to see that cute little ass.” Katrina didn’t even think about not turning. 
Lyla and BB stripped off their tops and their moms stripped off their bottoms. It was Farah who balked at his command to remove her top. So eager to have her mom strip, the frightened 10-year-old was not about to display her small tits to the audience or any other part of her body. In fact, she sat on the floor with her mom’s dress pulled up over her bare legs. “Do it, Farah,” said her mom. She was afraid Farah wouldn’t respond at all, even when her mom was drowning. 
Jason eyed the little girl, who simply shook her head at his commands. The Plexiglas panel slid down the center of the cylinder, intent on separating the pair, but Farah didn’t move from her sitting position in the center of the cylinder. Only at the last second did she rise up and then she rose to a squatting position between her mom’s legs. “Bad idea, princess,” said Jason, upset that they were both on the same side of the cylinder. Going ahead with the plan anyway, he nodded to the stage manager. This time honey poured down from the ceiling, coating her mom’s hair, back, and legs and dripping down to splatter all over Farah’s front and legs. Two boxes fell from the ceiling and lay there during a hushed pause of several seconds. 
An ant scurried out of a box, followed by another and another. Within seconds, both boxes released a horde of red ants as both mother and daughter tried to climb the walls, shrieking in fear. As Farah tried to climb up her mom in the confined space, her mom held her down and yanked off the girl’s top. The feat looked impossible to Jason and the audience, but the girl was topless and 20 seconds later was nude. When the ants didn’t stop, the squirming, screaming mom held her daughter up against the Plexiglas so the audience got a good look at the squirming, screaming little girl. The devilish, insidious insects were as high as mom’s thighs and all over Farah’s body. 
This time when water poured from the ceiling, it was welcomed as it mercifully floated the ants higher and higher and then up over their heads. The mother-daughter’s relief faded from their faces as the seconds ticked by with no sign the water was going anywhere. After 30 seconds, the water flushed out quickly, allowing deep breaths and piercing screams. When the sheet slid up from the center of the cylinder, Farah’s mom, angry at her daughter, put the girl in a full nelson and pressed the slight form against the front of the clear cylinder, her feet a foot off the floor. The beauty of the pair’s nudity was marred by red welts from the brief encounter with Jason’s third form of punishment. 
The last four girls stripped without incident. “Well done, Jason,” said the emcee, returning to center stage. “This is a man who knows how to treat his little toys, isn’t he?” he winked at the audience, earning brief laughter. “Now, one last detail before we lock them away for a couple of weeks. We do require Jason to use a different approach for each girl. He’s come up with eight interesting and fun… not for the girls… ways to convince his little princesses that nine inches of cock… oh, did I forget to mention the size of his cock, girls… yeah, that nine inches of cock can indeed fit in their mouth and down their throat. Let’s give Jason and his future harem of lovely, little, preteen cocksuckers a round of applause.” With the applause, the eight cylinders slid back down and out of sight. 
Instead of the bright holding area they’d left, Claudia and Katrina found themselves in a six foot by six foot cell with metal bars three inches apart from floor to ceiling. The room was dark, so they could barely make out the seven other pairs descending into the dungeon that had been erected under their feet while they were humiliated on camera and in front of a live audience. When the cylinders slid into the air empty this time, they explored their cramped, new environment. The floor and ceiling were thick metal and the thick, round bars that surrounded them on all sides were uncompromising as well. 
A minute later, the door of the dungeon opened and Jason stepped in. The door slammed ominously behind him and he turned on a light to see his victims better. As with everything, Claudia and Katrina were first in line as he paced down the hallway in front of the eight identical cages. He collected the discarded clothes of his toys and returned to Katrina. 
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Chapter 2
(bdsm, pedo, humil, ws)
The line of cages faced a block wall six feet away and lined with cameras, one for each cage. Every moment of the next two weeks would be filmed, reviewed, edited, and then packaged into neat episodes for sale on line. On top of the eight permanent cameras, two cameramen followed Jason into the dungeon, a camera on him and a camera on the girls. 
The big man stripped his clothes off, letting the mothers and daughters get a good look at his fully erect cock. At nine inches it was the biggest cock most of the women had seen in the flesh. To the girls it was simply huge. The idea of that thing fitting in their mouth even part way was ludicrous, but he’d promised they’d take it all. The smallest of the girls, Cheryl stared at his cock and then at her forearm; there just wasn’t much difference. To give them all a good look, he started down the line, addressing each of the girls. 
“My little princess,” he smiled sinisterly at Katrina as the second cameraman focused on the girl and her mother. Zooming in, he panned down the luscious preteen body and then back to view her from head to knees. “I think you’ll beg to suck my cock.” He usually succeeded in getting his victims to beg for that and more. In her case, he thought she’d do it without much prompting. He glanced at Claudia. “Mommy’s going to help.” 
His gaze dared her to speak, but Claudia was now convinced that being first up on stage was not the advantage she’d expected and held her tongue this time. She wasn’t going to argue that she was not about to help, assuming that he could either wrench the help from her or use her in some way that “helped” him to coerce her daughter. Breaking his gaze, she looked at her daughter. There was a conspiracy involved in this whole reality TV show. It seemed to really be a reality show with a budget, a studio, and some sort of twisted publicity that had brought in an audience of perverts. She’d just never heard of a porno reality show with unwilling participants. At the moment it didn’t seem she could protect her little girl. Like the all the others, she stood in the back of the cage, as far from their tormentor as possible, her arm around her daughter. 
With an appreciative chuckle over his little victory, Jason moved to the next cage and on down the line. “Lyla, your mommy will tell you to beg. BB, I’ll take my time with you. Farah, you’ll be the first to suck cock. Robin, another sweet blond princess,” he shook his head in admiration of the nude girl. Like the others, she didn’t dare cover herself or turn away. The trembling blond had swollen nipples and puffy pussy lips, an aura of a little girl standing in the doorway of womanhood. “You’ll wonder when your turn comes and be glad when it does. Heather, I’ll get mommy to show you how.”
“You won’t get away with this,” said Heather’s mom, stepping between Jason and her auburn haired daughter. “My husband is a cop and he’ll find us. He’s probably already looking for us.”
“There’s always one slow learner in the crowd,” said Jason, rolling his eyes at the camera on him. He pushed a button on a panel to his right of the cage. The panel was set so that someone in the cage on either side couldn’t reach the buttons. In response to the button, the back wall of the cage moved forward. 
Julia looked back over her shoulder. “Oh no,” she groaned as she realized he had more control than she’d thought. “Don’t do this. Let us go.” She turned her attention on the cameraman though later the editors would see it as a primo moment that looked as if she was talking to her unseen audience. “Help us. Get us out of here. Don’t just stand there and watch.” To her frustration, he didn’t answer. He wasn’t allowed to interact with them. As the wall advanced, she and Heather were pushed forward until they were pressed against the front bars in a space barely eight inches deep. It was as if he’d summoned them and they’d come to offer themselves. Her full tits were crushed against the front bars. Immobilized with her hands at her side, she watched helplessly as he grabbed her nipples and pulled on them, stretching them two inches as she gasped in pain. 
“I don’t mind you talking, threatening, protesting, or arguing,” said Jason. “As long as you don’t mind me yanking your fucking tits through the bars.” She worked her arms through the bars and reached up to grasp his wrists, but he deftly let go of her nipples and caught her wrists. With a quick motion, he let go with his right hand, pulled handcuffs from his belt and snapped a cuff on her right wrist. Catching her left wrist before she could retract it, he cuffed her hands outside the cage. Grinning over her new predicament, he reminded her, “I said you’re not allowed to mind me yanking your tits through the bars and that means you stand there and let me, bitch. You want to fight me? I’m going to show them all what happens then.” 
At a more leisurely pace, he put a leather cuff on the frightened woman’s right wrist and one on her left wrist. As he put a little padlock on each cuff, the distraught woman understood the permanence of the wide cuff. A ring dangled from each cuff and he snapped the ring on each cuff to the closest bar of the cage as Julia’s bravado turned to pleading. “Don’t hurt me. Don’t hurt us,” she begged. She had no idea what he had planned, but she didn’t like the idea of being the poster child for defiance. 
“Mommy, be quiet,” said Heather. “You made him mad. Don’t make him mad.” She looked at Jason and betrayed her own mother, saying plaintively, “I didn’t argue with you.”
“No, you didn’t, little princess,” he said reassuringly. “You’re daddy’s good girl.” He removed Julia’s metal handcuffs. Sliding her right wrist up the bar as high as she could reach, he twisted a thumb screw and locked the ring on her cuff in place. Then he pulled her left hand high up and locked it in place. The brute bent down and put a leather cuff on her right ankle. When she tried to fight him, he yanked her leg forward and banged her shin painfully on the bars. Sobbing and occasionally moaning “Please,” she relented and soon had a leather cuff on each ankle. Jason pulled her right leg to the side and clipped it to a bar and then pulled her left leg the other direction, leaving the woman hanging by her wrists with her toes barely touching the floor. 
As he started to put a cuff on her wrist, Heather complained, “You said I was a good girl.” He said nothing and the 10-year-old put up almost no fight after watching her mommy being forced into the painful position and soon she had four leather cuffs padlocked in place. 
“Mommy’s being punished, princess,” said Jason. “Part of that punishment is to hurt you, too. That will make her think twice before talking back, won’t it?” Heather had to agree with his logic and found herself hanging by her wrists, her toes scrabbling for purchase on the metal floor. Merely being naked was traumatic for the pretty red head and now she was naked and pressed against the front of the cage with his hands touching her in all the wrong places. 
“You don’t mind me doing this, do you, mommy?” asked Jason. 
“Please don’t,” said Julia, not willing to give in to his evil intent. She did mind his hands all over her preteen daughter and even though she knew it was trouble, she just had to let him know. “Touch me instead.”
“No, mommy,” said Jason. “I like my little princess. You’re old, top heavy, furry with a wide ass.” He stopped fondling the girl and walked away with a cameraman on his heels. Sixteen pairs of eyes followed him as he went to the end of the line and then around the last cage and up a narrow passage behind the cages. Fourteen females moved from the back to the front of their cage, but the other two were pinned between the front and back with nowhere to hide. Coming up behind Julia, he lubed a butt plug, checked to make sure the camera was on Julia’s vulnerable ass, and slipped the huge plug unceremoniously up the woman’s ass.
At the unexpected invasion, Julia gasped, moaned, and then screamed for the last inch. The conical plug was tapered from a kindly point that gained entry to a wide two inches at the base that opened her asshole wider than it ever had been before…and he hadn’t taken it easy at all. Her tight sphincter closed around the intruder, leaving just a flange he could use to tug the plug free. “Now, mommy, you want Heather to get one of those or you want me to fondle the sweet thing?”
“F-fondle her,” said Julia, defeated. 
“It’s so much easier to shove this up her ass since I’m here,” he said. “You sure you want me to fondle her?”
“Yes, fondle her,” said Julia. Out of the corner of her eye she could tell he wasn’t moving. “Fondle her… please.”
“That’s better,” said Jason with a laugh. He cupped Heather’s tight little buns for a few seconds and then returned to the front of the cage where he fondled her pussy and nipples for a few seconds. “Now, let’s do this,” he said, holding up a vibrator. Julia was helpless to prevent him from inserting that in her dry pussy. Turning it on low, he figured the insidious stimulation wouldn’t have any effect on the woman, but it was worth a try. 
“One last thing, mommy,” said Jason. He held up a butt plug suitable for Heather’s tight ass as a reminder of what he could do. “Stick out your tongue and leave it out.”
Closing her eyes in surrender, Julia stuck her tongue out and let him grab it. He put a clamp on it, tied a string to the clamp, and tied the other end of the string to a ring on the roof of the cage. Dancing on her toes and hanging by her wrists, she now had her head back staring at the ceiling and tongue extended. “There we go,” said Jason. “Cuffed, helpless, and quiet. All because you wouldn’t let me do this.” He pulled her nipples out again and held them like that. “And I get to do it all I want anyway.”
With Julia and Heather humiliated and subdued, he moved down the line. “Samantha,” he made her name a statement as he gazed at the little tomboy. At least she looked the part with her short blond hair, cute little nose, and flat chest. Only the precious pussy between her legs marked her as a girl. “Or, I hear you prefer Sam. I like that. I’m planning on breaking you in nice and easy. You’re welcome.” He winked at her and then came to the last cage. “Cheryl, you’ll be the envy of all the other girls. They are all my princesses, but you’re my special princess.” He smiled kindly at the petite, third generation Japanese girl. “Come to the front,” he crooked a finger at her. 
After watching what happened to Heather and her mommy, Cheryl came forward reluctantly. She knew now that the back of the cage was not as safe a place as it seemed, but that didn’t make it any easier or less scary to approach him of her own free will. Then all he did was pat her head and reach in gently to take her hands. Pulling them through the bars of the cage, he kissed her hands and then let go. 
Jason walked to the center of the hallway, four cages to his right and four to his left. His cock was smaller, but still a daunting sight as it hung at half mast. “The rules of the game are simple. Each of my princesses will suck my cock. The winner is the one who does the best job. That means getting it all the way down your pretty little throats, sucking like whores, swallowing my cum… every drop, and making me happy. I decide who the winner is. One winner and seven losers.” He shook his head in mock sorrow. “Seven of you will wish you’d done a better job. That’s all the warning I’m giving you.”
He idly stroked his cock, though it didn’t come to a full erection. “I’ll have helpers. You’ll suck other cocks for me. As your mommies can tell you, a man can’t mouth fuck eight little girls all day long. In the end though, it will be me that decides who wins and who gets really fucked. If you haven’t figured it out yet, my name is daddy. Call me anything else at your peril. I have eight princesses and eight mommies.”
Looking over his shoulder quickly, Jason said, “Behind me are special rooms where you’ll be trained. You don’t get to know how the other girls are doing, but I will tell you that you’ll each be trained differently. There will be no talking when you’re in your cages. No sharing of stories. I’ll bet Farah doesn’t want you all to know how quickly she learns and Katrina doesn’t want you to know how well she begs. Some of you may get to help with Robin’s training. Oh well, enough teasing. It’s time for somebody to start training. Robin, you go first.” At the press of a button, he pushed Robin and her mom, Barbara, to the front of their cage. 
“Easy way or hard way?” he asked with a grin. “Put your own hands out to be cuffed or make it challenging for me? Put a hand out, Barbie.” He looked into the woman’s eyes and watched the wheels turn. Casting a glance toward Julia and Heather, he said, “You want to end up like them?”
“No, daddy,” said Barbara. She extended a hand out warily and let him cuff her wrist. Both Barbara and Robin held still for cuffs on their wrists and ankles. “Please, where are you going?” asked Barbara as Jason walked around the cages. “What are you going to do, daddy?” she asked as he came up behind them. 
The answer became apparent as he pulled her hands behind her and clipped her wrist cuffs together inside the cage. Then he clipped her ankles together. Once Barbara and Robin both had their wrists and ankles clipped together, he ran the back of the cage toward him a few inches to give them room. Pushing Barbara to her knees, he clipped her ankles to her wrists and then did the same to Robin. 
With them hogtied, he went back in front and opened the door. He carried Barbara off to one of the training rooms and returned for Robin, leaving the other fourteen to wonder what would become of the mother and daughter. 
Separated from the others, Barbara found herself in a cage on top of a cage. Where the outside cages were five by five and six feet high, this one was three by three by three. Their tormentor hung a bottle of water like an IV bag in the hospital, ran a tube from the bottle to her mouth, and told her to drink. “Don’t worry about the water,” he told her. “I have so much more to do to you and your hot little girl that I don’t need to poison, drug, or screw with your food and water.” Figuring his words made sense, she sucked on the tube after he left. 
The clean, sterile room looked more like a hospital room than a dungeon, except for the cage she was in. Looking around, she saw cabinets lined a wall and guessed they weren’t full of medical equipment. As for herself, she was destined to be nude. Stripped for an audience and camera, she’d stood naked in her cage too afraid to cover herself. Now she was hogtied and unable to cover herself and there were two cameras in the room pointed at her. She hated that she couldn’t protect herself. He could look and touch all he wanted and he’d proven just what happened to a mother and daughter who complained. Worst of all, she hated the education her innocent little girl was getting. 
Their tormentor returned shortly afterwards with her naked, hogtied daughter and put Robin in the cage under her. She could at least see her daughter because the two cages shared a Plexiglas floor for her and roof for Robin. There was even a two inch diameter hole between them, though it was too narrow to do more than touch fingers if they ever got uncuffed. It was galling to sit above her daughter and watch as the man had his way with the helpless girl. 
Aware that Jason preferred girls with long blond hair, Robin was very afraid of the man. He raped and killed girls, all her age and all with long blond hair. She was surprised when he set her up with water just like her mom. Thirstily she downed the entire bottle as he urged her mom to drink all of hers. “Drink when I give you something to drink,” he said. “Or I’ll take it away and you’ll go thirsty. Same for food. Eat what I give you, no matter what you think about it. You’ll need your strength.”
When they’d finished their water, he hung another bottle for them. “You don’t have to drink this one so fast,” he said. Then he opened Barbara’s cage and unfastened her ankles from her wrists. He shut the door again and walked around behind mommy. Inside the little cage, Barbara tried to move away from Jason, but he reached in and grabbed her wrists, still cuffed behind her. Pulling her wrists to the back of the cage, he connected them to a bar of the cage behind her. Then he undid her ankles only to clip them to opposite sides of the cage. The end result was she was sitting with her back to one wall of the cage and her legs spread. She shuddered at the picture she presented to her daughter. Robin could look (and was looking) up at her and she felt the most prominent thing in Robin’s line of sight was her spread, naked pussy. The position was meant to be demeaning. Their own personal cameraman had come in with Jason to film the events from the best angle and now he was focused on her, specifically zoomed in on her pussy it seemed. She forced herself to lean forward and look through the hole in the floor. The motion took her attention off her lewd position.  
It was Robin’s turn to be positioned. So far it didn’t look much like training for anything, but that was about to change. Jason freed Robin’s wrists and ankles, giving the little girl complete freedom to move though still with the cuffs on her wrists and ankles. With her on her back, he took away her freedom as he cuffed her ankles to corners of the cage. 
Robin had a few seconds to wonder what his next gadget was and then he crawled into the cage though the open door, took away her water tube, shoved the ring gag into her mouth, and fastened it behind her head. “Uh uh,” she said, struggling for the first time as she realized her mouth was now in a permanent O, perfect for his cock. He could just shove it right into her mouth. “Uh uh, ohh,” she moaned and tugged at the strap of the gag. 
“Stop that, princess,” said Jason. “It’s not time to fuck your sweet little mouth.” She didn’t look much reassured and she tried to pull away as he grabbed her wrist and clipped it to a metal ring set into her Plexiglas ceiling to one side of the hole in the center. Tugging against it, she couldn’t get free. When he clipped her other wrist to another ring on the other side of the hole, she was on her back, looking up through the hole in her ceiling. Though she could see her mommy through the clear plastic, it was more reassuring when mommy leaned forward and looked through the hole, meeting her eyes. 
Surveying the position of the two, Jason put in the final bit of equipment. He screwed the end of a tube to the bottom of the hole between the cages and ran the tube to Robin’s ring gag, screwing it to the girl’s wide open orifice. He crawled out of the girl’s cage and closed the door. “Drink up, mommy,” he said. “The hole in your floor is the drain and it runs right into Robin’s pretty little mouth. Princess, how long do you think it will be before mommy has to pee?”
“Unnhhhhhhh!” complained Robin as she understood her predicament. Mommy’s spread legs put her pee hole pointed right at the formerly reassuring hole between them. It was like she had her mouth around the pipe running from the toilet. 
“Oh, God, no,” gasped Barbara. Only then did she realize the entire floor sloped gently toward the hole in the center of her floor. When she peed, it would all run to the center and through the hole. Much as she didn’t want to pee, she knew that sooner or later she’d have to. Chained right under her was her 10-year-old daughter, just waiting for that moment. She could see the fright in her precious girl’s eyes and regretted answering the ad for this show. She squirmed around, trying to point herself some other direction, but she couldn’t. Even if she could move a little bit, her pee would flow to the center and down. 
“This is what we call a toilet slave,” said Jason. “Mommy drinks water and a little princess drinks pee.”
Tugging frantically with her feet and hands, Robin tried to get free. She shook her head, trying to dislodge the tube that threatened to funnel mommy’s pee right to her. Daddy had said she’d wonder when it was her turn to suck cock. Now she wondered just how long she’d have to sit like this waiting for and then drinking pee. 
As soon as Jason took Robin into the private room, the emcee came into the dungeon. Aside from Jason, he was the only person allowed to interact with the captives. One of the two cameramen was with Jason, but the other fell in behind the emcee to record the interviews. Of course he started with Claudia and Katrina. “What do you think of our little show, mommy?”
“This is sick, you bastard,” said Claudia, feeling empowered to speak her mind with Jason gone. Backstage interviews were common in reality shows and it was a chance to speak candidly. “We have lives. Katrina has a future and you’re just taking it away. You have no right.”
“Yet here you are,” he said. “Tell me… do you think daddy will teach his little princess to suck cock? The whole thing?”
“No, it’s too big. It’s impossible,” she shook her head, dismissing the idea. “And he’s a pervert, a criminal, a rapist, a murderer. How can you let him do this?”
“Frankly, it’s the money,” said the emcee. “We’re selling passwords at $50 a day or $500 for the whole two weeks. So many people are logged in right now, it’s just a gold mine. You should see some of the comments we’re getting on the chat. Too many to really respond to. Some of them wanted to watch Katrina drown. Most can’t wait to see her suck cock. Some want her tied, spanked, tortured… all sorts of very naughty things. So, you don’t think Katrina is going to win even though losing is very, very bad?”
“There’s no winning,” she spat. Still, she couldn’t help but ask, “Just what does the loser get?”
“Fucked,” said the emcee, “and I don’t mean literally. Jason warned you. You going to answer the question? Can Katrina win? Do the best blowjob?”
“You suck,” said Claudia. “What kind of a question is that? She’s 10. Look at her. She has no idea what’s going on. I suppose he can force her to try.”
“I can do it, mommy,” piped up Katrina. “I know it won’t be fun or nice or anything, but I can do my best and you always say I come out on top.”
“Yes, baby, but this isn’t something you want to win,” said Claudia. 
“Mommy! I sure don’t want to lose,” insisted Katrina. “I know what he meant about fucked and not literally.”
“Spoken like a true winner and a star,” chuckled the emcee. “Katrina, what do you think about Lyla?”
“She’s a snob,” said Katrina, dropping any pretense of amicability with her next door neighbor. “All she talks about is her private girls’ school and how special she is and she hasn’t even done as much TV as me.” She sounded a bit snobbish in her own way. 
“What about her chances of winning?”
“None of them stand a chance of winning,” said Katrina. “I’m gonna win.”
“Good luck, Katrina,” he said. “I do want to mention that we gave out a few free passwords for the first day so special people could watch. Your father got one and we know that password was used, so he’s watching right now. Look into the camera and tell him you’re going to win.”
“You bastard!” snapped Claudia. She looked into the camera. “Honey, if you’re watching, call 858-555-3245. That’s what started all this. Find out who it is.” She couldn’t give much more information. They’d been flown in to LAX, put up in a hotel, and then taken in a limo with dark windows to the studio every day. She had no idea where they were other than somewhere in LA. They’d been told it was Hollywood, but she doubted that now. 
“Disposable cell, mommy,” said the emcee. “This is not the first time we’ve done this. Your husband may be watching alone as he was told to or he may have the police watching. Doesn’t matter. Nobody’s traced us yet. Now, Katrina, did you want to say something to him?”
“Daddy, please find us. You’re supposed to protect us, right? I don’t want to be here. I mean, I’ll do my best and win if I have to, but I wanna go home.”
The emcee, a sadist himself, got a thrill from how the little girl pleaded to her daddy, practically blaming him for not protecting them. He couldn’t have scripted a better stab to the impotent father’s heart and ego. He moved down the line. “Irene, the rest of the girls are here on merit, but how did you get on the show?”
The woman blanched as he asked the question. It was supposed to be a secret. “I… I bribed you,” she said. “Paid you $5000.”
“Hear that, Lyla? Mommy paid $5000 so you could have blowjob lessons. Now that’s a thoughtful mommy, don’t you think?”
“You bastard,” said Irene, echoing Claudia’s opinion that his parents had never married. “That’s not what I did it for. Lyla, mommy wanted to make you a star.”
“God damn it, mommy!” snapped Lyla, her little girl persona disappearing. “You fucking screwed me and paid to have it done? You bitch! You’re not the one who’s going to suck that fucking huge cock.” She glared at Katrina. “And I’m going to win. If my stupid mother paid for this, then I’m fucking winning, you little shit from the wrong side of the tracks!”
“Good to see we’ve got a couple of competitors,” said the emcee. “We gave out passwords to girls in your class, Lyla. Right now there are nine of your friends signed on. Maybe they’ve got friends with them, but at least nine of your friends are watching. Say hi.”
Lyla blushed and stared at the camera speechless for a few seconds. “They’re watching? This? The stuff on stage? And now?” She was not a popular girl at school and she could imagine them gloating over what was going on. “Turn it off, please. Don’t watch.”
The emcee touched his earpiece and listened briefly. “Just had a chat message from Cassie,” he said. “She said, and I quote, one fucking huge cock, gonna be so much fun to watch, I’ve paid my 500.”
“Cassie, you bitch!” shrieked Lyla. 
As he stepped to the next cage, the emcee caught sight of Julia and Heather. He bypassed the others and went to see them. “My, my, somebody pissed off daddy, didn’t she?” he teased. “Are you going to talk back to him again, Julia?”
“Uhhnnn, oo gah-ah geh ee oun hurs so mush. Nah gah-ah hawk ack again.”
“Get a good shot of the two of them,” he said to the cameraman. “We advertise on bdsm sites,” he told the pair, though all the captives could hear. “You know… bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism sites and on underage sites, so most of our viewers have their cocks in their hands and are cumming just at the sight of two perfect specimens, mother and daughter, stretched and in pain. Love the position. We all know just how much it hurts. Arms, shoulder, calves, toes. Hurts more for mommy than a light girl like Heather. And the tongue is such a nice touch. Heather, you heard Katrina and Lyla say they’re going to win. What about you?”
“I just wanna go home,” said the girl. “Don’t take pictures of me and mommy. We’re naked and that’s rude.”
“Uh oh,” said the emcee. “She’s more worried about being naked than competing to win. We might have a loser here.”
“No, no, I didn’t mean that,” backpedaled Heather. “This can’t be happening. You can’t just drag us in here and make us do that.”
“Can’t? Or shouldn’t,” prodded the man. “Can’t strip you on stage. Can’t cage you. Can’t string you up on your toes. Oh, but we can and did.”  
“Shouldn’t,” sniffed Heather. “Could you get me down?”
He looked at her longingly. Sadist and pedophile that he was, he hadn’t the nerve to risk taking a girl like Jason had. He satisfied himself with willing adults picked up in bondage clubs. Even now he wasn’t allowed to touch the alluring body. Only Jason, and his helpers at Jason’s direction, could touch the girls. 
“What do you think about Robin?” he asked. 
“She’s probably sucking cock already,” said Heather. “She talked about naughty stuff like that. I don’t think she really did anything, but she knew about it.”
“Hmm, she could have a head start on the rest of you,” winked the pervert. “We sent passwords to boys at your school, Heather. We have word that 11 boys didn’t come to school today and 8 of the passwords logged in. How’s it feel to have them watching you?”
“Creepy,” she said. It was more than creepy to imagine them staring at her as she was plastered against the front of the cage, naked and straining on her toes. They could see everything. Looking at the camera, she said, “How can you watch? They’re probably going to kill me when this is done.”
“No, no, Heather,” said the emcee, hastily correcting her. “One of the rules is you will not be killed when this is done. Don’t worry, boys, watch to your hearts’ content and wish it was you fucking her mouth. When we send her back to school, maybe you’ll get lucky.” Again he stopped to listen to his earpiece. “Rory says you have the nicest tits in the 5th grade and Kyle said he likes your butt. We like to call it an ass, Kyle,” he laughed. “You like her ass.” He nodded to the cameraman. “Go behind her and get another shot for Kyle. And Kyle, what do you think about mommy’s ass?”
Dutifully, the cameraman went behind the pair and gave Kyle and the rest of the audience a view of Heather’s pert, 10-year-old ass and Julia’s plugged ass. “Kyle says the plug was awesome. And… are you kidding me? Kyle, what kind of a question is that?” he admonished the boy playfully. “He wants to know if daddy is going to spank Heather’s ass. I don’t know, Kyle. I’m pretty sure somebody’s going to get spanked, but I’m not sure if it will be your favorite one.”
Moving back to BB, the emcee motioned for the cameraman to return. “Katherine, I don’t know what Jason’s going to do with BB. He likes blonds and BB’s about the opposite of that.”
“Who’s watching that BB and I know?” she asked. “Who got passwords?”
“Right to the point,” he said. “We had a couple of special guests in the audience for you, but I have to keep them anonymous. Not your husband though. BB just finished a stage play in your hometown. Cast members got passwords, including one man that you told us was more than a little interested in BB. If that’s true, he’s getting his fill of his little dream. Somebody ratted us out though because one of the chatters is law enforcement. Trying to weasel out some clue. Like we haven’t seen that before. Now, do you think BB’s going to suck a big, white cock?’
“You have to make it racist?” she said in disgust. “Yeah, I think that man can make anybody do anything he wants. Sorry, BB, but I think he can make you do it.”
“Mom, no,” said the black girl. “You said…” They’d had a whispered conversation while he was interviewing Julia and Heather. Her mom had assured her just the opposite just seconds ago. “I can hold out and I don’t care if I lose. At least I won’t have put his disgusting penis in my mouth. Disgusting white penis,” she added, speaking to the emcee. 
“I know you’ll try, baby,” said Katherine. “I wanted to reassure you. If anybody can hold out, you can, but… honestly, he can do things you can’t imagine.”
Just then, Jason came back into the hall. Finished with Barbara and Robin, he was ready for the next pair. “Keeping my girls company?” he smirked at the emcee. “You should go talk to them,” he jerked his thumb at the room he’d just left. “I’m going to have some fun with Farah.”
His place was wherever Jason wasn’t, so the emcee left his cameraman with Jason and went into the room where Robin anxiously stared at her mommy’s pee hole, hoping it never produced another drop. The cameraman in the room with them had just finished panning from Barbara’s face down her body to her pussy, to the hole in the floor, down the tube, and all the way to Robin’s worried face. He was getting a good shot of Robin’s nude form, posed and chained on her back when the emcee came in. 
Circling the pair, the emcee took in the view. He knew what Jason had in mind, but seeing it in reality was amazing. “From mommy’s bladder to Robin’s tummy,” he said. “On a scale of one to ten with ten meaning you’re peeing right now and one meaning you just finished peeing, how bad do you have to pee?” he asked Barbara. 
“You enjoying this?” said the woman. “Helpless woman and her daughter just toys for him. You get a kick out of abusing us?”
“Doesn’t anybody give a straight answer,” sighed the man. “Yes, I think this is so hot. I’ll get copies of the tapes and go wank off while I think about the anguish you feel right now. Half our audience will cum in their pants when your pee flows down that tube into Robin’s mouth.” 
He knelt down and looked in at the 10-year-old. “I suppose you’ve never been gagged before. You’ll find it hard to swallow, but you can do it. Already you might be having a problem with your spit, right? Then mommy’s going to send you a lot of pee. Understand? She can hold it and hold it and then when she goes, it will be a lot. Or, she could go right now and give you a little bit. Either way, you’re gonna end up with a mouthful of pee. This has been tested so we know it won’t leak. The only way to empty the tube and get the pee out of your mouth is to swallow it. Gulp, gulp. So, you don’t look happy right now, Robin.”
“Unnnhhhh, ih ee ow-a ere. Oan unna ink ee.” 
“You speak gagged 10-year-old, mommy?” he asked. “Can you understand and interpret for us?”
“She doesn’t like being down there like that,” said Barbara. She couldn’t understand a word of what her daughter had said, but she could tell Robin didn’t like her predicament.
“Nice try. I do happen to speak gagged female,” a trick he’d learned by gagging many, “and she said, get me out of here, don’t wanna drink pee. You were close, but not exact.” He stood back up. “On that scale of one to ten, where are you? It would be polite to let Robin know just how long she has to wait.”
“Seven.” She looked between her legs at her daughter. “Sorry, honey, but you know I’ll have to do it sooner or later. It’s not my fault. Would you like me to do a little bit now or a lot later?”
“Ot ay-er. Neh-wer. ayee he hang is ine.”
“Lot later. Never. Maybe he’ll change his mind,” interpreted the emcee. “Well, Robin, you know mommy is right. Never is not an option. If you want to hold out for him changing his mind, then go ahead. However, he’s got seven other girls to take care of. It will be a long time before he comes back to you.” Then to Barbara, he said, “You’re the adult. You’re her mom. You should make the decision for her. She wants you to hold off, but maybe you think a little bit now would be better.”
“Uh uh, uh uh,” Robin frantically shook her head. 
The door opened and a man came in pushing a cart. “Oh yeah,” said the emcee. “Jason thought you’d need some help.” With that little introduction, the man, ironically dressed in scrubs like he was a nurse (which he was), prepared to worsen the situation. He unclipped Barbara’s wrists and pulled her right arm out and behind her.
“What’s he doing?” asked Barbara, unable to see. He put her arm against a board that was three inches wide and 16 inches long and ran two Velcro straps around her arm. With her arm secured to the board, he took his time to put more secure leather straps around her arm and hand so she couldn’t flex her wrist. Then he clipped her left wrist to a bar of the cage so both her arms were trapped. “What’s that for?” her voice went up in pitch as he swabbed a needle. 
“A little pinch,” said the nurse and poked the needle in a vein at the lower end of her forearm. After taping the IV securely in place, he connected it to a bag of liquid that he hung up high behind her. 
“It’s an IV,” said the emcee, finally explaining once the deed was done. “The bag is a saline solution like you’d get in the hospital. Thoughtful mommy that you are, you’re not going to drink the water that Jason gave you, so this will keep you hydrated. He’ll change the bag often enough that you’ll pee once an hour. A lot. Jason didn’t want to deprive his little princess of her nasty treat. Gulp, gulp.”
“Uh uh, uh uh, ass oo uk.”
“That’s too much, she says,” laughed the emcee. “That’s the point, Robin. Now, Barbara, the question we’ve been asking the mom’s while Jason was in here with you is… is Robin going to learn to suck cock and will she win?”
“She’s going to drink my pee until she agrees, isn’t she?” said her mom. “Yeah, I think he can make her do it and I hope she wins.” She looked through the floor at her daughter. “Sorry honey, but they’re obviously not going to stop this and I won’t be able to keep from peeing and you’re going to get a lot of it. If I could stop it, I would, but I can’t.” 
“We’ve also been asking the girls what they think of one of their competitors. Heather already told us she thinks Robin is already sucking cock. Did Robin say anything about Heather during the past few days?”
“No, nothing,” said Barbara. They’d discussed all the girls, but she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of an answer. 
“Ahh-ee, I ih hoo. She a oo-ee hoo hoos an I han ea er ih eye hand ahine eye ack. She uhun ee-en oh hot a hock ih.”
The emcee laughed for several seconds before he translated. “That’s telling them, Robin. She’s a goodie two shoes and I can beat her with my hands behind my back. She doesn’t even know what a cock is. That’s so fitting because I think you will suck Jason’s cock with your hands behind your back. However, I think that your in depth knowledge of cocks will not be much of an advantage, Robin. That’s something she’ll learn quickly. She says you told her you already sucked some boys’ cocks.”
“She’s only 10,” objected Barbara. “She hasn’t done that, have you, honey?”
“Uh uh, eez eying. I eh-wer head aa.”
“Sorry, I can’t tell if you said, he’s lying or she’s lying. Then she said, I never said that. So, either way, Heather was lying or I’m lying about what Heather said and she’s denying sampling some cocks. Not like she’d tell her mommy anyway,” he said. Of course he was lying about what Heather said just to sow some discontent. 
“How’s that IV doing?” he asked. “On a scale of one to ten…”
“Nine!” snapped Barbara, not even letting him finish the question. 
“Sweet,” said the emcee. “I wasn’t sure if I’d have time to stick around and watch the first time, but it sounds like it’s imminent.” He looked at the camera and said, “Now I imagine drinking pee is disgusting enough. Not something that Robin has done or ever wanted to do. But now she knows she’s going to. She knows it will be mommy’s pee. The woman she trusted all her life is about to fill her mouth with warm, salty, delicious pee. I don’t know about you, but I think it’s absolutely, perfectly erotic to watch our naked little blond babe lie there and wait, knowing mommy’s going to betray her. Only a matter of minutes, maybe seconds. Waiting and knowing that thousands of people are watching and waiting. So many people want to watch Robin guzzle mommy’s pee.”
He glanced at the pair, not wanting to miss it himself. “Which reminds me that we gave out passwords to special people. For you, we gave out free passwords for the first day to girls in your dance class. A bunch of them signed on, but I’m told most of them signed off. There’s still one of your friends watching, eager to see you gulp down some pee. Who is it? Who doesn’t like you? Who wants to see you with a mouthful of pee? And is she laughing her ass off right now?”
Touching his earpiece, the emcee said, “Just got a chat message from her. Still don’t know who it is, but she said yep, lmao. She’s enjoying herself. Uh oh, another message. Oh my… two orgasms and counting.” 
With a big smile, he turned back to the camera. “And the best part… well, maybe not the best part… but a damn good part of it is that she hasn’t even been given a choice. Drink pee or suck cock. Jason isn’t even here to watch and change his mind. I wonder if she had the choice, would she choose to suck his cock? Cock sucking is something that women do all the time. It’s perfectly normal. Drinking pee is not. Would she choose the socially acceptable cock sucking or the disgusting pee drinking?”
Turning back to the pair, he asked, “Have you ever sucked a cock, mommy?”
“None of your business,” she said, visibly straining to hold her pee. 
“Which means yes,” smirked the man with the mike. “Whose cock? Her husband’s? A director’s cock to get her little girl a part? A boyfriend?”
“My husband’s,” snapped Barbara. 
“And did you ever drink pee?”
“No!”
“There you have it, viewers. I think mommy just recommended that Robin… oh hell yeah,” he checked his watch as pee spurted from Barbara’s pussy. “A nice, steady stream of yellow. Check it out… around and around… and down. Here it comes, Robin.” 
The girl’s eyes went wide and the clear tube filled with yellow liquid. Her mouth was full in a second and she looked cross eyed at the tube at the backlog that her mom sent her way. “Uh uh, ohhhhh,” she moaned with her mouth full. Tears ran from her eyes. She hadn’t even thought about it and she was shocked at mommy’s admission to cock sucking. It made that sound tame and this was disgusting. Why didn’t she get a choice? Gulp. She managed a little swallow and it didn’t look like it changed anything. Taking her eyes off the tube, she looked up at mommy. The bitch was still peeing!
Finally the emcee said, “Forty-five seconds worth of pee. Robin better get busy before the next deluge. Mommy’s got a bi-i-ig bladder. I’m going to leave them with two thoughts. Jason said the other girls might help train Robin, remember? Maybe miss goodie two shoes will get to pee in the tube. And second… well, it’s almost too horrible to mention, but I will anyway. What happens if mommy poops… and it’s loose… runny… smelly diarrhea. Oops, I almost forgot. Third, what if Jason wants a laxative put in that IV? Maybe he’ll give Robin the choice before then.”
He left the room with the cameraman on his heels. The two fixed wall cameras could record Robin’s torment well enough. Out in the hall, Jason and his cameraman were gone, Farah was kneeling and sporting a ring gag, tears running down her face, and Claudia and Katrina were missing from their cage. As he moved to finish his interview with BB, the emcee thought about watching the tape of what he missed. He knew what Jason had planned and could visualize the events. Having missed the live action, there was nothing better than the tape. There would be a lot of those to catch up on. There was so much going on. This would be such a gold mine. 
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 3
(Mg, oral, pedo, MF, anal, bdsm, humil)
Back with his caged girls, Jason dismissed the emcee from his mind without even thinking about it. He stepped in front of Farah’s cage and said, “The easy way or the hard way?” The words that hadn’t made sense when he said them to Barbara and Heather now made sense to the terrified pair as they wished the spotlight was on anybody but them. 
“Easy way,” said Joanne, Farah’s ant-bitten mom. Behind her, Farah tried to squeeze her 10-year-old body between bars that were three inches apart. Slender as she was, it didn’t work. 
“Farah, get up here and do it the easy way,” said her mother sternly. “He means business.” The foolish girl knew she was going to regret it, but she still didn’t come when mommy called. “And don’t scratch those. You’ll only make it worse.” She had more bites than her daughter and understood how much Farah wanted to scratch, but it would only aggravate the welts. 
“One vote for easy and one vote for very hard. Don’t mind her. She’s getting it the hard way now and nothing she can do about it,” chuckled Jason. “Put your hands out, mommy.” When she did, he put leather cuffs on them like he had two other mother-daughter pairs so far and then added leather ankle cuffs. He clipped her wrists to the front bars of the cage, but left her otherwise comfortably standing. “Extra points for you, Joanne,” he said, his voice remarkably kind as he praised her. “I needed a good girl example. Now the others can see the advantage of cooperation.”
Even though she knew she’d made the right decision, the woman blushed as she felt the bitter taste of betrayal. That’s what it felt like. She’d betrayed the others. Good girl. Set an example. She’d take the easy way and practically played into his hands. Worse, her daughter was taking the hard way, so the others would all see the difference between easy and hard, cooperation and defiance with absolute clarity in a most brutal fashion. 
“Naughty little princess,” he said, looking at Farah who now sat against the back of the cage with her knees up, covering herself from his eyes. “I don’t mind,” he said. “As long as you don’t mind what I’m about to do to you.” He paused and got no response except that she stood, prepared to run though she had nowhere to go. Pushing the button, he ran the back of the cage forward with the slight girl trying to dig in her heels. As she arrived at the front of the cage, he grabbed her right leg and pulled it through the bars. As she tried to kick him, he grabbed her other leg and pulled it out, dumping her on her ass. Her legs flailed, but he managed to get a cuff on her ankle and clipped it to a prison bar. The second ankle was easier than the first. She lay trapped on her back with her legs spread as the ever present camera peered over daddy’s shoulder, getting a full view of her spread legs and bare pussy. As she made the mistake of trying to cover herself, daddy grabbed her hands. 
While he cuffed her wrists, the frightened girl’s arms flailed, but without real purpose and he managed to get each cuff on and attach her wrists to front bars. The whole time she squirmed and yelled at him, mostly saying, “No, don’t. Stop it. Get away from me.” Unclipping her ankles from the front of the cage, he chased her dancing feet around, finally corralled them and clipped her ankles together. He’d done this alone so many times that, though he could summon help, he preferred the powerful feeling of subduing his victims solo. The equipment was top of the line with gadgets, like the movable back wall, that he wished he had in his basement dungeon and that made it even easier. Reaching in and around the still struggling girl, he looped a belt around her waist and fastened it tight around the bars, pinning her against the front. Then he ran the rear wall of the cage all the way to the back. 
Returning to his defiant princess, he forced her to kneel. He clipped her left wrist to the farthest bar on the left front of the cage and then her right wrist to the farthest bar to her right. Stretched as she was, she was forced against the front of the cage and he undid the now unnecessary belt around her waist. “Now, princess, this was the position I had planned for you from the start, but you’ve been naughty, so I have to punish you. And guess what?” He retrieved a wicked looking whip. 
Leaving the question unanswered, he walked around to the back of the cage and opened the door wide. Joanne was chained to the right front of the cage and Farah was pressed against the middle front, her bare back and bottom completely unprotected. “I like doing this,” he finally answered the guess what. “You sat in the back of the cage when you knew I didn’t want you to, so now I’m going to whip you even though I know you don’t want that. It’s called punishment. You made daddy angry and you need to learn to behave.” 
With a flick of his wrist, he drew a red line down her back. Farah had never been spanked, let alone whipped and the searing pain wrenched a scream from her mouth. “No, no, no, no,” she pleaded and then she felt the pain again and screamed. 
“My little princess needs to learn that she’ll end up doing what I want. You have no choice in the matter except to decide the easy way or the hard way.” He lashed the pure white skin of her smooth back two more times. “Now we could play tic-tac-toe on your back, princess. Four lashes this time and more the next time you defy me. And more and more until you learn your lesson, princess. Do you want more?” 
“No, please, no more,” she gasped between sobs. 
 “Say no, daddy.”
“No, daddy,” she sniffed. 
“Say, daddy, your princess is ready to suck cock.”
“Huh? Ummm…” her shoulders drooped the little they could. “Daddy, your princess is ready to suck cock… ummm… you don’t mean right now, do you?”
“You’re the one that said you’re ready,” said Jason. “Did you mean right now?”
“No, daddy, not now.” She looked back and saw him looming over her. “What are you…umm… what are you going to do, daddy?”
“Ask me to touch you all over,” he said. 
“Oh, gosh,” she gasped, glancing back at him again. He could whip her, make her suck cock, or touch her all over. “Daddy, would you… umm… would you touch me all over? Gently? Soft like?” She shuddered as his hand gently stroked her bare back. It went down to her round ass and was joined by his other hand as he cupped her firm cheeks. As he did it the way she’d asked, it was hard to believe it was the same man who’d just whipped her. 
“I love the feel of little girls,” he said softly. He was capable of violence and seduction. Though he preferred the latter, he rarely had the chance to do no more than seduce. His victims needed to feel the whip and sometimes more than that. He caressed her delicate bottom and then played with her barely noticeable tits. “Do you like this?”
“Y-yes, daddy,” she lied. “I mean, it’s OK.”
“Open your mouth, princess,” he said. Peeking over her shoulder he could tell that she had her mouth open. “Wider for daddy… wider.” He slid a metal clamp over her head and into her mouth. The brief glimpse she had of it, she thought it was a God awful set of braces. When he let go of it slowly, it pried her mouth open and kept it open. Her jaw didn’t have the strength to close the wicked device. The spring loaded gag was used by dentists to keep a patient’s mouth open. With a stronger than normal spring, this version gave the soon-to-be cocksucker no choice. 
“For God’s sake, no,” said her mother. 
“Ah a uh aa-aa,” said Farah, looking up at her mommy in fright. The gag was uncomfortable and her mom’s reaction scared her out of her wits. 
Jason pressed her head against the front of the cage with her face centered between two of the bars. Running a belt around the bars and the top of her head, he trapped her head against the front of the cage. “Now you’re ready to suck daddy’s cock, princess.”
As Farah wailed in protest, Jason left the cage, locked the door, and went around front. A few moments of caressing the slender young thing had brought his cock to a full, throbbing erection. Mommy had seen his erection and her daughter’s wide open mouth and put two and two together, but Farah didn’t seen his cock until it was right in her face. “Aaahhhhhh, oohhhhhh,” she wailed one final time as she watched the huge cock approach and then felt it on her tongue. She fought to close her mouth, but the spring on her gag was too strong. 
“I said you’d be the first, princess,” he reminded her. “I didn’t say you’d cooperate.” He preferred the feel of her lips on his cock, but the gag deprived him of that pleasure. He knew she wasn’t ready for that. For a minute he ran his cock in and out of her mouth no more than three inches so she wouldn’t gag. “I love the sight of a 10-year-old with her mouth wide open and my cock between her lips. All your friends from school are watching, I hear. The other girls are dying to know what it feels like to suck a cock. Such a lucky girl to go first. Now, take a deep breath and swallow.” He winked at Joanne. As Farah swallowed with some difficulty, he put his hands behind her head and pushed his cock into her throat as if she was swallowing his cock. Trapped as she was, he simply pushed all nine inches down her young throat. As she gagged and choked, he said, “This is what daddy likes. All of my princesses will learn to take this much without gagging.” He pulled his cock out again. 
“Aahhh, uhhnnn,” gasped Farah. She couldn’t believe the brutality she’d just suffered. She couldn’t do anything about it. 
“That’s a good girl,” he said. “Breathe when the cock isn’t in your throat and then swallow.” He shoved his cock all the way to the hilt again. Out and he said, “Breathe. Swallow.” He pushed in. You have to learn the rhythm without me telling you, princess. He pulled out again. “Breathe. Here it comes again. God, yeah.” He looked down at the innocent face impaled on his cock. With an evil smile he looked up at Joanne. “What do you think, mommy? Thanks for bringing her to me.”
“For God’s sake, she’s just a baby,” said Joanne. 
“Duh, that’s the way I like them,” he said, stroking in and out with more speed. “Flat chested, bare pussies, tight asses, narrow hips, hot little mouths. She’s a fucking dream.” In front of him, Farah was reduced to deep gasps when she could, her eyes focused on the patch of dark curly hair that kept brushing her nose. “Tight little mouth like this will get me off in a couple of minutes. Probably sooner this time what with mommy and her school friends watching. That’s just… I dunno… so freaking exciting. Suck cock for mommy and your friends, princess.”
Farah couldn’t even pull back an inch. With her arms spread to the side, all she could do was pull sideways against the bars and that did her no good. Her face was strapped to the bars and immobilized. She’d give anything to have half an inch of freedom, but the cock just kept going out and back in. It hurt as it forced its way down her throat. It took her breath away and she gasped when he came out, but it didn’t seem like enough air. She swallowed, but usually too late as he took her throat with increasing rapidity. Talented, privileged, successful, and always coming out smelling like roses, the helpless girl was learning what it meant to be a toy. Stop it! Her mind screamed at him, but all she could do was breath. God Almighty, here it comes again. 
“Like fucking her face,” said Jason and the girl looked up at him pitifully. “Yeah, look at me, princess. Take my cock and look at your daddy. You’ll learn not to gag, but don’t worry, daddy likes the sound of you gagging.” He stroked in and out quickly. “Oh boy, it’s about time, princess. Now just hold your frigging breath.” He pounded in and out of her faced, feeling his balls bang against her chin. She still had her eyes locked on him, pleading for something as simple as the right to breathe. As he felt his cum rise, he pulled out and stroked his cock while keeping it pointed at her mouth. A huge glob of white jism shot out and into her mouth. Still stroking he adorned her face with the next blast. “Take daddy’s cum, you little slut,” he moaned as he shot more on her face and then squeezed out the last of his cum into her wide mouth. 
Stepping back, he let the camera get in close to see the cum in her mouth and on her face. She looked like she was in shock, uncertain what to do with the foul tasting goo. After ten seconds, he squeezed next to the cameraman. “Keep shooting,” he said, though it was tight quarters. “I’ll try not to bump you. Princess, I’m going to take out the gag. When I do, close your mouth and swallow. If any of the cum seeps out and drips on the floor, you’ll lick it up.”
Farah felt the gag close and then he pulled it free. Her jaw ached and it was hard to close her mouth, but she managed. Daddy moved back and all she had to look at was the camera. Swallow it or lick it up. She closed her eyes in humiliation and swallowed. To her disbelief, daddy then reached around the camera, swabbed her face with his finger, and made her lick it clean again and again until there was nothing left outside her tummy. Then she finally had enough wits about her to start crying. 
“Awww, you’ll learn to like it, princess,” said Jason. “Now you’re the big girl, the only one who’s made daddy that happy.” 
Farah looked up at daddy, feeling strangely warm about his words. She was the big girl and had made him happy. Her back stung from the whip and her throat hurt from the brutal invasion, but she’d done it. She figured the other seven would suck his cock before she had to go again. As for learning to like it… well, she didn’t bother to argue with him. He was wrong, but she didn’t want to feel the whip again. Tears ran down her face as she thought about the horrid lack of control and many times to come. The itchy bites made her squirm and she couldn’t even scratch now. 
“Always puts a smile on my face,” said daddy as he walked down the line with a spring in his step. He stopped in front of Claudia and Katrina. “The easy way or the hard way?” He cuffed the cooperative pair quickly. “At least we have two fast learners in the bunch. Turn around.” The two turned and he clipped Claudia’s wrists together behind her back. He reached for Katrina’s wrists and she jerked her hands away. “Don’t go there, princess,” he said. “You’ve been a good girl so far. I know it’s hard to hold still for this, but there are points for being good.” He caught her wrists and secured them, consciously giving this special girl a break rather than punishing her for her brief defiance. Ruffling her hair, he thought about the pretty girl. He’d randomly selected the approach to use for each girl and would have preferred something else for Robin, the other blond sweetheart. At least he got to treat Katrina the way he liked. Cheryl had pulled the chance to be won over with kindness and Katrina got the second best. 
Clipping Katrina’s wrists to a front bar of the cage, he went behind the cage and opened the door. It was easy to subdue Claudia. She made no attempt to attack him and when he took her hands, he pulled up, bending her at the waist. Then he walked her out of the cage and into Katrina’s training room. 
Mommy quickly learned she had no chance to rebel as her arms went up and she went down. Meekly she let herself be led to a room, dreading what she might see there. It was as bad as she feared as she saw the stocks, the rack, whips, and gags. It was a medieval torture chamber from what she could see. He pushed her to the stocks. Realizing he had to undo her wrists to get her in the stocks, she imagined a moment of freedom and what she could do with it. For the first time since she’d stepped into that damn cylinder, she’d be free. Jason looked at her and then looked past her. She turned to follow his gaze and saw two other men had followed them in plus a cameraman. Looking back at Jason, she found him grinning at her. 
“I saw it in your eyes, mommy,” he said. “Big happy eyes and then suddenly, oh, am I fucked eyes. But don’t worry, I don’t punish for that. It doesn’t take long really to wipe out hopes and dreams and replace them with submission and fear.”
One of the men unclipped her cuffs and each of them grabbed an arm as Jason lifted the crossbar of the stocks. Forced forward and into position, she didn’t have a chance to do anything before the stocks closed on her and she was staring at Jason’s feet with her head and hands secured. “I was a good girl, daddy,” she said. “Katrina wants to win.” 
The big man laughed. “She still needs some persuasion and I want to have some fun.” He locked the stocks and motioned the men around to the front. Grabbing her hair roughly, he lifted her head. “These are two of my helpers. You’ll get familiar with their cocks. Say hello to Master Abe and Master Bob.”
“Hello, Master Abe and Master Bob,” said the helpless woman. She had no better comeback than that. Like Jason and the emcee, the two men wore half masks over their faces to prevent identification. Master Abe had an A on his forehead and Master Bob had, of course, a B. 
“They like women, not girls,” said Jason. 
“Why? What are you going to… what approach are you using on Katrina?” She remembered the term he’d used. 
“I call it hurt mommy,” said Jason. “How much pain will mommy have to take before sweet little Katrina shoves my whole cock down her throat. Farah is the only one I’m going to force. The rest have to want it. Katrina has to want nine inches of cock down her throat more than she wants to watch mommy get hurt.” He smiled an especially evil smile, sending chills through her body. “I’m not allowed to leave scars on the other mommies.” He put a ring gag in her mouth before she could respond. 
Jason left and, while he collected Katrina, said, “While I’m gone, Master Dave will put cuffs on those of you who don’t have them yet. There’s only one way to do it with Master Dave. The easy way. If you don’t cooperate, he won’t cuff you. If you don’t have cuffs on when I’m done with Katrina, you’ll wish you’d chosen the easy way.” 
When he returned to the training room with Katrina, he forced the 10-year-old to kneel a few feet in front of mommy. “I want you to beg for my cock, remember, princess?” That’s all he said and then he turned to Claudia. He didn’t find a woman this age repulsive, just unappealing. However, they could be made more appealing if they screamed. 
Kneeling as ordered, Katrina wondered why mommy looked so very, very scared. What had happened before she came into the room? What was he going to do? She was safe for now. He wanted her to beg for his cock and she wasn’t going to do that. It felt like he was tricking her because it was too simple. As long as she didn’t beg, she didn’t have to suck. Besides, he was rather dangly, soft, and small after using Farah’s mouth. He didn’t look like much of a threat. Daddy left and came back with a large, oddly shaped device in his hand. As he stepped in front of mommy, he blocked Katrina’s view, leaving her to look at his hairy ass. 
The two helpers grabbed her head and held her tight, making Claudia blanch. This didn’t bode well and neither did the device in his hand. He shoved two prongs up her nose and pressed a trigger. Bam! She started at the loud noise and then, “Ahhhhhhh, ahhhhh, ohhhhhh.” Her screams were muffled in the gag. As he pulled the device away, she wondered what just happened. She’d felt a sharp pain in her septum, like he’d stuck a needle through it. He reached under her nose and toyed with something that dangled from her nose. When he tugged on it, she realized she had a ring in her nose. The “gun” shot the post of a ring through her septum, jammed the end of the post into the other side of the ring, and then retracted all in one smooth motion. “Unnnhhh, uh,” she moaned. Her nose ached now and she sensed her vulnerability. A little tug had sent a twinge through her septum. A harder tug would be excruciating. He could literally lead her around by her nose. 
“Not so bad,” he said and stepped aside to let Katrina see. “Just a little jewelry.”
At the noise, Katrina had jumped. Her mom sounded in pain, but, not knowing how much a gag could stifle a scream, the 10-year-old thought it wasn’t too bad. When she got to see, the only change was Mommy had a ring in her nose. She’d seen that before in some girls. Not that mommy wanted a ring in her nose, but it couldn’t be too bad, so what was the point? Was he trying to get mommy to suck his cock?
“Aa, uh, aaa, no,” whined Claudia as Jason clamped the tip of her tongue and pulled it from her mouth. Again his body shielded her from Katrina’s view as this time he poked a needle through the tip of her outstretched tongue. “Aahhhh, aaaa,” she whined, but it was already done. He put a ring through the new hole in her tongue. She hated piercings. Only her earlobes were pierced and her mother had that done when she was so young, she didn’t remember it. Now she had two more. Two rings that could be used to control her. She was relieved when Jason removed the ring gag, but he immediately snagged the ring in her tongue with a small hook. As one of his helpers pressed a hard rubber bit into her mouth, Jason held her tongue out under the bit and connected a second hook to the ring in her nose. With the two hooks on a chain just a fraction of an inch long, her tongue was pulled out, looped over the bit, and trapped to look like she was practically licking her nose. As she held the bit in place with her tongue, both her tongue and her nose hurt from the pressure. 
“What are you doing to her?” asked Katrina. “Daddy?” she added as an afterthought. 
“Keeping mommy quiet, princess” said Jason. It was very effective at that. With her tongue immobilized and a gag between her teeth, it hurt to try to talk and was impossible to make coherent sounds even if she tried. Claudia’s focus was on trying to pull the bit as far back between her teeth as she could, stretching the corners of her mouth to save her tongue and nose. 
All three men moved out of sight and Claudia tried to will Katrina to beg for daddy’s cock. Couldn’t her daughter see how much this hurt? How humiliating it was? Looking down she could see her own tongue as it protruded out and over the bit gag. She looked back at Katrina. Say something, Katrina. Say anything, damn it.
“Doesn’t that hurt?” asked the 10-year-old.
Claudia nodded her head, but Jason said, “A little bit. Looks more silly than anything else. You ever want to make mommy shut up?” He looped a rope around mommy’s waist and then ran the two tails of the rope between her legs, tucking them intimately between her pussy lips. Master Abe climbed on a short stool and ran the rope through a hook on the ceiling and Jason pulled it taut and then a little bit more. When Claudia rose up on her toes more than her three inch heels made her, he tied off the rope and removed her shoes. “She does look pretty sexy up on her toes,” he winked at Katrina. 
“So much fun to be had with a woman,” he said casually. He clamped her nipples and hung weights on them. 
“You’re hurting her, daddy,” said Katrina. “I thought you were going to… you know.”
“Princess, is there something you’d rather I did than hurt mommy?” asked Jason. 
“Umm… not hurt mommy?” ventured the blond. 
“I need something else to do,” he said. “Not just stop what I’m doing, but do something else.”
“Go play with one of the other girls,” suggested Katrina. 
“This is too much fun,” said Jason. Just how dimwitted was she?  “You need to ask me something?”
“Ohhhh,” said Katrina. “You want me to suck your cock instead of doing that.”
“That’s the only thing that’s going to distract me from her,” he said, picking up a leather paddle. He swatted Claudia’s bare ass hard. 
Katrina jumped at the crack of the paddle on mommy’s unprotected flesh. “How much do I have to do?” She jumped again at the next swat. “Like Farah did?”
“Not that much,” said Jason, smacking mommy again. It was so amusing to hear her negotiate while mommy was being tortured. “As much as you want, but at least two inches in your mouth.”
Her brow crinkled at the suggestion and she jumped at the fourth swat. During the fifth and sixth swat, she stared at mommy’s face, trying to figure out if it hurt as much as it seemed. Mommy still was only moaning and grunting, though tears ran down her face. “Should I mommy?” she asked. 
Claudia nodded vigorously though it hurt to make her nose and tongue bobble the least bit. To her frustration, daddy delivered two more swats as Katrina pondered her respond. 
“OK, I’ll do it, daddy,” she said. “Just two inches, right?”
He kept swatting Claudia, turning her ass very red. He could tell how desperate the woman was, but with mommy gagged, Katrina wasn’t getting the message. 
“I said I’d do it,” said Katrina. She tried to stand. 
“Stay kneeling,” he snapped. “Princess, what was the verb I used? You know what a verb is?”
“Verb for what? About sucking… ohhhh. Daddy, please let me suck your cock. Just two inches. Please. Let me suck your cock.”
“Since you begged so nicely, OK,” said Jason. He set aside the paddle and untied the rope from the cleat on the wall. He let Claudia drop to stand flatfooted and left the rope dangling between her legs. “Master Abe will keep mommy busy, even make her feel good now.”
As Jason approached his victim, he stroked his cock. Hurting mommy got him halfway there and now his hand and the thought of Katrina’s mouth, offered “voluntarily”, took him to full hardness. At the same time, Claudia grunted as Abe’s cock pushed into her pussy. He’d taken the time to lube it, not for her comfort, but just to make it easier. Her body rocked in time to his thrusts, making the weights on her nipples bounce.
“Ever watch a woman getting fucked” asked Jason casually. “Mommy’s getting fucked right now. Big ‘ol cock up her pussy. She likes cock in her pussy.”
To Claudia’s dismay, Katrina peered around and under her. She’d sheltered the 10-year-old as much as she could in the fast and loose world of child actors. They grew up so fast and saw things too young. Now Katrina’s curiosity got the better of her. Mommy could tell when Katrina’s eyes stopped wandering and locked onto the sight of the cock sliding in and out of her pussy. 
Amazed, Katrina watched for several seconds and then looked at mommy’s face. “She doesn’t like it,” she observed. 
“Not entirely true,” said Jason. “She likes it when your daddy does it. She just doesn’t like being raped by a complete stranger while you watch.” Then he stepped in front of her, blocking her view of mommy. “You begged nicely, now do it.”
Just two inches, she reminded herself. Not like what happened to Farah. Estimating two inches, she wrapped her right hand around the huge cock two inches from the tip and wrapped her left hand farther down. She eyed the little drop of something glistening at the tip of his cock and then wiped it off with her finger. 
“Lick your finger, princess,” he said. “Tasting my precum is part of sucking my cock.” The pretty blond eyed her finger dubiously and then touched her tongue to it, looking up at him for approval. “Get it all, princess. Lick it good. Suck your finger.” 
The 10-year-old licked her finger and then sucked on the tip, cleaning off his precum. With a half smile, she shrugged at him. It wasn’t so bad. Returning her attention to the throbbing piece of meat in her hands, she opened her mouth and sucked on the head of his cock. As a successful child actor, Katrina wasn’t as dimwitted as she might have seemed. She memorized everything that happened, mentally taking notes on the proper blowjob. Next time she’d perform without prompting. She could also see the path ahead of her. He’d said two weeks. Farah had gotten it all at once, but daddy told her to beg for two inches. Next it would be three… four… all the way to nine. Somewhere in there she could draw the line. For now, this was enough to save mommy. 
After just a few seconds, she didn’t just suck, but licked and swirled her tongue under the tip. When he smiled at her, she did that some more, running her tongue all the way around the purple helmet. Setting her resolve, she opened as wide as she could and put the exposed two inches of his cock in her mouth and sucked like it was a pacifier. 
After half a minute, Katrina got the definite impression that something was missing. Daddy wasn’t happy. He glanced over at mommy, drawing the girl’s attention to the sound of flesh slapping on flesh as Master Abe slammed his hips into mommy’s ass. Reading that as a threat to mommy, she thought quickly. He’d moved his cock in and out of Farah’s mouth, so she bobbed her head up and down the scant two inches she’d begged for. She almost smiled back at him as he smiled proudly at her. The cameraman zoomed in on the faint upturn of the corners of her mouth. 
Though she was a fast learner, Jason knew Katrina wouldn’t get him off like this and wouldn’t know to take the next steps. He took her left hand off his cock and put it under his balls, cupping them. “Gently. Very gently,” he said. Then he stroked her right hand up and down his shaft. “Firm with that hand. That’s a good girl. Hang on a sec.” He turned 90 degrees and she followed, now in profile to mommy for her viewing pleasure. “She’s doing good,” he winked at Claudia. 
With her own problems, Claudia scarcely cared about her daughter’s mouthful of cock. Abe was diddling her clit as he fucked her and, to her consternation and dismay, he was damn good. Once he got her going, the tingle in her pussy took away the thoughts of the pain in her tongue, nose, and nipples. His cock, his fingers, and her approaching orgasm were like pain killers that she desperately needed. “Unnnhhhggg,” she grunted as he sped up the pace. With her daughter sucking cock in front of her and her tongue locked out of her mouth far enough to be visible, she knew she was figuratively fucked and now literally. For a few seconds she wondered if her husband was really watching and then her body bucked in a forced orgasm. “Uhhhh, unnnhhhh, uhhhh!” she announced the event. Second later she felt Abe tense and fill her pussy with his semen. She’d always been told a rapist couldn’t make you cum, but he’d just done it. 
“There we go,” said Jason. “Mommy’s cumming for us.” The woman’s face turned bright red. “That means she’s having a good time. Cumming feels good. I let Master Abe make her feel good because you’re such a good little cocksucker, princess. Master Bob is going to take a turn with her now. You lean back a little.” As she took her mouth off his cock, he took it in his hand and stroked it. “I want you to beg for my cum in your mouth and promise to swallow it, or else Master Bob won’t make her feel good.”
Katrina hesitated and then mommy gave a satisfying grunt not unlike when she’d cum. He was making her feel good. “Daddy, may I… umm… may I please have your cum in my mouth?” she asked. “And I promise to swallow it.” 
Helpless to stop Master Bob and unable to explain what was really happening, Claudia grunted loudly as the man shoved his cock up her ass. He’s not making me feel good! The cock was too big and it hurt, not to mention humiliating. However, she knew Katrina couldn’t tell the difference from her perspective. Mommy was getting fucked. Trying to express her pain only sounded like she was having the time of her life. And his talented finger was going to make her cum. As her tight asshole relaxed and the pleasure in her clit grew, it wasn’t so bad anymore. 
Waiting with her mouth open, Katrina occasionally closed it and smiled, casting a knowing glance at mommy. Because of her, mommy was having a good time. It was like an invitation to a whole new, adult world to be in the same room as her usually straight-laced mommy couldn’t help herself from having a naughty, good time. Jason tapped her on the head and she looked up with her mouth wide. Suddenly he made a face and she tasted the warm, salty, metallic flavor of cum. The texture was disgusting and she spit it out. Daddy was so pissed. She opened and caught more of his cum and used her finger to swipe the cum from her chin back into her mouth. With a big swallow, she downed his present even as he shot more onto her face. 
Listening to Claudia’s cues, Bob timed mommy’s second orgasm so she came just as Jason came in and on her 10-year-old daughter. “Unnnnhhh, uhhhhhh, aaahhhhhh,” she moaned with her eyes locked on Katrina’s christening. Horrifying as the scene was, she came long and hard anyway.  Bob spasmed in her and it was like Jason was cumming in her ass. My God, she thought, my baby girl just swallowed his cum. What the fuck is she smiling about?
“Clean them up and cage them,” Jason told Abe and Bob. He staggered out of the training room. 
“We need to talk, Jason,” said the emcee. “Something’s come up. Come with me into the other room.”
“What the fuck came up?” asked Jason. He had plans, but then again, he didn’t mind sitting for a few minutes to recoup his strength. 
“In the room,” said the emcee, leading Jason away from the mothers and daughters and into an empty training room. 
While Jason was having his fun with Katrina and her mommy, the emcee returned to BB. “Do you feel it’s an advantage or disadvantage to be the only black girl?”
“It shouldn’t matter,” said BB. She’d been coached all her life to deflect racial comments. 
“But he prefers blue-eyed blonds,” prodded the emcee.
“It’s an open competition,” she said, maintaining her poise. 
“From the comments our viewers are sending it, we’re hearing the N word… nnnnnaked, nnnnude, nnnnaughty,” he teased her. “One viewer typed in, when’s the nigger gonna suck some cock.”
“He’s just being crude,” replied BB. She looked into the camera and said, “I’ll tell you this. When the nigger sucks cock, all these white girls are gonna see how it’s done.”
“BB! Don’t sink to his level,” snapped her mom. “How many times have I told you?”
“Zillions, mommy,” said BB, rolling her eyes. “They’re all thinking it. Him, the other girls, the viewers. Bunch of them watching probably just to see me go down on a white guy. Heck, mommy, after watching what he did to Farah, being called a nigger is the least of my worries. The nigger’s gonna gag on white cock. The nigger’s gonna beg for white cock.” Her voice broke and tears welled up in her eyes. “He’s right. The nigger’s gonna lose because she doesn’t have blond hair and blue eyes. I’m gonna suck his cock for nothing.”
With a smile, the emcee looked into the camera and said, “Actually, it’s not for nothing. She’s gonna suck his cock to save her life. With a big smile to boot.” He moved down to Farah. “Is that cum on your face, Farah?” he asked, kneeling in front of her. 
The pixie nodded. “Yeah, I… I went first.”
“Let’s see, I believe you’ve got some friends, boys and girls, from school watching. You want to give the girls some tips on cocksucking?”
“No, just… it sucks… I mean, yeah, like that made any sense. Do a small one first, I guess”
“We got Hannah on the chat saying good luck and Gemma saying awesome, lmao and Neal, claims to be your boyfriend, well, he’s pretty pissed at us, but I noticed he hasn’t logged off yet. Bet he’ll want a little sucky-sucky when he sees you next.”
“I don’t know a Hannah,” said Farah. “Gemma, screw you. You got long blond hair and blue eyes. I’m giving Jason your address. Neal, ask Gemma for a little sucky-sucky. She’s gonna need the practice. “
“Whoa!” said the emcee. “This girl’s got some feisty left in her. By the way, Farah, do you think you could show off your cute little bod any better than that?”
“Fuck you, asshole,” said the 10-year-old. “Jason’s twice the man you are. He’s the only one I gotta keep happy, so fuck you. Go ahead, hit me. Or touch me… you wanna touch me… go ahead… oh, what’s that? Not allowed?” She’d noticed he kept his hands to himself while feasting his eyes on the preteens with unrequited lust. “Come on, you got a little girl just like you want. Oh, no, help me mommy, I can’t stop him. I want your hands on my tits. Please, mister. I want some candy.”
Outmatched, the emcee stood up and turned his attention to Joanne. “That was some performance out on stage. How many bites you got?”
“Fuck you. Like she said, we don’t need to keep you happy.”
Abruptly, he reached through the bars and cupped a tit with his free hand. She couldn’t back far enough away to escape his touch. “Different rules for mommies,” said the man with the mike. He was merely discouraged from touching them. Using his thumb, he teased her nipple to hardness. “We got a couple of boys who say Farah’s mom is hot. Yeah, a 10-year-old boy’s wet dream. Looking at you right now and jacking off. Maybe we’ll get you to autograph a photo for them. So, tell me, what exactly went through your head as you stripped Farah and then held her up on display?”
“That the fucking ants were eating us alive,” she said. “That I didn’t want the ants to get… between my legs.”
“Yeah, they can be annoying like that,” he chuckled. 
“What do you think of Farah’s chances to win?”
“What exactly does she get if she wins? Not a major motion picture like she was offered, I’m sure,” countered Joanne. 
“Nope, just a major porno picture,” he said. “Groundbreaking. She’ll be a star with a mouth and a body like that.”
Joanne’s mind reeled at the promise to the winner. Just what would happen to the losers if first prize sucked? “Wonderful,” she said sarcastically. “BB was right, though. It’s not a fair competition. He likes blonds with blue eyes.”
“Maybe we’ll have to change the rules a little,” he said. “We could have him get the final, deciding blowjobs blindfolded. Don’t want to discourage six of the girls, do we?”
The emcee covered his ear to drown out any noise and concentrated on his ear piece. “Be back soon. Still need to talk to Sam and Cheryl.” He left the dungeon in a hurry. 
“What’s the big problem?” he asked the producer who was waiting outside the door. 
Jerking his head toward the conference room, he said, “We’ll talk in there.”
In the conference room, the director and a man the emcee knew only as the bucks behind the shows they did were waiting. As always, Daddy Kidbucks was in a black suit, no smile. As soon as the door shut, the producer said, “We think Sam might be a boy.”
The emcee chuckled. “She looks like that, huh, a tomboy. Hey, you’re serious? Boy with a penis? No way. Just take a look at her. You mean hermaphrodite? Boy and girl parts?”
“Boy. With a penis,” said the producer. “One of our more observant viewers called our attention to it. Sam is wearing a prosthetic… a fake pussy. God knows why, girl in a boy’s body waiting for a gender reassignment? Fuck if I know.”
“You’re sure about this?” insisted the emcee. 
“We’ve been looking at footage,” said the director. “There’s a seam. I don’t know what keeps it on, probably some sort of glue like a makeup artist uses for a beard, but it’s not going to stay in place much longer. Horny little bastard’s hard on is probably trying to rip it right off. We can’t afford this surprise.”
“Hell no,” agreed the emcee. “Does Jason know? His contract is for eight girls.”
“We have runners-up,” the producer pointed out. “We’ll get Sam out of there and bring in Amber. She’ll be so thrilled,” he smiled. 
“Yeah, another blue eyed, blond,” agreed the emcee. “That will keep Jason happy, but have you thought about just keeping Sam in and making like this was all part of the plan?”
“No, no, and hell no,” said the producer. “Jason won’t do a boy. He’ll throw a fit.”
The emcee had an idea and pressed on with it. “Did you think about the whole new market you could reach with a 10-year-old boy learning to suck a nine inch cock? Seven girls for the guys who like Lolitas and one boy for the boy lovers. I could think of a scenario where Jason would do it. You think you’ll hit 200,000 with this show. How about 300,000 if we get the boy lovers on board?”
“No way,” insisted the director. 
“What’s the scenario?” asked Daddy Kidbucks, the financier. The producer and director shut up instantly. 
“Think about the plan Jason has for Sam. Boys, right?” The emcee was the showman with a flair for entertaining, always thinking that the show must go on. Focused on Daddy Kidbucks, he sold his idea. “So, we dress Sam up. She… he is the only one who gets clothes. Looks like a girl for Jason, but not trying to fool him. We’ll tell Jason what’s going on, but what if all he needs is a visual. Girlish looking 10-year-old in a dress sucking his cock? The viewers know Sam is a boy. A femboy. Jason knows it. The other boys don’t know it until… well, maybe we have an unveiling and see how the boys react… yuck, a boy sucked my cock… or cool, he’s a cute boy.”
There was one catch. “You’ll have to up Jason’s compensation. I know what will trip his trigger. He’s gaga over the gadgets. We offer to fix his basement up just like our dungeon. Just with one cage and one fully equipped room, not eight. We’re talking a market worth millions and maybe we can get Jason on board with shit we already have on hand. Big deal for him. Min cost for us.”
“Can you get out the publicity fast enough?” asked the financier. Jason’s compensation didn’t really matter to him. He wasn’t about to let the man loose on society again. Jason’s services would be free since he only had two weeks to live. 
“It’s the Internet,” said the producer. “We’ll have it out in seconds and it will spread like wildfire.”
“Talk to Jason. I like how you think. Bonus in it for you, if you get him on board,” said the man in black, putting his arm around the emcee. “You two make it happen,” he said to the producer and director. 
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 4
(femboy, bbbb, oral, humil, bdsm)
Author’s Note: The following chapter has a lengthy femboy scene from here to the bottom of page 45. Fair warning. You can skip it if you want. Even if you’re not into that, from here to page 39 and from 44 through 45 might be to your liking as mommy has to blow her son.
After talking to the emcee about Sam, Jason walked back down the line of cages. He was more concerned that his schedule was thrown off than there was a boy involved. Sam was not supposed to go next. However, the 10-year-old was blond (short, not long as he liked), blue eyed, and feminine looking. The little boy had a hot looking mouth with full pouty lips.  
“Sam, Sammy, Samantha, Samuel,” said Jason, standing in front of the mother and son. “You got a little surprise for us? I like the way you look. Hot little body with a flat chest, firm ass, slender hips, and lips just begging to suck a cock. I got two questions for you. First, why?”
Sam looked up at his mommy. It sounded like the ruse was over and it certainly would be before too much longer. His little cock was pinned against his crotch under the fake pussy and it hurt to look at mommy and the other girls. Deathly afraid of what would happen when he was discovered, he still feigned ignorance. “Why what?”
“Because it’s so hard for a boy with a face like that to get a part. He does better getting girl parts than boy parts,” said his mother. “He’s beautiful and boys aren’t supposed to be beautiful.”
“He is that,” said Jason. “That’s why he was selected. We always knew he was a boy. Got that, girls? We got a boy in the group, standing here and enjoying the view of his mommy and the rest of you. Sam, we got the girls’ soccer team watching this. Give me the fake pussy so we can unveil you for all your girlfriends.”
The erstwhile girl reached down and slowly peeled the fake pussy off his crotch, his little hard on springing out with relief. With a brilliant blush, he handed off his femininity. “So, second question, are you straight or gay?”
“Umm… I’m straight, I guess,” he said. 
“You’re shitting me, Sam. What a deal you got going. Playing on the girls’ soccer team and showering with them. You go home and jack off thinking about any of them in particular?”
He looked at the floor as he said, “Yeah, I suppose. Cindy and Maria mostly.”
Jason laughed. He hadn’t really expected names. “Yeah, Cindy and Maria. Hot little hard bodies showering with a boy. You do this full time, right? A girl at school. A girl on the soccer team. Using the girls’ bathroom.”
“I gotta stay in character. Just after seven usually, I stop. I wear that thing all day and then I get to be a boy at night. Does… does… ummm… what are you gonna do with me now?”
“Like I said, we knew you were a boy, so you’re still going to learn to suck my cock,” said Jason. “You could still win.”
“But I’m a boy,” protested Sam. “Boys don’t… I don’t want to suck a cock. I’m on the wrong show. I mean, I’m sorry and all, but don’t you have a show for boys?”
“I’m looking forward to feeding you my cock, Sam. Never done a boy before and I hear boys do it better than girls. You know what? I think this is the perfect opportunity for a boy who wants to play a girl. I’ll bet Cindy and Maria are just pissed enough to want to see you play the role of a lifetime. Cock sucking girl.” The big man held out Sam’s fake pussy. “I’m keeping this. You’re gonna hang around with your cock for the next two weeks and get in touch with your masculine side. I’m gonna dress you up like a girl and you will act like a girl, but inside your panties you’ll have a hard on.”
Looking at Sam’s mom, Jason said, “Come here and sit on the floor with your back to the front of the cage, Carol.” When she reluctantly complied, he clipped her cuffs to the bars behind her. Reluctance he understood; it was even better when they showed that little bit of defiance before they gave in. “Spread your legs. Nice little hard on you got there, Sam. Bet you’ve had that for a while. Pretty little Cheryl there next to you and Heather on the other side all strung up on her toes. Best of all, you’re stuck in a cage with your mommy and she’s buck ass naked. She’s a hotty. Step on up there and put your cock in her mouth. She’s gonna suck you off or else I’ll turn you into a girl myself.”
The boy was just a little too eager to get his cock in mommy’s mouth. “Sam, don’t look so happy,” his mother chided him. “You have to, so come give it to mommy.” Under threat of having her son castrated, she opened her mouth and he moved close enough, squatting down so he could get his slender cock between her lips. Bobbing her head back and forth, she demonstrated that this wasn’t her first time with a cock in her mouth. 
“Ahh, a boy’s first blowjob,” teased Jason. “From his mommy. You can look happy, Sam. She is hot and, I’ll be damned, she looks like she’s pretty good at it. Who doesn’t want to pound his mommy’s face? Wonder what she was thinking standing here next to you all naked and hot. Maybe she was thinking about sucking you off?”
It was amusing to watch the boy fuck his mommy’s face. To Jason it seemed his words were distracting the boy. All of Sam’s concentration was on his hot mommy. At the same time, Carol moaned in obvious pleasure. She probably didn’t even realize she was moaning, but she was enjoying it to. Maybe she just did it for the benefit of the guy she was sucking. Either way, it was unexpected and arousing. “You know what I expect, Carol,” he said to the woman. “Swallow his cum, but first show us and then you can swallow. No wonder you cooperated up on stage. You didn’t want to draw attention to yourselves and risk being exposed. So, I wonder just what went through your little mind when you realized you wear going to be naked in that tight space with your little boy.”
“Aahhh, ohhh, yeah, suck me, mommy,” squealed Sam as his body tensed and he delivered his preteen load into his mommy’s mouth. His cock never left her mouth as she sucked him dry. 
Turning her head to the camera, Carol opened her mouth to give them a view of her son’s nearly clear seminal fluid. The entire ordeal was disgusting and horrific, but she knew their survival depended on cooperation. Posing with a mouthful of her son’s cum, she was waiting for the right moment and until then she had to do what she had to do. Then she swallowed his cum as ordered. “It’s OK, Sam,” she said. “It’s OK to look happy. I know it felt good.” 
Looking around, Jason called out, “Master Dave? Is the stuff here yet?” His helper delivered a bag of clothes. “You get to be the only one with clothes, Sam,” he told the boy. “You know what this is?” He held up a sheath and cord.
“Yes, daddy,” he said. “I use one of those mostly. Only use the pussy when I might be naked or wearing tight clothes.” He took the sheath and put it on his cock, proving he knew how to use it. Looping the cord around his waist, he pulled the sheath back between his legs and tied it off. Once again he looked like he had no cock, though that wasn’t the same as looking like he had a pussy. 
“Panties,” Jason handed him a pair of bikini panties with kittens on them. The boy slipped on the panties without batting an eye. Then he put on the very short skirt and the crop top. “Peds,” Jason handed in the last of Sam’s clothing. Sans shoes, the boy looked like a beautiful, sexy little girl. “A little lipstick as a finishing touch,” added Jason. “Freaking beautiful. You’re right, mommy. He’s still a little princess.”
Taking advantage of the boy’s admirable cooperation, he went behind the cage and opened the door. Holding out his hand, he said, “Come here, princess.” The luscious little femboy came out and took his hand. Walking Sam out, he shut the cage door and led him toward his training room as the femboy acted as if nothing was amiss. “I’m going to introduce you to some friends,” said Jason. “You’ll be a good girl for daddy, right?”
“Yes, daddy,” said Sam. “I’ll be good and I’ll be a girl. Good girl.”
“That’s good because if you break character with my friends, I’ll cut your dick off and feed it to you. If you want to win this contest, you’ll play the part of a girl except when you’re naked with your cock hanging between your legs.” He stopped and turned to the cameraman following them so he could ask Sam a question on camera. “Is your mommy hot or what?”
“Yeah, she is, daddy,” agreed Sam, amazing Jason with his femininity even as they talked about his mom as a sexual item. “I mean, I never saw her naked before, but it’s hard not to think about her since we hang out so much together, buying clothes and stuff. She dresses me, so she gets to see me naked and… now we’re even.”
“Oh, I think you’re ahead now,” smiled Jason. “Would you like her to suck your cock again?”
“Umm, sorta, I mean… you won’t tell her that I said yes, will you, daddy?”
“Our secret,” said Jason. “I’ll make her do it and just don’t look so happy about it. What about other moms? You see any of them you want with their lips around your cock?”
“Just about any of them,” grinned Sam. “The one next door, Julia… kinda hard to watch her stretched up like that and not want her. Three doors down, Joanne,” he said. “Any of them, especially with their daughters watching.”
“OK,” smiled Jason. So feminine, but with a dirty little boy’s mind. “Now get all the way in character. You be a good girl with my friends and I’ll see what I can do. Now look in the camera and say, I’m a cock sucker.”
“I’m a cock sucker, daddy,” said Sam. 
“Daddy’s pretty little cocksucker,” he nodded and led him into his training room. There were three boys in the room waiting for them. “Samantha, this is Gary, Kev, and Oliver. Guys, this is Samantha, but she likes to be called Sam. Gary is 10, Kev is 11, and Oliver is 12. Here’s the rules today, guys. Sam is going to suck your cocks.” He looked down at the boy holding his hand. 
Sam looked back up, his eyes showing his surprise. “All of them?”
“All of them, princess. Twice. Smallest to largest. Suck Gary, then Kev, and then Oliver. Then start over again. Six blowjobs.”
“Yes, daddy,” he said, looking at the three boys. He knew he was trapped. Follow orders or get his dick cut off and fed to him. No more blowjobs from mommy. He thought about Joanne blowing him while Farah watched. 
“Boys, today she keeps her skirt and panties on.”
“You said we could see her naked,” protested Kev. 
“You saw her naked on the tapes,” said Jason. “You’ll get to see her naked in the flesh in a couple of days. Don’t fuck it up today or you won’t be back. There’s cameras there and he’s got a camera,” he nodded toward the ever present cameraman. “I’ll know if you so much as lifted her skirt today.”
“He’s gonna stay?” asked Gary nervously. 
“I told you he was staying,” said Jason, exasperated. “Don’t mind him. He’s gonna move around and get the best shots, but he’s interested in Sam’s sweet little lips around your cocks, not you. We’re recording it all for posterity. Sam, you got a problem with six blowjobs on boys your own age, because we could just go straight to mine if you’d prefer.”
“No, daddy,” said Sam. “Six… three boys is… OK.”
“Guys, you got any problem leaving her skirt and panties on?”
“No, sir,” said Oliver. “You said in a couple of days…”
“That’s right.” Jason stepped out of the room. He turned on the screen next to the door to watch the first few minutes. 
“Kneel down,” said Gary. “I’m first.”
“Take off your top,” said Oliver. “I wanna see your tits.”
Sam took off his top, feeling more like a girl than he ever had before as Oliver played with his “tits” for a few seconds. Gary dropped his pants and briefs and stroked his cock a few times. “Go ahead,” he said. Just like a little girl trapped by three boys in an alley, Sam took Gary’s cock in his mouth and started sucking. The little cock was just three inches long and slender like a cigar. It was rather nice of daddy to let him start small. Getting into character, he put his hands on Gary’s cute little bottom and looked up at the handsome boy. 
To his right, Sam could see the camera as it zoomed in on his mouth. He bobbed his head up and down for a couple of minutes, getting used to the taste and feel, and then suddenly the cock spurted out cum. Surprised, he still managed to suck Gary’s cock dry and then swallow the load. Gary stepped aside and Kev was already standing there with his four inch cock, chocolate colored like the rest of his body. As he took the slightly larger cock in his mouth, Sam started to make the same noises his mommy had when she blew him. On camera, it looked like he was enjoying the cock. Again he cupped the firm ass and looked up at the black boy’s face. This time he had a hard time controlling Kev’s hips. The older boy wanted to push his cock farther in and it made Sam gag. The faux girl struggled to make it comfortable as Kev showed no mercy. Tilting his head just so aimed the cock right at the center of his throat and that was better. With relief he felt Kev spasm in his mouth and he took in the slightly more pungent cum of a boy on the cusp of producing sperm. 
Sam wasn’t surprised when Kev stepped away and Oliver was ready with his cock. “When I cum, open your fucking mouth,” said Oliver. “I wanna see my junk.” He pushed his cock between the pretty, pouty lips and felt the resistance as Sam’s throat tried to expel his five inch cock. “Damn, she’s good,” he said as he fucked her face. “Older girls do it better, but she’s hot. Suck my fucking cock, slut.” Finding it hard to keep up with the cock as it slammed in and out of his throat, Sam wasn’t making nice sounds. Luckily for him, Oliver had a hair trigger and filled his mouth within 30 seconds. He opened wide to show Oliver the disgusting tasting goo in his mouth and then swallowed. 
The revolving door of boys continued as Oliver moved and Gary stepped right back in with a semi-hard cock. “She’s better than my little sister,” he said as he popped his cock into Sam’s mouth. 
“You do your sister?” asked Oliver. “Gross.”
Sam pushed Gary back and licked the boy’s cock. “I’ll get it hard first,” he said, lapping at the 10-year-old’s cock and balls. 
“Yeah, that’s nice,” said Gary and then he returned his attention to Oliver. “Yeah, I do her. She used to argue, but I tied her up and made her. I mean, fuck, she never complained when dad did it.”
“Your dad,” said Oliver skeptically. The show’s staff had found sexually active boys individually, so the trio had only met a couple of times before to get the offer to play on the show and to hear the rules from Jason. 
“Yeah, I know it’s fucked up… OK, now suck it… but it’s fun.” As Sam started sucking, the braggart continued. “Dad does my big sister, too, but she’s like no way when I try to get a little something from her. Who do you do?”
Listening to the incredible conversation, Sam was learning that the second time around was not as quick as the first. After enticing his favorite (the smallest) cock to hardness, he pursed his lips tight and bobbed up and down, watching Gary for signs of arousal, but it seemed he was sucking for no reason at the moment. 
“Couple of girls in the neighborhood and the bitch across the street. Horny old lady who likes boys. I mean, not all that old, in her 30’s or something. She fucks and sucks.”
“Dang, my little sister is just too little. I can’t fuck her,” Gary said ruefully.
“Try her ass,” suggested Oliver. “Fuck her ass. She’s not too little for that. If we ever get Sam’s panties off, maybe I can show you how.”
Sam looked to his right at Oliver, wondering if the boy was serious and if Jason would allow that. He was starting to have a change of heart as the boys casually discussed their conquests and him. It was one thing to play the role of a girl in real life at an age where sex wasn’t yet a presence that controlled his thoughts – and what sexual thoughts he did have were as a boy with a unique chance to ogle girls and take the image of their bodies back to his bedroom for some personal hands on time with the toy between his legs – and quite another thing to turn on three boys and blow them. With three loads of cum in his tummy already, he kept sucking, but now it wasn’t the role of a lifetime; it was as a boy so afraid of Jason that he couldn’t stop the disgusting act. 
When Gary came in his mouth, Sam swallowed yet again and then stared at Kev’s cock for a few seconds before opening his mouth. He couldn’t believe he’d sucked cocks the first time around without a care. That was taking his role playing too far. This time as the 11-year-old’s cock slid between his lips, Sam took it like a boy being forced by three bullies. 
Kev had been silent about his escapades so far, but now he said, “She’s the prettiest slut I’ve had suck my cock. Yeah, you are a pretty one.”
The cock sucking boy blushed. They really thought he was a pretty girl. They were looking at a girl’s tits and fucking a girl’s mouth. He wanted to spit out the cock and explain what was going on. He wanted to join in the bragging and tell them his mom had blown him. The galling idea of going down on strange boys gave him a boner. Bent backwards and tucked between his legs, his cock hurt. Angry and humiliated, he sucked cock better than the first four blowjobs. He wanted to get it over with. 
Kev was still talking as Sam fought with his emotions. “I got a couple of girlfriends who fuck and suck, but not sweet as Sam.” He sank his fingers into Sam’s short, sassy blond hair. “I like white girls. They like black cock.”
“Hey, cut the crap,” said Oliver. “I do white girls, too. They like my cock.”
“Hey, I’m just trying to get her to turn all red in the face, see?” he winked at Oliver. “Pretty little blond sucking black cock. Maybe she’d rather have a white one, but fuck is she sucking me good. Hot little mouth. Sorta pouty. Angelina Jolie lips. Love to fuck her mouth.”
“Yeah, like that’s gonna happen,” snorted Gary. 
“So Sammie here is the next best,” said Kev. “Take it all sweet lips. I’m gonna cum.” He pulled Sam’s head back and forth as he thrust into the hot mouth. With a gasp of delight, he came, flooding Sam’s mouth with the cock sucker’s fifth load. 
As Oliver approached with a hard on, Sam could hear his blood pounding in his head. It was getting harder, not easier. Reminding himself of the consequences and that he’d done this cock once before, he forced himself to take the oldest boy’s cock. The feel of the big cock in his mouth wasn’t as bad this time, but it was beating him up mentally. He was thinking about how demeaning this was. Farah had sucked Jason’s cock, but only once. Not that he knew what was going on with the girls who’d been taken to private rooms, but he was willing to bet he was the only one sucking cock after cock. Numb to the sensations, he sucked cock on auto-pilot, not listening to the boys anymore. 
After Oliver came, Sam grabbed his top and put it back on. Crawling to a corner, he huddled there. “I’m not a slut,” he said. 
“Coulda fooled us,” sneered Kev. “Let’s get outta here.” There was no more fun to be had with the pretty blond, so he pushed the button beside the door and a minute later a man in a mask with the letter E on it took them to their rooms. Like all the unmasked participants, the boys were kept under lock and key and would disappear at the end of the two weeks. The staff hadn’t picked handsome boys for Sam’s benefit; they just sold better. 
Back with his mommy, Sam broke down in tears. “He made me suck them all,” he sobbed. “Three of them. Three boys. Twice. I don’t wanna be a girl anymore, mommy.” He clung to his nude mother as she tried to console him. His cock throbbed at the contact with her body and he was about to ask for a blowjob when the emcee came to rub salt in his wounds.
“That’s right, Carol, Sam’s got six loads of cum in his tummy. The boys were pretty impressed. So were your soccer friends, Sam,” said the man with the mike. He read from a piece of paper, “Cindy’s quite the chatterbox. We counted four lmao’s, six lol’s, and two :P’s. Hmmm, she said, sweet revenge and serves her right… I think she got the pronoun wrong there, huh, Cindy? … and how did she like the black cock, nice touch and please can we see him… got it right that time… get fucked in the ass. Oh, and I loved this one for you, Carol. Now I get the soccer mom jokes, luv you sucking him, more please.” He motioned Master Dave over. “I don’t get to do more than interview, but Master Dave gets to pass on Jason’s instructions. What’s the word, Master Dave?”
“Take off your panties, Sam,” said Jason’s helper. Dave had the enviable task of taking care of the sixteen captives, acting as their keeper on Jason’s behalf. “Then take off the sheath and give them to me.” Once he had Sam’s penis protection in hand, he said, “Lift up your skirt. Cindy wants to see.”
The taste of revenge may have been sweet to Cindy, but it was a bitter pill for Sam. He lifted his skirt to display his hard cock for one of his fantasy girls. 
“This is for Cindy, too,” said Dave. “Blow him, mommy.”
Trying not to look happy, Sam offered his cock to his mommy and she sucked on it for the second time. Master Dave stepped away to be replaced by the emcee. “Cindy’s quite the voyeur it seems,” said the emcee. “How’s that feel, Carol? Sucking off your son at the request of a 10-year-old girl. Holy cow, Sam, you really needed that.” He chuckled at how avidly Sam fucked his mommy’s mouth. “I think we’ll do a special mother-son photo shoot and send pics to Cindy.” There would indeed be photo shoots of mother and child for all eight pairs, some individuals of the kids, and maybe some girl on girl shots as well. Those were entirely different markets and more profits. 
After Sam came, Carol showed Cindy the cum and then swallowed. After that, the emcee looked into the camera and said, “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m wondering just why Sam was so excited about sucking six cocks. What do you think, Cindy? Maybe he was excited about doing it for you. Carol, you have anything to say to Cindy?”
“Hope you enjoyed that, Cindy,” said the woman. “No, I don’t appreciate putting on a show for you or anybody else who’s watching. At least I have the satisfaction of knowing you put on naked shower shows for Sam.”
“Indeed,” nodded the emcee. “Maybe Cindy will send us some naked pics of her so we can see what Sam likes and maybe not. What do you think about your decision to make Sam a girl? That wasn’t going to last much longer, was it?”
Master Dave slipped Sam his panties and the boy put them back on, though he didn’t get the sheath for his cock this time. 
“As long as he wanted it to last. As long as there was hope of the right part,” she said. “Maybe a few more years anyway. I certainly don’t regret it, but I should have known this opportunity was too good to be true.”
“What was on your mind as you stripped him and yourself on stage?”
“You mean besides how wrong it was? What do you think was on my mind with us both naked in front of a live audience and all those cameras?” She sighed and answered his question. “That this couldn’t be happening. That I didn’t want that damn cattle prod up my… poked at me. That Sam’s false vagina would fall off. That all of us were screwed, but we were doubly screwed when you found out the truth. That Sam was good enough to keep his eyes off me. He checked out the other girls, but didn’t turn around, you know.”
“He’s getting an eyeful now,” the emcee pointed out. “Sam, who do you think is your biggest competition?”
Sam looked down the line of cages though he could only clearly see the ones on either side of him. “Farah. She already did it all. Katrina. I like her and she just sounds like she’ll do her best. I dunno, I just think Lyla’s a bitch and BB doesn’t sound confident.” He looked in the other direction where the only cage was only Oriental in the bunch. “I haven’t figured out Cheryl. She’s quiet, so I don’t know.”
Again the emcee touched his earpiece and listened. He laughed and said, “Don’t taunt the viewers, Carol. Cindy has another request, but Master Dave will have to check with Jason first.”
Stepping away, the man with the mike said, “We’ll take a break. I see Master Dave is passing out water and lunch, so we’ll let the girls eat in peace.” Dave had taken Julia and Heather down from their painful, stretched position, leaving them more comfortable in their cage. Barbara and Robin were still in their training room and Jason had taken Lyla and her mom, Irene, to a training room. To the consternation of BB and her mom, they got water, but no food. 
After he dropped off Sam for his first training session, Jason came back and got Irene and Lyla. Experienced as he was with handling unwilling girls, he managed to get them into their room with no problem. He left Irene in the hogtie position he’d put her in for transport, putting her on her knees in a corner. With her wrists connected to her ankles, her body was arched, thrusting out her DD tits. Jason added a leather mask to her predicament. The mask came with a big black ball that he shoved in her mouth. After putting the mask on and fastening the straps behind her head, Irene’s mouth, nose, and eyes were covered, with only a slit under her nose for breathing. Blind and mute, she could only guess what was being done to her daughter. 
The room was nearly identical to the room where Claudia and Katrina had been. The big difference was the rack and the stocks were Lyla sized. Katrina was in the hurt mommy training program and Lyla was in the hurt Lyla program. 
At 6’2” and 220 pounds, Jason was an intimidating figure in normal life and in his private life as a predator. He kept his head shaved and had words with anyone who called him a skinhead. He simply thought the look was daunting to his prey and skinhead carried a connotation that he didn’t appreciate. He was a carpenter by trade, giving him the skills to design and finish his basement to meet his perverted desires. Publically he dominated women and privately he hunted young girls, so he was no stranger to handling unwilling females. Consequently, Lyla found herself in the stocks almost before she knew what was happening. 
“What… what are you going to do?” she asked, her voice trembling. He responded by poking a red ball gag into her mouth and then strapping its accompanying head harness on her. The harness pulled the gag into her mouth with leather straps tugging at the corners of her mouth. A Y-strap ran from the corners up between her frightened eyes and fastened in back. Running a short cord through the ring on the top of the harness, he pulled her head back and tied the end of the cord to the top of the stocks. 
Taking his time, Jason lifted up Lyla’s right heel and slid a four inch high post under it. When he let go, she rested her heel on the post. He repeated the action, putting a post under her left heel. Securing the metal bar that connected them to the floor with a screw, he made sure she couldn’t tip the posts over. Then he put a spreader bar on her ankles to ensure she couldn’t move her feet to the side. Up and down were all she could manage. 
Staring at the wall straight ahead of her, Lyla understood nothing of what he was doing. She’d worn four inch heels before during modeling shoots and this was nothing different. He did some more behind her and she could only assume he was up to no good. Ages ago, though it was just a couple of hours, he’d told her that mommy would tell her to beg. Mommy was gagged and so was she. Mommy wasn’t going to tell her anything and she wasn’t going to beg. 
The action behind her became more personal as he fingered her nipples, teasing them to embarrassingly hard nubs. “Unnhhh,” she grunted as he clamped her right nipple. “Uh uh, ahhh eye hiss. Eh away a air.” He pulled her left nipple down and she moaned even before he clamped it. 
“That was nothing, princess,” said daddy. “This part is going to hurt. All you have to do to make it stop hurting is to lift your heels up.”
“Huh?” she grunted. What the heck was going on? She heard a click and at the same time, the pinch on her nipples got worse. Lifting her heels, the pain went back to just crushed nipples. It took her a couple of seconds to realize she’d been shocked. “Oh gaaahhh,” whined the helpless 10-year-old. She stood poised on her toes, knowing her heels hovered over the switches that controlled her pain. 
“I’ll tell you something, princess,” said Jason. “There is nothing sexier than a little girl standing on her toes. Such pretty long legs leading all the way up to a pert little round ass. You have a nice ass, princess. Do you know that like this I can peek between your legs and see your pretty pussy. I love a pussy that’s got no hair on it. Your mommy even shaves her pussy, so I guess she likes bare pussies, too.” As she complained incoherently, he ran his finger through her slit. “Pretty little princess all gagged with her body just begging to be played with. What games do you like? More importantly, what games do I like?”
He picked up a wooden paddle. “Ever been spanked, princess?”
“Uh uh,” she grunted. “No, nah at.”
“Yeah, I know,” he said in mock sympathy. “Princess hasn’t even been naughty and daddy is going to play spank the little girl. Yep, mommy paid 5000 big ones to have your bottom spanked live on the Internet. Wonder what Cassie thinks.” He swatted her hard.
“Aaahhh,” screamed Lyla. As she rocked back from the fearsome blow, her heels touched. “Eeeee,” she squealed and quickly rose back up on her toes. 
“Double fun, princess. Damn, I’ll bet it sucks to know you can’t do a thing to save your ass.” He swatted her again, methodically turning her ass pink with a total of five swats as she agreed quite loudly that it sucked really bad. Five swats and she shocked herself three times. “Hurts a damn lot, princess, but I don’t care. There’s nothing to make me stop.” Except if she was to beg for his cock. He swatted her five more times, her eyes bugging out in pain and disbelief. By now, her ass was bright red, but the damn camera was right in her face! “What a sight, princess. Know what this looks like? It looks like you’re sticking your hot little ass out for a spanking. After ten swats, it looks like you want more.” He gave her another five as her body bucked in protest. Her head, hands, and feet were locked in place, but the rest of her body squirmed delightfully. The cameraman moved to the side, panning down her body and ending up on the burning glare of her ass. “Wow, princess, watching you makes me want to cum. Hold that ass still if you want more.” She didn’t exactly hold it still, but she couldn’t move it enough to hide it. Squatting, she only pressed her heels down and shot back up. To her apoplectic horror, he swatted her five more times. 
As he took a break, she continued to sob from the fire in her bottom. It was inhuman. He couldn’t do this. She wondered how she could stop him and kept coming up with nothing. In the corner her mom was grunting and babbling in nonsense syllables and she couldn’t understand a thing mommy was trying to say. Jason knew there was nothing that scrambled a girl’s brain like a little pain. 
Left alone for a few minutes, her sobbing died down. The burn in her bottom lingered, but now she became aware of the ache in her legs. How long had she been on her toes? Knowing what lay under her heels, she grunted in frustration. He was just having fun with her and that was the most galling of all. She was his entertainment. He was ready to cum just from spanking her. Then, of course, there were thoughts of Cassie and the other girls. Cassie paid her 500 to watch the whole two weeks. Cassie watched her strip, shock herself, and get a bare bottom spanking. Cassie was going to watch her suck cock. Oh yeah! That’s what daddy wants. She tuned into mommy again and now it sounded like mommy was telling her to beg. Oh shit, no. Cassie will see. 
With her legs trembling, Lyla was determined to hold out. Her ass was safe for now and if she just stayed on her toes, she’d be fine. Then she felt daddy poke her asshole. What’s he up to? “Uhhh,” she complained as he pushed something against her asshole going the wrong way. Her daddy, her real daddy, called people salmon when they walked against the flow like spawning cohos swimming against the current. Now she had something the size of a salmon swimming upstream. Clenching her ass, she tried to fight back, but whatever he had in his hand just pushed slowly deeper. Uncomfortable as that was, she realized she had another problem. She tried to picture what the salmon really was. It was definitely getting wider as it went further. It hurt, for God’s sake. 
As Lyla’s noises went from concerned to in pain, Jason said, “Just a couple more inches, princess. I suppose you figured out it gets bigger and bigger. Already more than your asshole’s ever been opened. Looks so nasty to have a big round hole in the middle of such a cute little ass. There’s nothing like sharing your first ass fuck with your friends at school. Enjoying this, Cassie? I’ll bet none of them ever get into anal after watching this. Damn, you’re tight, princess. Making me work hard.” He was talking loud to be heard over her screams. Her hole was two inches in diameter and with just a little push the fattest part slipped past her ring of muscle and it was swallowed up. 
He’d supported her with an arm under her tummy as he pushed in the conical butt plug. It wouldn’t be fair to press the plug into her ass and push her heels down, now would it? As he let go, she dropped her heels, squealed, and popped up again. Plugged, gagged, helpless, and in pain, she grunted, “Can I  huck ur hock, aa-ee?” 
For Irene, the session was tortuous as well. Unable to see, she knew the position of the stocks and figured that’s where Lyla was. She heard the twenty swats and her daughter’s screams. From Jason’s words, she knew Lyla’s ass was being violated. There was something else going on, but nothing had been said about the electric wires on Lyla’s budding tits. Her daughter was being tortured and there was nothing she could do about it. The one thing she thought she could do was remind Lyla what the man wanted. “Huck hock,” she kept saying, but Lyla didn’t get the message. “Eg a hih hock.” Finally she heard her precious little girl say the magic words. Now she couldn’t believe she could feel relief knowing that Lyla was going to blow daddy. 
“What’s that, princess?” asked Jason teasingly. He wanted Lyla to spend more time in the position. He wanted her legs to give out so she had to balance between pain in her legs and pain in her nipples. However, she was doing what he wanted. 
“Hees, may I huck a hock?”
“Certainly, princess,” he said, turning off the electricity. “You can put your heels down now. I’m going to leave the stuff in place in case you change your mind.” Her heels touched and jerked back up and then touched down and stayed down. 
Walking around in front of her, he undid the ball gag from a corner of her mouth and let it fall to the side. “First, I want you to lick my cock, princess. Just taste it all over.” It was a team effort as she extended her tongue and moved her head the little bit she could and he moved his cock around so her tongue sampled most of his huge member. “Now, lick my balls.” He put his big, hairy balls in front of her and her tongue darted out. 
“That’s a good girl,” he told her. He stepped out of sight and she felt him unclamp her nipples and free her ankles. As he pulled out the butt plug, she realized it hurt just as much coming out and graced the room with a full bodied scream. Finally, he took her out of the stocks. “Kneel in front of me and suck my cock, princess.”
Defeated, the petite girl knelt and stretched up to get her lips around the purple helmet of his manhood. All she wanted to do was please him so he wouldn’t hurt her anymore. Sliding her lips down his cock, she felt it press again the back of her throat. Fearfully, she backed off, sucked just enough to not gag, and eyed him for signs of disapproval. 
“That’s good, princess,” he said warmly. “Don’t do too much the first time.” He coached her on how to do a decent blowjob short of gagging and it ended much like Katrina’s first time. She waited with her mouth open as he jacked off into her mouth and she swallowed with a grimace. 
When it was over, he said, “There you go, mommy, Lyla is a cock slut now.” He clipped Lyla’s wrists behind her back and left, sending Master Cal in to retrieve them. 
Jason came out into the main area to find the captives eating lunch. Their meal consisted of water and hotdogs, nothing else, just as many body temperature phallic symbols as they desired. Only the black mother and daughter had nothing to eat. “Daddy, may we have lunch?” asked Katherine politely, though she knew the answer. 
“Yes, you may,” said Jason to her surprise. “Hang on.” He walked down the line of cages. “Sam, you ready to cum again? Another blowjob?”
“Yeah, sure,” said the energetic boy. The 10-year-old dynamo had never reached a personal daily limit. All he knew was that watching Cheryl eat hotdogs made his cock hard. 
“Good girl,” said daddy. “You said you wanted to do moms while their daughters watched. I want Katherine to suck you off now.” He returned to the black woman. “How’s that? You suck Sam and you get lunch.”
“No,” said Katherine, shaking her head. “We’re not that hungry.”
“You will be,” smiled Jason. “You will be.” Going to have his own lunch, he left Katherine and BB wondering when they would be that hungry. 
Grabbing his mike, the emcee took advantage of the free time to interview the last of the mother-daughter pairs. “Karen, we have more than a few viewers who like Asians. Cheryl is third generation Japanese, right?”
“Yes, my parents immigrated from Japan after the war,” said Cheryl’s mom. “She’s actually been in several kiddy porn movies already under a different name.”
The emcee looked askance at the woman. “I think we’d have found that out before we invited you on the show.”
“Well, you didn’t do a very good job,” she countered. 
“What movies? Name some.”
“I’m not doing your job for you.”
He turned to the camera. “I think she’s bluffing, but don’t worry, we’ll double check. We had a very thorough process of checking out the girls.” Returning his attention to Karen, he asked, “What do you hope to achieve by lying? She’s never had a piece of meat like Jason’s in her mouth, I’ll guarantee that.”
“It’s not a lie,” said Karen calmly. “It’s just not something you want to get around, you know?”
“She should have a head start then,” said the emcee. “She’s sucked a few cocks already?”
“Yes, unfortunately, she has,” nodded Karen. 
“Cheryl, how many words do you know for cock?” he turned on the petite girl suddenly. 
“Ummm… dick, penis, thing, oh, ummm… pee-pee.”
“Yeah, the porn star speaks,” said the emcee, rolling his eyes. “Pee-pee. She do movies with 2-year-olds?”
Karen bit her lip and then with a sigh said, “I just thought it would make her less appealing.”
“And instead, now we’re going to find out what Jason does to lying mommies. Stay tuned, viewers. Even if you’re here for the little ones, this mommy’s going to be fun.
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 5
(bdsm, oral, anal, toys, pedo, ws)
The mothers and daughters knew that the cages were their permanent residences for the next two weeks. Some of them wanted to deny it, but they knew deep down inside. There was a drain in the middle of the cage and, by the time lunch was over, most of them had peed into the drain. There was also a gallon paint can in each cage sitting in the corner with a roll of toilet paper stuck inside. None of them had shit in the can, though they knew what it was there for. 
As he came back from lunch, Jason knew he had a date with the lying Karen Lee, but after a brief discussion with Masters Abe, Bob, and Dave, they agreed Abe and Bob would publicly punish Karen while he had Cheryl out of the room. “Punishment M3,” he told his helpers.
“You got it,” said Abe. The punishments were prearranged so Jason could easily assign one. He’d already used M1 (Mom Level 1) on Julia and D1 on Heather. He skipped the lesser M2 to set an example. Lying, or any other kind of backtalk, was something they all had to learn was not tolerated. 
With that settled, he asked Heather if she had to pee. “Yeah, sorta, can I use a bathroom?” she asked hopefully. 
“What’s sorta?”
“Well, I could wait, but I could go if I had the chance, you know, in a bathroom.”
“I’ve got something almost as good. Now, if I take you there, you have to promise to pee.”
“Where?”
“A private room, princess,” he assured her. “I promise I’ll take you to pee and no funny stuff.”
“Yeah, OK,” she said cautiously. 
“Good because I’m sure one of the other girls would do it if you didn’t want to.” He went to the back of the cage and opened the door. Offering his hand, he called her out and then led her off. They waited in the main hall until Master Cal brought Julia out of Robin’s training room and put her back in her cage. Then Jason took Heather in to see the toilet slave. 
“What are you doing to her?” asked Heather, eying the arrangement where Robin was still chained in place on her back with the now empty tube in her wide open mouth. 
“Unnnhhh,” moaned Robin in resignation at the sight of Miss Goodie Two Shoes. She didn’t try to argue. Her belly was full of mommy’s pee and she’d recycled a lot of that down her own drain. Daddy said he might do this and now she knew he wasn’t joking.
“Get up in the cage on top,” he said.
“Where’s the bathroom?” asked Heather, warily looking at the cage. “You said no funny stuff, daddy.”
“And I said a private room, not a bathroom. Get up,” he said, grabbing her around the waist with both hands. Once he boosted her up, she climbed into the cage. “Now pee.”
“In here? She’s like… that goes right to her… to her mouth and all.”
“You promised, princess. Now if I can’t trust you…”
“Yeah, but…” That was before I knew about Robin, she finished the thought silently because daddy was looking a little annoyed. 
“Go ahead, her mommy has been sitting in that cage all morning, so Robin’s already used to it by now. Besides, she called you Miss Goodie Two Shoes. It was kind of like a dare, I think.”
“Really?” That was something Robin would say, but daddy didn’t understand Robin. It wasn’t a dare, it was an insult. 
“Does she like drink it?” asked Heather, positioning herself over the drain. A tentative stream spurted from her pee hole and then it picked up in volume as she emptied her bladder straight down the drain to her waiting competitor. Looking right down through the clear floor at Robin’s face, Heather got a sense of satisfaction from the look on Robin’s face. Miss Goodie Two Shoes indeed! It was definitely an ‘oh shit’ moment for the trapped blond. 
“Yeah, she drinks it. I think she’s had enough, but I wanted to give her one last mouthful and then let her rest.” She finished peeing and he helped her down. 
Heather turned and watched Robin. “Golly, I can see it.” The once empty tube was filled with her yellow gift. Robin’s throat worked and the level of pee went down. “Ewww, she swallowed.” Then she giggled. “She is a potty mouth.”
Jason laughed with her. “We’ll get back to training you after lunch,” he said to Robin. Taking Heather back out, he said to her. “I said no funny stuff and now that’s over and it’s time for your training session, princess. You’re about the only one left.” 
Her little hand tightened its grip on his big hand. “You said everybody is different, right? I’m not gonna drink pee, am I?”
“No, princess, everybody is different. Go in there and wait. I’ll bring mommy in.” Heather went into the room, surprised at the furnishings. She climbed up on the bed and bounced, enjoying the feel of clean sheets on her bare skin. It was a far cry from Robin’s cage, Farah’s forced blowjob, BB getting no food, and the look on Katrina’s face when she came back. A couple of minutes later, Jason brought mommy in and mommy didn’t look as pleased about the surroundings. Of course, it was crowded now with daddy, Master Abe, Master Bob, and a cameraman. 
“Off the bed, princess,” said daddy. “I want you in the chair. All you have to do is watch. If you don’t, then I’ll have to make you watch.” 
Heather shrugged and moved to the chair. Watching was no big deal. For starters, she watched Master Abe and Master Bob put her hogtied mommy on the bed. It had looked so bad the first time daddy had taken away a hogtied mommy, but by now the 10-year-old just accepted that was the way daddy moved mommies. Everything was different in the dungeon. She and mommy were naked and covering up had lost its meaning. The three men were naked, too. Only the cameraman wore clothes and she’d done enough TV to know that’s because he was a nobody. 
“Master Abe,” said Jason, inviting him to speak. 
“While you were with daddy, I had a talk with mommy,” he told Jason’s princess. “It’s not something mommies like their daughters to know about, but she has sucked a few cocks. Not just your father’s cock,” he said with a smile. 
“So now, mommy is going to show you how to suck a cock,” said Jason. “I’ve been making the other girls do it, but then I thought that my sweet little princess Heather ought to get to see what it’s like first.”
“I watched Farah,” piped up Heather. 
“Good girl,” said Jason, “but Farah didn’t really have a choice. She didn’t enjoy it and didn’t really help out. Mommy likes cock.” That wasn’t entirely true… in fact, it wasn’t true at all, but after hanging by her wrists and tongue all morning, she believed Master Abe when he told her Jason would hang her and Heather by their heels until she gave in. “Right, mommy?”
Julia nodded. “Yes, daddy, I like sucking them and swallowing cum,” she said her scripted line. 
As Master Abe and Bob freed mommy, Jason brushed Heather’s auburn hair away from her face and back over her shoulder to expose her small tits. The pretty girl had light freckles on her face and a dusting of freckles on her throat and tops of her budding breasts. Light pink nipples capped the small cones on the slender redhead. 
“Kneel right here, mommy,” said Jason, pointing at a spot three feet in front of Heather’s chair, “and face this way.” He aligned Julia in profile. “Master Bob, if you’ll be so kind.”
Invited to get the first blowjob, Master Bob stepped in front of Julia, his seven inch cock so hard it was practically pressed against his stomach. 
Julia had taken her own shot at Hollywood in her younger days. With a few acting classes under her belt, she hadn’t gotten very far and had eventually sunk to making a few porno flicks. Her husband knew nothing of her indiscretion and, from what she could tell, neither did anyone on the show. They’d aired everyone else’s dirty laundry, but not that part of her life. She understood her role in Heather’s training perfectly – make cock sucking look pleasant. She’d done it for money and now she could do it for Heather. “That’s a gorgeous cock,” she said and ran her tongue up the length of the shaft. “Mmmm,” she rumbled as she laved Bob’s cock. With a fist around the base of his cock, she took the head in her mouth and sucked on it. 
It was embarrassing to act as if she was enjoying herself with Heather, her friends Rory and Kyle, and thousands of men on the Internet watching. It had been so long since she’d acted in a porno flick, but the tricks came back like riding a bicycle. She used her fist to stroke Bob while she sucked three inches of meat. It was more humiliating than she’d imagined as she thought of Rory and Kyle watching Mrs. Groton naked and sucking cock. Taking a few minutes to tease his cock, she read him perfectly. As her hand sped up, she jerked him off into her mouth and caught it all. Slowly stroking at the end, she milked the last few drops into her mouth and then swallowed. She felt terrible as the cum of a virtual stranger slid down her throat. “See, baby,” she said to Heather. “It’s not so bad.”
 In all her innocence, Heather was awed that her mommy actually sucked a man’s penis. What 10-year-old girl would think her mother was a cock sucker? “Yeah, that looked easy,” she said. “You really liked it?”
“Yeah, baby,” said Julia. “You will, too.”
“Sucked cock like a good mommy should,” said Jason. “Next, Master Abe.”
“You bet,” said Abe, eager to try out Julia’s hot mouth. That looked better than your average housewife blowjob to him. 
Again the wife and mother started slow, licking Abe’s cock like a lollipop and then stroking and sucking. After about a minute, Heather, her young mind not fully accepting her new future, said, “I could do that to Rory.” Reminded of the young audience, Julia blushed anew. She wished she could stop, but she sincerely wanted to show Heather what had to be done. Then, Abe peeled Julia’s fingers off his cock. “No hands,” he said. Knowing Abe expected more than a couple of inches, she tried to take more. She’d never deep throated with ease, but she relaxed her throat and choked down a couple more inches. She could only imagine what the boys in Heather’s class might think as Mrs. Groton swallowed a cock. 
“Wow, mommy,” said Heather softly. “You’re doing it.” At a computer in a distant city, Rory erupted into the towel he kept in his room as he imagined the naked little redhead doing that to him. 
Yes, baby, thought Julia, be impressed by mommy. Know that it can be done. Holding onto Abe’s hips, Julia took the man’s cock in slow, deep strokes, each one an effort to control her natural reflex. Even as she gagged, she forced Abe’s seven inches past her lips. As he came, she let it fill her mouth and then spit out some of it to drool down her chin. She looked at her daughter without remorse. The little girl had to get with the program. “Sucking cock is something you can do, baby,” she said. 
“Yeah, but can you do this piece of meat,” said Jason, offering her his cock. “She’s going to.” 
“Let’s see,” said Julia. “You have to relax your throat, baby,” she said to Heather and then pushed Jason’s cock between her lips. This was the biggest cock she’d ever had in her mouth and she knew what had to be done. Relaxing her throat was easier said than done. Now on her third cock, the humiliation was gone and replaced with a resolve to show Heather how to succeed. She was turning her daughter into a future porn star at best. At worst, she thought if Heather lost she’d end up as one of Jason’s victims in a shallow grave. 
Jason just let mommy take her time. It was up to her to show Heather, not him to force himself on the woman. “Yeah, mommy, that’s good,” he praised her as she made over half of his cock disappear. “Keeping going.” 
With each bob of her head she took a little bit more as her throat became inured to the intruder. She just had to convince herself that once she had his cock battling with her gag reflex that nine inches was as bad as four. Finally, she was taking his whole cock in thrust after thrust with a wet choking sound to sound off the rhythm. Doing it for Heather. It seemed to take forever before he came, showing that this was his third orgasm of the day with a small load that she swallowed quickly. 
“See… “ She cleared her throat. “See…” She cleared it again. Hoarsely she managed to say, “See, baby, you can do it.”
“God, mommy,” breathed Heather. “That didn’t look easy.”
“She just needs more practice, princess” said Jason. He picked up the small bundle and sat in the chair, placing Heather on her knees facing him. “How about you just lick and suck daddy’s cock. It’s soft now, but you can see what it tastes like.”
The 10-year-old took his cock in both hands and examined it. Then she licked the warm flesh, tasting remnants of his cum. “Tastes funny,” she complained. 
“Get used to it, princess,” he said. “Mommy didn’t have a problem with it. Now suck on the end of it.”
One thing the girls understood about Jason was he was unpredictable. He could hang Heather by her wrists and then take Sam by the hand and lead him away in a cute outfit. With their world turned upside down, they all knew one thing for certain – a girl wanted to stay on his good side.  Fearing the consequences of disobeying, she warily sucked on the tip. It wasn’t that bad, but it wasn’t good either. It definitely wasn’t bad enough to question daddy. She sucked and licked for a couple of minutes until he stopped her. That was her introduction to cock sucking for the day. Master Cal took the mother and daughter back to their cage. On the way, Julia eyed the door at the end of the hall. Freedom was on the other side, but Master Dave was between her and the door this time. 
As Julia and Heather spent time with Jason, the emcee continued his role of getting the viewers better acquainted with the contestants. “Katrina, do you want to say hi to your father?” He doubted that any girl’s father could watch his daughter get this kind of treatment for this long, but it was a fun question to ask. His password was still logged in, but it was probably law enforcement. 
“Did he see what happened in the other room?” asked the little blond. She was sitting and rose up on her knees closer to the camera. “Did you, daddy? If you did, I’m sorry about what happened to mommy. You know we’re in a basement somewhere in Hollywood. You’re gonna come for us, right?” She looked at the emcee in triumph over getting the message out.
“Now that would be inconvenient if he interrupted the show,” said the emcee. “Especially with all the fans you’re getting. We’ve got a lot of viewers rooting for you. Some say you’re the prettiest of the girls.” Despite being naked and caged, she lit up at the news. Pretty and vain, he thought. “I’ve got three questions for you and all the girls. First, where’s the best place you’ve ever gone on vacation?”
Lured into conversation, she stood, crossing her arms over her little nipples. “Disney World. We went there a few weeks ago. Does it count? Because I auditioned for a show, so it was only kind of a vacation. We did all the parks though.”
“Of course that counts,” said the emcee. “Our viewers will be happy to know that we have a future Disney girl here.” He turned to the camera. “Britney Spears, Christina Aguilera, Miley Cyrus, but we got her first. All those cute little Disney girls who wiggle in tight costumes? Here’s one just the way you want all of them.” He turned back to Katrina. “Second question, if you could be any animal you wanted, what would it be?”
“A dolphin,” said Katrina without even needing to think about it. “They’re smart and pretty and swim so fast and go anywhere they want.”
“Sleek and smooth,” agreed the emcee. “Like you,” he winked. “Last question, in one word, can you describe the taste of Jason’s cum?”
She scrunched up her face adorably as she thought. After a few seconds, she answered, “Salty.”
“Thank you, Katrina,” he said and moved to the next cage. “Lyla, Cassie says she enjoyed your spanking and Kyle… remember he wanted to see Heather get spanked… thought it was hot, too. How was it from your end?”
The raven-haired girl was lying on her stomach when the emcee approached. That and standing were the only comfortable positions for her. Self-consciously she rolled to her side and then stood so her bright red bottom wasn’t on camera. “It hurt and you’re sick if you enjoyed it. You have any idea how it feels to be that helpless? I hope you get it someday. Fuck you, Cassie, and fuck you, Kyle. And fuck you,” she said to the emcee. 
“Where’s your favorite vacation spot, Lyla?” he asked, ignoring her curses. 
“You’re shitting me,” she snapped. “After what’s happened today you think you can just act normal? You told Katrina she has fans, what about me?”
“Well, I’d say they’re more anti-fans, Lyla,” said the emcee. “You’ve been voted the snobbish bitch of the group, not exactly Miss Congeniality. You have people watching, but you don’t want to know what they’re saying about you. So, if you want to improve your image, answer the question.”
The snobbish bitch stared at the camera for several seconds, her chest rising and falling as she huffed in anger. She hated having people talk about her behind her back and he was right, she didn’t want to know what was being said about her. “Paris,” she said finally. “I like the art and the food and just the whole aura. I speak French, you know.” She bit her lip as her claim sounded haughty to her. “I mean, I speak French and want to thank my teachers for helping me.”
“That might come in handy someday,” said the emcee though he doubted it. “What animal would you most like to be?”
Again she wrestled for a few seconds with how ludicrous it was to be answering questions like this while caged like an animal. “A tiger, because a tiger just rules. I think they’re pretty and fierce.”
“And, can you describe the taste of Jason’s cum in one word?”
“Warm,” she said. 
“Now that’s not a taste is it?” chided the emcee. 
“No, but she said salty already and that’s what it was. So can I say salty?”
“Salty it is,” he nodded and moved to the next cage. “BB, you’ll be happy to know we have plenty of fans cheering you on. Lots of viewers think your mommy should have blown Sam. Missing a meal isn’t good for a growing girl.”
“We’re not giving in to blackmail,” said BB proudly. 
Quick witted, the emcee said, “Yes, but you might give in to a white male. Look at it this way. Jason expects you to suck his monster cock and mommy can’t even do Sam’s cute little one? Doesn’t seem right. We understand there’s pride involved… a 30-year-old black woman going down on a 10-year-old white boy… but just how many meals can you miss?”
“We’re not eating until she does?” asked BB in surprise. 
“I can’t say I know exactly what’s on Jason’s mind,” he said. “I just know she could have earned lunch. Now, where’s your favorite vacation spot?”
“San Diego,” she said, ready for the question. “There was so much to do there and we did it all. The zoo is awesome.”
“And what animal would you want to be?”
“A killer whale like they have at Sea World, only in the wild, not in captivity.” She glanced at Lyla. “Tigers rule the jungle, but orcas rule the ocean.”
“I can’t ask you the third question yet. We’ll have to wait until you get the chance to make Jason happy, but I hear it’s warm and salty.” At the next cage, Farah was sitting in the back with her knees up. “Our viewers think you have a head start, Farah. You’re the only one to get his whole cock. Do you think you can keep your lead?”
“Like I have a choice,” said the defiant little girl. She didn’t approach him for the interview like the first three girls had. “Do I have fans? Guys, gag yourself with a spoon and see what it’s like.”
The emcee shook his head at her audacity. She was indeed building a fan base with her attitude, but it was going to get her in trouble with Jason. “Where’s your favorite vacation spot?”
“Sitting in a freaking dungeon waiting to be strapped to the front of my cage with my mouth jammed open and saying hello Mr. Cock.”
“Then you’re enjoying yourself,” smiled the emcee. “What animal would you like to be?” he asked with trepidation. 
“A 500 pound gorilla and then I’d rip open this cage and grab you by the balls.” She rose slowly and then sprang forward, her arm shooting between the bars so fast that the emcee barely avoided a demonstration of what she’d do if she got his balls in her little hand. “Damn it,” she said under her breath. Staying pressed against the bars with her arm extended, she said, “Want some candy, mister. Come a little closer. Want a piece of me? I just want a little piece of you.”
“We’re gonna have to paint a safety line on the floor,” he joked. “Cross this line at your own peril. So, in one word what does Jason’s cum taste like?”
“Yucky! Gross! Disgusting! Slimy shit! Too many words for you? How about this? It tastes like what you have for breakfast every day, you cocksucker!”
“You do give an interesting interview,” chuckled the emcee. Bypassing Robin’s and Heather’s cages, he got to Sam. “Cindy said she’s taking up a collection from the team to get $500 for a two week password, but it looks like you might lose your biggest fan if she can’t get the money.”
“Tell her I’m sorry,” said Sam. “I didn’t mean anything when I pretended to be a girl. When we started I never even thought about girls like that.”
“I think you just told her,” said the man with the mike. The interviews were taped and played back later to fill in the time when Jason was moving girls around or during meals. It was likely an apology that took a little spice away from the program would be cut, but Sam didn’t need to know that. “Still, there was the idea that you said she was hot enough to jack off over. Cindy had a special request and I think we might be ready for it. Are we ready, Master Dave?”
“Ready,” said their keeper. He positioned Carol sitting with her back to the front of the cage and her legs spread like she’d been both times she’d sucked off her son. Mother and son thought Cindy’s request was just another blowjob. “Cindy wants to see you play with yourself,” Master Dave told the boy. “Stand right in front of your mommy almost like she was going to suck you. Pull your panties to your knees and lift the front of your skirt so we all get a good view. She wants you to play with yourself while you look at your mommy instead of thinking about her.”
The femboy was in a near constant state of arousal with naked women and girls all around him. Dropping his panties and lifting his skirt, he displayed his hard little cock. He didn’t even realize that doing it for Cindy made it even more exciting. What he did know was that he wanted his mommy, a full blown Oedipus complex. It was no problem to stand in front of the beautiful and sexy woman and stroke his cock. 
“Cindy’s special request is for a facial,” said Dave. “To quote her, I want to see him do it all over Mrs. Edwards.”
As her son stroked his cock, Mrs. Edwards couldn’t believe what sweet little Cindy was asking for. The girl had it in for her. This wasn’t about embarrassing Sam; it was about embarrassing her. Her horny little son was eager for the opportunity. She was just a sex object to her own son. His eyes ran over her body as his hand rapidly slid up and down, driving him to his third mommy induced orgasm. She waited in suspense for a couple of minutes before his hand suddenly sped up to nearly a blur and a long, clear rope of boy cum spurted out and onto her face, trailing off between her tits. “Yes,” he moaned. “How’s that Cindy?” His hand kept going and he shot out more on her chin and chest. “For Cindy,” he panted as he let go of his cock and stepped back. 
Coated with Sam’s cum, Carol was shaken by the turn of events. Seven girls were learning to suck cock and she was learning to please her son and his girlfriend. From his last two words, it even seemed as if he was in league with Cindy. At least he wasn’t complaining as he did it for Cindy. There was even more than a little annoyance tickling her brain that she’d been left out of the credits. 
“Very nice,” said the emcee. He let the camera linger for ten seconds and then moved to the last cage. “Hi, Cheryl, so far you’ve been left alone. Wonder what Jason has in store for you.”
“I’m his special princess,” she said, repeating what Jason had told her. She just wasn’t sure what that meant. “I think he’s just going to be nice and he’s not going to make me touch his penis.”
“But don’t you want to win?”
“I don’t want to suck his penis,” she countered. “And if he doesn’t make me, then I’m not part of the game and if I don’t play, I can’t lose.”
The emcee followed that faulty logic and countered her with, “If you don’t play, you can’t win. The rules are the winner gets special parts in special movies and the losers, shall we say anyone who doesn’t win, will get fucked bad. So, if you’re not a winner, then you’re fucked bad.”
“That’s not how it works,” she argued. 
“Well, thankfully, you don’t make the rules,” he said, leaving her to think about it a little more. “Where is your favorite vacation spot?”
“I like going to Washington, you know, DC, the capitol. I like the museums. You can spend days there.”
“What animal would you be?”
“A butterfly floating on a breeze,” she said dreamily. Her voice and motions were serene and poetic, earning a few seconds of silence from the emcee. 
“You’d be a lovely butterfly,” he said. “I’ll have to wait to ask you the last question.”
“Cum tastes metallic,” she said. 
“What? You’ve tasted it?” 
“No, but I read about it and I know more words, I just couldn’t think of them. Prick, shlong, love stick…”
“A little late for that, Cheryl,” he laughed, cutting her off. Her vocabulary would have gone a long way toward convincing him she was a budding porn star already, but she wasn’t a quick thinker. “I take it you read a lot and not always what mommy wants.”
“I suppose,” she said, blushing. 
The emcee looked at his watch. He wore it with the face on the inside of his wrist so the girls couldn’t see it and tell how much time was passing. “Jason should be finished with Heather in a minute.” He wandered back to Farah’s cage and spoke to her mother. “Joanne, she must be quite a handful for directors, quite a little prima donna.”
“You just got off on the wrong foot,” said the woman. “She’s very good to work with, but she knows an asshole when she sees one. And she’s getting the best of you.”
“I’m just asking questions,” said the emcee. “She’s a clever girl and she’s giving interesting answers. It’s not a competition, though I will admit I’m keeping my distance.” He patted the family jewels. “As long as she doesn’t pull that shit on Jason…” He left the thought hanging. Though it was true, he didn’t want to come right out and say she could pull it on everybody else with no consequences. No sense in giving the other girls any ideas. He backed away as Master Cal brought Julia back to her cage. 
On Cal’s heels, Jason strode out and over to Cheryl’s cage. “Time for my special princess,” he said. He walked to the back of her cage and opened the door. As he had with a couple of the other girls, he held out his hand. “Come with daddy. I want to spend some time with you.” When she balked, he said, “The other seven girls need to be worried, but not you.” He looked toward the other cages, “I could change things and make one of them my special princess.”
Karen squatted down next to her daughter. “Go with him, sweetie. We don’t know what special princess means, but I do know the other choices aren’t good.”
The little Asian took daddy’s hand and, with a glance back at mommy, let him lead her off to a training room. Her room looked a lot like Heather’s room with a bed, chair, and warm colors. He pulled her hands behind her. “Just to keep you out of trouble, princess,” he said. “You don’t want to mess up your good deal.” He connected her wrists together with a six inch cord, giving her some range of motion while keeping her hands behind her back. “See, that’s nicer than I was to the other girls.”
Examining her minimal bondage, she knew he was right. It was still restricting, but she was six inches more special than the others. He put his hands around her waist and set her on the bed. As he climbed in next to her, she moved toward the far side, trapped between him and the wall. Naked in bed with the man was creepy, but he didn’t make any effort to close the distance between them. “We’re going to take a nap, princess,” he said. 
“I’m not a baby,” she said. “I don’t take naps.”
“It’s been a trying day, princess. I’m tired and I’m going to take a nap. All you need to do is lie quietly. If you sleep, fine. If you don’t, that’s fine, too. A big soft bed is better than the metal floor of your cage any day, right?”
“Yeah, sure,” she agreed, begrudgingly. She lay down, keeping an eye on him. Something fishy was going on. He settled in and closed his eyes. An hour later, he roused from his nap. She was still asleep, so he kissed her forehead and pulled the covers up over her. Quietly he crept to the door and unlocked it. Beside the door was a button with a sign that said, “Push for daddy.” He left and shut and locked the door. 
While Cheryl was napping with daddy, Master Abe pushed a platform into the hallway and centered it in front of Farah’s cage to give the occupants the best view of Karen’s punishment. Locking the wheels, he left it while he and Bob went for Karen. A sturdy six inch by six inch post rose up out of the platform, capped at three feet high by a slightly larger pedestal of polished oak. From the center of the pedestal, a six inch long, one inch diameter metal rod with a rounded end stuck straight up. 
As she realized they were coming for her, Karen pressed against the front of the cage. Abe, a bouncer by trade, opened the back door of her comfort zone and moved quickly to grab her arms and lay her flat on her stomach. “What is that thing? Please, don’t hurt me,” she begged. They clipped her wrists together and then Bob pulled a leather hood over her face and zipped it up the back. Then they unclipped her wrists and clipped them to the top of her hood, stood her up, and walked her out to stand by the pedestal. Like a magician showing the audience the ball he held wasn’t a trick, Bob walked up and down the line of cages, and then shoved the ball into Karen’s mouth and zipped up the slit over her mouth. She was left with a slit under her nose for breathing and two holes full of frightened eyes. 
The two big men lifted her up and moved her over the pedestal, aligning her asshole with the greased rod and let her slide down it with a muffled squeal and wide eyes. The emcee moved in. Looking at the camera and right into his viewers eyes, he said, “Don’t you wish you could do that to the lying bitch in your lives? Six inches of cold hard steel up her ass and not slowly either. And they used the small one because she’s a petite woman. Perched on her little pedestal and everybody knows she’s getting it in the ass, but they’re not finished. Let’s see what more she gets.”
As the camera turned back to the humiliated woman, Abe put toe cuffs on her big toes, trapping them together and forcing her knees wide. As Bob teased her nipples to hardness, Abe ran a cord through a small ring on the toe cuffs and then lifted her feet up to just below the pedestal level.  Bob took the ends of the cord and tied them to each nipple. As Abe slowly released her feet, Karen discovered she had to hold them up on her own or rip her nipples right off. 
“One more thing before they’re done, but let’s take a closer look at Karen Lee enjoying her moment in the spotlight before the finishing touch. A few of her neighbors are logged in to watch this mother of three being tortured for lying. There she sits with her hands on her head, flashing her tits to the world. Check out her pussy. Could she spread it any wider? Lots of pink there. She can’t forget it, but just a reminder to our viewers that she’s balancing on the pedestal with six inches of steel straight up her little Asian ass. And, of course, yanking her little nipples. That’s gotta be quite a strain on her legs. Let’s take a few seconds to just look in her eyes.” 
As the camera moved in close and zoomed in on her eyes, the emcee taunted her. “What do those eyes say to you, viewers? Damn, I’m sorry I lied. Holy shit, does this hurt. I am so fucked. Maybe all of those, but I’ll bet they don’t say, hope you’re enjoying the show because I love being an international poster child for lying. Now, do you think she’s aroused by having tens of thousands of guys enjoying her? Stand by because the final touch is…” Bob held up a two pronged vibrator, “… forced orgasms.”
As Bob worked the long prong of the vibrator into Karen’s surprisingly moist love tunnel, she complained by grunting and shaking her head. Once it was seated, he made sure the slender prong pressed against her clit. Then he turned it on. “Uhhhhhhhnnnngggg,” she moaned as the stimulation shot through her pussy and clit. 
“That sounds promising, doesn’t it, folks? The question is not if she’ll cum, but how many times. All three holes plugged. She’s gotta be having the time of her life. We’ve got one viewer from her neighborhood, Craig.” 
Her head jerked to look at the emcee, “Uh uh,” she grunted. 
“Yes, Craig is 16-years-old and lives next door,” he continued. “The Lee’s have three kids, 10, 7, and 5, and Craig is… get this… the babysitter. Been doing it for two years now. He says Mrs. Lee will do anything for her kids. So, I’m sure he’s not surprised she lied about Cheryl’s past. He’s also said he’d love to fuck you, Karen. Now Craig, this next one doesn’t quite make sense. His last post said you’re nice and we shouldn’t hurt you, but he just came. Which is it, Craig? We shouldn’t or we should? Don’t do it, but thanks? She’s a nice lady, but she’s so hot when she’s got steel up her ass, a vibrator in her pussy, and stretched out nipples?” 
He turned to Bob, obvious surprise in his voice, “What? Already?” Then back to the camera. “Bob’s in charge of counting her orgasms and he says she’s about to have her first one, so I’ll be quiet and let’s watch close.”
The camera zoomed in on the frantic nice lady. “Oh away. Oan ah,” she said as loud as the gag allowed her. “Ennhhhh, ennnhhhh, aahhhhh.” Her breath came in quick little pants through her noise, amplified by the silence, high quality mikes, and good acoustics. “Oooooooooo,” she wailed as her feet waved and her tits bounced. 
“And she’s a noisy one,” chuckled the emcee. “Won’t have any problem knowing when she cums. That was a lot quicker than any of us expected, so how about it viewers… send in your opinions. What trips Mrs. Lee’s trigger? Steel, Craig, pain… hmmm, do we have a masochist in our midst… or a combination of all those summed up in one word... humiliation… or is it you, all our viewers? Is she an exhibitionist? And how many orgasms will she have?” He glanced at his watch. “She’s gonna be there at least half an hour, so take your guess, how many forced orgasms in the next 30 minutes?”
“Keep the camera on her,” he said and went to Claudia. “What do you think trips her trigger?”
“I think anybody with that vibrator going would cum until you stopped it,” she said. 
“Of course,” said the emcee. “That’s not the question. She came so quick that something had to get her turned on. What was it?”
“That looks horribly humiliating,” said Claudia, “so I’m voting for that. And you’re rubbing it in.”
“How many forced orgasms?”
“I don’t know, 20 I guess. That first one was less than a minute, I think.”
“Seemed like that,” he moved down. “Same questions, Irene, what’s her fetish and how many times?”
“You are so cruel,” said Lyla’s mother. “Humiliation and 14.”
He went down the line, getting four votes for humiliation, two for pain, and one for “cold hard steel up her ass.” That vote came from Farah, who blurted it out before Joanne could and then Joanne stuck with the answer. The group predicted between 5 and 30 orgasms. By the time he’d complete the survey, Karen had cum three more times. 
“Our viewers have voted overwhelmingly for humiliation, too,” the emcee announced. “The good thing about humiliation is that she’s probably humiliated to be cumming wildly against her will and that only makes her cum more.” Whispering into the mike so Karen wouldn’t hear, he said, “You know what? I’m betting she’s forgotten all about Cheryl and what daddy is doing with her.”
Moving back close to Karen, he said, “Let’s ask Mrs. Lee her opinion. Remembering you’re being punished for lying, Karen, answer some questions truthfully for us. Karen? Karen! Earth to Karen!”
“Wwooooowwwwww,” squealed the petite woman as she logged her fifth orgasm, fourth for the designated half hour.
“You with us, Karen?” Her eyes focused on him and she nodded slightly. She’d managed to hook the cuff on her big toes on the edge of the pedestal. It eased the strain on her nipples, but opened her pussy even wider. “You’re a wild woman, Karen,” he said. “Are you excited because Craig is watching?” She nodded. “Because it hurts so much?” She shook her head no. “Because tens of thousands of…” She nodded before he finished. 
“Can hop,” she yelled at him. 
“What’s that?” he looked around at the other men. 
Master Dave took a guess. “Only thing that makes sense is she said, can’t stop.” 
“Weeeeooooooooo,” squealed Karen. “Aahhhhhh.” The orgasm knocked her toe ring clear and she brought it back up to the edge of the pedestal. She nodded her head.
“Well, that’s the plan, Karen,” said the emcee. “You can’t stop because we won’t let you. Are you having a good time?”
She vehemently shook her head no.
“You’re incredibly turned on because you can’t stop?” he took a guess. She nodded her head. “You’re turned on because we’re forcing you?” Again she nodded. That was it. Taken down in her cage took her breath away. Masked and gagged felt like a very forbidden fantasy. Six inches of steel hurt, but she couldn’t stop them. After that, each new humiliation built on the next and here she was being forced to display her naked and tortured body with an audience enjoying it and the damn insidious vibrator made her lose all control. She thought about strong hands carrying her and setting her here. She thought about being helpless to hide everything from the babysitter. She thought about the emcee taunting her. Her eyes followed the camera, knowing she couldn’t hide. She thought about things they hadn’t done. She couldn’t ask for them or it wouldn’t be as exciting. Slide me up and down the pole in my ass. Tie me up and leave me helpless for Craig. Whip me. Hurt me! I can’t stop them from anything! Oh, sweet abuse.
She couldn’t control her runaway thoughts, but despite appearances, she was trying to fight the multiple orgasms. An orgasm was such a private event and now she was sharing each one with everyone. Everyone! So many men watching! She came again just thinking about cumming. The growing pain in her rectum reminded her of how casually she was impaled in a place nothing had ever been before. How rude. How wrong. How could they? With a mental picture of herself being lowered on the rod, she came again. Can’t get up and off the pedestal. Just sitting here for their enjoyment. And just because I lied. Who hasn’t lied? This is so unjust. Her feet slipped off the pedestal and she brought them back in a tremendous orgasm. 
Hearing her name again, she wanted to ignore the emcee, but her mind wouldn’t let her. What if it was more humiliation? “Craig says he’s in your house and watching on your computer. He has a pair of your panties… hmmm, soiled or clean?... going through your stuff while he waits for Kristen and Mike. Yeah, you heard me right. He’s babysitting the kids when they get home from school.” He paused while she went off on another orgasm. When she tuned back in, he said, “Craig has a pair of Cheryl’s panties and Kristen’s, she’s 7, right? Now here’s the kicker. He’s not sure if he can turn this off when they come through the door. He’s having too much fun!”
For a moment she was lucid enough to try to respond. Turn it off, she pleaded. Don’t let them see this. Take care of my kids. Garbled as it was, the emcee didn’t ask Master Dave for an interpretation. Using his imagination, he said, “She says that’s so hot. Leave it on for them. Fuck Kristen in the ass. There you go, Craig, I guess Mrs. Lee has learned the joys of anal and wants you to show Kristen.” Karen shook her head, trying to contradict the liar. Ironically she was being punished for lying, but it was OK for him. She fought hard to not cum from the sheer frustration of that irony. 
“Oops, she wasn’t finished, Craig. Definitely fuck Kristen’s ass and then have Kristen suck Mike’s cock. And yours. Send pictures. Mrs. Lee wants to see the pictures,” said the emcee. He didn’t expect the boy to actually do it, but it was no problem for him if Craig went that far. They wouldn’t know unless he sent pictures. If the babysitter was foolish and horny enough to do all that and then got caught, Craig deserved the consequences, but he and the show were still untraceable. Meanwhile, Karen went bye-bye again. 
“Twenty three orgasms,” said the emcee after half an hour. “We’re gonna have to wrap this up. Jason will be back soon and we don’t want Cheryl to know what happened to mommy.” Abe and Bob freed Karen in reverse order and got her back to her cage before Jason came back. 
“The punishment got done?” Jason asked as he walked in, refreshed by his nap. He got a nod from Abe. Standing roughly where Karen had just been humiliated, he said, “Any of you going to lie to me? That goes for smart mouths, back talk, and copping an attitude.” He walked up to Farah specifically. “What kind of animal do you want to be, princess?” he asked. 
The little girl felt a chill as she realized her words had gone straight to daddy. Very sweetly, she said, “I’d like to be a large mouth bass, daddy.” Then for four very long seconds, she thought she might be in trouble for that. 
She answered politely and respectfully, even calling him daddy, but Jason knew her choice of animal was sarcastic. He considered punishing her, but then he smiled and said, “That’s good because you will be, princess, at least once every day for the next two weeks.” 
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 6
(bdsm, oral, humil, pedo, inc)
It was late afternoon when Jason went back to Robin’s room where she was anxiously waiting for pee. Not that she wanted more, but after Heather’s visit she expected more. During the hours she’d had to think, she wondered why adults kept sex such a big secret. There was this big deal about Santa Claus and she could still remember the consternation of discovering it was a lie. Like it was a big joke on all the kids. Now she’d decided that sex was the same thing. It was a big secret. The joke on the kids was that adults said it was bad, but it really wasn’t. All the adults did it, even sucking cocks. Mommy said so. She sucked her real daddy’s cock and never drank pee, but mommy sat up there and poured it down the tube like it was lemonade. Even knowing mommy couldn’t help it didn’t make it better. Ironically, she didn’t hold a grudge against Heather. She could understand another girl her age being too scared to defy Jason, but her mommy was her mommy… supposed to protect her.
Her mind went in tangents related by her prepubescent logic. Adults did so much that kids weren’t allowed, like driving, drinking, having kids, and owning things. She could understand why kids didn’t do those things. Heck, she couldn’t even see over the dashboard so driving was out. But what did it take to have sex? She wasn’t missing anything. She even almost had tits. 
So what if Daddy was going to make her have sex? Mommy made her clean her room and that made her feel like a slave sometimes. And while cleaning wasn’t fun, sex was at least different… like an adventure. She was certain it would even be fun… well, almost certain. Santa Claus was creepy in his big red suit, fake laugh, and sitting kids on his lap. Daddy certainly wasn’t creepier than that. He wasn’t hiding anything under a big red suit. For poor Robin, drinking pee was terrible and hours of solitude gave her time to rationalize the alternative. 
“I’ve got a couple more of the girls who need to pee,” Jason told her, squatting down to peer into her cage. “Do you want me to bring them in or do you want to suck my cock?” As she struggled to make herself understood, he said, “OK, don’t hurt yourself, princess. I understood the first time.”
The intimidating predator freed Robin’s wrists and ankles and then took off the ring gag. “Come out here and kneel down, princess,” he told his prey. “Do you know anything about sucking a cock?”
“No, daddy, but I want to learn. I can do it,” she said. 
He raised an eyebrow at her eagerness to learn. Forced to come up with eight approaches, this had been his last idea and he wasn’t sure how well it would work. “Pretty self-explanatory,” he told her. “You open wide, keep your teeth away from my cock, and suck on it while moving it in and out of your pretty mouth. The goal is to get it all the way in your mouth and down your throat. Don’t say that’s impossible because Farah did it today. All I want from you today is to suck on as much of it as you can.”
“Yes, daddy,” she nodded. She was right! It was so easy that even a 10-year-old could do it. Farah had done it already! If Farah could do it, then so could she. 
“Take it in your hand and just lick it at first, princess. Get used to the feel and the taste.” His cock was semi-erect, just needing the attention of a 10-year-old, especially a pretty blond, to bring it to its full glory. 
With a shiver of anticipation, she took his cock in her hand. Poised actress that she was, she ignored the cameraman as he moved close. She did just what he wanted, licking the underside with long strokes of her tongue like licking a popsicle. At his direction, she licked the tip and made a little face as she harvested his precum. When he told her it was better than pee, she smiled in agreement. Given the choice between the two, and he had given her a choice, she’d choose his cum. 
Lured on by his instruction, she soon was sucking on the head of his cock. There was certainly a feeling of naughty, gross, and disgust, but there was also a sense of accomplishment as she did something she knew only big girls did. Now that it was in her mouth though, she wondered just how Farah had gotten in all the way in. Her head bobbed up and down, but every time she went too far, she gagged. Dang! It wasn’t like a magical thing that her gag reflex was willing to allow passage. 
It was definitely erotic to watch the little girl trying to force his cock into her throat. He watched the slender blond on a mission for a couple of minutes. Her hand slipped up and down his cock in a natural motion as she tried to get more than three inches in her mouth. How arousing it was to know that she wanted it. Yet, her effort was in fits and starts… trying to get it all the way in and then pulling back to examine it like she could learn divine a secret with her eyes… trying again, bobbing her head up and down to experiment with the head of his cock at different angles… opening wide and trying brute force. 
“Don’t hurt yourself, princess,” he said again. “Just take enough to be comfortable. Use your hand to stroke the lower part. We’ll work on getting it all the way in over the next few days. You’re doing fantastic. You’re the best so far.” Her hand started stroking his cock and she looked up in delight. Silent, her eyes spoke for her. Really? I’m doing good? You like this? I’m the best? “Just like that, princess,” he said. “Now suck on as much as you can.” From her reaction he decided he had to tell them all they were the best, but she really was the best so far, just because she was so eager. 
Once he got her settled down in a rhythm, her mouth and hand working together, Jason felt his cum rising. She’d been such a tease as she tried so hard to get more cock in her mouth that it took just a couple of minutes to bring him to the edge. Normally for a novice like her, he’d take the control stick and jack himself off into her mouth, but she was doing a fantastic job. “A little tighter,” he said. “Yeah, princess, that’s good. Now, a little faster.” Big blue eyes looked up at him for approval and he smiled. “Perfect. Remember the taste of my precum? More is on the way. Lots more. Suck it into your mouth. Don’t stop until I say. God, yes, princess, you’re the best.” He grunted and unloaded into her willing mouth. 
Unsuspecting, she sucked and stroked his cum in for a second and then pulled back in surprise. It was so much! Her hand kept going because he said so even though it looked like he was in pain. When he gasped, “Oh yeah!” she knew she was doing it right. More of his cum came out and onto her face and chest. She couldn’t help it. Her mouth was full. The smell and the taste were funky, but still better than pee. Finally, he said she could stop. As she let go, she looked at her hand, covered in his cum. How messy! Dang, it was fun! Mud pies and jello fights came to mind. This was adult mud pies! 
“Open your mouth, princess,” said Jason. She opened and cum leaked out. “Oops, don’t let it get away. Just show me. You are the absolute best, princess. Look at that! Now swallow it.” She closed and swallowed. “Open again. Sweet, it’s all gone. Now that’s a good cock sucking. And you know what? There’s nothing hotter than a 10-year-old blond covered in cum.” He knelt down in front of her and massaged the cum into her chest as an excuse to fondle her small tits. He could feel her heart beating rapidly in her chest. Then he wiped his cum off her face and fed her. Finally he let her lick her fingers clean. 
“You liked that,” he said, barely concealing his surprise. 
She cautiously answered, “It wasn’t like I expected. Mommy said sex was bad. She sounded sorta… ummm… mad… disgusted I guess when the emcee got her to say she sucked daddy… my real daddy. I don’t get it.”
“Don’t get what, princess?” asked Jason. “Don’t get why mommy says it’s bad, but does it anyway?”
“Not exactly,” she said. “I get why she does it. I don’t get why everybody says kids shouldn’t.”
“Yeah, I agree. Kids are better at it than adults,” said the pervert. They weren’t better, but they were more desirable to him. If only they stayed 10 forever, he might not have to keep getting new ones.
“I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t think boys are any good at it.” At least she thought Jason was better. He showed her how to do it right. 
It wasn’t part of the plan, but Jason spontaneously bent down and kissed Robin, pushing his tongue into her reluctant mouth. In seconds she relaxed and returned the kiss. There was still a slight tang from his cum, but it wasn’t the first time he’d had a second hand taste and it was overpowered by the joy of seduction. Then he laid her back and licked the 10-year-old to the first orgasm of her life. It was a big break from the plan, but he wanted to reward her for her eagerness. Besides, she was blond and blue-eyed. One of his favorites. 
“Don’t tell anyone that I said you’re the best or that I ate your pussy,” he told her firmly. “Don’t want the other girls to know I’ve picked a favorite.” 
“Am I winning?” she asked. 
“Let’s just say you’re ahead,” he told her. “I’ll decide the winner on the last day. Now wait here.” He left the room and sent Master Cal to get Robin and take her back to her cage. 
“Cheryl’s ready,” said Cal. “Buzzed half an hour ago. I gave her milk and cookies and told her you’d be there when you could.”
“OK, good,” said Jason. He hated to leave her alone for that long, but he had a fast pace to keep. 
Going in to see his special princess, he found she’d finished her snack and was sitting on the bed waiting for him. There was no cameraman to intrude on Cheryl’s training sessions. The two fixed cameras in the room sufficed to capture his seduction. “And you said you didn’t need a nap,” he smiled. “Did you enjoy the milk and cookies?” 
“I guess I was tired,” she admitted. “You left me.”
“I let you sleep, princess,” he said. “I kissed you and tucked you in and let your sleep. I had Master Cal take care of you when you woke up. Nobody else got milk and cookies.”
“They were good, daddy,” she said politely. “Thank you.”
He sat on the bed next to her, leaving a few inches between them. “I want you to know something, but you can’t tell the others, understand?”
“Yes, daddy, I can keep a secret,” she said. “What?”
“The emcee keeps saying I like girls with long blond hair and blue eyes. That’s really to throw everybody off. My real favorite is pretty Japanese girls. I love your dark eyes and long dark hair, so silky.” He ran his fingers through her hair, brushing it back over her shoulder. “I love the color of your skin. I like Japanese girls, but you’re the prettiest one I’ve ever seen. That’s why I picked you to be my special princess.” It was all a lie, but it was part of treating her like his special princess. “I made sure they only picked one Oriental girl to be on the show so I wouldn’t have two favorites.” His hand lightly stroked her back. 
She ate up the lie, basking in his compliments and letting him touch her in a safe place. He was giving her so many special privileges that it had to be true. She’d seen what happened to most of the other girls and knew she was special. No way was she going to rock the boat. 
“When somebody loves somebody, they do special things for them,” he said softly. “Things like give them a soft bed and a yummy snack.”
“If you love somebody, set them free,” she said. “If they love you, they’ll come back.”
“Yes, I’ve heard that before,” said Jason, annoyed at the interruption. “I can’t set you free. I can’t even leave the dungeon, so I’m not free. I’m in charge of all of you, but there’s somebody in charge of me. All I can do is protect you and treat you nice. And I can help you win. Would you like to win?”
“I don’t want to lose, daddy,” she said. “I don’t want to suck you, either.”
“Has to be one or the other. If you don’t suck, you lose. Now here’s another secret. What they said about me killing girls is just to make everybody afraid of me. After this is over, the winner goes on to make porno flicks. The runner up goes home with me. I’d like that to be you, but you have to come in second. I don’t know what happens to all the other girls except that they’re really fucked, but if you come with me, you’ll be safe.”
“I just wanna go home,” she said. “Not with you,” she added despite her resolve not to rock the boat.  
“There’s just three choices, princess,” he explained patiently. “You win, you make movies. You come in second, you stay with me. Everybody else disappears. Nobody gets to go back home.”

She digested that bit of information. He didn’t seem as mean as they made him out to be. His concern for her sounded sincere. She’d heard stories about girls “disappearing” and they didn’t end well usually. It wasn’t much of a stretch for her young mind to accept that she might have an ally on the inside. As they talked she gradually relaxed. “You really never killed anybody?”
“No, of course not, princess,” he said. Used to manipulating girls he was an excellent liar. 
“You like Japanese girls? What do you do with them? How many others are there?” she probed. 
“I think Japanese girls are the prettiest, but I’ve never really had one live with me. I just look at them at the mall or on the street. I wouldn’t ever take one or hurt one. You’d be the first. I’d take care of you and then when you’re old enough, I’d set you free and see if you came back.”
Cheryl thought about the last beauty contest she’d been in. Modeling and beauty contests were a part of her mommy’s plan to get her a starring role. She was certain the contest had been fixed because one of the girls had been cozy with one of the judges. She’d seen juicy parts go to girls with less talent and didn’t know why. This wasn’t a beauty contest or a juicy part. This was her life. It was her turn to use a connection to the judge to get what she wanted. There was one final complication, “What about my mommy?”
“Come here,” he said, picking her up in his arms. Surprised, she stiffened, but didn’t resist. He carried her to the chair and sat with her in his lap. Cradling her against his chest, he caressed her arms and legs with light touches. “Just relax. I’m not going to hurt you,” he assured her. He continued to caress her in safe places. “You’re a good girl to care about mommy.” He took his time answering her question, taking a minute to earn her trust and get her to relax. “Of course she comes with us. That’s why she’s mommy, I’m daddy, and you’re our princess. We stay together. Only I’ll have to lock mommy in a nice room until she understands we need her.”
“Yeah, she wouldn’t understand,” agreed the little girl. The skin to skin contact was disturbing for her, but they both tried to ignore it. She knew he could take advantage of her, but his hands felt nice as they stayed in safe places; he was so considerate of her nudity.
“She’ll probably be upset that you’re my special princess, the woman I love, but she’ll get over it.” As he said that, his hand slid down her arm to take her hand. “Could I kiss you, princess?”
“What? Why?” she asked as he surprised her by upping the ante. “I mean… you mean like on the lips?”
He kissed her forehead. “That’s what I mean. On the lips like you’re my special princess.”
Special princess! That’s what he means by special? I’m the woman he loves? Kiss me on the lips? It took her a couple of seconds to digest that along with everything else. She obviously had no feelings for him and a kiss was out of the question except… a plan clicked in her head. She could use him. He’d get her second place and out of here. Mommy was going to be locked up, but not her. As his special princess, she’d have freedom. All it would take was a phone call or going to the store or going to the house next door and then she’d get to go home. She could play the part until then. 
Don’t sound too eager, she told herself. You’re surprised. “I dunno. I guess that’s OK,” she said tentatively. “You’re gonna take care of me, right?”
“Right,” he said and leaned her back. His free hand rested on her bare tummy as he put his lips to hers and coaxed her mouth open. 
“Ummff,” she grunted and turned her head. “What are you doing?” It’s a screen kiss, not a real kiss, she reminded herself. Not too fast, but you gotta kiss the perv. 
“Kissing you like you’re the woman I love,” he said. “Just open your mouth and you’ll see.” The little darling parted her lips slightly and this time he pushed his tongue into her mouth. She stiffened in his arms and then relaxed. 
As he pulled away, she said, “That felt funny, but nice. I thought it would be yucky… but it wasn’t,” she hastily added. His hand was a little higher, tracing circles around a small brown nipple. Two weeks, she told herself. Two weeks shared with seven other girls. Two hours a day tops. 
“Definitely not yucky,” he agreed. “Now I want to do something very special and I’m not asking. I’m not asking because you’ll think it’s yucky and might try to stop me, but it will really make you feel good and I want to make you feel good.”
That was clear enough for her. More than once mommy made her do something “for her own good” and then she decided she liked it. Naked with a perv made it feel very different, but he’d made the point that he wasn’t asking. Now was not the time to argue. “Yucky, but feels good?” she asked skeptically. “I guess that’s how the kiss was.”
With her in his arms, he stood and carried her to the bed. She was light as a feather and he set her down as if she’d floated from the sky. Spreading her legs, he kissed her between the legs and ran his tongue through her slit. Yeah, she agreed it was yucky and she wouldn’t say yes if he asked. For heck’s sake, she peed from down there. He seemed to like it more than she did. More correctly, he seemed to like it’ she didn’t. She didn’t even know how to act like she liked it. She watched curiously as he acted like she was candy. Then he hit a special spot on his special princess and she felt a funny feeling, a tingling throb or a throbbing tingle. Like something was alive down there, but it was something that was part of her. She shifted her hips and spread her legs wider, trying to get a better look. 
“You taste good, princess,” he said as she eyed him with what looked like suspicion. “This is what men do to make women feel good.” Peeling back her outer lips, he stiffened his tongue to seek out and tease her baby clit. She blossomed wonderfully for him. 
It sure looked disgusting to her, but she had to admit the tingling felt pretty good. It wasn’t like any other good feeling she’d ever had. She was used to good things, like a back rub or dark chocolate, fading over time, but this was growing. After a couple of minutes, she noticed her breathing was faster, like she’d been running or like she was way too excited. Yeah, that was it… like about to go on stage, all fluttery and wound up. And winding up more. She felt sexy and then he slipped his hand from her cunny to her bottom and lifted her up. Gawd, how embarrassing that looked to be lifted so her cunny was like the center of everything. Yet, it was so right, too, because her cunny was the center of everything. His tongue picked up speed and pressure on that special spot. She wanted to reach down and touch it herself. Thinking about that, she suddenly felt the tingle spread like applause rippling from one person to the entire audience. “Ohhhh, wow,” she gasped as wonderful electricity lit her on fire. How embarrassing it was to buck and squirm, unable to control herself. He kept licking and she kept cumming long enough to wonder when and if it would end. Then the fire snuffed out slower than it spread. She was looking down at his smiling face as the distant exploded bits of her coalesced into her tummy. A phrase her mommy said after eating all her food or after daddy kissed her came to mind. “I hated that,” she said with a soft sigh and a shiver. 
“Yeah, I could tell,” he said… just what daddy said to mommy when she jokingly said she hated the meal she’d obviously just enjoyed completely. He crawled up next to her and put an arm under and around her. She didn’t know what to do or how to respond as his hand got familiar with every inch of her body. It was like now that he’d made her feel good, she was his. 
They lay like that for several minutes and then he said. “You just had an orgasm, princess. Men make women feel good by licking their pussy. Women make men feel the same by sucking their cock.” 
Thus reminded, she looked down at the tent pole rising between his legs. “My… umm… pussy,” she used the vulgar term reluctantly, “isn’t as big as your cock, daddy.” 
He laughed as she rejected his comparison with an innocent observation. “I guess not,” he said, giving her that point. “But I licked all of yours and you only need to do part of mine. Or,” he added quickly, getting her attention, “you don’t have to do it at all today. Princess, you don’t ever have to do it, but then we can’t be together after this.”
Act two, scene one, she thought. Little Japanese girl sucks big sucker’s cock. Cock sucking a sucker’s cock. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t,” she said. She rolled toward him and pushed herself up. Kneeling beside his hip, she put her hands around it. “Looks like… I dunno, doesn’t look like part of you almost,” she said. “It’s so big.”
The dominant man had two favorite positions for his cocksuckers. One was kneeling in front of him. The other was with her on her back and him thrusting down into her face. For this first time at least, he was willing to let her have the top position. Like he had with all the girls, he coached her on how to begin, what to do, and what to expect in the end. Kneeling over him, she stroked him with both hands, only sucking on the crown of his massive member. It was all new to her so she was acting and exploring as she went. She thought the director of act two, scene one was deficient, not giving her enough direction and motivation, but as she stroked and sucked she discovered his sounds and his actions were direction in themselves. They told her he felt like she’d just felt and they showed her what to do next. He’d started slow and finished fast and so that’s what she did. When he erupted in cum, it was like a fountain into her mouth. She jerked up and it hit her in the chin before she dodged to the side. Still stroking, she watched it shoot up and land on his stomach, his cock, and her hands. Oh shit! She looked at the mess. He’d said to catch it in her mouth and swallow it. There was still cum bubbling out as she bent down and sucked on the tip of his cock again. Then he was finished and she swallowed. 
“Surprised, princess?” he said, fighting down his annoyance. She’d screwed up the finale. He wanted his cum in her tummy. It was part his whole ritual. “That’s OK. Next time you can get it in your mouth. Now you can lick your fingers clean.”
She discovered that act two, scene two was cleaning up the perv’s cum. All the girls had said it was salty. Farah was more accurate with gross and yucky. Nobody mentioned the metallic tang that came with it. She decided her one word was ‘different’. It was different than anything she’d ever tasted. Another word came to mind. Bearable. Yeah, that was better. She was going to do this more and the taste was bearable. Being touched, kissed, and licked, sucking his cock, and swallowing his cum were all bearable steps toward her escape. She cleaned him up good and then he personally took her back to her cage. 
By dinner, the basics of each girl’s day had spread down the line of cages. Katrina sucked to save her mommy. Lyla to save herself. BB was hungry. Farah… well, they’d all seen Farah do it. Robin had to suck cock or drink pee. Heather did it after mommy demonstrated. Sam did six blowjobs. Cheryl said, “I did it because I wanted to.” The other seven thought that defined the term ‘sucking up’.  
Dinner was bowls of savory beef stew and water. Seven cages got dinner and Jason asked again if Katherine wanted to suck off Sam in exchange for dinner. “I’m not that desperate yet,” she said, her stomach rumbling. BB wasn’t complaining, but her stomach was growling about its emptiness. They’d had a light breakfast before going on stage and nothing since. “But, I can imagine getting that desperate. I get the message. You can starve us for days, so I’ll do it.” 
“Good choice,” said Jason. He went through the process of pushing the pair forward and clipping together Katherine’s cuffs so she was hogtied. He also hogtied BB so she wouldn’t try anything when he opened the cage. He carried mommy out and set her in the center of the hallway. The end cages might have a hard time watching, but she was guaranteed that at least Farah, Robin, and their mothers had a good view, not to mention the cameraman right beside her. 
While Jason went to get Sam, the emcee couldn’t resist. “What make this the hardest? That Sam is 10, that Sam is white, or that BB has a damn good view?”
The proud woman glared at him. “That I have to do it for dinner.”
“I suppose it is pretty hard to have everyone eating except you and BB,” he agreed. “But I’ll tell you that ever since Jason mentioned it at lunchtime, there have been quite a few people eager to see this. It’s pretty much a tie in the polls between Sam being 10, him being white, and BB with a close up view.” He backed away as Jason brought Sam up. 
As the boy dropped his panties and lifted his skirt, Katherine looked up at his face. The hardest part was that he was smiling. Jason freed her wrists from her ankles so she wasn’t arched backwards. It still left her with her hands behind her back as she leaned forward and sucked on the slender white cock. “There you have it, viewers,” said the emcee. “Nigger woman on her knees in front of a white boy earning her dinner just like back on the plantation.”
She stopped for a few seconds, her face hot with anger and humiliation. For a brief moment, everyone wondered if his words alone were too much for the woman. A tear ran down her cheek and then she took his cock back in her mouth, sucking him off for her dinner. If it wasn’t for BB, she might have stopped. She could be damn hungry before she did this for herself. His hips thrust forward and she sucked, letting him do most of the work. As his climax approached, he grabbed her head and fucked her face hard and fast. When he came in her mouth, she was a captive mouth for him, unable to pull back. 
“If you want dinner, swallow it,” said Jason. Enough seeped out the corners of her mouth to show she had a mouthful of white boy cum. When she was sure Sam was finished, she swallowed, blushing hotly. 
While Sam was getting his blowjob, Master Dave gagged BB with a big black ball that strapped around her head and locked in place. From the outside she had a black leather patch over her mouth, but the camera cut to Dave and BB long enough so they could watch her being well gagged. 
“Did you enjoy that, Sam?” asked the emcee. 
The big smile on the boy’s face made the question superfluous. “You bet,” he said.
“What was the best part? That she’s black, that she’s an older woman, or that BB is right there watching?”
“That BB watched,” said Sam. “I like doing my mommy because she’s my mommy. I’d like to do any of the moms with their daughters watching.” Jason tugged him away and put him in his cage. 
When he came back, he put Katherine in her cage and freed her. The mother noticed her daughter was gagged, assuming it was to keep her quiet during the blowjob. Dave pushed a bowl of beef stew through the small door in the front of the cage. “What about BB? She needs that gag out and a bowl of food.”
“I said you could earn your dinner by blowing Sam. She has to suck me for her dinner,” he said with an evil grin. He’d been deliberately vague, taking advantage of you as a singular and plural pronoun. He’d said ‘you’ and meant Katherine, but she heard ‘you’ and thought both of them. 
“No!” she snapped. “You said both of us. I did that for both of us. She needs her dinner!”
“She can earn hers by sucking my cock,” he insisted. 
“You asshole!” yelled Katherine. “You know I did that for her. You know I thought it was for her.”
“M2,” said Jason to his helpers.
“M2? What’s that?” she said, her anger and confidence suddenly gone as Abe and Bob perked up and quickly left the room.
“It’s for very slow learners,” snarled Jason. “She…” he pointed down the line roughly at Julia, “… and her daughter got strung up on their toes for a few hours for threatening me and she…” he waved farther to indicate Karen, “… got skewered on a steel rod for lying. After all that, you can call me an asshole? I am not fucking around here. You 16 bitches will learn to behave or you’ll be so sore it’ll hurt to breathe. Now, let’s get this clear! There’s only one mommy here that I really need. The other seven can be ground up for dog food for all I care.”
He stepped right in front of Katherine and her blood ran cold. He’d just called seven of the moms expendable and she was sure she was one of the seven. His voice was icy calm as he said, “Your punishment will be for a designated time. I will double it unless you do exactly what I say now. Get down on your knees right here. Up close.”
She knelt down, wondering where the breaking point would be. Kneeling wasn’t it. She’d do that, but what else did plan to do to put her in her place. He told her to say she was sorry, daddy. “I’m sorry, daddy,” she said, swallowing her pride. 
“Slide the food back out to me.” When he opened the little door, she slid it back out untouched. “Now you and you alone will get to eat for a price. You can choose to get the food back or choose to double your punishment, understand?”
“Yes, daddy,” she said. Her hunger was no longer important, but she didn’t want to double whatever M2 was. Behind Jason, Masters Abe and Bob brought some metal stands in. Her eyes flicked to them and then back to daddy. 
“I want you to say, Yes, masser, this nigger know’d she was wrong an’ wants moe what boy cock.”
 She struggled with her pride. What was M2 and for how long? Minutes? Hours? What would double the time be like? She figured that M2 was meant to punish and double would be excruciating. The full meaning of being caged and at his mercy (which he clearly had none of) settled in. “Yes, masser, this… nigger know’d she was wrong an’ wants… moe what boy cock.”
“Good nigger,” he said. “Now Master Dave, open her cage. When he does that, you will walk to the center of the hall and kneel down. If you’re stupid enough to make a break with four men in the room, then I’ll double your punishment.” 
She couldn’t meet the eyes of her daughter or any of the other captives as she walked freely into position and knelt. He cuffed her hands behind her and told her what to say now and each time she faced another cock. Her eyes widened in surprise. The words he told her to say didn’t bother her now that she’d demeaned herself beyond anything she’d ever expected. But he’d implied multiple cocks. How many cocks? “Masser, eyes ready fo’ what boy cock,” she said. 
“Master Cal, get the boys, please,” said Jason. 
Boys. How many boys? She remembered that Sam said he’d blown three boys. She was going to blow several boys and this wasn’t even her punishment. Behind and to her right she heard Abe and Bob setting up some equipment, but she didn’t dare look. She didn’t want to see what was in store for her. 
The equipment for her punishment was a metal horse. For ease of moving, it was in three pieces. Inside BB’s cage, the two men set up the two stands for the end and set the four foot long crossbar on it. The crossbar was two inches wide at the base and two inches high. Its triangular shape left a narrow wedge at the top for the victim to sit on. By the time it was set up, Cal brought the three boys from their room. Dragging them away from the coolest, newest video games was easy once he said they were getting blowjobs again. 
Three boys this time. All for calling him an asshole. Faced with Gary, the kneeling woman said, “Masser, this nigger wants that what boy cock, please.”
“Holy shit,” said Gary. “Check that out. A woman for fuck’s sake.” He eagerly fed the humiliated woman his cock. 
Oliver poked Kev and said, “OK, so white girls like black cock, but niggers want white boy cock.”
“Shit,” said Kev. “A woman like that who calls herself a nigger is a nigger all right.” He stepped past Oliver and right up to Katherine. “Sup, nigga, you getting enough white cock? I got some nice black cock for you.”
Burning with shame, Katherine didn’t interrupt her efforts to get Gary off as quick as she could. As the object lesson for the captives, she was very aware of her live audience. With a camera pointed at her, she couldn’t forget the distant audience around the globe sharing her humiliation. Jason pulled Kev back so he didn’t block the view of the captives. Then the mother heard her daughter grunt with gusto and turned her head to look. 
With the horse set up, Bob picked up BB and set her straddling the wedge. Her little feet didn’t reach the ground, but with her light weight the horse didn’t make an instant impression on her. Bob pulled her arms back and tied them to the ceiling of her cage, tipping her forward. Then Abe pulled her ankles up behind her and Bob tied a cord around them. With the cord over the cross bar, her feet were useless. She tilted forward, pressing her pubic bone against the narrow wedge between her legs. That’s when she felt the pain and announced it with a loud grunt. 
Her mother saw BB’s predicament. That was meant for me, she thought. Not BB. Her cowed eyes begged Jason not to hurt her daughter. “She’ll get down when you finish,” he told her. 
Immediately she returned to sucking the 10-year-old boy’s cock with more purpose than ever. “I do believe Katherine is starting to like cock sucking for our viewers,” chimed in the emcee. “Mmm, you all got a taste of a woman sucking a boy’s cock earlier, but now you get to see how a nigger earns her dinner. One wasn’t enough, was it?” He looked at the boss. “Jason, may I impose on this scene to ask her to open wide and show our viewers her appetizer before she swallows?”
“Yeah, sure,” agreed Jason. “Do it, bitch. Show the camera your mouthful and be proud about it.”  
Her head bobbed back and forth for another minute before she came away with a nice load of cum. Defeated, she showed the camera and then swallowed. With Kev standing in front of her, she said, “Masser, this nigger wants that black boy cock, please.”
“Yeah, and this black boy wants your mouth, nigger,” said Kev. He shoved his cock into her mouth and felt her throat reject him with a gagging sound. “Do it all, mama,” he said. 
Gary slipped behind the woman and reached around bounce her big tits, his white hands a stark contrast to the black of Katherine’s tits. 
“Let’s go take a look at BB,” said the emcee. One camera stayed on Katherine while the other followed him to the little girl being tortured. “Check out the sweet little thing riding the horse. Legs spread with a wedge right in her pussy. How bad does that hurt, BB?”
“Aa, ee-ee aaa,” she grunted. Bad, really bad, translated the emcee. The tears running down her cheeks agreed with her assessment. She shifted her weight back, but she had precious little maneuvering room. 
“Have any words for mommy?” he asked. He listened and then said, “I think that was, don’t call him names. Good advice, BB. I think she’s got the idea. Now back to the nigger sandwich.” He walked the few feet back. “Having fun, Gary?”
“Fucking awesome,” said the boy. “She’s got big ones.”
“We got a bunch of viewers who wish they had their hands on those, Gary. Squeeze ‘em a few times for them.” He stepped back as Kev came in the helpless woman’s mouth. Without being told, she flashed a view of her mouthful and then swallowed. One more time she faced a boy’s cock. “Masser, this nigger wants that what boy cock.” Shit! It’s too big and he’ll want… “Accckkkk,” she choked. She choked and gagged for just 30 seconds and then Oliver spasmed in her mouth and filled her up. 
“Four mouthfuls of cum,” said the emcee. “That’s a nice appetizer.” He jumped back as Jason pushed forward. 
The big man picked up his victim and Cal took the boys away. By the time he got Katherine into her cage, BB was down and kneeling on the floor. He set the bound woman directly onto the horse. Abe and Bob went through the process of tying her arms to the ceiling and tying her ankles up behind her so her full weight went right on her pussy. In pain right away, she could only wonder how long it would be.
Still in the cage, Jason knelt next to BB. “Princess, right now you are the only princess who hasn’t sucked a cock. Do you want dinner?”
She knew that already. Everybody else had a story to tell. She wanted to ask a question before she answered. She needed to know if he was trying to trick her like he had mommy. If I suck your cock, will I get dinner like everybody else? Her mommy had just been humiliated to the max and she decided she needed to recoup some dignity. “Uh uh,” she said, shaking her head. At the cost of another meal, she’d be the only girl who didn’t give in. 
“Fine, princess. That’s your choice,” said daddy. He stepped away. She wouldn’t get another chance tonight. “Everybody! After dinner it’s bedtime. I’ll see you in the morning.” He told his helpers to take care of business. Katherine would spend an hour on the horse and then get her dinner. When there was no more food in any of the cages, Master Dave would take out BB’s gag. One blanket per cage and then lights out. 
After his bedtime announcement, the staff led Jason to a conference room where the producer patted Jason on the back. “Great show today. You’re a true master. Keep it up.”
The big man collapsed into a chair. “Thirteen more days? This is gonna kill me.”
“Let’s talk about today and tomorrow, Jason,” the director needed to get in his thoughts. It was in Jason’s contract that he ran the show, but it was also in the contract that he had to take direction from the director. “It was a great show. We gave you free rein on the first day, but I’m reining you in now. I need you back on the topic. Katrina? I got no problem with. Lyla? Doing good. BB? Cut the racist crap. We’re losing the African-American men. We’ve been running disclaimers. The dialogue is not the opinion of the show. It’s only done to humiliate Katherine and BB. Blah blah blah. You’re gonna tape a disclaimer in a couple of minutes. And you, too, Darren,” he turned on the emcee. “Fuck, earning her dinner on a plantation? Where the fuck did that come from?”
Turning back to Jason, he said, “Katherine doesn’t have to work for her dinner. BB does. She’s the contestant.  Now, moving on. Farah is epic. Do not break that feisty little spirit of hers. Kidbucks loves her. Fucking wide mouth bass, my ass. And the 500 pound gorilla. Shoulda seen your face, Darren,” he chuckled. “And Robin? She’s drinking pee, not getting the seduction. Do not kiss her or eat her damn pussy again. You’re a little easy on Heather, too. Not as bad, but it’s a fine line between seduction and encouragement. 
“Now the big issue,” continued the director. “Do not use Sam to punish the moms. Sam does not get another blowjob for the rest of the show. He’s supposed to do them, not get them. You have three boys you can call on if you want a mom to suck something. Or Abe or Bob are here for that, too.  As for Cheryl, that was perfect. Overall, your focus needs to be on getting them to suck cock and making sure they each have a different motivation. Got it?”
“Yeah, no problem,” said Jason. “He started the racist crap,” he nodded toward the emcee. “I’ll get us off that first thing tomorrow. Fucked up on Robin. She’s just…”
“She’s your type, yeah, we know. Couldn’t resist her. Just resist her from now on.”
Jason scowled at the emcee. “He started the idea of Sam doing blowjobs, too, with that Cindy shit. Is there really a Cindy chatting with us?”
“Really is,” said the producer. “Using Cindy’s free password and pissed as hell. She really asked for all that shit. You didn’t have to do it, but it was great for the show.”
“Just no more,” interjected the director. 
“And we have Craig chatting with us. Everybody else that got passwords either logged on for just long enough to figure out what was going on, didn’t log on, or is law enforcement,” finished the producer. 
“It was hot,” said Jason. “But I got it. No more. Hey, I’m getting whipped out there. So many little mouths. You try cumming six times in a day. I got no problem getting back on track and ignoring the moms except Katrina’s. Don’t need the distractions. Do I get dinner soon? Like about six dozen oysters or something?”
“In just a minute,” said the producer.  “All of us talked about punishing the moms. If they need it, do it. It’s your call. Use Abe and Bob so you don’t get distracted. But, change of plans… they don’t get punished in front of the girls anymore. It’s impacting the girls’ training. BB’s scared shitless and worried about mommy. Only Katrina should be worried about her mommy.”
“They get punished when and how I say they get punished,” said Jason. “They just get it out of sight of the girls? I don’t know about that. I’m using them as examples. They all saw Karen get hers and now nobody’s gonna lie to me. Don’t worry. They’ll only fight me for the first couple of days and then the punishment dies off. You don’t think all the girls are scared shitless about sitting on poles up their asses, sitting on the horse, or hanging by their wrists? It’s part of controlling them. Doing a mom in front of them means I don’t have to sit BB on the horse for an hour. Or another one of girls with a pole up their ass.”
“OK, point taken, but let’s compromise on this,” insisted the producer. “The girl whose mom is being punished won’t be in the room. She’ll get the word from mom later, but miss the trauma.”
“Fine, I’m just not used to dealing with 16 at once and don’t need a rebellion tomorrow or ever,” said Jason. 
“Agreed,” said the producer. “One last thing. What the hell do we do with these?” He tossed some photos on the table. “The idiot went and did it.” 
The Jason and the emcee were the only two who hadn’t seen the pictures yet. They showed a 16-year-old boy, Craig, fucking a 7-year-old Asian girl in the ass, the same girl sucking her little brother, and then the same girl sucking Craig’s cock. 
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 7
(bdsm, oral, humil, pedo, inc)
On Tuesday morning, the second day of the bizarre reality TV show, a bell filled the dungeon with a wakeup call too loud and insistent to be ignored. The bell rang for 10 seconds and then Jason walked in calmly. In eight cages, two heads popped up with dreadful anticipation. Frightened and uncomfortable, they’d slept in fits and starts. Only Farah, Sam, and Cheryl looked as refreshed as Jason. “Master Dave will collect your blankets,” said Jason. Once the blankets were collected, he said, “Empty or full, pass your buckets out.” 
While Master Dave collected eight empty paint cans, Jason retrieved Cheryl from her cage and took her to her training room. Nobody was surprised that the females were wound too tight to shit in the first 24 hours. The point was to get the empty can and the toilet paper out of the cages. Ordered to stand in the front of the cage with their arms up, the remaining 15 mothers and daughters were met by a cold spray as Dave went down the line hosing them down. They turned on command and he hosed them down from behind. He made a pass without the hose, dishing out a dollop of shampoo to each and finished with a more thorough pass with the hose to rinse out their hair. 
Then while Dave passed out a hairbrush to each pair, Jason asked BB the question of the morning. “Are you ready to suck cock for your breakfast?”
“Yes, daddy,” she said simply. She was very hungry and finally ready to perform the disgusting task, just not eagerly.  
“Excellent choice,” he said. “Katherine, I’ve decided that you no longer have to earn yours. One cock sucking is good enough. However, BB, you’ll have to earn every meal. Suck three cocks a day and get three meals. Mommy, put your hands through the front.” He clipped the woman’s cuffs together once she complied. Then he went to the back of the cage, opened the door, and cuffed BB’s hands behind her and took her away. “Breakfast will be served when BB has a load of cum in her tummy,” he said as he left the hall. 
In her training room, Cheryl took a hot shower with soap and shampoo and a blow dryer and hair brush waiting when she was done. Nothing was too good for his special princess. Tonight she’d even be given the choice between the security of sleeping with mommy in the cage or the comfort of sleeping in her own bed. 
Alone with BB, Jason said, “Don’t let the big to do about mommy last night bother you, princess.” She was pretty jumpy, so he wanted to calm her. “Now that you’ve agree to start playing the game with everyone else, nobody is going to call you the N word. You’re my princess and don’t you forget it.” Her training room was very Spartan; furnished with only a big easy chair in the corner. She didn’t need much. When he told her to, she knelt. Though he preferred blue-eyed blonds, he had no trouble getting an erection for the virtual opposite. She was 10, beautiful, and innocent and that was what was important. 
After listening to his instructions, the usually brash girl timidly said, “I said I would, daddy, but I didn’t say I’d like it.” She wanted to get that bit of her pride established and then immediately licked his cock, hoping to appease him in case he got mad. 
“That’s fine, princess. Today you don’t have to like it,” he sighed as she attended to his cock more than adequately. As a licensed contractor, he couldn’t afford bigotry, but the look of her pink tongue and white teeth contrasted against her face gave her an exotic look. “In order to win, you’ll have to at least act like you like it and it would be a good idea if you didn’t remind me again that you don’t.”
Her hand stroked his cock and she sucked on the tip no better or worse than the other novices as she tried to act like she enjoyed the intrusion. She’d had as close a view as anyone to the sight of Farah choking down the whole thing yesterday. Even after that, she wasn’t sure how a monster cock like his could fit. 
As he watched her struggle with the act of enjoying his cock, he decided that maybe she didn’t have to enjoy it. It was rather arousing to watch her do her best while obviously not enjoying it. Whether she liked it or not, she’d do a good job. He’d never had a black girl kneeling at his feet. Her skin was so dark, yet her nipples were even darker. Her face was a lovely heart shape and her body was like the other little girls, sleek, slender, and just short of puberty. 
“Faster now,” he had to prompt her as her efforts brought him up the slope to a climax. Her hand sped up and she remembered to tighten her grip. He hit a plateau with her novice hand and took his cock to finish himself off. “Keep your mouth open. Just a few more seconds.” As his cum spewed out, she caught it in her mouth. All the other girls said it was hard to do and she’d end up eating whatever she missed anyway. If they hadn’t warned her, she would have jerked away as the disgusting, warm goo filled her mouth. Salty. Yucky. Metallic. Yep, the other girls were right. She didn’t catch it all, but did better than the others on their first try. Dutifully she swallowed and then even chased down the stray globs with her finger and shoved them in her mouth. From the look in his eyes, she could tell she’d impressed him. 
Taking her back to her cage, he made sure that Master Dave had breakfast for the eight mother-daughter pairs and then went to see Cheryl. “How’s my special princess this morning?” he asked cheerily. 
She licked remnants of her sweet roll from her lips. “I feel kinda bad,” she said. “Did they get a shower and a cinnamon bun?”
“There’s only one special princess in my life,” Jason reminded her. “They don’t need to know what happened. I’m going to take you back. They’re having breakfast of scrambled eggs and sausage. You eat some and they’ll think that’s your breakfast, too. Tell them you had a cold shower, sucked Gary’s cock, and now you’re back for breakfast.”
“You punished mommy for lying,” she said. 
“I punished mommy for lying to me,” he corrected her. “I think my special princess needs to lie a little. They won’t understand why you’re treated better than them.”
“OK,” she nodded. She’d play by his twisted rules. Thirteen more days. 
The captives had an hour for breakfast to give them plenty of time to eat and then digest their food. Throwing up in nervous anxiety was such a turn off. 
As he had yesterday, Jason started with Katrina’s training by moving Claudia to Katrina’s training room. With the help of Abe and Bob, he put Claudia on her stomach, hooked her tongue ring and ran the chain through a ring in the floor and then hooked the other end of the two inch chain to the ring in her nose. With her face against the floor, she had slack in the chain, but couldn’t pull up much or turn her head. Cuffing her hands behind her back, the men pushed her knees under her torso, raising her chest and raising her head. Still staring at the floor, she was forced to extend her tongue an inch to relieve the pressure on her nose. Finally, the trio of tormentors pulled the woman back just half an inch and secured her ankles in place to a ring on the floor between them. Immobilized, she had her tongue two inches out of her mouth. It looked like she was trying to lick the floor.  
When he returned to the main room, Jason left Katrina alone and took Lyla and her mom, Irene, to a room set up as a photography studio. “This is Master Earl,” he said, introducing the photographer. “You’re doing a photo shoot this morning. Every mother-daughter pair will get to do one photo shoot during the next two weeks. You will cooperate or else. You will do exactly what he says. Masters Abe and Bob will stay to make sure you cooperate in a little cosplay. It’s going to be naughty and it’s certainly not something you’d do without a lot of coercion. If you don’t consider that motivation enough, I can demonstrate my talents at coercion. Do it and smile or else I’ll enjoy your screams and then you’ll do it.”
With the nude mother and daughter facing in opposite directions, Abe handed Irene her costume one article of clothing at a time and Bob handed Lyla her costume. As she pulled on a black thong, Lyla understood what naughty was. It was a small triangle of black in front and even that was sheer and just a string that ran up her butt crack. Then she put on a maid’s dress, but once she got it on, she realized it wasn’t even a full dress. It tied behind her neck and behind her back like a black apron, leaving her back and bottom exposed. After that, she got a lacy white apron that again tied around her neck and back. Still no coverage of her back and bottom except a couple of ties that dangled from the small of her back and barely hid anything. She got a white lacy cap and a pair of black pumps and that was it. Clothed as she was, the haughty girl felt comfortable. She’d posed for racy pictures before, including some with a thong like this and a top that she knew would fall open to flash her nipples when she posed just right. She’d even enjoyed teasing the photographer who clearly tried to get a shot of a nipple slip. Mommy had reviewed the photos and rejected any of the nipple shots. The end result was a published, sexy photo shoot without revealing her naughty bits, but it had been thrilling to tease a grown man. 
Irene thought she was getting something rather obscene with a white see through bra and white see through panties. She put on a very tight dress that she had to tug down to get just below her panties. White stockings, black pumps, and a riding crop finished her costume. Willing to do almost anything to promote her daughter’s career, putting herself in naughty pictures was not something she’d done before. 
Dressed, the two turned to look at each other, immediately seeing what was intended… mistress and maid. At first glance, only Lyla knew she had the bare bottom to go with mommy’s riding crop. Mommy sat in an overstuffed chair with her legs crossed, letting the photographer get shots that accentuated her legs and panties. Then he shot some solo pictures of Lyla dusting a table, getting shots from the front and back. To Irene’s dismay, as the scenario started, she “caught” the maid doing a poor job and had to swat her daughter’s bare bottom with the crop. The pictures went downhill from there with her bending Lyla over and swatting, removing the apron and swatting, removing the dress and swatting, and finally removing the panties and swatting. The crop made contact in several places, making the 10-year-old jump and leaving red triangles on her bottom, thighs, breasts, tummy, and even her cheek. Initially it was hard to swat her daughter and had to remind herself of the consequences of disobeying, but as the scenario played out, it got easier to punish her spoiled brat daughter. 
Then, for no apparent reason other than she was told to, the mistress began to strip. Off came her dress, her bra, and her panties. To their mutual horror, Irene lay back on the table with her legs spread. “Now lick her pussy,” said Master Earl. “Make contact, tongue to pussy.”
“Ewww,” said Lyla. 
“You have a problem with that?” asked Master Bob. 
“Ummm… no,” said Lyla. Except for that’s where she pees from, that’s what lesbians do, and that’s my mommy. She looked at mommy for support. 

It wasn’t that she wanted her daughter to lick her, but she didn’t want Lyla to risk more punishment. The silly girl had already been whipped just for the benefit of the camera. She didn’t need more. “You sucked a cock yesterday, honey,” said Irene. “Do you want to find out what the or else is if you don’t do it? I don’t.” She saw the surrender in her daughter’s eyes. “And smile.”
The girl smiled, but she couldn’t hold the smile and lick mommy’s pussy at the same time. Or suck mommy’s tits. Or give mommy a tongue kiss. She figured it wasn’t expected, especially since mommy didn’t smile while they kissed, while mommy sucked her little nipples, and while mommy licked her pussy. It took nearly two hours to run through the whole photo shoot from dress up until they went back to their cage. In the cage, Irene joked about how they’d teased the three men until Lyla finally giggled. It was kind of funny and thrilling. Unlike the other shoots, mommy wouldn’t get to review and reject any of the photos.  
Meanwhile, Katrina followed daddy into her training room where mommy was almost licking the floor. It wasn’t immediately apparent why mommy’s tongue was out like that, but after a couple of seconds, Katrina realized mommy was just stuck. She turned to Jason to ask if she was supposed to beg for his cock now, but he shoved a ball gag into her mouth. 
While Jason delivered 20 swats to mommy’s upturned bottom, Katrina tried to beg to suck his cock. He ignored her until mommy’s ass was bright red. “How many inches were you asking for?” he asked the competitive girl. 
“Ree in-a,” she said. 
“Three?”
She nodded her head. Three inches turned out to be almost enough to make her gag. She took Jason’s second load of the day while Abe fucked mommy from behind. She’d missed the distinction yesterday, but this time it sure looked like he put his cock in her ass instead of where it belonged. No wonder mommy didn’t seem pleased. 
On Wednesday, Claudia was well secured on the rack on her back. Katrina tried to beg right away, but she still had to watch mommy get her nipples pierced without anything to numb her nipples. Jason put rings in mommy’s nipples and then tied them to a string from the ceiling so they stretched up so much that mommy cried. Upping the ante, Katrina begged for four inches and then she struggled with the feel of his cock at the back of her throat. She managed to get him off, but he wasn’t happy. Cursing herself for a bad performance, she promised to try harder next time. 
That afternoon, Claudia and Katrina did their photo shoot. The 10-year-old was dressed as a school girl, except the skirt was really short and her panties were a tiny thong. To fit the scenario, mommy was dressed as a teacher with her hair in a bun and glasses on her nose. Both expected the teacher to discipline a naughty student, but after some opening solo photos it turned out the student dommed the teacher. Claudia stripped bit by bit while her daughter spanked her with a ruler. When the bondage started, Master Abe did it all, but of course the pictures showed Katrina with the rope in her hands and her hands on the knots as if she was an expert at bondage. She did actually gag mommy and swat her. 
The naughty teacher had her feet tied to the front legs of her desk as she faced the desk and her arms tied across her back. Then her controlling student tied her nipple and tongue rings together so her nipples were turned up severely and her tongue was out. Finally, she tied mommy’s nose ring to a hook on the wall she was facing so she was leaning forward 45 degrees. The cameraman filming the entire photo shoot captured Master Abe doing the rope work and knots, but that could be edited out later. 
With the teacher secured, it was the student’s turn to take off her clothes, doing a virtual strip tease for the camera. Katrina had to hang her panties on mommy’s tongue, spank mommy’s already red bottom, and rub her pussy on mommy’s tongue. After what mommy had been through as part of her training, Katrina considered this adding insult to injury for mommy. It wasn’t more severe than was already getting, so she didn’t argue with any of it. 
Then the 10-year-old did reach her limit as she “discovered” a strap on in the teacher’s drawer. It was almost funny to put it on so she had a cock the size of Jason’s, but then Master Earl told her to fuck her mommy. “I can’t,” she said, balking at the command. “That’s too naughty. Not to mommy.”
Smack! The response was immediate as Master Abe swatted mommy’s bottom. Stretched, strained, and spanked, Claudia was in agony, but it was hard to scream out her pain and frustration. As mommy moaned piteously, Katrina decided after six swats that it wasn’t that naughty. Stepped up behind mommy, she fumbled to get the cock in mommy’s wet pussy not understanding that mommy’s pussy shouldn’t be wet. The photographer shot pictures of the cock starting in, all the way in, and coming out again as the student raped her teacher. Though she did it several times, it was too slow to make mommy cum. 
“Now, once last thing, Katrina,” said Master Earl after she took off the cock. “I want you to make a fist. Put your fingers and thumb together so they’re all in a point and push them into mommy’s cunt. That’s it… perfect… just the tips… now farther. Don’t worry she’ll stretch. Even farther… now just push your whole hand inside mommy.”
The child actor was astonished to see her fist go all the way inside mommy. Her forearm stuck out and that was it. She gaped at it. 
“Oh, gahhhh,” squealed Claudia as her daughter’s hand went up inside her. “Eeeee,” she squealed when Katrina pulled out in alarm. The woman’s body shook as she begged, “Pleath, again. Met me cum.”
“Did you just ask to cum?” asked Bob in surprise. 
“Yeth, oh, gah, yeth.”
“You want to be fisted by your 10-year-old daughter?”
Claudia was about ready to cry. As abhorrent as being captive was, the bi-sexual woman was surrounded by the temptation of naked men and women. The entire dungeon was filled with the constant scent of male and female arousal and she wasn’t getting any. Being fisted by her daughter was such a terrible thing, but they’d teased her for two hours now. Every part of her hurt and she was so horny that she couldn’t stand it anymore. The coup de grace was the feeling of Katrina’s hand opening her up like a big cock. “Yeth, I nee ih, pleath.”
Bob looked at Abe and they both shrugged. It would make a sensational video and there was nothing that said they couldn’t let her. “OK,” said Bob. “Katrina, just like you did. Do that over and over until mommy has three orgasms.”
Though she only wanted and needed one orgasm, Claudia was helpless to resist as Katrina’s tiny hand shoved in and out of her pussy like a huge, satisfying cock. Bucking through her first orgasm only made it hurt more and that’s when she realized it was the pain that made it so exciting. So exquisitely on display, stretched painfully, and aching with desire, she came three times in rapid succession and then felt so empty when Katrina’s hand pulled free. She was thankful that the incredible release returned enough control that she didn’t beg for more. 
“That’s fantastic,” said Master Earl. “We’re done here. Take Katrina back to her cage.” After Master Cal had taken the girl out, he said, “Let’s do a bonus shoot. Go get the boys.”
“Huh? Wha?” protested Claudia in surprise. There wasn’t much she could do except hold still while the boys took turns with her. Yesterday, Gary, Kev, and Oliver had been joined by 13-year-old Jake and 15-year-old Howie so Sam could practice on larger cocks before he graduated to Jason’s nine inches. Each boy delivered deliciously painful swats to her helpless ass before raping her. At least they didn’t mind that she climaxed several more times. 
The next day, Thursday, was the moment of truth for Katrina and her mommy. The confident girl wanted to win, but sucking Jason’s cock was so hard that the 10-year-old balked at each new attempt. Mommy was gagged, tied, and tortured right in front of her. The woman had the bit gag in her mouth with her tongue stretched around it like that first day. Cords on her nipple rings stretched them painfully. She was on her toes with her ass again beet red. 
Katrina begged for five inches, but then couldn’t do it. Choking and gagging, she kept backing off to a more comfortable two or three inches that didn’t invade her throat. 
“OK, I’m done fooling around,” said Jason. 
At the announcement, Katrina didn’t feel relieved. He backed away and she didn’t have to worry about his cock in her mouth, but the way he said it sounded ominous. Even when Abe and Bob untied and ungagged mommy, she knew there was something wrong. Even though he left the room, Daddy wasn’t going to give up so easily. 
As the men started to bind her in a new fashion, Claudia just held still for them. She’d learned there was no point in resisting no matter what they did. “You should suck his cock, honey,” she said simply. “They’re only going to hurt me until you do it right.”
As Katrina watched nervously, Abe and Bob put a body harness on mommy, a web of straps that criss-crossed around her body and accentuated mommy’s figure more than restricted her. Then they tied mommy’s arms behind her back and told her to kneel. After they tied mommy’s thighs to her calves, the little girl wondered if she’d know when it was time to beg. She wanted to hold out until she had to, but even then she knew she’d fail again. “Mommy can’t stop them from anything,” her nervous and frightened mommy warned. 
Biting her lip, Katrina held out. She understood the game. They bound and hurt mommy and then she’d beg for cock. Mommy just didn’t understand how hard it was. She watched as Master Abe hooked the end of a rope to a ring on the back of mommy’s harness and they pulled her into the air until her pussy was cock high for the men to use. To emphasize her vulnerability, Abe turned the dangling woman so her wide open pussy and puckered asshole were pointed at Katrina. 
A minute later, Jason came back into the room with a foot long metal rod. He held it at one end by a padded plastic handle. The other end glowed bright red. When he showed it to Katrina, she could tell the end was red hot letters, but they were backwards and she couldn’t read them. When he held it down where mommy could see, mommy shrieked, “Nooooo, noooo, please, not that. Katrina!! Suck his cock now!! Beg, honey. Suck his fucking cock, you little bitch!”
Shocked Katrina wondered what she was missing until Jason lined the red hot letters up with mommy’s ass. Abe and Bob steadied the helpless woman. “Let me suck your cock, please,” she said, but it was too late. Jason pressed the branding iron against mommy’s bare ass and the room was filled with an ungagged, full bodied scream of pain and terror. He held it against her pure white skin for two seconds as mommy screamed and the room filled with the smell of burning flesh. When he pulled the red hot letters away from mommy, Katrina read SLUT on mommy’s bottom. 
With mommy still screaming and gasping in pain, Katrina said, “Please, don’t hurt her again. I’ll suck your cock. Let me suck it. Oh God, I’m sorry, mommy. I should have begged. Please, daddy, I’m begging you to let me suck your cock.”
“Beg for all of it, princess,” said Jason. “Beg for it and do it.”
“All of it?” she said in surprise. That was a big jump.
“All of it,” confirmed Jason. “Or I could send Master Abe for another one of these so I can add a word to the other cheek.”
“No, don’t do that,” said Katrina. “Please, daddy, may I suck all of your cock?” She trembled in fear for her mommy’s bottom. That was the worst thing he’d ever done to her… much worse than she’d ever imagined possible. Daddy nodded to Master Abe who promptly left the room. Seeing the veiled threat, Katrina opened up her mouth as Daddy stepped to her. She forced the huge knob into her mouth and then took it to an uncomfortable, choking depth. With her fist around the base of daddy’s cock, she shoved five inches down her throat and bobbed back up and then took it again. Taking it again and again, it was more than she’d ever done, but it wasn’t all of his cock. 
When daddy peeled her fingers off his cock, she knew she wasn’t going to get away with anything less than all of it. Resting her hands on his hips, she tried for more, but he was asking too much. All she could see was his belly and the patch of curly hair surrounding the base of his cock, but she heard the door open. “All of it, princess,” said daddy. 
“For God’s sake, you little bitch, suck his damn cock!” yelled her mommy. “All of the fucking thing!”
It’s impossible, she thought. I can’t do it. She’d seen Farah do it four times now, but she still couldn’t do it herself. Then she heard mommy’s blood curdling scream again. No, not again! Now with the right motivation, she pushed forward and felt his hair tickle her nose. It could be done! I did it! With a sickening feeling, she pulled her mouth back off it and then plunged down on it again. His hands cradled her head, guiding her in the right rhythm while letting her do all the work. It felt terrible, but it was the only way to save mommy and she’d screwed up twice already. 
Daddy enjoyed the sweet feeling of success as his princess took the whole thing. It was fun torturing the woman and fun watching the little girl resist mightily only to realize she couldn’t possibly win. Breaking the pretty blond was the ultimate triumph, as arousing as the sight of her lips stretching to accept his girth and her throat bulging to accept his length, the sound of her gagging on his present, and the feel of her mouth’s tight embrace. Tears ran down her cheeks, but she still continued to fuck her own face, making his entire cock disappear again and again. “Good girl, princess,” he said. “She’s doing it, mommy. Sucking daddy’s whole cock.”
Behind Jason, mommy grunted in satisfaction. She figured from the sounds the little bitch was making that she was doing it right. And she figured she wouldn’t be getting fucked if the ordeal wasn’t over. Abe pounded in and out of her pussy, his hand occasionally slapping the words burned into her ass, DADDY’S SLUT. Master Abe had read them to her and she knew it defined her. “Yes, honey,” she gasped. “That’s a good girl. Suck cock for daddy. Suck it for daddy’s slut. Daddy’s slut feels good now. I’m gonna cum cuz I’m a slut just like daddy’s cock sucking princess.” She bucked in orgasm for Abe, thrilled, yet shocked, by the glorious pain. 
Mommy’s words stung the 10-year-old. Cock sucking princess. She was, but the way mommy said it sounded like that was a good thing. The only good thing about it was she’d gone from last place to first place in seconds. 
*****
After her photo shoot and lunch on Tuesday, the snobby Lyla huddled in her cage wishing she was anywhere but here. Half the girls had gone off to training and some had come back with stories of yet another forced cock sucking. She’d watched Farah get it again before lunch. Worst of all was the wall camera that pointed at her cage all the time and the roving camera with the annoying emcee. Knowing that Cassie had paid the $500, she imagined that her rival was watching and laughing all the time. 
“Time for your training,” said daddy, standing in front of her cage. He glared at him and then at BB. The black girl had at least been given a choice. BB had refused to suck cock and gone without lunch. Lyla wished she could do the same. 
To her surprise, Lyla found herself alone and unbound in the training room with daddy. Mommy wasn’t coming this time, he told her. Not that mommy had done anything for her yesterday, but she felt better when mommy was with her. When he grabbed her wrists, she struggled even though there was ample evidence by now that any lack of cooperation was trouble. There was that thrill again as his eyes lusted after her young body and so her struggles were half-hearted. He’d hurt her yesterday, so how much worse could it be?
Used to handling little girls, Jason defined three levels of behavior. The first was cooperation. All the girls eventually gave in. The second level was fun. He liked it when a girl gave him a little fight like Lyla was doing now. It was just more fun to subdue a girl who had a little spunk in her. She could fight harder and dirtier, but girls like Lyla were taught to be polite and all she could manage was to be difficult. The third level was trouble. He’d only had one girl in all his experience who’d bitten, scratched, and kicked. That girl had eventually surrendered, but it was not fun and the end result was not as arousing. 
Enjoying the little challenge that Lyla offered, he pinned her arms behind her easily and put her on the rack facing up. With one arm across her body, he held her down long enough to pull a leather belt across her midriff and fasten it tight. That kept her busy long enough to cuff her wrists to one end of the rack and then it was easy to cuff her ankles to the other end. Turning a crank, he stretched her until she begged him to stop and then he cranked it two more notches. “Ready to suck cock?” he asked her. 
“No, how come BB gets a choice and I don’t, daddy?”  she asked. 
“You get a choice, too, princess” he said. “Farah’s the one who doesn’t get a choice. Yesterday I didn’t shove my cock in your mouth. You chose to suck it.”
“You hurt me and I had to,” she countered. 
“That was your choice. Let me hurt you a lot or suck cock.” He lit a candle. 
“That’s different, daddy,” she said. “What’s that for?”
Standing the two inch diameter candle on its wide base right between her spread legs, he put a ring gag in her mouth. His answer to her question was to pick up the candle. Examining it, he saw a puddle of melted wax around the wick and then held it over her tummy and tipped it, pouring the molten wax onto her exposed skin. 
“Owwww, owww,” she yelped as the wax spattered on her. As he poured more on her, she shifted her hips all of half an inch to the right and then back an inch to the left. Unable to evade the hot wax, she still squirmed in frustration. He turned the candle, melting the sides and pouring the result onto her. Aside from delightful yelps of pain, she said nothing. There was no point in complaining. He moved the candle, dripping wax on her nipples as he smiled sinisterly. 
“Lees, ih hurs,” she said and then looked at the cameraman, Cassie’s emissary of embarrassment. She blushed at the thought of Cassie and friends watching this. It wasn’t only them. Thousands and thousands of people were watching who wanted to see her get burned… or suck cock, but Cassie was the one on her mind. The trail of wax moved and little red drops of pain fell on her privates. “Uh uh,” she moaned, shaking her head. 
Stopping for a moment, Jason lit a slender red candle and dripped some between her legs, barely missing her pussy. What she thought was a mistake turned out to be part of the plan. He planted the base of the six inch taper in the cooling wax and then left it to stand there as he returned to torturing her with the bigger candle. 
Gaping at the candle between her legs, Lyla wondered if daddy would really let it burn down. The flame was just a couple of inches above her pussy and it wouldn’t take long to burn down low enough that the flame burned her. In the meantime, he continued to drip wax all over her young body, ignoring her frantic moans. 
Jason knew the wax was painful, but not terribly so. In fact, he didn’t expect her to give in yet. She had enough wax on her from pussy to nipples that it was hard to find a clear spot and so he blew out both candles and set them aside. “Looks like you can stand a little more,” he said and held up a cattle prod. 
She knew instantly what it was. He’d used it on some of the moms yesterday. “Uh uh, lees, aa-ee,” she begged for no pain, but not for cock, too frightened to remember what she was there for. Helplessly she watched him as he went to her feet and pressed it against the sole of her right foot. He waited long enough for her to feel the frustration of her immobility and then pressed the button. “Eeeaaaaa,” she squealed, thinking that maybe sucking his cock wasn’t so bad after all. As he moved it to her left foot, she thought about yesterday and how demeaning it was to suck cock. “Aaaaaaa, nooo,” she wailed at the second shock. In pain and feeling the looming surrender, she started to cry. He wasn’t going to stop until she gave in. “No, is nah hair.”
“Not fair, princess?”
She shook her head, “Uh uh, nah hair aa aw.”
“Somebody say it was supposed to be fair?” he asked. “I don’t think so, princess.” Using the electric wand, he shocked her pussy and each nipple and then he fished her tongue out of her mouth with tongs and shocked that twice as she screamed in pain and indignation. “So now I guess I’ll have to teach you not to talk back.”
Putting away the cattle prod, he relaxed the tension on her body and freed her feet. Then, he pulled her feet up past her head and cuffed them where her wrists were. He secured her head in place with straps and pads so she all she could do was stare straight up at the ceiling. Bent in half, her most prominent feature was her ass sticking straight up in the air. It looked so very spankable to her and she’d hated that yesterday. 
Instead of a paddle, he approached with the fat candle again. It was unlit as he pushed it into the ring gag. It was a pre-measured tight fit and stuck straight up out of her immobile face. Clear goggles fit tightly over her eyes, the only protection he allowed for her face. He showed her a second candle, nearly a foot long and only ¾ of an inch around at the base and then he pushed the end of that candle into her asshole where it perched like a lighthouse on a high promontory. As she grunted her disapproval, he lit both candles. 
“You think you have no choice, princess? This is what it means to have no choice.” He turned and walked out of the room, leaving her staring at one flame inches from her face and another one foot above her bottom. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the cameraman panning across her bent body to give the viewers the full effect of her torture. Rivulets of wax started running down the slender taper in her ass, but stopped before they reached her skin. As the candle burned down, the wax would eventually reach her bottom, pooling around her tender asshole. From her angle, she couldn’t see the growing puddle of wax in the candle mounted on her face. 
As if that wasn’t bad enough, the emcee walked in and said, “Let’s see what Lyla is up to right now. Cassie’s already laughing her ass off while Lyla is having her ass burned off. Poor Lyla can’t speak or even nod or shake her head, so I’ll just assume she’s regretting talking back to daddy. How about it, Lyla? Which is worse? Wondering when that wax is going to reach some important bits? Knowing that you fucked up and deserve the punishment? The humiliation of having a candle stuck in your pretty little ass? Or, knowing Cassie thinks this is funny?”
He watched the candles for a second. “Uh oh, that almost reached your ass, Lyla. Right now the whole world can see your asshole, Lyla, but that’s going to be fixed soon when it fills with hot wax. That other candle is about to spill, too, I think. Which way will it go? Which side will melt first? Down her chin? Across her cheek? Or right down her snooty nose? Yep, it’s gonna let loose a big spill all at once. Pretty soon.”
Turning his attention back to the taper in her ass, he said, “That last drip almost made it. Here comes another and…”
“Aahhhh,” moaned Lyla as hot wax reached her pucker and solidified. 
“There you have it, viewers. Naughty little girl getting her butt burned streaming live on the Internet. Nothing she can do about it. Can’t even beg for that very satisfying mouthful of daddy’s cum. Here comes some more.” He paused while Lyla punctuated the arrival of more wax with a grunt. “Gonna seal her ass shut in a few.” The slender candle burned quickly and now every drip reached her ass, forming a puddle around the base of the candle. Once her asshole was covered, the wax expanded into the crack of her ass in both directions. 
“The dam’s about to break on the face candle,” said the emcee. “What are you rooting for, Lyla? Up your nose? Down the side? Over your chin and down the pearly white skin of your throat? My, my, what do those eyes say to you, viewers? I think they’re the eyes of a scared little girl who knows she’s totally fucked and wishes that candle was daddy’s cock.” 
The edge of the candle right by Lyla’s nose gave way and a big glob of molten wax ran down the candle to burn her upper lip and cooled as it reached her nose. The tortured 10-year-old’s eyes bugged out and she let out a muffled wail as the emcee laughed. 
“Wow, that’s gotta hurt,” said the man with the mike. “Lyla, blink once for no and twice for yes. If Jason was here and asked if you wanted to suck his cock, what would you say?”
Lyla blinked twice. 
“You’re ready to be a cock sucker?’
She blinked twice again. 
“Ready to show Cassie how much you like cock?”
Lyla hesitated; looked right at the camera, Cassie, and the rest of her audience; and then blinked twice. 
“Ready to take the whole nine inches?”
The helpless girl blinked once. Her ass and upper lip burned, but she knew she didn’t have to do that much today. Her mouth candle released another big puddle of wax from the same break. She screamed even before it reached her face. Piling on top of the cooled wax already there, it spread to the sides a little and burned more of her lip, but the bulk of it flowed right to her nose and partially up her right nostril before hardening and sealing her nostril shut. 
“Uh oh, one more like that and she won’t be able to breathe,” observed the emcee. He let her struggle to breathe through one nostril for a few seconds before playing his role of safety observer. Picking the wax from her nostril, he said, “Don’t want that to happen. Then how would we have fun with our little candle girl? Would you like me to tell Jason that you’re ready to suck cock?” Two blinks. “Ready to show the world what Lyla likes?” Two blinks. 
“Well, you know what? Jason isn’t ready to ask the question.” He looked at the dwindling candle freely pouring hot wax on Lyla’s ass. She might have thought it was longer, but the fast burning candle would only burn for 15 minutes and then be gone. There were only a few minutes left and then he was supposed to get Jason in case daddy wasn’t watching on the monitor. 
Once again Lyla screamed, but this time it was unexpected pain as the other side of the big candle gave way. She didn’t see the wax pour out until it hit her chin and coated it with hot wax. 
“Lyla had some fun with mommy this morning,” the emcee pointed out. “If you had a choice, Lyla, would you lick mommy’s pussy right now?” Two blinks. “Yeah, that was fun and now Cassie knows you’re a pussy licker, too. The photo sets are sold separately on the web site and I’ll bet Cassie puts up the money for that now. Would you like mommy to lick yours?” Two blinks. “Would you autograph a photo for Cassie?” The beaten girl blinked twice again. 
The lower half of Lyla’s face was coated in wax by the time the smaller candle burned low and Jason came back in the room. He blew out the candles and pulled the candle out of her mouth before picking the wax off her face. Then he pulled a perfect wax casting of Lyla’s ass crack off the girl’s bottom and showed it to the camera. Removing the gag, he asked, “Want to suck cock, princess?”
“Yes, daddy,” she said. 
“Is that how you’re supposed to ask?”
“No, ummm… daddy may I please suck your cock today and every day?” she wanted to get her request in before tomorrow’s torture. 
“We’ll see about tomorrow,” said daddy. “How much of my cock today?” He held up five fingers. 
“Daddy, may I please suck five inches of your cock today?”
“Certainly, princess, and now beg for my cum, too.”
“Daddy, may I swallow your cum?”
“I don’t know,” said Jason. “That’s asking politely, not begging.” He leaned close and whispered to her. 
“Daddy, may your princess suck your beautiful cock in my hot little mouth. Please, I’m begging for a mouthful of your delicious cum so I can swallow it. There’s nothing I’d rather do in the whole world than suck your cock.”
“Good girl, princess,” said Jason. He freed her ankles and wrists and set her on her knees in front of him. When she hesitated, he put her hand around the base of his cock and said, “That’s five inches there. Make your lips touch your fist every time, princess.”
As she looked up at him, she saw the lust in his eyes, but all the thrill was gone from arousing a grown man. Now she had to face the consequences. With a little sob, she opened wide and pushed the head of his cock between her lips. Defeated, she slid the cock to the entrance to her throat and bobbed up and down a few times like that before finally forcing herself to touch her lips to her fist with a choking sound. It was such a horrible feeling that she took it all the way from her mouth, wondering what would happen if she changed her mind. “I was gonna be a star,” she said sadly. 
“You still could be, princess,” said Jason. “The star of your own series of porn flicks. Little Lyla the lovely lollipop cock sucker. Now get busy or I’ll put you back on the rack with a dozen candles.”
The proud little girl shoved the cock back into her mouth and gagged herself over and over, thinking about Cassie, about what a fucked up show this was, and about how she didn’t want to be that kind of star. Then, once she got used to the horrible feeling, she thought about the look on Jason’s face and how thrilling it was. The way his eyes focused on her mouth was better than a photographer trying to sneak peeks of her nipples. The look on his face as he filled her mouth with his cum almost made it worthwhile. 
On Wednesday Jason only had to threaten Lyla and she took six inches and seven on Thursday, eight on Friday, and all of it on Saturday. Once she’d figured out how much pain Jason could delivery, forcing his cock down her throat paled in comparison. Maybe she’d suffer through a few porno flicks, but then she’d have the talent to earn starring roles in the big time. Suck the director or the producer? No problem. 
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 8
(bdsm, oral, humil, pedo)
After she gave in and sucked cock for breakfast Tuesday morning, BB refused to do the same for lunch. Deciding she could get by on two meals a day, she planned to earn her breakfast and dinner and skip lunch. The hard part about lunch was being gagged so her mommy couldn’t slip her some food on the side. She had to sit in the cage while the other 15 ate lunch. At least the others ate quietly. Even Lyla didn’t taunt her about lunch. If she faced the rear of her cage, she only had to smell the food and that was bad enough. 
The atmosphere of the show had changed in an instant when the girls learned they weren’t competing for a big juicy part. Now instead of wishing the others would fail, the girls started to become friends and encourage each other. When Katrina came back from sucking cock on Tuesday, BB consoled her and her mother. She admired the blond’s determination to win, even if the contest was disgusting. When Lyla came back, BB talked to the crushed girl about her ordeal. “You have to do it,” she said. “He’s just going to hurt you until you do, so don’t feel bad about it. It’s not your fault and it doesn’t make you a bad person. You don’t want to and you don’t like it. That’s the important part. Oh, and that bullshit about Cassie? She’s in school, right? She couldn’t be watching. Think about it. They’re making it all up.”
The wheels turned in Lyla’s head and then, with tears in her eyes, she said, “Thanks for being a friend. You’re right. She can’t be watching. Thanks.” 
On the other side of her, Farah was BB’s best friend. Like the other girls, she liked the pixie’s sense of humor in the midst of the disaster. So, while BB tried to keep up Katrina’s and Lyla’s spirits, Farah kept hers up. When it was her turn, Farah winked at BB. “Oh, goody, gag me with a cock. Good thing I had my tonsils out. Here comes the doctor. Open wide and say ah.” That was the last thing the girl next door said before Jason inserted the spring loaded gag that pried her mouth open. Despite the joking, BB knew it had to hurt, not to mention it was humiliating to do it with everyone watching. At least she would have been humiliated, but Farah had made a point earlier of telling everyone to watch while she made his cock “magically disappear, over and over cuz I need the practice.” BB just couldn’t imagine herself joking about doing it three times a day. 
As far as BB was concerned, Robin had it the worst of them all. Robin wouldn’t talk about it, though they all knew she’d come back Monday with a belly full of piss and cum. The blond would talk about sucking cock and about the others, but she wouldn’t talk about how Jason was motivating her and the other girls respected that. 
When Robin and her mom were taken to her training room right after Katrina came back, the dungeon was silent. Knowing what was coming, Barbara put up a good fight, but the result was only bruises on her and in the end she was tied in position over her daughter’s wide open mouth. “Your choice today, mommy,” said Jason. “Drink four bottles of water or get the IV again.”
“I’ll drink the water,” said Barbara. Hoping to drag it out, she quickly learned she had 15 minutes to drink the four bottles. After that, it was just a matter of time. In the next two hours she peed three times and each time Robin drained the tube and wondered when she was going to get to suck Jason’s cock. 
Four hours after being put in position, mommy was taken away and Robin was freed for lunch. Lunch was like resetting her taste buds. During the morning ordeal, she became inured to the taste of pee, but after lunch it seemed just a disgusting. “May I please suck cock?” she asked Master Abe as he and Master Bob put her back in position, staring at a now vacant upper cage. 
Abe shrugged. “You have to ask daddy, not me.” He knew she wasn’t going to get a chance to even ask until after the next round of pee. 
Huddled in position, Robin waited for Heather to show up and pee again. It was terrible to have mommy do it and terrible to have Miss Goodie Two Shoes do it, just for different reasons. The suspense was killing her, not to mention the boredom of nothing to do but stare at the ceiling. Two hours later, to her surprise, daddy brought in BB, Farah, and Cheryl. “Uh uh,” she grunted. “Nah free.” Please not all three of them, she silently begged. There was nothing she could do as she watched Cheryl climb into the cage above her. Jason’s special princess wasn’t even tied. 
“Go ahead, princess,” said Jason. “This is what you saved it up for. It’ll be fun to pee in her mouth.”
“Yes, daddy,” nodded Cheryl. She concentrated for a few seconds and then a stream of pee started. At daddy’s order earlier, she’d held a lot of pee and now she let it all go down the drain to the toilet slave. When she was done, she climbed back out and squatted down to see the result. When Robin’s throat worked and the level went down, Cheryl said, “Oh, wow, she is drinking it. There goes my pee into her tummy.” Burning with shame and embarrassment, Robin had no choice, but Cheryl didn’t have to rub it in, did she?
As a matter of fact, Cheryl did feel obliged to rub it in. In just her second day, she felt like an outcast because of her special treatment. She could see daddy was treating her so different that the other girls resented her. Cut off from the others, her refuge became her special room where she didn’t have to face her cold and distant competition. To earn her refuge, she had to please daddy. Peeing in Robin’s mouth and then taunting her seemed like something that would make him happy. 
Though she’d been naked with the girls for two days, it felt different to be tied with her legs spread and the center of attention. As she swallowed Cheryl’s yellow offering, she glanced at the other two. She imagined BB and Farah were both staring between her legs and it made her feel funny. From her angle, she couldn’t really tell where they were looking. All she could think was why are they looking at my pussy and why do I like it? 
The pee girl was still wondering about the strange feeling as Jason put Farah into the top cage. Her hands were tied behind her back. Peering down at Robin, she wanted to make a joke, but this wasn’t her torture to make fun of. “I don’t have to pee, daddy,” she said. 
“You’re not being kind to her by holding out. You’ll just stay there until you do. You can do a little now or a lot later,” said Jason. 
When Farah squeezed out just a little, Jason reached in and tickled the bound girl. “No, no, don’t. Stop it,” she squealed as he assaulted her sides. She squirmed and squealed for a tortuous minute before she lost control and emptied her bladder to her fellow contestant. In disgust, she watched her pee go down the hole. “Sorry, Robin,” she panted as she regained her breath. “I just couldn’t hold it anymore.” Jason pulled her out and gave her a swat on her bottom for being difficult. 
“Now are you ready to suck cock, princess, or do you want BB to give you some more?” asked Jason. 
Robin nodded and swallowed. After drinking so much pee, she was getting used to it. The bad part was the waiting. If she did BB and then they left, how long would it be before she got another chance? She’d been in her cage alone for hours and she wanted to get it over with. Plus, she didn’t want the other girls to think that she didn’t mind drinking pee.
Freed and kneeling with Jason’s cock in her little hand, Robin said, “Thank you, daddy. You don’t really have to make me, you know.” With the other three girls kneeling to the side and watching, she took daddy’s cock in her mouth and sucked on it. She stroked eagerly, remembering how much fun it was to make a mess. During rehearsals, she’d bragged to the other girls about doing stuff like this even though she hadn’t. Now with an audience, she was going to convince them she really had done it before. 
Looking to the side, she was certain the girls were looking at her body and she felt a definite tingle as she imagined them looking and touching. She was sucking off a man, but she was doing it in front of some sexy girls. A glance at Farah and she could see the small tits on the pixie. Why do they suddenly look special? Unbidden, one hand slipped down to her pussy while the other stroked Jason’s cock. Yesterday he’d licked her until she came. Wouldn’t it be super if he did it again with them watching?
As he watched the pretty blond sucking his cock, Jason tried to figure out what was going on in her head. It looked like she enjoyed the audience. That wouldn’t be odd considering all of the girls were performers who excelled in front of an audience. Still, it would be a first to have a little girl do more than act like she enjoyed it. She was actually showing off for the other three. To his amazement, her other hand disappeared and from the motion of her arm, he knew what she was doing. Warned not to reward her like he had yesterday, he didn’t see anything wrong with letting her do herself. If it made for a better blowjob, then it was fair. 
Cumming first, Jason spurted his cum in her mouth and on her face. She swallowed and licked up the manly version of a mud pie with a grin on her face. Now that he’d cum, she stopped diddling herself and looked to him for the same reward as yesterday. “One time good deal yesterday, princess,” he said. “You can do it yourself, but I’m not doing it.” However, he cuffed her hands behind so she couldn’t and said, “Just do it faster tomorrow. You can cum if you cum before me, otherwise, tough luck.”
So close to cumming, Robin was sorry she’d stopped. She had been seconds away and could have cum before he stopped her. Her pussy tingled wildly, even better when she saw the other three girls were staring at her in wonder. She still hadn’t figured out why it felt so good to have them staring at her nudity. Her eyes took them in greedily. She didn’t care much for the flat-chested Cheryl or the dark skinned BB. It felt best of all to look at Farah, sexy girl Farah. Eek! I’m a lesbo, she thought and her eyes opened wide at the epiphany. But I can’t be because I liked sucking his cock, too. 
Back in her cage, she had plenty of time to think about her realization. She liked Farah’s body and Heather’s body, too. They both had little tits, nice soft mounds that she wished she could touch. She had nothing like that yet. For that matter, she liked Sam’s mommy and Heather’s mommy. It looked like they had big soft pillows on their chest and she wanted to know what they felt like. There she sat in a quandary as Cheryl, last of the day, took her turn with daddy and then it was dinner time. 
After asking to earn her dinner that evening, BB was surprised when she ended up sucking Master Dave and not daddy. He wasn’t as big as daddy, but he was still more than a mouthful. Jason needed a break and the point of her training was to suck a cock, not necessarily daddy’s cock every time. 
After dinner that night, Farah called over to Robin. “What were you doing when you blew him? Rubbing. What were you rubbing that felt so good?”
“What were you doing, Robin?” said the girl’s mommy, curious and alarmed. 
“This,” said Robin, spreading her legs and rubbing her clit with her tiny index finger. “Right here,” she showed Farah. 
“Stop that,” snapped Barbara. “Where’d you learn something like that?”
Robin’s finger froze and then pulled slowly away from her pussy. Not wanting to spill the beans about Jason licking her down there, Robin just said, “I don’t know. I just did it and it feels good. Why? What’s wrong?”
“She’s masturbating, Barbara,” said Joanne. “For God’s sake, she’s blowing a nine inch cock and you’re worried about her touching herself? Let her have a little fun.” She sat down and spread her legs for Farah. “It’s right here, sweetie. It feels good and then you have an orgasm. Not something I’d ever show you, but…” Under the circumstances, it seemed OK now. Making little circles with her finger, she demonstrated. 
Unabashedly, Farah spread her legs and rubbed, searching for the spot until she found it. “Ohhh, that does feel good. And it’s OK?”
“Sure, sweetie,” said the more tolerant Joanne. 
“It makes it better to suck his cock,” offered Robin. She watched Farah longingly, but held her own finger at bay. “She’s doing it, mommy. Why can’t I?”
“You just shouldn’t,” said Barbara. “It’s disgusting.”
“It’s like what happened to Cheryl’s mom,” said Joanne, ignoring the prude. “She had a vibrator instead of her finger. I’m sure she was embarrassed because she didn’t want to do it. Most girls do it in private, but we don’t have privacy. When you want to do it, it’s fun.” Though she wasn’t prudish, it was still hard to do in front of her daughter. She kept doing it so the girls wouldn’t be ashamed themselves. 
Robin put her finger to work and Barbara again told her to stop. “No, mommy,” said the 10-year-old. They’re doing it and what are you gonna do? Make me drink pee?” She faced Farah with her legs spread and when her mommy didn’t interfere, she got busy finishing what she’d started earlier. To her delight, Farah turned to face her. “I like watching you,” said the blond. 
It was a practical matter for Farah. She didn’t want to sit and face her mommy as she played with herself, so she faced her friend. “I like watching you, too,” she said, though she didn’t know how much Robin liked watching her. Her body tingled all over and it just got better the more she rubbed herself. Then she felt like the feeling just took control. Moaning and rubbing harder and faster, she came for her very first time. “Oh, wow. That was fantastic.”
Across from her, Robin came in a wild display of lust. Her eyes were fixed on Farah’s juicy pussy as she spasmed in pleasure. The two girls lay back, sated and happy from the brief interlude. 
Joanne came quietly half a minute later. She had her eyes closed, fantasizing about her husband. She opened her eyes to see all the moms and daughters staring at her. “What?” she said, daring any of them to say something. “It’s a good way to take your mind off all the shit.” For a few minutes she’d been able to forget the sick world around her. So had the two girls. 
The next day at lunch, BB just shrugged. Three times a day couldn’t be worse than twice a day. “Yes, daddy, may I suck your cock?” Again she settled for Master Dave’s smaller cock. By Friday she didn’t even have to ask. She sucked a cock and got fed. It was getting easier and wasn’t a big deal anymore. She knew the other girls were all getting better, too. It was less like a competition and more like eight personal ordeals. They didn’t suck to win; they sucked because they had to. 
Sam graduated from small cocks to bigger cocks and figured out daddy’s plan. The girls were all gagging on big cocks from day one, but he started small. By the time he was doing older boys with six inches of meat for him on Thursday, he was taking the smaller ones without a problem. He saw Gary, Kev, and Oliver for the last time on Wednesday. “After she sucks your cocks once, she’ll strip for you,” Jason told the boys. “Make her suck your cocks one more time and then if you want, you can fuck her in the ass.”
The femboy nervously knelt in front of each one in turn and took three loads of cum in his belly. He had no idea what would happen when he was naked and wasn’t looking forward  to the unveiling. What would the other boys say and do when they realized he was a fag? At least Master Bob stayed in the room this time. When he swallowed Oliver’s load, he stood and unzipped his dress, letting it fall to the floor. Without the sheath for his cock today, there was a bulge in his panties, but the three boys didn’t seem to notice. It was just beyond their imagination that Sam wasn’t a girl. Removing the superfluous training bra, Sam hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his panties. Taking a deep breath, he slid them down to expose his hard cock. He hated that it was hard, but it got that way when he sucked their cocks. He knew it meant he enjoyed it and now everybody would know. 
“Holy shit!” said Kev. “She’s got a dick!”
“Idiot! It’s a guy!” said Oliver. “Fuck, we’ve had a guy blowing us all week. Little faggot enjoyed it, too.”
“So what,” said Gary, stepping up to take his turn. “It still feels good.” Not to mention Sam was cute and the offending cock was out of sight as Sam knelt and sucked him. It wasn’t hard to think of the boy as a girl. “Suck me, bitch.”
Sam eagerly took the smallest of the cocks in his mouth. Finally he could do it without hiding. It felt better to be a boy sucking cock than a girl. As he sucked, he stroked his cock. He’d heard that Robin played with herself and she was right; it did make sucking a cock better. Hot to cum, he shot his load on the floor before Gary came in his mouth. 
When Kev balked, Sam threw the boy’s words back at him. “C’mon, little white boys like black cock, too.”
“Fuck you. No, we don’t,” said Oliver. “Little fag boys like any kind of cock. You want mine, don’t you?” He was ready for his second blowjob and looked like he was going to take Kev’s turn. “I want him to do it just so I can fuck his ass. It’ll still look like a little girl’s ass.”
“My turn, then,” said Kev. He couldn’t take away the fact that the boy in girls’ clothing had sucked him several times already and just because they knew he was a boy didn’t make it any less fun. “Yeah, I heard once that guys do better blowjobs anyway. Do it, you fag. Show me how much you like black cock.” 
Sam showed how much he liked Kev’s cock and then Oliver’s cock. Gary’s cock was hard for a third time and Sam’s cock was hard, too. Looking at the cute other boy with his beautiful cock, he wanted to stand up and kiss him, but knew that would be going too far. On his hands and knees, he turned his back on the 10-year-old. He had no idea what to expect, but he was looking forward to it. 
As Gary worked his cock in, Sam pushed back to help. It felt wonderful to have the boy rape his ass. “Do me, handsome,” he cooed, his soprano no different than a girl’s voice. “Fuck me. Fuck Samantha in her pretty girl ass. I’m a naughty girl who likes boys up her ass.” Perched on his knees and one hand, his free hand stroked his cock. “Little girls like hard cocks up their ass. Bang my ass.” 
His acting was so enticing that none of the boys had a problem fucking his ass and he came once for Gary and once for Oliver, moaning and praising the size of the oldest boy’s cock. The next day the ruse started all over again with older boys and bigger cocks. 
Sated after their last session with Sam, Gary, Kev, and Oliver relaxed in their room, drinking drug laced sodas and passed out quickly. Their auction had already been held on line. Gary woke up still in his crate, tied, gagged, and naked. Scared witless, he was relieved when the lid was taken off. “Ooo, thank you, daddy,” said a pretty 12-year-old girl staring down at him. “My very own boy toy.” Gary soon learned that being a boy toy for her was not fun. Kev woke up tied with a ring gag in his mouth and three men around him. “Let’s see if little black boys like white cock,” said one of the men. He certainly preferred that over the rest of what they did to him. When Oliver came to, he was naked and hanging by his wrists. “Good, you’re awake,” said a voice. He focused on the face and gasped, “Mr. Tolan?” His 7th grade English teacher picked up a whip and said, “Call me master.” Suddenly Oliver regretted all the times he’d acted out in class. 
The entire week went pretty much according to plan except for the final rebellion on Wednesday when Julia made a break for the door. She knew it was trouble, but there was nobody between her and the door as they were led back from Heather’s training session. If they caught her, she was sunk, but if there was a slim chance she could get out and away, she was willing to take that chance.  Grabbing the door knob, she tried to turn it, but it was locked. Again and again she tried it, pulling and pushing frantically on the door while Masters Abe, Bob, and Dave closed in on her. From their casual reaction she knew she’d never stood a chance. 
“I’ll go back quietly,” she said. “You know I just had to try it and you knew I couldn’t get out, so just let me go to my cage.” With no expectation she’d get off that easy, she gave it a try anyway. She was cornered and they just waited for Jason. 
“Nice try,” said Jason now that he’d put Heather in her cage. “This is gonna be pretty simple and not even painful, but I can’t afford to have someone around who tries to escape and I’m going to set an example.” 
Knowing there was no point in fighting, she let them sit her in a chair in the hallway in front of the cages. It was definitely more comfortable than the post Karen had been perched on. Her ankles were tied to the back legs and her wrists were tied to the sides of the chair back. Leaning forward in the chair, she was helplessly on display. Master Dave set a camera up on a tripod. “So the bidders can get a good look at you,” said Jason. 
“Bidders?” she asked, wondering if she’d heard him right.
“Yes, bidders,” said Jason. “Can’t have you hanging around, so we’re going to auction you off to the highest bidder.”
“No!” she protested. “What about Heather? She needs me.”
“Too late for that,” said the big man. “Should have thought of that before you tried to run. She’s just gonna have to get by on her own now.”
Aghast that she’d be abandoning her daughter, she pleaded, “I promise I won’t try it again. You knew I couldn’t escape anyway. The door is locked and nobody can get out. I won’t do it again.”
“Don’t send my mommy away,” yelled Heather when she figured out what was going on. 
“It’s your mommy’s fault,” said Jason. “You shut up. Both of you shut up. I’m not changing my mind. Shut up or I’ll gag you.” He still had to do Sam’s and Cheryl’s training, so he left the auction to the emcee. 
“Check out this prime piece of puss,” said the emcee as he took center stage on camera. “Sexy, beautiful, nice tits, and a little feisty. Won’t she be fun to break? In a couple of minutes, you’ll see a button on the web page that says Auction. You can watch the rest of the show and click on that button anytime to check up on the status of the auction. From the Auction page you can see her, see the bidding history, place your bids, and, of course, return to the main program. Bidding starts at $5000 and the auction closes six hours after it starts. Remember that you pay shipping for purchases under $20,000.”
“Let’s see if our piece of property has anything to say,” he held the mike down to the bound woman. 
“I’m not a piece of property,” she said, glaring at the camera. “You’re all sick.”
“Whoa, apparently she doesn’t understand that in six hours she’ll belong to one of you,” grinned the emcee. “Not a good idea to call your owner sick. That’s gonna come back and haunt you. Want to change your mind about that?” He offered her the mike again. 
“This is wrong and you know it,” said Julia, softening her tone just a little. It was a nightmare just to think that they could do this and get away with it. With 15 other captives, she shared Jason’s attention. If she was somebody’s property, she’d be his one and only woman and it was just too terrible to think about that. 
“Right or wrong, the audience has seen you demonstrate cock sucking for Heather and you’re damn good at it. I think you’re going to be very popular. Somewhere out there, Mr. Right is going to win the bidding and then who knows what you’ll do for him. Except I do know one word that sums up what you’ll do.” He paused for a few seconds and then said, “Anything. Yep, that’s it. You’ll do anything for him. I know our viewers know how to motivate a woman.”
Listening to his earpiece, he pointed at the wall behind her. “Let’s bring up the current bid up here.” A screen lit up with $5000 on it in big bold numbers. “There’s our starting bid. I understand the Auction button is now on your screen. Press F5 if you don’t see it. And we have our first bid already, coming in at $5000. Let’s see what we can do.”
Julia strained to see behind her, but she couldn’t see the screen. “Is… is it really there?” she asked Joanne, the closest mom. “Is there really a… a price?”
The other woman nodded solemnly. All eyes were on the screen in a mixture of shock and disbelief. The moms were realizing that this was probably their fate at the end of the show and probably their daughters’ fate as well. 
“5100,” said the emcee as the display changed. “Well, at least you have two fans out there. I’ll check back periodically to see how it’s going. Let’s run the clip of her sucking off Jason just minutes ago so our bidders remember she can deep throat with the best of them.” 
The bidding proceeded slowly at first. The emcee gave her an update every hour, but all she had to do was look at Joanne and the other woman read off the current bid. She didn’t want to know, but morbid curiosity kept her checking with Joanne. What was the going price for a sex slave? Three hours in, the bidding was stalled at $7700. Sitting on the auction block, Julia didn’t know how to take that. She’d rather be anywhere but here, but since she was, did she want a high price or did it matter? 
Dinner was being served to the other 15 captives as the emcee came back to Julia. “7700 is a pretty low price. Almost not worth the trouble. Got a few requests that might get the bidding going again.” Masters Abe and Bob untied her ankles from the chair and then tied them to the ends of a three foot spreader bar. After untying her wrists, they turned her to face away from the camera and tied her wrists to the seat of the chair. “There you go, guys,” chimed in the man with the mike. “You asked for a view of her ass and there it is. You could sure poke her from behind in pussy or ass. How about it, Julia? Ever had it in the ass?”
She was staring at the price on the wall now that she could see it as he asked the question. “Yes,” she admitted. “A few times.” 
“A few times?” said the emcee. “This is prime porn star ass. This is one talented bitch. Let’s get some more bids in for this whore that can take you around the world. I’ll bet little Heather didn’t know mommy made porn flicks when she was younger. How about a preview for the bidders?”
“Oh, God, no,” whined Julia as the screen changed from a sum of money to a picture of a younger, but still recognizable version of her stripping. “Don’t watch, Heather.” 
“Yes, do watch, Heather,” said the emcee. “There’s a test afterwards and you have to watch or else you won’t pass it. The clip was only five minutes long as Julia first sucked a man’s cock and then turned to take it in the ass. All the while she talked dirty, even asking to suck him and then for him to fuck her ass. 
“What do you think, Heather?” asked the emcee when the clip was over and a figure of $9500 appeared on the screen. “Maybe you’ll grow up to be just like mommy.”
“She liked it,” was all Heather could say. She saw her mommy in a totally different light. Mommy had been in naughty movies. Mommy got paid to have sex. She didn’t say it, but she knew that made mommy a whore. No wonder mommy wanted her to learn to suck daddy’s cock. 
“That got the bidding going,” chuckled the emcee. “Want to do that line for us again? What was it? There’s nothing like a big cock to make me happy.” He held the mike down to Julia. 
“Fuck you,” said the bound woman. 
“I think it will be more like fuck you,” said the emcee. “One of the viewers pointed out yesterday that he’d seen you in some movies. Too bad he shared that bit of info with us. He might have gotten you for rock bottom, but now you’re over 10 grand.”
An hour later they repositioned her again. Tied to the chair facing the camera, this bondage position leaned her back and forced her to spread her legs for another embarrassing view. Then for the last hour she hung by her wrists. The bidding had slowed again, but with the deadline approaching it started up. It slowly crept up to $20,000 and then it really took off with the promise of free shipping. Overseas bidders had held off, daunted by the cost of shipping a live female, but now they waded in. 
The bidding was going fast and furious at the end of six hours, but the emcee cut it off. “Going… going… gone.”. The price stood at $31,700. “Bidding is closed and she is sold. All I can tell you is she’s going to learn Russian.” 
They cut the video feed of Julia as they packaged her for shipment. Stuffed into a small wooden crate on her back, her wrists and ankles were chained to the sides and then the top was nailed in place. She’d arrive at her destination within 36 hours, tired, cold, hungry, and thirsty. That would just make her easier to control. 
By Sunday, Julia was mostly forgotten. Despite the rude awakening to her mommy’s past, Heather still loved and missed mommy, but the others had moved on. All the girls were close friends. They’d even broken down and accepted Cheryl as just another victim with some logic and cajoling from their mothers. It wasn’t her fault that she was getting special treatment. Knowing they had time after each meal, they played a game of who could cum the fastest. Even their moms had their own race right before bedtime. As far as the cock sucking competition went, Katrina, Lyla, Farah, and Robin were in a class above the rest. Jason was disappointed that Cheryl was clearly last. By the rules he could only be kind to her and cajole her into sucking his cock. She repaid his kindness by never taking him to a gagging depth. On Monday morning, they awoke to find a new twist. 
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 9
(bdsm, oral, humil, pedo)
With Master Dave waking up fifteen females with a cold blast of water, even Cheryl this time, Jason waited until he was finished. Before breakfast, he had an announcement. “Time to vote somebody off the island,” he said, using the old cliché from the original reality show. “Stand up, every one! Every morning for the next seven days, we’re going to get rid of a loser, the worst cocksucker in the bunch. Rest assured that each loser will soon learn there are worse things than sucking a 9 inch cock. Some of you are doing very well and some of you are not. One of you isn’t even trying. Which one will it be?”
He walked down the line of captives all standing obediently at the front of their cage and stopped in front of Farah’s cage. “My large mouth bass,” he said, making the little girl tremble. It was true in a sense that she wasn’t even trying. He was forcing her. “You’ve been taking all my cock from the very first day. You may sit down.” As she sat, Farah found herself actually relieved that she wasn’t the worst. 
“Heather,” said Jason next, “you definitely need some work. I’m disappointed in your lack of enthusiasm and lack of depth. Your mommy showed you better than that. However, you aren’t the worst, so sit down.” 
The audience was enjoying the suspense as much as Jason enjoyed meting it out. He was judge, jury, and executioner. At least today was an easy choice. “BB, sucking cock just to eat must be a real motivator. Master Bob says you do a fine job. Today you’ll get a chance to suck my cock. Can’t very well kick you off if I haven’t even given you a chance to suck the real thing. You may sit down.” Likewise, Sam hadn’t been given the chance so Jason told him to sit next. 
Katrina and Robin were allowed to sit with the assurance that Jason’s two blond beauties were not a disappointment. That left just Cheryl and Lyla. Jason paced down to the last cage in line and looked in at Cheryl and her mom. “My special little princess,” he said with affection. A smile grew on the Asian’s face as she realized she was not the loser. “I’ve treated you so nice and asked so very little in return. Such a little beauty. So much fun to cuddle with in a nice soft bed. So wonderfully innocent even after all you’ve been through. I’m sure you’ll bring a good price at your auction. Lyla! Sit down! Cheryl! You’re totally fucked! Bye bye.” It made his cock hard just to watch the smile turn to shock. 
Masters Abe and Bob secured the begging mother-daughter pair in a hog-tie, finally gagging them to shut them up, and carried them away while breakfast was served to the remaining, very somber, contestants. They’d come to accept that this wasn’t a joke, but seeing the first pair taken away for auction was a horrifying scene. 
The mother-daughter Asian duo were not auctioned. As the first losers, they were given to the winner of the lottery. In one last interview, the emcee asked, “How does it feel to know you’re being given away for free?” He shoved the mike in Cheryl’s face and got no answer, just a look of shock. Putting the mike in front of Karen’s face, he waited for a response from her. Of course the response was garbled by the gag. “Oh, you’re looking forward to you new home?” improvised the emcee. “I can’t tell you who won the lottery, but I do have it on good authority that your new owner is looking forward to receiving our gift and that you won’t be seeing the sunshine for a very long time.” 
Craig had continued to send photos every day and now he showed Karen a picture of her babysitter with his cock buried to the root in Kristen’s tight, 7-year-old ass. The cute girl had a smile on her face. Karen screamed into her gag as she realized all her children had fallen victim to this show in one way or another. She kept screaming as the emcee showed her Kristin sucking Mike, Kristin sucking Craig, Kristen and Mike tied and lacking a smile, and even a picture of Mike dressed like a girl and sucking off the babysitter. The last picture was simply a photo of Kristin and Mike standing naked and facing the camera. Craig, also naked and sporting a hard on, stood between the children holding their hands. 
Horrified at the sight of her two youngest children being abused by their babysitter, Karen begged for help. She’d misjudged Craig. How could she know that he was just waiting for a reason to molest children. Instead of helping, the emcee said, “We haven’t told anyone what he’s doing, so he’s free to keep butt fucking your babies. Looks like they’re all having a good time.”
As the woman continued to beg, he said, “Yeah, I know how that must feel, Karen. Really, really sucks, especially knowing you can’t do a damn thing… that you trusted him to take care of your babies…  that it was you sitting with the steel rod up your ass and cumming over and over that convinced him this was OK. Any teenage boy would look at you having the time of your life and take that as permission to do the same.” Tears ran down the woman’s face as he rubbed it in. 
“And you, Cheryl, check this out,” he said, showing her the picture of Kristen sucking Craig. “You’re a loser. Even your little sister sucks cock better than you.” 
That evening, a woman not far from Hollywood, pried the lid off the big crate delivered to her and peered in at Karen, held in place by metal bands screwed to the side of the crate. “Sweet,” said Karen’s owner. “You like humiliation and I like humiliating. My friends will be so envious.” She took the lid off the small crate and admired her 10-year-old piece of property. “I’m going to have so much fun with you,” she said to the frightened girl. She had no age preference, so she would enjoy tormenting and humiliating both just as much. That is was mother and daughter just made it more appealing. 
With the slap of reality, the four leaders continued to suck Jason like winners and the three trailing girls showed more enthusiasm. BB moved into contention by sucking all of Jason’s cock to earn lunch, but Sam and Heather continued to struggle. The boy’s first attempt at Jason’s cock ended with a mouthful of cum, but he’d only sucked five inches worth. The redhead had lost her mother, and with that, her example of how to suck cock and her encouragement. Still, she did better than Sam.  
After lunch, Jason threw them another new twist. “We’re going to have a special contest within the contest. The winner will get a bye on cocksucking tomorrow.” He let that sink in and then said, “So here’s the challenge. Girls, the viewers really enjoy the evening contest of who can cum the fastest. We’re going to do that, only the winner is the girl who can make her mommy cum the fastest. Mommies, no helping.”
Again he paused, letting the camera pan down the faces. BB, Lyla, and Heather registered disgust. Katrina, Farah, and Robin looked like they were already plotting their strategy. Only Sam looked elated at the prospect. To reassure Heather that she had a chance, Jason said, “Princess, your mommy fucked up and so you can’t play in this round. However, we’ll note the fastest time and then you’ll get a chance. We’ll randomly select one of the moms and you can eat her to see if you’re even faster.”
Then Jason got a look of surprise on his face. “Oh, yeah,” said the big man, “I almost forgot.” That wasn’t true since this was all practiced. “You have 30 minutes to get mommy off. If you haven’t done it in 30 minutes, then you’ll suck me, Master Abe, Bob, Cal, and Dave and a couple of boys still on hand from Sam’s training.” Without a pause, he said, “Ready, set, go!” and Katrina, Farah, and Sam went into action. 
Farah and Sam buried their faces in their mom’s pussy, using fingers and tongue. Katrina just rolled her mommy onto her stomach and started spanking the word SLUT with an open palm. She’d paid attention enough to know what excited her mom and figured a little warm up foreplay would help. At first Claudia protested and then she understood her daughter’s strategy. As her ass warmed, she felt a tingle growing. 
Robin, eager to get started, was stymied by her uncooperative mom. Still a prude after a week of blatant, raw sex, she refused to let Robin get between her legs. “Please, mom, do you want me to suck cock tomorrow or what? Look, we’re already behind. Let me get there and at least try to make you cum.” When she finally relented, the others had a 30 second head start. It didn’t matter anyway; Barbara wasn’t about to get excited from anything her daughter did. Cheryl, BB, and Lyla also suffered from late starts, though not as late as Robin’s. It was simply a difficult concept for mother and daughter and took a few seconds before mom spread and daughter moved in. 
After a minute, Katrina was still pounding on mommy’s red ass and, aside from Robin, the other girls were getting results. What a picture it was for the viewers to watch six 10-year-olds with their asses in the air and faces planted in mommy’s cunt and Katrina delivering a blistering spanking to Claudia.
The contest had a winner rather abruptly when Claudia said, “Now, baby, take me over.” She rolled to her back and Katrina took about 15 seconds to get her mom off with her lips and tongue.  
“We have a winner,” said the emcee. “Interesting strategy by Jason’s pretty blond princess on the end. Katrina, how did you know mommy is a pain slut?”
“She isn’t… or she wasn’t,” said Katrina in a feeble attempt to protect her mommy’s reputation. “She really didn’t like it when daddy hurt her at first. Guess she just started to like it because… because they made her feel good at the same time.”
“What was it like to get to spank mommy? Was it fun? Something you’ve always wanted to do?” asked the emcee.
Katrina rolled her eyes. “No, I haven’t always wanted to do it. She’s never spanked me, so why would I want to do it to her?” Then she gave a sly smile. “Yeah, it was fun. My hand hurts a little, but it was fun because she likes it so much. She’s the best mommy ever.”
“How’s it feel to be your little girl’s pain slut,” he asked, putting the mike to Claudia’s face. 
Claudia took a few seconds to decide on what to say. It was disgusting. Jason turned me into a pain slut. Or, did I become one too quick? Was I always one, but never knew it? Should I let them know how much I liked it or act outraged? When she finally answered, she said, “I’ve got the best daughter ever. Not that I ever wanted to have sex with her or get spanked by her, but she’s a winner and wow, did she make mommy cum or what?”
The emcee was a little disappointed at mommy’s obvious pleasure. “I’m sure you’re setting a good example for the precious little thing. If she’s not the winner, she needs to know that pain can be pleasure as well.” He backed off. The moms and the girls were getting more defiant in a way. They followed Jason without question, but lately his interviews were getting responses like that… they lacked the innocent and outrage he was trying to get.
He regained some pleasure when, after 20 minutes, Robin was still doing her best to get her nonresponsive mommy to cum. The poor girl just hadn’t figured out that it was a lost cause. Then Barbara pulled her daughter’s hand away with a curt, “Now you’re just rubbing me raw.” 
Still, he waited another 10 minutes until her allotted time was up. “Robin, your mommy really let you down. Are you looking forward to sucking eight cocks?” It was really seven but he added one in the hopes that Jason would allow him the pleasure of having the pretty blond suck his cock. However, when he asked in private, Jason just laughed cruelly at his request. 
While Sam went to suck cocks, Heather got a turn with Joanne, but she didn’t come close to Katrina’s time. She was at least happy that she got the job done in less than 30 minutes. 
Tuesday morning, Jason picked out winners, finally winnowing the field down to Heather and Sam. The previous day he’d spoken to the loser when it was down to two, so Heather’s shoulders slumped when he stopped in front of her. “Rather disappointing show, princess,” he said. “If you don’t improve, I’m afraid that you won’t last much longer. Sit down. You’re still in.” He looked at the next door cage where Sam was uneasily hoping daddy was following the same routine as yesterday. “Sam! You’re totally fucked! Bye bye.” Again the look on the loser’s face was priceless. 
Jason walked down to Katrina, the girl he always started with. “You get a bye today, so enjoy it while it lasts.”
“Daddy?” said Katrina. “I’d like to do it anyway. I need the practice and I want you to be happy. Maybe Farah could skip today? She was second.” After Katrina turned down her chance, the other girls didn’t want to look like they didn’t want to keep daddy happy, too, so everyone got a turn. 
Six hours later, Carol and Sam learned the results of their auction. Again the emcee was delighted to give them one last interview. “Carol, we couldn’t get a good price for the two of you, so we sold you separately. Alone, you brought in a whopping $27,300 dollars. I guess we have a few viewers who appreciate a grown woman. What would you like to tell Sam before you never see him again?”
“God, no, he’s just a boy,” whined Carol. “I have to stay with him.” She knew it was pointless, so after a few seconds, she said, “Sam, I’m so sorry I signed you up for this.  Be a good boy. Do what you’re told and maybe…” she choked up. Maybe your new owner won’t hurt you bad or kill you. When she recovered enough to continue, she said, “Maybe we’ll see each other again. Soon.” She knew that wouldn’t happen, but wanted to give her son some hope. 
“He’ll be OK. He’s a good boy and we find that somebody who pays $43,500 for one of our items usually keeps his property in good shape so he can use Sam over and over. What do you think about that price? Somebody wanted that cute little blond real bad.”
“You’re sick,” she said. “Selling people… a little boy like him… is disgusting.”
“Yes, I keep hearing that, yet here we are. Selling cute little boys off to men who can’t wait to wait to get their hands on them. By the way, just wanted you to know that his new owner asked for his delivery to look like this.” He held up a picture of Sam dressed in a maid’s outfit. He had black shoes, long white stockings, and a very short black dress. The little white lacy cap and lacy apron told his mother that her son was a maid off to serve someone who liked fem-boys. 
He gave her a smile that made her shudder as he said, “As for you, well, let’s put it this way. Can you say Mexican… drug… cartel?” It was true that someone who paid $27,000 for a piece of property would keep the property in working order. Unfortunately, Carol wasn’t with her new owner long before she started begging to be put out of her misery. 
That day, Heather finally got all 9 inches down her throat, but she was days behind the others who were easily deep throating Jason.  With Cheryl and Sam gone, it was the first day that Jason got a blow job from all the contestants. Katrina no longer needed any coercion, but Claudia still disappeared for hours and came back with a smile after being whipped and raped.  Her videos were being sold separately to the clientele that would appreciate her. Lyla and Robin no longer suffered before blowing daddy. BB and Heather sucked cock with at least feigned enthusiasm. 
Even Farah was changed. As daddy prepared to spread her mouth with the usual gag, the feisty girl said, “Daddy, I can’t suck cock right with that in my mouth. Now I want to be a just right size mouth bass. I can’t win unless I can really suck you off.  You could take me to another room like you do the other girls or, fuck, I’ve already done it with them watching, so let me gag myself with your cock right here.”
Warily, Jason set aside the gag. He had no assurance that Farah wouldn’t bite his cock once she had the chance. Nothing, but the assurance of an excellent actress who might be lying. And the assurance that she’d be well punished if she dared to so much as drag her teeth across his cock. He told her that and then stepped up to the bars. 
There was a time when Farah might have been brash enough to bite, but she’d seen too much being done to her fellow captives and knew the consequences even before daddy reminded her. As his cock pushed through the bars, she opened wide and slid it all the way down her throat in one motion just like he’d always done. This time her lips were tight around the intruder. This time she set the pace. This time she was determined to make daddy feel good. She firmly believed what she’d said – she couldn’t win with her mouth pried so wide that her lips never touched daddy’s cock. When she was done, she showed him her reward and then swallowed. “God, daddy, it’s so much better that way. I love your cock. The way it feels in my mouth and throat. Thank you for letting me finally enjoy it for real.”
Even as the other five girls gaped at Farah’s words, their minds were busy making up their own lines. Nobody had thought to say they enjoyed it and in their minds, Farah had just taken a big lead. Next time they’d praise his cock and express their delight (Katrina), pleasure (Lyla), incredible joy (BB), happiness (Heather), and satisfaction (Robin). In the privacy of her training room, nobody saw that Katrina upped the ante by swirling and playing with daddy’s cum in her mouth before swallowing.  
After lunch, Jason gave them a new daily challenge with the same rules except that the winner got any of the contestants to eat her to orgasm and it was the mommies turn to make their daughters cum. He chuckled at a thought and then told Heather. “I guess you’ll be sucking seven cocks again today because mommy won’t even try. Guess mommy likes her little girl sucking cocks. Ready, set, go!”
All the girls positioned themselves on their backs with their legs spread except for Katrina. Four mommies moved into position and just as Jason had predicted, Barbara didn’t even try to get her daughter off. Jason walked down the line to Katrina to see the girl’s unique strategy. Like yesterday, she was spanking mommy, but today DADDY’S was her target. “I guess she wasn’t kidding about it being fun to spank mommy,” said the emcee keeping his distance for now. “In fact, if I understand this right, sweet little Katrina is getting off on spanking mommy.”
Sure enough, in less than a minute, Katrina said, “Come and get me, bitch. Time to make me cum.” Claudia didn’t even blink at being called a bitch. Moving quickly into position, she took her daughter over the top in 15 seconds.” Again the winner, she knew who she wanted between her legs. She had to wait the full 30 minutes before the emcee called the contest to a halt with Robin still unsuccessful. He teased the girl about taking seven cocks again because that’s what mommy wanted. Then he asked Katrina who would be the lucky girl.
“Well, since she didn’t get a chance with her mommy, I want Heather down here so I can watch her pretty tongue in my pussy,” Katrina smugly announced. She didn’t consider that if Heather won something later in the week, she’d be paying back the pussy licking and the attitude. 
As she knelt between Katrina’s legs, Heather said, “You don’t have to be mean about it.” She started lapping at the pretty blond’s pussy, deciding that blonds were just bitches. 
“Heather,” said Katrina softly. “Daddy likes it when we say things like that. I’ll bet all the viewers loved it, too.” Raising her voice so the mikes would pick it up, she said, “C’mon, don’t be a sore loser, my pretty pussy licker. Enjoy yourself.” To that, Heather glared at Katrina. So what if Katrina was right. It still hurt. “Bet all the viewers love watching two 10-year-olds get naughty. How about it, everybody? Does Heather looks precious down there?”
On Wednesday, Jason voted Heather off the show. Katrina was aghast that she’d picked Heather to lick pussy and now Heather was gone. It was like she jinxed the redhead. That afternoon, at her final interview, the emcee asked her how it felt to have someone pay $51,000 for her. “That’s a lot,” said Heather. “Who is it?”
“I have no idea,” he told the bound girl. “I think you got a high price because you’re a redhead. Hard to come by. I have a message for you from one of the other girls. Robin says she’d love to see Miss Goodie Two Shoes with her new owner. Bet she learns things even I never heard of.” Robin had given up her cruel streak in favor of the camaraderie of the other girls, but Heather didn’t realize he was lying.
With a scowl, Heather tried to imagine herself with a man who owned her and the things she’d be forced to do. Then she said, “Tell Robin that I’ll be thinking of her drinking pee for the rest of her life. Everybody saw her do it, so the guy that buys her is gonna want to see that again. Live and in person.”
Heather was taken directly into a waiting limousine that took her to a private yacht the size of an ocean liner. A very fat sheik took her virginity and then gave her to his 10-year-old daughter.  After that, Heather imagined Robin drinking pee every day while she lived in the lap of luxury, companion to a very privileged girl. Sure there were sexual and non-sexual demands, bondage, and punishment, but if she behaved, she was better off than before the show. 
Two years later, the two 12-year-olds were cruising the Internet when Fatima said, “Isn’t that the girl that hated you? Called you names?” With free run of the net in the U.S., the two girls had found a few pictures of the contest and the Arab princess had seen Heather’s foe. 
Heather looked again and saw Robin’s face and then several pictures of her in severe bondage. The pictures were part of an online auction. Her owner had tired of her and wanted to recover some of what he paid for the slut. One picture showed a man peeing on her. She clapped her hands with glee and then Fatima said, “Would you like my father to buy her for you?”
As she nodded, Heather could already imagine Robin drinking pee straight from the faucet. Three days later, Robin knelt at Heather’s feet, drank her pee, and thanked her new mistress profusely for the treat. Heather made sure her life of luxury was not shared with her slave. Robin, guilty only of calling Heather Miss Goodie Two Shoes for which she’d apologized, didn’t understand why Heather had it in for her. 
The challenge on Wednesday was who could make mommy cum the fastest with a vibrator. “Like that’s fucking fair,” said Farah. “How about who can make their mommy cum the fastest without spanking her.”
“OK,” responded Katrina. “I won’t spank her today. If I win, maybe I’ll pick you to come eat your words or eat pussy at least.”
With Jason’s now familiar, “Ready, set, go,” the girls turned on their vibrators and got busy with their moms, except for Robin of course who knew it wasn’t even worth trying. “Maybe this time, honey,” said her mom. “I do like vibrators.” As a hopeful Robin got to the task, Barbara closed her eyes to take herself far away from the image of Robin making her cum. 
After promising not to spank her mommy, Katrina used a different strategy. Holding the vibrator to Claudia’s clit, she said, “Fuck, mommy, remember getting branded? How much that hurt? Branded as daddy’s slut and I could have stopped it. But I didn’t. Fucking branding iron going to mommy’s ass and I just got too excited to stop it. You screamed so loud. That was sweet! I just had to see it the next day, too. And the photo shoot. Spanking you and then leaving you for those boys. I know you liked it. Fucked by those boys and spanked. Where did you go yesterday? Tell me about it.”
Claudia’s eyes lit up. “Yeah, baby, mommy went to meet Master Abe and two boys, Howie and Jake. You should have been there to watch. I love it when you watch. They hung me from the ceiling by my arms. My feet couldn’t even touch and my arms hurt so bad. Baby, it felt so good. Even better when they got horny because I hurt. They whipped me and I screamed so loud. They all took turns. Hell, getting whipped by the boys was so hot. When they finally took me down, I couldn’t get enough cock. You get a big one, but mommy loved sucking a boy’s cock. Loved getting whipped by a little boy. Baby, I love it when you spank me. Oh, your hand pounding on my ass until it’s beet red and then even more.”
“Yeah, I like that,” said Katrina. “You’re getting me all wet and excited. I like making you cum with everybody watching. Think they’re rooting for you to cum like a wild woman… like you just got spanked within an inch of your life? Fuck, mommy, I’ll spank you good after you cum. I’ll spank you for cumming. Now, cum for me, mommy. Think about that spanking and cum.”  
With the mental images and memories etched into her mind, Claudia came almost as fast as a real spanking. The race was closer though as Joanne came seconds later and Irene right after that. Even Barbara eventually came, pleased to save her daughter from all that cocksucking. 
“That was still cheating,” said Farah. “It was like you were spanking her. So, sure, pick me. I’ll come down and enjoy a little pussy feast.”
“No, I think I’ll get BB to do it, today,” said Katrina. “Her tongue looks the pinkest because… it’s pinker.” She cut herself off with a silly sounding statement just before she said it was BB’s black skin and the contrast that made it look the pinkest. 
Dutifully, BB joined Katrina in her cage. “You’re so pretty,” said Katrina. “I like it when pretty girls eat my pussy, so get busy.” BB took the taunting better than Heather and ate the winner to a nice orgasm. None of the girls had even bothered to ask about the consequences of not complying with the rules. She was picked, so she licked pussy.
Thursday, Jason told the viewers he had his first hard choice to make. The three who were gone were clear losers, but the five who remained were all compliant and excellent cocksuckers. They were indeed excellent cocksuckers, but there was really no hard choice to be made. He already had put the five in order in his mind. If there were no screw ups, he knew who the winner would be. He just wished he could keep all five. 
Again he cut it down to two, BB and Lyla. He stood in front of BB’s cage. By now everyone knew that where he stopped and who he spoke to was not always the loser. “BB, I have to say that you suck cock like a pro. Three times a day has really brought out a great cocksucking talent. Unfortunately, I guess you were right the first day. I like white girls with pink nipples. You’re totally fucked! Bye bye.”
“I knew it,” said BB. “I didn’t even stand a chance.” She looked left and right. “Lyla? Farah? You’re losers, too. He’s gonna pick long blond hair and blue eyes.”
After the mother-daughter were whisked away, Jason stepped in to repair the damage done by BB. “She’s a sore loser. I did not say I was going to pick a blond. I said I was going to pick a white girl. That leaves all of you still in the running. Believe me, you’re all top notch and it’ll be a hard choice decided over the next few days.” 
This time, it wasn’t just Katrina that saw the coincidence. “You jinxed her,” said Lyla. “Like you did Heather. How did you do that? How did you know?”
“I didn’t know. I didn’t mean to,” said Katrina. “I couldn’t really jinx her, could I?” 
There was no logic to it, but the girls all saw Katrina in a different light that day. She was bad luck for them and no amount of pleading or apologizing could change their mind.
Katherine and BB were sold as a set for $63,000. Arriving at their destination 24 hours later, they were shocked, surprised, and relieved when George Paulsen, Katherine’s husband and BB’s daddy, opened their crate. The two were naked and tied in a forced kneeling position with their hands behind their backs.
For Thursday’s daily challenge, Katrina considered throwing the match, but she wasn’t that kind of competitor. Instead, toward the end of lunch, she started thinking about spanking mommy… watching mommy being raped by boys… the smell of burnt flesh as mommy was branded… mommy hanging from the ceiling. When Jason announced the obvious contest, that the mom’s had to make their daughters cum with a vibrator, she was ready. 
Calling her a cheater again, Farah told her she wasn’t even allowed to speak. She didn’t need to. The vibrator touched her clit and she came 15 seconds later. “Oh, come on!” yelled Farah. “How the hell did you do that? God, just how horny are you for mommy?”
“Pretty fucking horny,” gloated Katrina. “I got the hottest mommy in the room.”
The contest was completely over within five minutes and Katrina considered her choices. She needed to break the jinx and she figured if the color of hair mattered, then the raven haired Lyla would go tomorrow. “Let’s see if a large mouth bass can lick pussy, too,” she said. 
“Oh God, not me,” wailed Farah, losing her audacity for the first time. She could see her chances fade as she was the chosen pussy licker. Tomorrow she’d be gone. Still, she played to the audience. “I hate losing and I hate licking pussy because I lost. You’re a bitch, Katrina. Everybody is gonna watch me go down on you, licking pussy. Enjoy it while you can.” As she ran her tongue through Katrina’s sopping slit, she stopped. “Oh, fuck me, I get it. I got you tomorrow, pretty girl,” she said, forgetting about the jinx. The incredibly wet pussy told the pixie that Katrina hadn’t waited until the start of the contest to start herself. 
All the girls sucked off Jason and then to fill the time, the mommies disappeared one by one. The viewing audience was fading as the action slowed and abusing the women got some of it back. They were dressed in little girl clothes and told to act like little girls. After a little role playing, they were raped by several of the men. The logins surged in the morning for the elimination of the next girl and after lunch to watch the challenge. The fading interest wasn’t a big deal since nobody was buying licenses any more. The hard core viewers who’d paid the $500 for the full two weeks made up the audience now. Still, it was a matter of keeping up their reputation at delivering the goods. 
When Friday morning rolled around, Farah looked like somebody had died. The forlorn look on her face belied her feisty attitude. Seeing that, Jason changed the order in which he eliminated girls. Farah was the first one to sit down and her brilliant smile returned. Katrina was just as happy that she wasn’t a curse anymore. Her smile faded when Robin got to sit down and for the first time, she was one of the last two standing. 
Jason stepped in front of Katrina. “Everyone thinks hair color matters, but it doesn’t. Sometimes the blonds just can’t cut it. You’ve really impressed everyone with how fast you and mommy can cum. Maybe somebody will buy you as a matched set, but not today. Once I stopped motivating you girls, one of you slacked off. Now if you hadn’t slacked off, Lyla, I wouldn’t be saying, Lyla, you’re totally fucked! Bye bye.”
As she sat down, Katrina realized she was shaking. It was so close, so easy to lose. Her confidence faded, but that only fueled her resolve. Today would be one helluva blow job.
When the results of the daily auction were final, the emcee told the two that they were going to different owners. As they were being packed separately, he asked, “The man who bought you said he likes the way you scream, Lyla. I think you’re going to do a lot of that for him. So, now that it’s over and you’re a loser who learned to suck cocks and we know you’re going to a man who appreciates your screaming, I have to ask one last time. How cool is it knowing mommy paid for you to suck cock, lose, and go off to a life of pain?”
“It sucks,” said the raven haired beauty. “If mommy hadn’t paid them, then I wouldn’t be here and none of this would have happened. It’s just not fair. I don’t wanna go there… wherever. You can’t really send me to a man that’s going to hurt me, can you?”
“Yes, we can and we are,” said the man with the mike. “I know I’d really like to watch what he does to you. It’ll be so much fun… for him.” 
An hour after breakfast, Katrina had her chance to save herself. Kneeling in front of daddy, she caressed his cock and licked his big hairy balls. “Daddy, I’m so lucky you picked me to be one of your princesses. I love sucking your cock. It’s just so huge.” Her tongue ran lovingly up his cock and tapped the precum waiting for her. “I just don’t know what I’ll do if I ever have to suck a little one. It won’t be nearly as delightful.” She laved the entire massive member and swirled her tongue around the purple helmet. 
“I’ll bet nobody else can do this, daddy,” she rose up to survey his cock, a familiar move that Jason knew meant she was about to sucked on the head and gradually work it to its full depth as they all did. He had just a second to think Katrina was fooling herself if she thought the others weren’t getting the entire monster down their throat before she opened her mouth and slid the cock all the way down her throat in one smooth motion. She was right – nobody else had done that without gagging. 
She made the most delicious sounds of pleasure and her eyes twinkled with delight. Aside from her newly gained cocksucking skills, the rest was an act as she played the role to save her life. She so did not want to hear, Katrina, you’re totally fucked, bye bye. Determined to the last on the sick stage of her abuse, she played her role well. Her hands held his ass to pull him to her as she bobbed up and down, taking it all on every stroke. Her warm sweet mouth, beautiful young face, and eagerness all made Jason wonder if he’d kill this one if she’d been one of his 17 previous victims. Was she so good that he’d keep her? When he came, she caught it all, her mouth brimming with his seed. She played with in for half a minute and then swallowed it. “Thank you, daddy, for not making me suck any cock but yours.”
Returned to her cage, Katrina’s act never faltered. She gushed about how much she liked sucking daddy’s cock. She made Jason feel more special than he’d ever felt. The viewers adored her and wanted her for themselves. Only the producer and director knew she was acting. She was the best cocksucker and the best actress. She was already destined to be the winner because Kidbucks wanted both talents in his winner. 
Robin and Farah were tied for second. The tiebreaker the next morning would be Farah’s feisty attitude. It wasn’t really Jason calling the shots now. Kidbucks said who was voted off for the last three. If Katrina screwed up on the last day of competition, Kidbucks wanted Farah to go on to be his kiddy porn star. 
Robin and Farah blew Jason in the morning, three hours apart. As she had yesterday, Katrina fantasized during lunch to get herself ready. She got her mommy wound up, too, by talking about the things she wanted to do to mommy. It didn’t make any difference because the other girls and moms were giving themselves the same warm up, though silently. Then, it really didn’t make any difference when Jason told them they didn’t get to know what the challenge was, but it had already started. 
Three hours after cumming for Robin, Jason got his blowjob from Farah. As he led her in front of the cages so everyone would have a good view, she invited him to fuck her. “Take my tight pussy, daddy. Please, I’d like you to be my first. Or my ass. Wanna fuck my cute ass? You know I lick sucking your cock, but you could have anything. Tie me up. Spank me. Take me home, rape me, and wrap your hands around my throat. Strangle me while I beg you to stop.”
When the blowjob officially started, Jason was throbbing with lust at the thought of this little pixie as his next victim. He came in her mouth in 90 seconds. Robin and Katrina had taken their time to tease daddy to a great orgasm. That was Farah’s intent as well, but she saw how aroused she’d made daddy and took him hard and fast. For Jason it was the best orgasm of the day. 
As Farah swallowed, Jason took two steps back to look at the shining face of the 10-year-old. He wanted to wrap his hands around her throat right now and squeeze the life out of her. It was his greatest pleasure with all his victims. Breaking them was fun, but killing them once they thought they’d earned their survival was the best.  
Jason left the room after telling the emcee he could announce the winner of the challenge without him. “Well done to all our contestants,” said the man with the mike. “The challenge is over and you all did a fantastic job blowing daddy. What a lucky daddy to have three eager cocksucking girls of his very own. The challenge today was who could make Jason cum the fastest and I think we all know who that was. Congratulations, Farah. You broke Katrina’s winning streak and won today’s challenge.”
As contestants were eliminated, the remaining girls were moved toward the center and the other cages removed. Farah was in the middle of the three. She looked right to Robin and then left to Katrina. “Kewl, I’m gonna get a blond, blue-eyed pussy licker no matter who I choose. I should pick you, Katrina, just to get even, but I don’t know… you enjoy it too much. The way you eat your mommy… wow. You’d probably like to stick that sweet tongue in my pussy.” Katrina’s blush was obvious to all. 
Returning her gaze to Robin, she said, “I should pick you, Robin, just because your mommy thinks it’s so gross. You need the practice. You should give pussy licking a try with somebody who really wants you to make them cum. Wish I could pick a mommy. Maybe I’d pick Barbara just because she hates it so much or Claudia. You’d do it if I spanked you, wouldn’t you?”
“Sir, what I’d really like is for Katrina and Robin to do it… together. Two blonds between my legs. How about it? Who wants to see both of them taking turns with my pussy?”
Amused, the emcee was about to tell Farah that she had to make a choice, and then his earpiece spoke. “How about it viewers? I’ll bet you’d like to see two girls sharing Farah’s pussy. Should we bend the rules a little and let her have them?” He touched his earpiece again as more instructions came through. For ten seconds he listened as the suspense built. “I have a go ahead from the director,” he said. “Farah gets them both. However, we’re giving her even more. Farah, you can have your two rivals for half an hour and do anything you want with them. Katrina and Robin, do everything Farah demands or else I’m sure Jason has some punishment in store.”
“And they have to do it fast. No dawdling,” said Farah. “And I want to do it out there where the bars don’t get in the way.”
“She’s already starting, folks,” said the emcee. “Bring the girls out and we’ll get started. Remember, no dawdling, girls.”
The two losers considered how to play it and both decided on reluctant. They could ruin Farah’s fun by happily doing everything, but there’d been some talk earlier amongst them about whether the viewers might get a vote on who was removed each day. It was a given that the viewers wanted to see them forced to do demeaning things. As soon as they were together in front of the cameras, Katrina said in a tremulous voice, “What are you going to make us do?” Robin added, “I don’t want to do this. Don’t make us do… anything bad. Please?”
Farah grinned at the words of her rivals. “For starters, I want the two of you to kiss. Big wet kisses. With tongue.” With half an hour of anything sprung on her to quickly, she needed time to think and kisses not only sounded bad, but would give her a couple of minutes. “No dawdling.”
It didn’t take much acting for the two girls to look disgusted and dismayed. After all they’d done, simply kissing another girl was still on their subconscious taboo list, not to mention embarrassing. There was sufficient motivation, however, for them to lean toward each other and kiss with their mouths open and tongues busy. 
“Well, hug and get close,” said Farah and the two blonds pressed together with their arms around each other in forced intimacy. Their temporary mistress let them kiss like that for a minute and then said, “Robin, squeeze her ass. Katrina, play with her tits.” Looking into a camera, Farah said, “This is fun. You enjoying it, too?”
After half a minute, Farah said, “Hmm, I wonder what to do next. I could ask the viewers, but you probably have really naughty ideas. How about we just find out what a 10-year-old thinks is fun and naughty. Katrina, suck on her tits.”
She’d done the same with her mommy during their photo shoot, but doing it with Robin and for Farah was different. Katrina didn’t want to do it, but she had the presence of mind to ham it up. “Please, not that, I’m not a lesbian and they changed the rules. It’s not fair.” Then she promptly took one of Robin’s pink nipples atop a budding breast into her mouth. 
“They’re probably watching us and jerking off,” moaned Robin even though it felt nice. “Can’t we just lick you and get it over with?” Her nipples started to tingle.
“Look at that,” said Farah. She rubbed Robin’s small tits. “Your nipples got hard. You liked it. You really liked it. Oh, you like getting felt up, too. Katrina, lick her pussy and let’s see if she likes that.” She moved behind Robin and cupped her tits from behind. “Look into the camera and tell everybody how it feels.”
“Do I have to?” complained Robin. Rather than wait for an answer, she spoke directly to the viewers. “It’s like… it’s embarrassing to… to get felt up and licked for you. God, I hope you’re not jerking off now. I don’t want to do this… you shouldn’t enjoy it.” She stopped for a few seconds with her eyes closed. Then she murmured, “It does feel good though. Getting felt up like this… having another girl lick me. Jeez, Farah, you’re not gonna make me cum like this, are you?” Her eyes begged to the audience. 
“You bet,” said Farah. She hadn’t planned on that, but hearing how desperate Robin was to not cum, she decided it just had to happen. “Lick her good, Katrina. Make her look right at the nice men and cum. She’s a slutty little girl who likes doing it for men.”
“Don’t say that, Farah,” moaned Robin. “I’m not… she’s making me… oh, fuck, that’s good… Katrina... you’re good… good pussy licker.” She was standing and facing right into a camera as she put on a show. 
Katrina was enjoying herself. After the brief show of reluctance, she enjoyed kissing, sucking, and licking Robin. She enjoyed being Farah’s tool to embarrass Robin. She enjoyed the thought of men jerking off while she forced Robin to cum. And, she knew they were putting on a good show. It made her wonder if they were all acting. 
“Do it for us, Robin. Cum for the camera. Zooming in on your pussy. Zooming in on your face to see how much you like it. Zooming in on your little tits and hard nipples.” Farah kept squeezing, enjoying the feel of the other girl’s tits. She had her own to show, but it was the first time she got a chance to play with another girl’s. As Robin got close to cumming, Farah said, “A girl playing with your tits and one licking your pussy. Little lesbian slut showing off for everyone.”
Unfazed by those last words, Robin came with a squeal and a shudder. She didn’t care who was fondling and licking her, it was wonderful. As she ground her hips lewdly for the camera, she got her first inkling of how much she enjoyed having an audience. It was true when she performed in regular shows and now she knew it was true for sex shows. 
“You ready for a turn for the audience, Katrina?” asked Farah with an evil smile. 
Hell, yes, thought the blond, but, “No, please don’t make me do it, too.”
Suddenly it clicked in Farah’s head. Robin and Katrina were acting, playing the part of girls forced to have sex… but they enjoyed it. With that, she joined the ranks of the conspiracy to arouse the audience. “Too bad. Robin, suck those cute nipples on her flat chest. She doesn’t even have tits. See if you can make them hard like yours.”
Two minutes later, Robin was kneeling between Katrina’s spread legs and one camera looked down on them. Farah knelt over Katrina’s head to reach down to suck and tug on the preteen’s little pink nipples. She teased Katrina about her turn to turn on the men and then moved to the side so she wasn’t blocking Katrina’s face from the camera. One handed she fondled her victim while Robin was busy. 
When Katrina came, Farah lay down and said, “My turn. I want two blonds busy with my pussy.” 
Robin and Katrina positioned themselves and started licking pussy. They alternated and sometimes they tried to get two tongues into the narrow slit to find the tiny clit. They even stopped to kiss or just touch tongues. After a couple of minutes, Katrina said, “Those tits are just begging…” She moved up to suck Farah’s nipples to hardness. “Pretty, pretty titties and a pretty, pretty pussy,” said the blond in between nipples. 
“Time’s up!” said the emcee. “That’s 30 minutes. You can stop now.” He looked at the camera, but the camera didn’t look at him. “Looks like Farah took too…” He looked back at the girls. Robin was sucking Farah’s tits and Katrina was licking her pussy. “You can stop.”
“Now we want to,” said Robin. “Go away.” She returned to her friend’s nipples and even kissed their erstwhile mistress. Nobody dared interrupt the incredible show of the three girls playing together on the floor. What had started as two girls forced to please a third turned into a willing preteen lesbian show that was even better. At least most of the viewers got more excited watching the three enthusiastic lesbians. 
When they were done, Katrina said, “Yuck, look what you made us do.” She couldn’t keep a straight face and added, “You can make me do that anytime you want.” The three girls kissed and then parted to their separate cages. Behind the scenes, Kidbucks knew the price for the girls had just gone up. 
Saturday morning, Jason took his time looking the girls over to build the suspense. He didn’t mind that Kidbucks was making the choices for him. The three girls were all excellent cocksuckers and his personal favorite was Katrina. “Down to the last three. Somebody goes out today and we’re down to the finalists. Who’s going out today? Such a hard choice. All three of you have turned into great cocksuckers. Look at the three of you… so proud of being cocksuckers. But one of you has to go.”
Standing in front of Robin’s cage, he said, “A lot of the viewers think I’m going to pick a blue-eyed blond… that Robin and Katrina are going to be the last two. Pretty little girls who can suck cock so well. You’re both keepers, but so is Farah. So, for the first one, Farah, you may sit down because a blond is going up for auction today.” 
Farah only managed a slight smile at the news. She was here for another day, but she felt sorry for the other two girls. Somebody was going to be screwed and she didn’t feel like celebrating that. 
“The question is which blond goes,” said Jason. He stood in front of Farah’s cage with a caged blond on either side. “Since you’re both so good, maybe it comes down to something else. What if we want to finally get rid of stick in the mud Barbara and we’ll auction them off today. Maybe we’ll sell off Claudia because a pain slut will get a high price. Or maybe one of my blond princesses is just a little better than the other. “Robin or Katrina… Robin or Katrina… Robin, you’re totally fucked. Bye bye!”
At the announcement, Katrina’s face lit up as much as Robin’s face fell. “No, I can’t lose!” insisted Robin. “This can’t be happening. You can’t auction me off. You can’t sell me! I didn’t do this all for nothing. Mommy! You couldn’t be better… more… naughty? For me?!” She put up a fight when they came for her, but was easily overpowered, tied, and taken away.
After their blowjobs and lunch, Katrina and Farah wondered what the challenge would be. If yesterday’s threesome was any indication of what the loser would have to do, then neither cared who won. In fact, the live show was encrypted so it couldn’t be recorded. Viewers who wanted to relive a scene had to buy the recording and yesterday’s fun was a top seller. Consequently, there was no challenge. When the two preteens heard they would be put in a room with instructions to put on a two hour show that topped yesterday, they asked for a few minutes to talk and, after planning the show, they asked for clothes. 
Both of them wore dresses, bras, panties, and long red and white striped stockings and told to keep the stockings on. The two girls accepted the emcee’s word that they’d look sexier in just the stockings. 
As the cameras started rolling, two innocent girls sat on the floor facing each other. “What do you want to do now, Farah?” asked Katrina. 
“Well… ummm… promise you won’t laugh or anything?” said Farah. 
“Why? What are you thinking about?” asked Katrina. 
“Something… umm, different,” said Farah. “You have to promise.”
“I promise I won’t laugh and I can keep a secret.”
Farah fidgeted as she said, “I just… gosh, I just don’t know how to say this… I’d like… umm… to kiss you.”
Katrina shrugged, “Sure, what’s the big deal?” She leaned toward Farah with her cheek turned to accept a kiss. 
Frowning, Farah scooted closer and pecked Katrina on the cheek, but also reached out and took hold of Katrina’s shoulders. Before the surprised girl could ask what was going on, Farah planted a second kiss, this one her friend’s lips. Katrina pulled back in surprise and then playfully pecked Farah’s puckered lips. “What are you doing, you idiot,” said the blond. 
“I wanted to kiss you on the lips,” said Farah. 
“Why?”
“Well, maybe we could… I want to practice kissing… you know, like for a boy,” said Farah defensively. 
“Oh, I guess we could do that. Sounds like fun,” agreed Katrina. The two leaned together and for half a minute, just pressed puckered lips together. 
“That’s not it,” said Farah. “You’re supposed to kiss with your mouths open and like… you know, touch tongues. Let’s do it right.” She leaned toward Katrina again with her lips slightly parted. 
“OK, now, you really better not tell anybody,” said Katrina. “Only because we’re best friends…” She leaned in and as their lips touched, Farah’s tongue slipped between Katrina’s lips. 
Five seconds later, Farah asked, “Well, what did you think?”
“Wow, that was different… kinda fun.  Wanna try it again?”
Farah’s answer was to kiss Katrina and this time the two kissed for a couple of minutes. When they broke the kiss, Katrina said, “Maybe we should stop. That was enough practice, right?” When Farah looked disappointed, she said, “Maybe a little more, if you want.”
This time when they kissed, Farah rose up on her knees and from the higher position, pushed Katrina back and down, coming to rest on her friend with an arm draped across Katrina’s tummy and the other behind Katrina’s head. They kissed for several seconds with Farah’s hand sliding up to caress Katrina’s chest. 
“What are you doing now?” asked Katrina. “Feeling me up? Can’t we just kiss?”
Farah didn’t answer. She just kissed Katrina again and kept caressing her breasts. 
In response, Katrina turned her head away from Farah and caught Farah’s wrist, pulling her hand away. “What are you doing? You’re not a boy and anyway, I wouldn’t let a boy feel me up.” The two were playing it by ear with the agreement that Farah would lead and Katrina would reluctantly agree. Without a set script, Farah was left momentarily searching for a line. Katrina filled the silence. “I  mean, we’re both girls and… it’s not a big deal that you touched me like that, but why?”
“It felt good,” said Farah. “It just seemed to go along with the kissing. Didn’t you wonder what it would feel like to be… to have somebody touch you like that? I mean… did it feel different than if you touched yourself?”
“That’s crazy. I don’t touch myself like that,” said Katrina. She ran a hand over her chest. “But… it did feel different… sorta better… kinda… I mean, you want me to do you so you can see?”
“Yeah, that would be cool,” agreed Farah. They kissed again and Farah closed her eyes as Katrina fondled her. 
“Hey, you really got tits. I don’t,” said Katrina, spending a few seconds feeling the difference. “What do you think?”
“Yeah, it feels better than when I do it. I like it.” She kissed Katrina again and both copped feels of each other. 
“I think it would be better on bare skin,” suggested Farah. 
“Are you kidding? You want to touch my tits?”
“You don’t got tits, remember?” teased Farah, “but yeah, I want to try that. You’re the one that said it’s not a big deal. We’re both girls and best friends and all. Don’t you want to see what it’s like?”
With a dubious look, Katrina said, “OK, but just this once. Here, I’ll take off my dress, but you have to, too.”
“No, you stand up and I’ll take off your dress.”
“Huh? You’re weird, Farah. You up to something? Go ahead.” Katrina managed to make the words go ahead sound like she was merely indulging her friend. She stood facing a camera as Farah slid down her zipper, took the dress off her shoulders, and pulled it down so she could step out of it. 
Wearing just bra, panties, and stockings, Katrina turned to Farah. “There, that good enough?”
“No, you gotta take off your bra, too.” Katrina hesitated and Farah rolled her eyes and said, “God, I’ve seen them before. Just do it.”
When Katrina took off her bra, Farah gazed at the hard nipples for a few seconds. “I don’t mind that you don’t have tits yet,” she said. “I think you look good.” She rested a hand on Katrina’s chest, playing with a nipple. The two kissed while Farah felt up Katrina’s flat chest. 
“Were you… um… gonna take off your clothes.” Katrina’s voice was timid and uncertain. She wasn’t sure she wanted that. 
Farah stepped back to give Katrina a full view of her. “You want me to?”
“Umm… Farah?” Katrina’s hands were shaking and she nodded slowly. “Are you… do you want to do more?”
“Just watch, baby,” said Farah. She took off her dress and bra. Katrina was silent, giving tacit approval, and watched her friend strip. Farah even took off her panties and posed for Katrina. She walked up to Katrina and pulled her panties down slowly while Katrina neither helped nor hindered the baring of her pussy. 
“Feel me up, baby,” said Farah, placing Katrina’s hand on her tit. She put a hand on Katrina’s chest and kisser her. 
Katrina made one more feeble effort to resist. “We shouldn’t…”
“Yeah, we shouldn’t,” said Farah, “but we are. It feels good. You’re so beautiful. I’ve wanted to touch you like this for a long time. She guided Katrina to lie down on her back and kissed her way down to Katrina’s glistening pussy. One orgasm later, Katrina was convinced and any aura of innocence was gone. The preteen pair filled the rest of the two hours with wild girl on girl sex. 
In the late afternoon, Claudia was taken away, tortured and raped. She even got to try Jason’s cock this time, amazed at what her little girl could do. After dinner, Joanne made her own gangbang movie. 
Barbara and Robin sold separately. The prudish mother went for a low price, which meant her owner had no problem damaging his property and killing her within two weeks of her arrival. Robin’s high price ensured her survival, but not good treatment. Her master used her for two years and then sold her. 
Finally, on Sunday morning, Jason announced the winner. He dragged it out for a few minutes, but in the end, Katrina was the winner and Farah came in second. The pixie with an attitude went for the highest price so far, though no money actually changed hands. Daddy Kidbucks outbid the bidders and she went home with him to be his toy every night. Joanne and Claudia sold for high prices as well. Joanne was off to a private collection of sex slaves and Claudia had a very personal and painful solo act for her master. 
Katrina’s dream of becoming a star came true. The scripts were very different from what she’d imagined, but she was a star. 
Stairway to Stardom
By Kenna
Chapter 10 – Aftermath
Masters Abe, Bob, Cal, Dave, and Earl had all worn masks during the show. They collected their paychecks and went home. Eight mothers and eight daughters had been seen across the Internet. They were sold or kept for other purposes. Five boys had helped train Sam and they were sold. That left Jason, whose face had been seen around the world as well. A week after the show ended, the police received an anonymous tip that the man who’d killed 17 girls was now in a shallow grave right where he’d buried his victims. 
*****
Twelve-year-old Katrina (no last name in the credits), lay in the arms of her 14-year-old costar. “That was the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked, baby sister,” said the boy. 
“And that’s the biggest cock I’ve ever had in me, big brother,” ad libbed the preteen. Off camera, the writer looked at the director sitting next to him in dismay. The director held up his hand to silence the man before he could interrupt the take. It was the third time Katrina had deviated from the script in the ten minute long sex scene. 
It wasn’t the first time the boy had starred with Katrina and he took the ad lib in stride. “I hope so, Cindy.” He called attention to the trickle of blood on her thigh with a nod. “Looks like that was the first cock in your virgin cunt.”
“Maybe I won’t suck you off any more. Just want it in my cunt,” said Katrina with a sly smile. 
“Whatever baby sister wants,” said the boy, seizing the opportunity to get back to the script. 
“Cut!” yelled the director as the boy gave the final line that gave the movie its title. 
“That wasn’t the line,” protested the writer as soon as the scene ended. “She did it twice.”
“Three times,” said Katrina as she rose. She walked right up to him stark naked. He was allowed to watch the filming in return for a lower cut of the gross and she knew he wanted her. She lived with the director, however, and he’d cut the writer’s hand off if he so much as touched her. It was her usual stance when confronting a writer to cross her arms under her tits and push them up, however she knew he liked them small, so she did nothing to accentuate her A-cup tits. “Your line sucked. Come on, I’m supposed to say, wow, really, big brother? What kind of shit line is that?”
“That’s the biggest cock I’ve ever had in me?” countered the writer. “You’re supposed to be sweet and innocent.” He wanted the director’s support, but couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was rubbing her clit as she talked to him and smiling her patented sly smile. 
“Fuck, sweet and innocent was gone when I sucked his cock in the first scene. How long you want to play that card?”
“It’s my script!”
“Can it, Joel,” said the director. “It’s why she’s the best. She knows the role. She lives the role. And she’s right. Big brother fucked her and you want sweet and innocent? Go get dressed, kitten.” She turned, smacked her ass to tell the writer ‘kiss my ass’, and walked off. “Everybody else, wrap it up. We’re done.” With Katrina gone and out of earshot, he said, “Joel, if you don’t like it, don’t write her a script. Otherwise, just let her kick your ass once in a while and smile when she does.”
A few minutes later, Katrina came bouncing out looking like a normal 12-year-old girl. “I’m starved. Can we go to McDonalds?”
“I’ll have Greg drive thru for you, kitten,” the director said, putting an arm around her and kissing her forehead. Ever since her role in Stairway to Stardom, she was the most wanted girl in the world and it only got worse with every movie. Her picture was on every law enforcement officer’s desk. So, he indulged in her every way, except giving her so much as a second of freedom. Eating in at McDonalds was out of the question.
At Carnival in Rio, the little blond married the director when she was 14. When she was 23, she finally surfaced, widow to a man who’d left her millions. She hadn’t committed a crime, so the police couldn’t touch her. 
*****
Being shipped off to her new owner, Claudia wondered just how bad it could be. She wasn’t sure if she believed that somebody had paid $53,000 for her, the most of any of the women, but if it was true, she thought there might be something to the idea that her new owner would take care of something that valuable to him. Since pain excited her, punishment would be ineffective and even desirable. Aside from the fact that she wouldn’t ever see her daughter or husband again, wouldn’t ever be free again, and would serve a stranger for the rest of her life, what could go wrong? 
After two days in the crate, she waited anxiously at the sound of the lid being pried off. The man who peered in at her was so deformed that she thought he wasn’t human at first. He wasted no time in telling her (over and over) that after the accident no woman would look at him, so he used part of the money from the lawsuit to buy one who had to. He gave her the pain and excitement she craved and she gave him the lies that he wanted to hear. After the first year, she wasn’t lying anymore when she said he was handsome. She’d grown accustom to his face and he was the most handsome man in the world… when you considered her world consisted of his basement.
They were together for 13 years, a wedded couple in one sense, though not legally. Then, one day, the door at the top of the stairs opened and something thudded down to the bottom step. “Honey?” she called out, fearful that he’d hurt himself. She’d miss him and she was chained to the wall with her only escape being his keys. “Are you OK?”
She heard a groan and relaxed. Then two big men stepped into view. “Down here, miss,” called out one of the men. 
Cringing against the wall and afraid her life was about to be upended again, she waited until a beautiful girl came into view. “Hi, mom,” said Katrina. “Time to go home.”
“I can’t go,” said Claudia even as her heart soared at the sight of her grown daughter. Katrina was always a winner, always a survivor, but Claudia had given up hope long ago. 
“Oh, mom,” said Katrina, patting the bound woman’s head. “The shrink said you might say that. First, you were bought, remember? Illegally. Second, you belong with me. Third, I can give you what you need. The only question is, do you want them to kill him and bury him next to Jason, or leave him to pine after you?”
“How can you talk about killing him? Can… can he come with us?” asked Claudia. 
“Filthy rich, mom,” said Katrina. “Killed my husband with cholesterol. Fat pig left me millions. I can make this piece of shit disappear. No, the man who kept you… Jesus, mom, you’re whiter than snow… in the basement for 13 years does not get to come with us.” She was relieved that her mom was at least wearing a dress, shabby as it was. 
“Can I think about it?” asked Claudia, her head still spinning with this new twist and her heart still trapped by her pseudo-husband. 
“Let’s go have lunch, mom,” said Katrina. She personally freed her mom and took her upstairs. While Claudia changed into clothes more suited to her new position, Katrina’s men killed the foul man who’d bought and kept her mom. He was already in a plastic bag in the trunk and ready for burial as they drove to lunch in Katrina’s Mercedes. 
It only took one, maybe two sessions with Katrina for Claudia to realize her owner had gotten soft on her and Katrina knew several new ways to hurt her. Maybe it was a dozen before she’d learn all the new ways. 
*****
By the time she was 11, Farah knew how to get into and wander around the ventilation system at Daddy Kidbucks house at will. She snatched his cell phone at 1:00 in the morning and then didn’t know who to call. She didn’t want to call anybody, so she put it back. There was the obvious issue that being Daddy’s princess (which she was) was much better than being Jason’s princess. In exchange for certain sexual performances and a decent dose of sass, she had everything she ever wanted. 
“Gee, Daddy, is that real?” she asked when she saw the diamond on Elizabeth Taylor’s neck in a movie. It was and it was hers a week later. “Daddy, did you know they have pet ocelots?” He did know that and she had one. “Dang it, Daddy,” she said flipping through a book about Egypt. “I’ll never get to really see the pyramids, will I?” He proved her wrong six months later. “Daddy, think you could buy a ticket to the space station?” He did draw the line somewhere. 
It was those computer classes he let her take that did him in. “Watch this, daddy,” she said one night. His brow furrowed when all she did was push a button. “So easy to send our picture out on the Internet. Bunch of copies. All with different passwords to keep them from going to the cops.” She spun in her chair to look at him. “Now about my trust fund.”
He laughed. It was her audacity that he loved and giving her that $25,000,000 trust fund was a pleasure. She’d earned it fair and square… well, underhanded and devious… but she’d earned it. She was 22 when he died and left her half of the rest of his money and the other half to charity with her as the executor. 
*****
As the last of the “top four”, Joanne’s life was less personalized than the other three. She arrived to find herself one of eight sex slaves to a very wealthy couple. As the number of slaves increased, she’d go days and sometimes weeks with no more attention than three meals a day. Her knowledge of the outside world was limited to TV, DVDs, and books. Then there’d be days on end of sex with multiple partners as her owners used her and traded her within a very private and very discrete club to be used in every way imaginable. 
With no way to track time, she lived from day-to-day, a humdrum life where sex was a welcome diversion. One day she was between the legs of a beautiful young woman, with her eyes downcast as required. There were two women about the same age and she’d already eaten the first one, a beautiful blond. All her mistresses were beautiful by definition, but the quick, forbidden glance she’d cast at these two redefined beauty. “You’ve licked so many… don’t look at me… you’ve licked so many pussies that I wonder if you think all pussies taste the same?” asked the owner of the current focus of her attention. 
“No, mistress, they don’t,” said Joanne, daring a quick breath to answer the question. 
“Bullshit,” said the woman. 
Perplexed, Joanne kept licking. They did all taste different to her, if not to the bitch whose pussy she was licking. Maybe the woman needed more practice, but to tell a connoisseur of pussies that they all tasted the same was just wrong. Still, there was no argument to be made with an owner. Her tongue ground to a halt ten seconds later. The taste was familiar, bringing back old memories. “Is that you, Farah? Mistress Farah?” She was incapable of thinking in any terms other than Farah was now an owner in the club.
“Nobody said to stop, bitch,” said the woman, her voice a harsh reprimand. “Finish what you started and then Katrina and I are gonna eat you alive, mommy.” She didn’t finish, but they ate her alive anyway and took her home with them. 
*****
A year after being sold, Robin was living a nightmare. “Come in here, cunt!” called out the familiar voice of her cruel master. She came as quickly as possible, taking half an hour to move the 30 feet from one room to another so she could lie at her master’s feet. She was wrapped in rope from her ankles up to her hips. There was a break in the rope enough to expose her ass and cunt and then the wrapping continued to just below her budding tits pulling her arms tight to her sides. The tight wrap of hemp continued up a few inches to leave the top of her shoulders exposed. She had on a full hood that exposed only the leather patch of a black gag and her nostrils. Like that she could move at a decent pace, but there was an additional rope that ran from the top of her hood to her ankles, pulling her into a graceful arch like a bowstring would bend a yew branch. Rocking inches at a time, she made her way by feel. Blind, her mistakes were painful and time consuming. The last few feet he guided her by sound. “Mrroh,” she grunted with a three inch penis gag in her mouth. “Polo,” he replied until her tummy rested on his toes. 
A couple of hours earlier he’d let her drink his pee. Now he removed her gag and pushed a tube between her lips. She sucked down the cool, clear water. Every dose of his pee was followed by twice as much water to keep her hydrated since the salty pee did the opposite. It left her with the problem of when her next pee break would be and the recurring problem of holding her pee until then, but the water was refreshing. 
That morning, afternoon, or evening… she had no way to tell… she sucked him off. Then he untied her and threw the nude girl into a cage. There she would wait until he fed her or raped, tied, or tortured her or any combination of the three. It was literally a mind-numbing existence that turned her into little more than cum and pee receptacle kept alive solely for that purpose. 
The 11-year-old could tell he enjoyed tormenting her. No matter how hard she tried, he found a reason to punish her. It didn’t deter her from doing everything in her power to please him if only because there was the galling punishment of near perfect obedience and the very, very painful punishment of failure. The last time she’d set him off he’d removed four of her fingernails with a pair of pliers. If he had to trump up a charge, the punishment was just a whipping, bondage in painful positions, or hanging by her wrists or ankles. 
When he finally tired of her and sold her, her life with Fatima and Heather was opulent by comparison. She was tormented daily and drank pee for her nemesis, but the two girls had no concept of how to hurt her like her master had. At first her life was galling as a slave to Heather, but it wasn’t painful. She got punished only when she deserved it and since that was fair, she settled contentedly into her subservient role. At least her life made sense. 
*****
In her final interview with the emcee, Barbara had to suffer through the indignity of being told she got the lowest price of any of the other women and the fear that the emcee was right when he said a low price meant her new owner would treat her like the cheap toy she was. When she was unpacked and her blindfold was removed, she knelt in a well lit, well equipped dungeon. Cabinets of whips, gags, vibrators – toys for pain and pleasure – lined the walls. The room was filled with cages, beds, and medieval and modern torture equipment. Her slave training began immediately. 
On Barbara’s first full day of training, her master rammed his cock into her mouth and down her throat. She gagged and tried to expel him, dragging her teeth across his cock as she did. “You fucking bitch!” yelled her master though the infraction was less damaging than it might have been. “You fucking bit me!” 
“No, I didn’t,” insisted Barbara. “You went too deep and I almost threw up.”
“Don’t make excuses. You bit me!”
“It’s not that bad really,” she pointed out since there was no blood or even visible scrapes. 
He smacked her hard across the face. The stupid bitch was arguing, denying what had happened, and not calling him master. Carrying her to a wooden X, he tied her arms and legs securely to each leg of the X, and then put a spring gag in the helpless woman’s mouth. 
She’d seen the same gag on Farah when Jason took her mouth so she knew what was coming, but she was wrong. Cocksucking was no longer on the agenda. Instead, her master grabbed her top right incisor with a pair of pliers and removed her tooth. Her eyes bugged out of her head, she peed herself, and she screamed at the top of her lungs as it took him half a minute to inexpertly dislodge the tooth. As he reached in with the pliers again, she struggled to beg and apologize, but she couldn’t make an intelligent sound. The pain was incredible as he fought with the tooth and yanked it out quicker than the previous. 
“This’ll fix you for good,” said her master as he reached in for her bottom incisors. With her four front teeth removed, he tried to staunch the flow of blood with a rag as she choked on her own blood. “Fuck!” he snapped, angry at himself. He looked around for a better way. Then he rotated the X 180 degrees so she faced the floor and left her. 
Barbara sobbed in pain and then in fear that she’d bleed to death as she watched the blood pool under her. At least she wasn’t choking on it, but it was frightening to watch the liquid of life practically spurt from her mouth. When he returned minutes later, she waited expectantly for his help. He sounded as if he’d solved the problem, but how she didn’t know. When he turned her over, she saw him holding a spoon with a potholder in one hand and a blow torch in the other. “Oooohhhhhhhh!”she screamed as he cauterized her gums with the red hot spoon.  
Her body tensed as she tried to free herself but couldn’t even move. She watched in horror as he reached in with the pliers again. She’d seen the rage in his eyes for the first four, but he was even more terrifying as he calmly tortured her. Her mind reeled at his inhumanity. She’d done nothing to deserve this; there was no purpose except to feed his desire to hurt her. He rocked her right canine back and forth, side to side as she screamed at the senseless treatment. It was clearly exciting to him as he got right in her face and taunted her. “Don’t want me to take it our? Don’t even want me to touch it, do you? Strapped to my fucking cross and I can do anything I want. Oh, yesss, slut, time to hurt for me.” After he removed the tooth, he was so excited by her pain that he freed his cock and fucked her, cumming in seconds. 
She suffered through the removal of her other three canines. When she fainted from the pain, he revived her with smelling salts so he could hear her screams. Then he fucked her mouth. He hadn’t even needed to take out her teeth since he left the gag in place and used her pried open mouth mercilessly. “I’ll get the rest some other time,” he said, looking exhausted.
He took his time with her, using up an entire week to remove all her teeth. She was free inside her cage when she wasn’t the victim of his savagery. Between sessions, he put her in the cage and then loosened her bondage so she could finish the job. She hoped for a chance to escape, but he sedated her before he tied her again and waited for her to wake up tied and helpless to get maximum pleasure from her agony.
With no rhyme or reason behind her torture, Barbara’s mind helped her out. She was being punished for biting his cock at first and now was being punished for waking the beast in him. She was being punished for being a prude who hadn’t joined in the activities with the others. She was being punished for letting Jason and the others use her and Robin for their despicable show and she convinced herself she could have done more to stop it. She begged him for mercy and promised him anything, but he didn’t stop.
In between pulling teeth, he had other diversions. He poked needles in every part of her body. Piercing her tongue, cheek, lips, nipples, or pussy lips, he inserted rings that he then used as torture devices. He affixed her tongue to the front of the cage, her cheeks to cords from the side of the cage, her nipples to the floor of the cage, and her pussy to the rear of the cage, leaving her in an embarrassing and uncomfortable position. Then, he pulled on the pussy rings to force her to back up until her tongue was three inches out of her mouth. With her helplessly, painfully on display, he sat down and watched. After 10 days, he could pull her tongue four inches out and make her lick her nose. 
On other occasions, he pulled out her fingernails and toenails, cut her, whipped her, and punched her. When she could, she begged for mercy until he told her he was tired of listening to her whine. “Tomorrow I’m going to cut out your tongue,” he said. “I haven’t decided if I’ll do it little by little or just slice it off so I can have the whole thing as a trophy. 
The next day, Barbara found herself securely tied as usual with her tongue stretched out four inches. He waved a scalpel in her face and said, “I’ll be back in an hour. You just sit there like that and think about how much fun I’m going to have.”
She started to cry as he left. With her tongue that far out, it was easy to see it ready and waiting for him. He wasn’t satisfied with just cutting it off though. He added the cruelty of giving her a final agonizing hour to imagine what was going to happen. After losing her teeth, she had a different perspective than just the pain. Her mouth didn’t hurt anymore, but she’d never get her teeth back. That was the ultimate penalty. He’d take her tongue and it would hurt, but the pain would go away. For the rest of her life, she’d live without a tongue, unable to talk. Her mouth would be an empty hole for his cock. 
When he returned, he taunted her for a couple of minutes and then sliced her tongue off near the root. She screamed in pain and from the frustration of being mutilated for his pleasure. Using the red hot spoon, he cauterized the stump in the back of her mouth and then fucked her. Admiring his handiwork later, he chuckled and said, “That’s what I want in a woman. Three holes to fuck and no backtalk. 
After 12 days, she wanted to kill herself. It would be the merciful way out. There was just no way to tell him anything anymore. Two days later, he asked her that very question and she nodded emphatically. Let me kill myself, please. 
That afternoon when he loosened her bondage in her cage, he set a pistol in with her. “It has one bullet. Shoot yourself in the head. I won’t give you a second chance.” Once she was free, it took her a few minutes to work up the courage. Putting the barrel of the gun in her mouth, she squeezed the trigger. Click. In rage and frustration, she screamed and threw the gun against the wall. He’d cheated her of even that choice. 
“Didn’t have the nerve?” he asked when he came back half an hour later and saw the gun on the floor outside the cage. “Or just don’t know shit about guns? Didn’t work right? Did you check the safety? Did you chamber the round?” He laughed when he saw her reaction to his words. “Had your chance and here you are. I guess that’s a vote for more fucking pain and I was just getting started.”
Barbara started to cry as she realized she’d lost her chance. It was indeed as if she’d voted for more of what he had to offer. Now she was being punished for being stupid. As he shot her with a dart, she got woozy and woke up tied securely. She was kneeling by a table with her arms tied out in front of her and her palms flat on the table and about to experience a new depth of pain. When he showed her a meat cleaver, she had no doubt she was about to lose her fingers. 
The cleaver fell on her right hand, cutting off four fingers at the third knuckle. “Losing body parts,” he laughed. “Somebody you’ll be just a mouth, tits, cunt, and ass. The perfect woman.” He cut the fingers off her left hand and the thumbs as well. He fucked her in the ass with the aphrodisiac of her screams. 
Two days later, he showed her a metal, pear shaped device – the pear of anguish he called it. It was two inches in diameter at the widest part and did indeed cause anguish when he inserted it in her ass. Then she realized her anguish had barely started as he turned a crank on the pear. The gears inside the insidious device turned and the pear began to flower… from two inches to three… to four inches in diameter. 
She passed out and he revived her. “Never thought your ass could open up that much. It’s like having a baby out your ass. Not a very becoming look, but you know how much I like hearing you scream. Goddam, do I love how you sound.” With the pear still in place, he fucked her. 
It was an immense relief for him to crank it small and remove it. Then, she gaped in disbelief as he pushed the pear into her pussy. Frantically shaking her head, she begged in the only way left to her. He cranked it to two and a half inches and she was already screaming. Then he cranked it back down and pulled it free. “I think your cunt would be useless after I stretched it with this. Gotta keep you nice and tight. Thought about using it in your mouth, too, but what a waste that would be. Got something special for your mouth.” He held up a tennis ball attached to a one foot long, one inch diameter steel rod. 
As she wondered what that was for, he forced her mouth open and put the narrow end of the rod into her toothless, tongueless mouth. He waited until it was three inches deep and she was unable to resist to say, “I’m going to put the tennis ball in your mouth… the hard way.” With that, he slid the rod into her throat. She gagged and struggled, but she couldn’t protect her mouth. The tennis ball pressed against her lips and then he shoved it past her lips.
The helpless woman’s eyes goggled and she couldn’t breathe. She could feel the presence of the rod down her throat and even into her stomach. He quickly moved between her legs and fucked her, cumming in 20 seconds from the sheer pleasure of her terror. Then he removed the ball from her mouth and extracted the rod. “God Almighty,” he gasped when it was free. “Took it all for me. Didn’t even fight or scream or anything. Just like you wanted it.” She marveled at the absurdity of his statement. She couldn’t fight or scream. 
“Here it comes again,” he said and put the end of the rod between her lips. When the ball was seated in her mouth, he laughed. “Didn’t even try to keep your mouth closed. Such a sweet pain bitch swallowing the stick for me. Opened wide and let me do it.” 
Barbara was stunned at his statement. She hadn’t tried to keep her mouth close. Yet, it wasn’t because she wanted him to do it or even like she let him. There were just other, more terrible consequences that could arise from fighting. She knew she was afraid of her master, but her act of submission told her just how afraid she was. When he pulled it out and came at her a third time, she knew what it looked like and she still had her mouth open to let him. 
Two days later, she was missing her toes as well as her fingers and could imagine her hands and feet, arms and legs falling victim to her captor. He used the pear of anguish on her ass again and after he removed it, her asshole was still open and inviting. He lit a firecracker and threw it in. It was the most merciful thing he ever did for her and he didn’t even know it. It hurt like hell and she screamed so nice for him, but with a perforated bowel, she got an infection and died three days later, missing only one arm.
*****
After two months with Fatima, Heather no longer feared the Arab princess. They weren’t friends by any means, but she was getting used to Fatima’s temperament and routine. Likewise, Fatima had grown accustomed to Heather and, satisfied with the redhead’s submissive behavior, gave her property more privileges. Heather’s Arabic was stumbling along, not nearly as good as Fatima’s English. To each other they were Fatima and Heather, which roughly translated to mistress and servant without the impersonal titles. 
“Fatima, are you ready to bathe?” asked Heather in Arabic. She wore a light robe to hide her form, but was never allowed anything to hide her red hair. Fatima loved the color, though she stomped her foot angrily when her brothers showed any interest in the pretty American. 
“Oh, is it that time already?” said Fatima twice, once in Arabic and once in English, translating to teach her servant. “Yes,” she finished in Arabic. She too wore a light robe though of a different cloth and more color. In her private chambers, she didn’t have her head covered. 
“Oh, is it that time already?” repeated Heather in Arabic. She spoke cautiously. If she was too far off the mark, Fatima would punish her. In the absence of a rebuke and punishment, she accepted Fatima’s approval in silence. 
Leading the way into the bath, Heather slipped off her robe and waited at the edge of the tub, a three feet deep pool of clear, hot water. “You’re so pale,” smiled Fatima, a comment Heather had heard nearly every day. For a moment the dark skin girl played connect the dots with freckles on Heather’s chest. Then she simply dropped her arms to her side, allowing Heather to remove her robe. 
“You’re so beautiful,” said Heather and then reached out a hand to take Fatima’s hand and help her step into the tub. She might have felt bound to say that, but it came out easily because it was true. With her mistress safely ensconced in the tub, Heather slipped in without making a splash and knelt facing Fatima – two heads, nothing more, rising out of the water.
This was the time Heather felt most relaxed. Fatima wanted to be pampered and washed and Heather had only needed to be shown once what was expected. She enjoyed it and confidently pampered the princess, even adding to the pampering Fatima expected. She spent more time washing Fatima’s hair, massaging her scalp while Fatima moaned in pure please. As she washed, she massaged the other girl, eliciting more moans. She started the extra effort to impress and please Fatima and it paid off in more privileges. 
What Heather liked most about the bath was Fatima did virtually the same things to her. She washed Fatima because that’s what Fatima wanted and she let Fatima wash her because Fatima loved running her hands over Heather’s soft skin. Though Fatima spent less time on Heather, her fingers had just recently started to massage rather than just simply perfunctorily wash. The princess was unaware of her change from cleaning the owned girl to affectionately pampering.
Afterwards, the two reclined on the plush bed and Heather made love to the slender, dark skinned beauty. Knowing it was expected of her, Heather no longer needed to be told to begin. Though she was never allowed her own orgasm, the redhead enjoying pampering her mistress with her hands, lips, and tongue and taking Fatima to a climax. 
As she relaxed with a blissful smile on her face after cumming, Fatima said, “Do it to yourself... with your fingers. Go ahead. I want to watch.”
Stunned, Heather moved her right hand to her pussy and made little circles around her clit. It had been weeks since she’d cum and it brought back memories of the girls she’d bonded with for little more than a week. She tossed those memories aside; she only had eyes for Fatima. Working herself toward an orgasm, her face showed her delight as Fatima moved to rest a hand on her chest. 
Fatima loved the feel of Heather’s skin and she caress the fair skinned girl as she watched intently. With a look of surprise, she pulled her hand back. “It’s hard,” she said in Arabic and ran a finger around Heather’s swollen nipple, amazed at the sight and feel. 
“So are yours,” said Heather, also in Arabic. 
That observation caused Fatima to touch her own nipples. She’d known they tingled when Heather gave her an orgasm, but until now she hadn’t noticed how her little brown nubs stood erect when she was excited. “Ooo, they are, aren’t they?” After exploring her own chest for half a minute, her attention returned to Heather at the sounds of arousal. She rested her hand on Heather’s chest again and watched Heather cum. 
It was a turning point in their relationship. They became almost like sisters, though Heather had limits. If she strayed outside the limits, she was punished. Together they learned about life. 
*****
Julia spent two days in a crate – cold, hungry, and thirsty. She worried about her fate, but she worried more about her daughter and cursed herself both for what she’d gotten Heather into and her escape attempt that had resulted in her early auction. When the lid was pried off, she looked up at a very unattractive, overweight, sweaty man who paid no attention to the smell of urine and feces. “Get out,” he said, his voice thick with a Russian accent. As she pondered the command, he said, “No Engliss. Russin only. Never Engliss. You say da.”
“Da,” she said and finally stood. She shied away from his hands, but he caught her anyway and lifted her out. He walked and she followed him to the kitchen. 
“Stay here,” he said. Pointing at himself he said, “Tovarish. Friend. I care you.” Pointing at a table and chair, he said, “Eat.” 
In the quick exchange, she understood he was not the man who bought her, merely the man who would feed her. Seeing the plate of food and glass of water, she ate quickly and drank all he gave her. The order to speak only Russian left her at a loss. She knew barely a word. Nyet. Da. Nothing she could use to ask him about her fate. “Julia,” she said. 
“Pieter,” he replied and promptly ignored her. 
Though she was naked, the proud woman dismissed that quickly. He was less concerned with her nudity than she was and the food and water were more important than her modesty. When she was finished, he pointed at a door. “Clean.” He made a two-handed motion that looked like rain. “Shower. Toilet.” He said two words in Russian and flashed ten fingers at her. Ten minutes. 
When she came back he walked and from his look, it was obvious she was to follow. Exhausted and confused, she couldn’t bring herself to defy the man who’d called himself her friend. For all she knew he was her only friend. When he stopped, he half led and half forced her into a room. “Sleep. OK. Safe here now.” She almost wanted to cry at the sight of a bed with a sheet and a blanket. She had no reason to trust him, but she did. He’d said she was safe and she collapsed into the bed and slept until he returned. 
Clean and rested, Julia followed Pieter back to the kitchen where he fed her a breakfast of eggs, ham, and thick brown bread. A quick, occasional glance told her he was watching her, aloof and only ensuring she was still seated at the table. She’d been there for half an hour when a well-dressed man entered the room. The man looked at her with desire. “Ah, you’re ready,” he said as he appraised her. 
She stood because it seemed the right thing to do. “What are you…” He backhanded her without warning and she tasted blood. 
“Peter told you not to speak English,” he said. “Never a word. When you learn Russian, you may express yourself. Until then, don’t say a word. Say da.”
“Da,” she said, rubbing her jaw 
“I’ll speak in English so you understand me. You listen and do. Don’t speak. Understand?” He was curt, saying little more than Pieter, though his English was unaccented. 
“Da,” she replied, the message sinking in. It was as if she was gagged, unable to speak until she learned the right words. She looked him over cautiously. He was handsome and obviously well-to-do. It wasn’t just that she knew he had bought her for a large sum of money, but his dress, speech, and carriage spoke of confidence born by his status. She was in a foreign country with no clothes, no money, and no one to turn to. Obedience outweighed confrontation. 
“Good, follow me,” he said and turned on his heel. He went back through the door he came in and she steeled herself for exposure to whomever was on the other side of the door. She expected someone to be there, but they were alone in a corridor that led to a big open, empty room – 10 meters by 30 meters. A huge window at the far end of the room looked out over snow, low hills, and a large body of water and gave the room most of its light. The blaze in a fireplace on the wall to the right of the window threw out heat even halfway across the room and lent flickering, eerie light that only accented the shadows in the room. Furniture– couches, chairs, tables, a bar in one corner, sound system, and multiple wide screen TVs – gave her the impression it was where her owner entertained his guests. Besides the door they’d just come through, there was a door beside the bar on the same wall as the fireplace and a three meter-wide open arch to the left of the window leading off out of Julia’s sight. 
Leading her to the wall opposite the fireplace, her owner pointed at a 30 centimeter high pedestal. “You may step up there or I will have someone help you. Any time I tell you to do something, you have the option of obeying or waiting for someone to help you. Needing help has consequences. Get up.”
He was quick and to the point. Do it or else. Half a world away from anything she held dear and her jaw still sore, she stepped up on the pedestal and turned to face into the room. Though he neither spoke nor smiled, she got a sense of approval from him, a relief after what she’d been through. Stepping beside her, he took her arm and thrust her hand into the hole in a hemisphere on the wall behind her. She simply let him, too frightened to resist. He twisted the hemisphere and the opening telescoped closed tightly around her wrist. Warning bells went off on her head, but she let him restrain her other hand behind her as well. It left her standing on the pedestal, her hands attached to the wall behind her, and her body on full display. 
“Julia,” she offered, hoping to get his name in response. 
He laughed and said, “Decoration.” As he walked away, she knew it wasn’t his name, but she wasn’t sure if it was her name or her new lot in life. Either way, it didn’t sound promising. She stood. With her hands secured so her arms were down at a 45 degree angle, she couldn’t sit. She stood and considered herself as a decoration for the room. The window took up one of the “short” ten meter walls. The fireplace occupied half of the long wall opposite her. On either side of the fireplace there was a painting that looked like the work of a master… an expensive painting… another kind of decoration… a decoration that probably cost more than she did. To her right were two more paintings on either side of the door she’d come through. On the same wall as her, there were two more paintings. Noticing more hemispheres on the walls, she took in the room as a whole. Window, pedestal, painting, pedestal, fireplace, pedestal, painting, door, bar, painting, pedestal, door, pedestal, painting, pedestal, painting, her pedestal, painting, pedestal and then the archway that was clearly the main entrance. Six paintings. Eight pedestals. Fourteen decorations. It was at once a relief and chilling to realize there might be more women joining her on pedestals. She hoped there would be more living decorations beside her; the flip side was that if living decorations were that common in this dacha then there’d be no one to object and no hope of rescue. She found herself waiting for the decorations with an expectation of there being someone to enjoy the decorations as well. 
Waiting was to be part of her life since she stood like that with naught to do for hours. The first break in the monotony came when Pieter came in and hand fed her bite by bite. He gave her enough water along with her lunch that an hour later she was hoping for a bathroom break. As she shifted nervously, feeling the urge grow, her owner came back and watched her with amusement for a couple of minutes while she pondered wiping the smile off his face by peeing and decided the consequences would be more than she could bear. 
“Would you suck my cock?” he asked. “Suck my cock for a chance to use a toilet?”
“Nyet,” she said, shaking her head. She didn’t feel that desperate yet. 
He shook his head in disappointment and then abruptly bellowed, “Leopold!”
The change in his demeanor, the roar of his voice, and the accompanying recollection that she either obeyed or would get help almost made her pee. “Da!” she said, quickly. It wasn’t soon enough to stop a big, rough man from entering the room with a ring gag at the ready, but it was soon enough that her master didn’t need the gag anymore. She sucked him off, swallowed his cum without being told to, and then was allowed to use a toilet. 
Back on the pedestal within minutes of his offer, she was stunned at the implication. She’d seen BB suck cock to earn her meals and knew that Robin had a choice to drink pee or suck cock. There were no cameras, but this was little different from Stairway to Stardom, except with her as the central victim. She needed permission to pee and had to earn the right to keep from making a mess in the main room. There was no doubt in her mind that the consequences of peeing without permission were too high to even consider. 
It was midafternoon by then and the TV on the wall opposite her came to life. Wherever her daughter was, it was early morning there and she watched as the girls and moms were awakened with a cold hose down. She ached as she watched Heather huddling alone in her cage. 
While Katrina and Lyla sucked cock, a woman came in and did Julia’s makeup, brushed her hair, and even touched up blemishes on her nude body. The woman worked like an artist who was carefully sculpting her piece de resistance. 
When Heather choked down Jason’s huge cock, she suffered the torment she knew her new owner intended. She’d been unable to protect Heather before, but now half a world away she couldn’t even console her daughter. 
The show continued, but she was distracted as other girls and women came into the room where she was and stepped up on pedestals. The first was a 16-year-old who casually walked in, stepped up on a pedestal beside Julia, inserted her hands into the hemispheres on the wall behind her, and twisted them from inside until they closed around her wrists and locked in place. Once she was in place, the girl looked over and spoke in Russian. The only words Julia understood were Alice, Toledo, and Ohio. “Julia, Oceanside, California,” replied Julia. 
Alice spoke some more and Julia understood she was getting a Russian lesson. With her eyes and body, Alice taught her the words for pussy, tits, eyes, and mouth before a third woman came in and ensconced herself on a pedestal. 
Apparently Alice’s tutorial was limited to those four words as the pedestals rapidly filled after that. All the women were stunningly beautiful and Julia hardly felt like she belonged among them. They ranged from 11 to 40, all fair skinned, perfectly sculpted, and docile. Within minutes, all eight pedestals were occupied. Julia got their names and hometowns, three more from the U.S., two from Europe, and one from Australia. 
Things moved quickly after that. The room bustled with wait staff who set out champagne, caviar, and other delicacies. Their owner came in and inspected the decorations, stopping in front of Julia just to say, “Your unveiling.” That was the purpose of the evening’s party and as guests arrived, they stopped and admired her as if a naked woman decorating a room was perfectly normal. When the first couple stopped in front of her and ran their eyes over every inch of her exposed body, Julia stewed in outrage, frustration, and humiliation. Her owner had no right to put her on display like this and his guests treated her like property. Never touching her, they pointed at her nipples, shaved pussy, and her toes using words she didn’t understand, but a tone of voice that spoke of appreciation of each of her features. 
The guests, over twenty eventually, singled out various parts of her body to admire from her hair to her toes and everything in between. Her outraged faded as it was overwhelmed by the frustration and humiliation and a growing sense of disgust. Like she was a sculpture, they admired the shape of her arms, the skin of her flat tummy, her thighs, and even her knees. 
When she was finally had no admirers, Julia glanced around and noticed two of the pedestals were empty. Greta and Polly were down and mingling with the guests, each specifically in the company of a couple who had freed them and were now alternately feeding, fondling, and kissing them.  She watched as another couple freed 11-year-old Mimi, making her their toy for the evening. Eventually, Julia was the only one still on display. That suited her just fine until she realized that she was hungry and it looked like being picked was the road to food as well as roaming hands. There was a trade off and she didn’t know how to make the trade. She’d pointedly noted that Alice had asked, in Russian of course, and then been freed. 
The party had only been on for a couple of hours when people started leaving with their chosen decoration. It left Julia as the lone decoration in a room with five people sitting, drinking, and quietly talking about something that didn’t involve so much as looking at her. Even they broke up an hour later and she was alone again. Ten minutes later she was rescued by Peiter who gave her water, let her use the toilet, and put her to bed hungry. She’d have to earn dinner and she’d have to learn Russian first. She shuddered at the idea of learning enough Russian to ask to be freed so she could be a sex toy for her saviors. 
The new slave spent her second full day on the same pedestal. In the morning, Alice came and used a fake cock and body language to teach her how to ask to fuck, suck, eat pussy, and get spanked. After lunch Julia decided to be stubborn.  She got two meals a day and she just wouldn’t ask to fuck, suck, eat pussy, or get spanked in exchange for that third meal. She’d live on the pedestal and preserve her dignity. Indeed, parties continued every night and she stayed in place while the other decorations demeaned themselves into a meal and abuse. 
It was on her tenth day that Julia changed her mind. Heather had lost and been auctioned off, leaving her without even the distraction of watching her little girl perform on the Internet for the whole world. Alice had stopped giving her Russian lessons and fourteen hours on the pedestal were mind-numbingly boring. She knew every inch of the room from her safe perch and was learning the consequence of being stubborn was to be ignored with nothing to do. Obviously the other decorations did something during the day and she imagined them lounging by poolside being pampered in exchange for compliance. She was already offering her body to her master in exchange for a toilet, so why not for champagne and caviar, too. 
There was one particular couple who stopped in front of her every night, obviously giving her the chance to speak, so that night she asked to suck his cock. When he smiled and nodded toward his wife, Julia asked to lick pussy. They got her down, fed her, and paraded her around with pride. She felt hands all over her as the couple gloated over being the first to have her. She couldn’t understand most of what was said, but from their tone and laughter, she knew the regulars were taunting her. Giving in had its benefits, but she felt like a whore trading her body for some food and she knew that from now on, she’d be stepping down off her pedestal every night into the hands of someone different. As the couple finally took her away, everyone knew she was going off to pleasure them. 

Intending to be a willing partner, Julia was surprised when the man tied her to a spanking bench. With cock sucking and pussy licking on her mind, she wasn’t aware of their intent since the bench left her head at the right height for oral sex. She just wouldn’t be allowed to use her hands. When the woman started spanking her, Julia was outraged. She certainly hadn’t asked for that or had Alice played a cruel joke on her? Had she asked for a spanking?  The couple delighted in her screams, laughing at first, but getting more and more aroused by her helpless struggles. By the end of the evening, she’d been spanked and fucked and serviced both of them with her mouth. 
As a reward for surrendering, she was allowed to lounge by the pool and be pampered when she wasn’t tied, flat on her back, on her hands and knees, or any other position turning high priced tricks for her owner. For a very exclusive clientele, she was available for anything that didn’t leave a permanent mark. After a few months, she realized this was all she was good for. 
*****

Irene was shipped to her new owner in a hogtie. A man and a woman, her new owners, opened the crate and explained to the beautiful woman that she was their new sex toy. Lying there on her back, she met Boy Toy – a beaten and submissive man with long hair, ample tits, and a 12-inch cock in a tight cage. Aside from the cock, he could have passed for a woman which, she learned, was the point. Then she met Kitty, the couple’s previous female sex toy. Kitty’s arms and legs had been amputated above the elbows and knees so she walked on four stumps. She was a beautiful brunette who could still service her master and mistress and often did. 
Her mistress explained, “Kitty tried to escape. She didn’t get very far and we decided this was a fitting punishment for her. We keep her around as a novelty. I think Stefan might even like her better this way. So easy to catch and so helpless.”

Irene couldn’t keep from staring at the quadruple amputee and imagine what that must be like for the pathetic woman. She was there to replace Kitty and the warning was clear. The same could happen to her if she didn’t behave. 

For the next three days, Slut Puppy learned her new place in life. The master fucked her, the butler fucked her, the gardener fucked her, and even Boy Toy fucked her. She went down on mistress, the maids, and even Kitty.  Sixteen hours a day she was a sex toy for the entire household. In all that time, she was punished if she had an orgasm. Master and mistress didn’t care, but the household staff made a point of trying to get her to cum. She had to learn to grit her teeth and fight down the pleasure. It was galling to be the center of pleasure for everyone else while denying herself. 
On the fourth day, she got clothes consisting of a tight crop top, short skirt, and high heels. Her mistress told her there was a party starting soon where she’d meet the other members of the sex toy club. Realizing she was going to be passed around, Slut Puppy knew the clothes were just a tease. The top barely covered her breasts and the skirt was all of six inches, just enough to hug her hips and cover the bottom of her pussy slit. Boy Toy was dressed in a woman’s dress that was only a little longer than her skirt and his long cock hung down in plain sight. Expecting the same, she watched in dismay as Boy Toy took a four inch penis gag in his mouth and the mistress fastened it in. His mouth was covered by a black leather patch with no sign of the penetration of the hard black plastic cock. 

When her master held up a similar gag, she opened up and let him shove it in where it rested on the back of her throat. Once her gag was secured in place, her master added a blindfold. It was bad enough being paraded around, but she wasn’t even going to get to see the other owners and toys!
With her leash in the hands of her master, Puppy cautiously shuffled into a room full of voices. They talked about her as if she wasn’t even there, complimenting her, lifting her top and skirt the mere inches it took to expose her, and making lewd remarks while her master told everyone personally to take advantage of her later on. “Only four days, I like fresh meat. Still has that why me feeling,” said one man. “Gonna try out that tongue,” said a woman right in her ear. “Hope she’s tight, mine’s getting a little loose,” said another man and her master answered, “Front and rear. Nice hot mouth, too.”
Expecting a small party, Slut Puppy was shocked that she counted at least 20 voices, half male and half female. If she understood the club correctly, every couple brought at least one sex toy to the party. Once her introduction was done, she started to pick up comments about other toys, more female than male. The talk centered around two topics – sex toys and how much political influence this small group had. They were the rich and powerful and owning people was one way they flaunted their wealth. 

It was humiliating to be treated like property, but Puppy had other concerns that kept her mind off the fact that she was essentially naked in a room full of strangers. She’d been promised to at least 20 people and she wondered when that would happen.  Her master and mistress had always used her first and the hired help commented on sloppy seconds, but didn’t hesitate to use her. Among this crowd who’d go first? The thought occurred to her that she’d go home with one couple, be used by them and their hired help, and then passed to the next. 
“Line ‘em up,” she heard her master say. “Let’s see who can get a mouthful of cum first and who gets their pretty little asses tanned?” Forced to her knees, Puppy’s gag was removed, but the blindfold stayed in place. She never knew whose cock she sucked or who spanked her for losing. The next contest was pussy licking. It never occurred to her not to lick like she was feasting on the tastiest pussy in the world, but she still lost and got spanked. 

After the opening contests, Puppy was shoved to her hands and knees and taken from behind as the orgy began. The cruel owners tried to get her to cum with them, but she’d learned well over the past three days. It was torment to be taken to the edge and forced to deny the orgasm, but the punishment was worse. She heard at least one other sex toy lose the battle and listened to her screams as the woman was tied, beaten, and shocked. 
At the party that night, Slut Puppy wasn’t used by all the owners, but over the next few years they had plenty of opportunities with her. 

*****
It was Monday. At least that’s what Lyla thought. He’d just spent most of two days with her and that had to be the weekend, so today was Monday. She’d lost track when she first got there, so she could never be sure. There was also the fact that this day in the seven day cycle sucked worse than the other days, so it had to be Monday. 
The 11-year-old was a living rocking horse. Her hands were attached to the front of the jet black rockers and her feet were attached to the back. Tight black latex stockings covered her front and rear legs from the rockers to mid-thigh – tight enough that it was hard to bend her knees. In fact, the way her feet were rigidly secured to the rockers made it impossible to bend the knees of her back legs. She was saddled in black leather and a black tail was affixed in place on a black butt plug. Her head was encased in a black leather helmet held in place by a black chin strap and a black Y-strap that ran from the corners of her bit gagged mouth between her eyes to the helmet. 
The black beautifully accented her pure white skin, visible from her shoulders to her flanks. The saddle hid part of her bare back, but her growing tits, tummy, pussy, and ass were uncovered and, of course, her docile face was plain to see from her chin to her forehead. Her eyes were focused on the mirror in front of her and occasionally she rocked to relieve the boredom. It frustrated her immensely to be helplessly locked in position while her 12-year-old master was at school. Belonging to the boy was humiliating and often painful. She wanted to be anywhere but here, but instead she waited patiently, naked and helpless. She tried to keep her mind off it because after the fourth month of her relentless training, she got excited and wet from the abuse. When he came home, she had to be wet, but she didn’t want to torment herself all day with the ache in her pussy that only he could relieve.   
Each day was a restrictive position so he could do anything he wanted to her and she could barely even flinch. Sure she’d fought at first, but he’d had help the first month and if she fought, there were worse things the preteen sadist could do to his playtoy. Then, after the fourth month… well, when he filmed her, she could honestly say, “Hi, mommy, thanks for bribing me onto the show. I like it now. When he hurts me, I get so excited.” She didn’t really think mommy ever saw them, but it excited her just to say it. The idea of mommy knowing what she had to do was thrilling. 
At noon, her master’s mom came down to check on her and feed her. With her bit gag removed, Lyla sucked the protein shake out of the realistically shaped penis. The cruel woman would fuck Lyla’s pussy with it and then fuck her mouth so the rocking horse had to work for her lunch. 
When the shake was finished, the woman popped Lyla’s butt plug free and replaced it with the penis. “Please, mistress, may I suck the cock for dessert?” begged Lyla as soon as the penis was seated. It galled her to beg for the shit covered penis back in her mouth. Mistress wasn’t supposed to do things like this, but she did and Lyla couldn’t tell on mistress. If she didn’t beg for it, mistress would leave it there and even though her master should be mad at his mom for breaking the rules, he was mad at Lyla for not begging well. 
Mistress pulled the cock free and let Lyla suck her shit off of it, replaced the gag, and reseated the butt plug. Lyla begged and Lyla sucked shit because her master had ways of punishing the pain slut that didn’t involve pain. Or, more correctly, he’d hurt her until she begged to cum. He’d keep her on the edge of an orgasm for hours and then deny her the release she needed. 
In the mid-afternoon, she thought about what was coming soon and it got her wet. Then she heard boots coming down the stairs. Her master strode in and threw a leg over her, sitting in the saddle with his feet in the stirrups. Crack! He snapped his riding crop on her bare bottom and ran his spurs up her thighs. With a whinny, she started rocking. She tingled from the anticipation, but the reality of him riding her with whip and spurs put her arousal in high gear. He’s home! He’s riding me… hurting me… spending time with me. In the mirror she could see him on her back. He looked like the kind of boy she’d be interested in – handsome and audacious – but inside he wasn’t anything like the innocent 10-year-old Lyla would have wanted a year ago. And she wanted him even more because of it. 
After five minutes, he dismounted and stripped. He removed her gag and slid his cock between her open lips. With his hands gripping her head, he fucked her mouth hard and fast. He came inside of a minute, as usual, and milked his cum onto her outstretched tongue. 
With round one finished, she felt his hands caress her tits and pussy. It was the only tender thing he ever did to her and he did it because of how she’d reacted the first few times. They both knew she didn’t mind it anymore, but for him, it was arousing just to know that she had minded and now didn’t. He’d won. 

He gave her twenty delicious swats that put her on the edge and made her wiggle her hips invitingly, but it was warm up for the real pain. Today was Monday and she was a rocking horse. She heard the blow torch ignite with a puff of power and blue fire. The sound made her quiver in fear – an instinctive reaction learned in her first few months – even though she wanted what it offered. 
“Gonna brand my filly,” said her master. “Holding so still for me. Nothing she can do but wait. This is number 52. You know that, Lyla? Fifty-two brands. Fifty two weeks. You’ve been mine for a year now. Last one, too, I’m afraid. Running out of room.” He rolled down the latex on her left leg to expose her inner thigh and the other 25 inch long marks. “One year’s worth of branding and I’ve decided to stop. You know I could brand your arms, your tummy, your back, anywhere, but your skin is too pretty. And daddy suggested that if I burn you too many places then you won’t feel pain anymore. Nope, no more branding. Got something even better. Have to wait until next week to find out.”
His voice receded as he went to pick up the cool end of the red hot branding iron. Lyla waited with bated breath as his footsteps returned. It hurts! It burns! I don’t want it, but I do want it. Remember when it hurt and didn’t feel good? He’s trained me to like it. Trained me to want it. As a hand rested on her outer thigh, she knew it was seconds away. “Eeeeaaaaaa,” she screamed, barely muffled by the bit. The incredible pain and the smell of burning flesh made her wild with desire. It was something they agreed on. Her master plunged his cock into her slick pussy and fucked her. One… two… three… four orgasms rocked her as he took his time. When he came, she came a fifth time. 
She hated him, but loved how he could make her feel. He gave her incredible multiple orgasms because she couldn’t help it. Even when she’d resisted, he’d taken her on those incredible highs. It was another sign that he’d won, so he didn’t mind that she reveled in the feeling now. 
*****

Katherine and BB were sold together and shipped in the same crate so their new owner could open his purchase and see them both at once. It was more for their benefit than his. The two were kneeling, stuffed into the crate so each had a shoulder touching the crate and their inside shoulders were pressed against each other. At the sound of the latching opening, the gagged females prepared themselves for the worst. Then the front dropped down and there was George Paulsen… Katherine’s husband and BB’s daddy. Their eyes widened in surprise and then as one, they relaxed knowing they were finally safe. It was over. 
As far as George was concerned, it was just beginning. He ran his eyes lustfully over the two nude females until the sparkle in their eyes turned to concern. They shifted uncomfortably, what little they could, aware of their nudity and the growing sense that the husband and father was enjoying the view. When his wife started to grunt insistently into her gag, he was satisfied they knew something was wrong. “I hope you’re not complaining, Katie,” he said. Using any name besides Katherine irked her and he was pleased to see the disapproval in her eyes. “Worse, I hope you’re not making demands. BB’s being nice and quiet, like a good girl. I expect the same from you, Katie.” 
He explained the password he’d received and how he’d watched his wife and daughter displayed, tortured, and trained. “To do something you never did for me,” he added pointedly to his wife. “When I heard about the auction at the end, I took out a second mortgage on the house and made sure I was the high bidder. You belong with me anyway. Now, here’s the deal. You Katie, I told you not to go on the show. I’ve been telling you to just let BB be a normal girl, but no. You had to keep trying and ended up with her getting blowjob lessons for the whole world to see. Now I’m up to my ass in debt and the two of you are going to make it worth the money.

“Katie, you’re going to be a good little housewife. You’ll keep the house clean and you’ll get some fucking cooking lessons. Whenever and wherever I want, you’ll satisfy me however I want. You’ll wear sexy clothes, maybe next to nothing or nothing at all, around the house. You’re my wife and sex toy because I watched you be sexy and I bought you to be sexy for me.
“BB, you’re going to go to the local public school and be a good little girl. You’ll do your homework and keep your room clean. Whenever and wherever I want, you will also satisfy me however I want. Shut up, Katie!” he snapped as his wife complained into her gag. “You heard me right and if you argue with me or disobey me, I’ve got a number to call for somebody who’ll train you some more. I’ll decide which of you sluts gets naked and satisfies me. BB, you’ll wear sexy clothes or, like mommy, next to nothing or nothing at all. You’re my daughter and sex toy just like mommy.”
He paused and let that sink in, happy that neither of them argued this time. In due time, he’d learn if they accepted their new role and how much additional training they’d need if they didn’t. Their looks certainly told him they understood he was serious. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his erection. “Now, who wants to earn their way out of the crate? Who wants to suck cock?”
Katie was stunned at her husband’s words. What’s come over him? Satisfy him when he wants? Wear sexy clothes around the house? Or nothing at all? Around BB? That’s crazy. Turn me into his idea of the perfect wife – housekeeper and sex toy? My God, we’re not saved. We’re just serving a master we know. And now he wants a blowjob before he’ll let us free? Fuck him.
Squeezed in next to mommy, BB was only momentarily surprised at the turn of events. He bought us, so it makes sense to serve him. Just another master even if it is daddy. No more acting pressure. I just get to be normal. Except the part about being sexy around the house. Gawd, what will he want me to do? Jeez, being naked around the house and giving daddy a hard on. When he pulled out his cock and demanded a blow job, she nodded. Heck, that’s smaller than Jason’s. Daddy’s kinda small. I can suck that.
Untied, BB sucked daddy off like the experienced cocksucker she was. She smiled and swallowed his cum. “Yummy, daddy,” she said. 
Since Katie was being stubborn, George took his daughter to her room and helped her pick out something sexy to wear. She strutted in front of mommy in a halter top and her shortest skirt with no panties. While she’d put them on, daddy had already promised to buy her something really sexy.

Katie’s resolve was wavering and then her master said good night and she was alone in the dark. Good night! No, I’m ready. I get the message. I’ll suck your cock. By the next morning, she was even more eager. 

*****

Eleven-year-old Sam Edwards woke up in his own private hell in the same place and same position he had for the past year, naked between the naked twin girls that owned him. For most people it was hard to tell the beautiful girls, Karen and Laura, apart. He still pretended it was hard for him, but he’d been able to tell them apart on the second day after they’d uncrated him. Karen would tease him with her pert little ass, but he knew Karen only liked his cock in her pussy and Laura would lie on her back with her legs spread to tempt him with the pussy she denied him. The minutes-younger twin liked it in her ass. And then there were the horrible times when the two giggling girls would share his cock, taking turns sucking it until one shot his cum on the other and licked it off her twin. 

At least the twins thought they had Sam in femboy hell. He wore the maid outfit and served them hand and foot, blushing at their taunts. The little dress was so very feminine and indecent and they’d laugh as they peeked at his hard cock tucked in see through panties. They called him Samantha, enjoying that every once in a while he’d ask them not to. The only problem with the preteen nymphos version of hell was they couldn’t keep their hands off their toy or their clothes on. They took advantage of the boy, even showing him off to their friends. No matter how much he protested, they’d make him fuck their friends. And protest he did, because the twins got wild with desire when they forced him. 

Sam’s private hell was the thought that one day the girls would realize he was the luckiest femboy, maid, slave, gigolo, and cock in the world. One day they’d see he was living the dream. One day they’d think they were too far above him to let him put his cock in them again. And on that day, his routine six to eight orgasms a day with two of the most beautiful girls in the world would end. For now he’d just have to give in to their every sexual demand. With a sigh, he slid an arm under each of his mistresses, pulled them close, and kissed them awake. As they eyed him hungrily, he said, “Please, just this once can I get dressed and get you breakfast first?”

With an evil glint in her eyes, Karen reached between his legs. Finding him hard as a rock, she giggled, “Boys… they don’t have any control. You want breakfast, but your cock wants something else. Breakfast after you serve us up some cum.” She swung a leg over him and settled down with his cock in her tight pussy. “Put your hands here,” she demanded, putting his reluctant hands on her chest. 

“Yes, mistress,” said Sam as he cupped the pretty little titties of his dreams. “I won’t cum though. You can’t make me.” It was partly true. He would cum, though she couldn’t make him do it against his will. 

The little nympho rode him hard and came quickly, but she was relentless and fucked him until she had the pleasure of wrenching cum from the boy as he struggled to have some control and dignity. “Hah, like I said, boys have no control,” she grinned in victory. Hot damn, he’s a great fuck and he plays the game so well. 
*****

The words Mexican drug cartel rang in Carol’s ears as her crate bounced in the back of a truck. The plane flight had been about the right length of time for her to be in Mexico and the road was third world quality judging by the bumps. Finally removed from her crate, she stood naked and frightened in front of a well-dressed Latino, the perfect picture of drug lord in her mind. Given the circumstances, she accepted he was just that and there were probably guards outside the room. Though she didn’t fight back, he slapped her around as he raped her. 

After that, she was taken to a windowless room – her room. It had a queen size bed with fresh sheets, a few dresses in a closet, and a private bath. She immediately saw it as a comfortable prison with thick adobe walls and just enough amenities to be livable. 
On her second day, three men came in and while two held her down on the bed, the third, an American, gave her a shot. Her blood ran cold at the sight of the hypodermic needle. Oh no! What is that? Crack? Heroin? They’re going to get me addicted… dependent upon them. She envisioned what they’d extort from her for her next fix and wondered if she had the strength to deny them. Never having tried hard drugs, she didn’t know how it felt or far she’d go for that next fix. 

Yet, there was no pleasure, no feeling at all, coursing through her body after the men released her. She lay on the bed for a few seconds before she realized she couldn’t move. The men were still there, but she couldn’t turn her head or roll her eyes to look at them. When the American’s face appeared over her she mentally jumped, yet her body didn’t react to the surprise. He smiled and said, “It’s a tranquilizer used on animals. Very safe because you stay conscious. You just can’t move. Fernando likes to use it on his girls because… well, because it’s so wicked. Anyone can do anything to you and you can’t stop them… but you want to… you know what’s going on and you feel everything and you want to stop them, but you can’t.” To prove his point, Carol felt her legs lift and her dress slid to her waist, up her torso, and over her head. I’m naked. They’re staring at me. My God! I can’t cover myself. What are they doing?
She’d cooperated with her rape yesterday and didn’t understand why they needed to render her totally helpless. It was foolish to fight if these three men wanted to rape her, so they didn’t need to do this. She ran his chilling words through her head. Wicked… anything to you… can’t stop them… feel everything… can’t stop them. Frightening to be so helpless. Scared out of my wits. If they can do anything, what will they do? 
“Ah, I can still see the fear in your eyes. Interesting, no? Can’t speak, can’t move, but you can still show the abject fear.” From his voice she could tell he found her fear intoxicating. If she was scared before, now she was downright petrified, literally and figuratively. He enjoys this. I’m helpless in the hands of a sadist. How long does this last?

When her legs were pulled apart, she steeled herself for the worst. The strong woman could take being raped, but the feeling of complete vulnerability was too much. Hearing a buzzing sound and then pressure around her pussy, it took her a few second to realize she was being shaved. The quick trim by the electric razor was followed by the light touch of a straight razor. He was gentle and efficient, but it was humiliating to be shaved and terrifying to feel the sharp blade. I’d hold still for this if he asked. Embarrassed, but I’d cooperate. This is worse though… just to know I don’t have a choice. 

When that was done, the American said, “Ever wonder how a drug lord rewards his soldiers?” She heard footsteps, the sound of the three men leaving. Seconds later, she heard footsteps, laughter, and men speaking in Spanish. Rough hands grabbed her hips and a cock fought its way into her dry pussy. Then an extremely ugly and malodorous man’s face appeared over her, grinning and rocking back and forth in rhythm to his thrusts. Repulsed, she was chilled to the core as she realized, I’m the reward. A cum receptacle. Feeling, but not even participating. Dehumanizing. Can’t even close my eyes.  She rewarded six men and then was alone as the drug wore off. 

Fernando was a distant figure who never touched her after that first rape. She was just something he used to reward his men. There was another drug that the American, Ben, liked to use on the girls and Carol got to experience that one. It started with lunch with Ben and suddenly it was late afternoon. It was difficult to accept at first and then she realized she’d been slipped a roofie. Her body ached and she didn’t know why. 
Over the next few days, Carol met Fernando’s three other girls, all American and all younger than her – 14, 16, and 22. Or, as Ben introduced them, middle school, high school, and college. He introduced Carol to them as slut mom as if she rounded out the set. 
Carol had almost daily doses of the drug that left her conscious as faces and cocks appeared in front of her. Faces belonged to cocks in her pussy and cocks went straight into her mouth. Before a dose, she’d tell Ben, who always administered it, she’d do it without the drug, but he got a perverse pleasure from dehumanizing her. She wasn’t sure if he stayed and watched, but she was sure neither his face nor cock appeared. There were also afternoons that started with lunch with Ben and ended with her aware it was late afternoon with no idea what happened in between like time had been snipped out of her life. Whether she was a puppet or had no memory, she felt they were stealing her life. The mental abuse was worse than any physical abuse they might deal her. 

Then, one day, Ben said he had something special to show her – what went on that she couldn’t remember.  Carol figured his something special wasn’t good. Maybe I don’t want to know what goes on? Maybe this is just to scare me… repulse me… torment me even more. That would be so like Ben, the real sadist. She’d stopped considering herself Fernando’s property; Ben was the real enemy. 
Ben tied her arms behind her and led her down the hall. Anna, the high school girl, was waiting for them in her room, similarly appointed as Carol’s room with a bed, closet, and bath. “What’s going on?” asked Anna. “You’re gonna show her… dammit.”

Rather than answer Anna, Ben spoke to Carol. “I’m working on new drugs for Fernando, an improved roofie in this case, and I stumbled across this one that blocks the ability to form long term memories. Anna knows what’s going on and she remembers what she saw when she got the same tour, so she knows what’s going to happen. In the end, she just won’t remember any of it, but you will. Then the next time you wake up with time missing, you’ll have an idea of how fucked you are.” So that’s the point. Not good enough that things happen I can’t remember. Now he wants to make sure I know what I missed. 
“In just the few seconds we’ve been in the room, Anna has already forgotten that we just came in. She thinks we’ve always been here and can’t even begin to try to remember more than a few seconds back. Since we’ve always been here, she’s also forgotten that she’s about to put on a show for you.”

“You’re gonna show her…  dammit,” said Anna. 

“She’ll forget again,” smiled Ben. “There’s an interesting, but unfortunate consequence of her meager memory. Fernando won’t market it because the victim becomes too confused. For a date rape drug, the victim is expected to participate, fight back, or surrender – not keep asking who he is and why he’s doing it. Anna, take these four needles and hold them in your hand.”

The girl took the needles with a sick look on her face. The look faded as she forgot about the needles even though she still clutched him in her hand. 

“Anna, play with your nipples and make them hard.”
The 16-year-old rolled her nipples between thumb and forefinger until they were hard. It took 20 seconds and she kept it up for nearly a minute before she stopped. “That’s about typical,” said Ben. “She stays on task even though she doesn’t remember why she was playing with them and she kept at it because she didn’t know when to stop. Anna, you have needles in your hand, stick one in your right nipple.” 

“Did I do something wrong?” asked the girl as she picked a needle. “What’s going on? Why are you doing this?” She argued, but the sick look returned and the teen skewered her own nipple with a grunt of pain. A different kind of puppet, Carol thought. She watched as Anna stuck her other nipple and her tongue. Then Ben made her plunge the fourth needle an inch into her right tit. Each time Anna wondered why, but still did it, gasping in pain as she tortured herself and Ben got excited.

For the next two hours, Ben hurt Anna. Sometimes she did it to herself on command, but usually he administered the pain with growing arousal. He got off on the girl’s screams and her confusion. The pain was intoxicating and Anna’s constant reminders that she didn’t know why she was being tortured delighted him. Carol was left to stand in a corner, seemingly forgotten by Ben as he played with Anna. 

This is what he does to me, thought Carol. I ache when it’s over. Imagine me doing that. Why? Why are you hurting me? What did I do? Trying to make sense out of it when there’s really no sense to be made. It’s just for his pleasure. Poor Anna… and Grace and Mindy, too. Even Mindy… just 14 and being his toy. 
The session culminated in Anna blowing the very aroused Ben. Seconds into the blowjob, she’d forgotten about what he’d done though she still felt the pain. Afterwards, Carol wished she hadn’t seen what happened. Which is the whole point. Now I’ll know I was a confused woman wondering why I was being tortured. I’ll know just how mentally helpless I was. Ben will have a great and memorable time with me and I’ll have nothing. 
*****

With the audience of Stairway to Stardom overwhelmingly male, it was ironic that Karen and Cheryl Lee went to a woman in the lottery. When they saw their new mistress, both of them felt a misguided sense that a woman wouldn’t be as cruel as a man. 
Working in silence, Gloria lifted the naked, bound 10-year-old from the crate and laid her on her back on top of a metal T-shaped frame. Freeing one leg, the very capable mistress tied Cheryl’s leg to one side of the T’s crossbar. Then she did the same with the other leg, spreading the flexible little girl’s legs 180 degrees to secure them on the crossbar. Finally, she tied Cheryl’s torso to the leg of the T with her hands behind her back. With her body in the shape of a T, albeit an upside down T, Cheryl couldn’t move. 

Gloria could hardly believe her luck in winning the mother-daughter pair. She had pain boy, a 12-year-old, but had to trade him to her friends for their girls if she wanted a pussy instead. Now she had two pussies and her pain boy. After popping a ball gag in the pretty Asian’s mouth, she hefted the entire assembly up and set the ends of it on a pair of uprights five feet apart that held the crossbar like a roasting spit. Aside from the roasting part, that’s just what it was… a spit along the axis of Cheryl’s spread legs with her body sticking straight up. Gloria ensured the gears at the ends of the spit engaged the gears on the frame and stepped back to admire her new little pain toy. Slender legs parallel to the ground and spread as wide as possible. Petite, titless body sticking straight up. Frightened, uncomprehending eyes. Thighs begging to be whipped. Chest and tummy begging to be whipped. Back and ass split down the middle by the frame and partially covered by the helpless girl’s arms were also begging to be whipped. And right where legs and torso came together at the union of the upright and crossbar was a dainty little pussy begging to be whipped. 

With so much work to do to satisfy those begging body parts, Gloria set about whipping Cheryl until she was a writhing, pink, drooling, whimpering pain toy begging for the whipping to end. For an hour, the cruel mistress worked on her new little slave, stopping twice to finger herself to an orgasm from the pure eroticism of the girl’s screams. She thought she might go mad with the desire, but finally tore herself away from the pleasure. 
Cheryl had never seen such cruelty or imagined someone could keep her in constant pain for so long for no reason. Not that she could do much, but everything she tried made no difference to her mistress. At first she didn’t think the woman knew how much it hurt and then she realized that was the whole point. It was simply incomprehensible that a person could enjoy hurting her so much. 

When it was finally over, Cheryl watched as her mistress disengaged the gears of her spit with the pull of a lever. She had no idea what she was watching except that the smile on her mistress’ face told it was wasn’t good. She hadn’t even stopped to think about what was holding her upright. The next thing she knew, her mistress leaned her forward a little and let go of her. With the spit free to turn, she plunged forward out of control. Right toward the floor. Certain she was about to plant her face on the concrete floor, she screamed louder than she ever had while being whipped. Trapped to the frame with no arms to catch her. But the spit turned as designed and while she did plunge forward, she swung down and underneath the spit, her hair brushing the floor. She swung back and forth a few times and then hung there upside down as her mind tried to grasp what had just happened. 

Delighted in the extreme reaction, Gloria pulled Cheryl back upright and let her go again and again. Finally on the fourth plummet, Cheryl’s frightened mind had accepted that she wasn’t going to hit the ground. Then Gloria pulled her back upright, tilted her back, and let her go, relishing the renewed scream of fear as this time her little toy plunged backwards toward the floor and then under the spit. Tired of that game, Gloria re-engaged the gears and turned on the motor. Now the true function of the spit became apparent as Cheryl’s bound body slowly rotated around the axis of her spread legs. In ten seconds she faced the floor, another ten seconds she was straight down, another ten seconds and she faced the ceiling, and in another ten seconds she was upright again. And she kept turning. 
All the while, Karen watched from her position still in the crate which put her behind Cheryl while she was being whipped. She couldn’t see everything, but she saw her daughter perched upright like the target she was. She saw the whipping and heard the screams. It was horrifying to watch her 10-year-old being tortured and equally horrifying to know that she’d soon face the same fate. She and Gloria both watched Cheryl turn on the spit for several rotations – Karen horrified at how Cheryl looked and Gloria soundly satisfied over her ingenious torment for the 10-year-old. Then Gloria left. The whole time the mistress hadn’t said a word. 
Counting seconds, Karen reasoned Cheryl was turning every 40 seconds or close to it. Then, counting the rotations, it was 28 minutes before Gloria returned with a naked boy on her heels. Pain boy stood facing Cheryl, close enough that he could have touched her when she rotated forward, though he kept his hands to himself. Gloria stopped the spit, removed Cheryl’s gag, and held a bottle of water to her lips. “Don’t spill,” said the woman in a voice that made Cheryl very, very careful as she drank the entire 12 oz. bottle. She didn’t want to know the consequences of spilling. 
Gloria turned on the motor again, but just enough to turn Cheryl to the 8 o’clock position, facing up just 30 degrees from parallel to the floor. “Here,” she said and pain boy moved to stand over the helpless girl, facing her with his cock dangling in her face. “Make him cum.” Restrained so only her mouth was available, Cheryl took the boy’s slender cock in her mouth and started sucking. It would be a battle between the two as she had instructions to make him cum and, unknown to her, he was not allowed to cum. 

My turn, thought Karen as she became Gloria’s focus. She was already in a forced kneeling position with her hands tied behind her. Her limbs were too stiff from hours in that position to fight her mistress and there really wasn’t an opportunity. Gloria freed a bent leg and then stuffed it into a latex sleeve without unbending it. Karen went from leather straps to black latex that covered her leg from hip to ankle. Just as easily, Gloria did the same to the slave’s other leg. 
When Gloria untied her arms, Karen had momentary freedom. “How far can you get like that?” asked her mistress and then she answered her own question. “Nowhere. Keep your arms still. Don’t fight or she gets it.” She’s right. I could try, but I’d lose. Seething, Karen followed instructions and in short order, her arms were bent at the elbows and trapped in tight latex sleeves. Virtually limbless, she felt the lack of control as her mistress put her on her back. 
As Karen vigorously protested, Gloria reached into the bound woman’s pussy and stretched her clit out. What now? How’s she going to hurt me? Not my clit! What could she do to it? The bitch has no mercy. She protested louder and squirmed as her mistress reached in with a metal implement that she was certain was designed to maim. “Want me to miss?” The question told Karen that as evil as her mistress was, missing would be worse, so she held still for the inevitable. Gloria paused for two seconds and then reached in again as Karen resigned herself to terrible pain. Instead of pain, the metal implement squeezed around her clit without crushing it. She looked down to see her clit encased in a metal shell, crimped around the base of the tender nub so it wouldn’t ever come off. A miniature metal mushroom at the top of her slit. With a little projection in the center. 
She looked at her mistress and her mistress looked back with a sly smile. For a few seconds they shared that look and Karen was certain the woman was daring her to imagine the purpose of the metal shell. Then the mistress of few words said, “Can’t cum now.”
Can’t cum now? It’s a shield. I can’t finger it. Cheryl or the boy won’t lick it. A man’s cock in me won’t do it. Never cum again… she’s hurting Cheryl, but something else for me. Is that how it is? Bad as that seemed, Karen knew she could easily endure no orgasms. 
“Get it wet,” said Gloria, handing a dildo to pain boy who promptly sucked the two inch diameter, eight inch long penis and handed it back. 
“Got something in common,” said Gloria. “We both like it when you get all excited from putting on a show. So, put on a show.” She worked the fake cock into Karen’s ass as fast as she could without damaging her property. Much faster than Karen wanted. As Karen grunted in pain, her mistress said, “Fucking mommy in the ass, little cunt. All the way up her ass. Got her all trussed up so she can’t do a damn thing about it. Hear her? Not too happy about it now. You ever think of mommy getting a big plastic cock up her ass. Jesus, mommy, you could be quiet about it, couldn’t you? Uhh, guess not. Sounds like my ass slut is having a good time. Tell your little girl how it feels to have a cock in your ass. Yeah, squeal like that. Tell her how it feels to have a cock up your ass when you don’t want it up your ass. Bet it’s even better knowing she’s listening to mommy getting ass raped. Little girl over there sucking on her boyfriend’s cock while mommy puts on her own show.”
Karen’s first grunts were from the pain of having her asshole opened so quickly. She squirmed and protested, not even realizing she was feeding her own humiliation. God damn her. I’m owned by a woman and getting it in the ass. Don’t tell Cheryl what mommy’s doing. What will Cheryl think? She can’t see. Does she know I can’t help it? Does she think I’m enjoying it? That I’m helping? Dammit, can’t even tell Cheryl that I am not enjoying it. Stop doing that. God, in and out, raping me. What do I sound like? She can’t see, but she can hear. Do I sound like I’m getting excited? 
“Look at my sexy slanty-eyed mommy wriggling on the floor for me. Ooo, you want more. God, yes, you love it so much, don’t you? Mommy didn’t want her little angel to know how much she likes it up the ass.” Within just a couple of minutes of taunting, Karen was fighting to keep from getting too excited. Her mistress kept it up. Getting it in the ass while Cheryl listened. Getting excited about it. Putting on a show. I am getting excited. Cheryl moved to the back of her mind as mommy focused on the face of her tormenter and thought about the show she was putting on for her new mistress just like the woman wanted. She wanted to cum, but she couldn’t. Even if I had my hands free, I can’t touch my clit. Look at her enjoying herself… enjoying the control… she knew she could do this to me. I fought it and it still happened. 
Several times Karen thought she might cum even without being touched, but it was always just out of reach. When her mistress finally stopped, Karen was covered in sweat and aching for release. “You’re fun,” said her cruel owner. 

“Pain boy,” snapped Gloria. “Show me your cock.” The boy turned to show his throbbing erection. “Need it bad, huh?”

“Yes, mistress,” he nodded. He was used to it by now. She’d get him hard and tease him without release. 

“See her nipples?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“See her nose?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Jerk off and get everything between her nipples and nose.”

The boy’s face brightened at the command. He could hardly remember the last time he’d been allowed to cum and with this command he felt something change. With two new toys, maybe he’d get to cum… if mistress used him to tease the new toys. Without hesitation, he grabbed his cock and stroked it hard and fast. When he came, he aimed it at the pretty, helpless girl, getting every drop in the assigned area lest he be denied another orgasm for disobedience. 

Gloria smiled at the boy’s enthusiasm. It was indeed her plan to use him to torment Cheryl. He’d paid his dues and if a cum covered girl was what she wanted, then she needed a horny little boy with stamina. “Lick it off her.”

Pain boy eagerly licked his cum off the naked girl. He’d tasted cum enough times that it didn’t bother him, but it was the first time he’d licked a girl’s nipples, throat, chin, and cheeks. It was pure delight to run his tongue over her as she squirmed in distaste and embarrassment. He’d learned well from his mistress, enjoying his new found, albeit momentary, control. 
“Good boy,” Gloria patted his head. Then she bent him at the waist and gave him ten hand spanks. When he straightened up, she considered what to do with his newest hard on. He did love a good spanking. “Not her,” she said, pointing at Karen. “She’s for you-know-who.” She turned Cheryl to the 10 o’clock position. “Get a stool if you need it. Fuck her. If she bleeds, don’t worry. Cum in her, but don’t let her cum.” It was against her nature to put a smile that big on a toy’s face, but Cheryl’s face more than made up for pain boy’s grin. In fact, she decided it was even better for the sweet little virgin to get raped by a delighted boy.  
Cheryl lost her virginity within seconds and took her first load of boy cum in her womb within two minutes. Then Gloria turned on the spit again and led pain boy out. In the silence, Karen realized she had something new to worry about… a cryptic reference to you-know-who… a secret she wasn’t allowed to know yet. There was somebody else in the house. There was a man, maybe even crueler than their mistress. She was being prepared for the master. 
When her mistress left, Cheryl felt the weight of the boredom of her position. She looked straight ahead at the wall, she looked at the floor, upside down she could see mommy, she looked at the ceiling, and then she looked at the wall again. She could turn her head, but that view was only a little different. She wanted to scratch her nose… stretch her arms… close her legs… try the door knob. All she could do was rotate and she was afraid to struggle at all. If she did get free, she’d fall to the floor. A short distance, but a concrete floor. All that with the memory of how easily pain boy had poked his cock into her pussy. My legs are so wide. It was terrible that he could see everything and then he just was in there… like I was offering. All I am is a mouth and a pussy. And a target for her whip. 
An hour later, Gloria and pain boy returned. She carried two dog dishes and he carefully balanced a plate in one hand and carried a cup in the other. The woman set a bowl of stew and a bowl of water on the floor. “Dinner.” Karen had explored a little in the time they’d had, tottering around on her elbows and knees. The latex sleeves were devilishly effective, so that was the only way she could move around. Now she tottered over to the bowls. I feel like a dog and now I’m being fed like a dog. If she thought it would do any good, she would have argued, but when Gloria removed her gag, she simply ate from the dog dish with no hands. She was hungry and her mistress had already made an impression as one not to be fooled with. 
Stopped in the 12 o’clock position, Cheryl didn’t see how her mom was fed. She couldn’t so much as move an inch, so pain boy fed her a bite at a time and gave her sips of tepid water through a straw. To him she was a limbless torso jutting straight up. Her legs were useless and her arms were hidden behind her. He fed the mouth at the top of the torso and, as his mistress wanted, made sure she knew he was looking at her titties and pussy in between bites. 
Half an hour after dinner, Gloria came back by herself. Karen was across the small room, examining the floor drain. She had a chill as she wondered if she was allowed to wander. “Back here, slut,” said her mistress, pointing at where she’d been fucked and fed. “Whatever you’re doing, wherever you are, stop immediately, and come here. This is your place.” As she ambled back to her place, the mistress stopped Cheryl at 12 o’clock and put ear plugs in her ears. 
“No matter what I make you do, there’s always something worse,” said Gloria to Karen. “Do you believe that?”
Karen nodded. It was the terrible truth. Raped in the ass was embarrassing and painful, but there were worse things. She didn’t even want to think about what those might be. 
“Good, then when I tell you to do something, you’ll do it or else I’ll have something worse for you.” She took out Karen’s gag. “Slut, you’re about to do something extraordinarily fun for me and extraordinarily repulsive to you. You’ll do it without whining and without hesitation because I’ve got something worse if you want to be stupid. Just so we’re clear, repeat after me. I’m going to do something disgusting for my mistress.”

“I’m going to do something disgusting for my mistress,” said Karen, shivering as the words made it more real. 

“I’m going to do it where my daughter can see and hear.”

Oh God. “I’m going to do it where my daughter can see and hear.”

“I’m going to do it because there’s worse things my mistress can do.”
“I’m going to do it because there’s worse things my mistress can do.” What is she going to make me do? Making me say it without even knowing what I’m going to do. And what’s worse? How bad can she treat me? I can’t protect myself. She can do anything, but how low will she stoop? How much pain? How much torment? Karen knew the answer to the question. She could imagine nothing specific, but her mistress would go to any length of pain and torment. 
“I’m going to do it because I’m property.”

“I’m going to do it because I’m property.”

“A pain and sex toy.”

“A pain and sex toy.”

“Just for my mistress’ fun.”

“Just for my mistress’ fun.” How galling. How humiliating. It was so frustrating not to know what she was setting herself up for. Whatever it is, there’s something worse… my God, Cheryl’s going to see mommy be a pain and sex toy just for the amusement of our mistress.
With an evil smile, Gloria went back to the door and called out, “Caesar, Brutus, come!”

Karen blanched as two huge Great Danes trotted into the room and sat on command facing her. Clearly well trained, the dogs loomed over her as an undefined threat. What are they for? I’m so helpless. They could tear me limb from limb.  

“This is Caesar and this is Brutus,” said Gloria. “Don’t get them confused. They get angry when you mix them up. Boys, this is slut. She’ll be taking over for pain boy. Now, slut, pay attention. Brutus likes to have his cock sucked.” What the fuck! No! “Caesar likes to fuck.” For the love of God, no! “What could be worse than this, you ask. Are you feeling adventurous? Want to find out what’s worse than sucking doggie cock and getting fucked doggie style? I really don’t mind. What you need to understand is that if I have to go to plan B, then by the time I’m done, you’ll be begging to suck and fuck the dogs.”
“Brutus, lie down,” commanded the mistress and the big dog lay down on his back with his legs spread right where she pointed. His cock was two feet in front of Karen. She reached between Karen’s legs and snapped a box the size of an iPod nano onto the projection on the bound woman’s clit cover. Focused on the disgusting cock, Karen hardly noticed the motion and didn’t notice at all that the box had a wire attached to it. “Slut, since this is your first time, I’ll give you two minutes to get his cock in your mouth. Well, actually, since you need to get him ready first, I’ll give you two minutes to start licking hairy doggie balls and doggie sheath to get doggie cock out so you can suck it. Two minutes and you’re either licking him or finding out what’s worse than sucking off a dog. Starting now.”
I’m not gonna do it. It’s just too terrible to even imagine. What could possibly be worse than blowing a dog. Just look at him. That’s a big cock… a dog’s cock… slimy and disgusting… I won’t do it. It’s not fair… just because she wants me to… because it’ll turn her on? No, not gonna happen. Karen stared at the pink tip that peeked out of the dog’s sheath. What could be worse that this? She could whip me like she did Cheryl… for an hour… God, she screamed and screamed and I had to listen. Torture for her and me. Shit, she could whip Cheryl again… for an hour… that would be terrible punishment. Is it worse than blowing a dog with Cheryl watching? Could be neither of those. Do I want to find out? Shit, she could make Cheryl blow the dog. My little girl sucked Jason and now she’d do the dog. Mistress would whip her until she did and she’s just 10 and she’d give in. She hardly knows what’s going on, but she sucked Jason and she’d do the dog, too. 
In the few seconds it took to consider her options and come up with the idea that watching Cheryl suck Brutus was worse than doing it herself, Karen convinced herself that there were indeed worse things than sucking the dog herself. Not wanting to push the time limit, she waited a few more seconds, wobbled forward, and then leaned down and ran her tongue across Brutus’ hairy orbs. 
As soon as she was sure Karen was demeaning herself with the dog’s cock, Gloria removed Cheryl’s earplugs and turned on the little girl’s motor to start her turning again. Gloria had orchestrated Karen’s position so that when Cheryl came under the spit, she was upside down and looking at a profile view of mommy licking the Great Dane’s cock. She’d neither seen nor heard any of what had transpired between the mistress and her mommy. 
“Look at what mommy’s doing for us,” said the cruel mistress as Cheryl looked at the floor on the way down. The 10-year-old anxiously waited for the spit to turn her until she could see mommy. What is she doing? Is that a dog? Yuck, it’s a dog and she’s licking… his cock. No, it can’t be. 

Staring at the bizarre scene, Cheryl didn’t want to know the truth, but her mistress confirmed what she thought she saw, “Yeah, mommy’s sucking doggie cock. Like you sucked off Jason, she’s doing a big damn dog. I gave her a choice and she chose to blow a dog. Just when you think you know your mommy, she goes and surprises you. Fucking slut, isn’t she?”
Cheryl didn’t quite understand the concept of a rhetorical question, though since she was gagged, she didn’t answer. A few seconds later she was looking at the ceiling and it would be half a minute before she saw mommy again. 

It took all of Karen’s willpower to continue her disgusting task as their mistress made it plain to Cheryl. She was doing it for her little girl, so Cheryl wouldn’t have to. As a parent she’d made sacrifices that her children didn’t understand. This was the worst, but she still had to do it. She could see two inches of pink and white marbled cock sticking out of Brutus’ cock and the dog looked back as her as if wondering what was taking so long. When she licked his cock, she almost retched at the musky taste of the growing member. 
Then Gloria pushed the button on the miniature vibrator attached to her slut’s clit cover and Karen stiffened. What’s that? What’s going on? She paused long enough to look under herself at the box dangling from her pussy and went back to licking Brutus with a new fear. Can’t she just let me do this in peace? It’s right on my clit. Dammit, it feels nice. If it doesn’t stop, it’ll feel good and better and… please, I hope she doesn’t force me to cum… not while I’m doing this. She tried to concentrate on her task and with four inches of cock visible, she took it in her mouth and sucked it. God, no! I’m doing it. I’m doing it because this twisted woman wants to see me do it… for her pleasure… extraordinarily fun for her… extraordinarily disgusting for me… and I have to!
Encouraged by the woman’s mouth, Brutus’ cock came completely into view and she found herself with eight inches of thick doggie cock in her mouth and down her throat. She gagged, but Brutus thrust in her mouth. Her limited mobility meant she couldn’t pull away and then the big dog rolled, his leg tipping the petite woman over and suddenly he was on top and thrusting down into her mouth, achieving his full depth. 
Cheryl came around again to see the dog fucking mommy’s mouth. For Karen, their mistress’ voice was in the background as she struggled for control that wouldn’t come. Cheryl heard everything. Mommy was blowing the dog. She was enjoying it. She let Brutus fuck her mouth. Indeed, the sight was even more bizarre this time as mommy was on her back and the big dog squatted to hump mommy’s face. The little girl couldn’t actually see the cock in mommy’s mouth; the dog’s leg was in the way, but it looked like it ought to be in mommy’s mouth. The commentary from their mistress told the story and the position of the rutting pair backed it up. 

By the time Cheryl got her third view of mommy, Karen had managed to get in tune with the dog’s rhythm of deep thrusts. Sucking and breathing at the right times, she felt like she had some control, what little the animalistic urge of the brute allowed her. Between the idea of satisfying a dog, her mistress taunting her, and Cheryl watching, the humiliation was intense and her arousal snuck up on her like it had when she’d rode out multiple forced orgasms for an audience of thousands. Just a few seconds before it happened, she realized, holy shit… mistress… Cheryl… the dog… the fucking vibrator… I’m going to cum! Give it to me, Brutus! Make me do it, mistress. Watch me, Cheryl. My God, here it comes. 

Cheryl went up and around, listening to mommy grunting in pleasure and thinking mommy was fighting for her life as the dog choked her to death. Karen rocked through a forced orgasm, her hips bucking in time with the dog’s thrusts. Can’t help it! She’s making me cum. Can’t be happening. I’m blowing a dog and cumming! What’s wrong with me? So humiliating and so arousing. As that orgasm passed, she knew another was not far behind. She’d had so many consecutive forced orgasms on the show, unable to control herself, and now this felt the same. Then her mouth was flooded with cum. He thrust so hard that his cock flew out of her mouth, spewing cum around like a fire hose gone wild. She tried to get it back in her mouth, but all she could do was chase it around and then she launched into a second orgasm. 
Karen’s face was covered in cum and with near perfect timing, Cheryl caught sight of mommy as Brutus walked away… mommy’s cum covered face contorted in pleasure as she thrust her hips to the dying climax. The little girl hadn’t seen mommy perform on stage, so this was the first time she’d seen mommy out of character, going wild for humiliating sex. She was shocked that mommy had given in so easily, but then her impression was of mommy choking on the cock. Now mommy looked happy. What’s going on!! She turned back upright still wondering what had just happened. 
“I’m not going to have to work hard to get you trained, slut,” said Gloria. “Maybe you can guess what I’m going to train you to do, but I won’t tell you for now. You can figure it out. Now, get back on your elbows and knees and get ready for a good fucking doggie style.”
Stunned by what had just happened, Karen got up into position. This time she was half motivated by the fear of what else her mistress could do to her that was worse and half motivated by the memory of the pleasure she’d just felt. 

“Your mommy is a real slut,” said the mistress to Cheryl. “She just blew a dog and now she’s going to let the other one fuck her. You know about cocksucking, but do you know about fucking? You know mommy’s going to take that big doggie cock in her pussy?” Cheryl was turning upside down and about to get a view of mommy as Gloria said, “See her? She’s ready and waiting for the dog.
Catching sight of mommy, Cheryl didn’t understand what it meant for mommy to be ready and waiting. It looked like she was in the same position she’d been in ever since they got there. She turned a full rotation and when she came around again, their mistress had timed Caesar’s invitation so that he was mounting mommy and Cheryl had a very good idea what mommy had been waiting for. The big dog loomed over mommy, rammed his cock home, and started humping his bitch as Cheryl lost sight of them. 
“Oh, God,” gasped Karen as Caesar’s cock slid deep and the vibrator on her clit started up again. The cock was huge and she thought she could cum just from the pace and intensity, but the vibrator made it a sure thing. She had four orgasms in rapid fire before Caesar filled her with his spunk and dismounted. Karen collapsed in a heap in a mixture of physical satisfaction and mental horror. Uncertain what her mistress was training her to do, she at least understood she’d done the most disgusting thing she’d ever done and cum six times. She had no doubt that the cruel woman would do it again and again. Her mistress had a tool to use against her that would drastically alter her in ways she didn’t want to imagine. 
After that, Gloria turned her attention to Cheryl to begin the little girl’s training as a pain slut. It amused her to think of having a pain boy and pain girl who’d get excited doing the very thing that excited her. Pain boy would beg to be hurt and soon her pain girl would, too. She put a button vibrator against the preteen clit and watched as it did its magic. 
Cheryl couldn’t resist the growing pleasure as she started to tingle. Just as she knew something special was about to happen, her mistress started whipping her again. She tried to block out the pain and focus on the special feeling, but each lash took her away from the pleasure. Almost there and then slash, it was distant again.  

Gloria marveled at the little hard body turning on the spit. Hard nipples. Squirmy. Wet pussy. Heavy breathing. She lashed the helpless form as it surrendered to pleasure. Carefully timing the blows, she kept pain girl on the edge for several minutes and then stopped. 
At a point where she couldn’t tell pain from pleasure, Cheryl ached for something. It hurt outside, but felt good inside. Her body was a well of pleasure and desire, but the whip kept dipping in to steal away the pleasure from here and there and over there. She replenished the pleasure each time and then for a moment the pain was gone and she shuddered through a powerful orgasm. It was sublime and then the whip fell again and again, taking her back into a shadowy world of pain and pleasure. 
Whereas Karen had cum six times in quick succession for the dogs, Cheryl came three times over the course of an hour. Her body ached for the release and as soon as her mistress let her climax, the whipping started again even while she was still twitching with pleasure. 
Finished for the day, Gloria put her three slaves in separate cages in the same room. There was no concept of privacy as the three started their shared lives together as slaves to the same mistress. 
After a month, Gloria had her pain boy and pain girl, a pair who would get aroused by pain – the more pain, the more arousal. She had a slut who got turned on by the most humiliating things and couldn’t wait to get a doggie cock in her mouth or pussy. Then the two newcomers started picking up on hints that something special was planned just from the way their mistress acted. Pain boy confirmed that something was about to happen, but he was forbidden to ruin the surprise. 
Another two weeks passed as Gloria fine-tuned her slaves. There was a feeling of growing anticipation each day. Finally, right after lunch one day, their mistress said, “I’m having guests over and they want to meet you and you’ll get to perform for them. As you will find out, I’m a member of a very special club. Everyone is bringing their slaves.”
Guests? Perform for them? No way, thought Karen. It was hard to believe that there was even a club that would consider enslaving a 10-year-old girl, her mother, and a 12-year-old boy as acceptable. That’s going too far. Bad enough she makes me perform for her, but for a bigger group? Outraged at the idea, as she was led on a leash on her elbows and knees into the roomful of guests, Karen couldn’t help herself. She’d never been so sexually excited as she was at this moment. I’m a mother of three and I’m on a leash! Naked for all these people! There were at least 20 people and, of course, she didn’t count slaves as people. The center of attention. What am I going to do? What did mistress mean when she said I’d perform? Not with Brutus and Caesar. That would be too… what if that’s what they want to see? She trembled with lust. It was even more exciting that the guests – masters and mistresses, she decided – included boys and girls, one girl hardly older than Cheryl. 
There were other slaves similarly bound so they had to walk on their elbows and knees… two women, a teen girl, a man, and a preteen boy. Other slaves were partially clad or naked, bound and unbound, and standing upright. The last to arrive, she saw pain boy naked and bound, but couldn’t see pain girl. 
It was no wonder that Karen couldn’t find her own daughter in the room. Poor pain girl didn’t have the chance to “meet” the guests. She’d been in place before the first ones arrived. Her mistress laid her on her stomach with her face pressed to a concave curve of leather. With her mouth aligned with a hole in the leather, her head was secured in place. Cheryl didn’t get the full view of her position, but as her mistress turned her on her back, it was obvious to anyone else that she was secured to a saddle with her mouth and tongue ready to service whoever rode her face. 
The saddle rested on a stand, supported so it bore the rider’s weight without any pressure on the girl waiting and wondering. Gloria bent pain girl in half at the waist and pulled her ankles under the saddle, attaching them to either side of the stand. The 10-year-old’s mouth was ready and available for any woman or girl and now her ass and pussy were ready and available for the men and boys.  Not to mention how spankable her ass was.   She could be ridden in several ways and she’d never know who was riding her. As the guests arrived, she waited helplessly and anonymously. It wasn’t until she saw the pert little ass being spanked well into the party that Karen realized where pain girl was. 
Before Karen performed, there was a warm up act. The group – masters, mistresses, and slaves alike – watched as the man and 11-year-old boy who were on their elbows and knees took center stage. The man mounted the boy like Caesar would mount Karen, only he fucked the boy in the ass spending himself deep in the howling boy’s bowels after several minutes. “You’re not the only parent and child,” Gloria told her waiting slave. “That’s father and son, a well-trained pair if I ever saw one.” 
She wasn’t forced to have sex with her daughter, so Karen was shocked at the twisted minds of the group. Fucking his own son in the ass. What did they do to him? What would it take to get a man to do that? My God, I’m turned on by that. She’d accepted that humiliation turned her on, but this was new. Turned on by somebody else’s humiliation? Then the father rolled to his back and his son mounted his face. “Fucking daddy’s face,” said Gloria. They’re all excited. I’m going next. They’ll all be excited watching Brutus fuck my face. 

Gloria looked down at her slave as the slut couldn’t take her eyes off the incestuous scene. She smiled at the way Karen’s ass wiggled with anticipation. Without looking, she knew the slut’s pussy was wet. Though she knew her slut well, Gloria was still astonished when Karen looked up at her with eager eyes when it was her turn. She snapped the vibrator on Karen’s clit cover and said, “What does my doggie slut want?”
I don’t want it. You’re going to make me… you are going to make me, aren’t you, mistress? What if… what if she doesn’t make me? They all want to see it. She’s got to make me do it. She can’t disappoint them. Does she want me to… my God, she wants me to say it. She looked around the room at all the eyes on her and then back up at her mistress. Ten seconds had passed and the room was silent. What does my doggie slut want? “Mistress, your doggie slut wants to suck and fuck doggie cock.” My God! I do! I want to do it for her. I want her guests to watch. I want to make her proud and I want to cum. “Mistress, I want to entertain your guests.”
“Brutus, come. Caesar, come,” commanded Gloria with a smile for her pleasing slave. 

To the sound of clicking claws, Karen felt the vibrator come to life. She was almost ready to cum just from the anticipation, but she wanted more. “Brutus, lie down,” she commanded before her mistress could say the words. Trained to hunger for humiliation, she had her first orgasm while she was just teasing the huge cock into view. The evening was a smorgasbord of humiliation. After she’d cum multiple times for Brutus and Caesar, she sucked and fucked on command. When the youngest boy, a 12-year-old, demanded her mouth, she almost came just from sucking his slender cock. 
Cheryl had been given no instructions. From her position, she hardly felt like she was part of the party she could hear around her. It was confusing and then she heard the familiar sounds of mommy doing the dogs. Stupid slut. How can she get so turned on by dogs? Bet she’s really excited by so many people. That is so disgusting. 

A few minutes after mommy finished with the dogs, something covered pain girl’s air hole. At least that’s what she thought of the hole over her mouth where she could suck in fresh air. She wondered what her mistress was doing and then she smelled pussy. Not an air hole. She reached her tongue out tentatively and tasted pussy. Who is that? Am I supposed to lick it? Six weeks of training had made her tongue longer and more flexible. She licked some more and then felt a hard slap on her bare bottom. The pain was a wonderful reward. Yes, I’m supposed to lick it. The more she strained to lick, the harder and faster the slaps fell on her exposed ass. Leaking juices, she felt them trickle down her tummy. Then a flood of juices in her mouth told her the owner of the pussy came. To her disappointment, the rider dismounted, leaving her unsated. 

Two more pussies rode her face and the second of those used her fingers to give pain girl an explosive orgasm. Then there was just spanking followed immediately by a cock in her pussy. She came twice, thrilled at the attention. It never occurred to her that she was just another stupid slut getting turned on by pain instead of dogs. She performed for faceless guests as they spanked her, rode her face, and fucked her pussy and ass. What ran down her tummy and coated her chest was a mixture of her juices and cum from all the men and boys who fucked her. The smell was overpowering, a subconscious aphrodisiac that made her want more. 
Pain girl had lost count of her orgasms and riders when a young girl’s voice said, “Can you hear me?” The voice was so full of disdain that she heard “slut, bitch, and playtoy” even though the words weren’t said. 

“Yes, mistress,” she said into the air/tongue hole. 

“That’s good,” said the girl and pain girl’s hole was covered by a sweet pussy. As she licked, her rider spoke. “I’ve been watching you enjoying yourself over here. You’re ten and I’m ten. I know you used to be a normal girl like me. I even watched those TV shows you were on like your mistress suggested. Now you’re a trained pussy licker and pain toy. I think that’s funny, don’t you? Like for no reason at all, you’re under there and licking pussy instead of playing those innocent girl parts on TV. No reason except you couldn’t suck daddy’s big cock.”

Used to be a normal girl like her. For a brief moment as the wicked girl’s words hurt her more than she knew, Cheryl had a flash of old dreams now dead after six weeks. She’s right. I’m screwed for no reason at all. Would it have been different if I had won the cocksucking contest? So much taken away from me. I was just like her and now I’m a slave… I’m licking her pussy. I’m a girl who likes to be hurt. It’s not fair. She could at least spank me… finger me… do something besides just talk. Dang it, she’s just rubbing it in. 
“Don’t recognize my voice? I’m Katrina,” the young mistress lied. “I was the best cocksucker and now I make a few naughty movies, but here I am sitting on your face and you’re licking my pussy. Wish you’d tried harder now?” Pain girl’s body visibly shuddered when she learned she was servicing the winner of the competition. A girl that I know… riding my face and enjoying it… her up there and me down here because I lost. The rider was actually 12, but found it immensely amusing to taunt pain girl playing the role of Katrina to rub in Cheryl’s predicament.  “I’ve played with the men and the women and the boys,” continued the youngest mistress, “but I’ve been looking forward to riding your face more than anything.”

As she started spanking pain girl, the mistress continued, “I wonder how horrible it feels to be tied up with nothing to do but wait for abuse. Licking my pussy because you have to. Bent in half with your ass and pussy ready for anything. It’s such a mess, too. Cum running out of your pretty cunt and ass. Just a cum bucket for the guys, lying there all spread like the slut you are. You don’t even want it to stop. Fuck, Cheryl, I watched you getting raped and cumming every time. That’s serious slut.”
Motioning to her slave standing at the ready, the young mistress said, “Clean her up, daddy. Suck the cum out of her ass and lick her pussy clean. Tease her, but don’t let her cum.” 

As the taunting resumed, pain girl felt a warm, wet tongue rim her well used ass and then penetrate. Lips made a seal around her asshole and she groaned in pleasure and disgust as the man sucked cum out of her ass. She knew he tasted more than cum, but he did it like he enjoyed it. When he started cleaning her pussy, she squirmed in desperation. It felt so good, yet she’d clearly heard the command that he wasn’t to let her cum. Despite the distraction, she licked ‘Katrina’ to orgasm and the mistress’ weight shifted so her air hole wasn’t covered anymore. 
“See, you’re a slut just like I said,” teased pain girl’s rider. “Got a boy toy slave licking your pussy and you want more. You’d like to cum. Sweet, innocent little Cheryl wants to cum with a man licking her bald pussy. Wants to cum in a room full of people. Don’t you? Tell me you want to cum for me.”

“Please, mistress, I’d like to cum for you,” said pain girl. “Sweet, innocent little Cheryl…” the name sounded strange when she said it. I’m not Cheryl anymore. “… loves to cum for anybody. Please, Katrina, let me cum for you.”

“If you do one thing for me, I’ll let you cum,” said the cruel girl. “I’m going to pee right in that hole and you’re going to drink it all. Once you’ve got a tummy full of pee, I’ll let you cum.”

There was a moment of shocked silence and then pain girl said, “Yes, mistress. Thank you, Katrina.” Robin had to drink pee and it didn’t kill her. Katrina’s going to pee in my mouth whether I like it or not, just like Robin. At least I’ll get to cum. She heard Katrina laugh and then she felt, tasted, and smelled the acrid urine as it ran down to her. She couldn’t turn away even if she wanted, so when the stream stopped, she swallowed the foul mouthful. 

“She can cum now,” whispered the mistress so pain girl wouldn’t hear. Then, addressing pain girl again, she said, “I saved a little bit of pee for something special. Don’t swallow it this time. Gargle it.” With a savage grin, the 12-year-old peed in the opening in the saddle again. The sound of gargling thrilled her to the core and then it was interrupted by the sound of pain girl having a fantastic orgasm. 
Pain girl heard Katrina laugh. Ohmigod, I came with a mouthful of pee. That’s how my mistress trained me to like pain. 
THE END

Stairway to Stardom - Characters
Claudia Desmond, C-cup/Katrina (hurt mommy) - long blond hair, flawless skin, a slender figure with a narrow waist that makes her boyish hips look feminine, no tits. Acts the part of a true winner. Her daddy is watching. 
Irene, DD tits, shaved pussy, bribed the emcee to get a spot on the show/ Lyla Jorgenson (hurt Lyla) - pale, raven haired beauty, snob with a foul mouth. She has “friends” from her private girls’ school watching, including Cassie who is enjoying Lyla’s torments.  
Katherine, ebony skin as dark as night, D-cup tits, and a dark black bush. /Bebe (BB) Paulsen (deprive of food) – a gorgeous black girl, but worried a nigger can’t win. There are members of the cast of a play she just finished watching. 
Joanne/ Farah Mollison (pry her mouth open and force) – short haired, pixie faced brunette, small tits, feisty and defiant. The pair got bitten by ants when Farah didn’t cooperate on stage. She has friends at school watching, including Gemma and Neal (her boyfriend). 
Barbara/Robin Engels (force to drink pee) – long blond hair, talked naughty to Heather. She has girls from dance class watching, only one logged in anonymously.
Julia, full tits/Heather Groton (mommy first) – long auburn hair, light freckles, small tits with pink nipples, “Miss Goodie Two Shoes”.  She has boys from school watching, including an appreciative Rory and Kyle. 
Carol/Sam Edwards (boys) – femboy with short blond hair, soccer team watching. Cindy is watching and is particularly pissed at Sam. 
Karen, petite, turned on by humiliation/Cheryl Lee (kindness) – petite Asian, Japanese descent. People from her neighborhood are watching, including Craig, the babysitter. 
Jason Perkins, 6’2”, 220 pounds, shaved head, carpenter, 9 inch cock. Long list of petty crimes as a youth, ending up with a conviction for molesting a 10-year-old girl when he was 17. Since then he has, by his own account, raped and killed 17 girls. Prefers girls with long, blond hair. 
Extras:
Master Abe – helps Jason abuse the moms

Master Bob – helps Jason abuse the moms, 7 inch cock

Master Cal – moves moms/daughters to their training rooms

Master Dave – the keeper, feeds and takes care of moms/daughters

Master Earl – photographer 

Oliver – 12 yo helping train Sam

Kev – 11 yo helping train Sam

Gary – 10 yo helping train Sam

Jake – 13 yo helping train Sam

Howie – 15 yo helping train Sam

Craig – the babysitter taking photos of himself with Karen Lee’s younger son and daughter

The emcee – interviews, sadist without the nerve to go after young girls

The producer – set up the show and still runs anything outside the studio

The director – runs anything inside the studio

Daddy Kidbucks – finances the operation and collects the profits
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