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Wet Desires





Chapter 1


The little girl was sprawled on top of her bed, staring at the ceiling, thinking about becoming a woman. Things were changing quickly for Martha.
She felt as if she were getting a little bit hornier every day. She didn't know what to do about it, either. She had been raised a strict Catholic, taught that having sex before marriage was a sin that would make her burn in hell forever.
Something was wrong.
She couldn't believe that anyone wanted her to suffer this way. She sprawled on her bed and sighed. The ache between her legs was terrible. This was one of those nights when she couldn't seem to think of anything but boys and sex and how much she needed to get fucked.
Martha was only fifteen years old and she would have been the first to admit that she didn't know very much.about life. Martha was a virgin in every sense of the word. She had never even been kissed passionately. She had never been on a date. The little girl had no idea what a come felt like.
Catholicism was cruel, -but as far as she could tell, sticking to the rules she had learned was the only way to spend eternity in heaven after she died. Martha's confusion had been enhanced by a book she had read only the previous week. The book told her that it was okay to masturbate. Indeed, the book had told her that it was NORMAL to jerk off, that EVERYONE did it. She had spent a lot of lonely nights in her room staring at her ceiling being an insomniac because of her lust that would not go away. She had been taught by her Mommy that touching herself in an impure manner would cause hah- to sprout from the palms of her hands.
She had been taught that jerking off would make her come down with a terminal case of acne, or that it would make her sterile so that she could never make babies. Now she had read a book that said that all of these axioms were lies, indeed, that they were lies told to Martha by her very own mother.
Her body was certainly telling her that it was okay to touch herself. It would take courage, but she knew she could do it. For the very first time in her life she was going to sin on purpose. She was going to willingly touch herself in an impure manner and she wasn't going to stop until she had given herself her very first orgasm.
Martha figured it was high time she found out what all of the fuss was about.
She had stripped herself naked and she was thinking about the ache between her legs. The pretty little virgin could feel her horniness getting a little bit worse with each passing second.
The little girl could feel the hot blood of her youthful feminine arousal pumping downward in her body, and she could tell that each and every drop of that blood was headed for the pink delta between her finely tapered thighs.
The little girl could feel her pussy getting a little more swollen with each passing second. She could tell that it wouldn't be very long at all before all of the hypersensitive mucous membranes in between her legs were thoroughly engorged with that hot blood.
The pretty little virgin could feel the little glands inside her pussy starting to secrete her natural lubrication, indeed, it felt as if the inner walls of her hot teenaged cunt were sweating. Her pussy was moist, but Martha could tell that it was not going to stay moist for very long. She could tell that soon her pussy was going to be more than just moist, more than just damp. Soon, she knew, her pussy was going to be soaking wet.
The little girl was stretched out on her back. She then rolled over on her side and placed both of her pillows on top of one another. Her pillows were made of foam rubber and her pillowcases were white with lace edges. She punched her top foam rubber pillow with a tightly clenched right fist to make an indentation for the back of her head. She had her femininely shapely legs stretched out toward the foot of the bed. Her knees were locked in the straight position and her knees and ankles were very close together. Martha had a sneaking suspicion that her legs were not going to stay together for very long.
Her breasts were firm.
Plump.
Pert.
Perky.
The little girl's tits were so firm, as a matter of fact, that they didn't flatten at all, in spite of the fact that she was on her back and the force of gravity was directly against them. Her nipples were hard and erect.
Her entire body felt as if it were tingling desire. Each and every one of her nerve-endings began to feel as if they were intrinsically connected to those inside her pussy. She could feel the flesh of her pussy starting to crawl around in between her slender thighs just as if it had magically and suddenly developed a mind of its own.
The little girl could feel her inner cunt lips opening and closing rhythmically as if they wanted to suck something right up inside between them, like a man's rock-hard boner for example.
The little girl could feel her clitoris swelling, just like the rest of her cunt.
The little girl could feel her clitoris, the center of her womanly pleasure, growing into a fiery bulb. As her clit grew it began to push its pink head out from under the fleshy sheath that usually all but covered it. The little girl could feel her clitoral foreskin being pushed up and out of the way by her bulging little man in the boat. She could feel her clit becoming increasingly sensitive as it grew. She could tell that it would not be very long at all before her clit was practically DEMANDING to be touched. She could feel her inner thighs getting hot. She could feel a pressure, an ache, in her loins-, and she knew that that ache was going to get a hell of a lot worse before it went away.
She began to touch herself. She could feel her horniness having an effect on her respiratory system. Martha could feel her breaths getting steadily shorter and close together. She was panting, panting just like the wild animal she wanted so badly to become.
She could tell that it wouldn't be very long at all before she would sound and feel as if she were purposefully attempting to hyperventilate herself, She began touching her own breasts.
She realized immediately that touching herself was going to feel even better than she thought it would. She felt like moaning, but she held back. Her Mommy and daddy, after all, were right down the hall, and the very LAST thing the little girl wanted was for her parents to know what she was doing. She knew that she would probably curl up and die of shame if her Mommy and Daddy found out that she was touching herself in an impure manner. She could feel her natural lubrication gathering at the base of her pussy slash, Her cunt juice was accumulating rather rapidly at the mouth of her unused fuckhole, right in between her protruding and slightly curled back inner cunt lips.
Her tits felt swollen, but this was merely an illusion created by the little girl's sexually aroused nervous-system.
Only her nipples had grown. Her nipples, at that sexy moment, were like pebbles. Her nipples were like firm rosebuds. Those feminine erections at the tips of her fantastic tits were like arrows indicating the location of Martha's bedroom ceiling.
The little girl stroked her tits delicately with the fleshy part of her fingertips.
Martha stroked up the sides of her tits toward her nipples. She felt her heart start to ache and she could tell that it wouldn't be very long at all before her heart would be beating so hard that it would seem for all the world as if it wanted to beat its way right out of her chest. Her panting was worse than ever and her breasts were heaving up and down on her chest as she anxiously sucked air deep into her lungs.
She rubbed her nipples with the fleshy part of her fingertips and she could actually feel those feminine erections getting both firmer and larger. She could feel her pussy starting to drool.
Martha could feel her natural lubrication dribbling out of the base of her pussy over the inch-long patch of mucous membrane in between the base of her cunt and her asshole. She could feel her natural lubrication dribbling slowly over her asshole itself. Martha knew that it wouldn't be very long until the entire crack of her ass was wet and slippery from the aromatic juices that were dribbling from her swollen poontang.
The little girl knew that it wouldn't be very long before her drooling cunt made a wet spot on her dark red bedspread beneath her creamy ass.
Her thighs opened.
Further. Further still. She didn't stop opening her legs until her thighs had been parted to a perfect ninety degree angle.
She placed the balls and the soles of her dainty feet flat on the bed. She raised her knees into the air and stretched the muscles at the insides of her thighs in an attempt to point her knees at opposite walls of her bedroom. She didn't quite make it but she did manage to get her thighs open to an obtuse angle. Her toes were curling under. That, she would learn, always happened when she was feeling acutely horny.
The little girl began to open and close her thighs rapidly, as if she were tying to fan the already raging flame in her cunt.
The little girl could smell herself. Martha could smell the scent of her woman hood wafting from between her legs up toward her flaring nostrils. She liked the smell of her pussy.
It was the smell of lust. It was a womanly smell.
She smelled a little fishy, but that was okay with Martha. She LIKED fish!
The little girl got each of her breasts' feminine erections in between her thumbs and forefingers. She pinched at her nipples lightly. The little girl could feel ripples of sexual pleasure rolling up and down the entire length of her backbone, all the way from her tailbone to the base of her skull and back again.
As the little girl touched herself she found that it was increasingly difficult to keep her lower body still. He hips wanted to writhe.
Her hips wanted to gyrate.
She had ants in her pants.
Her loins wanted to move in slow sensuous circles. Indeed, her loins sometimes felt as if they wanted to violently buck upward toward the ceiling of the little girl's bedroom.
Martha pinched her nipples a little more firmly before, slightly flattening them in between the tips of her thumbs and forefingers. She pinched so hard that she felt a little pain mixed with her pleasure. But she didn't mind. It was intrinsically sexual pain, just as the pain of having her cherry popped would be, and she discovered that her brain was translating the sensations into pleasure for he. She tugged at both of her super-erect nipples simultaneously. She tugged until the skin all around each nipple was stretched as taut as cellophane. She pulled at both of her feminine erections until both of her tits looked a good deal pointier than usual, and that was saying something, because both of her tits were pointy to begin with.
She released her grip on her nipples and allowed them to snap back into place. She then placed the palms of he hands over her tits, positioning he hands so her nipples were throbbing precisely against the centers of her slightly cupped palms.
She opened her fingers as far as she could get them and made a vain attempt at clutching her creamy and firm breast flesh in its entirety. But this was impossible. Her tits were too big.
Her hands were too small.
She squeezed what she could, however, squeezing hard enough to pucker her tit flesh a little bit with the tips of her dainty fingers.
She began to move her tits in slow sensuous circles. She pushed her tits upward toward her neck.
She pushed her tits downward toward her slightly protruding rib-cage. She pulled her tits apart so that the skin between them was stretched taut. Then the little girl pushed her tits together firmly so that her knockers were.slightly flattened on their insides and the cleavage between them was extraordinary long and deep.
She released her grip on her tits. She stroked her belly.
Her abdomen.
Her loins.
Her soft underbelly.
She moved her hands to the inside of her thighs. It felt GOOD to sin, she discovered. She had a suspicion that the priests and the nuns had warned her against touching her private parts because they knew how good it could feel. Martha felt as if she had discovered a brand new toy, and she knew that now she would never want to stop playing with it.
She sighed.
She moaned.
She tried to remain completely silent, but she soon discovered that this was impossible. She knew that it was going to become increasing difficult to stifle the exclamation's of pleasure that were welling up within her. She could tell that she was already making a wet spot on the bedspread. She knew that that wet spot was going to get a little bit bigger with each passing second, and that it was not going to stop growing until her masturbatory session was ended.
She sighed.
She felt dizzy.
She was starting to understand what it was to be a woman.
The little girl stroked up and down the insides of he thighs with the tips of her long fingernails. Then she caressed her inner thighs with the fleshy part of her fingertips. She allowed he fingertips to roam from her bent and outwardly turned knees to the tops of her inner thighs a fraction of an inch-on either side from the sides of her vulva. She allowed her fingertips to come as close as she possibly could to her cunt with making direct contact with those hypersensitive and super-erogenous mucous membranes.
She teased herself.
She instinctively knew that the intensity of her inevitable orgasm would be enhanced by this teasing. She knew that the longer she took to build her feminine sexual arousal up to the saturation point, the better it was going to feel when all of that sexy womanly tension was released simultaneously in the form of an orgasm.
She stroked up and down the insides of her thighs several times before she allowed herself to actually touch her cunt. She could tell that her sense of time and space were being severely altered by the intensity of the sensations she was experiencing at that moment. She was so horny that she was only vaguely aware of where she was. Her sense of time was being elongated by her lust. Each second was stretched so that it felt like a minute and each minute was elongated so that it felt like an hour. Martha could tell that her orgasm, when she finally got around to having it, would feel as if it were going to go on forever.
Martha shifted the weight of her lower torso to the small of he back.
She rolled her ass cheeks up off the bedspread a little bit. She was resting on the Y-shaped cleft at the top of the crack of her ass.
This moved her pussy upward, making it easier for Martha to get at it with her suddenly bold and curious fingertips.
She placed the tip of her right forefinger on the inch-long patch of mucous membrane in between the base of her pussy and her asshole. She could tell that her cunt's tissues were going to be nice and slippery and that her fingertip was going to GLIDE over those tissues with ease.
Her nostrils were flaring.
Her lips were parted.
She moistened her sensuous lips with the tip of her tongue.
Her face felt very hot, and the little girl could tell that she was turning as red as a beet because of the intensity of her horniness. She had long passed the point where she was hornier than she had eve been before. She was feeling hornier at this moment than she would have thought possibly unless she had experienced it for herself.
She stroked up and down the outermost portions of her vulva. She touched her outer cunt lips, up and down the entire length of her super-swollen poontang gash.
The little girl allowed her fingertip to come within a fraction of an inch of her clit without actually touching it. She could tell instinctively that she could make herself orgasm very quickly if she put her finger right on her love button and began to diddle herself. But that was not what the little girl had in mind. That was not what the virginal teenage had in mind at all. She was determined to keep her willpower strong. She was determined to touch all of the nooks and crannies of her cunt before she allowed herself to touch the most sensitive spot of all, the magic spot at the very top of her cunt slash. Her clit, by this time was thoroughly engorged with the hot blood of he feminine arousal, just like the rest of her cunt. Her little man in the boat had grown so large that it looked more like the head of a baby boy's cock than like the center of a little girl's desire.
She gasped.
She writhed.
She could feel her loins jerking upward wildly.
She could feel various muscles in her lovely little body tensing up on her involuntarily because of the acute nature of her sexual arousal.
Martha could tell that this was a situation that was going to get a hell of a lot worse before it got better. She knew that it wouldn't be long before ALL of the muscles in her diminutive body would be tensed up on her involuntarily because her hot arousal was so close to the saturation point. She couldn't believe how densely the nerve-endings in her cunt were clustered.
She ran the tip of her right forefinger up and down in between her inner and outer cunt lips, once again moving the tip of that delicate digit all the way from the top to the bottom of her twat. She once again allowed her finger to come as close as she could possibly get it to he love button without actually touching it.
Martha ran her fingertip along the protruding and slightly curled back outer edge of her inner cunt lips.
The little girl then pushed the tip of her finger in between her inner cunt lips. She touched her own piss hole with the tip of that bold and curious digit. She was touching herself directly below and less than an inch away from her little man in the boat. Her clit felt like it would explode at any second from the intense internal pressure she was experiencing down there. Indeed, she felt as if her clit were going to come popping right out of her cunt.
Martha wanted to draw her fingertip upward that fraction of an inch so that she co, Id touch her clitoris in an erotic manner for the very first time but again she held back.
She was determined to tease hers if right down to the bitter end. She pushed her finger downward instead of pulling it upward. She kept the tip of her finger in between her inner cunt lips. She hooked her finger under the base of her pubic bone. She wanted to ram her finger way up deep inside her cunt, and she actually stand to do this, but she didn't get very far. She had only penetrated her unused fuck hole about an inch or so, about up to the first knuckle, when she felt something blocking the path to her womb. The little girl knew right away what this was.
Her cherry.
Her intact hymen.
Her precious maidenhead.
Thee was a part of the little girl that wanted to bust right through that thin wall of membrane, the thin wall that had for so very long been the sole guardian of her chastity, just so she could find out how it felt to be touched on the other side.
But there was a bigger part of her that wanted to save her cherry. There was a bigger part of the petty little teenager that wanted to save her cherry and offer it to her husband, or, if her willpower gave out one day, to the man she chose to be her first lover. She couldn't imagine letting a roan actually fuck her if she were not married to him, however. She was quite dogmatic concerning this point.
But, then again, she was only fifteen, and she was getting hornier every day. She knew there was no telling how she would feel concerning sex once she became a full-fledged woman.
She pushed against her hymen until the thin wall of membrane was stretched taut. She then withdrew.
She pulled her finger all the way out of her cunt. Her finger was wet and slippery from her poontang's natural lubrication. She drew that fingertip toward her face. She could see a bead of cunt juice clinging to he fingertip, readying to drip right off. She sniffed at that finger. She drew the scent of her rapidly emerging womanhood deep into her sinuses through her wildly flaring nostrils. She then impulsively popped that finger in her mouth. She sucked it. She licked it. She sucked and licked at her sticky finger simultaneously, and she didn't stop until it was as clean as a whistle, and the only thing making it wet and shiny was the sweet spittle from her panting mouth.
She began to writhe wildly on the bed.
Her body was jerking.
It seemed as if she had to suppress a loud exclamation of pleasure with each and every one of her rapid exhales.
She was sweating.
The hot perspiration of the little girl's sexual exertion was forming a film that completely covered her entire body.
Martha could tell that something wonderful was about to happen inside her body, something so spectacular that her imagination would have been unable to conjure such a thing. She could feel herself losing her ability to think rationally. She knew that if a man had come into her room at that moment she would have let him fuck her. Hell, she would have demanded that he fuck her.
The little girl placed her right hand back on her pussy. Her teasing was through.
It was time to make herself come. She touched her clit directly for the very first time with her right forefinger.
She touched her clit as lightly as she possibly could and she pulled her finger away from the magic spot almost immediately.
She sought and she found the most subtle clitoral caress. She knew that she didn't have to touch her little man in the boat very hard, not very hard at all.
After all, it was the most sensitive part of her entire body. She was startled by the intensity of the sensation her subtle clitoral caress spawned. The little girl could feel a lightning bolt of pleasure shooting from her pussy to the base of her spine. She could feel that lightning bolt of sexual joy moving rapidly from her tailbone to the base of her skull where it paused and retreated rather than exploding into the gray matter of her brain as orgasmic pleasure would have. Still, she could tell that she was not going to have to touch her clit for very long to make the bombs go off in her loins, bombs of pleasure, bombs more intense than anything the little girl's imagination would have previously been able to conjure.
She touched her clit once again, just as lightly as before, and just as briefly as well.
She felt a second lightning bolt of pleasure course through her body, and the little girl was thrilled to discover that this rush of pleasure was even more intense than the first. She touched her clit with the fleshy part of her fingertip, always pulling her finger away from the fiery bulb at the top of her super-swollen poontang slash before her pleasure had an opportunity to become orgasmic. She was breathing so hard that she was hardly breathing at all.
Her face was red.
Her body was wet.
Her facial features were contorting with the intensity of the sensations she was experiencing at that moment. He eyes were closed so tightly that her eyelids were wrinkled. There were premature crows feet forming at the comers of her eyes. Her usually smooth forehead was now deeply furrowed with her sexual tension. Her little nose was moving up and down so that she looked for all the world like a bunny rabbit curiously sniffing at a patch of green clover.
Her back teeth were clenched. She was grinding her molars together so hard that the muscles at the sides of her face were protruding. Her jaw ached a bit, but the pretty little teenager hardly noticed.
The slight discomfort in the lower half of her face was next to nothing, all but insignificant, compared to the roaring pleasure she was feeling down below.
In her pussy.
Her quivering quim.
Her oozing cooze.
She knew that she had to make herself come, She feared that she would hurt herself, pull a muscle or something, if she kept herself hovering at the edge of orgasm for any longer. She was teetering at the edge of the cliff, yearning to fall down, down, down, into the dark and bottomless abyss of her womanly ecstasy.
She put her forefinger directly on her clit once again, and this time she kept it there.
The little girl kept the tip of her finger perfectly-still at first. She merely alternated the pressure from gingerly to firm and then back to gingerly once again. Then she began to roll her clit in a slow sensuous circle with her fingertip. She rolled that fiery bulb, that hot pink pea, around as if it were a ball bearing floating in a sea of boiling oil.
She didn't have to do that for very long at all before time, for the pretty little girl, stopped. The bombs went off. The earth moved.
She bit her lip to keep from screaming bloody murder with pleasure. She could feel her flesh melting. She could feel the spasms of pleasure starting at her clit, naturally enough, and spreading outward from there. She could feel the pleasure spreading in ever-increasing concentric circles, just like ripples on a smooth pond interrupted by a tossed pebble. The pleasure spread to fill her vulva. The pleasure spread to fill her entire lower torso…
The pretty little virgin could tell that the pleasure was not going to stop spreading until she was enveloped by it, until each and every one of her sexually-aroused never-endings were going berserk with her joyousness.
Martha could feel the pleasure ripping up her spine toward the base of her skull once again.
This time the pleasure did not stop at the base of her skull. As a matter of fact, this time the pleasure did not even pause at the base of her skull. It exploded directly into her already reeling brain. The little girl could feel a fleshquake in her abdomen. She could feel her orgasm in the tips of her fingers. She could feel her orgasm all the way down to her toes. The little girl felt as light as a feather. She felt lighter than air as if she were out in outer space. She felt as if she were levitating. She felt as if she were drifting upward toward the ceiling of her room, spiraling as she went. The little girl felt as if she could feel the world spinning on its axis, and the bizarre thing was that she felt as if she were spinning in precisely the opposite direction. She felt, oddly yet wonderfully, that her spiritual self and her physical self were separating. She felt as if she were astral-projecting, just like Hindus do when they meditate for long stretches of time.
She felt as if her spiritual self were drifting upward toward the ceiling while her physical self remained on the bed, sweating through her dark red bedspread.
She started out rolling her clit with her fingertip slowly and gently, but the little girl steadily increased both the tempo and the pressure of her fingertip's movements as she went along.
Her cunt spasmed.
Her clit convulsed.
Her inner pussy contracted.
She felt as if she were leaving the real world and entering another. She could tell that her right hand was growing to all wet and sticky from the cunt juices that were spilling from her orgasming cunt by the time she was through. She moved her clitoris in a quick figure eight.
Then Martha began to flick the tip of her finger back and forth across the focal point of her womanly pleasure. She diddled herself. Her face contorted so severely at this point that she didn't even look very much like herself any longer.
She wanted to scream, But she could not scream.
She held her scream inside.
She let out a single grunt.
She was determined to keep her finger on her clit until her orgasm was completely over, and that was precisely what the little girl did.
She had NO idea how long her come lasted. It could have lasted only a matter of seconds or it could have lasted an hour. The little girl had no idea.
Her sense of time was shattered by the intensity of her orgasmic sensations. She was somewhat startled to find that her come ended every bit as abruptly as it had begun.
She could feel the explosions stop and reality slowly drifted back downward into the little girl's brain. Martha could feel her orgasmic ecstasy being replaced by the absolute warmth and contentment of her post-climactic afterglow.
The little girl left her hand in her cunt, in between her opened thighs, for a moment or two after her come was through. It felt at home in there. During the final stages of the little girl's orgasm she had been pressing the back of her head very very hard against her top foam rubber pillow. She had been pressing very hard against the bedspread with the balls and soles of her dainty feet.
She had arched her back and had lifted her tensed ass cheeks way up in the air as she thrust her femininely sloped loins toward the ceiling of her bedroom. Indeed, the little girl arched herself so that she resembled a bow that was about to shoot an arrow.
Now that her come was through all of her muscles were relaxed. Very relaxed.
As a matter of fact there was a part of the virginal teenager that felt as if she were relaxed for the very first time in her life.
The little girl found that, once her orgasm was through, she could once again completely fill her lungs with air. This was a great relief to the little girl, because she had hardly been able to breathe at ail during her orgasm, or during the later stages of her arousal's rise toward saturation. She found that her bloodstream's supply of fresh oxygen was badly depleted by her come, so the diminutive teenager rapidly and busily went about the task of replenishing the supply.
She continued to pant.
But now the virgin's breaths were getting longer and further apart rather than shorter and closer together as they had when she was approaching her sexual career's debut climax.
She knew that she was obsessed.
She knew that she would never be able to stop touching herself now that she knew how good it felt to come. She feared that she would turn into a nymphomaniac or something like that if she didn't do something to stop herself. But what could she do? Nature was simply talking its course, and the little girl believed that anything that felt as good as masturbation could not possibly be the work of the devil, like the priests and the nuns at her church and at her school told her. She knew no hair was going to grow on the palms of her hands. She knew that she was not going to go blind. She knew that she was not going to come down with a terminal case of acne. She knew that she was not going to render herself sterile.
And the pretty little teenager was starting to suspect that she wasn't going to burn in hell for all eternity for touching herself in an impure manner either, especially if she confessed this sin on Saturday in the confessional to Father Hartman.



Chapter 2


Martha Maidier was a sophomore at Edward L. Norton High School in Collinsville, Pennsylvania, Her father was a mechanic and her mother was the high school librarian.
It was the late spring as our story begins, and everyone was a little hornier than usual. Martha was a strawberry blonde, and a petite one at that. She was just about the prettiest thing in all of Norton High, but she was only now beginning to realize this.
Martha was beginning to notice the way that boys and men, and even some women, were looking at her.
She could see that they desired her. She knew that those leering men wanted to fuck her hot juicy cunt.
Martha could tell that those men wanted her to kneel before them so she could suck their rock-hard cocks.
Martha thought about this a great deal. She often wondered how it would feel to have a boner throbbing in her mouth.
Even more frequently than that, she wondered how a cock would feel pushing deep, deep, deep, into her cunt.
Every once in a while she wondered what a cock up inside her asshole, plowing deep in her bowels, would feel like. But she did not wonder this as frequently as she wondered about being taken in the cunt and in the mouth.
Martha tried to think only about giving blow jobs, but she found that this was quite impossible.
Martha knew that, for a good Catholic girl such as herself, giving blow jobs would be a necessity one day.
The pretty little virgin knew that sucking off guys was the only way to save her chastity in the wacky world of teen dating!
Martha was in school that Friday afternoon, and, as usual, she was having trouble keeping her mind off getting laid.
The little girl spent the whole school day daydreaming about getting fucked and giving long, sensuous blow jobs.
The petite maiden could feel her pussy getting quite wet by the middle of the afternoon. She could feel her pussy drooling, making a wet spot on the crotch of her panties.
She hated when that happened. The moist cloth always crawled up in between her swollen little cunt lips.
That made her pussy feel as if it were suffocating, as if her pussy were desperately in need of air.
When that happened Martha Maidier always got this insatiable urge to remove all of her clothes and get nude.
It was understandable that the diminutive maiden did not want to get her panties wet when she was in school.
By the time the school day was just about through, Martha could feel her chaste honey pot seething.
Her panties were soaking wet, and they were crawling deeper and deeper into the cleavage between her labia.
Martha had a study hall for her last period that day and half way through she asked the proctor if she could be excused to the girl's room.
"Of course," Miss Abercrombie said with a stale smile.
"Thank you, Miss Abercrombie," Martha said politely.
Martha walked hurriedly down the hall to the girls room. She was dismayed when she found that there were other girls in the rest room.
Tough girls.
They were smoking cigarettes.
Martha moved to the stall furthest from the door. She was wearing a pink button-up blouse and a pair of her tightest jeans.
They were designer bluejeans and they were skintight. The boys could see the cleavage between her ass cheeks from the back, and the cleavage between her vaginal lips from the front.
Yeah, the boys could see the outline of Martha's juicy cunt lips right through the denim of her designer bluejeans.
The boys could see her "burger," as they called it.
"Martha's showing burger!" boys like Brutus Bataglia would say behind Martha's back, loud enough for her to hear. The desired effect was lost on Martha, however, as the diminutive strawberry blonde had no idea what burger meant.
In the girls' room Martha undid her trousers quickly. The tough girls were talking about beating the shit out of some other tough chick on account of her bad manners and they were using a lot of foul language that made the angelic Martha feel uneasy.
"I say we fuck her over."
"Yeah, let's fuck her over good."
"Let's fuck with her face."
"Let's fuck her asshole with a broom."
"Sounds good."
"After school."
"Behind the building."
Martha would have liked to have gotten the hell out of there, but the other rest room was all the way on the other side of the school building and Martha's clit felt like it was going to blow up at any second.
The little girl let out an almost audible sigh as she peeled down her super-tight designer bluejeans and then pulled down her panties. They were soaked. Her cunt could breathe.
At last.
The little girl sat down on the John with her knees apart as far as the elastic at the top of her panties would allow. She thrust her fingers down in between her legs.
Pussy fingers.
They would be all smelly with a tuna-like cunt smell by the time she was through jerking herself off.
She pressed the middle finger of her right hand in between her inner cunt lips. She wanted to touch the mouth of her womb so badly she could taste it, but, of course, her cherry was in the way. And that was going to be the way it would remain for some time to come.
Martha pressed her finger on her clit. She needed a come bad and then she wanted to get the hell out of that bathroom. Martha did not want to be caught in the company of these girls.
Martha pressed her clit against the base of her pubic bone.
She pressed her love button with the sexually sensitized and fleshy tip of her digit so hard that she slightly flattened that fiery bulb.
Collinsville, Pennsylvania: A community of orgasms. Martha Maidier was only beginning to learn.
She could feel the fireworks going off inside her brain as she quickly diddled herself to orgasm.
Then all hell broke loose. Everything happened so quickly that, later, Martha's memories of these events would be sketchy.
"All right, girls, break it up. Might as well finish them as long as you have them lit," the man's voice said.
It was Mr. Busto.
Mean Mr. Busto.
"Hey, Mr. Busto, we wasn't smoking."
"Yeah, this is incense."
"Cut the jokes, girls. Let's march. We're going down to my office," the man said in his baritone voice. "Hey, who is that over in the stall?"
"Just some girl."
"Some wimp sophomore."
"Hey, you, get out of there."
"I'm going to the bathroom, s-s-s-s-sir," the strawberry blonde said, her face flushed with he post-orgasmic afterglow, her lingers smelly will the herring scent of her poontang.
"Hurry up and finish," Mean Mr. Busto said.
"But I wasn't smoking," Martha Maidier replied.
"Guilty by association. Guilty by association."
There were tears in Martha's pretty eyes as she sat in the waiting room, just outside Mr. Busto's office. Mr. Busto, whose first name was reportedly Rocky, was the Dean of Discipline at Norton High.
The tough girls went in first.
They were expelled from school.
No ifs ands or buts.
No plea-bargaining. They were out. The seniors among them would not graduate. Even tough girls cry at a time like that.
Then it was Martha's turn. Mr. Busto stood in the doorway of his creepy, dark private office, his den of punishment.
"Come in. Martha isn't it?"
"Yes, Mr. Busto."
Martha could feel about a zillion butterflies fluttering around inside her tummy on top of one another. They were fluttering impatiently as if they wanted to get the hell out of there.
She could feel her heart pounding as if it wanted to beat its way out of her chest, just like it did when she was about to have an orgasm.
Martha felt very self-conscious. She was convinced that everyone in the whole world knew that she was jerking off at the time of the bust.
"Martha, please sit in the easy chair," Mr. Busto said.
"Thank you very much, sir," Martha replied politely.
"You know, of course that you are in very serious trouble."
"Yes, sir."
"You were in the room. Cigarettes WERE lit."
"Yes, sir. Guilt by association," Martha said.
"Precisely.
"But I am innocent, Mr. Busto," Martha Maidier pleaded.
"Perhaps."
"I thought a person was innocent until PROVEN guilty."
"That is a right of every American adult," he-said.
"I'm not an adult," Martha said, her face feeling hot.
"No. And this is not America. This is Norton High."
"Are you going to kick me out of school, Mr. Busto?"
"That's up to you, sweetheart," he said, in a slimy voice.
"How do I avoid getting kicked out of school Mr. Busto?"
"You merely have to be mine for the next few minutes."
"Be yours?" Martha queried, tilting her head slightly to one side, raising a single eyebrow into a strawberry blonde arch.
"I want you to service me darling, service me as a woman services a man," Mr. Busto replied giving the pretty virgin a toothy grin mat mad her skin crawl a little bit. She had seen that look before. She could tell that Mean Mr. Busto was a dirty old man.
"I don't have the slightest idea WHAT you as talking about, Mr. Busto," Martha said her void ripe with indignant intonations.
"I want you to give me a blow job," Mr. Busto said. He tried to act nonchalant. He tried to be matter-of-fact about his clearly lecherous proposal.
"And if I don't?"
"You're expelled."
"Simple as that?"
"Simple as that."
"I guess I'll do it."
"I knew you would see things my way."
"I don't think I had much of a choice."
"Getting expelled is an ugly thing,"
"What would Mommy and daddy think?"
"There you go, You made the right choice, Martha."
"Uhhhh, there's something you should know, Mr. Busto."
"What's that, my little precious?"
"I've never given a blow job before." Martha confessed.
"Well, you are the precious little one." Mr. Busto said.
"I don't have to enjoy myself, do I?" Martha inquired.
"Desirable but not obligatory." the Dean of Discipline said.
"I don't think this is going to be much fun," she said.
"It isn't the worst of punishments, you know. I could spank you with my paddle, if you like. I could paddle your bare little fanny if you want me to." Mr. Busto said, sounding as if he were about to drool and slobber at any second.
"I still don't think that makes it FUN," Martha replied.
"That's because I have not shown you my cock yet, Martha."
"Gosh, Mr. Busto, I've never seen a dick before!"
"Never?"
"Uh uh," Martha said, shaking her head from side to side, with the beginnings of a smile appearing at the comers of her lips. She could feel the ache returning to her pussy, in spite of the fact that her fear had not subsided that much.
"Well, my cock is SPECIAL, Martha," Mr. Busto said. He stood up. Martha could see that there was a big bulge in the crotch of Mr. Busto's suit trousers.
Martha could tell that Mr. Busto was hung like a horse.
His hands went for his black leather belt. His elbows pushed his unbuttoned suit jacket open.
He had his hands clutching that black leather-strap on either side of his brass belt buckle.
The man then used thick and long, yet nimble-, fingers to unbuckle that belt buckle. He unbuttoned the single button and unsnapped the single snap that kept the top of his trousers fastened.
The little girl could feel herself starting to pant.
Martha could feel her pussy swelling and getting wet once again.
Martha could feel her tits heaving up and down inside her tight button-up blouse. Her tits felt and looked as if they wanted to get the hell out of that blouse.
"Kneel before me."
"Yes, Mr. Busto."
"Be gentle."
"I'll try."
"Do your best."
"I will."
"That's all I can ask of you, Martha," he said.
"I've thought about this moment a lot," Martha said.
"Is it anything like your fantasy, sweetheart?"
"No," she said, "I always thought there would be AFFECTION involved."
"That's because you are a foolish youngster," he said.
Mr. Busto pushed his fingers under the top of his trousers. He pushed his fingers inside his pants until his fingertips were inside the elastic at the top of his underwear as well. He then pulled down his pants and his underwear at the same time and his cock came popping out of his pants like some kind of horny jack in the box and the little girl's eyes opened so wide that the whites were visible all the way around her pupils and irises.
"Oh my."
"What is the matter?"
"Your cock."
"What about it?"
"It is huge."
"Yes."
"Humongous."
"I'm proud of it."
"It is a log."
"Pleasure me, Martha, pleasure me with your mouth."
Martha dropped to her knees before him, and she suddenly felt as if she were praying for her new god… The blasphemy of this thought made her flush in the cheeks. She could feel her clitoris poking its pink head out from under her clitoral foreskin as her horiness continued to grow. Her nipples were pressing pebble-like bumps in the front of her button-up blouse because they were so hard and erect with her feminine sexual arousal.
She could see that Mr. Busto's cock was easily ten inches long, but the truth of the matter was that it was not the length of his prick that boggled the strawberry blonde's mind most of ail. It was the thickness of his cock that really got to the little girl.
She could see that Mr. Busto's cock was easily thicker than one of her wrists. She could tell that it was close to being as thick as both of her wrists pressed together. Of course, the little girl had very slender wrists.
She could tell that his cock was thickest at the head. His dick was shaped like the cap of a mushroom at the bulbous head. Mr. Busto's thoroughly engorged glans was a deep purple color and it reminded the little girl of a ripe plum. She thought that the head of his dick looked like an over-sized acorn, the type from which mighty oak trees grow.
She couldn't imagine anything like that EVER fitting inside her tiny fifteen year old cunt.
She was even having trouble imagining something the size of Mr. Busto's tool of masculinity fitting inside her mouth. She wasn't sure that her jaw would open that wide.
It was going to be a tight fit, that much was for sure.
"I hope I can get my mouth open far enough," she said.
"I think you will, if you WANT to badly enough," he said.
"I want to. I'm out of school if I don't," Martha said.
"You are a smart girl, Martha," Mr. Busto said.
"You h-h-h-h-h-have to t-t-t-tell me what to d-d-d-do."
"Why don't you let your instincts guide you?" he asked.
"My instincts are telling me to run, Mr. Busto," she said.
"None of that. Why don't you start with my inner thighs."
"Would it be okay if I just stared at your cock for awhile?"
"Well… okay, but not for too long," the man said.
She could see that the skin covering the head of his cock was stretched thin and smooth by that bulbous glans thorough engorgement.
The little girl could see that no more blood could fit inside the head of Mr. Busto's awesome cock.
The little girl figured that the head of the dean of discipline's cock would surely blow up if any more blood tried to pump its way inside.
The little girl could not remember ever seeing anything quite as smooth as the skin covering the head of Mr. Busto's cock.
The strawberry blonde teenager couldn't wait to find out if that stretched skin was going to feel as smooth as it looked on her tastebuds.
Even the little girl's tastebuds felt erect with her arousal. Even her tastebuds were feeling horny as she stared for the first time at a full-fledged boner.
The little girl found herself looking at the little hole at the very tip of the man's pecker. She was smart enough to know that this was the hole from which both his silver seed and his golden urine emerged. The little girl could see that there were swollen lips on either side of the piss hole. She thought that those swollen lips made Mr. Busto's urethra look like a tiny nether mouth. Then the strawberry blonde teenager noticed that the hole was opening and closing anxiously and rhythmically from the tiny spasms the man was experiencing down there.
As she looked at the hole opening and closing in that fashion she almost laughed, because she could not help but think that the nether mouth looked as if it were attempting, in vain of course, to sing aloud with its intense desire.
The little girl could see that the shaft of the man's cock was only slightly skinnier than the head. She could see that the stalk of his pecker was also a slightly lighter shade of purple than the bulbous glans.
But it was just as hard.
As hard as rock.
Granite.
Marble.
Yes, that's what it was. His cock was as hard as a pillar of marble, such as those used to support the White House facade.
The little girl could see that the entire length of the man's cock was bobbing up and down as if it were attached to his loins at the base by a tightly-sprung hinge. She could see that the tip of the man's awesome member was snapping upward higher and higher toward his flat and tightly muscled tummy.
She could see that the very tip of the man's tool of masculinity was aiming for a spot several inches above his bellybutton, giving the reader a concrete image of just how long that dong was.
The little girl pulled her long strawberry blonde hair out of her face, over the tops of her tiny ears and back of her shoulders, so it would not get in her way as she was orally pleasuring the man.
The little girl could see that the underside of the man's cock, the part of his dick of which she got the best view, was lined with a series of dilated blue veins. The veins bulged from the otherwise smooth surface of his cock and made his prick look gnarled.
Craggy.
Angry.
The little girl certainly thought that the man's cock looked more like an angry weapon than like an instrument of love-making. Still, there was something about that appealed to the little girl.
She could tell that her cunt was aching worse than it would have been if the man's cock had popped out of his trousers perfectly smooth all over. Yes, there was something about the contrast in textures, the smooth of his glans and the roughness of his cock, that appealed to the little girl a great deal.
She then noticed that there was one vein that was a good deal longer and thicker than the others. She figured that this was the main vein.
The little girl could tell that this was the perfect vein to determine her tongue tip's route from the base to the top of his pecker's stalk when she got to that phase in her oral love-making. She then lowered her eyes arid found herself looking at the sack that held the man's bails.
The little girl could tell right away that the man's scrotal sack, like his cock, was a hell of a lot bigger than she thought it would be.
She could see that his balls were the size of golf balls, and they were shaped just like chicken eggs.
Those nuts were resting heavily at the base of the man's scrotal sack. The sack itself appeared to be filled to the brim with come. Judging just from the looks of that sack the little girl would have thought that the man had not ejaculated in at least a month, but something in the back of her head told her that that was probably not the case.
She could tell that the shaft of the man's cock was so thick that there was no way her fingers would make it all the way around her girth, at least not without the help of her long fingernails. She could, by the same token, tell that his scrotum was so huge that she couldn't possibly fit it in the palm of her hand all at one time, no matter how far she stretched her palm or parted her fingers.
She could see that there was a thick patch of hair growing all around the base of his cock, and she could see that there were even short and curly hairs growing directly out of his scrotal sack.
She then lowered her head and began to stroke his muscular inner thighs with her tingling lips. Mr. Busto could tell right away that she was going to be good at this.
"Oh baby, that feels great," Mr. Busto said. "I hope I catch you smoking in the girls room more frequently."
Pig, the little girl thought silently.
"That's it. Work on the thighs. Work up and down the thighs. Kiss. Lick. Bite a little bit. Ahhhhhhhhh, oh that's good. That's soooo good. Keep it up. Work your mouth up toward my balls, YES."
She parted her fleshy red lips and allowed her tongue to protrude as far as she could possibly get it. She concentrated for a moment or two on making the tip of her tongue as pointy as possible. She then placed the tip of her tongue on the underside of his scrotal sack and she began to flick back and forth lightly and quickly.
The little girl heard the man moan and gasp. She could tell that the man's cock was going to only get in her way, with all of the bobbing up and down it was doing, while she was trying to pleasure his balls with her mouth.
Something had to be done.
Martha knew what.
She pulled her tongue away from the underside of his balls for a moment and reached up with her right hand. She arched her dainty fingers at the knuckles so that her long fingernails wouldn't get in the way. She placed the tips of her fingers on the underside of his cock shaft and pushed upward, not stopping until the head of his cock was pinned securely on Mr. Busto's tummy, several inches above the aforementioned bellybutton.
"You sure you have never done this before?" Mr. Busto asked.
"Positive. I wouldn't lie about a thing like that."
"You sure are good at this. I can tell," he said.
"Beginner's luck, I guess, Mr. Busto," she replied.
"No, no, no, no, I think it is more than that," he said.
"What is it, Mr. Busto?" the strawberry blonde queried.
"I think you display a NATURAL sensuality, Martha," he said.
"Far out. I practice, I guess, when I am alone," she said.
"Is that what you were doing in the girls room?" he asked.
"Why… yes, I guess so, Mr. Busto. Why do you ask?"
"I could hardly miss the scent of pussy on your fingers."
"No, I guess not, it is rather pungent, huh?" she said.
The little girl masked her embarrassment and once again began to flick the tip of her tongue lightly and quickly back and forth across the base of his balls. She ran her right fingertips up and down the underside of his cock shaft, and pleasured his awesome meatloaf in this fashion.
"I like the way your fingers smell, Martha, and I LOVE the way your tongue feels on my balls," Mr. Busto exclaimed. He was standing with his feet a little more than shoulder-width apart. His shoulders were back and his chin was tilted upward. His eyes were lowered so that he was looking downward past his nose toward the little girl's head.
Her licking became more eager.
More enthusiastic.
"Oh God, that feels so good, Martha. You are making me so hot, so fucking hot," he said.
She began to lap at his balls with the flat part of her tongue. She lifted and lowered his balls gently with the coated part of her bold and curious taster.
She didn't stop lapping happily at the man's scrotum until the entire wrinkled and hairy sack was covered with her slippery and shiny saliva. Her spittle was dripping from his balls.
The little girl could feel her salivary gland working overtime as she went down on a man and gave a man head for the very first time in her life.
Her mouth was watering and the little girl had discovered for some time that she had to swallow more frequently than usual just to keep herself from drooling.
The little girl could taste his balls all salty and she could actually feel his super-swollen testicles at times throbbing against her tongue, right through the vein-filled and hairy skin covering his twin glands of masculinity.
The little girl pulled her head away and waited for further instructions. Her eyes were wide and sincere as she looked up at the man. Mr. Busto could almost imagine the halo hovering over the girl's head. He could see that there was a sprinkling of freckles across the bridge of the little girl's se. He could see that her lips were wet and reddened and slightly puffy.
"Suck."
"Your cock?"
"My balls."
"Hard?"
"Soft."
"Okay."
"You could hurt me if you suck too hard, Martha. You could hurt me severely. You have to treat a man's balls very, very gently at ail times, for they are very easily crushed. You have to remember that you should always treat a man's balls as if they were eggs."
"Gosh, Mr. Busto, the very LAST THING in the whole wide world I would want to do right now is cause you even the slightest twinge of pain," the little girl said, in her most sincere voice. Her fear had made the little girl's voice rise in pitch, and this made her sound very young, even younger than she really was.
The little girl concentrated on making her mouth cottony soft.
She curled her lips over her perfectly straight and pearly white teeth so that she would not risk inadvertently biting the man's balls as she sucked him. She concentrated on breathing exclusively through her nose. She could feel her nostrils flaring accordingly. She then wrapped her tips around the man's right testicle and she began to suck.
The little girl sucked nowhere near as hard as she possibly could.
She sucked with a subtle vacuum inside her oral cavity, and Martha hollowed her cheeks slightly.
The little girl kept the tip of her tongue busy at all times so that she was sucking and licking at the man's balls simultaneously. The little girl heard the man moan and she could tell that he was no longer able to keep his masculinity slender lower torso still.
He writhed, and his hips gyrated. The little girl could tell that she was going to have to be increasingly agile with her head and shoulders if she hoped to keep her mouth and her tongue precisely where she wanted them at all times. "Feels so good," Mr. Busto said, clenching his back teeth together so tightly that the muscles at the sides of his face were protruding.
The little girl sucked at that nut for a long time, and the man could feel his masculine arousal rising rapidly toward the saturation point, toward the point of ejaculatory inevitability. The little girl could tell just by the animalistic sounds the huge man was making down inside his gullet that she was not to have to suck him for very long to make him come.
The little girl pulled her mouth off of his scrotal sack for a moment just so she could catch her breath a little bit.
"Don't stop."
"Other nut?"
"Oh yes."
"Okie-dokie."



Chapter 3


Martha placed the pointy tip of her tongue on the underside of the man's cock shaft and began to flick back and forth lightly and quickly.
The little girl reached up with her left hand, turning her palm toward the ceiling. She placed her fingertips at the underside of the man's scrotal sack and wiggled them.
The little girl fondled the man's testicles in this manner. She bobbed his balls up and down as if she were trying to determine how much they weighed.
They were heavy. Very heavy.
She then opened her left fingers and pushed her left palm under the wrinkled sack that held the man's balls.
In this manner the little girl verified her earlier assumption that there was no way the man's entire scrotal sack would fit in her palm at once.
She began to squeeze at the man's swollen nuts. The little girl squeezed both sensuously and rhythmically. She squeezed in sync with the man's racing heartbeat. In this manner the little girl simulated the natural throbbing the Dean of Discipline was experiencing in his balls.
She straightened her back and she began to lick upward, toward the tip of his cock. She followed the longest and thickest vein, just as she had earlier decided to do.
The little girl licked upward very slowly and patiently. She licked upward a mere fraction of an inch at a time, a mere millimeter at a time.
Mr. Busto thought it was going to take the little girl forever to get her tongue tip onto his glans. The little girl paused when she got to a fleshy patch just below the man's awesome, thick cock head.
The man's entire body jerked when she licked that spot. She could tell that he was hypersensitive at that spot.
The little girl could tell that this was a magic spot, a super-erogenous spot.
The spot was directly below the split in the underside of the man's cock head, the groove that made the crown of his lance greatly resemble a ripe plum.
Then the little girl ran the pointy tip of her tongue right up the underside of his cock head, and she didn't stop until her tongue tip was on the little hole at the very tip of his pecker.
The little girl loosened the pressure on the underside of his cock shaft with her arched right fingers. She loosened the pressure just enough for the head of his cock to come away from his button-up shirt about an inch.
This gave the little girl room to get at his entire cock head with her tongue. The little girl flicked the tip of her tongue back and forth across the swollen lips astride the man's urethra.
"Oh, you have no idea how good that feels," the man said, spitting out his words in between desperate gasps for air.
He spit out his words as if he were getting rid of so many watermelon seeds. The little girl used the sides of her tongue to lave the stretched skin covering the head of the man's cock, She was pleased to discover that the skin on the crown of the man's awesome lance felt every bit as smooth on the little girl's sexually aroused tastebuds as it had originally looked.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," the huge man exclaimed. The little girl could feel his cock shaft throbbing against her right fingertips with a greater urgency than before.
The little girl didn't stop laving sensuously at the head of the man's cock until the entire bulbous glans was covered with a thin layer of her spittle.
The little girl then licked up and down the entire length of his cock shaft, up and down, up and down, just as if she were pretending in her mind that his mind-bogglingly large dick were an all-day sucker.
The little girl then removed her right fingertips from the underside of his cock shaft and allowed the tip of his pecker to snap downward, away from his flat belly.
The little girl had to pull back sharply with her head and her shoulders at that moment, just to avoid being slapped in the face by the man's rock-hard cock meat.
She held onto his.balls a little more firmly than before with her left hand, but still nowhere near hard enough to risk hurting him in any way.
She had been wrong before.
She was having fun.
She was enjoying herself.
She was having the time of her life, as a matter of fact.
"Do you know what time it is now, Martha?" he asked.
"Time to suck on your cock, Mr. Busto?" she inquired.
"Smart girl. You had better open up wide," he said.
"I'll give it my best shot," the little girl said. There was a trembling in her voice.
It was obvious that the little girl was extremely nervous.
"I know you will, sweetheart. I know you will," Mr. Busto said. He placed his hands at the sides of his waist. He bent slightly at the knees and he arched his back.
Mr. Busto postured himself so that his loins, and therefore his super-aroused cock and balls, were out in front of the rest of his body.
She loved that body.
What a hunky body.
She loved his cock.
So huge.
The little girl concentrated on relaxing the muscles at the sides of her jaw. She wondered if she really were about to open her mouth further than she had ever opened it before.
The little girl remembered sitting in the dentist's chair when she was thirteen and she had to have a cavity filled in her right rear molar. She had thought at that time that her mouth was propped open as far as it could possibly go. Could she have been wrong?
Martha couldn't help but wonder.
She concentrated on breathing exclusively through her nostrils once again. She knew that it wouldn't be long before this was a necessity.
Her mouth was soon going to be full. Yes, her mouth was soon going to be chock full, filled to the brim, with the Dean of Discipline's cock meat.
The little girl concentrated on keeping her lips curled over her teeth so that she would not risk biting the man's cock when she sucked him off.
Martha Maidier then dropped her jaw and she allowed her mouth to fall gaping open. Her mouth opened so far that the skin at the corners of her lips was stretched taut.
Her jaw dropped so low that it threatened to lock in the open position. She could feel an ache starting in her jaw almost immediately because it was open so far.
She knew that she was going to have to thrust her personal discomfort into the back of her head.
Martha knew that she was going to have to push the pain in her face as far away from her stream-of-consciousness as she could get it so that she would be able to dedicate one-hundred percent of her attention on the pleasure she was giving. She reached up with her right hand and made a fist around the base of the man's cock shaft.
The little strawberry blonde discovered that she had been correct earlier when she assumed that her fingers would not make it all the way around the shaft of his prick without the help of her long fingernails.
Martha just LOVED the way the shaft of the man's cock felt as it throbbed intensely against her right palm and the insides of her right fingers. She squeezed his cock rhythmically. She was squeezing and his cock and at his balls in sync with one another.
"Suck," the man said.
She heard him.
She pushed forward with her face and used her right fist to guide his cock head right into her mouth. There were times when she was squeezing at his awesomely hard pole with her right fist so hard that each and every one of her knuckles turned white.
The little girl could feel the corners of her mouth stretching back further than before, and she would not have thought that was possible unless she had experienced it for herself.
She managed to keep her teeth off of the head of his cock as it slipped into her mouth, and this, all by itself, was quite an accomplishment.
"Suck," the man said.
She did.
She sucked.
She sucked hard.
There was nothing cute or subtle about the way the little girl sucked, as there had been a few moments earlier when she was sucking at his balls.
Martha Maidier created an intense vacuum inside her oral cavity and hollowed her cheeks deeply. She wanted to suck the come right out of his balls and out through the little hole at the tip of his pecker. She could feel the head of the man's cock throbbing against her tongue and the mucous membranes at the insides of her cheeks. She loved the way that felt. She knew that it wouldn't be very long now before she would discover for the first time in her life what a man's come tasted like.
A little voice in the back of the little girl's head told her that the man's' come was going to taste wonderful. Her sixth sense, her womanly intuition, told her that Mr. Busto's come was going to taste better than anything she had ever taste before.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh, so gooooood," Mr. Busto said. His lower torso was jerking. The little girl discovered that she had to be more agile than ever with her head and shoulders if she wanted to keep the man from shoving the entire length of his cock right down her virginal throat.
She wanted to respond but she knew that it would be a mistake to stop sucking, even if it were for just an instant. She didn't want to tease him. She wanted him to shoot his wad into her sucking mouth as quickly as she could. She began to pump up and down on the shaft of his cock as she sucked.
The little girl had read, somewhere along the line while researching sex, her favorite subject, that a man's come was almost one-hundred percent protein. This was good news as far as the strawberry blonde was concerned. She knew that it was actually healthy and good for her to drink down Mr. Busto's jism.
It would be like being fed a hot meal. The little girl did not know that there were many women in the world who would not swallow the come of their lovers. If she had known this, however, Martha would have thought that those women were fools.
The little girl could hear the man's exclamations of pleasure getting steadily louder and higher in pitch. She could tell that the muscles in Mr. Busto's neck were tensed. Those tensed muscles were squeezing at the man's voice box and altering the product of his vocal cords.
She could tell that they were in the homestretch of the blow job. They were coming around the final turn and they were headed for the wire.
"Martha baby, you are going to make me come. You are going to make me come so fucking hard, so fucking hard. Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, baby, you are going to suck the spunk right out of my cock. I want to come. I want to come so fucking bad. Make me come. Make me come right into your sucking mouth."
The little girl could feel the shaft of the man's cock becoming more urgently erect against her tightly curled right fingers and the inside of her palm.
The strawberry blonde virgin could feel the head of his cock swelling even larger than before. She could feel even more hot blood than before pumping into the awesome crown of the man's lance, and still the head of his cock did not explode. The little girl discovered that this was just another one of many things that she would not have believed possible unless she had experienced it for herself.
"Ccccoooommmmininnnngggg," the man screamed.
The little girl could feel the man's cock starting to spasm, starting to convulse wildly, inside-her gaping mouth.
All of the man's muscles tensed up on him and he began to shiver. His facial features were contorting wildly. His face was very red. His lips were stretched back over his front teeth so that his facial expression had contorted itself into a perfect cross between a smile and a grimace.
The little girl heard the man scream again. This time he spoke no intelligible words.
"Aaaarrrrgggghhhh," Mr. Busto called out at the top of his lungs, tossing his head from side to side as if he were saying "no" over and over again.
The little girl was smart enough to realize that the huge man meant precisely the opposite with that reckless tossing of his head. She feared he would hurt his neck, his super-thick neck, if he kept it up for too long.
There was nothing remotely human about the sound that Mr. Busto made at that moment. His cry of absolute pleasure was unadulteratedly animalistic.
He began to shoot his wad.
His volcano erupted.
His molten lava began to flow.
It didn't take the pretty little teenaged virgin very long at all to realize that the man was going to shoot a hell of a lot more semen into her mouth than she had been anticipating.
She could tell right away that there was no way she was going to be able to hold all of the man's come inside her mouth.
But she was sure as hell going to try to keep it all inside. She puffed out her cheeks so that they were bloated outward with come and air. She made herself look, as if she had magically and suddenly developed a severe case of the mumps. She made herself look like a squirrel that was storing nuts in her pouches. She began to swallow immediately and very hard. But she still couldn't hold all of the man's steamy silver seed inside her struggling oral cavity.
Her mouth was too small.
There was too much come.
The little girl could feel the come oozing from the stretched corners of her mouth. She could feel the jism dribbling thickly and hotly down onto her chin. Some of the come was going to remain on her chin where it would cool and coagulate with its exposure to the fresh air. Some of the come dripped right off the tip of the little girl's tiny chin, so that it landed, plop, plop, plop, onto the inside of her left wrist.
The little girl found that the Dean of Discipline's come was also a hell of a lot hotter than she thought it would be.
There was a frightening moment or two when the little girl thought the inside of her mouth was being scalded by the man's steamy come.
The little girl found that the man's come was so hot that she worried that he might be running a fever, and it occurred to her that this was an odd time for her maternal instincts to kick in. Still, she had an urge to feel the man's forehead just to make sure that he was not coming down with something.
The strawberry blonde teenager found that she had to wait for a second or two for the jism to cool off inside her mouth before her tastebuds could appropriately register the flavor.
IT was worth the wait.
She was not disappointed.
Not one iota.
The little girl discovered in time that the man's jism was, indeed, every bit as delicious as her womanly intuition had told her it would be.
The strawberry blonde found that his come tasted fishy.
Salty.
Refreshing.
Delicious.
The little girl figured that the man's come probably tasted better than the world's most expensive caviar.
Now, of course, the little girl had never tasted the world's most expensive caviar.
But Martha Maidier would have bet a million dollars right then and there that Mr. Busto's jism was a hell of a lot tastier than any over-priced fish eggs.
The little girl discovered that she enjoyed the texture of the man's come every bit as much as she enjoyed the flavor.
She thought that the man's come felt like raw egg whites as it slithered down the entire length of her throat toward the warm spot of contentment that was forming at the pit of her stomach.
She was delighted to find that she had no trouble keeping all the man's come inside her mouth following that first massive squirt.
The little girl really did feel as if she were being fed a hot meal by the man's, convulsing prick.
The strawberry blonde found that the quantity of come in each of the man's squirts diminished rapidly after the first one.
"Keep sucking. Keep sucking. Suck me dry," the man said.
The little girl was determined to keep sucking until his scrotal sack was completely empty. She was determined to keep sucking until the man's balls were as dry as a pair of bones left out to bleach white in the hot summertime sunshine.
As it turned out, the little girl had no trouble determining when the man's come was through. Not only did the jism stop spewing from the little hole at the tip of the man's pecker but all of his muscles also relaxed at the same time. He caught his breath. He listened to the rate of his racing heartbeat slowing down, returning gradually to normal. The man could feel the hot perspiration that had lathered his body because of his intense sexual exertion starting to cool off.
The little girl left her mouth on the head of the man's cock for a moment or two even after Mean Mr. Busto could feel the ecstasy of his climax being replaced by the warmth and contentment of is post-orgasmic afterglow.
His cock head felt at home inside her mouth.
The little girl could feel the hot blood of the man's horniness pumping back out of the head and shaft of his cock.
The fifteen year old could feel her jaw getting a chance to relax a little bit as the head of his cock lost some of its awesome girth because of his absolute sexual appeasement.
The little girl could feel the muscles at the sides of her preciously beautiful face getting a chance to relax for the first time in what felt to Martha Maidier like ages.
When the little girl did pull her mouth off of the head of his cock she didn't remove it very far.
The little girl stopped pulling back with her pretty head and her slender shoulders when her lips were still less than an inch away from the tip of his pecker.
The strawberry blonde female crossed her eyes and looked down past her tiny nose and she could see that her upper lips was connected to the little hole at the tip of the man's pecker by a string of come.
The little girl could see that the come was bridging them. She pulled back with her head and shoulders three more inches. That string of come stretched and drooped and finally broke at its center. The little girl could tell that the tip of Mr. Busto's cock had lost its ability to defy the law of gravity because of his absolute satisfaction. She could tell that his cock was going to droop downward when she let go of it. The little girl could tell that her right hand and her right hand alone were keeping the tip of the man's cock aloft at this point.
The little girl pumped at the shaft of the man's softening cock three times, instinctively checking to make sure that there was not any come trapped uncomfortably inside his cock shaft.
Sure enough, there was.
Three droplets.
Her eyes lit up.
Her mouth watered.
More come.
More come for her to eat.
The little girl could see three droplets of murky fluid oozing from between the swollen lips astride the man's urethra. She saw to it that those three droplets were not allowed to stay there for very long. The little girl's tongue darted out of her mouth and she looked as if she were doing a perfect imitation of a bullfrog capturing a horsefly in midair.
She laved away the droplets of post-orgasmic dog water from the tip of his dong with a single swipe of her pointy and slightly curled tongue tip. Then the little girl could see. that the entire head of the man's cock was covered with a thin film of come, so she used the flat part of her tongue to lick him clean.
She didn't stop licking until the head of his cock was as clean as a whistle. She didn't stop licking until the head of the man's cock was as clean as a whistle and the only thing making it wet and shiny was the sweet spittle that spilled from her tired mouth.
Then she released her grip on his cock and balls at the same time. She could hear him let out a long sigh. Just as she had earlier suspected, the tip of the man's cock drooped downward in between his thick and heavily-muscled inner thighs as soon as she released her grip on it.
She looked up at him.
Her eyes were wide. Her eyes were bright and sincere.
"How did I do?"
"Fantastic."
"Thanks."
"It wasn't so bad, was it?"
"Uh uh," she said, shaking her head from side to side. "I thought it was fun."
That was the really surprising thing.
That she could have thought it fun. All her life she'd been trained to think those kinds of things were degrading… and now, here she was, really getting off on it. Gosh! Life sure was funny, sometimes.



Chapter 4


Martha Maidier was about to go out on her first date.
"Are you nervous, sweetheart?" Mommy asked her little girl.
"A little, I guess," Martha said, her face slightly flushed.
"I want you to be a good girl," Mr. Maidier said.
"I will, Daddy, don't worry," Martha said. "Ryan is a nice boy. You don't have anything to worry about."
"I hope not," Daddy said. "I read stories in the newspapers about little girls growing up too fast and, well, it is enough to make my skin crawl."
"Daddy, I think you should worry about me growing up too slowly not growing up too fast," the strawberry blonde said with a girlish giggle.
"There's no such thing as growing up too slowly," Daddy said. "You have to understand, sweetheart, in my eyes you are NEVER going to grow up. You are always going to be my little girl."
A car horn blasted outside.
"That's Ryan. Gotta go," Martha said excitedly.
"He's not going to come to the door?" Daddy asked, with a concerned tone in his voice.
"Uhhhh, I don't think so, Daddy. I don't think that that sort of thing is done any longer," Martha said.
"Why, in my day a man would have kicked me right in the butt if I had honked for his daughter from the curb," Daddy said.
"Times have changed," Martha said.
She kissed Daddy on the cheek, and gave her Mommy a big hug.
"Toodles," Martha said.
"Have fun," Mommy said.
"Not too much fun," Daddy warned.
"I will, I won't," Martha replied.
Martha was out the door in a flash and in a matter of seconds she was sitting in the front seat of Ryan McCarthy's LTD.
"Nice car," Martha said.
"Thanks," Ryan said.
Martha thought that Ryan was one of the best looking guys in her school. He was on the football team and he was smart. He had a lot of friends, He had everything going for him. She hoped that this date worked out, because she knew that Ryan would make a perfect boyfriend.
"You look great," he said.
"Thanks," she replied.
"New dress?"
"Yup. I went shopping with my mother yesterday," she said.
"Lovely, You sure are hot looking, Martha," he said.
"Gosh, Ryan, I think you are very attractive too," she said, Ryan turned on the car radio. He tuned in his favorite rock and roll station. Work out of Philadelphia.
He turned up the volume as he pulled away from the curb in front of the Maidier home and began to beat out the rhythm of the song on the top of the steering wheel with the tips of his fingers.
"Ryan?"
"Yes?"
"What are we going to do on our date?"
"What do you mean?"
"Are you taking me to the movies or dinner or something like that?"
"I hadn't planned on it. You hungry?"
"Not particularly."
"Good," he said and kept driving. He was heading for the edge of town.
"But… but, you didn't answer my question," she said.
"You really don't know what we are going to do?" Ryan asked.
"I've, gosh, I've never been on a date before."
"I see."
"Does that make a difference to you, Ryan?"
"No, I like playing teacher," the football player said.
"Teacher?"
"Uh huh."
"What are you going to be teaching me, Ryan?" she inquired.
"How to make out, of course," the football player replied.
"Oh."
"Something wrong?"
"No."
"You sound like there is something wrong," he said. He seemed to be able to drive without ever looking away from her, without even glancing at the road, as if he had the local thoroughfares memorized, or as if the car were on automatic pilot or something.
"It's just that, well, I'm not sure what you expect of me. You have to understand, Ryan. I guess this must sound pretty weird to a senior guy and all, but all of this is brand new to me," she said.
"I don't expect anything. I guess you could say I'll take whatever I can get," he said with a laugh.
"Good," she said.
"Why?" he asked.
"Because I don't, uh, I don't, what's the phrase?"
"You don't put out?"
"I guess. I'm a virgin and I want to stay that way."
"Okay." he said, trying to mask his disappointment.
"Don't be gloomy, Ryan," she said.
"I'll try. I guess you caught me. I guess I did have my hopes up, huh?"
"I'll be a fun date, Ryan, I promise. I understand where you are coming from. I know about men and their needs," she said.
"What does that mean, exactly?" he asked quickly.
"It means I won't give you blue balls. Ryan," Martha said.
"Things are looking up," Ryan said, his face breaking into a toothy smile. He beat out the tempo of the rock and roll song on the radio with greater urgency against the top of his steering wheel with his drumming fingertips.
"Where are we going?"
"Sex Hill."
"I've heard of it."
"It's like a lovers lane, I guess, on top of one of those hills south of town, the hill on Stokoe's land."
"I suppose it is aptly named?"
"Yeah, I guess so. I think that as much drinking as fucking goes on up there if you really want to know the truth," Ryan said.
Martha blushed.
"Pardon my French."
"It's okay," she said.
"I hope that you aren't too shocked by all of this, Martha. I know that you are a good girl. I suppose you don't usually even think about this stuff, huh?"
"Don't be so sure. I am actually relieved that we are going up to Sex Hill to make out. I didn't want to spend the whole date worrying about whether or not you were going to kiss me goodnight, if you know what I mean."
"Uh huh. You are going to get kissed all right. You had better watch yourself. I can turn into quite an animal when I get myself worked up," Ryan said.
Ryan looked at the strawberry blonde and he had a hard time believing that she was real.
He could see that calling her diminutive was an understatement. He could tell that the little girl stood only five feet tall, maybe a quarter of an inch taller. He could see that there was no way the girl weighed more than one-hundred pounds.
The truth of the matter was that the little girl had never weighed more than one-hundred pounds in her entire life. Her weight fluctuated between ninety-five and ninety-seven pounds, depending on what time of the month it was. The little girl always put on a couple of pounds just before she had her period because her body tended to retain water.
Her strawberry blonde hair was long and thick and neatly groomed. Her hair was straight and spilled gracefully over her shoulders and down her back. Her hair fell thickly between her rather sharp shoulder blades, and when she was standing up her hair dangled almost all the way down to the top of the crack of her ass.
Her hair was parted in a straight line down the middle of her head. One could see pink scalp through the part in her hair.
The little girl's hair had been cut so that it fell down onto her forehead in long bangs.
Her bangs were so long that they came down almost all the way to her eyebrows so that she appeared to be peering out from under them.
Her skin was milky white. She had a perfect peaches and cream complexion. It was obvious Jo anyone who looked at the little girl that she was one of those lucky teenagers who had never once suffered from a facial blemish.
Her eyebrows and her eyelashes were the same color as the hair on her head. Her eyebrows were neatly plucked so that they were slender and femininely angular.
Her eyelashes were very long. They were so long that they curled up slightly at their tips.
Her eyelashes were so long that they licked lightly at her high cheekbones each and every time she blinked, or winked for that matter.
Her eyes were big and round. Her irises were baby blue. Her eyes were the color of a cloudless summer sky. Her eyes were the color of a freshly-laid pigeon egg.
Martha's eyes twinkled when she was happy and became dull and somber on the rare occasion when she was feeling blue.
Martha's eyes actually changed color depending on what sort of mood she was in. They darkened when she was feeling down in the dumps, changing hue just like the mood rings that were all the rage a few years back.
Martha had a tiny nose, a mere button actually, and it turned up a little at its tip. Most of the boys, including Ryan, thought that Martha's nose looked very cute.
Ryan thought that the sprinkling, of freckles across the bridge of the little girl's nose made it look even cuter than it would have been without them.
Martha always thought that her nostrils were a little on the pinched side, but she was just about the only person in the world who thought so. Mommy agreed. That was about it.
Martha had a small mouth too, but her lips were full and sensuous. The little girl had a pouting mouth.
Her lips always looked a little puffy. She tended to hold her lips puckered and slightly parted at all times.
It had been said, and not incorrectly, that the strawberry blonde was walking through life looking as if she needed to be kissed very badly.
Martha had a sweet habit of running the tip of her pink tongue back and forth across her lips to moisten them. Folks could tell it was a habit.
Martha even did it at times when her lips were already wet. The little girl knew that it would not be very long at all before she would be kissing passionately for the first time. Her lips and her tongue were tingling with anticipation. She looked forward to getting kissed for the first time every bit as much as she was looking forward to swallowing come for the second time.
Her lips were soft.
Red.
Wet.
Sensuous.
Hot.
Martha had perfectly straight teeth. Her choppers were pearly white. Her mouth was wet. Her mouth was steamy hot. Ryan could tell. He could tell just by looking at the nymphet how hot she was. He could tell that, deep down inside, the little girl wanted to be fucked for the first time very badly.
The boy correctly assumed that it was Martha Maidier's deep-rooted Catholicism that was keeping her cherry intact. It was The Church, and Father Hartman and Sister Louisa who were keeping Martha chaste.
The car turned off of South Road and pulled onto a single-lane dirt road that spiraled up this hill they called Sex.
The little girl slid across the front seat of the football quarterback's LTD so that she was snuggling against the boy, pressing against him, feeling the heat radiating wonderfully off of his large, muscular body.
"Comfy?" he asked.
"Ummmmmm," she said.
"Almost there," he said.
"Hurry," she urged.
The little girl had small ears that were shaped like sea shells and her neck was long and white, like that of a swan.
"You sound like you are looking forward to this. Martha. I can hear that tone of need in your voice," Ryan exclaimed.
"Don't you worry about me, Ryan McCarthy," Martha said. "All I am concerned about tonight is YOUR pleasure."
"You mean you aren't even gonna let me feel you up a little?" Ryan asked, with a note of concern in his baritone voice.
"Well… I'll have to think about that. I sure would like to know what it is like getting touched all over," Martha confessed.
"I'd be glad to show you how it feels. I'm good at it. Girls call me "The Octopus" because I feel like I have eight hands when I am necking."
"Do most of the girls you bring here let you go all the way with them? You know, fuck them?"
There.
She said it.
The F word.
"All of them let me fuck them. If you hold out on me, I must say, it will be a first," Ryan said with a cocky grin.
"Don't sound so awful sure of yourself, Ryan. I'm not losing my cherry in the backseat of a car, you can bet your bunky on that," Martha said, pursing her lips and making an indignant clucking sound with the tip of her tongue.
"We'll see," was all Ryan had to say on the subject.
For a girl of the strawberry blonde's super-diminutive size, she had extraordinarily large knockers.
Her tits were so large that they would have been considered humongous even if they I sad grown on a much larger girl.
The car pulled to a stop on the fiat clearing at the top of Sex hill. From this vantage point one could see all of Madison County, including the entire village of Collinsville.
"Never been here before?"
"Nope."
"WHAT do you think?"
"Love it."
"Best view in the county."
"Very seductive."
"Can't see it from the backseat."
"Is that where we are going?"
"Steering wheel gets in the way up here," Ryan said.
"Let's move."
"Stay right there and I'll open the door for you."
"You are quite a gentleman, Ryan McCarthy," Martha exclaimed.
"So far," Ryan said, his mouth curling into a half-smile.
He opened her door for her. He loved the way her boobs pressed against the front of her dress.
"You have great tits," he said.
"Thanks," the strawberry blonde responded with a blush. It was so dark that Ryan could not see the reddening of the little girl's preciously beautiful kisser.
"They are not only big but they are FIRM," Ryan said.
"Uh huh. I don't have to wear a bra or anything," she said.
"Nature has supplied ail of your lifting and separating."
"Hopefully for many years to come, Ryan," she said.
"Why that sounds more vain than I would expect from you."
"Even humble girls don't want their boobs to sag, Ryan."
"I suppose. I can see that your nipples are erect," he said.
"It must be the chilly night air," Martha exclaimed.
"It wouldn't mean you are getting horny, would it?"
"What would give you a silly idea like that?" she inquired.
"Your nipples point slightly upward, don't they?"
"Well, yes, when I am standing up or sitting up straight," the little girl said.
"You always sit up and stand up straight, Martha, You never slouch," Ryan said.
"My Mommy says that I walk like I am balancing an invisible book on top of my head," Martha said with a giggle. She walked with him and stood close to him at his side as he opened the door to the backseat of the LTD. It was actually Ryan's father's car, but he told chicks that it was his.
"Did Mommy by any chance send you to some finishing school to give you such perfect posture?" Ryan asked.
"Maybe your folks can afford things like that, Ryan. But my Daddy is a mechanic and Mommy is a librarian, well, you knew that, and they could never afford to send me to a big city for schooling. I assure you that my perfect posture is quite natural," the strawberry blonde explained, and then she climbed into the backseat.
Ryan climbed in hurriedly behind her. The little girl's tits were rounded at their bottoms and sloped at their tops, which was why her nipples pointed slightly upward. At that moment her nipples were pressing pebble-like bumps in the front of her dress.
Her tits curved well back toward Martha's underarms.
Her nipples were large, just like her tits. Her nipples were the size of silver dollars and they were very pink, almost crimson when she was horny. She was very horny as she fell into Ryan McCarthy's arms in the backseat of the darkened LTD. She no longer cared about the greatest view in all of Madison County.
The little girl's waist was very slender. Indeed, her waist measured a mere twenty-two inches. Her hips were round at both the sides and at the rear. Her belly was flat.
Her bellybutton was dimpled and concave. Her loins were femininely sloped. Her fanny was every bit as smooth as when she was just a little baby.
The little girl had a very sexy walk, which, of course, Ryan had not failed to notice before he asked her out in the first place. The little girl could feel her tits heaving up and down inside her dress a little bit by this time as her respiratory system became affected by her growing lust.
The little girl swung her round hips from side to side like a pendulum as part of her natural gait.
There were no affectations involved in her walk.
Martha wrapped her slender arms around the football quarterback's thick neck. She twined her fingers at the back of his neck, just below the base of his skull, and clung to him tightly. He wrapped his strong arms around her slender waist and pulled her even closer to him than before.
Her tits touched him.
He could feel how firm they were.
He could feel her hard nipples right through her dress, -right through his shirt. He was breathing funny too. He sounded as if he were in the fourth quarter of a close football game after scrambling away from a plethora of potential tacklers for a crucial first down.
"Kiss me," she said.
"With pleasure," he responded.
His face moved closer to her as if he were moving in slow motion. She closed- her eyes so that her long reddish eyelashes rested lightly on her cheekbones. She ran the tip of her pink tongue back and forth across her swollen lips to moisten them. She could feel him pause when their mouths were less than an inch apart. She could feel his hot moist breath beating onto her lips, making her lips tingle even worse than before with their now acute anticipation.
Then the boy pressed his mouth over the little girl's parted, lips, and it didn't take Martha very long at all to discover that passionate kissing felt even better, a hell of a lot better, than she thought it was going to.
The little girl could feel the football quarterback pressing his lips gently over her own at first, but the gingerly nature of the oral embrace did not last for very long.
It was not very long at all before the horny boy was pushing his lips against the little girl's mouth so hard that she could feel her lips pressing against her teeth.
The little girl could feel them kissing with their lips only at first, but this too did not last. Just as if the pair of young lovers had rehearsed this act a thousand times in the past, they each offered the tips of their tongues at precisely the same time.
They touched the tips of their tongues together lightly, The little girl could feel a rush of physical pleasure running up and down the entire length of her spine, all the way from the base of her skull to her tailbone and then back again.
The little girl could feel her pussy swelling rapidly with her horniness, rapidly approaching thorough engorgement. The little girl could feel her pussy getting wet.
Martha could feel herself making a wet spot at the crotch of her panties, and she had a feeling that that wet spot was going to get a hell of a lot larger before she was through making out with the boy.
It wasn't long before the football quarterback and the strawberry blonde were rolling their tongues wildly together. They were performing a wet pink internal swordfight with their battling tongues.
They explored the insides of each other's mouths thoroughly with their tongues.
They licked at each other's teeth.
Gums.
Inner cheeks.
The kiss lasted for a long time and they were both breathless with passion by the time it was through. The jock pulled away from the little girl so that he could place his hands over her tits.
She grabbed his wrists and pulled his huge hands away from her tits.
"Ryan, please."
"No?"
"Uh uh."
"Why not?"
"We are concentrating on your pleasure, remember?"
"But, if it feels good, why do you want me to stop?"
"It feels too good, Ryan," the little girl exclaimed.
"I don't think I'll ever understand chicks," Ryan said.
"I'm a tougher nut to crack than most, I suspect," she said.
"You can say that again," Ryan said with a laugh that communicated an unfamiliar combination of humor and frustration. Ryan McCarthy was not used to getting his gas shut off.
"Okay, Martha. You want to pleasure me, go ahead and pleasure me," Ryan said, taking her hand and placing it on the bulge that had formed at the crotch of his super-tight and faded bluejeans.
She squeezed that bulge.
He moaned.
The little girl's legs were not long, but they were superbly shaped. She didn't look like a little girl at all. She looked like a full-fledged woman, only in miniature.
Her thighs were perfectly tapered from her round hips to her unscarred 'knees. Martha thought that it was pretty amazing that her knees were as unscarred as they were, taking into consideration, as she did, the amount of roller-skating the little girl had done on the cracked sidewalks of Collinsville before puberty struck.
The little girl's shins were flat and smooth. Her calves were rounded without being overly muscled. Her ankles were trim. Her feet were dainty She had the perfect legs, and especially the perfect ankles, for high heels. She had worn a pair of simple fiat shoes for her first date. She would like to have worn high heels, because she knew that they would have made her look sexier, but she knew that Mommy and daddy would have had a shit fit if she had come downstairs wearing anything remotely seductive.
The strawberry blonde moved her lips to the side of Ryan McCarthy's thick neck. She began to kiss and lick and bite at the side of his neck, concentrating her oral attention on his jugular vein. She used her teeth to give him little love bites, which Ryan discovered hurt and felt good at the same time.
Mostly they felt good.
The little girl, however, did not allow her teeth to linger in one spot for long enough to leave any lasting marks: Martha correctly assumed that it would be prohibitively indiscreet to give the football quarterback a hickey on their very first date.
The truth was that Ryan did not like girls who wanted to leave their signature on his neck when they necked. He was always embarrassed when he had a hickey and he wore turtleneck shirts to cover it up until it faded away.
"I have a boner," he said, his eyes closing.
"I can feel it, Ryan," she said in a high-pitched voice.
"I feel like my cock is going to burst," he said.
"Ummm, I hope it bursts in my mouth," the little girl said.
"I can feel my b-b-b-b-b-balls aching, so bad," he said.
"I think I can make that ache go away," Martha replied.
"You weren't kidding before, were you, Martha?" he said.
"About what?" the little girl asked, tilting her head slightly to one side. She looked at him quizzically.
"You ARE fun on a date, aren't you?" Ryan exclaimed.
Martha giggled.
"I try," she said.
She once again kissed and licked and nibbled with her teeth up and down the entire length of his jugular vein.
"My ear, I want to feel your tongue on my ear," Ryan said, a little breathlessly. He felt as if he had ants in his pants. He was rocking back and forth, shifting the weight of his lower torso from one ass cheek to the other and then back again.
The little girl parted her lips and allowed the tip of her tongue to protrude as far as it would go. She began to flick the tip of her tongue back and forth across his dangling earlobe.
The little girl used the pointy tip of her tongue to explore the outer shell of the football quarterback's ear.
"Inside too?" she asked.
"Ummmmmm, yes," the handsome teenager replied with a sigh.
She plunged her tongue right into his ear, pushing as deep as she could get. She could feel the little hairs inside his ear and she could taste the bitter taste of earwax on the tastebuds on the very tip of her tongue.
The football quarterback shivered violently. He could feel the little hairs at the nape of his neck just below the base of his skull standing on end. The football quarterback could feel the entire surface area of his body, and that encompassed a lot of space, becoming covered with a thick layer of bumpy gooseflesh.
The little girl pulled her tongue out of the boy's ear and quickly repeated the whole process with the other side of his neck and his other ear.
"You have too many clothes on, Ryan," she said.
"I don't think I have the patience to take off all my clothes," Ryan said.
"What do you have the patience for, Ryan?" the little girl queried quickly. Her inquiry was laden with her sexual curiosity.
The little girl could feel her panties crawling up deep into the cleavage between her cunt lips. She could feel that claustrophobic feeling in her pussy, the feeling that her quivering quim was suffocating, the feeling that her oozing cooze was desperately in the need of fresh air. She was getting the feeling that she wanted to get completely nude.
"You're hot," he said.
"You can tell?"
"Your breathing… "
"I am panting."
"Your nipples."
"They are hard," the little girl confessed in a whispery voice.
"You can't blame the cold now, Martha," he said.
"I never claimed I don't get horny Ryan. I merely said that I don't put out," the little girl said.
"I'm gonna just whip out my cock."
"Okie-dokie."
"Ever suck before?"
"Once."
"Who?"
"Promise you won't laugh?"
"Sure."
"Mr. Busto."
"No… it is a joke."
"It is true."
"It takes all kinds, I guess," Ryan said. The little girl thought of offering an explanation, but she figured that she hade spoken too much already and it was best to quit while she was ahead.
The boy hurriedly pulled his pecker out of his pants. The little girl lowered her head into his lap. He opened his thighs as far apart as he could get them. He rolled onto the small of his back so that the little girl would be able to get at his scrotal sack and somewhat at his ass cheeks with her mouth. What the hell? As long as she was down there, He yanked his trousers and his underwear rapidly ail the way down to his ankles as the little girl moved so that she was kneeling on the floor in front of the backseat in between his parted knees. She began to kiss and lick up and down the insides of his thighs, and he began to bounce up and down anxiously on the cheeks of his ass.
The little girl kissed the backs of his thighs. She assumed because of the way he had postured himself on the small of his back that he wanted his ass orally caressed and she thought that was a very good idea. She kissed up and down at the backs of his thighs as he lifted his legs in the air. He was cooperating with her. They were in tune with each other's thinking.
She told him to tuck up in a ball, pulling his knees toward his chest. He reached up and gripped himself at the ankles to help hold him in this position. She pulled his pants and underwear completely off over his sneakers and his socks, because she could tell they were only going to get in the way. The little girl could see that the jock was gripping at his ankles so tightly that each and every one of his knuckles had turned white. She removed his socks and sneakers while he failed to offer a peep of protest. She sucked his toes.
She sucked each and every one of his toes, one at a time at first. Then she sucked them in groups of twos and threes. She used her dainty little fingers to pull his toes apart so that she could flick the tip of her tongue back and forth in between them.
The little girl began to kiss and lick up and down the backs of his thighs. She worked her mouth slowly downward toward his buttocks. But before her mouth got to the cheeks of his ass she stopped and lifted his legs one at a time so that she could flick the pointy pink tip of her tongue back and forth across the hypersensitive and super-erogenous skin at the backs of the football quarterback's knees. She then moved her mouth back down to the cheeks of his ass.
She began to kiss lightly and lick gingerly at the boy's taut ass. She bit hard at his ass cheeks. For a moment or two the teenaged hunk feared that the little girl was biting the cheeks of his ass so hard that she was going to break the skin.
She was not, in reality, biting quite that hard.
She did however, leave semi-circles of red teeth marks in his flesh. She pulled her face away from the cheeks of his ass.
The little girl placed one hand on either of the handsome football player's ass cheeks. She stroked lightly at the flesh, using the fleshy part of her fingertips. She then scratched lightly at his fanny cakes, using only the tips of her long fingernails.
The little girl began to massage the flesh. She began to knead the flesh of Ryan's ass cheeks, just as if she were kneading unrisen dough in preparation for a stint in the baker's oven.
Then the little girl turned the tips of her dainty, feminine fingers inward toward the crack of her ass, and she pushed her elbows outward so that they were pointing at opposite doors on either side of Ryan's father's LTD.
The little girl allowed the tips of her fingers to crawl right into the cleavage between Ryan's ass cheeks, and she didn't stop until the nails at the tips of her middle fingers were only a millimeter or two away from the mucous membranes at the mouth of his rectum on either side. She curled her fingers at the knuckles and pressed the tips of her fingers right into the football quarterback's ass flesh.
The little girl pressed hard enough to pucker the ass flesh deeply beneath her dainty fingertips. She then began to pull the jock's ass cheeks apart.
She did this slowly and ceremoniously, just as if she were separating the halves of a ripe and sacred fruit.
The little girl did not stop pulling apart the boy's ass cheeks until she had separated those fanny cakes as far as they could possibly go.
The little girl pulled the football player's ass cheeks apart until the skin in the cleavage was stretched taut. She pulled the ass cheeks apart so far that even some of the puckers in his ass hole were smoothed.
Then the little girl lowered her head so that her chin was against the backseat.
The little girl then parted her pouting lips and stuck out her tongue as far as she could get it. She -made her tongue pointy at the tip.
Martha placed the tip of her tongue on the very top of the crack of his ass, very close to the backseat and the small of Ryan's back, directly in between the twin dimples that indicated the location of the boy's kidneys.
She began to flick the tip of her tongue back and forth. At the same time she lifted her chin from the seat and drew her tongue upward, deeper and deeper into the crack of his ass.
Closer and closer to his asshole.
His winking nether eye.
"Yeah. Ohhhhhhhhhh. Do it. Do it. Lick it. Lick it good Martha. Lick it. Lick my asshole, ohhhhhhh Lick it. I can tell I can tell it is going to feel so good, so fucking good-pardon my french."
The little girl licked upward slowly, making him wait, and she only stopped once before she got to his bung hole. She had to pluck a short and curly ass hair from the tip of her tongue with her right thumb and forefinger.
She licked his asshole.
Slowly.
Gently.
Then eagerly.
Enthusiastically.
At first the little girl used just the tip of her tongue, but, as her laving rim-job became more eager and enthusiastic she switched to the coated part of her tongue, the flat part of her pink, wet taster.
The little girl didn't stop lapping at the boy's asshole until all of the delicious anal flavor was gone. She was still holding his ass cheeks apart as far as they could go. She then did something that the boy could not have anticipated. Martha did something at that moment that the boy could not have expected in a million years. She stiffened her tongue and made it pointy at the tip. Then she placed the tip of her tongue right on the center of the pink asterisk of the man's asshole. She began to push. The boy realized what she was going to do and he quickly communicated his approval.
"Stick it. Stick it inside. Stick your tongue inside. Stick your tongue inside my asshole. Stick your tongue deep deep deep inside my asshole," he said. He concentrated on relaxing the ring of muscle at the mouth of his rectum so it would be even easier for the cute little strawberry blonde to do what she set out to do.
His ass opened.
Her tongue entered.
She kept pushing.
She didn't stop pushing until she had pushed her tongue up his ass as far as she could get it.
She could feel the tip of her tongue pushing past his sphincter muscle and into his colon.
She pushed inside so deeply that she even managed to stimulate his prostate gland a little, just with the tip of her tongue. Her button nose was pressed directly against his huge scrotal sack.
She pushed her tongue inside him and wiggled it. She pressed against various internal, tissues with the tip of her tongue, using a variety of pressures.
"So deep," he said.
She worked her tongue in and out of his asshole sensuously.
"So hot," he said.
She pulled her tongue all the way out of his asshole slowly. She pulled the tip of her tongue out of his asshole slowest of all. She didn't want his asshole to have to slam shut on him uncomfortably. After all, that was why turds were tapered.
She licked his balls.
Sucked them.
She licked his cock.
Sucked it.
Then the boy began to jerk frantically and ail of his muscles tensed as his cock spasmed. He shot a heavy load into her mouth and she swallowed down every drop like a good girl.



Chapter 5


The little girl was walking home from school just a few days before her sixteenth birthday near the end of that spring, and she had her school books pressed to her bosom.
Martha had a creepy feeling in her stomach as she made the decision to take a short cut through the schoolyard and under the football bleachers.
Martha was only a few steps under the bleachers when she knew she had made a terrible mistake.
She was not alone.
Someone was waiting for her. It was Brutus Bataglia, the big, ugly football player who was just about the meanest guy in the whole school. He had made several sloppy passes at Martha in his day, and Martha had shut his gas off cold each and every time.
"Hey, Martha," he said. He was sitting up against a wooden barrier in the dark behind the bleachers. There was no one else around. She watched as the brutish jock rose to his feet.
"What do you want?"
"I was waiting for you."
"Why?"
"I heard you are a good time."
"Not with you."
"How Come?"
"You're mean."
"You're stuck up, that's what I think."
"Leave me alone."
"Come on, give Brutus a little action," he said.
He came toward her and grabbed her by the arm. He held her so tightly that he hurt her. She tried to pull away from him and was horrified to find that she could not. Brutus Bataglia was too strong, and Martha was too weak to release herself from his grip. The little girl felt as if she were caught in a bear trap or something.
"You're hurling me."
"So?"
"Hey, cut it out."
"Shaddup."
"What do you want?"
"You."
"You can't have me."
"Sure -I can."
"I won't let you."
"I'm not asking, I'm telling, cunt. This isn't a request, this is a command, sweetbuns."
"Please… "
"Stop whimpering and kneel before me," he said.
"Don't make me do this," she said, sounding hysterical.
"Give me a good reason why I shouldn't," he said.
"I'll scream."
"Scream and when they find you your tongue will be ripped out."
"I'll call the cops later."
"You ain't gonna call anybody."
"How come?"
"Sooner or later I would get out of jail, at which time you would be dead meat. You would be a dead cunt."
"Please, have mercy on me, Brutus," she pleaded.
"Mercy?" the mean football player asked with a laugh.
"Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes," the little girl stammered.
"I don't know the meaning of the word," he said.
"Oh, dear Lord," the little girl heard herself say.
"Face it, cunt, the Lord ain't here. Just me. Me and you," Brutus Bataglia said, curling up one corner of his mouth to create a half-smile of inward amusement.
The little girl shivered. She could feel huge tears welling in her baby blue eyes. Her tears began to spill, down over her cheekbones.
Her cheeks.
Into her mouth.
Her tears tasted salty and bitter, mostly bitter, as if they were somehow tainted by her despair and hopelessness.
The little girl's cheeks were stained by the tracks of her tears. She could feel her eyes swelling and getting red as she cried with her feeling of intense hopelessness. She was convinced that her cherry was doomed, that all of her work saving her cherry even though her body was saying, "Pop it. Pop it," was for naught.
The little girl noticed, to her dismay, that she was having ever-increasing difficulty blinking. She fund that the insides of her eyelids were feeling like they were suddenly and magically transforming into a particularly rough variety of sandpaper.
"On your knees."
"To hell with you, Brutus Bataglia," she said defiantly.
He slapped her as hard as he could right across the face six times. He slapped her three times on either side of her face. He slapped her three times with the palm of her hand and three times with the knuckles at the back of her hand. She reeled backward.
She was stunned.
Dazed.
"What are y, y-y-y-y-y-y-y-y-you going to make me d-d-d-d-do" the little girl asked.
The.boy laughed.
"Ever had cock in your mouth before, cunt" he asked.
"No way," she lied.
"Liar," he said.
He slapped her again.
"I heard about you and Ryan. Shit, cunt, I even heard about you and Mr. Busto," Brutus said, Her weeping continued, more violently now. She heaved with each sob.
"If you can suck them off, you can suck me off," he said.
"Okay," she said.
"Okay?" he asked.
"You heard me."
"Well, okay," he exclaimed happily.
In a flash the brutish jocks cock was out and she was down on her knees. There would be no preliminaries. There would be no "foreplay."
There was just going to be cocksucking. Brutus Bataglia was not the sort of boy who beat around the bush. He was in the mood to get right down to the nitty-gritty of the situation. He wanted to get right down to the meat and potatoes.
"Suck," he said.
His cock was fully erect. He had a full-fledged boner, there could be no doubt about that.
His cock was standing at attention just like a good soldier in front of his masculinity sloped loins.
The little girl quickly opened her mouth as far as she could get it. She had to open her mouth as far as she could get it if she wanted to suck the brutish football player's incredibly large tool of masculinity.
He rammed the head of his cock into her mouth and she began to suck on it. The little girl sucked on it as hard as she could… The little girl had an almost overwhelming urge to bite his cock right off with her pearly white and perfectly straight choppers.
But she didn't do it.
She was too scared.
She figured he might be able to stop her before her teeth managed to work all the way through his cock meat and if that happened the strawberry blonde knew that Brutus Bataglia would, sure and shooting', kill her right there on the spot. He would leave her bloody corpse lying right there legs akimbo in a pool of blood.
She kept sucking, and concentrated all of her attention on keeping her teeth OFF of the head of his dick.
"You little fool," the intrinsically sadistic football player said.
The little girl didn't have the slightest idea what the hulking football player was talking about, but she didn't like the sound of it.
"Did you think that I would be satisfied with having just the head of my cock sucked," the football player asked.
Martha still didn't know to what Brutus was referring, but she was liking his train of thought less and less as he proceeded.
"No way," he said. The little girl sensed his ass cheeks tensing until they were hard. The man pressed his buttocks together as tightly as he could possibly get them. "I will not be satisfied until you are sucking at the entire length of my cock."
The little girl could feel all of the blood draining from her face. She could tell that she was becoming at that instant as white as a ghost. She could feel her facial features becoming as pale as a sheet. She could feel herself getting dizzy. She could feel a fresh film of icy horror sweat covering the entire milky white surface area of her lovely, diminutive body.
"That's right, cunt. This ain't gonna be just a run of the mill blow job. Oh no, it is going to be more than that. It is going to be much much much more than that. This is going to be a full-fledged face fuck sweetheart. I know it's gonna hurt, cunt, but you better not bite me. I'll fucking pull all of the teeth out of your head one by one without using anything to kill the pain if you bite my cock when I am fucking that pretty face of yours," the football player said, and then he spat a big chunk of phlegm onto the grass beside the kneeling virgin.
The little girl tried to think of what she could do. There had to be something she could do to relieve some of the inevitable pain in her throat.
But she couldn't think of anything, no matter how hard she tried. Her brain felt as if it were traveling in a thousand "different directions.
No matter how hard the little girl tried she couldn't hold onto a single thought for more than a fraction of a second. She could feel her stream-of-consciousness being shattered by the intensity of her terror.
She tried to relax the muscles in her throat, but she quickly discovered that this didn't do a hell of a lot of good.
She was having trouble relaxing ANY part of her body, and she was having the least luck of all trying to relax the part of her that was directly under attack.
Her nostrils flared.
She made snorting sounds.
Pig-like sounds.
Then something occurred to her. She should move her knees back on the ground so that her neck was straight. She was smart enough to know that the complete violation of her gullet would be easier for both of them if her neck were straight. The football player placed his huge hands on the top of her head.
He pushed his fingers through her thick hair until he was pressing against her scalp. He allowed his fingers to creep along her skull until the tips of his long blunt fingers were down by the nape of her neck just below the base of her skull. He pressed his fingertips into the flesh at the back of her neck hard enough to hurt her.
He then turned his wrists so that his palms were covering her shell-like ears, pinning her ears to the sides of her head. He made it very difficult for the little girl to hear anything at all in this manner.
The things that the little girl could still hear sounded as if they were coming from far far away. The football player held the little girl's head so tightly that she feared he was going to crush her skull at any second as if it were the peel of a grape.
The football player held the pretty little girl's head so tightly that Martha realized, to her dismay, that she could no longer pull away from him, from his cock and balls, with her head and shoulders. The little girl realized that she could not turn her face from side to side. The only direction the little girl could move her head and shoulders was forward, toward him, and that made a lot of sense.
Forward was the only direction that Brutus Bataglia was interested in.
Brutus pushed forward.
The tip of his cock pushed into the back of her mouth, and then right down into her throat.
The little girl, just as she had expected, began to gag horribly and painfully immediately.
Tears streamed down her face. Her throat was instantly on fire with pain. She felt as if she had been stabbed in the gullet with a red hot poker. She could tell there was no way the boy was going to stop pushing forward until the entire length of his cock was down her throat. She could tell that he was going to push until his bails were resting on her chin.
She could tell that he was going to push forward until her little button nose was imbedded in the thick patch of black pubic hair above the base of the football player. When that happened the little girl would be totally unable to breathe. She was horrified to realize this.
He laughed.
He loved it.
He was being pleasured in two ways by this convulsing in her throat. For one thing, since he was intrinsically sadistic, he was pleasured just by the fact that he was hurting her.
More directly, each spasm inside her throat was squeezing and tugging at his prick. This sensation caused a rippling of sexual pleasure to course the entire length of the brutish football player's spine.
The little girl felt her nose push into his ebony bush. She could feel his scrotal sack resting, surprisingly heavily, on her chin.
He withdrew immediately, in spite of the fact that he LOVED how it felt when she was sucking at the entire length of his cock at once.
He did not want to suffocate her. As everyone knows, it's no fun fucking the face of a corpse.
He fucked her throat until she was raw, until her gagging all but stopped because of the exhaustion in her gullet.
She likened this new sexual technique she was learning to that of the skills possessed by sword-swallowers, such as those that Martha Maidier had once seen in the three-ring circus.
He fucked her face faster.
Faster still.
Harder.
Very hard.
He pulled back at the last moment, just as he was about to come. He shot his wad with just the head of his cock in her mouth. The little girl was pleased about this because it meant the come would strike her tongue and she would be able to savor the flavor of his jism.
He screamed.
He came.
She gulped.
She was pleased to find that the come had a soothing effect on her ravaged gullet tissues. She had been convinced all along that this savage face fuck was going to leave her with a terrible sore throat, but now she was no longer so sure.
Brutus's come seemed to be washing her pain away, as if by magic.



Chapter 6


Martha never told anyone what happened with Brutus Bataglia under the bleachers on that horrible day.
The strawberry blonde virgin kept the awful facts to herself for the rest of her life. For a time, the little girl didn't date anyone at all.
As a matter of fact, the little girl's next sexual encounter didn't have anything to do with dating at all.
It was several weeks later, after the beginning of summer vacation, when mommy got sick. She had something wrong with her gal bladder and she had to go into the hospital for some sort of operation.
No one talked to the little girl very much about her mother's illness.
Just judging from the expressions on everyone's faces, however, the little girl got tie impression that it had to be something serious.
Everyone was walking around with grave expressions on their faces.
The petite strawberry blonde got the impression that her mother was dying, and that no one had the courage to tell her.
While Mommy was away at the hospital the little girl was sent to stay with her Uncle Jimmy.
Uncle Jimmy, as it turned out, was a dirty old man, and it was with he that the virginal teenager had her next sexual encounter.
Ever since the little girl had her ace raped by Brutus Bataglia, she had not been feeling all that horny.
Every time she thought about sex, as a matter of fact, she started to break out in cold sweat, just as if she feared she were about to be sexually abused all over again.
But things were different once the little girl began to live with Uncle Jimmy. She liked him. He liked her. They were comfortable with one another. They were relaxed when they were together.
They could talk to one another. Their inhibitions were very low when they were sharing each other's company.
Then came the night that Uncle Jimmy broke out a few bottles of wine and asked the strawberry blonde if she would like to share them with him after dinner.
"Sure," the little girl replied, naturally enough.
And so, Martha Maidier, for the first time in her life, became drunk. She found that, in this brand new state of inebriation, that she didn't think about the horrible things that Brutus Bataglia did to her with his humongous cock.
And, the little girl could tell by the naughty expression on Uncle Jimmy's face, that he was thinking the same things she was. The little girl was wondering if she would survive her stint as Uncle Jimmy's housemate with her cherry intact.
Uncle jimmy was unmarried and lived alone. He loved sharing his house with the extraordinarily beautiful teenager. As soon as they had finished the second bottle of wine Uncle Jimmy made his move.
"Would you like to play a game with me, Martha?"
"Sure, Uncle Jimmy. What sort of a game did you have in mind?"
"An adult game," Uncle jimmy said, raising a single eyebrow.
"Ummmmm, sounds yummy. Did you know I was a virgin?" she asked.
"I always suspected as much," Uncle Jimmy said with a nod.
The expression on Uncle jimmy's face showed great understanding.
"So, you know, I couldn't go all the way," she said.
"I guess you are squeamish when it comes to incest, huh?"
"I never thought of it like that. Is this perverted or something?"
"No, pumpkin, not at all," Uncle Jimmy said in a soothing tone.
"I didn't think so. That's just one of society's silly rules, right?" The little girl inquired.
"That's right, pumpkin. We don't have to worry about rules like that when we are alone, when it is just the two of us," Uncle Jimmy exclaimed. He was breathing hard. The little girl could tell that her Uncle Jimmy was horny. She even suspected that he might be homier than she was, although that practically seemed impossible.
This talk of sex was getting the little girl al! worked up.
She could feel the hot blood of her feminine arousal pumping downward in her body, heading for her pussy.
The little girl could tell that the mucous membranes inside her cunt were rapidly approaching thorough engorgement.
The little girl could feel the little glands up inside her pussy rapidly secreting fluid.
The little girl was already making a wet spot on the crotch of her panties and Uncle jimmy had not even laid a glove on her yet.
"Know what?"
"What, pumpkin?"
"I'm drunk."
"A little tipsy, perhaps."
"No."
"Drunk?"
"Yes."
"I see."
"Let's make out."
"Upstairs," Uncle Jimmy said, and the little strawberry blonde and virginal teenager couldn't help but notice the bulge developing in the crotch of her uncle Jimmy's trousers.
Uncle Jimmy took the little girl by the hand and gave that tiny paw a squeeze. He could feel the ache in his balls getting worse when she squeezed back.
Finally the man gathered his brother's daughter up into his arms and carried her up the stairs to the master bedroom.
He held the little girl snug to his chest as he carried her up the stairs. The strawberry blonde found it difficult not to fantasize that she was in a scene straight out of GONE WITH THE WIND, as she was swept up off her feet and up the stairs into Uncle Jimmy's bedroom. Her panties were dripping with cunt juice by the time they got to the top of the stairs.
The little girl was placed on her back on the comfy bed. Uncle jimmy began to take off her clothes. The little girl wondered what it would be like to be naked with a man. For all of the fooling around she had done, she had never pressed the-entire length of her naked body against the entire length of a man's naked body before.
She knew that it was going to feel great. As a matter of fact, the pretty little girl knew that being naked with uncle jimmy was going to feel a hell of a lot better than anything she had ever felt before.
The little girl felt her shirt coming off and then her shoes and her pants. She lay sprawled on the bed in front of Uncle Jimmy wearing nothing but her wet panties. The man had no trouble seeing the wet spot in the crotch of the little girl's underwear.
The little girl could feel her pussy flesh starting to crawl around between her legs as if they had developed a mind of their own.
She could feel her inner cunt lips opening and closing rhythmically as if they wanted to suck Uncle Jimmy's cock right up in between them.
The little girl could feel her willpower growing weaker and she hoped that she would have the strength to stop Uncle Jimmy before he made his big move and tried to fuck her. Uncle Jimmy was cool. He was not about to just leap on her and try to shove his cock up her cunt. He was going to go about this delicately. He wanted to get her so worked up that, not only wouldn't she make him stop, but she would be begging him to fuck her.
This was his plan.
He underestimated the willpower of a good catholic girl.
He removed her panties. But Uncle jimmy did not toss her panties away.
Instead, the handsome man held the panties to his face, pressing the wet spot at the crotch directly against his nose. He inhaled deeply.
"You smell great," he said.
"Thank you, Uncle Jimmy, " the little girl said with a giggle of pleasure.
"I'll bet you taste good too," the handsome man said, raising a single eyebrow into a high arch. He tilted his head slightly to one side as he spoke.
The little girl found that it was impossible to keep her lower body still on the bed. She began to rock back and forth.
She shifted her weight from one ass cheek to the other and then back again. If the little girl had been wearing pants, you could have bet that there would have been ants in them.
The little girl could feel her clitoris, like the rest of her poontang, swelling to thorough engorgement. The little girl could feel her clit pushing well out from under the fleshy sheath that all but covered it when she was unaroused. Uncle jimmy then took off all of his clothes and sprawled himself at the little girl's side. He kissed her mouth. He sucked and nibbled at the little girl's lower lip. He plunged his tongue right into her mouth. He wrapped his lips around her tongue the second she stuck it out of her mouth, so he could suck on it. Uncle Jimmy sucked at the little girl's tongue harder than she had been expecting. She could feel her taster being tugged at the roots.
The little girl could feel her mouth watering.
She didn't have to swallow more frequently than usual to keep from drooling, because Uncle jimmy was sucking the spittle right up out of the little girl's mouth.
"Uncle Jimmy, what are you going to DO to me?" the little girl asked. Her face was very red. Her kisser was flushed with her hominess.
She could tell that she was turning as red as a beet because of the intense incestuous lust she was experiencing at that fantastic moment.
"I am going to go down on you, pumpkin," Uncle Jimmy said. The handsome older man ran the tip of his tongue back and forth across his lips to moisten them, He smacked his lips obscenely. He flicked the lip of his tongue back and for across the little girl's earlobe. He explored the outer shell of her ear with his tongue. Then he pushed a stiffened tongue right into the inner ear canal. The little girl could feel herself shivering violently with pleasure. She could feel the entire surface area of her body becoming covered with a thick layer of bumpy gooseflesh. The little girl could feel the little strawberry blonde hairs at the nape of her neck just below the base of her skull standing on end, just like her nipples, just like her clit, just like her Uncle Jimmy's cock He kissed and licked at the side of her neck, using his teeth to give the little girl love bites. He kissed her throat.
Her chest.
Her tits.
She moaned.
She sighed.
She began to perspire with the exertion of her lust.
He kissed her left tit exclusively at first. The little girl tried to imagine how it was going to feel when Uncle Jimmy placed the tip of his tongue directly on her pussy. She figured it had to feel more delicious than anything her imagination could possible conjure. Hell, having her tits kissed and rubbed felt better than anything her imagination had previously been able to conjure.
He kissed her tit from the base upward, spiraling his way up the mountain. Uncle Jimmy arranged his kisses so that each sensuous and incestuous oral caress was a little bit closer to the little girl's super-erect nipple than the one before. He took his time.
He moved gradually and the little girl thought it would take an eternity before uncle Jimmy got his mouth on the part of her breast where she wanted to be stimulated most of all.
Her nipple.
"Yeah," she said.
"Good?"
"Super."
"It gets better."
"How much better?"
"You are never going to forget this. I am going to make your cunt feel so good that you won't be able to live without my cock inside your cunt."
"I wouldn't be so sure about that, Uncle jimmy. I'm an old pro at saving my cherry," the little girl said, nibbling a little bit at her puffy and tingling lower lip. She wasn't sure if she believed herself, but she knew this was no time to let down her guard.
The handsome older man parted his lips and allowed the tip of his tongue to protrude from between them as far as it could go.
He concentrated on making his tongue tip as pointy as possible and then placed that pointy tip right on her erect nipple. He rolled his tongue lazily over the little girl's feminine erection, not stopping until he had covered the virgin's entire feminine erection with a thin film of his saliva. He then flicked the tip of his tongue back and forth across her nipple lightly and quickly. He steadily increased both the tempo and the pressure of his tongue's- movements, and he didn't stop until he was flicking the tip of his tongue back and forth across the little girl's hypersensitive nipple until he was flicking as hard and fast as he possible could.
"Uncle Jimmy."
"Yes?"
"Suck."
"Your tit?"
"Yes, please."
"Okay."
He sucked her nipple. There was nothing cute or subtle about the way the man sucked. He sucked her nipple as hard as he could.
He hollowed his cheeks deeply with the intense vacuum he was creating inside his oral cavity.
Uncle Jimmy kept the tip of his tongue busy at all times.
He was sucking and licking at the little girl's super-erogenous feminine erection simultaneously, much to the strawberry blonde's delight. She was grinding her back teeth together so hard that the muscles at the sides of her face were protruding. Her eyes were closed so tightly that her eyelids were wrinkled and her long strawberry blonde eyelashes were crushed desperately against her high cheekbones. She began to toss her face from side to side. The handsome older man sucked at the little girl's nipple so hard that the skin all around the nipple stretched taut.
He sucked so hard that he made her tit look a good deal pointier than usual.
He was rubbing her other tit with his hand as he sucked her nipple.
"Uncle Jimmy."
"Yes?"
"Bite."
"Softly?"
"Hard."
"Sure?"
"Make it hurt."
"Okay."
He clamped his teeth over her nipple and bit. She squealed with the delightful combination of pleasure and pain this erotic bite caused. He tugged her nipple with his coffee-stained teeth. He growled like an animal. Now it was he who was tossing his face from side to side.
His growling noises were animalistic. There was nothing remotely human about the sounds Uncle Jimmy made as he tugged and licked at her nipple. The little girl experienced a frightening moment or two when she thought her uncle had lost control. Yes, there was a moment or two when the little girl feared the man was going to tug her nipple right off the tip of her tit with his teeth. Then he released his grip on the little girl's tit and allowed the nipple to snap back into place. The little girl opened her eyes at that point and looked at the nipple that had just popped out of her uncle's steamy hot mouth.
She was astounded by what she saw. Her eyes opened so wide that the whites were visible all the way around her baby blue pupils.
She was astounded to see that her nipple had grown larger, by far, than she had ever seen it before.
She could see that her nipple was protruding a full inch from the tip of her tit. The handsome older man then repeated the whole oral pleasuring process with the other tit. He once again went all the way from gingerly licking and kissing to harsh sucking and biting. He didn't release his grip on her nipple until both of the little girl's feminine erections were once again the same length.
He kissed her belly.
Her loins.
Her soft underbelly.
Her abdomen.
Her mound.
Her inner thighs.
And then, her pussy.
The little girl could feel her uncle's fingertips on the outer lips of her pussy. He pushed his elbows outward so that they were facing at opposite walls of the bedroom. The man pulled her cunt open with his fingertips gently. He didn't stop separating her labia until her cunt looked like a slab of raw meat. He then once again stuck out his tongue as far as he could. He once again made his tongue as pointy as possible at the tip. He placed the pointy tip of his taster at the inch-long patch of mucous membrane in between the base of her cunt and her asshole and he flicked back and forth lightly and quickly. He let out a low humming sound, which communicated perfectly to the strawberry blonde how much he loved the flavor of her cunt juice. He flicked the tip of his tongue up and down the outermost portions of her pussy. He licked very close to her clit without making direct contact with her love button. She could tell that the resulting orgasm from her uncle's oral caresses was going to dwarf anything she had previously felt. She was gasping. She was breathing so hard and so fast that she looked and felt as if she were purposefully attempting to hyperventilate herself It didn't take the strawberry blonde very long at all to figure out that it felt a hell of a lot better to have her cunt eaten than it felt to diddle herself to orgasm.
The little girl could feel the tip of her uncle's tongue working up and down in between her inner and outer cunt lips. She could feel his tongue working between her inner cunt lips. She could feel his tongue on her piss hole, directly below and less than an inch away from her clit. She could feel him licking downward instead of upward.
The handsome older man pushed his tongue up under her pubic bone.
He sought penetration. Uncle Jimmy tried to shove his tongue as deep up inside the little girl's cunt as he could, but he didn't get very far.
He had penetrated only about an inch when the tip of his tongue struck the obstacle. Her cherry. He withdrew. It was time to make the little girl come. He placed the tip of his right forefinger at the very top of her pussy slash. He peeled her clitoral foreskin upward, away from her throbbing and bulging little man in the boat. He rendered her clit completely naked and vulnerable to his oral caress. The little girl's love button felt as if it were going to explode at any second because of the intense, the incredibly intense, internal pressure her little man in the boat was experiencing down there. He touched her clit with the tip of his tongue as lightly and quickly as he could. He pulled his tongue away before her orgasm had an opportunity to begin.
He knew that he didn't have to touch her clit very hard. He knew that this fiery bulb was the most sensitive part of the little girl's entire body. In spite of the fact that the little girl was touched as lightly as her uncle could touch her, she could feel a lightning bolt of pleasure shooting from the base of her spine up toward the base of her skull. The man dabbed at her clit, always pulling away from her love button before her climactic convulsions had an opportunity to begin.
Then he placed the tip of his tongue on her clit and he kept it there.
He rolled her clit in a slow sensuous circle with his tongue tip. He moved her love button in several figure eights. Then he flicked back and forth across that magic spot with the tip of his tongue. He didn't have to do that for very long at all before the massive explosions of pleasure started in the little girl's cunt.
"Coming, ohhhhh! I'M coming coming coming, coming so fucking hard. Uncle Jimmy.Gooood," the little girl screamed.
And then, just as she'd predicted, she came. Of course, we're not talking about any run-of-the-mill come, here. We're talking about a Vesuvius-like eruption the likes of which has seldom been chronicled in the annals of civilization. But, that's another story.



Chapter 7


"Uncle Jimmy, I thought the top of my head was going to come blasting off," the little girl said with a long sigh. She could feel her facial features returning to their normal color.
"I am pretty amazed at how tasty your pussy was, sweetheart. I think there was really honey inside your honeypot, pumpkin," Uncle Jimmy exclaimed, running the tip of his tongue back and forth across his lips. The little girl could see that Uncle jimmy's lower face was all wet and shiny with the juices that had spilled from her ripe fruit while he was munching on it.
"What about you, Uncle Jimmy?"
"Me?"
"You have a boner."
"I almost forgot."
"I'll bet."
"I wanna fuck."
"Uncle Jimmy. I don't do that. I'm a virgin and I want to stay that way. I want to save my cherry for, well, something special," she said.
"I'm not special?" Uncle jimmy inquired. He could feel his chin getting a little sticky as the cunt juices there began to dry off with their exposure to the flesh air of the handsome older man's bedroom. He wiped his chin clean with the back of his hand. Then, just to prove how much he loved the flavor of the little girl's pussy, he licked the back of his hand clean.
"Of course, you are, but, but, oh, I was hoping you would understand," the little girl said.
"I understand. You want to wait until you are married, right?" Uncle jimmy asked quickly.
This was not precisely true, but Martha Maidier agreed with Uncle jimmy nonetheless. She nodded and he smiled.
"We could still fuck," he said.
"I just told you, I don't want to, Uncle Jimmy. Don't you think it would be okay if I just sucked you off?" Martha asked, her usually smooth forehead furrowing so that deep creases formed across her finely plucked and feminine angular eyebrows. She inhaled deeply and caressed him lightly across his chest and across his tiny male nipples with the fleshy part of her dainty fingertips.
"What I mean is," Uncle Jimmy said. "We could fuck without popping your cherry, sweetheart."
"How?"
"You can't figure it out?" Uncle Jimmy inquired with a half-smile of inward amusement on his puffy lips. He once again arched an eyebrow. She thought and thought, but the little girl couldn't figure out what the hell her Uncle Jimmy was talking about.
"No," she said.
"I could fuck your ass," Uncle Jimmy suggested hopefully. He rolled her onto her back and placed his hands over her tits. He opened his long, thick fingers as far apart as he could get them so he could clutch her globular tit flesh in its entirety. The handsome older man positioned his hands so that the little girl's super-erect nipples were throbbing precisely against the centers of his slightly cupped palms.
"My asshole?"
"Yes."
"Wow."
"Good idea?"
"Won't it hurt?"
"No."
"How come?"
"I know how to do it."
"But my asshole is so tiny and tight, Uncle Jimmy, and your cock is so, so, so…"
"Big?"
"That's right."
"You just have to relax."
"How do I relax?"
"I'll make you relax."
"How?"
"With warm water."
"How are you going to do that?" the little girl asked.
"I am going to administer upon you an enema," Uncle jimmy said, his face filled with hope. The little girl looked at Uncle jimmy's handsome face and the hopeful expression upon it. She just couldn't say no. And she did not really want to say no, either. Uncle Jimmy was going to teach her a new way to get a man's rocks off WITHOUT having her cherry popped. Uncle Jimmy was trying to do the little girl a service. Martha Maidier realized, so who was she to say no to him?
"Okay," the strawberry blonde virgin said. lifting her head and propping the weight of her upper torso on her rather pointy elbows.
"You'll do it?" the handsome older man asked, as if he could not quite believe his ears.
"Sure."
"You'll like it, I hope."
"I know you'll be gentle, Uncle jimmy."
"I'll treat you like china."
"Ummmmm, let's go."
"To the bathroom," he said.
"I’m right behind you, Uncle Jimmy," the little girl said.
And so they left the bathroom. The little girl could see the man's cock was as hard as ever.
Uncle Jimmy's prick was still standing at attention like a good soldier in front of his masculinity sloped loins.
He had a big cock.
Long, Thick.
Hard as granite.
The little girl tried to imagine how far open her asshole would have to stretch before the head of Uncle Jimmy's cock could slip inside. She knew that her asshole was going to have to open further than it had ever opened before. She knew that the head of Uncle Jimmy's cock was certainly thicker than anything she had ever squeezed out of her pink and super-tight nether eye. The little girl was positive that she would have remembered a turd with THAT land of girth.
"Get in the tub," he said.
"Standing?" she inquired.
"That's right. Stand so that you are facing the shower nozzle," Uncle Jimmy explained.
"Okay," the little girl said. She could feel her asshole tingling. It didn't take the strawberry blonde teenager very long at all to figure out that her asshole was tingling with DESIRE.
"Good, now move your feet as far apart as you can get them in the bottom of the tub," Uncle jimmy instructed. He went to the dirty clothes hamper and flipped open the lid. He dug down into the hamper until he found what he was looking for. The enema bag.
The little girl shoved her feet apart at the bottom of the tub until her anklebones were pressed firmly against the sides of the white porcelain receptacle. She had her thighs parted at that precious moment to a perfect ninety-degree angle. Her nipples were as hard as ever. The little girl could feel her natural lubrication continuing to flow from her cunt. Her pussy juices were literally STREAMING down the insides of her finely tapered inner thighs.
"Now I would like you, to jack-knife at the waist and place the palms of your hands flat on the tiled wail in front of you. That's it. Place your palms flat. Open your fingers a little bit, gooood," Uncle Jimmy said. He carried the enema bag to the sink and rinsed it off. The little girl looked at the enema bag and she thought it looked for all the world like a hot water bag. The only difference as far as the little girl could tell was that there was a long hose dangling from the bag. She could see that there was a metallic clamp on the hose, and she correctly assumed that it was there to keep any of the water from flowing out through the enema nozzle prematurely. She could see that there was a plastic nozzle at the end of the hose designed to fit deep up inside her fanny. She could see that the plastic nozzle was a solid five inches long, plenty long enough to fit up past her sphincter muscle and into her colon. She could see that the nozzle was thickest at the tip and skinniest at the base. It was flared. She thought about this and finally figured out why it was shaped the way it was. She could tell that the thick tip was designed to push into her colon. Her asshole would squeeze tightly at the skinny base of the nozzle thus locking the thick tip inside. The little girl could tell that it would take a sharp tug to get the nozzle back out of her asshole after it was fully inserted. The man filled the bag to the brim with steamy hot water. The little girl could tell that the water was very hot because she could see the steam rising from the top of the bag.
The man attached the full bag to the overhead chrome pole, the pole that supported the plastic shower-curtain. She was ready.
For a brief moment, she thought to herself, "Is this really what my Mommy and my Daddy raised me to be doing? Perhaps I should join a convent."
But then she dismissed mat thought as a demented bit of nonsense and looked forward instead to getting her bowels bloated.



Chapter 8


"Are you ready, pumpkin?" Uncle Jimmy asked the little girl, using a comforting tone of voice. He gentle massaged the super-smooth cheeks of Martha's round ass.
"As ready as I'll ever be. Uncle jimmy," she said. The older man could tell by the tone in the little girl's voice that she was looking forward to having her bowels purged more than she was willing to admit. She shuddered as she thought about how it was going to feel when the water began to rush into her ass.
"Here we go," Uncle Jimmy exclaimed with a smile.
Uncle Jimmy dug the fingertips on his left hand right into the cleavage between the little girl's buttocks.
Martha could feel the tip of Uncle Jimmy's left middle finger touching her asshole gingerly for a moment. This brief and subtle contact alone was enough to make the strawberry blonde teenager shiver so hard she thought for a moment or two that she was going to shiver herself right out of her creamy white skin.
The man curled his left fingers at the knuckles and pressed his blunt fingertips right into the little girl's firm yet supple ass flesh.
He pressed hard enough to pucker the ass flesh.
Then Uncle Jimmy began to pull the little girl's ass cheeks open. He did this slowly, and he didn't stop until the buttocks were separated as far as they could possibly go…
The skin in the crack of her ass stretched taut, With his right hand Uncle Jimmy grabbed the base of the long rubber hose, where the hose and the enema bag's nozzle came together. He pushed the blunt tip of the nozzle right up into the cleavage between her fanny cakes.
The man slid the tip of the nozzle up and down the entire length of her ass crack.
The little girl shivered each and every time the tip of the long, oddly shaped plastic syringe made direct contact with her bung.
The little girl felt her Uncle Jimmy stop moving the nozzle up and down when it was poised right at the pink asterisk of her asshole.
"Relaxed?"
"Uh huh."
"Here we go."
"Okie-dokie."
The man snapped his wrist and drove the syringe deep into the little girl's asshole.
The little girl let out a sharp grunting noise as if the sudden violation of her asshole had somehow knocked all of the wind from her lungs.
The little girl thought it felt very good when the syringe rammed its way up past her tight sphincter into her colon.
Yet the little girl knew that this sensation was next to nothing, indeed, all but insignificant, when compared to the sensations she knew she would receive when the man did the same thing to her super-tight bung hole with his massive, rock-hard cock.
The little girl could feel the blunt tip of the nozzle push up into her soft colon while her asshole squeezed desperately at the skinnier base, just like it was supposed to.
The little girl took a deep breath and clenched her back teeth together. She was pressing the palms of her hands against the tiled wall in front of her as hard as she could, so hard, in fact, that her knuckles had whitened slightly. Her heart pounded.
Uncle Jimmy wasted no time getting things started.
The second he had the syringe inside the little girl's asshole he gave the.hose a little tug to make sure that it was locked in the way it was supposed to be and, since it was, he almost instantly removed the clamp from the hose, allowing the water to flow into the little girl's fanny.
It didn't take the little girl very long at all to figure out that the water was a hell of a lot hotter than she thought it was going to be.
Indeed, there was a frightening moment or two for the strawberry blonde when she thought the insides of her bowels were being scalded by the pumping enema water. She felt hot.
Feverish.
She perspired heavily.
Her face turned red.
Naturally enough, the little girl's first instinct was to shit the water right back out, but she knew that she had to hold back. She had to hold as much of the water as she possibly could before she allowed herself release. Uncle Jimmy explained this to Martha as the water began to flow into her ass. He told her that she should try to take all of the water inside the enema bag, so that, when she released the water at the finale of the act, Uncle Jimmy could be positive that her purging and internal cleansing had been thorough. The little girl felt as if her blood's temperature had suddenly risen about fifteen degrees.
The little girl knew that she was going to have to learn how to relax all of the muscles astride her colon while keeping her asshole intensely tensed at the same time, and she was going to have to learn how to do it fast.
The strawberry blonde could feel her bowels filling. It began to hurt. She began to feel like she had to take what was to be, by far, the wickedest shit of her life.
The little girl began to feel cramps in her lower belly.
She looked downward and she was startled by what she saw.
The little girl could see that her lower belly was beginning to protrude. She could feel horrible cramps ripping through her soft underbelly. The little girl was glad that she was already jack-knifed severely at the waist, because her cramps would have only have forced her into that position anyway. The water flowed into her slowly. Her sense of time was elongated. The enema seemed to her to he lasting a hell of a lot longer than it actually was. She whimpered.
The little girl thought she was going to explode. She could feel her knees getting shaky.
The muscles in the little girl's femininely shapely gams felt as if they were becoming increasingly weak. Indeed, the muscles in the strawberry blonde's comely legs felt as if they had suddenly and magically been transformed into stale ginger ale.
Then, after what seemed to Martha like an eternity, the bag emptied. She had managed to take all of the water inside her ass. It seemed incredible, but she had done it. She had pulled it off, and she was bloody proud of herself. She was shaking very hard. All of her muscles were tensed and the little girl knew that it was going to feel VERY VERY good when Uncle jimmy pulled the plug and allowed her to release the water. She didn't have to wait for very long for that moment. Uncle Jimmy got busy the second the bag was empty.
He stood off to one side, because he knew that the little girl was about to make a dreadful mistake.
"You may release the water now, pumpkin," Uncle Jimmy said, with a note of urgency in his baritone voice.
The little girl figured that these had to be the sweetest words she had ever heard in her entire life.
She wasted no time, needless to say, relaxing her asshole and clamping down as hard as she could on all of the muscles surrounding her colon.
Ffffrrrrraaaaappppppppp!!! The little girl ripped the loudest and wettest fart she had ever heard in her entire life. The fart was thunderous. It was so loud that it echoed off the tiled walls of her Uncle Jimmy's bathroom. Then the water began to gush from her suddenly dilated and violently blustering asshole. The water gushed out of her asshole as if she were doing a perfect imitation of Old Faithful at showtime.
She filled the tub with stained water and the room instantly began to reek with the scent of the little girl's inner bowels. Under ordinary circumstances this would have been considered a most unpleasant scent.
Ahhhhhhh, but there was nothing whatsoever ordinary about these circumstances. These circumstances were extraordinary in every sense of the word. They both rather enjoyed the scent of the little girl's ass. The release of all of that pressure inside her caused Martha near orgasmic pleasure. As the last of the water dribbled from her anus the little girl's legs finally gave out on her. She collapsed into the bottom of the white porcelain basin and rolled around making herself filthy in her own shit water. The man suppressed a laugh as he looked at her degrading and humiliating herself, debasing herself, and enjoying every minute of it.
When it was over and all of the water was out of her, she could tell that her ass was completely clean and relaxed. Her asshole was also homier than it had ever been before.
"How do you feel, sweetheart?" Uncle Jimmy inquired.
"Ummmmmmmmm, it hurt for a while, but now, oh my."
"Tell me about it, Martha," Uncle jimmy said.
"I feel like I need to be fucked in the asshole, Uncle Jimmy."
"I like your attitude," Uncle jimmy said with a laugh. "Let’s get you cleaned up."
The little girl watched through slightly teary eyes, eyes filled with tears of joy, as Uncle Jimmy pushed the plastic shower curtain inside the tab and closed it. He took the rubber enema bag off the chrome overhead pole and replaced it in the sink so he could wash it later.
Then the handsome older man turned on the shower. The little girl cleaned both herself and the tub thoroughly. She stepped out of the bathtub when she was as clean as a whistle. The man sprayed some lilac-scented air-freshener into the air of the bathroom to get rid of the aroma of the little girl's tremendous farting and shitting.
Then the handsome man led the little girl into the bedroom and told her to get on the bed, on her belly.
And she obeyed, because no matter ho much she might be afraid, she knew it was for a good cause.
Well, perhaps this would be as good a place as any to take our leave of these splendid folks, so full of family values and all. For those of you insistent on knowing how it all comes out, rest assured that Uncle Jimmy and Martha did the deed, which then sent Martha back to her father to perform a similar service for him. And they all, as it is said, lived happily ever after.
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