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Taboo Times Ten





Dog Walker


Virginia K.G. Ryder

Because I was only 10-years-old that summer, and skinny besides, my parents thought I was too young to take the job of dog walker for Mrs. Patterson's big yellow Labrador, Rockford. But with enough childish persistent on my part, and a few tears, they finally relented.
If only to teach me a lesson.
“Amber, that big dog will drag you right down the street,” my father argued, shaking his head. “But, since you insist, we'll let you try it for a couple of days.”
“Thank you, Daddy,” I told him brightly. “I'll be fine. You'll see.”
As it worked out, I was more than fine.
And not only did Rockford prove to be an exceptionally well-behaved dog for me, a regular sweetheart of a dog, it was as if he actually fell in love with me. Like, for real love. In a shockingly sexual way.
“I work long hours,” our new neighbor informed me. “So you need to walk Rockford twice each day, once in the morning and again in the afternoon.”
Mrs. Patterson was recently divorced, a statuesque blonde in her early 20's who dressed in professional outfits suitable for the law firm she worked at as a paralegal downtown. That first day, she was in a very smart business suit, a dark jacket and a matching knee-length skirt, a crisp white blouse and low heels.
She was exactly the kind of successful woman I wanted to grow up to be.
“Here's my key,” she told me. “Make yourself at home.”
And that's exactly what I did. Which, of course, led to all the weirdness.

Rockford was a happy dog, it seemed, easy to walk in spite of his large size, but he had a somewhat disconcerting habit of sniffing at my crotch or my butt whenever we were in Mrs. Patterson's bedroom. It was as if he knew that's where the fun stuff always happened; the dirty fun stuff.
Her bedroom, I mean, not in my crotch or my butt.
But, you must be wondering, what was I doing in her bedroom?
Truth be told, I was a little snoop. So, even that first morning when I'd returned from walking the big dog I made certain the front door was locked and then went straight to Mrs. Patterson's dresser.
Rockford happily followed me into her bedroom, then stayed almost on top of me while I went through her top drawers. I was in just my lightweight cotton shorts and a little tee-shirt, and it was there when he first startled me by pushing his nose into the crack of my butt from behind-burrowing his face right in there.
“Hey!” I jerked. “Rockford, no! That's not nice.”
And I pushed his head away, turning slightly as well, and he made a little snuffling noise in his throat and backed away. But he looked so crestfallen that I immediately felt bad and patted the top of his head.
It wasn't his fault after all. He was just a dog, following his natural instincts.
Anyway, it was in her second drawer, hidden under piles of her lacy underwear, that I found Mrs. Patterson's vibrator.
I swallowed hard at the sight of it, that moist little tingle I knew so well starting between my legs. Then I brought it out to better study it.
“This looks like fun,” I turned to Rockford. And I swear his deep chocolate eyes seemed to sparkle in response. “Before my big sister moved out, she used one of these on me almost every night. We both came so much, we could barely wake up in the morning…”
If that big yellow dog had any further response to my admission, my confession to lesbian-style sex with my own older sister, he didn't show it. Although he did seem particularly alert at seeing what I'd found.
I dropped down onto the edge of Mrs. Patterson's bed, still holding the vibrator. It was all black bumpy plastic, about 8” long, with a slightly curved tip. The speed control was on the bottom, a simple chrome ring that also turned it on.
I could tell it wasn't a cheap one.
“Let's just keep this between us,” I said to Rockford. And his ears perked right up, my words directed to him like that. “It'll be our little secret.”
While he stood watching me, I slipped down my shorts and panties, letting them fall down around my tennis shoes. Then I settled back on the bed on my elbows and spread my knees apart, my hairless little slit opening wetly as I did so.
His big eyes went to my pussy, and it was obvious he was about to come to me, to my pussy, actually, his overly-sensitive sniffer obviously working just fine, but a severe look from me stopped him in his tracks.
“Stay!” I told the big dog. “Just ignore me. This won't take too long.”
And I turned on the vibrator, thrilling to the sound of it, before touching just the very tip of it to my tiny clit. I jerked with a sharp little sigh at the delicious sensations instantly rippling through my crotch, my knees spreading even wider of their own accord as my heartbeat leaped into top speed.
“Oh, God!” I gasped. “I forgot what this felt like!”
And for the next minute or so I lay there on Mrs. Patterson's bed panting as I slid the tip of the vibrator up and down the length of my pussy, getting myself into high gear, as it were, before slipping the first inch of it into me.
“Ohhhh, God!” I breathed shakily, my bare inner thighs trembling. “I'm already going to come! Uhhh! Oh, God…”
And I did come, gasping with the illicit pleasure of it.
My cunt was so slick it was an easy matter to slide another inch or so of Mrs. Patterson's black vibrator up into me. I then began quickly fucking myself with it, with just those first two inches, pushing it up my pulsing cunt and opening myself up as wave after wave of that first orgasm washed over me.
It lasted a very long time, that initial climax. After, as it gradually subsided, I looked to the big dog.
He was still standing in place, watching me intently, his tongue lolling out, his clear eyes bright-as if he actually had some idea of what I was doing. And for all I knew, he did know. It was Mrs. Patterson's vibrator I was using, after all, so maybe he'd stood right there watching her use it on herself.
It made perfect sense, when I thought about it.
“I need to come again,” I told Rockford. “This thing's so great!”
It was, in fact, much stronger than the small white vibrator my sister always used on me. That'd been a simple 5” almost-toy that she'd fucked me with night after night, getting us both worked up and shaky before proceeding to the main event, which was the oral fun we also shared.
I was still a virgin, at my young age, then and now, but early gymnastic classes had opened me up down there long ago. So my little underage cunt became fair game for a variety of penis-shaped objects after my big sister showed me how: hot dogs, carrots, small shampoo bottles, even the handles of our electric toothbrushes.
“Oh, God, here I go again,” I announced to Rockford. “This thing makes me come so damn fast! Ohhhh…”
And as I came again, my overflowing juices running down into the already-slick crack of my narrow little butt, I pushed Mrs. Patterson's black vibrator still another inch or so into me. I began again fucking myself with it in a mounting frenzy, my hand almost a blur, my bare thighs repeatedly tensing with my efforts as my breathing grew even harder and faster.
“Oh, yes, yes, yes! It feels so good! Uhhhh, God…”
And in that delirious state, as my second orgasm was followed almost immediately by a third, I suddenly realized Rockford had his large head between my skinny legs and was eagerly licking the salty sheen of my oozing natural lubrication from my bare inner thigh.
With his moist tongue moving dangerously close to my little pussy!
“Rockford!” I gasped. “What are you doing…?”
But rather than stopping him, I was soon kicking off my shorts, panties and tennis shoes and putting my bare feet up on the edge of the bed. Spreading my legs even wider to give him better access, I was wide open to him.
“Oh, God, you bad dog!”
And, no surprise, not too many moments later I'd slid the vibrator up to my clit, pressing it into me there, while Rockford enthusiastically licked and lapped his way right into the center of my sopping cunt.
“This feels too good to believe!” I told him. “Don't stop, don't stop! Ohhh God, Rockford, you're killing me…good dog, good dog!”
And so, for the next half-hour or so, I lay on the edge of Mrs. Patterson's bed with my skinny legs spread wide, using Mrs. Patterson's black vibrator on my sweet young clit while Mrs. Patterson's big yellow dog licked my cunt until I was literally exhausted from too many orgasms to count.
Oh, one other thing:
After I'd had so many climaxes that my legs were too shaky to even stand up, it became obvious to me that Rockford had gotten himself into a state of excitement as well-his large reddish dog cock was sticking out from its hairy sheath, swollen and throbbing. It was the first one I'd ever seen like that.
It just wasn't something a regular 10-year-old girl ever saw.
“Are you okay, boy?” I asked him, sliding off the bed, my smooth brow knitted in concern. “Does it hurt, being so swollen up like that?”
He just looked at me with that sweet doggy face as I knelt there beside him.
And he was panting as I'd been doing earlier, clearly needing some kind of attention, so I reached out and did what any decent young pet-lover would do: I jacked him off, just as I'd seen those teen girls do to those teen boys in so many of the dirty videos my big sister had shown me online.
Of course, many of those girls used their mouths on the boy's cocks but I wasn't about to do that for Rockford! Still…
“Do you like that?” I asked him, my hand moving quickly back and forth.
His big cock was warm under my small fingers, the thick shaft of it pulsating with his apparent approval at what I was doing to him. So I did it even faster, the big yellow dog breathing harder with what I hoped was well-deserved pleasure.
Fair is fair, after all.
“Does it feel good, Rockford?”
In response, his solid doggy-dick suddenly jumped in my hand, jerking within my tight grasp as a literal river of grayish dog-semen jetted out of him. I watched in youthful amazement as his cum spurted many times, long strands of it, a huge puddle of his jism (my sister's word!) forming on the hardwood floor of Mrs. Patterson's bedroom.
“Oh, my God, I hope that doesn't leave a stain!”
Thankfully, we'd at least missed her expensive-looking throw rug.
When I finally locked up the house and went home, after cleaning everything up, my mother took one look at me and asked, “How was your first time as a dog walker, dear? Did that big dog wear you out?”
I just gave her a little smile and a nod.
“He sure did,” I admitted. “He's a real handful.”

As anyone older or wiser might expect, I could only get away for so long with my mornings and afternoons of illicit sexual relief from Rockford and Mrs. Patterson's vibrator collection. I'd found several by then, her vibrators, hidden in many places, a variety of sizes and shapes that had to be seen to be believed.
And yes, by then I was fucking myself hard and long with my favorites, always careful to wash my own sticky juices off of each one and return it to exactly where I'd found it.
Or so I thought.
Admittedly, I'd sometimes come so many times, from Rockford's eager tongue and my weapon of choice that particular day, I was often almost woozy when it was time to remember what went where.
Yet I always had enough energy to masturbate my new best friend, aiming his spurting cock into an old face towel I kept hidden in Mrs. Patterson's basement. After a couple of weeks, it was crusty and stiff with all the dog cum he'd shot into it, but as soon as he saw it he always knew it was his turn at our mutual fun.
Until:
“Amber!” Mrs. Patterson gasped, in horrified surprise, throwing open her bedroom door with a bang. “And Rockford! What are you two doing!?”
I was mortified, of course.
She'd caught us that morning in one of the more embarrassing positions.
I was on my knees on her throw rug, my bare little 10-year-old ass sticking out as I leaned over her bed with a slender red vibrator buried and buzzing away in my wetly gripping preteen cunt.
All the while with Rockford enthusiastically licking into my throbbing asshole from behind.
It was sort of a double treat for me, that 'front door-back door' thing my sister taught me, one that gave me fantastic cunt-and-anus-spasming orgasms. When I went off, it was always like I was being electrified directly through my crotch, and right into my butt, a far better sensation than it sounded like.
“Oh, no!” I cried out, in both fear and acute embarrassment. “I'm so sorry!”
But my blonde employer simply ordered, “Don't move, you little slut! I mean it, freeze right there.”
And I did, freezing in place but beginning to cry, knowing she'd tell my parents and ruin my young life for all time, yet uncertain what she planned on doing next. I mean, her slim red vibrator was still humming away inside of me and I couldn't make a move to turn it off.
“Get back, Rockford,” she commanded. “Back up!”
As the tears poured out of my eyes, I suddenly felt Mrs. Patterson's gorgeous face pressing into the hot crevice between the cheeks of my trembling young ass. Almost immediately, her hot tongue found my asshole and began licking wetly into it, exactly as Rockford had done.
“Oh, my God!” I managed, so shocked to the core it was as if I was dreaming. “Mrs. Patterson!”
“Just enjoy it,” she told me. “I knew you were a dirty little slut the first time I saw you-and that if I came home early, sooner or later I'd catch you doing something obscene with either my vibrators or my big dog…”
“Ohhh God,” I moaned then, squirming my bare ass back into her face.
She'd pushed her tongue past my twitching sphincter muscle, probing so deeply into my hot asshole it was as if she was tongue-fucking my butt. I came for about the fifth time then, Rockford's wet tongue and Mrs. Patterson's humming red vibrator earlier giving me four insanely-satisfying climaxes in a row.
“I'm coming so hard,” I groaned, my youthful pussy alive with shuddering spasms of stunning relief as I almost passed out from the pleasure of it. “Oh, God, Mrs. Patterson, please stick your tongue even farther up my asshole!”
And that's exactly what she did.

Her long slender body was flawless, as I'd already guessed, Mrs. Patterson's uptilted breasts firm with arousal. And her large pink nipples were so swollen I thought they might explode.
It was if the pointy tips were actually vibrating on their own.
“Here's what he needs,” she said throatily, meaning our favorite pet. “A nice blow-job to get him warmed up.”
And this perfectly gorgeous naked blonde goddess pulled a throw-pillow off her bed, put it underneath the big Labrador for her head, then lay down under him and took his rigid cock in her mouth.
She began sucking it wetly.
As I watched, I could see her excitement growing, which caused my own excitement to suddenly catch fire again. It looked like fun, I thought, sucking that huge cock as Rockford stood there, watching me with those big brown eyes of his.
“I want to suck him, too,” I admitted, surprising even me. “I thought about it every time I jacked him off, but I didn't have the nerve.”
Mrs. Patterson stopped for a moment, and gave me a look.
“I'll suck him until he gets close to shooting off,” she told me. “But I want to watch him come in your mouth. Will you do that for me?”
I didn't have to think long.
“Okay.”
With her full lips again wrapped around Rockford's cock, her slender hand reached up to masturbate him at the same time. I got down on my knees to see better. To watch the most professional young woman in the entire neighborhood give her large yellow dog a blow job while jacking him off at the same time.
Unreal, but highly exciting for me.
Mrs. Patterson was taking her time with the very fat dog dick she was attending to, her perfect pink tongue wetly licking at it, up and down the entire length, as Rockford stood over her.
“Amber, come around to the other side and suck Rockford's cock with me,” she suggested, breaking my reverie. “He's been a exceptionally good boy and I think he deserves it.”
“I'll say. He helped me come four times before you caught us.”
So I moved around and stretched out on the other side of the big Labrador, bringing my mouth up to his dangling cock as soon as my gorgeous employer moved her own mouth away to give me room.
Rockford jerked at my first touch, but a moment later I could feel his thick dog-penis throbbing away as I licked it wetly up and down the way Mrs. Patterson had done.
“I can't believe I'm doing this!” I marveled. “Really, I'm actually licking a big dog's cock!”
Mrs. Patterson watched me for several more fun minutes, her breathing growing slowly more ragged as her own excitement mounted, her free hand (I noticed!) soon beginning to masturbate herself slowly.
I continued sucking Rockford, my lips wrapped around that big dog-cock, feeling the pulsing aliveness coursing through his thick shaft. I truly loved it, the wrongness of it, the indecent sickness of it, the utter depravity of it, for I knew that's what it was: pure depravity.
“Let me make him come really fast,” Mrs. Patterson said.
She reached up and again began masturbating him as I sucked him, but her graceful hand moved much faster this time, her slim fingers obscenely encircling the thick shaft of his big pink dog cock.
“He'll go off really fast like this. Keep sucking him.”
And she wasn't kidding.
With my mouth still glued to the tip of Rockford's twitchy cock, he suddenly whimpered and came, a river of warm dog cum rushing into my mouth so quickly I almost choked on it.
I coughed, pulling my mouth away so I could catch my breath, and the remaining semen he ejaculated spurted into my face.
Actually, all over my face.
“I'm drowning!” I had to laugh, coughing again. “It was like trying to swallow a gallon of cum!”
“That's the fun of it,” the older woman laughed, too. “At least, to start. Now…do you want to watch him fuck me? That's even more fun…”
And I could only stare.
My God, was she serious?
I finally nodded, dying to see this svelte young professional woman fucking her dog, a sight I'd never imagined seeing in my wildest fantasies.
When Mrs. Patterson got onto her hands and knees, her shapely bare ass in the air, Rockford didn't hesitate in mounting her. His paws went easily around her slender waist, his dangling cock still astonishingly hard and lining up with her sopping-wet cunt.
“Fuck me, boy,” she crooned to him. “Sweet little Amber wants to see us do it. So she knows what to expect one day when she's ready to do it herself. Oh, yeah, there you go…!”
And, of course, before I even had my 11th birthday a month later that summer, that big gorgeous yellow dog was fucking me, too.
Virginia K.G. Ryder
Taboo Times Ten
The Fucking Machine by
Augustine Saintly
Gorgeous and wealthy young Kendra Wilson had a very real problem-she had a pussy that just wouldn't quit.
At 22-years-old, she was a genuinely beautiful tall blonde with a slim super-model figure, yet coupled with large, solidly firm breasts that could stop a freight train at a hundred yards.
Her face was flawless, a work of high-cheekbone and full-lipped art that'd been breaking hearts since she was an oversexed little 9-year-old.
Starting at that young age, she'd handed over her excessively-stimulated body to many of her young schoolmates, several of her teachers, two uncles, and as a stunningly sexy 12-year-old cheerleader, to an entire 7th-grade soccer team, complete with their adult coach, that disappeared under the radar for a so-called 'lost' Saturday night.
Finally 'found' late Sunday morning, the soccer coach claimed they'd all gotten a weird and rare case of almost fatal food poisoning at the local pizza place, which not only gave him and all the kids temporary amnesia but somehow killed the reception on all of their cell phones.
Not a particularly believable story, but no one had ever proven otherwise. And it demonstrated to what near-insane lengths the opposite sex was willing to go, seriously, to get their hands on the sexually captivating young girl.
In any case, oversexed was not a strong enough word to accurately describe Kendra Wilson.
At least, according to her therapist, a Ms. Jocelyn James, who'd been closely (perhaps too closely) working with her since she was a gorgeous teenager.
Kendra learned early on that the ever-evolving psychiatric world no longer believed that nymphomania was a real disease, preferring to call females with unnatural, always-in-full-gear sex drives 'hypersexuals.'
It basically meant having a clitoris that was always fully engorged, pulsing with anticipation and highly alert (or hyper — alert) for never-ending sexual relief.
“No matter how many times I come,” she'd told the older woman, stretched out on the therapist's couch, “I want to come again. One orgasm leads to the need for another, building as it were, to more and more of them, until I'm finally so exhausted I literally pass out.”
Of course, as appealing as Kendra was to men, she was as equally appealing to certain types of women.
“Do you often feel the need to masturbate?” Ms. James asked, taking many notes. “In inappropriate places, I mean?”
“I always feel the need to masturbate,” Kendra told her. “In every place.”
“Do you feel the need right now?”
“Yes,” Kendra admitted, suddenly ashamed. “I'm so sorry.”
“Don't be sorry,” Ms. James told her, clearing her throat. “It's normally a very natural urge. Please do it right now, and tell me what you're thinking. Exactly what you're thinking, as you do it.”
“Really?”
“Go right ahead, Kendra. It's therapy, after all.”
And as soon as the gorgeous young blonde was panting through her first of nine straight orgasms on the couch, her jeans and delicate panties down around her slim ankles, her therapist wasted no time putting her experienced hands (and eventually her mouth) on the hapless young girl's pussy.
Applying a clinical approach, as it were.
For the insurance company's money, from then on, Kendra got her sweet pussy licked and fingered and vibrated, her naked perfect body put through one panting orgasm after another, all of this within two 55-minute sessions each week with only a few words of actual therapy thrown in.
“I'm still so horny I could hoot,” Kendra announced each time, leaving the office somewhat satisfied sexually, but always needing far more. “Ms. James, I'm going to start doing gangbangs. I haven't done one in years, not since that soccer team when I was a naive little 12-year-old.”
Which instantly got Ms. James' full attention.
“That's a great idea,” her therapist advised. “A few gangbangs should take the edge off your unquenchable sex drive. If you let me know when and where, I might even join you.” She coughed politely into her hand. “Strictly for purposes of, uh, legitimate observation, you understand.”
Kendra looked to the woman.
She might have been a nymphomaniac, or a hypersexual or just a giant slut or whatever, and a natural blonde besides, but she wasn't an idiot.
“But you won't participate?” the young patient wanted to know. “You'll just observe? No fucking?”
“Well…”
And that's when Kendra decided further therapy was not for her.
So she joined the local swingers' world, finding a nice-sounding club online within driving distance, and on her 18th birthday she took on 14 young and older men at a rundown motel.
Her rampant sex drive that night became a thing of legend.
“Holy Christ!” the entire gang gasped, not once but many times in that same night-long session of seemingly endless fucking. “She just can't get enough!”
So true.
The worn-out gangbang guys had to call in reinforcements, another 10 male friends arriving at the motel at dawn to continue fucking the gorgeous girl halfway into the next afternoon.
Before she finally passed out from exhaustion.
It was more like sleep deprivation, really, because her perfectly-shaved pussy, as always, was still ready to go. But, whatever the cause, she was sleeping naked and spread-eagle (in case someone, anyone, wanted another go at her) on one of the cum-soaked king-sized beds.
“Thank God,” the president of the swinger's club announced.
Even a triple-dose of Viagra hadn't been enough to keep his substantial cock at more than half-mast after a full night of Kendra. He'd fucked her five times, the club record with or without erection pill assistance, but it was barely enough fucking to make a dent in her urgent needs.
In fact, after the fourth time, cheered on by the watching male members who were fucking her considerably less, he'd wanted no more than to crawl into a naked ball and take a long nap.
But, no such luck.
As president of the Keep on Fucking swinger's club, and seriously regretting that now ironic choice of name (which alerted Kendra to them in the first place), he managed to somehow go once more, honestly feeling his very life was on the line, his heart pounding away like a jackhammer.
He'd also gotten a bad case of pussy-burn on his poor penis, similar to rug-burn but…well, you can figure it out.
“She's fucked the entire club half to death,” the man panted. “My wife and I'll be on a vacation for the next month in Hawaii, having absolutely no sex. Not even a hand job. Here, Johnson, you're in charge.”
And as he left, he handed his second-in-command the club's keys, attached to a miniature pink vibrator/dildo.
Johnson, now in charge, looked fearfully to a fitfully snoring Kendra, her flawless naked body streaked with dried cum, her cunt leaking it and her bare ass lying in an actual pool of the stuff.
He looked down to his own overworked organ, still stiff from the miraculous little blue pills but understandably sore. In addition, his entire frame was so lacking in further energy he sagged with merely the thought of going on.
Instead, he motioned for the remaining swinger club members to silently, stealthily, sneak out of the motel room with him, lest the girl awaken and shame them some more. Once outside, he ordered them to never speak of it again.
Kendra's pussy, after all, just wouldn't quit.
Which, being a young woman of very large inherited means living in a huge penthouse at the top of an 8-story luxury building downtown, became the reason for her personalized order of a extremely expensive sex machine.
By personalized, it meant she had to fill in a lengthy questionnaire, being brutally candid, so that the machine (designed for nothing other than the all-out pleasure of mindless fucking) would best match Kendra's specialized needs.
“At last,” she thought, stuffing the filled-in questionnaire and her platinum credit card number for an outrageous sum into a large overnight envelope. “Maybe I can finally be satisfied sexually.”
And when the machine arrived at her door two weeks later, a complicated and computerized chrome contraption, outfitted with an ultra-modern control panel, plush cushions and soft glove-leather straps and stirrups, she learned it came complete with three able-bodied technicians to assemble it.
It was no surprise, of course, that throughout that long day of both work and play, all three young probable geniuses took multiple turns fucking the beautiful Kendra in every position imaginable.
After all, they'd all read her questionnaire and volunteered for her particular assignment instantly, knowing exactly what to expect. In addition, Kendra had left her oversized full-color copy of the Kama Sutra lying open on the glass coffee table for immediate reference.
It didn't take a genius to figure out what she so desperately needed.
That night, alone at last with the sex machine of her dreams, the tall willowy girl with the spectacular breasts stood silently studying it.
“Where to start?” she wondered aloud, naked and having showered thoroughly so that her first machine-fucking experience would be a fresh one. “You do look like a lot of fun.”
“Thank you, sweetheart,” a soothing male voice, that of her years-dead father, came from the machine, standing otherwise silent and awaiting her first sexual command. “I greatly appreciate your confidence in me.”
Kendra nodded slowly, not surprised.
The techs, between bouts of entering her vaginally, orally and anally, had explained the complex sex-machine's voice-activated feature. They'd programmed it, the on-board computer, from the audio on her old videotapes and DVD's, using her own beloved father's voice.
And the technicians were so well-suited to their profession, they'd shown not a single nuance of disapproval or shock at her choice of voice request.
After all, for other, often older and more jaded customers of either sex, they'd voice-programmed sons, horny underaged daughters using strap-on dildos, barking dogs of every variety, the occasional horse neighing through a massive eruption of equine semen, and once even a demon-like character named Baal.
And each voice was coupled with an equally suitable collection of vari-sized and colored dildo's.
That last one had been highly weird, for sure, the Baal deal, with a huge spiky cock attached that seemed unlikely to fit anyone even remotely human. The techs had set it up and hurriedly left without waiting to see where that one was going.
Whatever.
And better not to know.
“Do you want to fuck me, Daddy?” Kendra asked then, approaching the comfortably-cushioned narrow perch bolted to the chrome braces. She slid her hand across the soft leather surface of it. “I know I want you to.”
“That feels good,” her father's voice informed her. “Your hand on me. And, of course I want to fuck you. I haven't fucked you in a very long time.”
That was true, in the real sense as well as the fantasy she'd concocted for her new chrome and leather lover. And, exactly as the manual told her, the machine's motion detectors and touch-controlled sensors even knew when she'd lovingly stroked the plush seat.
“I used to love having your big cock in me, Daddy,” she said, reaching out for the large rubber dildo attached to the solid thrusting bar. It was approximately the same length and thickness as her own father's erect penis, constructed to her remembered specifications, even the flesh-like texture of it seeming so very real.
The main difference, then, was that the machine's version of her father's beloved cock was self-lubricating, tiny invisible dots seeping with super-slippery 'pussy juice' whenever it went to work inside an actual vagina.
There was, Kendra knew, no such thing as too much slick lubrication when it came to the delicious friction a good fucking could bestow.
“I didn't like school much,” she continued, encircling the dildo with her fingers. “But you made the 5th-grade through 10th-grade fly by for me, doing me in your Cadillac SUV or at the different motels, all those times you picked me up…”
The computerized machine was silent, as if thinking over an appropriate response, but when none was forthcoming, Kendra slipped a long, shapely bare leg over the seat and dropped her perfect bottom down onto it.
It conformed perfectly to her bare ass, cupping it in two spongy sections, as she lay back against the padded and raised seatback. She carefully slipped her feet into the leather stirrups. They were, she noted with great satisfaction, positioned in exactly the right spot for her.
Her dimpled knees were up and out, her bare inner thighs perfectly parted, her slickly wet pussy situated for maximum penetration.
“I can feel your subtle vibrations,” she told the machine. “Through the seat. It's as if you're alive.”
“I am alive,” her father's well-modulated voice told her. “Whenever your pussy needs a good fucking. It's my only reason to be.”
“Call it my cunt,” she said then. “It's dirtier and I love dirty. And I always need a good fucking.”
“So I remember, sweetheart,” the voice said. “Your cunt, then. I've always loved your cunt, in every way. I'm addicted to it, actually. The look, the smell, the taste, the feel of it tightly and wetly grabbing at my cock every time you come…”
Kendra smiled to herself, then picked up the small remote control.
She pressed the button labeled 'anal' and was pleased when an almost-silent motion beneath her split-seat smoothly slid a smaller life-like dildo up into her tightly puckered little anus.
It slid into her with a minimum of self-lubricated effort.
“I love fucking you in the ass, sweetie,” her father told her. “Tell me how much you like this.”
And a low vibrating hum caused the smaller dildo buried in her asshole to not only began slipping slowly but wetly in and out of her bare bottom, but to vibrate as well, the sensation making Kendra gasp with pleasure.
“Oh, yes, Daddy,” she crooned, swallowing hard. “I love you in my ass!”
“Can I fuck you now, Kendra?” her father asked, such real emotion and need in his voice it actually brought tears to her eyes.
It was exactly as if her own father wanted to fuck her all over again, the simple act of his merely asking that summer afternoon long ago more than enough incentive for the preteen girl to immediately pull off her panties and spread her legs for him.
“I want to fuck your perfect cunt, so damn much!” the machine said.
She smiled to herself again, then nodded.
“Of course, Daddy,” she said, looking so forward to the experience. “Fuck the living shit out of me!”
And so that's exactly what it did.
Eleven hours later, without let-up, sleep or food, Kendra had come so many times she lost count somewhere above 135. Luckily, she'd earlier thought to place a six-pack of bottled water nearby, mostly because she knew how dry her mouth often got when she fucked.
But that was it-water.
Her pussy was so swollen and overly-sensitive she'd begun climaxing over the last two hours almost nonstop, her bone-jarring orgasms often separated by less than a minute. The pistoning and vibrating self-lubricating dildos within both her anus and her vagina were giving her exquisite pleasure beyond anything she'd believed possible.
She was floating in a dreamland of pure and acute sexual build-up, followed by shockingly sudden and explosive satisfaction, repeated near-endlessly.
When earlier studying her own hypersexuality problem online, Kendra learned that the supposed record for most female orgasms in a single hour was 134. This was the fact that caused her to keep track of her climaxes on a small counter in her hand until she hit 135 (though her orgasms were over several hours, not just one), at which point she stopped counting.
And the most orgasms she'd had in a single hour topped out somewhere from 18 to 20, a number still worth noting. She was definitely a little climax machine herself.
She'd also learned of lab mice in the 1950's, the pleasure centers of their brains wired to receive numerous orgasms, that eventually starved to death-their endless climaxes were apparently preferable to even food as they repeatedly came their little brains out over a period of days.
A few years later, when those same brain experiments involving pleasure were secretly conducted on human volunteers, many of the women had multiple orgasms so intensely they often lasted over thirty minutes apiece, and were spaced apart by only a few minutes.
Barely enough time to recuperate.
Yet when the scientists in charge attempted to end the experiments, disconnecting the clearly exhausted subjects after hours of climaxing, they were met with near-violent anger and resistance.
That'd seemed almost unbelievable to Kendra at the time, but now she knew without a doubt it was true.
“I'm coming again!” she panted hoarsely, “Daddy, you're fucking me to death!”
“Not quite,” he told her. “But almost.”
“Ohhh, God, here I go again! Come in me!”
“Of course, sweetheart,” he said to her. “Oh, Kendra, sweetie, my cock's going off in your hot cunt again! I can't hold back another second! Ohhh, God, sweetie, I love coming in you so fucking much!”
And deeply within her, an ejaculation of warm sperm-like liquid squirted in several life-like spurts from the fleshy head of the pistoning dildo, the shaft of it throbbing and jerking realistically as it 'came' inside of her spasming pussy.
“I'm coming again!” she cried out. “Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me, fuck me!”
Kendra's cunt, filled to overflowing with the 'semen' pouring into her, spilled the slick liquid right back out. It covered her entire crotch, draining down into the superb crack of her butt even, the deliciously warm sensation spurring her on to another orgasm.
“Oh, GOD!” she panted, overcome with the sheer intensity of it all. “More, more, more, fuck me even more!”
The designer of the fucking machine was clearly a genius in every way, she found herself thinking, the action of the thrusting bar-and the smaller dildo screwing her in her butt still-just erratic enough to seem real.
It not only responded to her urgent voice commands of “Fuck me harder!” or “Fuck me faster!” but it varied the strokes just enough to be unpredictable.
Sometimes it gave her hard fast fucking, sometimes slower but deeper fucking, sometimes short little strokes that kept the flesh-like bulbous head of the fake cock right at the opening of her juicy cunt, driving her even wilder.
She simply could not get enough of it.
And then, unbelievably, a red light on the control panel began flashing the words 'Maintenance Needed' and her father's loving voice said, “Sweetheart, I have a meeting I've got to get to, right now-I know you'll understand.”
A failsafe, obviously built in by the technicians, possibly to prevent overheating or some such related problem.
“What!?!” she blurted out, admittedly exhausted but still wanting (needing!) to fuck just a little longer. “Daddy…!”
My God, she thought, this was exactly like real life, when her dad would take her somewhere and fuck her silly, but then have to run off due to business. And usually well before she was finished with the long string of orgasms she expected to experience with him.
He was her father, after all, and no one before or after fucked her as good or as lovingly, the very illicit nature of their sexual coupling an aspect that added terrific pleasure for her.
Another red light blinked on, 'Refill Liquid #245.'
Which had to be the semen-like substance.
Over the last hours, Kendra had asked her father to ejaculate in her cunt numerous times, too numerous, apparently. She'd even tasted it occasionally and discovered it did, amazingly, taste just like real cum, if only slightly sweeter.
High fructose corn syrup was probably an ingredient, she'd figured with genuine irritation. It was a substance she didn't approve of.
Anyway, the fucking machine was apparently completely drained of its version of cum, due to her incessant sexual demands. Unfortunately, that feature seemed realistic enough to her.
“No!” she sobbed, not believing this was happening. “Goddamn it!”
“It'll be fine,” her father's voice attempted to sooth the girl. “Sweetie, you need to let me rest and then refill…” and here a mechanical voice inserted the required substance, ”…Liquid #245.”
“Fine,” she sighed, but was still angry. “And then you'll keep fucking me?”
Her father's voice was strangely silent, and then a female voice, sounding very much like a voice-programmed secretary-type, announced, “Kendra, your father's in a very important meeting at the moment. He'll get back to you as quickly as he can. Goodbye, dear.”
And the sound of an office phone clicking dead confirmed her fears.
Her own dad, after fucking her long and hard to get all the sick pleasure he could out of her sweet little cunt for himself, had bailed on her.
It was just so unfair!
She sighed and slid limply off the soft leather seat onto the floor, her bare feet slipping out of the leather stirrups for the first time in over eleven hours. Her feet did seem sort of sore, she had to admit. And her bare ass was sort of numb, at least in a couple of spots.
Her pussy, on the other hand, was perfectly fine, swollen and soaking wet, but fine, her clitoris still tingling in that special way it had.
And then, in a gradual return to clarity as she lay there, naked and sweaty and dazed, full of robot-cum and staring up at the high ceiling of her penthouse, she realized what she'd been thinking-it was crazy!
The machine was just that, a machine, not her father at all.
A near-fantastic fucking machine, it was true, and one that she'd definitely speak to the techs about, regarding boosting the power and possibly adding a clitoral stimulator, but only a damn machine nonetheless.
And it simply needed maintenance, and a matter of refilling a vital liquid or two, before it could start fucking her again.
In other words, though, it had quit before she had.
Which caused a further realization to come to her: she'd actually out-fucked a fucking machine.
It seemed impossible, but it was true.
And what she'd always considered to be an exaggeration throughout her entire young life had finally proven to be the absolute truth all along. She smiled to herself, a flush of pride spreading warmly within her at the thought of it.
Kendra Wilson had a pussy that just wouldn't quit.
For real.



Student Sex Club


Thorn Wildman

When I started the Student Sex Club with my little sister, Margie, a sweet-tempered blonde 4th-grader two years younger than me, I never expected so many students from our elementary school would join.
The idea came to me late one spring afternoon while I was fucking her in our basement laundry room. The washer and dryer were running loudly beside us, to cover the sounds of Margie's groaning cries of illicit pleasure.
Even though both of our parents were still at work, it was an early habit we'd formed- Margie was something of a loudmouth when it came to sex.
“Fuck me harder, Justin,” she was breathing into my ear. “ Harder! ”
My 12-year-old rigid dick was pounding into her slippery little cunt with a mind all its own. If not with an actual mind, it was very much alive, at least, all youthful nerve endings, throbbing veins and such. And every quick thrust of my bare hips between her skinny legs drove my kid sister into further urgings for: more fucking, harder fucking, deeper fucking and even still faster fucking!
For a little 10-year-old, she knew exactly what she wanted.
“Ohhh, it feels so good!” she kept moaning. “Make me come again, just one more time! Uhhh! More, more! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Oh, God, Justin, I love fucking so much! I could fuck all day and night!”
See?
It was the perfect set-up down there.
Margie's bare little ass was squirming around in the large pile of laundry to be done next. We often screwed on the laundry pile so her juicy underage pussy, flowing like a tiny river, would empty itself into the dirty clothing to be soon washed.
Washed by us.
Even though every kid we knew hated doing laundry, or even picking up or throwing their dirty clothes into the hamper, we both helped out around the house any way we could.
And when I came, a small river in its own right, my narrow but thrumming dick usually spurted out more cum than Margie's bald cunt could accommodate. So doing it on the dirty laundry pile, we were assured that the backwash of my young semen-and the big sploogy mess it made when I pulled out-would also end up on the soon-to-be-washed clothes.
Good plan, right?
“Your tight pussy's sucking me off,” I panted to my sister, her slim bare thighs warmly spurring me on to even more feverish thrusts. Margie needed a really energetic fucking once she got started. “I'm gonna come real fast, sis.”
She nodded tightly, her blue eyes closed to half-slits, her breath so hot against my cheek it was like I was fucking a furnace. But a furnace with an exceptionally wet and tight young pussy.
“I need to come again,” she said, shakily.
And she began grinding her pubic bone up into me, working her tiny clit up against the base of my cock so she could come one more time. If I was going to come once, she wanted to make certain she came twice. If I came twice, she needed three times. She was like that-very competitive, sexually.
Fucking her was always like an Olympic event.
“Justin, stick your finger up my butthole.”
That always helped her come in a hurry, too, fingerfucking her overly sensitive asshole. I was already cupping the rubbery cheeks of her squirmy 10-year-old ass with both hands, but as soon as my finger found the tightly puckered opening between them, she came.
Not surprisingly, she started bucking beneath me like she had an electric wire up her ass.
“Ohhh, God,” she panted, her bare thighs gripping my hips tighter as I rode her through it. “I'm coming really good! Fuck me, Justin, keep fucking me! Ohhh, yes, yes, yes! Fuck the shit out of me!”
I admit, over the last year or so, she'd learned all the dirty talk from me.
And from the computer in my room, the Internet the best educator ever when it came to uncensored studies of sex. With our parents both working, we'd studied every aspect of sexual fun every chance we could. Usually as Margie whacked me off.
It was my computer, so I had to get something out of the deal.
Down in the laundry room, Margie's spasming pussy still wetly grabbed at my skinny dick, squeezing it repeatedly as I ejaculated into her. As always, the sensation was overwhelming for me, when my 12-year-old balls emptied themselves into the very center of my own kid sister.
“Uhhh!” I panted, fucking her even faster as multiple spurts of my warm semen filled her up. “Margie, your cunt's sucking the cum right out of me! Ohhh, God, you're such a slutty little girl! I love it!”
“I'm still coming,” she told me, her heels digging into the laundry pile as she pushed her crotch up into me. With her bare arms around my neck, she was nearly squeezing me to death. “Fuck me more! Fuck me! Don't stop, don't stop! ”
And so it went, the two of us youngsters squirming our naked sweaty bodies against one another on that pile of dirty laundry until we were finally both limp and spent and trying to catch our respective breaths.
When my cock finally slipped out from between her sprawled-open legs, a large splurt of my cum oozed wetly out of her swollen slit and got on one of my mom's good blouses.
I looked at it, studied it.
“That'll take some pre-soaking,” I told Margie. “But I think it'll be okay.”
I stood up in the laundry room, the washer finally finished as it made that chunking noise. But the dryer kept hotly going. The usual weird lint smell was in the air, mingling with the hot underage-pussy-full-of-cum smell of my little sister.
It wasn't a problem. I knew the odor would be gone before our parents got home, sometime after six or so.
Margie was still lying on her back, her eyes closed and her slender bare legs spread wide, her breathing slowly returning to normal. Her slick hairless pussy was one of the most exciting sights I'd ever seen in my young life, pink and perfect and still glistening with her wetness.
I loved looking at it. And up it.
It looked even more exciting with my semen leaking out of it, the narrow crack of her bare ass filled with whitish liquid before it slowly pooled onto the clothes.
It was, in fact, the main reason we started having sex in the first place.
After a secret afternoon of computer porn, I'd given her $5 to see her pussy. And she'd immediately shown it to me. As a skinny, precocious little 9-year-old, she just pulled her shorts and panties out in front, letting me take a really good look.
I gave her another $5 to touch it, which lasted about ten minutes before she finally slid off her shorts and panties and got down on the floor with her legs spread. She was liking it as much as I was.
“Keep touching me there,” she told me, after those first few minutes. “It's making me all shaky…”
Then, of course, one thing led to another, much of it inspired by our further afternoons looking at porn on the computer in my room.
Monkey see, monkey do, my dad always said.

From the stack of dirty laundry where she still lay sprawled wide-open, Margie opened her big blue eyes and looked up to me. Then her sweetly perfect face broke into a shy smile.
Whenever we had sex, she always got shy and nervous after she had a climax or two. It was as if she was embarrassed at what we'd done, but only had the presence of mind to realize it after she came a couple of times.
Girls.
But this time, she said to me, “Patty wants you to fuck her, too. She's all excited about it.”
I just looked down at my kid sister.
“Margie!” I said, shocked. “You told her? This is supposed to be a huge secret, what we're doing. It's worse than sex-it's incest.”
My little 4th-grade sister just shrugged.
“I was rubbing her pussy that night I stayed over, making her come, and it just sort of slipped out,” she admitted, finally getting up. “As soon as I told her, I knew I shouldn't have, but it got her crazy.”
I just shook my head.
Her best friend, Patty, was a really cute little 10-year-old in the 4th grade as well, with long dark hair and a spectacularly round-looking butt for such a youngster. It didn't surprise me that Margie was fingerfucking her, making the other girl come, because my kid sister was excited by anything that had to do with sex.
She just couldn't get enough of it.
“Patty wants me to fuck her?” I asked. “She said that?”
Margie nodded, then used a soiled pair of our mom's panties to wipe her pussy and the crack of her butt clean. After, she started pulling on her own clean underpants, then lightweight shorts and a top that we'd already washed.
“Mom said Patty can stay over tomorrow night, since it'll be Friday,” Margie said, as if she'd already planned it all. “She'll come home with me after school. Then we'll have a few hours before mom or dad get home.”
I studied my sister for a moment, amazed as always at her true nature.
Margie looked like the most innocent little girl in the entire neighborhood, at 4'6” and 79 pounds a sweet flawless angel who seemed both too naive and far too young to have the baser sexual urges she always had.
The ones that caused her to enjoy fucking so much.
“Are you gonna join us?” I asked, knowing the answer. “While I'm fucking her?”
Margie gave me a surprised look.
“I told Patty I'd lick her, to get her pussy ready,” she told me. “You're going to love her pussy-she gets crazy wet and excited. She comes like you can't believe and she's dying for you to fuck her…”
“You had me at 'pussy.'
“Funny,” she said. “And I saw that movie on TV, too.”
I started pulling my clothes on.
Then I froze, still in only my tee-shirt, and had my great thought, the one that soon became the Student Sex Club. I looked to my kid sister, studying her so thoughtfully that she finally asked, “What? Justin, what are you thinking?”
And I reached out and took her small hand in mine, which surprised her.
“Margie,” I said, seriously. “If my dick got hard again, right away, could I fuck you again?”
She looked into my own blue eyes, just as seriously, clearly trying to fathom what I was up to. But she nodded, eagerly, it seemed. And she slid her free hand down into the front of her shorts, giving her bare pussy a quick squeeze that made her smile crookedly.
“Yes, yes and yes,” she told me. “I always want to. You know that. And I'm still all wet.”
I nodded, then released her hand so I could pace in a small circle, my preferred way of thinking things out. She watched me with open curiosity, her eyes widening when I stopped back directly in front of her.
“Should I pull down my shorts?” she asked, her need for further sexual relief obvious in her voice. “Do you want to screw me doggy-style? I always like it like that. Or you can get some Vaseline and put it in my butthole…”
“Keep your pants on,” I told her. “But I like your thinking. What if…?”
And I stopped, working it out in my head.
It was so obvious, a solution to my kid sister's never-ending sexual urges and a way to make us both a little bit of money. Plus, I could get more than just Margie and Patty to fuck for me.
My idea involved many girls.
“What if what…?!” she was dying to know. “Come on, Justin, do you want to fuck me again or not?”
I glanced at the pile of dirty clothes, the residue of our recent coupling still evident. If we wanted to get those protein stains out of them, we needed to get everything into the washer right away.
Like drying egg yolks on a plate, cum required a lot of quick attention.
“Laundry first,” I told her. “Then I'll fuck you again. But, Margie, if there were, say, five boys here instead of just me, would you let all five of us fuck you? Like, one after another?”
Margie just stared at me, the thought of it, the image of it all, running through her nimble little 4th-grader's mind. Like me, she'd intently watched, bright-eyed with open fascination, all the gangbang videos we found on the Internet.
In fact, she always fucked me extra hard on those particular afternoons.
“Maybe…” she admitted carefully, her eyes sliding away from mine. I'd gotten her youthful attention all right, but I think I embarrassed her as well. “Which boys? Like older, in your grade?”
I took her narrow shoulders in both hands and gave them a squeeze.
“A mix,” I said. I knew I was on to something. “How much allowance do you get? Or do you think the kids in your grade are getting?”
“Huh?! What's that got to do with anything?”
“Just tell me.”
She cocked her pretty blonde head slightly to the side, thinking it over.
“Justin, you know what I get. Ten dollars a week, for all the help we do. The other kids are mostly getting five to ten dollars a week, too.”
It was perfect.
“If there were five boys here when Patty came over, could they all fuck her, too?” I wanted to know. “I mean, if it was like a party and I fucked her first? And she could see they were all taking turns fucking you?”
My little sister's eyes lit up at the thought.
“Ohhh, like a sex party,” she said slowly, savoring it. “That would be so great! But it'd have to be over before mom and dad got home.”
“At least an hour before,” I said. “So we could clean up.”
And Margie reached out and took my again-standing dick in her small hand. Her warm fingers made it start throbbing all over again. I was insanely excited, in many ways.
“You're all hard again,” she said with a little smile. “It's all twitchy.”
“All the better to fuck you with.”

The next afternoon, pretty little Patty walked into our living room with my kid sister Margie as soon as school was over, but to my surprise they weren't alone.
And neither was I.
The third girl with them was Patty's older sister, Becky, a slightly overweight 5th-grader with the beginning of some real boobs. They were the only real set of breasts in the entire house at that moment.
I could tell right away she'd be very popular.
Margie and Patty were flat as boards, my blonde little sister having only a sweet pair of pale pink nipples that got all pointy and sensitive whenever she was really excited sexually.
Which was almost always.
And I was certain slender Patty's chest would prove to be exactly the same. But Becky was another story, a sweet-faced 11-year-old brunette in stretchy pink shorts and a tight tee-shirt with a white bra clearly showing beneath it.
They'd all three changed into casual (meaning sexier) clothes at school, shorts and skimpy little tops, all wanting to look their best. Or their sluttiest.
Margie pushed Patty forward slightly, toward me, with a little giggle, her best friend giving me a quick nervous smile, but then looking away. She knew, and I knew, that we'd probably be the first to do anything.
The test couple, I guess.
“Hi,” Becky said first, though, looking to each of us. The boys, that is. “Margie said I could come to your party.”
I went right up to her and, surprising her, shook her hand.
“The more the merrier,” I told her, still keeping her hand in mine. “Did my sister tell you what kind of party it was?”
I saw the girl blush at my question, but she nodded with a guilty little look. Then she murmured, “A sex party.”
“Right. Have you done anything like that yet, had sex?”
Becky swallowed, but nodded again. “Using my mouth,” she admitted. “And my hand. I've made out a lot, too.”
“With just one boy?” I wanted to know, genuinely curious. “Like a boyfriend?”
She shook her head, still looking down. “Not a boyfriend. But with three different boys, one older and two younger, a few times each. I wanted to do more, but they all chickened out.”
Which got a few laughs.
“Perfect,” I said. “You're really sexy, you know?”
That seemed to surprise her. Her blush turned even brighter red.
“Thanks.”
And, of course, being politically correct, I added, “You and your sister, Patty, are both really sexy. I'm so glad Margie brought you along.”
And I very much was.
Really, I was thrilled that they'd brought Becky.
Because instead of just five of us, I'd managed to recruit eight friends of mine from school, all of us 6th-graders, making it nine excited, awkward and highly nervous 12-year-old boys.
I'd been worried about Margie and Patty taking on so many of us, well knowing that some of the boys might chicken out, but others would get so wildly excited watching the ongoing sex they'd want more than just one turn.
At my young age, I'd sometimes fucked my little sister three or four times in a single afternoon before our parents got home. Of course, always eager for more, Margie used her mouth to get me hard again and again. Sucking me, of course, but more than once even sticking her hot tongue up my asshole. She'd do whatever it took to get more sex out of a guy.
Anyway, I guess we'd know soon enough just how much fucking she really could take.
“This is not just a sex party,” I announced first, though. “It's a new club. A secret sex club for students. The Student Sex Club. All of you were chosen to be the very first members, the first secret members.”
Margie, my young partner in crime (because that's what it probably was), walked boldly into the middle of us all.
“I know some of you,” she said, looking to each boy. “When my brother says it's a secret club, he means it. We'll all get into big trouble if even one of you tells anybody else.”
I took over again.
“The first rule of Sex Club is: there is no Sex Club.”
Which got a lot of nervous laughs. Every one of us had seen Fight Club, of course, and it got the point quickly across.
I then added, “As I already told most of you, dues are $2 a week, for girls or boys, and my sister and I will decide who we invite to join. Or not. But any of you can suggest new members, and we'll all discuss it at our meetings. Is all that clear?”
One of the boys I'd brought raised his hand.
“What about the bigger kids?” he asked, a tall rangy boy named Ray. “We don't want them in here, pushing us around.”
A bunch of agreement erupted, nods and 'Right!' called out, the girls as well as the boys not wanting the trouble that older students would bring. Or maybe the girls just didn't want to compete for attention with the more-developed girls.
I couldn't tell.
I quieted them all down. And I noticed Patty was sort of casually staring at nothing, but at the same time had her dark eyes on the crotch of my jeans, wondering, I hoped, what it'd be like to get together with me.
Then she noticed that I'd noticed, bit at her lower lip and looked away.
“Let's keep the bigger kids out,” I said. “It should be 4th-grade, 5th-grade and 6th-graders only. Okay?”
Which got a lot of nods of further agreement.
“Danielle with the big boobs in our class is supposed to be, uh, real interested in sex,” another of the 6th-grade boys, Mike, brought up. “I heard she did it with three guys on the field trip last November. I'll bet she'd join.”
“Good thinking,” I agreed. “I'll talk to her at school on Monday.”
But I knew what he really meant and didn't want to say.
Danielle was the 6th-grade slut, a hot 12-year-old pass-around-pack who never said no. We'd heard she'd even screwed a few full-grown adults. But if Mike'd called her a slut or a whore in front of everybody it'd be guilt by association, or something like that, for my kid sister and her two friends.
I mean, the three girls were only here to get fucked by all of us boys, after all. So what did that make them? Not actually sluts, I liked to think, but rather…sexual adventurers. That sounded right.
Or maybe just girls who knew what they wanted and decided to get it.
“We've got about two hours,” Margie told everyone. She was being her usual bossy self, which worked well in this case. “We're using Justin's bedroom, but somebody's got to stay out here to watch for my parents. Just in case.”
The boys all looked to one another, but no one raised a hand.
I knew only a couple of them had done anything even remotely sexual before, so they were all anxious and nervous. But not one of them wanted to miss out on anything that might take place.
To help calm their nervousness, I'd earlier told each of them they could just watch if they wanted, most of them never having seen a real girl naked before. None of them wanted to miss that in my bedroom, either.
And they all were dying to see actual fucking, though I could tell they barely believed it would happen. Or really expected it. They all seemed certain something would screw our party up before the actual sex started.
Little did they know. With my oversexed 4th-grade sister and her girlfriends involved, there'd definitely be real fucking.
“We'll do fifteen minute shifts out here,” Margie suggested. “To watch outside. And whoever watches first will be the first one to fuck Becky, as soon as his time's up. She'll just do blow jobs in the bedroom, waiting.”
To which, Becky laughed.
“That sounds like fun,” she admitted.
“Let's show the boys what they're getting,” Margie said, smiling wickedly.
And my little sister suddenly pushed up the 5th-grader's tee-shirt, over her bra, then unhooked it in front so Becky's bare breasts burst free with a jiggling bounce. They were spectacular, I'll say that, especially to boys who'd never seen any bare boobs in person before.
Which would include your humble narrator.
Every boy in the living room froze, me, too, our eyes glued to Becky's sweet-looking young tits.
“Look how nice they are,” Margie said, taking one in each hand. “God, they're so big and firm! And her nipples are huge!”
That they were, the girl's pinkish-brown nipples as big as silver dollars and already stiffly pointed outward with her mounting excitement.
Becky was both blushing madly and smiling, but in no way was she trying to cover herself back up. Clearly proud of her larger-than-normal 11-year-old breasts, she just stood there as Margie felt her up.
“There's more…” my kid sister said with a suggestive smile.
And she suddenly pushed down the girl's clingy shorts and panties, right in the living room, sliding them down just far enough to show us all Becky's bare ass and her sweet cunt.
Which made Becky close her eyes tight but not make any move to hide her good parts from us.
The well-endowed 5th-grader's pussy had merely the faintest start of pubic hair, a darkish wisp of tiny, tightly coiled strands, not nearly enough to obstruct the view of her thickened and slickly wet cunt-lips.
Which were already pouting open in pure anticipation.
Margie slid a finger into Becky's pinkly glistening pussy, getting a soft little moan of surprise from the dark-haired girl in return. Then she pushed her finger in all the way and wiggled it around as we all watched, again spellbound. As she always told me, boys were so easy.
Including me, apparently.
Margie pulled her slippery finger out of Becky and showed us.
“She's totally wet,” she said. “Your dick will slide into Becky's pussy so easy!”
“I'm still a virgin,” Becky announced, opening her eyes. “But she's right-I'm wide open down there, if a catsup bottle or a hot dog's any indication…”
Needless to say, a gawky boy named Roger instantly raised his hand (the first, but only one of several). He was quickly chosen by the girl herself, and then he stood watching out the front windows while we all headed into my bedroom.

Margie and I had prepared my room well.
We'd not only closed the curtains on both windows, but taped up several black garbage bags so no outside light could get in. We'd then put two tiny night-lights into plugs on either side of the room, for minimal mood lighting.
We'd stripped my bedspread, covers and the pillows off my twin-sized bed, leaving only a top-sheet over an older mattress pad we found in the linen closet. We definitely intended to wash that sheet and the pad before my parents got home. If things went as planned, with Margie and Patty fucking side-by-side and hip-to-hip, both items would be drenched with cum and the excess lubrication of their very young cunts.
We hadn't counted on Becky showing up, but that was a good problem to deal with, not a bad one. Extra pussy was never a problem, not for a fledging sex club. And for a young girl with actual tits to show up was a fantastic surprise for a bunch of elementary school kids.
When everybody was in my bedroom and I closed the door, it was barely light enough to see. But it was also dark enough to encourage what we were about to do. I had a large bedroom, but with a dozen kids in the near-dark, there wasn't a lot of room to move about.
“Who's first?” I heard Margie ask quietly. “I know my brother's going to screw Patty, but I need one of you to start on me…”
In the dim light, I saw Margie slip off her shorts and panties, pull off her tee-shirt, then sit naked on the side of my bed. She looked so frail and skinny sitting there, but I knew it was deceptive-my kid sister had incredible energy and stamina when it came to anything sexual.
“I'm waiting,” Margie said. “With a wet pussy…”
That got the boys' attention and, shy or not, I heard several of them tearing their clothes off to get at her.
Patty gave me a look, and then a smile when I nodded, and she joined Margie, quickly stripping off her clothes in the near-dark and, her slender body entirely naked, sitting beside my sister on my bed.
I got naked in record time, then sat down next to Patty, putting my arm around her bare waist. She shivered a little at the sensation, then turned her pretty face to me and I kissed her on the mouth.
Her tongue immediately searched for mine and found it. For a little 4th-grader, she sure knew how to kiss.
“ This is what I need,” she managed to say, into my mouth, as her small hand found my erection and gently gripped it. “Margie's told me so much about your dick, I've been thinking about it every night.”
“Don't say that!” my sister blurted out next to us. “I wasn't supposed to tell.”
“She's a big blabbermouth,” I said to Patty. “But I'm glad, this time.”
While we French kissed, and Patty began slowly moving her hand up and down, jacking me off, I slid my hand up her bare thigh until I'd reached her crotch. My fingers easily found their way into her 10-year-old pussy. And to say the young girl was wet would be a major understatement.
She was entirely soaked, her crotch and her bare inner thighs already slick with her juices. And we hadn't even done anything yet! I knew right then she'd be a really great sex partner and she started breathing harder as soon as I began fingerfucking her.
Pressed against her, I swear I could even feel her heartbeat speeding up.
I also felt someone finally climb onto the bed with Margie, who lay back and pulled the boy on top of her. It was clear she didn't know who it was and didn't care. She just wanted to get started.
And we were in the way, Patty and I, my kid sister's bare feet suddenly kicking gently at us (like, “Get out of the way!”)
So I stopped kissing Patty long enough to get her onto her narrow back and up alongside Margie, the two thin naked girls lying side-by-side, as expected. Because my bed wasn't against any wall, I slid off, walked around to Patty's side, and climbed back in beside her.
And then moved on top of her, her bare thighs parting as I did so.
To my surprise, the boy with my little sister was already fully inside of her and fucking her. Like, really fucking her. I was certain it was his first time, whoever it was, but his hips were already pumping between her bare thighs.
And the sound of his cock sliding rapidly in and out of her wet cunt was getting all of us more excited by the moment.
“Ohhh, yes,” Margie began moaning, encouraging him. “And this is what I need! Fuck me! Go deep in me! Fuck me harder, fuck me harder! I wanted this so much! Do it even faster!”
My little kid sister was getting all the attention she needed. But, knowing her as I did, she would soon want even more.
Lying on top of Patty, I was ready to give her the same, but I could tell she was concerned about something.
“Where's Becky?” Patty whispered, her mouth so close to my ear her breath was hotly inside of it. “I don't want her getting bored. Or ignored.”
I pulled back to give her an incredulous look.
“Ignored?” I asked. “Are you nuts? She's gonna get her brains fucked out. Didn't you see all the boys looking at her tits?”
I could tell, though, that the dark-haired little 4th-grader lying under me was still unconvinced. I didn't get it, but:
“Hey, Becky,” I called out into the dark. “What's going on? Are you sucking any dicks while I'm fucking your sister?”
Which got a laugh from the entire room.
“I am sucking some dicks,” Becky said from somewhere, happily. “Two at the same time. Oh, wait…now it's three. But I'm saving my pussy for Roger. After he does me, I'm going to fuck every boy in here!”
More laughs. The boys I'd brought home were loving it!
“Get naked, the rest of you,” Margie called out, her breathing ragged. “Oh, God, I'm getting fucked real good here, but I want all of you, too!”
“Hey, count me in on that!” Patty added with a laugh. “If it's going to be a race, to see who gets the most sex, we'll have to keep score…”
I was lying fully on top of her, her naked body warm and growing yet warmer beneath mine.
She then spread her slim legs wider so that the length of my stiff cock was propped up, pressed tightly against her slickened cunt. Like my little sister, she had no pubic hair yet, but her faintly pulsating pink slit was seeping a copious amount of her slippery wetness.
“Can I?” I asked, into her ear. “Put my dick in you?”
The pretty 10-year-old laughed, then gave me a quick kiss on the mouth.
“Of course,” she said, with a child-like giggle. “Justin, it's a sex club and I'm here to let you fuck me.”
“What about the other guys?” I suddenly wanted to know.
“They can all fuck me,” she said straightforwardly. “Or Margie or Becky. It's like a sex race.”
And she canted her hips upward so the head of my cock was perfectly lined up with the pulsing opening of her slick pussy. She put both hands on my bare ass and pulled me forward and I felt the slippery warmth of her, inside, as the entire tip of my dick slid into her.
“That's it,” she moaned, as I pressed my throbbing cock deeper into her cunt, a slow inch at a time. And then she hotly whispered a huge secret into my ear. “I'm not a virgin, Justin, but I don't want anyone, not even your sister, to know.”
Which explained why my nearly-vibrating dick was sliding into her so smoothly, the tight wetness of her underage cunt squeezing me gently (but not stopping me) until I was buried all the way inside of her.
“So you already have a boyfriend?” I asked.
God, she was just so damn sexy and appealing and cute and I was suddenly just a little jealous. Which was insane, considering what we were doing. And that many of the boys here would be fucking her like crazy before our first sex party was done.
“Is that who you did it with?”
“No, my big brother did me,” she told me, still whispering. “He still does, just like you and Margie, except he's ten years older than me. But please don't tell. And right now, just fuck me.”
Boy, she was blunt-no wonder she was my little sister's best friend.
I kissed her mouth again, savoring the youthful sweetness of it, then started slowly pumping my hips between her bare damp thighs.
Patty knew how to fuck, all right, no hesitation on her part as she met each of my forceful thrusts with an upward thrust of her own. Her heels were digging into the bed, her young thighs gripping me, the two of us soon fucking like a well-oiled machine.
“Yes, yes, yes!” she panted, her tight pussy so wet it was sploshing warm liquid out of her with every thrust of my dick. The entire room could hear it, I knew. “Fuck me, Justin, fuck me!” she moaned. “Make me come with your cock! I want it in me, deeper! Deeper! Fuck me like the filthy slut I am!”
Oh, yeah.
It turned out that when little Patty got going, she got going!
“Fuck me, fuck me!” she kept groaning, endlessly. “Ohhhh, yes! Oh, God, my cunt's so alive! I'm melting! Uhhh! Uhhh! Fuck me, Justin, fuck me harder! We have to out-fuck your little sister!”
So it was a race.
And right beside us, no slouch in the sex department herself, my little sister was moaning and squirming with her own rampant fucking. Her cries of pleasure were so acute while the first boy's cock plowed into her, I could tell the other boys couldn't wait to get a turn on her.
Listening to her urgent sex noises was even getting me more excited, and I was in the middle of fucking her best friend, a gorgeous little girl that made all kinds of great sex noises herself!
“I'm coming!” Margie suddenly gasped. “Ohhh, God, it's so good! Fuck, yes! Fuck me flat, fuck me to death, just fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Uhhhhh!”
She was pumping from underneath like mad, her unbridled excitement and the lewd pleasure exploding within her cunt so contagious it caused the 6th-grade boy riding her to suddenly come.
Or maybe it was just her slippery cunt-hole itself, tightening up with that wet little jerky-grabby thing it always did when she climaxed.
In any case, the boy's own shuddering groans as his cum burst free from his stiff pumping cock, filling her tight underage pussy, was a clear signal to the next eager boy in line: get ready!
And that's how it went for the next two hours.
Margie got fucked ragged by one boy after another.
My 12-year-old schoolmates climbed between her eager young thighs or did her doggy-style again and again, while the overly-enthusiastic little 4th-grader showed no sign of losing interest after countless orgasms.
“Keep fucking me,” she repeatedly groaned. “I need all the sex you've got! Uhhh! Fuck me, harder, harder!”
Soon enough, they learned she loved sucking cocks, too.
So as one boy took his turn fucking her, another would put his stiff cock in her eager mouth, every now and then one of them ejaculating down her throat or all over her sweet young face.
“That was fun,” she panted, the occasional mouthful of cum running down her chin. “I love this sex club thing!”
She was soon sweaty and squirming and smeared with a variety of semen, even her blonde hair soaked with it. My little 4th-grade sister was clearly a slut and a half, no matter what I insisted on calling it.
And so was Patty, the two of them competing side-by-side to see who could take on the most boys.
Sexual adventurers, indeed. Sluts. And huge ones.
“Who's next?” both Margie or Patty took turns calling out hoarsely, neither of them willing to wait even a long moment without a boy between her thighs. “We need more fucking!”
My sweet young 10-year-old sister gave me a dirty smile when I finally climbed on top of her as soon as the last boy slid away. She was still panting, and lying in a wet spot a mile wide.
“Justin!” she laughed. “I thought you'd forgotten me.”
But she was already clamping her slick thighs around me as my again-stiff cock slid easily into her cunt.
I could feel all the cum inside of her as it squished out. Her entire body was also hotly damp with sweat from her countless orgasms, her hair, her face and even her breath smelling like semen.
“Did you fuck Patty enough?” she wanted to know. “Everybody's doing her.”
“So I can see,” I said. “And I fucked her plenty.”
Margie turned her sweet face to the side, just about kissing Patty's cum-streaked cheek because they were lying so closely together.
No surprise, another boy was on top of the dark-haired girl, cradled between her sweaty thighs and pushing his cock into her with a rapid tempo that got even faster with every stroke.
He looked to me and it was 'Billy Goat' Budd, a nickname but an apt one: as only a 6th-grader, he'd head-butted a much larger and older high school boy in a vicious fight, winning instantly.
Ever since then, the entire elementary school was afraid of him, but he was a good friend of mine, a nice kid if you didn't piss him off. Ever.
Which I never would.
I smiled widely to him, me fucking my own sister while he fucked her best friend, and he smiled back. He'd owe me for this, I knew, and that's exactly what I wanted: the toughest kid in our school as my buddy.
Little squirmy Patty was moaning loudly and urging him on with a string of filthy words that had to do with her cunt, her asshole, his cock, everybody else's cock, loads of cum and, oddly, even piss.
That girl could give a statue a hard on.
Margie asked, “Patty, are you getting enough sex?”
After that first fuck of mine with Patty, and again for a second go at her after four or five other boys fucked her, I'd watched her and my kid sister take so much fucking I thought it'd kill them.
But it didn't.
In fact, no matter how much they got, they each wanted more. They were like the girls on the Internet, the gangbang girls, but much younger.
“Patty!” my sister asked again. “Are you fucking enough?”
“God, yes,” Patty finally answered her. “This is so great! I've never had so many orgasms! We have to do this again! I'm loving it!”
And Patty was loving it, the skinny dark-haired girl like a sex machine, her wet cunt taking one stiff cock after another until she was so filled with spurting cum it was literally pouring out of her pussy onto my bed.
My entire bedroom was roasting with the heat of so many naked young bodies doing so many filthy sexual things, and it smelled like cum and sweat and, well, tuna fish, believe it or not.
I guess that cliche was true.
And Patty's well-endowed sister Becky was going to town as well.
As soon as another boy took Roger's place as our watch-guard, he'd walked in and discovered a very eager 5th-grade girl, Becky, aroused beyond belief by sucking so many dicks as a warm-up.
She'd pulled him down on top of her on my loop rug, then immediately took his cock into her slickened pussy.
The whole room listened to them fucking, Becky's groans even louder than my own sister's, her filthy urgings for the boy to fuck her cunt harder and deeper and faster getting everyone's attention.
Needless to say, she got all the sex she wanted, my turn at fucking her on the loop rug probably her fourth or fifth of that late afternoon. And her hot 5th-grader's pussy was so wet and juicy and tight, it literally squeezed the cum right out of my dick the second she came.
Anyway…
When five o'clock suddenly rolled around, my alarm clock signaling the end of our first sex party, my sister and I jumped up in near-panic, turned on the lights and got everybody rushing around with us.
It was then, with only an hour or so left before our parents got home, that we realized there was a lot more mess to clean up than we'd planned for.
“Your sheet and mattress pad are soaking wet,” Margie said, hurriedly stripping it off the bed. “And it all leaked through, so even your mattress is soaked with cum! And your rug! And somebody fucked on your pillows, so they're soaked, too.”
Becky, it turned out, had used every available surface in the dark to fuck or suck on, including my desk chair, her pussy spilling not only her own overflowing juices but a trail of cum wherever she went.
I just shook my head.
All of the kids were kind of shuffling around, a little embarrassed at their various stages of nudity when the lights came on, but I managed to get their attention by clapping my hands loudly.
“Hey, gang,” I said to them, proud of what my kid sister and I had accomplished so quickly, but nonetheless worried about what'd happen if we got caught. “Please listen up.”
And as soon as I had their attention:
“This will seem like you're home with your parents, because I'm telling you, not asking you, and I apologize, but 'Billy Goat' Budd will back me up on this, I know.”
I glanced to him. “Right?”
“Right.”
“So the second rule of Sex Club is: laundry, and a lot of it.”
So it wasn't all just sex and games. But it was definitely worth it.
And Margie told me, “At our next sex party, I want to take one boy's dick in my pussy, one in my mouth and one in my asshole at the same time. I'm pretty sure I could handle it.”
To which Patty laughed and said, “Count me in for that!”
“Me, too,” Becky raised her hand. “I'd try it. But I think we're going to need some more boys. I know some good-looking 5th grader guys who would probably love to fuck us all.”
“Then we need some more girls, too,” 12-year-old Mike suggested. “Danielle with the big boobs probably knows some sex-crazed young girls, just like her…”
“Excellent,” was what I said. “Perfect.”
Because something I'd said earlier, just throwing it out there, was suddenly all I could think of.
It was a simple term I remembered hearing in one class or another, or on the Internet, or from somewhere, but it suddenly made perfect sense to me, the motto for all time, and the rule that was more important than the other rules we'd ever put together for our start-up little club.
Rule number three for Sex Club: the more the merrier.
We were on our way, all right.



Daddy's Best Friends


R.W. Finch

I'm not really a tomboy, but I've always loved fishing. Especially up at our cottage on Clear Lake. My mom hated the place, so mostly it was my dad and me and his friends, Jack and Ray, who'd go up.
I loved it.
I only had two more weeks of the 5th-grade before summer and we all headed up for the weekend on Friday afternoon. As soon as we'd unpacked, though, my father got an emergency call and had to go right back to his office. This happened about once a week at his company, always some kind of urgent problem that apparently only my father could fix.
“Amber, do you want to ride back with me or stay fishing with Jack and Ray?” my dad asked. I loved my dad, but there was no way I was leaving. “If you stay,” he went on, “I'll come back on Sunday morning so I can get some fishing in before we all have to head back.”
“You know I'm staying,” I laughed. “Jack and Ray can protect me from any wild animals.”
At 11-years old, I was only 4'10” and 89 skinny pounds, and it was unlikely there was anything outside bigger than a raccoon to be scared of, but being protected by my dad's two best friends sounded like a great idea to me.
In truth, I had a giant crush on both of them.
“I'll be fine,” I said.
“Right,” my dad nodded. And to them, he said, half-kidding, “Just don't let her drink any more beer.”
Ray had given me several sips of his beer a few weeks earlier and none of us had heard the end of it yet. I didn't even like the taste, to be honest, but it'd made my head spin in an oddly fun way.
Anyway, I knew my dad was just being my dad, looking out for me like that.
“Daddy, I'll stick with cranberry juice,” I promised.
He just gave me a look.
Like I said, I'd always had a schoolgirl's crush on Jack and Ray and I flirted like crazy with both of them, mostly right out in the open, which my father always took for youthful playfulness.
Of course, he was wrong-I was a lot more mature, sexually, than he imagined, and would willingly have made out with either one of his friends.
I masturbated every night thinking about one or the other doing the filthiest things to me, at least doing whatever I could imagine at that young age. Or sometimes I fantasized about both of them, like in the sex videos my girlfriends and I'd sneak looks at on the Internet.
Jack and Ray taking turns on me, I mean.
So that's where my little head was at.
“Okay,” my dad finally nodded, heading out the door. “You guys take good care of my little princess…”
“Got it,” Jack waved. “You'll get her back in one piece.”
Ray waved too, but he was already disappearing through the kitchen doorway for another beer. He was always in the mood for another beer. Yet he never seemed at all drunk.
Of course, maybe I'd just never seen him sober, so couldn't tell.
I was in skimpy cotton shorts and a little halter top with no bra, having no real boobs to be hiding, anyway. And I kept flirting like crazy, all the rest of Friday afternoon, both out on the lake in our pontoon boat and back on shore.
My shorts were not only skimpy, they were those little clingy ones, the kind with a seam up the middle that separated the cheeks of a girl's butt. And I made certain to show myself to best advantage. Especially on the pontoon boat, where I did a lot of bending over and stretching for things like the tackle box or the bait.
I guess I was practicing my emerging feminine wiles. And measuring my own sexual charms at the same time.
“Were you staring at my butt?” I accused Jack at one point, straightening with a wriggling worm in my hand. I didn't have any real breasts yet, but I knew my clingy shorts showed off my firmly rounded little ass to perfection. “Or just trying to see up my shorts?”
“You're insane,” Jack laughed. “Little girl, that worm you're holding has a better butt than you do.”
I gave him a pouty look.
“That's because you haven't seen it up close,” I told him. “Or with my shorts off.”
Ray looked over at that, then just shook his head.
“Keep fishing,” Jack told me, looking away. But I could tell he was smiling. “Your father doesn't want us looking at your butt, anyway.”
“Like I'd tell him,” I said, putting the worm on my hook. “Whatever happens on the boat, stays on the boat. Except when one of you pees off the side, thinking no one can see-some old lady on shore's probably getting all worked up watching your wieners through binoculars.”
“That's funny,” Ray said.
“Thanks,” I told him. “I try to be.”
“Wieners,” Jack laughed. “Is that what kids your age call them?”
I just shrugged my narrow shoulders.
“I could tell you what we really call them,” I told him. “But then you'd have to wash my mouth out with soap. That's what my dad always says if I use a dirty word, like cock…”
“Damn,” Ray laughed. “Amber, you really are a funny kid.”
“Thanks again,” I nodded. “I appreciate your appreciation.”
“But you really shouldn't use a word like that.”
“I know. Sorry.”
Ray was a great guy, after all, and I'd nightly imagined doing some great dirty stuff with him, too, but I'd still always liked Jack best.
Jack was in his late 30's, like my dad, about six feet tall and handsome, in a rugged way. He was married and he didn't say much, but I could always tell that he liked me, especially whenever we wrestled around. By that I mean: I could tell by the bulge in his jeans.
That was mostly when my dad wasn't around and I'd just jump right on top of Jack, landing in his lap or on his back, hanging onto him while we both laughed like crazy. He always called me a 'spider monkey' as he tried getting free of me.
And I always ended up breathing hard.
Of course, during our playful wrestling, I was always sure to wrap my skinny legs around one of his, sort of humping his leg and somehow pressing my elbow or my knee or my forearm into his crotch, accidentally on purpose. I'd felt the shifting hardness of his erection through his pants more than once.
But I'd always apologize with an embarrassed little laugh, and grab onto him in a more appropriate place.
“You're impossible!” he'd laugh, trying to pry me loose, his hands often ending up on my little butt or even between my legs as I squirmed and held on for dear life. “Oops, sorry, Amber!”
“Don't touch me there!” I'd laugh right back. “That's one of my good spots-you're getting me all excited.”
And my panties would be thoroughly soaked in the crotch by then.
“Are you going to leave your wife and marry my when I turn 16?” I'd always ask him, giving him a look that meant I was kidding, but maybe not so much. “I think I'd make a great wife.”
He'd give me a look, but usually ask, “Amber, why would you be a great wife? Are you a good cook?”
“You know I'm not,” I laughed. “I mean in the bedroom.”
“Making the bed?”
“No. You know.”
“I don't know,” he'd insist, like daring me to say it. His gray eyes would be smiling at me. “Sweeping and dusting in the bedroom, you mean?”
Pure shyness on my part always caused me to break up giggling and never quite answer, both of us kidding each other that way but knowing exactly what we really meant: sex.
Just good clean sex, between a fully grown man and a little schoolgirl who thought about it constantly. Dreamed of it, even. Fingerfucked herself over it.
And always wanted it.
At the cottage that late afternoon, after we got back from fishing, and having the same back-and-forth kidding conversation with Jack about why I'd be a great wife, I looked around first.
To make sure Ray couldn't overhear.
And then-with a burst of sheer nerve-I said it.
“Not sweeping or dusting. Fucking.”
And Jack just about had a heart attack right in front of my eyes, the shock on his face almost comical. It was as if the world stopped spinning for him right then, a huge dead spot opening in place of the life we were both so easily living only a moment before.
A black hole, actually, that he could easily fall into with horrible consequences if he wasn't super-careful.
I'd stunned him that much.
“Amber!”
“Didn't you think I knew that word?” I asked him, all little-girl innocent. “Fucking? Or knew how to do it?”
He just shook his head.
“Amber, you're a sweet young virgin and you know it,” he said to me. “No way a kid your age has done that.”
I just shrugged and looked away, without really answering. But then Ray walked in, killing that particular line of conversation. He, of course, had another cold can of beer in his hand.
“Hey,” he said, looking to each of us. “You both look guilty.”
I laughed.
“Jack told me a dirty joke,” I said. “With the word fucking in it-”
“What?!” Ray looked shocked. He'd never heard me use that word either and couldn't believe Jack would say it in front of me. “Jesus, Jack, she's just a kid-she's still in elementary school, in the 5th-grade.”
“I'll be a 6th-grader,” I corrected him. “In the fall. And I did already say cock in front of you both.”
“Right. But you're still just a kid.”
Ray was good-looking, too, a little shorter and heavier than Jack, and a lot more talkative. But Jack was ready to defend himself. He gave me a dirty look, then turned back to his friend.
“I'm not an idiot,” Jack told him. “Amber said it, not me.”
“No, she didn't.”
“She did. I swear, Ray, she said fucking, just like that.”
And he snapped his fingers, as if to demonstrate how easily I'd said it. That worst of all dirty words. Except for maybe cunt. In any case, I was highly amused at their argument by then.
“You guys!” I laughed. “I may be a stupid little kid, but I know what fucking is-a girl in my grade already got pregnant. A girl my age, named Mary.”
That shut them both up.
“Seriously?” Jack asked me. “Man, that's messed up.”
I nodded in agreement.
“It sure is,” I said. Then looked to both of them. “All the girls in my class know how to not get pregnant, so it was stupid on Mary's part.”
“Right,” Ray nodded. “Just don't do sex.”
I exhaled slowly, like I was dealing with a couple of idiots. “No, Ray, I mean having sex, fucking, but not getting pregnant.”
They both looked to me then, shocked all over again but clearly intrigued by the direction the conversation was heading-and uncertain whether to pursue it. After all, Ray was right. I was just a little kid, still in elementary school.
And my father was their best friend.
But, finally, taking another sip of beer, Ray asked, “Okay, so how do girls in your class have sex but not get pregnant? In case I ever meet a girl in your class.”
And he looked to Jack with a smirk, his idea of being hilarious.
“Ray, you're not as funny as you think,” I told him. “There's another girl in my class who had sex with two of our teachers, a man and a woman teacher, both just as old as you are.”
They got very quiet at that.
“You're lying,” Jack finally said. “You're making up stuff to shock us. I know you, Amber-you think it's real funny.”
“I'm serious,” I told him, then looked to them both. “They'd take her into the teacher's lounge after everybody was gone. And they'd both use their mouths on her, and she'd do it to them.”
“This is crazy,” Jack said. “A little 5th-grader?”
Ray waved for him to just listen, but I nodded: yes, a little 5th-grader.
“And while the woman teacher licked her in front, between her legs, the man teacher screwed her, fucked her, in her asshole-so she wouldn't get pregnant. That's how the girls in my grade do it.”
They were both stunned into silence, clearly disturbed by the story I'd just told them, an absolutely true one, by the way. About me, of course. I folded my arms in front of me and nodded, as if I'd just proved I was no little liar.
To be certain they knew it, though, I added a final touch.
“Mary got pregnant because she used her… pussy for sex, instead of her butthole, the way the smarter girls do.”
“Jesus Christ,” Jack breathed. “This is unbelievable.”
Ray was nodding, yet still drinking his beer.
“Jack, we need to tell somebody,” he finally said. “About those two teachers, doing that to the little girl…”
I suddenly realized I'd said far too much.
“No!” I told them. “I promised her I'd never tell. And she really liked doing it. In fact, she told me she loved it. They made her have one orgasm after another.”
“Amber,” Jack started, as serious as I'd ever seen him. “You have to tell us who it is, so we can report it. It's just not right-”
But I was shaking my head.
“No, no, no,” I said. “She's one of my best friends. And she's no little virgin-she's been with almost every boy in our class, using her mouth, too. Plus, I know she got the teachers to do it to her, not the other way around.”
“That can't be true,” Jack insisted. “But it doesn't matter who started it-”
“It does matter,” I insisted right back. “Anyway, I'll never tell, so we should just talk about something else. Like, are we going to be drinking any beer tonight? I don't like the taste, but I like the way it made me feel…and if I drink enough, maybe I'll slip and tell you her name.”
And Jack and Ray exchanged a look at that. One I really couldn't read.

Much later that night, after dark, they did let me drink beer with them.
And they did try to get me talking again, about all the sex stuff going on at my school, still trying, I was certain, to get the girl's name.
Without realizing-it was mine.
“I still can't believe girls in your grade do anal sex,” Jack started, sitting across from me in one of the two recliners. I was cross-legged on the couch, sipping slowly at my first can of beer. Almost half of it was already gone. “It's too far out there to be real,” he added.
“I feel a little wobbly,” I admitted, holding up my beer.
I was still in my clingy shorts and halter top, barefooted, and I was sitting back in a way that gave both Jack and Ray, sitting in the other recliner, a very good view of my gently bulging crotch.
Unless I was mistaken, they both were taking secret little looks at it.
Whether it was the drinking or my sexually-charged stories, I couldn't tell, but the atmosphere in the cottage had definitely changed.
And, having gotten rid of my panties an hour or so before, my clingy shorts clearly showed the not-so-subtle indentation of my slit, the darkening moist spot at the bottom of it becoming slowly more obvious.
Displaying myself that way was getting me increasingly more excited. And exceptionally wet.
“What were we talking about again?” I asked, a little fuzzy. “Anal sex? Or was it about all the blow jobs the 5th-grader girls hand out?”
“Those little girls do blow jobs, too?” Ray wanted to know. “Goddamn it, I sure went to the wrong school at the wrong time!”
I just laughed.
“Not all the girls,” I clarified. “But more than you'd believe. If a girl likes a boy, she'll suck him off without a second thought.”
Jack took a long sip of his beer.
“Suck his wiener, you mean?” he asked with a smile.
“His cock,” I corrected. “His dick. Either one. Most of the girls really like sucking a boy's cock, even when he goes off while she's doing it. Then she brags about it forever, that she made him come in her mouth.”
I guess I was rambling.
Ray wanted to know, “So the girl doing the teacher-she sucks all the boys whenever, and lets boys screw her in her ass, too?”
I had to think about how to answer.
“She loves doing it,” I told them. “Even with boys she doesn't like all that much. She loves giving out blow jobs and getting screwed in the butt. She just loves guy's cocks, in her mouth or wherever. We all do.”
And that's when it got so quiet I could actually hear the crickets outside and it wasn't even the middle of the night yet. There might've been one lonely cricket out there. But I could hear him.
I could also hear Jack's breath sort of catch in his throat.
“Amber!” he half sat up, out of his recliner. “You do all that stuff, too?”
I just looked to him as if I suddenly didn't understand, as if I was a little too drunk to know what he'd asked or, more importantly, what I'd just admitted to. I shrugged with a nervous little laugh, than took a bigger sip of my beer.
“I know where my dad keeps his secret porn,” I told them, instead of admitting anything further. “Let's get it out. It always gets me all crazy. Wow, my head is spinning!”
It was Ray's turn to be shocked.
“Amber, you look at your father's porn collection?”
I nodded with a silly little grin.
“It makes me all tingly in my good parts,” I said. “Then I have to squeeze myself at night until I have an orgasm. My pussy. It's the only way I can go to sleep-”
My God, I was spilling my guts, as they say.
“This is getting way too weird,” Jack said slowly, and closed his eyes. “Maybe it's all just a dream.”
“It does seem like a dream,” Ray agreed. “We're talking dirty with a little 11-year-old girl who gives out blow jobs, gets screwed in the butt and masturbates looking at her dad's porn. Unreal.”
I shook my head, definitely feeling the effect of the beer.
“No, it's real,” I told them.
Yet ironically I was feeling very dreamy and unreal indeed.
“And to prove it,” I went on, “I'll give one of you a blow job while the other one screws me in my ass-and then you can change places. I don't mind tasting my own butt on a dick. I've done it before. But first, let's look at my dad's porn collection to really get me going.”
And I took another sip of beer.
I guess I was done being shy about it.

My father's hidden porn collection was a stack of old but full-color Color Climax fuck magazines and a lot of Polaroid pictures of women and men in every sort of sexual position imaginable. I'd found the entire stash under a couple of loose floorboards a year or so earlier, but I'd kept it to myself.
My mother or father wasn't in any of the pictures, so I figured he must have bought them from somewhere because they were very professional.
It'd gotten a little awkward that night, after my blunt offer to Jack and Ray, though I could tell they knew it was genuine enough. Still, after I brought out the porn collection, we all sat at the kitchen table and spread everything out, each of us a comfortable distance from the others.
Like I said, awkward. For them, mostly.
But I was starting my second can of beer, so I was pretty relaxed myself about the whole thing.
“Which of these pictures get you the most excited?” Jack wanted to know.
I shrugged with a sly little smile and pushed one of the fuck magazines to him, open to a brightly colored spread with two men screwing a girl in her pussy and her asshole at the same time.
Their cocks were huge and shiny with the girl's juices.
“Two guys on one girl always makes me excited,” I said, with a quick look at each of them. “I think it looks like so much fun. I also like the ones where the guy's cum shoots out, the more the better.”
Ray had been quietly studying the pictures, looking down for the longest time, but he finally looked up and over to me. He cleared his throat, suddenly seeming to be very nervous about our surprising and unexpected situation.
“Have you done many of these things with boys yet?” he wanted to know. “From what you said earlier, I'm thinking you have.”
I nodded finally.
“A lot of boys like me, even older boys,” I admitted. “So I suck them, sometimes because I like them back, but mostly because it's fun. My girlfriends all do it, too. It's just not a big deal to us.”
Ray slowly shook his head.
“I still can't believe it,” he said slowly. “You're the sweetest little kid we ever knew and you're doing all this sex stuff already. It doesn't seem real. And your dad would have a heart attack if he knew.”
“No kidding,” Jack threw in.
I just shrugged again.
“So let's not tell him,” I said. “I've been making myself come since I was even younger and the first time a boy screwed me in my butt, I had an orgasm because he kept squeezing my pussy, too.”
“Jesus…” Jack breathed. “You're an 11-year-old adult.”
I just laughed.
“That's perfect,” I told him. “Think of me that way while you fuck me in the ass. And, by the way, here's my pussy.”
So I stood up beside the table, pushed my shorts down, and showed them.

I was back to sitting on the couch but was naked from the waist down, my bare feet on the carpeted floor and my skinny legs spread apart.
My little cunt was very, very wet, dripping even, the merest hint of my brand new pubic hair just fine (almost invisible) tiny curls at the very top of my pink slit. My clit had always been prominent, and was even more so at the moment, the acutely-sensitive little bead peeking out from beneath the slick fold of flesh protecting it.
I was so sexually aroused I could barely breathe, my heartbeat growing steadily quicker, my entire young body trembling.
Jack was in front of me, kneeling between my bare thighs.
He put his hands on my narrow shoulders and gently pulled me forward, then kissed me, a grown-up kiss, his tongue finding mine easily enough when I didn't resist. We kissed until we were both breathing even harder and a little shakier.
He then pulled away from me, dropped down and began kissing my bare inner thighs. His hands spread my legs wider apart and made me tingle with even more mounting excitement.
I was just about crazed with everything going on.
“Lick my pussy, Jack,” I urged him. “Make me come with your mouth.”
He gave me a crooked smile, then obliged, licking his way right into my wet pussy, while I squirmed all over the place. I scooted my bare butt forward on the couch, right to the edge of the cushion, so he could get at me better, while his tongue probed deeply into my tight 11-year-old cunt.
And then he licked up and down my slit.
“You taste so young,” he laughed. “Your pussy's so sweet!”
“I am young,” I told him. “And sweet.”
And he then fastened his lips onto my clit, sucking at me gently until I was panting and working my hips in a short little jerky circle. I was soon so close to getting that first orgasm of the night I was swallowing hard and breathing yet harder.
“Oh, Jack!” I moaned, my pussy so filled with juicy lubrication it was almost gushing. “Yes, yes, like that! Keep sucking on my clit! I love it so much!”
When I came, he worked his finger up my puckered little asshole, probing into me back there, and I came almost immediately again at that sensation, two orgasms in a quick row.
I'd used my little asshole for so much sex over the last two years, I could come with any attention at all back there. And getting it from one of my father's best friends, who I'd so often masturbated over, was a real added treat to me.
And it was great fun knowing Ray was watching the entire time, as if Jack and I were putting on an actual porno video for him, except we were doing it in person, like a live sex show.
Plus I knew Ray was next.
Then, after two orgasms and lying back and catching my breath with my skinny bare legs splayed open, I told them both they could do anything they wanted to me. I meant it, front, back, up down or sideways. Whatever.
Exactly the way the other girls in my class, at my same young age, thought.
Being sexually available these days was sort of expected of us.
“I want to eat your pussy, too,” Ray said then.
So I got up and walked over to where he'd been sitting on the floor, watching Jack and I going at it, orally, at least. And I squatted down on his face, ending up on my knees as he began licking up into me.
Licking into my cunt.
I was staring at Ray's big hard-on and the word big was right.
It was more thick than anything else, and visibly throbbing from where I sat, that large vein or whatever on the underside pulsing away, all while I was getting eagerly licked.
Jack then walked up to us and, without a word, or his pants, simply put the swollen head of his cock into my mouth.
He had a very long but thin cock, about 9” when hard, easily the longest I'd ever seen. And while Ray continued licking up into my slippery young pussy from below, I sucked Jack's dick, and rapidly jacked him off with my slender hand, until he shot off in my mouth.
“Oh, God, Amber!” was what he said as he came.
I managed to swallow most of it, his cum, at least two warm mouthfuls, but a lot went down my chin and all over my halter top.
“You better take that off,” Jack advised me, after. “It's got my cum all over it.”
I gave him an almost shy little smile.
Ray was still hungrily sucking and licking at my pussy.
“I want to keep it on,” I told Jack. “I like having your cum all over it. And I want Ray's cum on there, too. I'm going to hide it in my bag and take it to school Monday. To show my girlfriends.”
“Jesus,” Jack sighed, but didn't argue about it. “The world has definitely changed since I was a mere boy.”
“Amen,” Ray added from below, excited but, somehow, it seemed, disgusted just a little. “I do love your cunt, though, Amber.”
Anyway, to make a long, exciting and extremely pleasurable story a little shorter, both of them finally screwed me in my butt because, well, because I really didn't want to get pregnant.
I had way too much dirty fun ahead of me to get all tied up and tied down in life like that. At least, not at my young age.
To start, I got on my elbows and knees, bent over the front of the couch, where Jack spread apart the cheeks of my bare butt and licked up and down my butt-crack. Ray was back to sitting on the floor, continuing to watch, his big stiff cock still throbbing in his hand.
He hadn't come yet, but I was still in my cum-stained halter top and I still wanted Ray's spurting cum on it, too. Just so the girls at school could see for themselves. I was betting he'd come a huge load of it, when he did finally ejaculate, getting himself all worked up as he was.
When Jack, still holding me open back there with his fingers, started licking all around my throbbing little asshole and then into it, too, I almost came right then and there.
Seriously.
My fingers almost went straight to my clit to finish what he'd started. But I held back, as I often do, knowing that building up to a far better climax was sometimes worth the wait.
Who'd have guessed? Girls at my young age usually only understood instant gratification.
Then Jack put a bunch of flavored lubrication into my asshole, squirting it out from the little tube I always carried in my small purse. He again fingered my butt, using two fingers, to get it all inside of me.
In my rectum, I guess. Hey, I'd been to health class, so I knew all the proper words. I just preferred using the dirty ones.
Jack was the one I let screw me in the butt first because he had the skinnier cock. And that was the smarter way to start, I knew.
“Are you ready, Amber?” he asked, his strong hands holding onto my bare young hips as he knelt behind me. “I hope you can handle this.”
I gave him a look over my shoulder.
“I can handle it,” I told him. “I just hope you can, butt-fucking a sweet 11-year-old in her precious little asshole.”
“Amber…” he said, suddenly all nervous. “What do you mean…?”
“I'm just fucking with you,” I promised. “I'll bet I want this even more than you do. And even more than Ray does.”
“Hey,” Ray gave me a nod.
He still had his thick cock in his hand, sort of very slowly squeezing and pulling at it, and I knew he was looking forward to finally unloading all the cum in his very hairy balls straight up my little-girl butthole.
Even though I had an entirely different place (my halter top!) for it all to finally end up on. We'd see, I guess.
It made me all shaky when the entire head of Jack's cock slipped into me, stretching my asshole open, and then I gasped with the sensation when he pressed himself forward. At least another 2” or so of his cock speared up me, slowly pushing itself inside of me.
The flavored lubrication stuff really worked.
“That's fantastic,” I moaned softly, not wanting to scare Jack off. “Your cock's throbbing away in my butt. I can feel it and I love it!”
“Can you come like this?” Jack asked me, but I knew he knew the answer to that one. “Just being cornholed like this?”
“God, yes,” I breathed to him. Then, “Is this called being cornholed? I didn't know that. Wait until I tell my friends…!”
Jack's grip on my bare hips suddenly got a little tighter.
“Please don't mention my name,” he asked me, dead serious. “Or Ray's either. Not to anyone, anytime, not ever. Okay?”
I smiled at his concern, then tightened the little slippery ring of muscle that was my anus around his cock.
He jerked at the sensation, as I knew he would, his dick jerking as well, and then I pushed my bare little ass back into his crotch so that the rest of his cock slid fully into me.
“I'd never tell,” I promised the man. “Never. Hey, I didn't tell either of you the names of the two teachers that did me in the teacher's lounge after school, did I? I know how to keep a big secret, especially a dirty one.”
Both Jack and Ray seemed to freeze in place at my admission, about the two teachers, that is, but apparently, after a long moment, just shook off the information. They'd probably guessed it was me, anyway.
“Fuck my asshole, please,” I asked Jack softly. “If you don't mind, please fuck the shit out of me. You're in the right spot, after all.”
And from that minute forward, I got almost non-stop sex from the two of them, Jack fucking my tight, hot, slippery asshole so hard I started coming and almost never stopped.
I guess they were finally taking me seriously, after all.
It took Ray a little longer to get his thicker cock up my asshole, even with all the lubrication and Jack's cum up there, but he managed. I loved getting it worked into me, his dick up my butt like that, with Ray and I both shaking so hard as it slowly went in I was afraid he might just drop dead of a surprise heart attach.
But he didn't, instead fucking my narrow little butt so hard and fast and deep I could almost taste the head of it in my mouth.
“Oh, Ray, your big dick is barely going in, but I love it. Fuck my asshole even deeper, deeper! Oh, God, yes, yes, yes!”
I stayed bent over the couch, my skinny knees on a throw pillow I'd put under them, my bare ass stuck up in the air in an offering that couldn't be refused. And was taken seriously several times that night.
Each of them said that seeing me getting fucked in my ass by the other guy, with me loving it so much, made their own cocks get harder in record time.
And, God, I came so good! And so many times I lost count.
My asshole was filled with their cum, a sticky little river of if oozing out of my well-lubricated anus with every move I made, rivulets of drying semen streaking my bare inner thighs. This, even though I'd had each of them pull out at the last second (at least once each), to ejaculate into my mouth or my face.
And, yes, I'd had Ray pull his cock out of my tightly gripping butthole with a little sucking sound that first time he'd gotten off, to unload several erratically jetting streams of his cum onto my skimpy halter top.
It was so much, in fact, the huge wetness of it all showed even my pale pink little nipples underneath, a first for me.
It was a nice touch and I never took my cum-laden halter off that night,
I'll also admit that the purely wicked excitement of being cornholed (my new favorite word!) by my father's two best friends was about the best thing that'd ever happened to me. So far, at least.
When my dad got back on Sunday afternoon, everything was back to normal and we all acted as if he'd missed the greatest weekend anyone had ever spent at the cottage. Which, of course, was true.
It was the greatest weekend. Ever.
But we were talking about fucking, not fishing.



Double Date Daughter


Virginia K.G. Ryder

What started out as the worst night of my young life ended up as the absolute best night I ever had.
Even though I was only a dumb little 8th-grader, I was going to the 10th-grade dance with Randy Johnson. He was a handsome boy two grades ahead of me who I had a huge crush on but had never been out with. I'd heard his older brother even reserved a motel room for him, for after, and I was looking forward to showing Randy just how dirty and exciting a 14-year-old girl could be.
After all, it wasn't like I was a virgin or anything.
I was the head junior varsity cheerleader, so I was blonde and pretty and perky and extremely bendy, if you know what I mean. Also, I'd heard all the 'head' cheerleader jokes, most of them not all that funny, even if essentially true-I was sort of famous around school for giving the best head ever.
Even my 7th-grade history teacher once called me 'magic mouth.'
So I admit it-I was a dirty little girl who liked dirty sex and was planning on a very fun dirty night with Randy.
Unfortunately, I'd forgotten I'd promised to go to that particular school dance with my idiot neighbor, Wilbert, the son of my mother's best friend. He was a dorky boy in the same grade as Randy, a stork-like boy who I'd been trying to avoid most of my life.
It was like he always wanted to hang around anything I was involved with, just because we'd played together as kids, a further situation I wanted no part of.
A couple of months earlier, I'd only agreed to go with him to the dance to get rid of him, without hurting his feelings. I figured I'd get out of it well before it was time to go, coming up with a good excuse.
I couldn't imagine he'd even remember it.
But there Wilbert stood, on our porch, next to my real date.
My mother, realizing immediately the truth of the matter, gave me a dirty look. My dad just shook his head and walked away. He didn't think much of Wilbert either, so always took my side.
But he was usually too tired to much argue about it.
“Pamela, why do you have two dates for the same dance?” my mom wanted to know. “Are you being purposely mean to Wilbert again?”
“Mother, please…” I shrugged. “It was, like, months ago. I completely forgot Wilbert asked me.”
She sighed at my obvious lie.
So I was trapped into doing the right thing, letting them both take me to the school dance. Randy acted like he understood, and Wilbert kept talking like nothing was all that weird about the set-up, so off we went.
I figured I'd just go along with it all until after the dance, when I'd get rid of Wilbert with an insincere little kiss and head straight to the motel for a wild night of dirty fun with Randy.
Once we were at the school auditorium, I even danced with Wilbert once, in case he decided to complain to my mom. Or to his own mother, something I knew he was likely to do if I hurt his feelings in any way.
Like I said, he was a dorky boy.
But after that one dance I gave Wilbert, I mostly snuck off down a dark hallway to drink bourbon with Randy out of paper cups and let him feel me up. My pink nipples stiffened right away when he slipped his hand into my dress and found my bare breasts, my breath catching in my throat as we feverishly French kissed.
I'd already taken off my bra and stuffed it into my purse. A few minutes later, his fingers discovered the path into my damp panties.
So I stood there, in the dark with my back against the wall, and let him explore my slickened pussy until I came. It felt so good. He knew exactly what to do with my engorged little clit. During the dance, we kept sneaking off and he made me come three times!
I couldn't wait to get to the motel to return the favor.
Anyway, every time we went back in Randy was nice enough to sneak Wilbert a drink, too. The problem with that, it turned out, was that Wilbert passed out in the car on the ride back and we couldn't drop him off in that condition. My mother, and his mother, would kill us.
So we went to the motel anyway, and left Wilbert slumped in the back seat.
In the room, Randy and I drank some more and laid on the bed in our fancy dance clothes. We kissed and felt each other all over, until we were ready to explode. Like I said, my bra was off and he sucked on my nipples and squeezed my bare tits until I was breathing really hard.
My young cunt was so wet by then my panties were one big wet spot as he slipped them off me. When he slid his fingers into my pussy, I jerked with a sweet little groan, spreading my legs for him.
He was welcome to everything I had to give.
“You're soaked,” he said, his words slurred just the slightest. “God, I've got three fingers inside of your cunt.”
“You get me so excited,” I admitted. “You can do anything to me.”
Meaning: anything.
With a knowing smile, Randy explored my cunt some more, then slipped a finger up into my taut asshole. I shook all over at the sensation, his fingers probing into my tight openings both front and back. I'd done a lot of anal sex when I was younger, before I was on birth control and so I wouldn't get pregnant, and I loved every bit of it.
Like I admitted, I was a dirty little girl.
I could actually come just getting fucked in the ass. Which was a little something I expected to show my date before the night was over. But first, it was time to prove my reputation as 'head' cheerleader.
Meaning: using my magic mouth.
I unzipped Randy's pants and took out his stiff and madly throbbing cock.
It already had a tiny trickle of clear liquid running out of it, Randy so close to simply exploding that I quickly put my mouth on it. I wanted to give him all the lewd pleasure I could. I also began rapidly jacking him off, and using my moist tongue at the same time, the way I knew all boys loved it.
But not surprisingly, after all that pent-up excitement at the dance, he shot off in my mouth as soon as I started.
“Oh, man, Pam,” he blurted, filling my mouth to overflowing. “Sorry-it just feels too fantastic to hold back!”
Even with me swallowing as much as I could, gulping it down, really, the excess of his warm cum ran down my chin and over my fingers. And then, spent, he kind of slumped down on the bed from all that drinking, too.
At that point, I was so hot, I could've lit a bonfire with my 14-year-old cunt.
But Randy needed a rest and the next thing you know, Wilbert was banging on the door, saying he needed to use the bathroom or he would piss in the car. Talk about a lesson on too much drinking.
I let Wilbert in, and he was still pretty drunk, but then he made it to the bathroom and I heard him stumbling around after he closed the door. It sounded like he'd knocked something over.
“What are you doing in there?” I wanted to know, annoyed as always with that boy. “If you break anything, Wilbert, you'll have to pay for it.”
But then he came out, a little shaky and uncertain where he was, with his cock standing straight up out of his zipper. And I could tell he was almost in tears, though my attention was very much riveted to his rock-hard penis.
I could not look away from it.
“I can't go,” he complained. “I had to pee so bad, it made me too hard to go. And now I can't get it down.”
All I could do was continue to stare.
Because against all my expectations, Wilbert was very, very big!
Seriously. His stiff cock was like an upright table leg and staring at it like that made my legs get all weak. If I was wet before, in fact, I was just about gushing at the wondrous sight before me.
Randy wasn't paying much attention so I hopped up, walked over and took Wilbert's rigid cock in my hand and led him back over to the edge of the bed. And I sat there and sucked him where he stood, with Randy's cum still drying on my chin.
“I can't believe you're doing this…” the tall boy blubbered, his need for me to simply like him more than apparent. “Pam, I think-”
“Just be quiet, Wilbert,” I told him. “Or you can try sucking your own cock to make it go down…”
That shut him up.
Actually, I loved the feel and the taste of Wilbert's big cock in my mouth, the huge smooth tip of it, the throbbing shaft with all those pulsing veins. I was swallowing as much of the length as I could with every bob of my blonde head.
I even loved the subtle taste of what I called his 'before-cum' that kept oozing from the little slit at the end, spreading out against my tongue.
Wilbert stood there, in kind of a daze, while I gave him probably his first ever blow job. And the best he'd ever have, I knew. But then I decided I had an even better use to put his magnificent cock to, so I pulled him down onto the bed.
Still drunk enough after all the bourbon Randy had given him, the dorky boy I'd avoided for so long fell onto his back, his erection sticking out of his pants with no sign of abatement.
“Don't say a goddamn word,” I told him, and meant it. “Not a fucking word.”
I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it to the floor, then straddled him, my bare young cheerleader thighs gripping his narrow hips. With my hand, I guided his huge standing cock up into my pussy.
It was so thick, his throbbing cock, it took a real effort to push my cunt all the way down onto it, even as wet and slippery as I was.
“Oh, God…” he got out, but went dead silent at my sudden look, only adding, “Right, right, no words.”
When I started pumping my hips, and fucking myself on the biggest and best cock I'd ever had, Wilbert sort of sobered up.
But he sure didn't try to stop me.
In fact, while I slid my cunt up and down on his cock, my strong young thighs working fervently in an effort to take every inch of it repeatedly into me, he began thrusting up into me from below.
It didn't take long before his exploring hands started to squeeze my bare ass and, with a little guidance from me, for his long fingers to finally find their way deeply into my asshole.
“Fingerfuck my butthole,” I breathed to him. “Just do it.”
And I was soon insane with the unexpected pleasure of it all, my heart pounding away in my chest, my breathing so ragged I was afraid of simply running out of oxygen and passing out on top of the boy.
I fucked him like we were the last couple on the face of the earth, utterly lost in the spasming sensation between my legs.
“Fuck me, Wilbert,” I started groaning, unbelievably. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Fuck me to death, goddamn it! Ohhhh, God, it's so good in my cunt! Fuck me even harder!”
My escalating moans and panting and sharp cries urging the boy under me on to an ever greater effort finally caused Randy to stir. He half-sat with a look of such surprise at seeing me fuck Wilbert that I actually laughed.
I thought he'd be mad as hell, but his own cock stood straight up again at the sight of us so enthusiastically going at it.
I was pumping my bare ass as if I was on fire, driving myself down onto Wilbert's hard cock, my pussy so slippery and tight our fucking made the wettest fucking noises I'd ever heard.
And my real date for the dance clearly didn't want to miss out. He actually stood up and tentatively smiled: may I have the next fuck?
But I knew I could do better than that.
“Randy, fuck me in the mouth,” I told him. “And then you can trade places with Wilbert. And both of you have to fuck my asshole before we're done. I want to do everything!”
Meaning: everything.
And that's exactly what we did.
Randy put his cock in my mouth while I kept fucking Wilbert and I sucked him until he shot off down my throat again, his cock once more jerking out so much hot cum I had to swallow twice.
It turned out Wilbert wasn't such a dork after all.
They both took turns on me, and in me, in every position we could think of.
Wilbert's cock stayed hard even after the first time he came, and even after he finally got to pee (with me aiming it into the toilet for him). And after his dick finally went soft, it quickly got hard all over again.
And again. And again.
He was like a sex maniac, which I always love in a guy.
Randy fucked me in the ass first, with some flavored sex lube he'd brought along because he was such an optimist. Or was so sure I was a total slut.
I didn't care. I wanted sex in every one of my holes and I got it.
He licked my asshole first, sticking his tongue in and out of it, then pushed his cock up my asshole while I was on my hands and knees sucking Wilbert again. Then he butt-fucked me so hard I came almost at once, He pounded his cock into me and then came himself when my little anus tightened around it.
“Ohhh, I'm coming,” I moaned softly, feeling his semen warmly filling my clenching rectum. “Fuck my asshole harder, Randy! Do it even harder! I love it in the butt!”
And I did, and I still do.
So then it was Wilbert's turn at my bare ass.
Even as excited as I was, with all that lube and cum already in my asshole, it was a very fun effort getting that huge cock into my sweet little butt. He got the swollen head in first, after a lot of laughing and trying, and then-with an almost superhuman thrust-the entire shaft of it finally slid wetly into my ass.
“Ohhhhh, it's so huge!” I gasped. “Now fuck me like you always wanted to, Wilbert! Just fuck the living shit out of me!”
And that's exactly what he did.
It felt so good I thought I'd burst, especially when Randy got under me and began sucking at my clit at the same time.
My God, I was getting it front and back, a huge cock in my ass and a hot mouth on my clit, about the best combination a young girl could ask for. And when I started coming, I kept going and going for an impossibly long time.
Talk about multiple orgasms!
The two of them wrung me out like a wet towel, fucking me so much and so hard that I could barely stand up when it was finally time to go home and face my sure-to-be pissed-off parents.
We all got back home at around 4:00 am, Randy apologizing like crazy about the late hour, yet my parents were worried but surprisingly reasonable. They figured nothing too wild had happened with my dorky neighbor boy Wilbert along as a chaperone of sorts.
Little did they know.
It's funny, though, because after that night Randy and Wilbert and I seemed to get together a lot.

Of course, there was a little more to the story that same night, but I had to wait until my mother went to bed to finish it.
“What really happened tonight?” my father wanted to know. “Pam, you can tell me everything…”
“I know, Daddy.”
He and I were sitting side by side on the couch in the front room, both listening carefully for my mom's footsteps, just in case she came back down the stairs before we were finished.
“Daddy, they both fucked me to death,” I whispered to him.
His robe was open, he was naked under it, and I was slowly jacking him off. His cock was as stiff as ever, always harder for a daughter (he'd once explained to me) due to the illicit nature of the act.
“Wilbert's cock is even bigger than yours,” I told him. “It's the biggest one I've ever seen. And he fucked me again and again.”
My father nodded, definitely picturing the scene.
“What about your new friend, Randy?” he asked. “I think you said they both fucked you.”
I had my dress still on but unbuttoned all the way, my father's large hands roaming around inside of it. He was gently exploring my naked young body. When his fingers slid down from my bare tits and finally into my pussy, I spread my legs for him like the very good daughter I'd always been.
We'd been playing dirty sex games since I was a horny little 9-year-old.
“I'm so full of cum,” I told him. “Randy almost passed out, but when he saw I was fucking Wilbert so good, he joined right in.”
“God, you're the best daughter ever,” he told me, his standing cock so hard in my hand I thought he'd ejaculate any second. “But let's get down on the floor so I can fuck you.”
So we slid down onto the floor.
My father pulled an old bath towel out from under the couch where he'd hidden it earlier. We both knew I'd get so wet, and was filled with so much cum, that we had to protect the carpet.
Or my mom would find out. And kill us.
“Don't come on my dress,” I asked him, lying on the floor with my bare ass on the bath towel and my legs spread wide open. “It's new.”
My dad got between my legs and, already breathing unevenly with his excitement, he guided his stiffened cock into my 14-year-old pussy. The gushy wet sound it made going into me, the residue of Wilbert's and Randy's semen still inside of me, got both of us even more worked up.
“I love fucking you when you're full of cum,” he'd told me many times, which was why we always did it right after every date I went on. My mother still had no clue. “It feels so dirty and it makes your cunt so damn wet and slippery in there.”
“It feels so dirty to me, too,” I told him, swallowing hard at the sparks igniting in my pussy when he started thrusting his cock into me. “That's what I love, dirty sex, the dirtier the better.”
And I did love dirty sex, that was true. And what could be dirtier than letting your own dad fuck you when you were so full of cum it oozed out of your cunt with his every thrust?
“Oh, Daddy,” I whispered hoarsely to him, urging him on. “Fuck their cum right out of me! Faster, Daddy, fuck me faster!”
There was only one thing that might make it even dirtier for me.
“Daddy, my asshole's all sensitive and throbbing, too…after you fuck me, will you lick my butt out for me while I finger myself? It always makes me come so good…I love having your tongue up there.”
“Of course, sweetheart,” he agreed. “Anything for my sweet doll-face.”
See?
I told you I was a dirty little girl.



Spin The Bottle


Virginia K.G. Ryder

“Okay, calm down,” I said, mainly addressing the two new kids I was watching. As their babysitter, it was my job to entertain them, as well as to keep amused the three energetic children I usually watched. “Let's play spin-the-bottle…”
I was met with dead silence.
They were all young, from 8-years-old to a very mature 11-year-old, two girls and three boys, and had obviously never heard of the game. I had five pairs of bright eyes looking to me expectantly, two from the couch and three from the floor, all of them uncertain what I was talking about.
“It's a kissing game,” I continued.
At that, the three Armbruster kids I always sat for burst out with, “Yes! A kissing game!”
They knew exactly what that really meant.
A naked sex game.

At 15-years-old in the 9th-grade at St. Katherine's Academy, I was the babysitter of choice in our well-to-do neighborhood. I was a straight-A honor student, a volunteer at the local YWCA for troubled preteen girls, and a slender bouncy cheerleader with long blonde hair and solid, very grown-up breasts.
My all-around reputation was as a 'goody-goody' girl.
“Laura Ann, you're the sweetest little angel we know,” more than one set of parents told me. “We never thought we'd find such a responsible teenage girl, one we'd let watch our precious children.”
Or something like that. 'Responsible' was the key word.
At least, that's what everybody thought. It was the big reason I was so popular in that particular occupation. I'd been a babysitter for well over twenty families.
Parents knew me, trusted me, and always hired me.
In reality, I was a little bisexual slut, putting out since I was a horny 9-year-old. And even at that young age, I was so attuned to the needs of my overly-sensitive clitoris that I'd do pretty much anything to satisfy myself.
Secretly, of course.
I'd been on birth control since I turned 12.
I'd also been enthusiastically fucked by many of the fathers. Including my own. He and my uncle taught me a game they called 'hide the pickle' when I made it obvious I was more than willing-I'd often flash both of them in my shorty summer robe whenever my mother wasn't home.
To this day, she still had no idea I was doing them both.
I'd also done mutual oral sex with at least five of the good-looking 30-something mothers, two of them usually at the same time. They'd had that secret little next-door lesbian thing going on, and they'd eagerly invited me into it one afternoon.
“Laura Ann, we need to show you something,” one of them said to me, nervously, to which I'd smiled brightly. “In the bedroom.”
The drapes were all closed, her husband and kids weren't home, and she was in a gauzy see-through wrap with a push-up bra, a garter belt and nylons in the middle of the day. I could also see the other mom through the half-open bedroom doorway, naked from the waist down on the bed and pleasuring herself with a big plug-in massager pressed against her cunt.
I realized something good was going on.
“We'll pay you double the regular babysitter rate, but it's a big secret. So you have to promise you'll never tell…”
“I promise,” I said, biting at my lower lip.
“You can just watch, if you want,” she added, seeing where my pale blue eyes were looking. “It's up to you.”
“No,” I shook my head. “I want to do it, too.”
I was an innocent-looking little 12-year-old at the time, but somehow they knew I'd already developed an insatiable taste for pussy. I'd then shown them they weren't wrong, even licking into their hot assholes once we all got going.
Fun, fun, fun.
As for my babysitting, starting three years earlier, I'd used it as an opportunity for sexual adventures, teaching the children I watched everything they wanted to know about sex but were afraid to ask.
Or didn't even know to ask.
“I'm sorry I peed in your mouth,” one little 7-year-old boy said to me, almost in tears at his offense. “It felt too good to stop.”
“It wasn't pee, Alan,” I told him, my fingers gently holding his stiff little cock. “It's called cum. I wanted you to squirt it into my mouth.”
“Oh. Okay.”
It was around 10:00 p.m. and I'd earlier put his younger sister and older brother to bed, sneaking Alan back out into the family room when it was obvious the other two had fallen asleep.
I'd taken his pajamas down, both of us on the couch, and I'd sucked his skinny little dick for a very long time. A young boy's first ejaculation was a lengthy process, but both of us loved every second of it. At his age, there was no actual sperm in his cum but that just meant it tasted a lot better.
And was mostly clear instead of white.
“So it felt too good to stop?” I asked, after, knowing it well.
“It made me all shaky,” he said earnestly. “And so much came out.”
“It really did,” I told him. “That's why I sucked you so long-I knew you'd come a lot, that I could swallow. It was fun for me, too.”
“Good.”
Throughout it all, he'd sat back watching me in wide-eyed amazement as I'd given him his first blow job. I'd even licked his tiny hairless balls all over, sucking them gently into my mouth, my very experienced hand jacking him off the entire time.
“Does it still feel good?” I'd asked him, repeatedly, sucking the smooth unblemished head of his little penis wetly in and out of my mouth. I'd learned that felt even better to most boys than sucking the entire shaft. “Do you like it?”
“I love it, Laura Ann,” he'd said. “I never felt anything like this before.”
When he finally ejaculated, after several false starts with his rigid little erection jerking in my mouth (as if signaling to me he was ready), his clear sweet-tasting cum filled my mouth to almost overflowing.
It spurted out in short erratic jets, one after the other.
“Ohhh, Laura Ann!” he gasped, his 7-year-old muscles going taut. “My boner's squirting!”
I'd taught him that word, boner, and had him sitting with his bare ass on my free hand, his narrow buttocks tightening up when he came. My fingertips were lightly touching his puckered asshole, more like teasing at it, but I wasn't about to startle him by sticking a finger all the way up his butt.
Not yet, at least.
His small cock filled my mouth with warm liquid as quickly as I swallowed it, the boy trembling uncontrollably as it did so. I was wildly trembling as well, so insanely excited at the perverted act I was performing that my heartbeat was pounding away loudly in my ears.
My cunt was dripping wet, filling my panties with moisture, and I knew it would take very little attention down there for me to come as well.
“Alan, your boner's getting soft now,” I told him, after I sat back up. “Do you want me to make it hard again for you?”
He looked to me, then smiled widely.
“Sure.”
But then I had another thought, an even better one.
“Do you think your brother would like it, too?” I wanted to know. The boy in the bedroom sleeping was a healthy-looking 9-year-old. “If you and I went in, quietly woke him up and brought him out here?”
Alan looked to me a long moment, as if thoughtfully considering it, then finally nodded.
“I'll bet,” he said. “Are you going to use your mouth on both of us?”
I shook my head, then stood up and slipped down my shorts and panties as he stared. “No, we're going to use my pussy this time,” I told him. “I want to teach you both about fucking…”
That was two years ago.

I'd invented many games since I'd started babysitting, fun games full of youthful laughter that started out innocently enough but soon involved kissing, flashing, feeling-up, bare-assed spanking, oral sex, anal sex, and mutual masturbation followed by fucking.
Not too surprisingly, every kid always went along with me.
Especially the Armbruster kids.
Patricia, a beautiful redheaded little 8-year-old, and her two older fair-haired brothers, Alan, now at 9 (yes, that Alan), and John, who was now 11 (and who, with Alan, fucked my brains out that first time we woke him up), were the three kids I liked watching the best.
Like I mentioned, it'd been two years since I'd first been hired by their unsuspecting folks and we'd had many fun adventures in that time.
Sexual adventures.
With enough lubrication, young red-haired Patricia could take Alan's 9-year-old penis or even John's thicker and longer penis completely into her asshole. This was usually while she was on her hands and knees.
And while her brothers took turns fucking her in the ass, I usually licked and sucked on her hairless little cunt from below.
She always came so hard, and sometimes so loudly, she often had to stick her face into a pillow to muffle it. Patricia was a little 8-year-old screamer. Her sharp moans and groans as her brothers eagerly fucked her sweet bottom were even louder than my own when they fucked me.
And, yes, both boys fucked me every time I babysat them.
Both John and Alan routinely fucked me in my cunt and straight up my ass at the same time, a so-called sandwich. Enjoying a cock in each of my holes was something my father and my uncle taught me long ago.
And licking Patricia's sweet little cunt while they energetically fucked the shit out of me was another nice bonus. Of course, she always returned the favor, usually sticking her entire face into my pussy, and licking me from my clit to my asshole.
Babysitting for me was about a lot more than the money.
Anyway, they three of them always loved it when I turned regular games into naked sex games. And many of those games took place in their huge walk-in hall coat closet, so I figured our two new young guests would love it, too.
And I was right.
Even 9-year-old Sharon, a super-cute skinny little brunette in designer jeans and an expensive tee-shirt (who'd been a regular bitch to me up until then), looked excited at the possibilities.
But it seemed she still didn't like me much.
She and her 8-year-old brother, Tony, dark-haired and skinny as well, were spending the night. Both sets of parents were away at an overnight event together in another city. This wouldn't be the first time I'd been trusted to watch the kids overnight, but it was the first time I was watching my two new charges.
Overt jealously was a big part of her problem.
“Are you going to play?” she wanted to know, with an annoyed sideways look to little Patricia, one of her best friends. “Like kissing the boys, too?”
I just gave her a big smile.
“We need at least six to play,” I lied. “It's the rules. An even number of boys and girls. But, you're much cuter than me, so I'm sure you'll do just fine.”
That got at least a tiny smile from her.
She really wasn't cuter than me, but she was plenty cute enough and I wanted her to relax. It was the middle of summer, a hot night, and I was in stretchy shorts and a halter top that did little to hide my firm young breasts. In fact, my pink nipples were already swollen and pointy with the anticipation of what I knew would be coming.
A lot of exciting underaged sex.
Both John and Alan, and even little Tony, were taking sneaky looks at my jiggling tits, and at the crotch of my tight shorts, but I acted as if I hadn't even noticed. The two older boys had been talking to the younger boy, I knew, pointing out my good parts, getting him into the mood for what they also knew was coming soon enough.
A simple game of spin-the-bottle turning into a night of fucking.
I'd already let both boys and their little sister know I wanted to be the very first to suck 8-year-old Tony's cock; I wanted to always be remembered as the first girl to ever make him ejaculate.
Fun, fun, fun.
And I'd picked that particular game because I could tell Sharon was excited at the prospect of kissing, especially with my oldest charge. Her schoolgirl crush on John (now a handsome 11-year-old with blond hair and bright blue eyes) was more than evident to me.
I could see her covertly glancing at him whenever she thought I wasn't looking.
Sharon didn't know it, of course, but that slender boy had fucked me so hard, and so many times over the last two years, I was almost in love with him myself. Almost but not quite. And I'd also sucked many mouthfuls of hot cum out of his stiff young cock.
Countless mouthfuls, actually.
I knew that fact would anger Sharon, so I wisely paid no special attention to the boy, acting as if 11-year-old John was just another goofy kid to me.
“But first, you all need to get ready for bed or in your pajamas,” I told them. “It's already late.”
When they all ran off laughing to brush their teeth and change, I took out the vibrator I'd brought from home. It was a black monster about 10” long with a big round bumpy head, a thick ribbed shaft and the speed control on the base.
Then I sat cross-legged on the floor until they all came back into the room.
It was the middle of summer, so the two young girls, Patricia and Sharon, were in lightweight short pajamas, their skinny bare arms and legs well-tanned and smooth-looking. The youngest boy, Tony, was in a set of brightly-colored super-hero pajamas but I smiled to myself at what John and his kid brother Alan were wearing: just standard white kids' briefs, with the cross-patch in front to pee out of.
“You're in just your underwear!” Sharon said, surprised.
John looked down at himself.
Even though he didn't have an erection, the bulge in the front of his white briefs was unmistakable and the dark-haired girl's eyes were clearly fixed upon it. A scant moment later, she purposely looked away.
“They cover as much as your pajamas,” he told her. “They're like shorts.”
“They're underpants,” she insisted. But she was smiling. “Fine, I just won't look.”
I gave them all a moment to settle down.
“All of you sit in a circle,” I told them. “Do boy-girl, boy-girl, so it's even.”
“How do you play?” Sharon wanted to know. “I think I've heard of it, but I'm not sure. And what kind of bottle do we use?”
But here's where I surprised them.
I held up the vibrator, then turned it on, to give them all a listen at full speed. The excitement in the room was electric, at least from the three kids I'd been with so many times before.
I turned it off, saving the batteries for later.
“Whoa!” little Patricia laughed. “This should be a lot of fun!”
“I think so, too,” I said. “We'll use it instead of a bottle.”
But 9-year-old Sharon gave us each a weird look.
“What is it?” she wanted to know, confused. She reached out for the vibrator. “Is it some kind of toy?”
I handed it to her and she and her brother Tony took their time examining it. She turned it on, feeling the vibrations increasing as she twisted the speed control on the base. Then she turned it back off.
“I don't get it,” she admitted.
“Let me show you,” Patricia said, and took the older girl's free hand in her own. “Let's go into the hall closet…”
That got her a surprised look.
“Why?”
“You'll see,” Patricia said. “It's fun, though.”
So with Sharon still looking confused, Patricia took the vibrator out of her hand and led her into the hall coat closet. She sat her down on the carpeted floor, under all the coats hanging along both sides, then turned on the small night-light plugged into the single outlet.
“Close the door,” she asked me.
So I did.
I looked to each of the three boys, only 8-year-old Tony still not understanding what was going on. He looked to each of the other two, John and Alan, who just laughed and high-fived each other.
Then they high-fived little Tony as well.
“Do you want to see Laura Ann's bare tits?” John asked him, laughing as he said it. “She'll show you if you ask her…”
Tony looked startled, acutely embarrassed even, so I cut in, “Tony, it's okay. It's just part of the spin-the-bottle game. Do you want to see them now, or wait until we all start playing?”
He swallowed hard at this new and shocking information, then nodded slowly.
“Now's okay,” he said. Bravely. “I'll look.”
So I pulled up my halter top, freeing my bare boobs so that they burst into view for the little boy, his young eyes riveted to them. I squeezed them for him, holding them out so that my nipples turned even a darker shade of pink.
“Do you want to touch them?” I asked, to which he nodded again. “Go ahead.”
And, while his 9-year-old sister learned what a vibrator was from 8-year-old Patricia, Tony tentatively touched my bare tits and tweaked at my ripe nipples with both hands. The rising excitement in his pajamas was clearly evident.
He was getting a boner for us all to see.
But, as much as I wanted to squeeze it or just pop it right into my mouth, I decided to wait until the game got started in earnest before following through.
“Who wants to listen at the closet door?” I laughed, to which all three of them nodded eagerly. I pulled my top back into place. “Shhh, let's not make any noise.”
So, with all of us silently pressing our ears to the coat closet door, we heard the vibrator doing its thing, vibrating with a low hum, and we heard little Patricia tell newcomer Sharon, “Spread your legs a little more.”
“Ohhh!” Sharon was moaning, experiencing her first time ever with a sex toy between her legs. “That really does feel good!”
“Do you want me to do it inside your pajamas?” we all heard.
“Okay.”
And then, a moment later, Sharon's moans grew even more pronounced, her breathing coming hard and even faster than before.
“Told you,” Patricia said. “It's better than my fingers, isn't it?”
Okay. Maybe I should've already mentioned that.
One of the reasons I was so bold with the newcomer kids was that Patricia and Sharon were friends and so often spent the night together. As Patricia informed me, perfect little Sharon was always eager for a night of mutual fingerfucking, both of them coming again and again, that particular activity taught to Sharon a year or so ago by the younger girl.
Of course, that same activity was taught to the younger girl a couple of years earlier, by me.
What goes around, I guess.
In the coat closet, a lot of heavy breathing on Sharon's part took place, followed by her admitting, “God, it's way better! Uhhhh! It feels too good to believe! Ohhh! You're going to make me come…”
I knocked on the door.
“Come on, kids, it's time to play the game.”
“Just one more minute,” Patricia called out, and I heard the vibrator being turned up to its full speed. “And then we'll be right out.”
“Okay.”
So I took the other kids back into the family room and put them all in a circle on the carpet in front of the couch.
A minute or so later, when the two girls came out of the closet, Sharon looked overheated and flustered. Her fine brunette hair was mussed and damply sticking to her smooth young forehead in spots. She was still breathing somewhat unevenly and she had the faintest wet spot on the crotch of her pajama bottoms.
Patricia held up the vibrator with a secret little smile to me and nodded. Her older girlfriend had definitely had an orgasm. Her first with a sex toy.
I took the vibrator and added both girls to the circle sitting in front of the couch. It was boy-girl, boy-girl, as I'd said, first me, with my back to the couch, then to my left, Tony, then Patricia, then Alan, then Sharon, and finally John, on my right, who Sharon was still pretending not to be glancing sideways at (but was).
“What are the rules?” she wanted to know.
She seemed to have recovered nicely.
I put the big black vibrator into the middle of our circle. And then I brought out the white kitchen timer I'd taken from the kitchen. They all looked at it with open curiosity but waited for me to explain.
“Each of us spins the vibrator,” I told them all. “And has to kiss whoever it points to, okay?”
To which they each nodded. So far, so good.
“You have to keep track, though,” I went on. “The first time that person gets kissed, it's just a quick kiss. The second time, it's until at least a count of five. The third time, to a count of ten. And so on. And we all count for you.”
I could see they were all getting very interested in the rules.
“What if a boy lands on a boy?” Alan wanted to know. “We don't have to kiss, do we?”
“No,” I shook my head. “But that's where it gets interesting. If a boy lands on a boy, he spins again and both those boys have to kiss the first girl it lands on.”
“At the same time?” Sharon asked.
“Yes,” I told her. “At the same time, and for as long as it takes.”
Patricia raised her hand.
“What if a girl lands on a girl?” she wanted to know, with a sly sideways look at Sharon. I happened to know the two girls had kissed many times while playing 'finger-fun' with each other. “Do we go until we land on a boy, too?”
I gave it a quick thought.
Patricia had already kissed Sharon, I knew, and I'd French kissed 8-year-old Patricia a great many times in our sexual adventures, but I realized it'd be more fun to have two or more girls kissing the same boy instead of each other.
So I nodded.
“Right,” I said. “The same rules.”
“So…” little Patricia asked, ”…when do we turn on the vibrator?”
To which they all looked to me.
“Right, the vibrator,” I continued. “Instead of kissing whoever you land on for the five, ten or whatever seconds, any one of us can pick up the vibrator, turn it on and touch the person they land on with it for the same amount of time.”
Sharon held up her hand as if back in school.
“Touch them where?” she wanted to know.
I gave her a knowing little look.
“In any spot they choose,” I said. “It's up to the person spinning.”
That gave them something to think about for several silent moments. And then John asked, “Does it have to be out here? The kissing, even? What if we want it to be more…private?”
And he gave me a glance towards the hall closet. And then he looked to Sharon, beside him, who immediately looked away. And seemed to actually be blushing.
“Good question,” I nodded. “Anyone spinning can take the person you land on into the hall coat closet. But if you do, instead of a quick kiss, five seconds, ten seconds or more, it becomes a full minute, two minutes, three minutes and so on, with all of us listening at the door.”
“Is it just for kissing?” Alan wanted to know. “Or the vibrator thing, too?”
“Another good question,” I said. “No, in the coat closet, you can do anything you want for the full time, as long as the other person goes along with it. And we'll still all be listening at the door.”
Again, this new information had them all considering the possibilities, but little 9-year-old Patricia was the first one to speak.
“That should be fun,” she said. “ Really fun.”
I held up the kitchen timer.
“And we'll use this to time it in the closet,” I told them. “So no one cheats. Okay, who wants to go first…?”

The spin-the-vibrator game went pretty much as expected.
Tony spun first and landed on his own sister, Sharon. The skinny brunette girl rolled her eyes, but leaned forward into the circle and let her younger brother give her a quick kiss on the mouth.
“Now it's your turn to spin,” I told the girl, who nodded.
Sharon reached out and spun the vibrator, clearly hoping it'd point to John, but instead it landed on me. She shook her head with an annoyed look, but asked, “Do I spin again, or do you?”
“You do,” I told her. “Until it lands on a boy.”
She nodded and spun again and it pointed to Alan, John's 9-year-old brother. So she sighed with disappointment but nodded.
“Way to go, Alan,” John laughed to the boy. “You've got two gorgeous girls kissing you.”
Alan leaned forward and Sharon and I kissed each side of his mouth at the same time, our lips touching and our faces warmly pressed together for a quick moment. The boy laughed at the sensation, then next spun the vibrator, landing on me.
“I'm getting real popular here,” I smiled.
Alan and I kissed, our mouths pressed together in the circle, while the kids all counted to five using the one-one-thousand, two-one-thousand method. When I pulled my lips away from his, and glanced down, it was obvious he had an erection straining to stand up in his white underpants.
“He's got a boner!” Patricia laughed suddenly, pointing. “Look at his thing!”
“You're just jealous,” the boy said to his sister. “Anyway, it's Laura Ann's turn to spin.”
I could tell Sharon was both embarrassed and yet a little excited about the direction of the game, her eyes cast demurely downward instead of taking in Alan's very stiff and apparent boner in his underwear.
“Just relax,” I told Patricia, who smiled to me. “You'll get kissed plenty before we're through here.”
“Just spin it,” Sharon cut in, with a subtle glance towards John. She was clearly anxious to get another chance at him. “Come on.”
So I spun the vibrator and landed on Patricia, who shrugged and laughed. I spun again and landed on Tony, the little 8-year-old instantly delighted. He smiled widely to both of us, maybe not believing his good fortune.
“I choose the hall closet,” I announced. “For Patricia and I to kiss Tony.”
And his eyes lit up at that.
I handed the kitchen timer to John, then said, “It's for a minute, as soon as we close the door. And all of you can listen.”
“Okay,” he said.
So we all traipsed over to the hall coat closet and I led both Patricia and Tony into it, where the night-light was still on. John turned the kitchen timer to one minute and I pulled the door closed, well aware they were all listening to us.
Little Tony was kneeling on the carpet, his expression a mixture of excitement and nervousness, but Patricia scooted right up next to him, on her bare knees as well. She took his face in her small hands and kissed him on the mouth, keeping her lips pressed to his for several long moments.
When she pulled back, I could see the erection he again had in his super-hero pajama bottoms.
“Don't let your sister know what's going on just yet,” I whispered to the boy, then lifted my halter top again so he could see my bare tits. Talk about getting his full attention. “Okay?”
He just nodded with a bright smile, his eyes glued to my stiff nipples.
But I surprised both kids by reaching out and pulling down Patricia's pajama bottoms, leaving them down around her knees. Even in the dim light, her hairless sweet cunt was right out in the open for him to see.
“Touch her pussy,” I told him.
And the little redheaded girl nodded to him, spreading her knees wider within the tangle of her pajama bottoms. As I'd known, she was clearly all for it. And in the close confines of the closet, the faint young odor of her rising excitement was obvious-the little redhead was already wetly lubricated and ready for anything.
“Stick your fingers in me,” Patricia encouraged him. “Tony, go ahead and touch my pussy.”
But when the boy didn't react right away, but rather just sort of stared at her young crotch, I took his small hand and lightly pressed his fingers against the gentle bulge of her cunt.
Patricia smiled her approval, and when I pulled my own hand away from his, she let him explore her slick little slit to his heart's content.
“I like your fingers there, Tony,” she told him. “They feel really good.”
He swallowed hard, but nodded, so I slid my hand into the front of his bright pajama's and took his hard little dick in my fingers. It throbbed immediately at my touch, jerking even harder, it seemed, and I gave it a warm squeeze.
“Does that feel good?” I asked him, gently tugging at it. “Tony? Can I use my mouth to suck on it?”
He didn't know what to make of that, I realized, but before he could respond, we heard John call out, “Time!” and the hall door closet was suddenly thrown wide open, bright light flooding in.
Of course, the only one shocked to the core at discovering what we were doing was Tony's big sister, Sharon.
“My God!” she gasped. “What are you doing in there?!”
I gave her a little shrug and a smile, then slid my hand out of her kid brother's pajamas as Patricia quickly pulled up her own pajamas. But there was no way Sharon hadn't seen exactly what had transpired.
“Tony, get out of there!” she almost screamed at him. “I don't believe this!”
“We said anything, remember?” I told her calmly as the three of us came out of the hall closet. “As long as the person went along with it. Your brother liked what Patricia and I were doing…”
And the dark-haired little 8-year-old boy agreed.
“It was fun, Sharon,” he insisted. “I really did like it.”
And I gave the girl a knowing look.
“We all heard you liking it when Patricia showed you how the vibrator worked,” I told her. “In the closet. We were listening then, too.”
Tony laughed.
“We heard you breathing real hard,” he informed her.
She just gave her little brother a withering look for taking our side of it, but then exhaled slowly and finally walked back into the family room and sat back down in the circle. She folded her arms in front of her, as if she wouldn't play anymore, but when the rest of us joined her, she grabbed the vibrator.
“It's my turn,” she told us, in no uncertain terms, even though it wasn't.
And no one disputed it when, instead of spinning it, she purposely turned it to point right at handsome young 11-year-old John next to her. She looked to each of us, as if daring us to say anything, but I gestured for her to get her kiss from him.
Sharon got up on her knees and turned to him, kissing him quickly on the mouth.
“There,” she said. “Who spins next?”
As if she didn't realize it was John. He smiled warmly to the girl, then did exactly as she'd done: simply took the vibrator and pointed it at her without spinning.
“Get your 5-second kiss,” I told him, knowing where this was going. I added, “We'll all count.”
But John knew better.
“I choose the closet to kiss Sharon,” he said, handing me back the white kitchen timer. “One minute, I think.”
“Right.”
He took her small hand and led the pretty little 9-year-old brunette to the closet. She was smiling like crazy. Blushing, even. With all four of us remaining to listen, I set the timer and John pulled the door closed.
But instead of merely listening, I had a better idea. I usually did.
“Tony, you and Alan listen and tell us if anything good happens,” I told them, with a quick look to Patricia. “We'll entertain you both at the same time.”
And as the two boys pressed their ears to the door, I slipped down Tony's brightly-colored pajama bottoms, exposing his hard young cock to my eager eyes for the first time.
It was as small as I'd expected, but so rigidly stiff it was almost twanging with excitement. The tiny raised section on the underside of it was even visibly pulsing like mad. But my attention was focused on the smooth oval head of it, the part of his penis I knew to be the most sensitive of all.
I took it into my mouth, his breath catching in his throat.
In that same few moments, Patricia already had Alan's skinny erection not only sticking out the front of his underwear, standing at attention as rigidly as Tony's little boner, but already in her eager mouth.
She and I sucked both of their dicks wetly and quickly, slurping our lips even, both Patricia and I experts at giving boys such oral pleasure. We both knew a very wet mouth was the secret, keeping our mouths as slippery as a slippery hot pussy.
Young or old, that was the best kind of friction to apply when it came to giving a superior blow job.
Tony kept his ear pressed to the door the entire time, but his eyes were keenly watching me sucking on him, but every now and then cutting over to watch Patricia doing to same to her older brother.
He was getting a real education, that was for sure.
When the kitchen timer went off, I yelled 'Time!” but took an extra half-second to get the boy's lower halves covered up again. It looked as if nothing out of the ordinary had taken place.
Of course, their erections were still more than apparent.
I again cautioned Tony to say nothing, to which he nodded. He was getting pretty good at the secret stuff.
When I pulled open the hall closet door, John and Sharon were both standing at it already, waiting to come out, both clearly disheveled and worked up. She was smiling slyly to herself at whatever had happened.
But she was choosing to ignore the large erection John still had prodding the front of his underwear.
“Now who's turn is it?” she asked, as if nothing worth discussing had taken place. “Is it mine again?”
I just gave her a look as she walked past me to the family room. “It's your turn again, all right,” I said. “I hope you had fun in there with John.”
Sharon just ignored me, but as John passed by he put his finger under my nose, the youthful smell of little Sharon's sweet pink cunt filling my nostrils. “She gets really wet and comes really fast,” he whispered to me. “And she grabbed my dick and started jacking me off. She's great.”
I was glad to hear it. Apparently her sexual explorations with little Patricia, both in their shared bed and earlier in the hall closet, had given her an idea of just how much fun she could be having.
I laughingly pushed John into the family room ahead of me, then joined them all sitting in the circle.
It was Sharon's turn again, but instead of just pointing the vibrator at John, she actually spun it, apparently joining back in the game.
The vibrator pointed at little Patricia, who gave Sharon a lewd little smile. I knew whichever boy it landed on next would be getting a double-helping of sexual fun with eager young Patricia along for the ride.
So I reached out, took the vibrator and pointed it right at John.
“I think our guest Sharon deserves more time with John,” I said. “And I'm sure Patricia will be glad to help out.”
Sharon seemed to blush again and Patricia laughed as if she had some pretty good ideas on how she could 'help out.' The oversexed little redhead asked, “Can we take the vibrator?”
I handed it to her and then we all went to the hall coat closet.
“You've got two minutes,” I let the three of them know. “We'll be listening at the door-in case you get carried away and need another helping hand.”
Sharon gave me an annoyed look.
But then she glanced at the two boys staying outside the door with me, Alan and her own brother, Tony. Each boy was sporting a throbbing bulge in front, their young boners straining to be free.
“It looks like you'll need a helping hand to handle these two,” she said. “We'll all be just fine.”
And she closed the door loudly, behind the three of them, even before I could set the timer.
“I'm setting it to two minutes,” I told her through the door, but did not set it. I had something else entirely in mind. “We'll let you know.”
Sharon didn't answer, but inside the closet the vibrator was suddenly turned on, then turned up to its full speed. I looked to the two boys when we heard Sharon suddenly groan loudly, a groan of genuine and unrestrained pleasure.
I knew she was getting every bit of attention possible from both John and his young sister, Patricia. I was certain they could turn the girl into the little sex fiend we all wanted her to be.
“What do you think they're doing?” Tony wanted to know, his ear pressed against the door. “Something dirty?”
“I hope so,” I told him. “And so are you.”
And as both Tony and Alan listened at the door, I dropped to my knees in front of them, pulled out their hard little cocks and began sucking them, putting them both in my mouth at the same time.
“Laura Anne, I'm fucking your mouth,” Alan laughed, sliding his skinny penis in and out between my lips. “And so is Tony.”
True enough.
Copying what he saw the older boy doing, Tony began pumping his hips and sliding his 8-year-old cock in and out of my mouth as well, the swollen head of it rubbing wetly against Alan's dick as they each fucked me in the mouth.
Two minutes was long enough for most girls to get off with the right vibrator, I knew, especially with a handsome young boy and his horny bisexual little sister helping out. But after counting off the right time in my head, I gave Sharon an extra 60-seconds or so, making certain she was very close to her own orgasm.
Nothing is harder to stop than a girl's quickly approaching climax, especially if it's almost on top of her.
I stood up, helped Alan out of his underpants and little Tony out of his super-hero pajama bottoms, then stood them at the door, naked from the waist down, ready and waiting for me to throw it open.
Each of their hard little cocks was standing at full attention.
I next pulled off my halter top and tossed it aside, followed by my shorts and panties, my ripe teen nakedness causing Tony to almost stop breathing. Young Alan had been fucking me for over two years, and seen me naked many times, but I was always pleased to discover he still appreciated my bare body as if he was seeing it for the very first time.
“Laura Ann, you're just so beautiful,” he said, his eyes riveted to my bare crotch. “And so is your cunt.”
True enough.
My solid boobs were a great feature, firm and uptilted and in every way a vision of near-perfection, as was my rubbery firm ass, my cheeks tanned and flawless.
Yet it was my 15-year-old cunt that was my very best asset.
I'd mostly shaved it smooth, but still had just a narrow strip of the finest blonde pubic hair running up the center. My pussy-lips, unlike young Patricia's, were generously thick and overly sensitive, and swollen with the rampant lust running through me.
Naturally parted in lewd invitation, the wet center of me was always so slippery the pink surfaces within literally glistened.
“Your dick is beautiful, too, Alan,” I told him, gently giving his small cock a quick squeeze. “I still remember the first time I sucked you off. It was so much fun!”
He seemed to blush then, but nodded his agreement. I'm certain he remembered coming in my mouth.
Then I put my hand on the closet doorknob. “So…ready?”
When they nodded, and without yelling anything to alert Sharon, John or Patricia inside, I threw open the closet door.
“Time!” I yelled. “Surprise-we're here to help!”

It was instantly clear that the three of them in the closet had come up with a position that accommodated each of them. Sexually.
Sharon was on her back on the carpet, her pajama bottoms down around one of her slender ankles and her skinny knees wide apart. Patricia was kneeling over her face in a classic '69' so that her hairless pussy was directly in line with Sharon's eager mouth. And, surprise, surprise, the 9-year-old brunette was enthusiastically licking up into her little friend's slit.
It was immediately evident that Sharon had licked her way into Patricia's young cunt many times before, so experienced at it did she seem.
Patricia, meanwhile, was holding herself up between Sharon's parted thighs and pressing the tip of the humming vibrator directly on the slender girl's pink clit.
John was lying on his side across the bottom of the girl at her feet, forming a 'T' with Sharon, just the head of his rigid cock going in and out of her slick cunt, actually fucking her with only that swollen tip.
It was quite a sight, to be sure.
Sharon's rapid breathing and sharp little cries of pleasure as she licked out Patricia, and as John fucked her and his kid sister used the humming vibrator on her, told us everything we needed to know: the girl was seconds away from an orgasm.
Or maybe a second orgasm.
“I'm going to come…” Sharon moaned, her lips pressed into Patricia's hot crotch. Her narrow bare hips were jerking tightly back and forth on the floor as she worked her young cunt against the sideways thrusts of John's stiff cock. “It feels too good to stop! Ohhh, God, I can't get enough of it, the vibrator and the fucking!”
It seemed to me that she was well on her way to soon joining in on all the illicit fun, so I lay on my naked back beside her and took little Tony's hand, pulling her brother down on top of me.
“I want you to fuck me, Tony,” I told him.
As he climbed between my bare thighs, I guided his small hard cock into my sopping wet cunt with one hand, then slid my hand around to his small bare ass and pulled him even tighter into me.
“It's really wet,” he said to me. “But it feels real good.”
I tightened the slick little muscles inside my cunt around his skinny cock, feeling it throb warmly in response. Tony laughed at the sensation, then pushed himself even deeper into me.
“And that feels really good,” he added.
“Start sliding your dick in and out of me,” I told him.
Patricia was still using the vibrator on her friend's hairless young cunt, and then we all heard Sharon finally groan loudly with the onset of her orgasm.
She came as I'd expected, long and hard, squirming under the sensations of the vibrator and John's fucking, moaning breathlessly all the while into Patricia's crotch. By the time she was finished, we'd all forgotten about the game entirely, concentrating instead on giving each other the maximum amount of indecent pleasure we could.
“I need to get fucked,” red-haired little 8-year-old Patricia announced as she slid away from Sharon and John, the vibrator still in her hand. “Alan, put your dick in me. Please.”
And Patricia pulled her brother Alan down on top of her, spreading her bare legs for him as he speared his stiff cock into her sweet young cunt. She was so wet I could hear her pussy sucking at him as he entered her, the little redhead immediately beginning to moan with the pleasure of having his throbbing dick fully encased in her.
When Alan began to fuck his sister, he did it with long, experienced thrusts, the little girl holding onto his bare ass and urging him along. She was quickly panting as he plowed repeatedly to the hilt in her, her moans turning to sharp cries as her incestuous passion mounted.
“Faster, Alan, fuck me even faster,” she was crying out, squirming like a little snake beneath the boy. “You're going in so deep! I love it, I love it! Ohhh, God, fuck me, fuck me!”
By then, young Tony was getting the hang of it, his skinny hips pumping between my damp thighs as he thrust his small cock into me again and again. The sensation was all the better for me because I knew it was his first time.
“Fuck me, Tony, fuck me!” I began panting. “Make me come!”
And so it went, on and on.
The six of us spent most of the rest of that night in the huge hall coat closet, fucking and making out and generally getting all the sexual pleasure we could get out of each other.
The most fun of all, though, was seeing little Sharon, snooty and standoffish at the beginning of the night, slowly becoming so obsessed with the illicit sex we all shared that she was soon eagerly licking even my cunt.
“Stay right on my clit,” I told her. “Just like that! God, Sharon, you're so good at eating pussy!”
And she was, her tongue at my clit while her sweet young face was pressed wetly into my cunt. I was holding tightly onto her long hair, my bare thighs spread wide, while she worked her mouth hungrily at me.
“You're a regular expert at it,” I breathed. “A cunilinguist, it's called.”
“She had a great teacher,” little Patricia called out, laughing. “Me. And so did I, Laura Ann, so did I.”
And skinny little Sharon was also soon taking on all three boys, including her younger brother, not just her heartthrob John.
She took their hard little cocks into her cunt and into her mouth and even part-way into her tight little asshole, in a series of orgasm-inducing activities that quickly left her panting for breath but, finally, as morning approached, all fucked out.

The biggest surprise of the night actually came late the next morning, however, when the two sets of parents arrived home to find me sprawled asleep in the guest room and all the kids soundly asleep in their rooms.
“Hey, Laura Ann,” the Armbruster kids' father gently shook me awake. I was in just the top of my shorty pajamas, without panties, so I stayed under the sheet. “We want to show you something.”
“Sure,” I yawned, sitting up. “Are the kids awake?”
“They're still asleep,” he told me. “You kept them up all night. Do you know what a nanny cam is?”
I just stared at him. Uh oh. Sure, I knew.
“We've got several hidden around the house,” he told me, then motioned his wife and the other couple, Tony and Sharon's parents, into the guest room. “We had one hidden in the hall coat closet, too, because the last time you watched the kids it seemed something odd was going on in there.”
I nodded slowly.
“Okay,” I said, deciding to just bluff it out. “Well, I'm positive you saw nothing out of line-”
And all four parents, young and attractive people in their mid-30's, just looked to each other and then burst out laughing.
“Not out of line?” Mrs. Armbruster said, moving beside the bed. She was a tall busty woman, and a natural redhead, like her daughter, little Patricia. “You had sex all night with every one of the kids.”
The fear that raced through me had me shaking in my boots. Or would have, had I been wearing any. This was trouble, big trouble.
“I only-”
“Don't bother to deny it, Laura Ann,” Mr. Armbruster cut in. “We've been home for an hour, watching all of it. Even young Patricia, our little 8-year-old angel, kept performing oral sex on you while her brothers took turns screwing her right and left.”
“Oh, God…”
“It was very exciting,” little 9-year-old Sharon's mother jumped right in. She was slim and dark-haired, like her daughter. “Especially when our boy, Tony, fucked you beside Sharon, who was doing a '69' with Patricia while John fucked her with his gorgeous stiff cock…”
She looked to her husband then, who was silently standing by.
“Did I get that right?” she asked him, who then nodded that she had. “It got a little confusing in some spots…”
I just looked at her.


In fact, I looked to all of them. They didn't seem angry, but rather somehow aroused by the entire thing.
“What's going on?” I wanted to know. “Are you saying, you liked what you saw?”
“We loved it,” the brunette woman told me. “The event the four of us attended last night was a swinger's party, an all-night fuck-fest where every filthy thing you can imagine happened.”
It was Mrs. Ambusher's turn to cut back in.
“Yet, right here in our home, you managed to perform every sexual act you could think of, even filthier than our own, with our young children…”
While I stared at her, Mr. Armbruster moved up beside the bed. When I turned my head to look up at him, he simply unzipped his pants and pulled out his large cock, which was entirely erect.
Talk about confident.
“Laura Ann, we'll keep the recordings from our nanny cams,” he told me, moving the swollen head of his cock very close to my face. “For insurance.”
His hard penis was so close to my mouth that, turning slightly, I kissed the tip of it, getting a group sigh of approval from them all. I wanted to make it obvious that I was willing to do whatever to get out of trouble. And stay there.
Then I turned my innocent blue eyes up to the man.
“Insurance?” I asked.
“Insurance that all four of us adults will have open access to your young body, to your mouth and your cunt and even your asshole,” he said, easily. “And, after the kids have gotten some rest, you'll join both our families on a joint vacation up to our huge cottage on Clear Lake for the rest of the week.”
“Clear Lake?”
I could only stare at the man. I loved Clear Lake.
“And once we get there,” he continued, “we'll fuck and suck each other like crazy, until we're all completely worn out. We might even invite some other friends to drive up and join us. You seem like a girl who'd enjoy a gangbang.”
Then I looked to each of the other three adults, clearly seeing the evident excitement running through the entire group.
Swingers?! Huge cottage on Clear Lake? Nonstop fucking and sucking?
“What can I say?” I smiled, throwing back the covers.
I hopped up with a little smile, my bare young ass and pussy right out in the open for them all to see.
“Count me in, if only for the kids' sake,” I said. “Somebody's got to watch 'em.”



Uncle Dan Raped Me! (And He'd Better Do It Again!)


Virginia K.G. Ryder

The last thing I expected on the night of my 10th birthday was to be raped by my favorite uncle, my mother's brother, my Uncle Dan.
As a precocious little 4th-grader, I was the darling of the family, a skinny but cute little blonde angel with bright blue eyes and an even brighter smile. It was true that I often wore skimpy clothes, like tiny halters and stretchy short-shorts, but that was also true of many of the preteen girls in my class at school.
Most of us were just learning how to show off our bodies in that almost trampy but sexy way that caused boys of all ages to check us out.
And besides, with almost nonexistent breasts and tiny pink nipples, it didn't take much to cover me up.
“Jessica,” my uncle whispered earlier that day at my birthday party, “I've got a surprise present for you later on tonight, but your parents wouldn't approve.”
I just stared at him, fascinated.
“They wouldn't?” I said, already hooked. “What is it?”
He lived right next door to us and I often stayed there whenever my folks went out of town. My father was a national pharmaceutical rep and whenever he went to parts of the country that were interesting or fun, my mother always went along.
That way, they could make a boring business trip into a mini-vacation.
“Maybe you could sneak over tonight,” Uncle Dan told me, in that confidential way he had. “After they're asleep. You could see what it is without your mom and dad ever knowing.”
“Uncle Dan!” I nearly whined, dying of curiosity. “What is it? A pony?”
He just gave me a look, then laughed.
“A pony? In the city?”
My mom's brother was very good-looking at 28-years-old, still single, and an attorney with a good income. Good enough, at least, so he was always buying me presents, many of which my parents didn't know about.
My mother didn't want my uncle spoiling me. But I guess it was too late. I was totally into getting everything I wanted.
He'd already bought me a very expensive desktop computer, for instance, which I kept at his house next door, only using it when I stayed over. I also had tons of great clothes that he let me pick out from catalogues and a lot of toys that my mother and father would be angry to know I had.
Since I spent quite a few nights a year at my uncle's house, it only made sense that I had some things over there to entertain me. As long as I had my homework done, that is. My Uncle Dan was as concerned for my future as my own parents, always making certain I was doing well in school.
In other words, I mattered to him. Almost as if I was his own daughter.
Which is why I was so angry and confused when he actually raped me.
Needless to say, knowing the next day was a Saturday and I didn't have to get up early, I waited until I heard my father snoring, which was sometime after midnight. Then I waited another half hour to make certain my mom was asleep, too.
Lying in bed in my summer pajamas, I dialed my cell phone under the covers and when my Uncle Dan answered, asked, “Hi! Are you still up?”
He didn't sound the least sleepy.
“Jessica, come around to the back,” he told me. “Your birthday present's down in the basement.”
Five minutes later, I was at his back door in my lightweight robe, slippers and pajamas, our homes so close together there was no way any neighbors could see me. I knocked softly and he opened the door and ushered me in.
I noticed he was also in his robe. I couldn't tell, but it almost seemed like he had nothing on under it.
“Downstairs,” he pointed. “Jessica, do you want a drink?”
Standing on the landing with him, the way he'd said it made me ask, “What do you mean? Like a root beer?”
His smile told me that wasn't what he meant.
“Now that you're ten, I thought you might like a real drink,” he said. “Maybe a rum punch or something light, that tastes good. Or a pina colada. I've got a mix that makes a great one.”
We stood there looking at each other for a long moment, me trying to figure out what he was up to. If nothing else, my uncle always came up with one surprise after another for me, not the usual uncle, I'd bet.
And his secret presents, so far, were always the best.
“I'm still just a kid,” I told him. “So I'm not sure-”
“One won't kill you,” he promised me. “Just never tell your mom or dad.”
I finally shrugged.
“Okay,” I nodded. “I'll take whichever one tastes the best.”
“A pina colada,” he told me. “You won't even taste the rum. Go on down and I'll bring it to you.”
So I headed down the stairs, into his finished basement, thick carpet and all, a bar, recessed ceiling and the works, but no surprise birthday present for a newly-turned 10-year-old girl that I could see.
I plopped down onto the black leather couch, waiting for my uncle and the first drink of my young life.
“Here you go,” he told me, handing me a large glass filled with a frothy liquid to the brim. “Taste it.”
So I did, sipping at it uncertainly, but immediately discovered I loved the taste. It was a coconut-like mixture, delicious and maybe even nutritious. There was a slim slice of pineapple in it, actual fruit, which I pulled out with my fingers and began to eat.
That had to be healthy.
“So…do you like it?” he asked, sipping at his own pina colada.
“I love it,” I told him, but then stood up and looked around the room. “But I don't see my birthday present.”
“Just be patient,” he suggested. “Let's finish our drinks first.”
I shrugged.
“Why not?”

By the time I started on my third pina colada, I was feeling very strange, to say the least.
“I think I'm drunk, Uncle Dan,” I said to him.
It was about 2:00 a.m., I was sprawled on the black leather couch, still in my shorty pajamas but with my robe thrown aside and my slippers kicked off. Even barefoot, the basement suddenly seemed very warm to me.
“I can't feel my face…”
And I laughed, and took another sip, still loving the taste of the coconut-like concoction. My skinny bare arms and legs seemed to be tingling, my head beginning to actually spin.
“That's perfect,” my uncle said, and brought out what looked like a gift-wrapped jewelry box. “Here's part of your present.”
“Finally!” I laughed foolishly. “Is it jewelry?”
He just shook his head.
“Something better,” he told me. “More fun.”
So I sat up straight and ripped off the wrapping paper, opening the box to discover a small blue plastic butterfly that was nestled in the middle of a little harness made of blue ribbons. There was also something that looked like a tiny remote control, as if for a very small TV, but with a small dial in the center instead of buttons.
I just stared at it all.
“I don't understand, Uncle Dan…” I started. “What's this little butterfly?”
He was going into the laundry room, but over his shoulder said to me, “It's actually called a butterfly, Jessica. It's fun. You'll see.”
“But what's it do?”
“I'll show you in a minute,” he promised, disappearing. “You'll love it.”
And as I sank back into the couch, my head spinning even more, he quickly reappeared through the doorway, pushing and sliding an odd-looking and obviously heavy piece of furniture across the carpet.
“What is that?” I wanted to know, more curious than anything else. “Is that the rest of my birthday present?”
It was a boxy wedge-like ramp, about 3 feet wide and 4 feet long, with a high section rising out of the middle, the whole thing entirely covered with what looked like black velvet. It was also big enough for a person to lie on or to sit on. Yet it looked like no furniture I'd ever seen.
It also had several black straps attached on each side, a few at each end.
“I had to special order it,” he told me. “It's very expensive. And it's ergonomically designed for comfort, just for you, Jessica.”
I stood up on wobbly legs, leaving my drink on the end table beside the couch, and walked unsteadily around the thing.
“Is it a chair or a bed?” I asked. “Or is it for the computer?”
“Let me show you.”
He took my small hand and led me around to the end of the ramp that rose only a few inches off the floor, then put his hands on my narrow lower back and gently had me drop down to my knees on the thing.
“It's sort of spongy,” I giggled to him, not certain what I was doing anymore. “It feels nice, though.”
“Exactly.”
He gently leaned me forward, so that my waist was resting over and on the black velvet section that was raised in the middle, then had me lay down further so that my upper body was resting (and slightly stretched across) the rest of the thing at a slightly downward angle.
My bare arms were on each side but my hands couldn't quite reach the floor. And it left my butt sticking weirdly up in the air.
“Is it for exercise?” I wanted to know. “It's definitely comfortable. In fact, I could probably go to sleep on this thing…”
And that was the last thing I remember.

It must have been all that rum in the pina coladas.
And when I woke up again, the situation in my Uncle Dan's basement had drastically changed. I was still face down on the black velvet wedge/ramp thing, but I noticed many things at the same time.
The first was that I couldn't move my arms.
“Hey!” I cried out, a little scared finally. “Uncle Dan…!”
“Relax, Jessica,” I heard him say, behind me. “You're going to like this more than you think.”
Both of my hands were held in place on either side by the soft straps around my slim wrists, as were my slender bare ankles held in place, and apart, so that my coltish legs were spread, by similar straps at the rear of the thing.
I pulled against the straps but discovered I couldn't move. At least, not enough to make any difference. Or escape.
My uncle had somehow gotten my pajama bottoms off before strapping me in so that my little butt was not only sticking up in the air but was bare as well, my only clothing my skimpy pajama top. I was also somehow wearing the blue plastic butterfly in the little blue ribbon harness around my naked hips.
The butterfly itself was directly on my hairless vagina, tightly enough against it to be pressing into it slightly.
“This is called sex furniture,” my uncle said, somewhere behind me. “If you're good, you should enjoy the next couple of hours. But, if you're bad…well, I'll have to spank your bare little ass all over this room.”
And as his voice trailed off, the threat remained in the air.
“What are you doing?!” I started to cry, full-out scared by then. “Uncle Dan, please, I don't like this…”
His warm hand suddenly gave my bare butt a gentle squeeze, causing me to jerk with shock at the sensation. A second later, he touched at my butthole, just pressing a fingertip against it, making me jerk again.
“Oh, God, no!” I was shaking my head. “Please, Uncle Dan!”
“Tell me how much you like this,” he said calmly. “Or love it, actually.”
And a second later the butterfly came to life on my little pussy, a low vibration steadily emitting from it that went straight into my most sensitive part, the little hot-button I'd discovered years earlier with my fingers.
My clitoris.
That was something I'd looked up repeatedly on the computer in the 3rd grade, all about my clit, as soon as I'd realized I could give myself endless pleasure (orgasms!) manipulating it.
“Ohhhh, God!” I moaned involuntarily, squirming, the vibrations rippling outward from that tiny pinpoint of sensation and throughout my entire crotch. “Uncle Dan, I don't want to do this… please.”
But he apparently then turned the dial of the remote control up another notch, for as the vibrations increased so did my pleasure, my pussy filling with so much oily moisture I was suddenly dripping.
“You say no, but your sweet little cunt says yes,” he informed me, gently sliding a fingertip under the butterfly from behind and just inside the quivering lips of my now-pulsing vagina. “You're already wet and breathing hard.”
That was true, as well.
My heartbeat was suddenly pounding in my ears, my breath growing ragged, whether from fear or sexual excitement I couldn't tell. His finger then left my pussy and, still slippery with my little-girl lubrication, traced a moist path back to my small anus, then slid into it.
“Oh, God! Uhhh.”
As I lay there, facedown and helpless, he slid his finger in and out of my asshole for several long moments, clearly excited to be doing so, if his rapidly quickening breathing was any real indication.
“Leave my butthole alone,” I begged him, trying to squirm away but unable to. “I can't believe this!”
With my face pressed sideways against the black velvet ramp-like part of the sex furniture, I saw him kneeling beside me and just behind me. He was completely naked, his body completely shaved so that his penis and testicles were clearly visible.
Standing out as if from a 3-D movie.
He had a huge erection, the stiffness of it jutting up, the swollen head of it red and already throbbing.
I started to cry again.
“Please, Uncle Dan, don't put that big thing up me…” I whimpered. “Not up my little butthole.”
I knew instinctively, and immediately, what he planned.
He gave me a look of mild surprise, then smacked my bare ass with his open hand, making me jump.
“I am going to stick my cock up your virgin asshole,” he informed me, as if I heard that kind of thing every day. “It may hurt a little at first, but in the long run you're going to love it. I promise you, Jessica.”
Hearing that, I strained to get free but only succeeded in tightening the straps even more so on my skinny wrists and ankles.
The vibrations of the butterfly were bringing me only moments from an orgasm that I couldn't escape, and when it finally burst within my pussy, I groaned loudly and jerked taut with the sensations coursing through me.
Even my toes spread apart involuntarily.
“Uhhhhh!” I groaned, but tried not to cry out too loudly, knowing it would only encourage the man about to violate me. “ Ummmm! Ohhhh, God!”
I was squirming against my bindings while the delicious spasms filled my pussy, my immature tiny pink nipples noticing and suddenly, helplessly, pointy with arousal, betraying me.
“You're coming really hard,” my uncle pointed out to me, unnecessarily. “Tell me if this hurts…”
And as I continued to climax for an impossibly long time, the vibrator buzzing away on my clit, my Uncle Dan again slid an entire finger up my asshole, my anus clenching at him as he began once again sliding it slowly in and out of me.
Fingerfucking my sweet little asshole. Which had never harmed a soul.
“I hate it!” I lied, feeling no pain whatsoever.
If anything, it was just a little pressure, as he fingered me back there with increasing speed. At least my forced orgasm was over, subsiding at last. I began trying to catch my breath.
“Uncle Dan, you're hurting my butt!”
He slowly withdrew his finger, then a moment later was using a fingertip to coat the entire crack of my small 10-year-old bottom with some kind of slick lubrication, all the better (I guessed) to rape me in my asshole.
In fact, he then covered my entire asshole with the stuff, then slid his finger back into my butt and began sliding it in and out again. But far quicker this time. My breathing went back to being all ragged and harsh.
“Uncle Dan, you can't do this!” I cried out again. “Please don't…”
But at the same time he turned the butterfly vibrator up to full speed, the shocking orgasm exploding between my thighs sending me right back into the world of sexual pleasure, pleasure that was even better because of his finger.
“Ohhhh, God, I'm coming again!”
And I was, coming so hard and unexpectedly that my throbbing asshole clamped tightly onto his finger, gripping at it wetly as he continued to slide it feverishly in and out of my squirming bare butt.
“Just relax,” he told me. “It'll make this so much easier. That's why I gave you the drinks and put the vibrator on you, so you'd relax and like getting fucked in your little asshole.”
Then, taking me completely by surprise, he apparently chose even another method to relax me back there, his tongue suddenly licking the now-lubricated crack of my little ass up and down slowly.
Until he ended at my asshole. I gasped as his tongue wetly lapped around it. And then slid into it.
“You're sticking your tongue up my butt!” I complained. “That's disgusting!”
He laughed, pulling his face back slightly.
“No, it's not,” he informed me. “Your asshole tastes like the mango-flavored lubrication I used. So your asshole is delicious.”
“Great,” I sighed, shaking my head, but not crying any more.
And then the butterfly vibrator got me off yet again, the build-up between my orgasms growing shorter with each one. I was entirely helpless to resist, instead coming and coming and coming once more.
“Ohhhh, it's doing it to me again!” I panted hoarsely. “Ohhh, God!”
“It's time for the main event,” my Uncle Dan said. Playfully smacking by bare ass one more time. “Try to relax, Jennifer.”
And as my most recent orgasm slowly left me, my wet pussy and my well-lubed asshole still shaky with the residue of overwhelming pleasure that'd coursed wildly through me moments before, the man I'd grown to love as much as my own father knelt behind me.
And then slid the swollen head of his stiffly throbbing cock between the slippery cheeks of my ass.
When I felt that fleshy tip touch my taut asshole, I tensed with expectation, but the pain I knew to be forthcoming didn't arrive.
“Ohhh, my God!” I moaned, anyway.
Yet before I knew it, the entire head of my Uncle Dan's cock was already inside of my ass. It'd slid into me so smoothly and effortlessly that I'd felt no pain, but rather a odd almost-pleasure.
“I barely felt it going in me!” I said, without really meaning to. “I can't believe it.”
Without a word, he held onto my bare hips and pressed his own hips steadily forward, his long cock sliding inch by trembling inch into my rubbery anus, stretching it open as he entered me.
But without any specific pain.
It was more like a dull sensation of increasing pressure, almost as if I had to suddenly run to the bathroom.
“I think I have to poop,” I told him, between gasping breaths. “I mean it, Uncle Dan, I don't want to make a mess.”
He slapped the side of my bare ass again, as playfully as before, having no real interest in actually causing me pain, I knew.
“It'll pass,” he told me. “By the way, my cock's all the way up your asshole. How's it feel?”
I steadied myself, then took a quick inventory of every sensation and feeling I was experiencing. Only the slightest discomfort was evident in my tightly clenching, overly lubricated asshole. The very real throbbing of my uncle's buried cock was far more noticeable.
“Well…” I started, wiggling my butt slightly to see how it'd feel. “My cunt is soaked, my tiny nipples are sticking out like little pencil erasers, my clit is sticking out even more and dying for further attention, and my butthole is…well, sort of liking your big cock all the way up it.”
Uncle Dan laughed, the sensation as his cock jerked slightly in reaction not the least unpleasant.
“I told you,” he said smugly. “Jennifer.”
And he began slowly stroking his hard penis back out of me, almost pulling it all the way out of my asshole, but then surprised me, his favorite oversexed little niece, with a sudden thrust that took him back to the hilt within me.
“Oh, yes!” I moaned. “That felt good…”
I'd been wrong, wrong, wrong all along, I guess, about anal sex. And I was willing to admit it.
Every time before, when we'd fucked like rabbits in Uncle Dan's basement, me wearing all the sexy clothes he'd bought me, lacy crotchless panties and the like, or using all the sex toys he'd also got me, vibrators and dildo's and the little paddles we both loved spanking each other with, he always wanted to fuck me up my ass. Begged me to do it, In fact.
To butt-fuck his little niece.
But I always stopped him. My always-wet pussy was enough for anyone, I kept telling him, or my mouth-I'd swallowed his hot cum about a thousand times. So nothing would ever happen in my tight little butt, I'd said, meaning it.
I was no friend of real pain, which I'd expected to be a big part of it.
But tonight, the night of my birthday, he'd proven me wrong.
And he'd also managed to include my favorite fantasy of all, rape! Which I'd confided to him many times. I don't know why the thought of being forced against my will excited me so greatly, but it did.
Particularly, being forced by a relative.
“Uncle Dan!” I gasped, panting once again. “Keep doing that! Fuck me in my asshole! Ohhh! It's so dirty, doing it to me! You're in my butt! I'm such a filthy little whore, loving it so much!”
“You are a little whore,” he laughed, beginning to screw my butt in earnest. “And a filthy one besides! And your asshole feels every bit as good as your tight little cunt-at least to my cock, it does!”
“You're the best uncle ever!” I groaned. “I love you so much!”
“I love you, too, Jennifer…”
And I could already feel another orgasm sneaking up on me, my new butterfly vibrator humming happily away on my clitoris and my favorite uncle's big dick pistoning smoothly in and out of my throbbing anus.
It was all the wanton and perverted pleasure a very young girl could want for her 10th birthday.
“Oh, God, Uncle Dan, here I go again…!”



Sexsomnia


Augustine Saintly

Mrs. Rimfield was shocked to discover something terribly amiss with the young man hired to assist her at the Meadows Retirement Community. So much so, in fact, that she was at a complete loss as to how to proceed.
On the surface, he seemed ordinary enough. Somewhat handsome, dark-haired, in his late 20's, but ordinary.
From Alabama and somewhat shaken by a lengthy and difficult divorce, Alex Wolfe had moved down to Ft. Meyers, Florida to begin life anew and was hired to handle general maintenance. His sweet young daughter, an adorable little 10-year-old named Stephanie, slim as a twig, pale and finely blond, was to stay with him for a week.
She was to be merely a visitor in the otherwise over-55 community, children normally not allowed. The little girl would stay there until the man's ex-wife moved into her new home in Alabama and then Stephanie would go back to live with her.
So far, so good.
It was only, in fact, after Mrs. Rimfield heard the father and daughter in what was clearly a sexual situation that she began to suspect the worst. As the live-in Resident Manager, and with all the time in the world on her hands, Mrs. Rimfield wanted to know the exact truth of the matter before reacting.
Or overreacting.
To wrongly accuse the man of something so horrendous wouldn't do.
The very night before, in her apartment above theirs, the sound of sharp groans had drifted upward, followed by a rhythmic thumping, a bumping, actually, accompanied by rapidly creaking bedsprings.
This had immediately prompted Mrs. Rimfield to get down and press her ear into the tightly woven carpet to hear better.
She thought of sex, after all, as her thing.
Blessed with perfect skin tone, a trim waist and an overall ripe firmness, she was still quite the looker at fifty-six, with large firm breasts, shapely buttocks that invited lustful attention, and a cascade of flowing auburn hair.
She'd also been to bed with virtually half the retirement community, both male and female, anyone who was interested, really, and it wasn't a big secret. She was a widow and a mature woman who loved sex and she went right after it.
Mrs. Rimfield was many things to many people, but boring was not one of them.
Yet even with her wealth of sexual experience, and believing nothing could so shock her, she was shocked and even stunned to think that her new maintenance man was having sexual relations with his delightful 10-year-old daughter.
It had begun, on that night before, when she'd continued to raptly listen through the floor to Alex apparently fucking his daughter in the small one-bedroom apartment they were sharing.
That alone seemed shocking enough.
But it was even more shocking as she recognized little Stephanie's voice, sharply moaning and panting, the youngster hotly urging her father to fuck her as if the end of the world was right around the corner and getting nearer.
“Good grief!” Mrs. Rimfield gasped.
At the same time, though, she was undeniably aroused by the scene on which she was eavesdropping: a father and daughter sexually coupling, an open act of genuine incest occurring directly beneath her.
And they were doing it so energetically, so fervidly, so enthusiastically, that their very passion was somewhat unnerving to her as well.
“That little 10-year-old slut!” she'd said to herself.
She'd half-expected to hear their bed go crashing to the floor at any moment, their moans, groans, cries and frenzied pantings eventually becoming even louder than their rapidly creaking bedsprings.
Apparently, though, the sturdy structure beneath them somehow withstood the challenge-repeatedly.
For they would go at it for an hour or so, then apparently rest for a lengthy interval, and then go right back at it again, just as feverishly as before, several times throughout the entire night.
This was a young father and an even younger daughter with amazing stamina.
Adding to their fucking sounds, the encouragements from fragile young Stephanie of “Fuck me harder, Daddy! Harder! Oh, Daddy, I'm going to come again!” had further melted the slippery core of Mrs. Rimfield's already overheated pussy.
To merely say Mrs. Rimfield had masturbated to their illicit erotic activity, using her nimble fingers and a variety of vibrators from her substantial collection, would be gross understatement.
Listening to their bedroom noises, 10-year-old Stephanie's frantic urgings, and their unbridled passion (and inadvertently giving her face a near-permanent carpet imprint marginally visible the next morning), Mrs. Rimfield had literally fucked herself into a frenzy.

“So, Mr. Wolfe,” she'd started, in the laundry room, “are you and your darling little daughter enjoying your new… position?”
He seemed surprised for a moment, embarrassed almost and then perplexed, before finally realizing she meant his new job.
A washing machine was pushed out from the cement block wall as far as the two hoses, hot and cold, would allow. He was half-kneeling, half-stooping beside it, in jeans and a black Def Leppard tee-shirt, his hands greasy to his wrists.
His immediate reaction upon finally understanding her question was one of barely concealed annoyance at the interruption, but when he looked up he hesitated as his eyes moved slowly up her body.
“So far, so good,” he nodded, with what seemed a genuine smile. “And please call me Alex.”
“My name is Katherine,” she told him. “But you can call me Kitty.”
She'd decided that any fact finding would be best accomplished with a sexually seductive approach, her specialty.
If she could get him to admit to his wrongdoing with his daughter by seducing it out of him during a fervid sexual encounter-when he'd be most likely to discuss such a thing-she could then perform her duty: reporting him to their employer and/or, possibly, the authorities.
She couldn't imagine any other way to accomplish it.
Mrs. Rimfield also suspected they'd be alone in the laundry room due to the late hour, so had dressed accordingly: in a skimpy white halter top showing her flat tummy and firm breasts to best advantage, the outlines of her large nipples (extended rubbery tips almost poking right through) presenting themselves directly to him.
In addition, her clingy yellow cotton short-shorts, worn to show off her jaunty buttocks, were cut very low in front, low-rider style, to make visible her slender hipbones and the shaven top of her gently protruding pubic mound.
Just below that, the tautly stretched fabric at her crotch purposely formed a visible cameltoe, a new term she was aware of due to her frequent time looking at erotic material on the Internet.
Mrs. Rimfield was leaning against the laundry room doorway, displaying herself as it were, in a purposely vague yet noticeably indecent manner. Her hips were canted slightly forward to better present the goods, in this case the obvious indentation of her compressed, partially open labia.
Her new friend, maintenance man Alex, had frozen in place next to the washing machine, staring openly at the front of her tiny yellow cotton shorts-where her virtually displayed vagina was staring him right back in the face.
When he finally straightened, wiping his hands on a dirty red shop towel, the obvious bulge in his jeans caused Mrs. Rimfield to suddenly feel weak in the knees. She was definitely having the desired effect upon him.
“What do you think of these shorts?” she asked, near-genuine concern in her sultry voice.
She stepped away from the doorway and turned slightly so he could take in the superb roundness of her stretchy-cotton-encased buttocks, another part of her expert presentation.
“My little know-it-all high school niece, Veronica, says they make me look like a total whore!”
The dark-haired man nodded numbly, but no sound escaped his lips for many long moments. But, finally, he managed to say, “Your shorts look great.”
He was no longer even pretending to be repairing the broken down washing machine.
“Veronica thinks she's a sex expert,” she continued. “Because she's given out a bunch of blowjobs at a few pool parties. I told her, 'Veronica, I'll bet you barely know how to give a decent blowjob. It's a learned skill, dear, believe me.'”
“I'll bet,” Alex Wolfe breathed.
“She thinks it's enough that she loves sucking, that it comes natural, and that she swallows what she calls her reward.”
“Right…” the man croaked, clearly trying to keep up.
“But I love sucking, too,” the older woman went on. “And I've had plenty of rewards, and even a couple of actual awards at sex parties, if you know what I mean, but there's much more to it than merely sucking-any semi-literate, drunken high school slut on her knees can do that!”
Her new maintenance man was nodding, going right along, but then he exhaled slowly, as if suddenly getting his bearings, and he asked her seriously, “Do you always talk like this?”
“Not really,” she admitted. “Only when my cunt gets so wet I start dripping…”
And, with a fingertip, she pulled the crotch of her tiny yellow cotton shorts aside so he could see for himself.
“Take a look, if you don't believe me-I'm sopping!”
And look he did.

It wasn't the absolute hardness of Alex Wolfe's cock sliding into her slippery cunt from behind with each thrust, as she hunched on her hands and knees, that surprised Mrs. Rimfield.
“Jesus!” she moaned. “You're killing me!”
They were in his living room, his apartment not yet updated as her own directly above had been, but suitable enough for the new maintenance man. In particular, she appreciated the shag carpeting, there being more to it, to both kneel on and to tightly grip with both hands, as she was.
“It feels so fucking good!” she groaned, again. “Your cock!”
Her yellow shorts were down around one slim ankle, her shapely buttocks and slender long legs bare to the chill of his air conditioning. The younger man's eager hands kept exploring under her halter top, squeezing her firm and exceptionally heavy breasts, pulling at her distended nipples.
She was trembling wildly.
It wasn't even the length, just a little over average.
It was the sheer width of the damn thing, she decided, his rigid tent-pole of a throbbing cock cleaving into her with a slick, delicious friction that would've caused her to instantly swoon facedown to the carpet, had she been a swooner.
“My God, what a thick one!” she gasped. “I love it! But aren't you afraid we'll wake little Stephanie?”
“She's a very sound sleeper,” he assured her. “Don't worry.”
And he slid his hands down her body until he was gripping her bare hips, holding her tightly as he continued rapidly pumping his own hips. He was fucking her the way she liked to be fucked: hard and fast.
“Does that feel good?” he wanted to know.
“I can almost taste it,” she breathed.
And she began fluidly rotating her hips, thrusting back against each of his thrusts with an added corkscrewing motion that tightened her slippery pussy into an even firmer grip on his cock.
“It's making my legs weak,” she managed. “Oh, my God, I love your cock!”
She was panting uncontrollably, her breath coming in quick gasps, her bare ass jerking back into Alex' crotch as she worked feverishly to extract every ounce of pleasure from his pistoning cock.
“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” she groaned, her smoothly tanned bare thighs quivering with the effort. “Don't stop! Don't stop! Yes, yes, yes! Uhhh! Uhh! Please don't stop!”
And he didn't stop.
Plunging into her repeatedly, his thrusts drove her to the brink of an orgasm she knew would soon have her screaming. He then reached around with both hands and used a finger from each hand to discover her pulsing clitoris within its little protective fold.
He deftly separated the slippery lips around it, then began gently massaging it with both fingertips, until Mrs. Rimfield was shaking even more uncontrollably from head to foot. With both hands, she gripped the older shag carpet even more tightly as he both fucked her and masturbated her relentlessly.
She was already soaking wet down there, she knew, the oily slick lubrication from her pulsating cunt overflowing with each of his increasingly rapid thrusts. It left a shiny wetness on her entire crotch, thin rivers of it coating her bare inner thighs.
“You're going to make me come so hard it'll kill me!” she groaned. “Fuck me harder, fuck me even harder!”
And, as difficult as it might seem to fuck her even harder, he did exactly that.
A moment later, she felt his cock jerk wildly within her as it began spurting long strands of his cum deeply into her. He gasped behind her, speeding his efforts to make her come, too.
“I can feel your cock throbbing in me!” Mrs. Rimfield announced. “More, more, fuck me more!”
And she suddenly came as well, the sensation causing her toes to spread apart, her fingers gripping the carpet so tightly that her knuckles turned white. She and Alex Wolfe continued as if they were on fire, wildly pumping, spasms of the most exquisite pleasure imaginable coursing through their bodies with a relief so great it was a miracle they remained upright.
Or even conscious.
“God, I'm dying!” she panted, finally. “You nearly fucked me to death!”
“I was trying,” he admitted. “But you seemed to like it…”
Gasping out the last of their moaning pleasures, they gradually grew still.
The man stayed hunched over her for several long moments, Mrs. Rimfield's firm body, sweaty and trembling, still radiating a tremendous heat beneath him.
“Damn, I came about a gallon,” Alex said at last, pulling away from her.
His cock, still mostly rigid, slid out of her tight cunt with a soft wet sound, followed instantly by a thick rivulet of his semen that landed on the carpet between her bare knees.
A quick concern for the resulting stain was quickly dismissed by the Resident Manager, other things of more import on her mind. Plus, she knew it would be replaced with the next series of renovations.
“I always thought I'd love southern Florida,” the younger man told her. “I guess I was right.”
And she looked up finally to discover slender little Stephanie standing in the bedroom doorway where she'd apparently watched them screwing, her small hand in the front of her diaphanous panties.
She seemed vaguely blank somehow, her eyes unfocused, yet she was feverishly masturbating.
“She's sleep walking,” Alex Wolfe suddenly said, standing and moving quickly to the delicate girl. “She does it all the time, almost every night. Come on, honey, let's get you back into bed…”

“He said Stephanie was sleepwalking,” Mrs. Rimfield told her gorgeous teen niece, Veronica. “But she was watching us have sex, I know, and she was masturbating while doing so. I could hear how wet she was.”
They lounged by the pool in the middle of the afternoon, each in a black bikini the size of a postage stamp, each with a large rum punch. Veronica was only 15 and in the 9th-grade, it was true, but Kitty Rimfield wasn't her mother, after all, so took no actual responsibility for the teen.
The sun was a bright ball of fire in the purest of blue skies overhead, a gentle breeze smelling of tropical flowers stirring the leaves of the surrounding palm trees.
It was paradise in every possible way.
“He and young Stephanie were fucking so loudly the other night you could have heard it on the moon-I had to use two vibrators to get through it, one in my pussy and another up my asshole. I felt like we were having a threesome…if I'd been just a touch bolder, I'd have gone down to join them.”
“Holy shit,” Veronica breathed.
“They were like animals,” the older redheaded woman continued, “At certain points, I thought I was listening to actual kangaroos fucking down there-it was… arousing, to say the least, although as the Resident Manager, I did have some concerns about the furniture.”
Veronica laughed gaily.
“It sounds like you enjoyed investigating them,” Veronica said. “I mean, really, Aunt Kitty, you went right to bed with the man!”
Mrs. Rimfield's teenage niece was a stunning brunette with a trim figure and a bright smile. She also possessed youthfully firm, uptilted breasts that every man in the pool area was trying to get a better look at.
That the gawkers were mostly ancient retirees mattered not in the least to her. Or to them-the girl was a super-hottie and they felt they had every right to look.
In any case, she loved the obvious attention.
“Veronica, my child,” Mrs. Rimfield started as if talking to an actual child, “if you'd heard them fucking like I did, you'd be worried about that adorable little girl as well. Yet, I've discovered I really like the man.”
Her niece nodded thoughtfully, then took a long drink of her rum punch.
“In a sexual way, you mean,” the high school girl suggested.
“In every way,” the other woman answered. “He seems like a really great person, not someone who'd be abusing his own daughter.”
“Hmmm…”
Despite their age differences, Veronica was Mrs. Rimfield's best friend in Florida and had always been her favorite niece-particularly since that night they'd somehow ended up together at a raucous college frat party at which neither expected to see the other.
It'd been at that party where they'd learned they were, indeed, more than merely related-they were kindred spirits.
Mrs. Rimfield was attending as the guest of two students whom she'd met at a local drinking establishment. She'd been shocked to discover her own sweet underaged niece, naked on her knees, hopelessly drunk, and sucking off several of the college boys, her eager hands and mouth actively working to please them.
“Veronica!” her aunt gasped, which caused the younger girl to stop, then turn to her in great surprise.
“Aunt Katherine!”
Veronica was exceptionally sweaty and cum-smeared, multiple strands of wet shiny semen on her upturned bare breasts, in her hair, on her face, and running down her chin.
A single extra-long strand of it was even dangling precariously from the perfect tip of one of her distended pink nipples.
As Veronica looked over to her aunt, the stiff cock she'd been servicing with her mouth erupted, an additional load of ropy semen covering her face and, a moment later, dripping from her full lips.
Stunned at the timing, Mrs. Rimfield's young niece could only drunkenly laugh with child-like surprise, then shrug with a guilty little smile as she licked the excess off her fingers.
To which her aunt reacted:
“My God, you filthy little slut!”
Of course, it was a case of the slut calling a slut a slut, because Mrs. Rimfield wore only a pair of crotchless black panties herself and was on her hands and knees being fucked doggy-style by an eager line of young college boys.
“Aunt Katherine,” Veronica could only say in her own defense, “it obviously takes one to know one.”
From that moment on, they were closer than ever.

“There's the little girl herself,” Mrs. Rimfield warned her niece. “With her father. I'll have them come over and I'll introduce you.”
Veronica nodded.
They'd been still sunning themselves at the pool when Alex walked out of the maintenance shed, a toolbox in one hand, his daughter with him. He spotted Mrs. Rimfield across the parking lot and smiled knowingly at her, then pointed for his daughter's benefit.
A minute later, the young girl smiled and headed toward the pool as her father headed in the other direction.
“She's a cute little thing,” Veronica allowed.
“Act casual,” her aunt commanded. “I want to discover what's going on, but I don't want to alert her to anything odd going on.”
“I'll be good,” her niece promised.
“Hello, Mrs. Rimfield,” Stephanie nodded pleasantly. “Is this your daughter?”
“Stephanie, this is Veronica, my niece,” Mrs. Rimfield smiled. “She visits her boring old aunt whenever she has absolutely nothing else to do.”
Veronica smiled at that.
“Wrong,” the high school girl corrected. “I visit her whenever I need an adventure of sorts.”
“An adventure…?” Stephanie asked, intrigued.
“She's trying to make me sound more interesting than I am,” Mrs. Rimfield told the girl. “Anyway, how are you enjoying your stay here? Having any…fun?”
The young girl gave her a sweet smile.
Her youthful, freshly scrubbed face had no hint of worry or concern, and certainly not any of the understated angst one might expect from a girl being sexually abused in any way. Of course, during that night she'd listened to them, it was obvious there was no coercion going on-the little 10-year-old was a full-blown participant.
“Have you and your dad been up to anything…unusual?” the Resident Manager probed ever so gently. “When I saw you late last night, you had a most unusual look on your face, is why I ask.”
And your small hand was working in your filmy underpants, she could have said.
But, of course, did not. Instead, she studied the little girl without seeming to, trying to see the truth of the matter in her bright young eyes.
Stephanie began to respond but then stopped abruptly with an uncertain smile.
“Last night?” she said slowly, clearly trying to recall. “I didn't see you last night, not that I can remember. What time was it?”
Mrs. Rimfield gave her a quick smile.
“Dear, it was well after midnight,” she told the child. “I was, uh, visiting your father and you came to the door of your bedroom. Maybe you were too sleepy to remember seeing me.”
If there was any attempt on the girl's part to conceal her memory of their meeting, to pretend nothing had happened, Mrs. Rimfield couldn't detect it in any way. It was obvious Stephanie didn't remember a thing about it.
“I'm sorry, but I don't remember,” the little 10-year-old said. And then she looked to Veronica, who appeared to be staring at her with an open frankness. “Is something the matter? You're looking at me so oddly.”
Veronica merely smiled at Stephanie.
“You are cute as a bug,” she told the girl. “My aunt told me all about you, that she heard you and your father playing a game in your apartment a couple of nights ago. A loud game, that went on all night. And that you were having so much fun, she could hear you in her place right above.”
But Stephanie clearly drew a blank, her little-girl's brain working (obvious from her puzzled expression and the little frown line that appeared on her smooth forehead), but no recollection of that night apparently registered.
“What kind of game?” she wanted to know. “I don't remember that, either. And I'm usually in bed and asleep by ten o'clock, unless my dad lets me stay up later to watch a movie or something.”
Mrs. Rimfield gave her niece a warning look, then said, “Let's not grill the child, Veronica. She's here on her vacation, after all. So, Stephanie, I haven't seen you in the pool yet. Is there a problem?”
The girl gave her a little shrug.
“I didn't know if I was supposed to,” she said earnestly. “My dad said I shouldn't be getting in the way, since I'm too young to really be here.”
Mrs. Rimfield gave her a broad smile.
“That's particularly thoughtful of both you and your father,” she said. “But you're a guest here and an important one. Would you like to go into the pool?”
And the girl's sweet face lit up.
“Yes, I would,” she said. “I've brought a swimsuit and everything.”
“You just make yourself right at home here,” Mrs. Rimfield let her know. “We want you to be happy during your stay.”
And little Stephanie beamed.
“Thank you, Mrs. Rimfield…”

It was after 1:00 a.m. that very night, or morning, Veronica staying over, when both women heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from the apartment below.
Mrs. Rimfield adored her young niece and, ever since they'd discovered each other at the frat party, they'd been ardent girl-on-girl lovers as well as relatives, spending as much time together as possible.
She'd been lying naked on her king-size bed, still sweaty from a session of mutual pussy-licking fun. Veronica, naked and sweaty as well, stood beside the bed, making a final adjustment to the strap-on dildo she wore.
The pretty 15-year-old high school girl swung her slim hips side-to-side, wagging the large rubber penis in the air.
“Damn, I love having a dick!” Mrs. Rimfield's sweet niece said. “Especially one that never quits…let me fuck you with it right now.”
“Veronica, this is serious,” her aunt continued, sitting up at the ongoing sounds from below. “If they're at it again, maybe we should get dressed and go down there! I do have a key, after all.”
But her niece's attention was still focused on the sexual apparatus she wore, which Mrs. Rimfield had only recently bought for her.
At the same time, she'd purchased anal beads, three exotic-looking vibrators, tropically-flavored anal lubrication, and a small but sturdy actual fucking machine, still unboxed in her closet and awaiting Veronica's birthday, which her young niece was to sit on, pumping her hips, so that the thing could fuck her from below, endlessly.
Or until her legs cramped up.
“Look how real it looks!”
The younger girl was running her slender fingers up and down the realistic rubber cock of the strap-on, admiring the thickness of the shaft, the overly large smooth head, the vein-covered surface.
“Listen to me,” Mrs. Rimfield said. “I'm serious, damn it!”
Veronica finally looked back to her aunt.
“Maybe her father's watching a dirty movie,” the girl suggested, still not a true believer when it came to that night Mrs. Rimfield supposedly heard them so eagerly going at it. “His daughter's probably sound asleep.”
“Exactly!” Mrs. Rimfield said, sliding off the bed. “You remember what I told you about that…”
As soon as they'd returned from the pool earlier that afternoon, and while Veronica stripped off her miniscule bikini and jumped into the shower, Mrs. Rimfield went straight to her computer and looked up everything she could about sleepwalking.
“My God,” she said, shaking her head. “This is unbelievable.”
But Veronica, already soaping her vagina first as she always did (getting herself off at her young age still being her number one priority), opened the glass shower door and called out, “My pussy isn't going to lick itself, Aunt Kitty!”
“I have to look at this,” Mrs. Rimfield called back. “And I told you, if you'd take a yoga class, you could lick the damn thing yourself.”
On the Internet, she learned that sleepwalking was technically called parasomnia, and that sexsomnia was a real term, only recently coined, to describe sleep sex, a rare but actual disorder where the person engaged in sexual acts while asleep.
Often highly enthusiastic sexual acts, it turned out, with accompanying groans, vocal cries and urgings, yet with no memory whatsoever of it in the morning.
“This is amazing,” she said, believing she'd found the key to what was going on, and realizing what occurred directly below her two nights earlier. “He's screwing his little daughter while she's sleepwalking!”
Mrs. Rimfield was even further amazed to discover that one woman in a case study drove her car on numerous occasions while asleep, always to have hours-long sexual intercourse with a variety of strangers.
“Stephanie has no idea her dad's fucking her,” she said. “Jesus.”
But after relaying the information to Veronica, her niece remain unconvinced.
The entire sleep-fucking theory involving little Stephanie seemed too far-fetched to her, especially since Veronica's mind was still set on simply getting her great-looking aunt into bed for the rest of that afternoon.
Her visits to the retirement complex were always centered around exactly that-she and her oversexed Aunt Kitty making each other come as many times as possible. But much later that night, with the very real sounds of rising sexual urgency coming from the apartment beneath them, she finally relented.
“Whatever,” she said, still just a moody high school girl after all.
“Now take that thing off,” Mrs. Rimfield told her, meaning the strap-on dildo. “And let's get down there and see what's really going on.”
Veronica sighed theatrically.
“Fine,” she said. “But all we're going to discover is your brand new boyfriend whacking off to a dirty movie.” She suddenly smiled. “Hey, if that's true, maybe you wouldn't mind sharing him-you said he fucked you so good, it almost rattled your back teeth out!”
“We'll see,” the girl's redheaded aunt conceded.
She was hoping Veronica was right. She had no interest in getting anyone in trouble, especially young Alex Wolfe, whom she was becoming especially fond of. And, yes, of course she'd share the man with her favorite niece.
Mrs. Rimfield was many things to many people, but selfish wasn't one of them.
“But let's go down there with an open mind.”

Mrs. Rimfield and her sexy 15-year-old niece Veronica stood outside the door of the downstairs apartment in just their shorty summer robes and sandals. Neither had bothered to get fully dressed. Or even put on panties or bras.
“Let me do the talking,” the older woman said. “And if you're right, and Alex is just watching a dirty movie while his daughter's asleep, we'll both fuck him until he can't walk.”
Hence the lack of underwear, on the likelihood that Veronica had guessed the situation correctly. Though Mrs. Rimfield didn't really believe it.
“Great,” the younger girl said, her hand already in her robe, between her legs, and doing something in there. “This should be fun.”
Veronica was always so sexually aroused, it seemed, though who was her oversexed aunt to talk (or complain), after all?
Mrs. Rimfield slipped her master key into the lock, opening the dead bolt first, and then opened the lower lock, before silently turning the knob and slowly pushing open the door.
A single living room light was on, the pull-out couch made into a bed for little 10-year-old Stephanie's visit. Yet the adorable girl was nowhere to be seen. Her pale blue panties and her pajamas, however, had been tossed carelessly to the floor.
The sounds of urgent fucking, which brought them both down to investigate in the first place, came directly from the bedroom still, where a small light of some kind was also on. The bedsprings were rhythmically creaking with every sharp young cry coming from the room.
And definitely not cries of pain but rather of intensifying pleasure, unmistakably Stephanie's own. A moment later, the 10-year-old girl's actual voice came through the doorway loud and clear:
“I love you fucking me, Daddy,” she was groaning. “I love it! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! I want every inch of your big cock in my little cunt! Uhhh! Ohhh, yes, yes, Daddy, it's so good! Fuck me harder!”
And the sight that greeted both aunt and niece as they silently moved to the open bedroom door stopped them dead in their tracks.
“Good grief…” Veronica whispered at the sight before them. “I can't believe you were right, Aunt Kitty! Sort of.”
Father and preteen daughter were naked and coupled together on the king-sized bed, much as Mrs. Rimfield had sadly expected.
But what she hadn't anticipated, not in the least, was that Alex Wolfe was flat on his back, while his naked 10-year-old daughter straddled his bare hips, leaning forward with her small hands on his bare chest and riding his big thick cock for everything she was worth.
Clearly wide awake.
From below, her father was feverishly thrusting himself up into her, fucking her for sure, but his eyes were unfocused and glazed, even though open.
“Don't stop fucking me, Daddy,” the naked little girl encouraged him. “Don't stop, don't stop! I want to fuck all night!”
Stephanie's fine blonde hair was damp with sweat and plastered to her head, her sweet angelic face twisted with the pure lust raging through her. She glanced to them, Mrs. Rimfield and Veronica, but her skinny young thighs continued pumping her bare little ass, her hairless cunt sliding up and down.
Up and down the entire length of Alex Wolfe's upright penis.
“I was hoping you'd come down,” little Stephanie said to them, finally, gradually slowing her fervid activity. “Daddy's been fucking me so good tonight!”
Mrs. Rimfield moved to the side of the bed.
“My God, Stephanie,” she shook her head, staring. “Is your father asleep?”
The skinny little blonde nodded.
“He's a sleepwalker,” the youngster said. “A sleep-fucker, I guess, and he never remembers the filthy stuff we do, even though he always fucks me four or five times a night. And tonight's been the best of all.”
“Unbelievable.”
“He doesn't know he's fucking you?” Veronica asked. “Really?”
The little girl who'd been riding the man like a bucking bronco shook her head.
“I love my dad, but he wouldn't fuck me,” she said. “I couldn't even suck his dick, he said, after I told him I'd done it, a lot, to boys back home. He just lectured me about being a good girl, which isn't me.”
The older woman nodded.
“So you don't sleepwalk?” Mrs. Rimfield asked her. “Like last night, when you watched your dad and I doing it in your living room?”
Stephanie bit her sweet lower lip, clearly remembering it.
“I was wide awake and wanted to join you and my dad so much,” she admitted. “I fingerfucked myself the rest of the night. But my father thinks I'm the sleepwalker, not him, so I had to pretend.”
“Unbelievable,” she said again.
“So…” Stephanie started. “Now what?”
Mrs. Rimfield and her 15-year-old niece looked to each other, perplexed at what they'd discovered.
“Well…he's not molesting you,” the Resident Manager ventured, working it out. “At least, not intentionally. If anything, you're taking unfair advantage of him. Sexually, that is.”
And Stephanie was immediately shaking her head.
“That's not true,” she insisted. “The first night I was here, he pulled down my panties and licked my pussy. I didn't realize he was sleeping, though, until he got between my legs and started fucking me. He had that weird look, like now.”
“You didn't try to stop him?” Mrs. Rimfield asked.
The little blonde girl exhaled, then shook her head as if it was obvious.
“I wanted him to fuck me,” she said. “When he wouldn't earlier, I told him I was doing it with two or three of my mom's boyfriends, letting them fuck me. But it got him all upset instead of making him want to fuck me, too.”
Mrs. Rimfield gave her a look right back.
“No father wants to hear that,” she told the girl. “It's probably what set him off, doing the sleep-sex thing.”
Stephanie, still sitting atop her father with his stiff cock buried in her bald little pussy, just shook her head again with a sudden look of remorse.
“I know,” she admitted, sadly. “I shouldn't have told him. But he knows it's me when he's fucking me, using my name and everything. And we've both been loving it, not just me.”
“We could tell,” Veronica agreed, “Maybe we should just wake him up and let him know what's happening every night.”
Stephanie laughed.
“I've tried,” she told them. “But he's impossible to wake up because he thinks he is awake. Besides, you're not supposed to wake up a sleepwalker, anyway. I read that somewhere.”
Both Mrs. Rimfield and Veronica thought it over.
“I'm not certain that's true,” the older red-haired woman said. “Beside, that was just an older episode of the Honeymooners, where Ed Norton was sleepwalking trying to find his cow-”
“Huh?!?”
Accompanied by the blankest of looks from both young schoolgirls, neither of whom could begin to fathom what the older woman was blithering about.
Anyway…” Mrs. Rimfield, unabashed, went on, ”…maybe we shouldn't wake him, just in case. But I will have to tell Alex about this in the morning. I'm afraid he'll be very disappointed in you, Stephanie.”
She just shrugged, not seeming overly concerned.
“I'll bet not,” she said. “Once he learns we're already doing it, with you as a witness, I think he'll want to keep fucking me.”
“You may be right,” Mrs. Rimfield said. “Asleep or not, Alex was clearly enjoying it.”
“I'll say,” Veronica pitched in. “I almost climbed up there with you.”
Which got a sudden smile from the much younger girl.
“Back home, my babysitter taught me to lick pussy,” Stephanie said. “She said I was great at it. I hope you'll let me prove it. I love licking pussy.”
And she gave both women a look that was unmistakable in its lewd intent.
Mrs. Rimfield exhaled slowly, then looked to her teen niece.
“I admit, I never saw this coming…” she started.
“Hold on,” the little 10-year-old said then, slowly beginning to pump her narrow hips again. “Speaking of which, my father's coming right now! I've been squeezing my cunt while we talked, keeping him interested, and his cock's jerking all over the place! Ohhh, it feels really good!”
And while they watched, the naked youngster began fucking her father again, her breathing growing quickly uneven.
From beneath her, a deeply sleeping Alex Wolfe opened his glazed eyes wide and began groaning loudly with the sudden and explosive expulsion of his hot semen, thick streams of it squirting up into his own daughter.
“Uhhh, Steph!” he cried out hoarsely, pushing his spurting cock even farther up into her. “Sweetheart, I'm coming in your fantastic little cunt again! Uhhh, God, it feels too good to stop!'
And his bare ass jerked up off the bed as he thrust himself fully into the little girl, fucking her with a blind intensity that almost threw her off him.
“We're so bad, so bad…” he went on, fucking her with a fury. “We'll be going to Hell for this, Stephanie, I know, but it's worth it! All I can think about is fucking you all the time! Ohhhh God!”
“Do it, Daddy, do it!” she said back to him, her narrow hips jerking wildly to give the sleeping man even more pleasure. She was a little girl who knew what she was doing, all right. “Cum in me! Fill me with it! Oh, God, I'm coming, too!”
And both aunt and niece raptly watched the sweaty naked youngster go through the spasms of her own orgasm, her breath getting even more ragged as her climax caused her to shudder violently all over.
Even her tiny pink nipples got eagerly into it, popping out stiffly and all pointy on her flat chest, the little girl suddenly pulling at those nipples with her fingertips in an effort to prolong her illicit pleasure.
“I love you, Daddy, I love you,” was what she kept saying, over and over, as she seemed to climax a very long time. “Thank you so much for fucking me! I mean it! Thank you, Daddy, thank you!”
And then she pitched forward onto his chest, lying there panting, her entire naked body still trembling.

“He's not abusing her,” Veronica pointed out to her aunt. “Like you said, it's little Stephanie who's the instigator. And didn't she come really great!? It got me, like, super wet, watching her.”
“Yes, yes,” Mrs. Rimfield said. “I got that.”
Veronica was lying naked on the pull-out sleeper sofa in Alex Wolfe's living room, her bare thighs spread wide as little Stephanie enthusiastically licked her pussy up and down and 'round and 'round.
Especially around her sweet quivering clit.
“That's it,” the excitable 15-year-old said to the much younger girl, close enough to her third orgasm in the last fifteen minutes so that she was panting like a dog needing water. “You're going to make me come again! Ohhh, I'm almost there.”
In the bedroom, the youngster's father was sleeping soundly, softly snoring, but all three of them knew he'd be up sometime soon-at least his sleep-fucking thick cock would be up.
For them to all take turns on.
“I'll tell him everything in the morning,” Stephanie had sincerely promised. “But, until then…”
There were five more days before the little girl went home on Friday, Mrs. Rimfield knew, five days and nights. And, like she'd said, “Until then…”
“Put it in me,” Stephanie said to Mrs. Rimfield, her voice muffled by the wetness of Veronica's cunt, which her face was pressed tightly into. “I can take it.”
From where Mrs. Rimfield knelt on the bed behind Stephanie, she could see how perfectly pink the girl's sweet pussy was, how wet it was, her father's big cock leaving it gaping open just enough to be irresistible to a woman who appreciated pussy.
“I'm a huge slut,” the sweet-faced 10-year-old earlier admitted. “I was no virgin when I came down here and I'd rather eat pussy than chocolate cake, which proves I'm wildly oversexed.”
“I'll say,” Veronica had said. “I love chocolate cake.”
And on it went like that, until:
“Well…” Mrs. Rimfield hesitated.
She was wearing the large strap-on black dildo she'd bought for Veronica, the bulbous head and entire shaft of the rubber cock liberally coated with the flavored anal lube she'd bought as well.
It dangled in front of her, the tip of it grazing little Stephanie's bare ass, causing the girl to jerk slightly. “Put it in me,” she said again, pushing her butt back just enough to open her juicy cunt in further invitation. “Put it in me and fuck my 10-year-old brains out!”
“Very well, dear,” the naked red-haired woman finally agreed, all hesitation gone on her part. The blonde youngster was a huge slut, as she'd said, exactly like she herself and her young niece had always been. “Here comes a fuck you'll remember the rest of your life.”
And she slowly pushed the large back dildo into the little girl's slippery cunt.
Mrs. Rimfield, after all, was many things to many people, but being in full control of her own sexual urges was not one of them.



Scout's Honor


Remi Cogsworth

Even though she was a perfectly capable 28-year-old woman, Honor Blakely greatly appreciated the small group of young boys in the neighborhood who so eagerly wanted to help with any chores around her house or yard.
She was a sleek and extremely pretty brunette, trim in all the right places, fully rounded in others, and she'd first thought her good looks might've had something to do with it. With their offer of assistance. Throughout her life, men or boys had always offered to help her, in many ways, and she was more than used to it.
“The garage could use a good cleaning,” she suggested that bright Saturday morning, leading the five well-groomed youngsters in through the side door. “Let's get some light in here.”
She hit the button for the double-wide garage door, all of them watching as it moved up on its track. She'd earlier left her car, a Buick SUV, outside in the wide driveway, anticipating their arrival that morning.
“Here you go, boys. I want to thank you again-”
“That's not necessary,” the oldest boy, a handsome 12-year-old named Del, said with a big smile. “We're glad to help.”
The other four boys, smiling and nodding as well, all seemed about nine or ten years old. They were a good-looking lot, she couldn't help thinking, all in brand name jeans and tee-shirts. They also all wore expensive tennis shoes without socks.
She thought preppy was the word that best described them. At least, that's what they called it in her day, not all that long ago, she liked to think. Yet she wasn't sure if anyone even still used that term these days.
“Really, Mrs. Blakely, it's our duty,” Del added.
They belonged to the Helper Scouts, they'd told her two weeks earlier, a Good-Samaritan-type group for young boys whose assistance in the neighborhood (especially for the elderly or the infirm) had apparently proven invaluable.
Honor had already heard stories of the good they were doing.
And the pay they required was strictly a mere token, a single dollar and a treat (a brownie, cookies or a healthy snack was suggested) for each boy. This was for as much assistance as any neighbor, elderly or otherwise, might require.
“Okay,” she said to Del. “But please call me Honor. Like I mentioned before, I'm no longer married…”
She'd recently gone through a terrible divorce, and was without children, so being on her own in such a large house had become a real burden. She'd lately been considering just putting it on the market and moving into a condo or an apartment, anything smaller, until she got her life back in order.
But with the sudden and unexpected arrival of the Helper Scouts, she'd been lately rethinking the entire idea of moving. It really was a great suburban neighborhood, after all. And she'd miss it a lot.
“I'm sorry it's such a mess in here,” Honor told the boys, looking around. “But with me working full time during the week, I'm afraid I've let a few things go. This is one of them.”
They were standing in her attached two-and-a-half car garage, the built-in shelves along the far walls nearly empty because much of what belonged up there was down on the gray cement floor. There were half-full paint cans, tools, old boxes of appliances and electrical parts, and even an ancient-looking IBM typewriter, all of it seemingly abandoned.
The young boys all looked to her.
“No problem…Honor,” the boy named Del said. “This shouldn't take too long.”
She gave him a quick smile.
“Just come into the kitchen when you're done,” she told him, then looked to all of them. “For your treat.”
“Sure.”
And into the kitchen she went.
Honor took the $5 to pay them out of her purse and set it on the counter. Then she smiled, heading into the master bedroom, knowing exactly the treat she was going to give them.
Less than fifteen minutes later, the chore of returning the various items to the built-in shelves a particularly simple one, Del and the four other young boys pushed open the door to the kitchen and trooped on in.
“That was awfully quick,” Honor smiled. “I hope you'll take more time than that in here with me.”
She was wearing black crotchless panties and a black half-bra, the push-up kind that directly presented her large firm breasts to whoever was looking at them, while allowing both of her dark pink nipples (poking out stiffly!) to be clearly seen.
Other than that, she was naked.
All five young boys eagerly took in the sights:
Honor's slender long legs, her perfectly flat tummy, her firmly rounded buttocks and the gentle bulge of her pubic mound, so smoothly waxed that the wetly gaping slit of her cunt (easily seen within the black lacy opening of the crotchless panties) was all the more lusciously prominent.
And inviting.
“There's your $5 on the counter,” she told them. “And you're all staring directly at your treat, I see.”
Yes, they were, she noted with satisfaction.
Del and the four younger boys could not look away from her slickened pussy, in fact, once their eyes dropped down to it from her semi-bare breasts. And the sight of it, her wonderful grown-up cunt, displayed as such in her obscene little show-off panties, instantly gave each youngster a growing bulge in the front of his jeans.
“Your pussy's the best treat of all,” Del told her, with a genuine smile. This wasn't their first time together, after all. “Mrs. Raffelson's peanut butter cookies aren't bad, but you've got her beat all out.”
“So my cunt's even better?” she wanted to hear it said. “Better than peanut butter cookies?”
“In every way,” young Will threw in, a skinny 10-year-old. He already was holding himself through his jeans, squeezing himself, really, clearly anticipating what was coming next. “Even though I love cookies.”
Honor gave the slender boy a bemused look.
“Cookies are nice,” she allowed, motioning for all four of them to follow her into the first floor master bedroom. “But for young boys like yourselves, I believe pussy will always be better.”
“Yes!” a tall 10-year-old named Tom punched the air with a delighted laugh. “I knew this would be a great day.”
And as all the boys trailed into the master bedroom behind her, they began kicking off their shoes and pulling off their clothes. They'd been to Honor's home before, in her bedroom, even, helping her, as it were, and understood exactly what was required.
“Mrs. Edmonds baked us a cake,” one of the two youngest boys, 9-year-old Frank, informed her. “That was good, too.”
“Cake's always nice,” Honor nodded. “But it's still not pussy.”
She just wanted to make certain the boys all understood how truly special her treat for them was, how personal, even, her treat one that could be remembered and appreciated for many years to come.
When she reached her huge bed, she turned around to face them and discovered they were all five entirely naked, a haphazard line of tee-shirts, jeans, tennis shoes and underwear strewn on the floor behind them.
“That's true,” the other youngest boy, Taylor, a healthy-looking 3rd-grader, nodded as he agreed with her that it wasn't pussy. “But it was a great cake.”
His young cock was standing straight up, Honor saw, the swollen tip of it so smoothly swollen that she swallowed at the sight of it. She had a sudden urge to simply drop to her knees and suck it into her mouth.
But instead she simply smiled at Taylor, then reached down for his erection.
Her slim fingers closed around its hardness, the skinny shaft of it jerking, and then the boy smiled nervously up at her in response. Though all five of the young boys had helped her before, in fact had helped the living hell out of her, this was still relatively new to them all. And it still made them extremely anxious.
The sex thing.
“I do know how to bake,” she told Taylor. “Would you rather I made you boys a cake next time?”
But before the startled boy could answer, Del moved quickly beside the young woman, one of his hands suddenly inside the back of her black lace crotchless panties. He gently squeezed one cheek of Honor's firm bare ass, which got a quick look back out of her.
“Is that what you'd like instead?” she asked Del, biting at her full lower lip, which suddenly seemed to be trembling. “Cookies?”
“Forget the baked goods,” he told her, then turned to the younger boy. “Taylor, not another word.”
To which the naked 9-year-old nodded guiltily.
Even at his young age, he knew he'd almost screwed it up for all of them. He pretended to suddenly be fascinated with one of the small gilt-framed pictures of a smiling teenage Honor, sitting on her dresser.
“Is that you in high school?” he asked, which got him a nasty look from Del. “You were even amazingly beautiful back then…”
“Why, thank you, Taylor,” she said. “That's so sweet of you to say.”
Del rolled his eyes behind Honor, but gave the boy an almost imperceptible nod of approval. The kid had put them back on the right track, that slippery track leading straight into Honor's fabulous cunt.
“So, Del…” she started. “What about brownies? Those are nice.”
“No cookies or cakes or brownies, please,” Del told her with a nervous laugh.
She fixed him with a knowing look.
“None?” she asked. “Don't you like sweets?”
All five boys suddenly got quiet, nervously looking to each other and clearly uncertain whether to just shut up or to actually say it out loud for her, the absolute truth to all of them, now and forever: pussy won out over cookies or cake or brownies.
Always.
But it was also and always a challenge for them to respond correctly to any questions put to them by females, an obviously unpredictable gender that easily tripped them up at every turn.
Because none of them were that familiar with women, even 12-year-old Del, especially with older women, and double especially with gorgeous older women who were standing mostly naked in front of them, willing to screw all five of them.
Again.
But at least they did recognize a very good thing when they saw it and they didn't want to mess it up.
Their chances, that is. They weren't idiots, after all.
“I like sweets, but we'd rather screw you,” Del slowly and carefully told her. “You're a better treat than brownies. Or cake or cookies. You're much sweeter. Especially your sweet little pussy. We all love it so damn much…”
And as the beautiful Honor nodded her approval with a sudden bright smile, to their everlasting gasping relief, her slender hand finally dropped down easily and took Del's hard cock.
She held it gently, then took Taylor's stiff young penis back into her other hand.
“Then you can feel free to start,” Honor told him, and then to all of them, “Screwing me, that is.”

As the oldest boy, Del's cock was the largest, no more rigidly erect than the others but almost twice as big around. The last time they'd assisted Honor, the Helper Scouts, he'd fucked her both first and last, a very quick learner.
He'd also been the first of the five boys to lick her wet pussy.
And shown a genuine talent for it, she thought, once she got him to actually get down there and just do it. After that, led by a happy and eager example, the other boys had all done it too, taking turns licking into her slippery pink cunt as if it was made of ice cream.
In actual fact, she'd actually put chocolate syrup all over her cunt, to get them started, so it really was like licking ice cream. She was creative like that.
Honor was a young woman with a very strong sex drive and, that first time they'd shown up at her door offering to give her a helping hand, it hadn't taken her long to realize she was meeting five boys who could help her.
Sexually so.
She'd actually found herself getting wet the moment she'd opened her front door and discovered them standing on her front porch.
Five handsome young Helper Scouts.
With her stressful divorce and her long working hours, she didn't get out all that much anymore, even though she knew she desperately needed a very good boinking. Or five very good boinkings.
Preferably as often as possible.
And that very morning, the two-hours of energetic attention they all gave her, helping her they called it, fucking her front and back and up and down in every position and possible combination the oversexed divorcee' could come up with, was nothing short of spectacular.
And they were helping, she let them know. Helping her have orgasms. Which helped her relax. Which helped her think and plan, after her string of orgasms, that is.
It was all just so… thorough, she decided was the word that best fit, the all around fucking they all so enthusiastically gave her.
“I love boys your age,” Honor told them, on her hands and knees with little Will's slender cock in her mouth. It was so hard it was almost vibrating with the throbbing rigidity of it. “You can fuck so many times!”
Yes, they could.
“I'm already going to come,” Will suddenly gasped.
And his rigid penis, twitching and jerking in Honor's slippery mouth, erupted like a small fountain, spurt after spurt of his very young cum filling her mouth with his warm liquid. She swallowed it gladly, savoring the sweeter taste of it compared to the more mature men she normally put out for.
Which was why she was divorced, all that putting out she'd done.
Basically, she was unable to control herself sexually whenever the merest attention was paid to her. Of course, her new husband only discovered that fact when he came home early one afternoon and caught her with the plumber.
And it wasn't even their plumber, just a fairly good-looking plumbing guy who'd been parked in the neighborhood in his plumbing truck, trying to finish his sandwich on his lunch break.
Honor had spotted him and that was that.
“I'm coming, too,” Del announced behind her. “Wow, your butt's just sucking it out of me!”
He'd been busy screwing Honor in her hot KY-lubed asshole until she was groaning with the pleasure of it, his throbbing cock easily going all the way into her anus, the way she loved it.
His hands tightened on her bare hips as he ejaculated, a river of boy-cum shooting into the hot depths of her rectum as he came.
“Del, I can feel you coming in my butt!” Honor told him, on the verge of another orgasm. “Keep fucking me-I'm going to come again, too!”
She'd had two climaxes already, both of them the squirming and panting and groaning-type, as both her quivering pussy and her lube-slick anus clamped shut on Tom and Taylor's cocks, the two boys who'd been eagerly fucking her front and back at the same time, while she sucked off little Frank.
She was a girl who loved a good sandwich. Especially with a little extra mayo down her throat.
“Ohhh, God!” she cried out, her bare tits rocking back and forth with her sudden motion as she worked her hips back into Del's crotch. “Fuck my asshole deeper! Harder! Fuck me, fuck me more!”
And he did, even thought he'd already ejaculated, giving the young woman all the pleasure he could and knowing it was required, especially if he expected to ever stick his twitchy cock up her hot asshole again.
He was only twelve but he'd already learned a great deal about women, especially oversexed women, from beautiful Honor.
Their nonstop sexual antics lasted all morning then, until the five young boys at last had to rush home for lunch. They all quickly pulled on their clothes and headed out the door.
“Tomorrow's Sunday,” she reminded Del, slipping her hand into the back of his jeans and giving his young bare ass a quick squeeze just before he left. “I'll be home all day, so I might need some more help with some cleaning.”
He gave her a long look, a smile playing across his lips.
“Really?” he asked her. But then, when he just got a little shrug from her in return, he said, “If you need us, we'll all be here.”
“That's great,” she said.
And as soon as the five preteen boys trotted off toward their homes, Honor headed back out to her garage.
She hit the button to close the garage door, then began to haul everything down off the shelves again and leave it all on the gray cement floor. It was tiring work, and took her almost a solid hour, but she felt it was well worth it.
And she was getting better and faster at it, creating a fast and easily cleaned-up mess in her garage.
After all, it was her fourth time emptying those damn shelves in two weeks.



The Very Good Son


Augustine Saintly

“Billy, you need to get up,” my mom called into my room. “I want you out of bed before my coffee's done, dear. You know the routine.”
I pulled the covers over my head, but I knew it was no use. My mother insisted on waking me up before she left for work early each morning, even though it was the start of summer and I didn't have any school.
I'd been done with the 5th-grade for just two weeks. And it was summer vacation I lived for, laying around like the lazy 11-year-old kid I apparently was, without a single care in the world. It was like heaven to a boy like me.
“Sure, mom, I'll be down in a minute,” I told her.
It was typical, of course, that I'd sneak right back into bed as soon as her car pulled out of the driveway. Then I'd sleep to about noon. It was great. Though sometimes she'd come home at lunch and be annoyed if I was still sleeping.
She just liked it so much better when I was up.
We lived alone, my mother and I, my father only a long-gone distant memory. And the other kids at school, the boys in particular, all thought my mom was hot, at least that's what they said. Mainly because she was so blonde. And so very young, for being a boy's mom.
She'd had me while she was still in high school, so she was still only a youthful 27-years-old. But she'd managed to finish school, get in two years of college, and get a great job as an Executive Assistant for a big CPA firm.
Meaning we did all right for a single parent home. That's what she always told me, anyway,
The other typical thing when I woke up was I had what the other boys called 'morning wood,' a stiff dick that poked the front of my lightweight pajamas into a tent. As usual, it was so hard it was almost painful, throbbing against my pajamas like that.
So I slid my skinny dick out into the open and started pulling on it, masturbating, my hand moving quickly up and down.
“Billy, it's time to get up,” she called out again. “You know the rule.”
Yes, I did.
But I also knew I had a couple of more minutes. So I started masturbating even faster. It felt really good, as it should, and I was confident that I could ejaculate really fast.
“ Now, Billy,” she called, and I knew I was out of time. Timing, after all, was everything. Or so my mom said. “I don't want to be late for work.”
So I was standing beside the kitchen table in 15 seconds flat.
My slender blonde mother smiled at me as she poured her hot coffee into her large plastic travel mug, so she could drink it on her drive to work.
“Sorry, mom,” I shrugged. “I was sleeping so good, it was hard to get up.”
“You're definitely up now, dear,” she said with a little grin, her fingers encircling my rigid penis. I'd come to the table with it still sticking out of my pajamas. She continued what I'd started, jacking me off. “And you're so hard this morning.”
I nodded.
“I started upstairs,” I told her. “So I wouldn't make you late for work.”
“You're so thoughtful.”
Using a combination of her warm hand and her mouth, she rapidly got me to the brink of my morning ejaculation. And then-as I leaned over the table-she aimed my throbbing 11-year-old dick into her large travel mug so that my cum spurted explosively, and many thrilling times, into her coffee.
“Uhhh, that always feels so great!” I gasped, as I came. “No wonder I have a boner every morning.”
It came out as fast as ever, in opaque whitish jets, only the merest splatter getting on the rim of her travel mug. My mom squeezed the last couple of drops of my semen into her Columbian blend, quickly licked the sticky excess off the edge of her mug, and then securely put the top on.
“You're a very good son,” she told me, as she always did.
It was our little joke.
Because I was a very good son. And every morning, I was even the cream in her coffee.
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