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CHAPTER ONE


Shirley looked down at the boy's bobbing head, wondering at the amazing feelings that were shooting through her body. The little girl wondered if this was what her mother was always so afraid would happen to her.
She hoped not. The eleven-year-old felt his tongue licking faster and faster, building the heat even higher in her body. She sure hoped not, because what she was doing sure felt wonderful…
The eyes of every male in the vicinity always followed little Shirley Lowe as she walked to and from school every weekday. Though a mere eleven years of age, Shirley had that indefinable something that made every man wish he could commit pedophilia. Not that she was a teasing girl. She had been brought up in a nice, moral household, and even went to religious school two days a week.
But Shirley had that indefinable something, all right. It wasn't the way she walked, nor was it her speech. Yet when the girl looked at a male capable of feeling any kind of sexual sensation, the male inwardly reacted. Her large, brown, innocent eyes seemed to be asking indecent questions, begging for answers. The girl's nose was a bit longer than it should have been, yet it in no way detracted from her youthful sensuousness. Shirley had a sweet, ripe, sensuous pair of lips, and everything was set in an oval face surrounded by long, brown hair.
The girl's body seemed to have been born with certain feminine curves. Though her breasts had not yet started developing, she did have a wasp-thin waist. Her hips and buttocks were still boyish and almost flat, but her thighs were smooth and slender and her calves were already shaping nicely.
Shirley was a total innocent and had no idea what kind of lust she was arousing in the males who looked at her. It was only now, at this age, when certain chemicals never-before manufactured in her body first started being released, that she, herself, began feeling things, though she had no idea what things.
And had it not been for the party, Shirley might have remained innocent a little longer.
The party had been for Billy Kapp, who had just turned twelve. Shirley hadn't wanted to go, but her mother had made such a fuss, the young girl had finally given in. Her mother had dropped her at the party at twelve thirty on Sunday afternoon, telling Shirley she would be by to pick her up again at six.
The party for Billy Kapp was in the basement of the Kapp house. It had just begun, and six other kids were there, already. The large basement playroom had built-in wall seats on two sides of the room, with a soda fountain to the right. One had to go through a small closet to get to the soda fountain's workings. The floor was black and white tiles, while the ceiling was all turquoise, with a star hanging in the middle, all lit up.
By one thirty there were more than twenty kids at the party, and by two thirty they began playing games like post office and spin the bottle. Shirley joined in and allowed a few boys to kiss her, and by four thirty the party had all but completely wound down. In fact, aside from Billy Kapp, himself, Shirley and one other boy, Harold Schaff, were the only kids there. Billy's parents were upstairs entertaining some adults, and Shirley was feeling kind of tired. Billy, who had fuzzy blond hair, and was very thin, suggested they play a game he had seen his parents play, and Harold, who was skinny with dark hair, agreed. Harold was both shorter and thinner than Billy. His hair covered his ears which otherwise would have looked like the rear doors of a four-door sedan, wide open.
"What kind of a game?" Shirley asked, somewhat wary.
"Hey, it's a lotta fun," Billy assured her. "We ain't gonna be bothered down here for quite awhile. That party upstairs my folks are having is so noisy, no one'll ever think to check on us down here. And when I tell you it's a lotta fun, believe me, it's a lotta fun."
"Well just how do we play it?" Shirley asked.
"My folks belong to what is called a swap club. I don't know what it all means, but every once in awhile, some other guy comes over here, and the guy, with my dad, plays with my mom. I look through the keyhole in their bedroom, and boy do they have a ball."
"I don't know if I like this game," Shirley insisted.
"Hey come on," Billy said. "We won't hurtcha. I promise. Nothing bad'll happen, and you'll have fun."
"Well, just as long as you don't try hurting me, okay," the girl agreed.
"First thing, we gotta get undressed," Billy told her.
"Oh gee, no!" Shirley replied. "My mom tells me I should never show myself off in front of boys."
"Sure," Harold nodded. "That's 'cause grownups like to keep all the fun to themselves. Come on, Shirl. Let's try it. Billy and me won't hurt you. You know that."
"Well… okay, but if you do hurt me, I'll tell my ma."
The two boys stripped down to their underwear, but noticed Shirley was hesitant, so they helped her. The girl felt them undoing her dress, slipping it over her head, and then peeling off her undershirt, shoes and socks, and finally, her panties.
"Gee," Billy said, looking at her. "You're pretty. You're prettier than my dumb sister. She's got hair all over her crack. I like yours. It's nice and bare."
The pouting pink lips of Shirley's youthful pussy glistened and shone. She didn't know why, but she was feeling a warmth through her even with her clothes off. She should have been embarrassed, but the young girl felt good. She liked the way the boys were looking at her.
"Okay," she said. "I'm all undressed, now you two boys take off your underwear."
"You bet." Billy nodded, and the two boys stripped.
"Gee!" Shirley murmured, staring at their small erections. "What are those? I mean, I've never seen anything like them before."
"Gosh, haven't you ever looked at a naked boy, before?" Harold asked.
"Heck, no," she answered. "My ma keeps telling me it's sinful to look at a naked man. I don't know why, though."
"Aw heck, your ma just wants to keep you from having a heck of a good time," Harold told her, "You can look at me all you want."
"What is that thing sticking out from between your thighs?" Shirley asked.
"That's a cock," Billy told her. "I have one, too. I know 'cause I hear my folks call my dad's stick a cock. I guess all guys have one."
"Boy, yours is so much bigger than Harold's," Shirley noted.
"Yeah, well mine'll grow," Harold said. He sounded hopeful.
In spite of what her mother had cautioned, Shirley felt an urge to reach out and grab the penises. She wanted to touch them and see what they felt like.
"What do we do now?" the girl asked.
"Well," Billy told her, "we begin by standing on either side of you, and we each touch one of your thighs."
The two boys moved next to Shirley, then reached down. Each one placed a hand on one of her thighs. She felt their hands lightly kneading her skin, afraid to squeeze and pinch.
Shirley saw they were enjoying the touching of her as much as she liked the feel of their hands. Harold had his eyes half-closed, watching Billy's movements and imitating whatever Billy was doing, since this was the first time he had ever touched a naked girl. Soon, Shirley noted both boys were touching the same thigh.
Shirley felt both boys leaning their heads on her shoulders, peering up and down the length of her hairless body. Their eyes were warm on her small, flat breasts, and she was embarrassed as Billy said, "Gee, I'll bet it won't be long before you're sporting one helluva pair of boobs." She reddened as the boys' hands moved down to her thighs again, only this time much closer to the juncture between them.
"Boy, a real virgin," Billy was whispering.
"What's a virgin," Harold asked.
"I dunno," Billy replied. "I heard one of the guys who was here with my mom and dad kidding around about my mom being representative of some kind of vestal virgin. I'll have to ask my dad what it means, some day."
Shirley giggled. She knew what virgin meant. It was one of the few things she knew, and she giggled. Though Billy didn't know it, he had been right in calling her one.
Billy was frowning at her laughter. Shirley noticed it. His hand left her thigh as he turned her to face him. He pressed his body against hers, and she could feel his hard cock rubbing into her bare pubis as well as the lower part of her belly. Harold, behind her, was pressing his smaller cock against the cheeks of her ass, and she was able to feel the heat of the two penises. She realized they were hotter than the other parts of the boys' bodies.
Shirley didn't know why, but this was a lot of fun. They weren't really doing anything, yet she was getting the biggest kick out of it. She loved rubbing her soft, satin flesh against the firmer, harder flesh of the boys. And she felt a thrill shoot through her as she was revolved a hundred and eighty degrees, feeling the two penises rub against her outer thighs as she turned to face Harold. Billy's hands were on her shoulders, massaging and rubbing them.
Shirley stared at Harold, the younger boy, whose eyes were, for some reason, fastened to her boyish nipples. She glanced down and saw his cock standing out stiffly from between his thighs. The hard, pulpy cock-head was pressed against her, pointing upward. She could see the tiny slit in the mottled head, and watched as the tiny, sticky tear oozed from it. The slit seemed to peer at her as if it were a sightless eye.
Shirley quietly sighed as Billy's hands massaged her shoulders. Her eyes were still riveted on Harold's throbbing penile point. It was as if the unseeing eye in his glans had hypnotized her.
Billy was pulling gently on her shoulders, arching them back, making her shapeless, flat breasts stand out as he had seen the man do to his mother.
Even though her breasts had not yet begun to take shape. Shirley's tiny nipples began swelling. When she felt Harold's hard stick trying to poke between her thighs, she clamped her loins together, even covering her youthful mons with one hand while bringing her other arms across her flat breasts.
A shudder ran through the girl as Billy's hot breath oozed in her left ear. He was breathing deeply, and she could feel the pressure of his face in her hair. Her mother had sprinkled a little rose water in her hair to keep her smelling nice. Billy pressed closer to her, and she could feel his larger cock trying to nudge its way between her closed thighs, promising unspoken pleasure if she yielded.
The feel of the solid cock, poking into her behind, and the sight of the slightly smaller young penis in front seemed to build this new heat even higher in Shirley's body. The little girl was no longer concerned with hiding her body from anyone's sight, and she lowered her arms.
Billy leaned into her, letting his chest press against her back, pushing Shirley toward Harold. This was one crazy game, all right. Harold was still staring at her brown nipples, but by now, Shirley was getting used to it. She could see his erect, young joint quivering, and watched as he spread his legs, then reached down and scratched his scrotum. She was wondering why boys had those bags of flesh behind their cocks.
"Boy, this is making me thirsty," Harold said, breaking the spell that had been building between the three children.
There was a table near them, and on it were empty plastic glasses, and a bottle of soda. Harold grabbed the bottle, made sure the top was off, then poured some soda into one of the plastic glasses, and took a sip. Shirley heard his swishing the root beer around in his mouth, and then Harold suddenly leaned forward, and sprayed some on each of her nipples.
She jumped, wanting to push him away, and she said, "Hey, that's disgusting." But the liquid splashing on her sensitive nipples felt strangely arousing. And the pre-teen liked the way Billy was kissing the nape of her neck. It not only made her all the warmer inside, but made the root beer on her nipples build the tingling sensation through her to where she actually enjoyed feeling it drip down her body.
Shirley watched as Harold grabbed a chair and sat in front of her, then saw him lean forward and begin licking the root beer as it dripped down her body. The pressure of his tongue on her flesh felt so good. His hands gripped her young hips and held the young girl steady as his tongue licked higher and higher, until they came to her root beer-covered nipples. His extended tongue licked the root beer off one, and Shirley writhed as the tickling oral digit circled her small aureole again and again. Her body quivered as if tiny electrical thrills were shooting through it. The girl could feel currents shooting from her tiny nipples straight down the middle of her body, through her belly and into her vagina.
Billy smiled, looking at Harold. The boy was doing more than his own parents had done. This was really gonna be fun.
Shirley felt the larger boy's joint press against the separation between her asscheeks. She could feel the heat pouring from her young vagina, and had no idea why she should feel such stimulation there, of all places.
"Gee," she said, "this really is a lot of fun."
"Didn't I tell you?" Billy whispered into her ear, and the whispering drove her even crazier as the hot breath burned through her.
Shirley looked down at Harold's bobbing head, watching as he turned his oral attention to her other breast. She felt his tongue lick the nipple faster and faster, building the heat even higher in her young body.
"Oooooh gee!" she gasped. "I feel so wet in my vagina."
The juices in the lass's girlish cunt churned and bubbled, and came frothing out of her, soaking her vaginal lips and wetting Shirley's girlish mons. Her hot inner canal felt so squishy as the oily substance continued welling up all the more strongly within her, oozing from between her pouting, puffy labia. Gee! She had never felt anything like this before in her life. Shirley wondered why her young body was reacting this way.
The girl's blood was pounding through her veins and arteries, and she began twitching and jerking involuntarily. She would have fallen had Billy not been holding her, and she spread her thighs in order to stand. She felt the steely fleshpole pressing into her buttocks slide downward and then ease between her parted loins. Shirley could feel it slithering between her scorching, soaking thighs, and she moaned, knowing she liked this game. The squooshy movement of Billy's cock, rubbing between her thighs, filled her ears and she writhed again, but neither of the boys seemed to notice.
Shirley watched as Harold's wet, pink tongue, extended as far from his mouth as possible, continued licking her nipples. His tongue swept across her flat breasts, lapping the white surface of flawless girl-flesh. She noted the root beer had been completely swallowed up by Harold's mouth. Shirley's smooth white skin was tawny and glistening, covered as it was with the warm saliva from Harold's mouth.
Billy's hands slid around her biceps, his palms now rubbing her shoulder blades, but always returning to her shoulders and tugging them back to keep her girlish chest thrust out. His large palms and thick fingers made her wriggle even more as she felt them stroke down the length of her back. Shirley felt a radiating heat through her body as his fingers moved lower and began tickling the pliant cheeks of her young buttocks. She stiffened when Billy's fingers began trying to pry her crack wider.
But all the while, Shirley stared at Harold, watching as his glassy eyes remained riveted on her breasts, and his tongue continued teasing her nipples. Knowing her bosom was like that of most boys, Shirley wondered what it was about her nipples that so fascinated Harold. She couldn't know he was seeing them as they would be in a few years, rather than as they were now.
Shirley felt Harold's fingers on her hips, digging ever deeper as his lips compressed around each of her nipples in turn. Harold was totally oblivious to her glances, though the girl guessed he was aware of her heavy breathing as her chest moved rapidly up and down. To Shirley, Harold seemed to be off in a world of his own, enraptured by her body, and totally unaware of Billy's existence.
Now Shirley saw Harold's mouth open wide. He was less than an inch from one aroused nipple. She could see the brown stem jut out, almost as if reaching toward the mouth breathing heated air all over her body. The burning air covered her breast, spreading feverishly through her flesh, into her body. And then Shirley felt Harold's mouth, a huge, molten suction cup, close over her nipple as his small nose pressed into her chest. His lips made her tremble as they compressed around the throbbing nipple and pulled on it. Now his teeth were chewing on it, and though Shirley felt no pain, she did feel an exciting exhilaration shoot through her. She felt his right palm flatten itself against her other breast and massage it violently, as if trying to make that nipple stand out as far as the one which he was sucking. Shirley felt the boy's fingers pinch her nipple until she thought he would actually milk it of any fluid that might be inside.
The girl could feel Billy breathing all the more heavily in her ear, and realized he was looking down over her shoulder at what Harold was doing. Billy was pushing her hair aside with his nose so he could reach her ear all the more easily with his tongue. A stream of moist, hot air was jetting into the little girl's ear, followed by the wet pressure of the lingual digit. She writhed, and suddenly was once again conscious of the fleshy shaft rubbing between her solid little thighs.
Shirley squirmed and wriggled her hips, and she could feel Billy's penis pressing all the more firmly up between her cuntlips, even though the head was protruding in front of her. Harold was aware of what was happening and he slid his hand between her thighs, palm up, using the back of his hand to block Billy's cock from pushing between the folds of her labia, and into her. His rubbing palm against Shirley's clitoris made the girl all the more frantic as a new sensation of lust invaded her young body.
And all the while, Harold's mouth made her feel delightful anguish as he continued to suck on her nipple. The girl thrilled to the way his fingers probed her naked cuntlips. Her firm thighs came squeezing together, rubbing the bole of Billy's penis between them.
Shirley thrilled to the way Billy's tongue probed her sensitive ear, feeling the way the slimy oral digit explored the hard inner ridges while tracing the shell-shaped flesh. When his tongue stabbed deep into her ear, she gasped and humped forward, thrusting her clitoris against Harold's palm, causing more sensations to shoot through her. The young girl felt Billy's fingers digging all the more deeply into her buttocks, forcing the cheeks to separate so his fingertip could trace its way through the anal crevice and tickle her asshole. Billy really had no idea why he was doing this, save that he had seen this done with his mother. And just as his mother had enjoyed being probed, he could tell Shirley was enjoying it.
Shirley heard a loud, wet, smacking noise as Harold's lips pulled away from her extended nipple and went to work on the other, abandoned one. The eleven-year-old girl moaned with pleasure as her dry, tingling nipple was sucked into the hot volcano of Harold's mouth. He slurped noisily on the soft, throbbing young flesh, chewing with his teeth, arousing Shirley even more.
Shirley was certain electricity was passing through her young body. It seemed to originate in the nipple now being sucked, and it shot into her other breast, then down into her belly, and through her belly into her vagina, passing into the hand cupping it, as well as the hand squeezing her asscheeks and playing with her tiny anus. Everything felt so delightfully incredible. Hot, moist hands seemed to be covering her entire body, moving everywhere at once, staying nowhere too long, yet stoking new fires of lust in her young body. There were no longer two separate males in the young girl's mind. A mouth covered her nipple; a large cock probed between her thighs, cut off from the slit in her sopping vagina by what felt like a disembodied hand. Another hand was tickling her rectal hole, and two other hands were constantly roaming all over her body.
Shirley hunched her body and ground her buttocks back against the stiff pipe of flesh pushing between her young thighs. She had enjoyed feeling the head probe between her cuntlips, and longed to feel it again. If only the hand would get out of the way. An agonized plea sirened from her young throat.
Staring down at his head, Shirley saw him take his mouth from her nipple as if easing a flaming suction cup from her body. Her ivory flesh had turned a deep pink, and her brown nipple was as hot and wet as the other nipple. The girl's hair swung around her head, and looking down, she could see her entire body, which had been alabaster-white when this had all started, was a flushed pink. She was breathing heavily, gasping for breath.
Shirley watched as Harold's eyes left her breast, traveled down her body, and seemed to bore into the rich, pink cunt covered by his palm. The girl could feel more hot juices flooding out of her, filling Harold's hand. He was promptly rubbing the fluid back into her cuntlips, making her even more aroused. Harold didn't seem to notice Billy's prick, rubbing against the back of his hand.
Shirley didn't know why, but she had the feeling her hole was meant to contain the long, thick prick Billy was trying to shove into her. Shirley was sure the ragged tension gripping her would be eased once that cock filled her tiny vagina.
But the girl saw Harold had no intention of letting Billy push his prick into her. He was smiling, pressing Billy's cock away from her cunt, and the boy was licking his lips. Shirley wondered just what it was Harold had in mind.
"What's he doing?" she asked Billy, who was still kissing her ear, nibbling on the lobe.
Billy looked down, then whispered into her ear, "I think he wants to suck your pussy."
"My what?" the girl wanted to know.
"Your vagina, your cunt. You know."
"Isn't that perverted?" Shirley asked. "I mean, isn't that the hole that lets out the urine?"
"Nah!" Billy whispered back. "There's a tiny piss-hole there, somewhere, but it ain't the hole Harold's hand is covering. I seen my ma let her cunt get eaten. My dad does it all the time, and so do all the other guys who come here to join in with them. Ma thinks it's great. You'll like it. I'll take my cock outta, the way. You'll see. You'll like it."
Shirley looked down and saw Harold now on his knees. His young cock still jutted out in front of him, redder than ever and stiffer than ever. She felt Billy's penis slide back a bit, and then it slithered up between her asscheeks.
Shirley was thinking things might have gone a bit too far. Maybe it was time to stop. But heck, she didn't really want to stop. Well, they weren't hurting her, so she would let it continue.
As though reading Shirley's mind, Harold reached out with both hands. Shirley felt his palms clamp on the backs of her thighs and pull her forward. He was doing something crazy. He was lifting her thighs and placing each one on one of his shoulders. She was no longer standing, but almost sitting on Harold's shoulders. Her body leaned back against Billy's belly, and she shuddered as she felt Billy's hands reach down and place themselves flatly against her nipples, rubbing up and down. Shirley could feel the lad's thumbs rubbing her nipples up and down. The girl could feel Billy's stomach and thighs taking her weight very easily, and she rubbed her back against the head of Billy's cock as it tickled her spine.
Shirley felt Harold's hands gripping her buttocks. His fingers were where Billy's fingers had been before, tugging her cheeks apart, tickling her anal sphincter. Now Harold was standing up, raising her body even higher. As Harold stood, Billy moved back a little and sat on the leather seat behind him. Shirley felt her shoulders pressing into Billy's chest now. Her head was resting on one of his shoulders, and he was kissing her ear again. Her lower half was now higher than her upper half, as Harold remained on his feet, his hands sliding around from beneath to grip her belly while her thighs remained hanging over his shoulders, shins and feet dangling loosely.
Shirley was panting heavily now, and the moans coming from her throat echoed through her ears. She wondered if either of the boys were aware of her sighs. She felt so totally helpless as the passion inside her seemed to rage and shudder. At this moment she felt so utterly defenseless. Shirley was unaware that her hot little cunt was on a level with his chin, and the boy was trying to hoist her body just the littlest bit higher so he could bring her split even with his mouth.
Although Harold had never dreamed of doing this, cuntlapping was something he, Billy, and other boys and discussed in school, in the boy's room. All the guys claimed it was something fabulous, and now that Harold had the opportunity to find out, that was precisely what he intended doing.
Shirley felt his hands pressing into her buttocks, trying to lift her just the littlest bit higher. And then she felt his cheeks rubbing against her inner thighs as Harold's nose came closer to her dripping, sopping nest. She could hear him deeply inhaling her natural feminine perfume, and wondered if he was a little crazy, being so obsessed with her vagina this way. She felt Harold stagger for a moment after a particularly deep inhalation. Then she felt a hot stream of air come from his pursed lips into the tenderness of her naked cuntlips.
She squealed and would have shouted had not Billy turned her face toward his and planted a kiss on her mouth. She felt Billy's tongue eel into her mouth, and Shirley eagerly sucked on it, even biting and chewing it in her anxiety.
Shirley could feel Harold's heated breath becoming stronger as his face moved closer, and she knew he was reaching the parts of her body he had hoped to reach. And he was going to do something to her she had never had done before, and the girl became anxious to feel it.
Shirley was totally unprepared for the pressure of Harold's tongue as it lashed out like a snake whip. It zeroed in on the target of her hot vagina, then punctured the hairless folds and pierced into the heart of the pulsing, bright-pink, pear-shaped swell. Shirley felt the tip of Harold's tongue press into the tiny, narrow valley, moving solidly and firmly, licking its way up and down. She felt the flat of the tongue brush over her soft vaginal lips, lapping at her hidden clitoris, then moving down to touch the very bottom of the box.
She responded by jerking her torso convulsively in Harold's hands, noting he had her ass firmly under control as he held the offering of her cunt up to his face. Her head rolled on Billy's shoulder as her lips continued sucking on his tongue, chewing, biting, and licking. She could feel her shoulders, damp with perspiration, rubbing against Billy's wet body, itself coated with sweat. He was supporting her weight with his shoulders and chest as he leaned back, while his hands continued toying with her small nipples. Shirley was still unable to understand these obsessions. Why should they want to play with her flat breasts?
Now Shirley became aware of Harold's tongue probing all the more deeply into her, running into her vaginal tunnel, then licking its way out. He teased her by lapping, then pulling his tongue back for a moment. With his tongue no longer touching Shirley, Harold sent a blast of hot breath against her quivering cunt. He breathed into her hot twat again and again, and Shirley bucked and gasped, feeling the movement of his hot breath, but hearing it whistle through her taut pussy. It was almost as if her labial curtains being parted by his breath.
"Ummmuuuggghhh!" she gasped, her mouth still pressed to that of Billy, her thighs shivering and her heels kicking Harold's back. She slammed her shoulders against Billy's body, and he had to clutch her breasts tightly to keep her from slipping. He wished her body was somewhat developed so he could have some tit to grip. He could tell Shirley was aching to get her hot cunt back into Harold's mouth.
"Easy," Shirley heard Billy whisper. "I've seen my main this position a couple of times. Don't struggle too much. Raise your pussy a little and make it easier for Harold's mouth to reach."
If she heard Billy, Shirley gave no indication. She groaned and sighed, feeling Billy kiss her again to keep her groans from getting too loud. At the same time, she felt Harold moving around a bit toward the wall seat, and then he gripped her ankle and brought her thigh off his shoulder, letting her foot dig into the seat, giving her some leverage. But Shirley felt her other thigh remain heavily on Harold's other shoulder.
Even so, she gasped, feeling the solid seat under her foot, giving her some relief from the pressures of her body. To show she was grateful for the foot-hold, she thrust forward with her other thigh, plunging her cunt into Harold's face. Hot glazed eyes fluttered open in Shirley's head. The first thing she saw was Billy's face, but as he took his lips from hers, she turned her head, looked away, and saw Harold's face. Her cunt was still higher than her head, even with her foot pressing into the wall seat. She could see her tormented pussy, and was also able to see Harold's smiling mouth. She felt as if she had been astrally lifted out of her body, and was now watching the proceedings, totally detached.
Shirley stared as Harold parted her naked, defenseless pussylips with his thumbs, his other fingers on her thighs. The girl could feel Harold pressing into the firm flesh, urging her legs wider apart. He flattened the inner, pink sides of her cuntlips beneath his pressuring thumbs, making her vaginal interior swell and bulge out all the more. Shirley could feel the thumbs pressing hard, squeezing the base of the small mound, stretching the raw, inner lips explosively until the flesh was ready to tear.
No longer able to distinguish the hands of Harold from Billy's, Shirley wondered whose hands were splitting her pussy. And now her dazed eyes were staring at other hands that idly twiddled her tiny nipples.
A sharp twinge in her tiny clitoris seemed to stab through her, and Shirley forgot about hands. She forced her thighs even wider apart, not knowing why she was doing this, yet aching for more of what she was feeling. Her hips twisted and wriggled as she humped her buttocks higher, raising her vagina toward the source of pleasure. The exquisite tongue had roused all the animalistic yearnings in her tiny body. It had pushed the button of ecstasy, and the doors holding back her rapture had been flung wide.
Shirley felt Harold extend his tongue. The hot tip moved teasingly from side to side over the burning, juicy flesh directly above the vibrating, bursting clitoris. She could feel his hot breath burn against her sensitive nerve-endings, all of which reached out to caress his lingual digit.
Shirley sighed, protesting what he was doing, because it was driving the young girl out of her skull.
"No more…" she gasped. "Oh please… not any more…"
She had been brought up never to curse, but she couldn't take this teasing. Her clitoris was awake and out from behind the fold of membrane usually hiding it. It was aching to feel his tongue wash over it. Shirley reached out with both hands and tried to grab Harold's hair, anxious to feel the pressure of his mouth against the nerve-filled button. Now fully aware of the sensuousness hidden in that little penis-like extension between her thighs, Shirley decided Harold would lick it, or she would touch it with her own fingers, rubbing it until she experienced whatever it was she was craving.
Then Shirley felt Harold's tongue slide carefully into the pink trough, his tongue mingling with her inner juices, absorbing the flow seeping from inside her. His tongue jabbed into her dark, saturated hole, licking aside the tender folds of cuntmeat. Shirley could feel him literally licking along the length of one inner labius, then transferring his tongue to the other, massaging it, as well.
Somehow, she became aware of Billy straining and shifting so he could watch young Harold in action, but the upward angle of her body seemed to block most of the view from his eyes. Even so Billy's hands remained flatly clamped on Shirley's nipples as he slowly raised his head, not wanting to jar Shirley and disrupt Harold's tongue-action.
Harold could feel Billy shifting, but it didn't bother him. Shirley thrilled to the pressure of Harold's thumbs as they continued pressing in on either side of her naked, bare cuntlips, insuring the control of his stroking tongue.
Billy was moving the girl so she no longer pressed her weight on his shoulders. Rather, he wanted her lying across his lap, taking some of the strain off him, and allowing him to watch Harold's continuous mouth action. Shirley felt Harold moving toward the seat, and once again her thigh was lifted over his shoulders so her only leverage was the pressure of her under-thighs against said shoulders. But at this point she no longer cared, her mind taken over by passion, concentrating on the mouth now assiduously working on her hot, young pussy, brushing her labia, sinking into her seething hole, and licking her outer lips; touching her everywhere but on her clitoris, where she ached to feel the tongue.
Billy had Shirley's back in his lap, and his hand supported her head while Harold released the girl's dripping cuntlips and raised her ass high in the air.
"Don't stop… don't stop…" Shirley was pleading, feeling the totally wild sensations take complete possession of her eleven-year-old body. "Please, Harold… ohhhh puleeeeeze…"
She could see Harold, whose knees were now on the wall seat, smiling at her outcries.
"Don't worry," he hoarsely whispered. "We're just moving you a little so Billy can see what's happening."
Shirley's entire body trembled, and she shut her eyes tight, feeling her new-found, unsatisfied passion burn through her. Her brown hair spread out all over the seat, as well as Billy's supporting hand, and looked like a dark halo.
Shirley felt Harold pushing her knees higher and farther back because her rump was still supported by his hands. Harold was using his shoulders to push her thighs back, exposing the bare plane of her delicious nookie. The swollen, pulsing mound of flesh arched upward toward him, alive and begging for more tongue.
Billy's free hand wandered across Shirley's twin nipples, and the girl felt all kings of thrills go through her as Billy's fingers teased and taunted her flesh. Her nipples and tiny aureole were chocolate nuggets resting against the vanilla flesh of her body.
"Can you see now?" Harold asked.
"Yeah," Billy replied, nodding.
Shirley could feel Harold's mouth hovering over her anxious pussy, and his burning breath seemed to sear her delicate skin. She pressed both her thighs into his shoulders and thrust her hot box higher toward his working face. Her hips pumped fiercely in order to make her cunt connect with his mouth. She ached to feel his tongue whisper across her vagina.
Shirley felt Harold's hands squeeze her asscheeks, then move between her thighs and part the soft, delicate, naked folds of vaginal flesh. Her tormented clitoris seemed to spring free again, and she gasped as his hot breath circled it again and again, causing her anguish to increase, making her internal self ready to explode even before the oral contact.
Shirley felt one of Harold's hands move forward and press flatly against her girlish belly, his fingers forming a kind of V on her bare pubis, spreading her labia wide apart. She felt around the rim of her tender cunthole, the fingers sliding up under her buttocks, pressing into the tightly closed crack, sliding back and forth, rubbing the sensual nerves covered with perspiration back there.
Shirley felt her blood boiling inside her. It raced through her blood vessels, pounding in her temples, pushing higher, then receding, and she gasped again and again, reaching for some kind of summit, never quite finding it. She wanted to roll off the seat, away from the two males. She wanted to lay on the floor and jam her fingers into her flaming nookie, hoping to reach some kind of a conclusion.
The young girl could feel Harold's tongue extend itself and circle around the throbbing clitoris in a wide oval. With each sweep of the tongue the oval became tighter, and she found herself whimpering as he came closer. Yes, yes, it was there, right there, touch it already.
She felt the able tongue moving around and around her puffy labia, sliding in, easing out, moving without stopping as Harold's own lips nibbled gently at her flesh. She could feel him sinking his teeth into her vaginal flesh, and she would have welcomed his biting her had he nibbled on her clit.
And then his lips surrounded the hot target of her clitoris.
Having felt her cunt teased for so long, Shirley was completely unprepared for the way Harold sucked her clit into his mouth. She felt his wild tongue sweep around it wickedly, quickly, as if it were something the young boy had been doing all his life. The mere touch of his tongue would have been enough, but the continuous licking pressure caused the passion-inside her to build with such rapidity, the orgasmic explosion ripped through her young body, hanging suspended somewhere deep inside her, paralyzing her vocal chords so she was unable to scream out her enjoyment. And then she felt herself dropping with a thud.
She screamed inwardly, her girlish body trembling violently as her hot cunt thrashed and bucked in the mouth that sucked on it, while hands gripped her ass to try and keep her still. Great gouts of sticky liquid splashed into the face of the young Harold, and Shirley clamped her thighs tightly around his cheeks. Little by little the passion within her heaving young breast began to recede, but Harold's mouth continued sucking strongly on her over-sensitive clit.
Shirley was vaguely aware of a solid pressure in her asshole, and realized one of Harold's forefingers had slipped in up to the first knuckle. She could not remember feeling the initial puncture of his finger into her anus, and she had no doubt he had no recollection of it, either. It was something that had simply happened, and she had to admit, now that she felt it in there, it did enhance the completion of her orgasm, though she was still unaware she had enjoyed a total physical climax.
As Harold's thumb wiggled inside her sopping cunthole, no longer effective in trying to rouse her, she felt her juices come pouring out and inundate the digit. All in all, it had been an enlightening experience for Shirley. And she had to admit there was nothing bad about it. Why should her mother and father and even her religious teacher keep trying to teach her the so-called sanctity of her body, and the need for keeping it untouched. Untouched meant unfulfilled. She was only eleven, but she certainly knew the word fulfillment, and now she had discovered the meaning of the word.
Weakly, she opened her eyes and stared up at Billy. He looked down at her and smiled.
For a moment, Shirley wondered how he could be above her face, so close to her, when he was down there, between her thighs. Then she remembered, there were two of them.
Even now, as she glanced down, Shirley felt Harold ease up on the suction of his mouth, though his tongue was still parting her labia. She felt the tongue begin licking the honey that had seeped out of her, lapping her clitoris until it was clean, then licking the sweet ointment from her thighs.
Shirley closed her eyes again, luxuriating in the drained peace in her body, enjoying the way Harold's tongue was cleaning her. She felt like a kitten being cleaned by its mother.
Billy rubbed her nipples again, making sure they remained hard and upstanding. He even lowered his head and licked them with his tongue. A twinge prickled her breasts, but nothing more. For the moment she felt totally sated and didn't want to move.
"That's the first step," Billy said.



CHAPTER TWO


"Are you trying to tell me there's more to this game?" Shirley asked.
"Well there's a lot more to it," Billy explained, caressing her brow. "But I don't think we should go too far, too fast."
He kissed her lips again, then brushed his mouth over her closed eyelids.
Harold sat back, taking his face from between Shirley's thighs, and sliding his forefinger out of her young asshole. He lowered her buttocks to the wall seat, but when he stood, his hard, ruby-headed cock was pointing at her like an accusing finger. And Shirley could feel Billy's hard cock stabbing her spine. She opened her eyes, looked at Harold's hard-on, and said, "Come to think of it, you guys did all the work, while I did all the receiving. I suppose there's something I can do for the two of you?"
"We'll get to it," Billy told her. "My watch says it's only five fifteen, which means we have lots of time. I mean, you did say your mom was going to come for you at six, right?"
"Uh huh," Shirley nodded.
"Okay. Harold's folks don't have to come for him. He lives down the block. So we have at least a half hour to play some more… if you're willing."
"I guess so," Shirley nodded, sitting up.
"I'll make us a couple of egg creams," Billy said, getting to his feet. "We're gonna need 'em to keep out strength up."
Going through the closet, he moved behind the soda fountain and pumped chocolate syrup into three plastic glasses. He added a splash of milk, then used the soda fountain nozzle to add seltzer to each, using a spoon to stir as he added the club soda.
All three drank their sodas down as quickly as possible. The boys were more than anxious to get back to the game, because it was their turn to be satisfied.
"Now you stay naked," Billy told Shirley. "It's more exciting for us to look at you like that."
"Okay," Shirley agreed as they put their empty glasses down on the fountain counter and Billy came out to rejoin them.
"Now you know what Harold just did to you, right?" Billy said to Shirley.
"Heck, it's not something I'll forget too quick," she replied.
"Well, it's only fair you do the same thing for us."
Going over to the wall seat, he kneeled on it, facing outward, his feet digging in behind the seat cushion. His hard cock stood straight out.
Shirley thought about it for a moment. What they were telling her was, they wanted her to put those male cocks into her mouth and suck on them until each of them felt what she had enjoyed. The idea of sucking on those penises didn't exactly make her jump for joy, but by the same token, she remembered how much Harold had enjoyed licking her pussy. Maybe she would get the same kick out of sucking their penises. And if she did, well then, she had a big advantage over the two boys, because she would be able to suck two penises.
"Well, I guess so," Shirley nodded.
"Oh wow!" Harold smiled, climbing onto the seat next to Billy. He assumed the same position as Billy, kneeling on the wall seat, with his feet tucked in between the seat cushion and the wall. His penis also rigidly faced outward, parallel to Billy's, though slightly lower.
Shirley studied the twin peckers, and she had to admit this was something new and different, all right. She could feel her heart beating a little faster, and admitted to herself she was enjoying this.
Shirley licked her lips and kneeled down on the floor in front of the wall seat. Her face was just about level with the two outstanding penises. The young girl swallowed, still not quite used to this, yet knowing she didn't dare back out, now.
Lifting her hands, she spread her arms wide, then ran her moist, warm palms up the outside of each pair of thighs, her touch light, her fingers tickling their smooth skin. She had an opportunity to study their boyish, bodies, and she had to admit both boys had nice forms. Neither had any excess fat, and though Billy was the taller and older of the two, his pelvis was as bare as her own, whereas Harold had the littlest bit of dark lint starting to come in on his pubis.
Harold's arms and legs seemed excessively skinny, and Shirley laughed to herself, thinking this was one boy who needed fattening up. Billy was only the slightest bit more fleshy, but even he was a bit on the thin side. When Shirley pressed her fingertips into Billy's thigh, she felt nothing give. The flesh was very hard.
Both penises were rigid, and now that she had an opportunity to study them more closely, she decided Harold's might be shorter, but it was really just as thick as Billy's. Harold's cock had a dark-red, mottled look, whereas Billy's phallus had a light red point and a white stalk.
Shirley's hands slid back down the sides and now ran over the inside thighs between each pair of legs. She needed a few moments more to work up the courage to do this. The girl pressed the thighs together, her hands stretched and fingers well extended. Around Harold's slender thigh her fingertips almost reached Billy's. Billy's thicker thigh seemed almost fat by comparison, but in reality it was a slender thigh.
Shirley had the boys pressing their thighs against one another in response to the pressure from her hands, forming what appeared to be a crack between them, like the crack between their buttocks. She leaned forward, took a deep breath, then extended her tiny pink tongue, licking into the "crevice" between the two legs, lapping straight up until she came to their thigh-tops. Her brown hair, flowing around her head, felt their penises slide through it.
The girl could see Harold take a deep breath, sucking his stomach in, waiting for the girl's hot tongue to connect with his anxiously ready pole. She could see the way his balls jumped up and down in their protective skin sac, and Shirley could also see the way his hard cock seemed to vellicate, like a tuning fork. Excitement seemed to fill his aching dick, and Shirley could see the veins within swelling and expanding. The mottled head seemed to enlarge again and again, and yet it never really increased in size as Harold continued flexing it.
Next to Harold, Billy kept his eyes on the girl's gorgeous brown head of hair and clasped his hands behind him to prevent himself from clutching her hair and jamming her pretty mouth down on his cock. He had seen his mother do this to his father, as well as to a host of other men, and he had seen the way it had affected the males. Now he could hardly wait to have his own cock sucked. Yet, the boy restrained himself.
Feeling both pairs of eyes on her, Shirley felt coquettish. Using both hands, she reached up and pushed her hair behind her ears, tilting her head back a little so both boys could see what she was about to do. She remembered how Harold had moved her into position so Billy could see what was happening, and she guessed it was important for them to watch as well as feel.
From the way their penises stiffened even more, Shirley guessed both boys were pleased with what she had done. She saw Billy's hands clasped behind his back, and now Harold did the same thing. Though she had no idea why they were going this, inwardly she was glad. She didn't want to be guided in this. It was something Shirley knew she would have to learn to do without help.
Shirley tongued her way back down the crack separating the boys' thighs, sliding her hands between each pair of loins, and tremblingly, she felt their balls fill her palms. She was tempted to yank her hand away, but didn't. Now she kept her hands still for a moment, feeling the doughy feeling of their scrotums with the two hard eggs in each sac. Both were wrinkled and hairless, and felt different from any part of the human body she had ever touched before. Shirley could feel the boys trembling, and knew hers were the first female hands to ever touch them this way.
With her thumbs, she pressed into the center of each wrinkled pouch, forcing both sets of balls to the outsides of their respective sacs. Then she rubbed her thumbs up and down against the dividing line of skin. It felt like some kind of cord woven of anything but human flesh. Shirley found it hard to accept the fact that these cords were actually a part of the boys' bodies.
The girl was getting used to the feel of their testicles in her palms and jiggled their scrotums up and down as if weighing their eggs. She leaned forward, pressing her head against their thighs, continuing to shake the sacs up and down in her palms.
Looking up, she smiled into their faces, and said, "You may have different sized cocks, but these sacs underneath both seem to weigh the same."
The two boys smiled, their eyes glancing down at the way her little white hands were fondling their sex organs. They also looked at the expanse of her white back, seeing the ridge of her spine and the crack in her ass, now totally relaxed since it was no longer being fingered.
"Boy, you have one pretty little ass," Billy remarked.
"I'm glad you like it," Shirley smiled.
"Yeah, and one day, when we have more time, I'll show you how we can have even more fun by me putting my cock into that tight ass hole of yours."
"Well gee, I felt kind of tight when I had Harold's finger in there," Shirley told him. "I don't think I can take something as thick as your cock."
"Sure you can," Billy assured her. "It'll just take a little stretching, that's all. But it can wait until another time. Right now, let's get on with the blow-job."
"Blowjob?" Shirley asked.
"You know, where you suck on our cocks."
"Oh, is that what's called?"
Harold was nervously licking his lips, staring at Shirley's buttocks. He would just as certainly have loved to pole it.
Shirley cupped one hard oval in each sac with tender, exploring fingers, feeling the ovoid shape of each. Billy's testicle was slightly bigger than Harold's, even if their sacs seemed about the same weight. But when she examined the two other testicles, she decided Harold had the slightly larger one. Wow! This whole thing seemed crazy. And Harold's bigger ball was slightly larger than that of Billy's bigger ball. She giggled, then bit her lip to stop. She didn't want them thinking she was some kind of silly girl. Shirley knew most boys instinctively shied away from girls who giggled.
For Shirley, this was turning into a lot of fun. Who'd have believed a girl could enjoy herself so much just fondling the genitals of two boys. And to think, her mother had kept her hidden from all this for so long. Shirley began wondering about her mother. Did the woman ever do anything with men like Billy's mother? If not, she must be missing out on an awful lot of fun.
Now that she had palmed their balls, she felt a bit bolder, and so Shirley released the testicles and reached up and grabbed the two penises. Her hands gripped them tightly, squeezing. Slowly she let her hands slide up to the coronas, then she twisted her hands so her hot, moist palms burned into both sets of throbbing, pulsing internal arteries and veins coursing through the undersides of each hard cock.
The heat astounded Shirley. It felt as if each penis was well over the three hundred and twenty five degrees Fahrenheit her mother used to warm things up in the oven, at home. The girl could see the way each head swelled and receded, and she was genuinely amazed, knowing there was no part of her own body that could react the same way.
Still not used to the penises, she squeezed them, pointing both up in the air. Now her fingers rested lightly on top of the rods with just enough pressure to keep the sensitive networks beneath rubbing solidly against her palms.
Looking up, Shirley saw the astounded look in the eyes of both boys as they stared, watching the way she was handling their phallic extensions. Both glans seemed darker now, more blood-filled. Aside from the slight difference in size, both penises now looked very much alike. Both had equal thicknesses, and both had the same perfect, circumcised heads. Shirley could see the tiny slits in both of them seemed about the same length, and each seemed to have the same size corona. She tugged on one, and then the other, and felt as if she were pulling on the Chinese magic sticks, where the cord in one seemed to shorten as the cord in the other lengthened, and vice versa.
Shirley looked at the two faces and saw the ecstatic expression on Billy's face, while there was a sad, almost determined look on Harold's face. He was remembering what she had said about Billy's cock being longer, and now, looking, he could see Billy's cock definitely was longer. It gave him a mild sense of inferiority.
Shirley could feel the sadness in Harold as his cock suddenly seemed to lose some of its hardness. For the first time it occurred to her that boys' penises did not stay hard at all times. That was why she never saw any great bulges in boys' pants. They were only hard at a time like this, when playing a game like this. And if Harold suddenly lost his hardness it would take a lot of fun out of the game. She also sensed some of the twitching had gone out of Harold's cock as it softened, and for the life of her she couldn't understand why.
Tilting her head forward, she pressed her fingertips hard against the upper side of the slackening cock. Something had happened to make him feel unhappy. Something was taking his mind off the game. She had to do something fast to bring him back into it. After all, it was Harold who had used his tongue on her, earlier, while Billy had merely braced her. Harold was the one really entitled to this, even if it was Billy's birthday. Darn! She felt so silly. She had to do something.
Come on, Shirley, she said to herself. Stop trying to analyze things and figure out the whys. You're not a head doctor. The important thing at this moment is to make sure Harold knows he's still in the game.
Wetting her already moist lips with her arousing pink tongue, she decided she was better off starting with Harold's cock, anyway. It was a little shorter than Billy's, and even if he tried pushing it all the way into her mouth, it wouldn't choke her. She had no worries about Billy being jealous. The birthday boy was aware his own time would come very shortly.
She smacked her lips, bringing them closer to Harold's penis, and felt a responding throb as the prong stopped wilting. Recalling how Harold had blown into her cunt, she now proceeded to blow warm air all over his penis.
Shirley tightened her grip on Harold's hot prick, using her fingers to hide the fact that it was shrinking, from Billy. She didn't want the older boy making fun of Harold at a serious time like this. Even if they were only playing a game, she knew Billy might be foolish enough to say something to hurt Harold.
Leaning her head closer, she stared at the heavy sac of testicles between Harold's skinny thighs and nodded, reaffirming that they were large, then she moved her head between Billy's thighs for a moment, studying his testicles.
Harold felt a funny twinge inside himself. He could see she was shielding his cock from Billy, and appreciated that. She was some swell girl, all right. Boy! He would love to invite her to his own birthday party. The only trouble was, at his parties, his mother always played chaperone. Gee! When she grew up, she was gonna make some guy a great girl friend.
Billy had seen nothing. He did know Shirley seemed to be stalling a little, and it was irking the hell out of him. He wanted to get this blowjob on the road and find out if it felt as good as it looked when his mother sucked on his father's dick, or on that of some other guy. The anxiety had built a tightness in his balls, and if she didn't do something soon, he would have to whack off. That was something he'd known about for more than two years. Boy, he was willing to bet Harold didn't jerk off, yet.
Still in front of Billy's prick, Shirley took a deep breath and was pleased to find Billy kept himself clean in that area. He smelled good, very good. She sighed with a great deal of pleasure. The strong male odor filled her nostrils and seemed to spread through her body. If he tasted as good as he smelled, Shirley knew she was really going to enjoy doing this. Boy, what a thoroughly arousing scent. If they could bottle something like this and sprinkle it on people, everyone would have time for nothing but games like this.
Shirley could see the stiff cock shuddering and twitching, as if begging for attention. It looked even longer and harder, now. Gosh! Something like that, thrust all the way into her mouth could probably strangle the hell out of her. It was something of which she had to be careful.
Her fingers ran up and down Billy's thighs, making him gasp. He almost tore his hands loose from behind him, but managed to control himself.
Exhaling slowly, Shirley licked her lips again. There was a dreaminess in her eyes, and though she was only eleven, she radiated a sexuality few mature women would ever be able to imitate. The girl brushed her nose against Billy's thigh, moving back to Harold's, and her nostrils flared as she inhaled again. The aroma had a slight difference to it, yet it was arousing. Which was more arousing? Neither. Both were equal in their effect on her senses. Each was thrilling and exciting to her. Heck! It was like trying to decide which smelled better, steak or lamb chops. Both made her mouth water. Shirley could feel her vaginal lips twitching and shuddering as the juices inside began stirring again. She contracted her cunt muscles and felt her inner walls literally squish together.
Lowering her ass to her legs, parting her knees on the floor, Shirley found herself unable to contain the strong heat once again coming from her young, girlish box. The surge within gave impetus to her mouth, and she leaned forward and tongued Harold's balls. Up and down, right to left, around and around, her tongue roved over the wrinkled sac, teasing, licking, saturating the crinkly skin, making his few strands of hair nice and wet, too. Soon his balls were shining as if they had been waxed. And the nicest part of all this was, Shirley was enjoying it immensely.
The girl could see the response in Harold's throbbing dick. It was as if her mouth had blown a blast of air through a valve in his balls, stiffening his boyish cock, making it stand upright. Shirley could hear his breathing grow heavier, and it was obvious, whatever had bothered him before, no longer bothered him, now. He was concentrating solely on what she was doing.
Shirley could feel his eyes locked on her smooth, white face. She felt flushed as blood ran through her cheeks and forehead. She closed her eyes for a moment, almost afraid to look up.
The sound of what she was doing was very apparent to Billy, and it took all the boy's willpower not to shove his friend aside and have her go to work on him. Jesus! He would have loved to have had her all to himself for a whole day.
Shirley knew what she was doing was noisy, and she was aware Billy was listening. Much as she wanted to concentrate on Harold, she knew she couldn't ignore the birthday boy. The girl pulled in her tongue, then used the tip to wash each of the twin ovals in Harold's sac.
Opening her eyes, she glanced up as she lapped, and she could see Billy staring, lust shining in his twelve-year-old eyes. It was nice to know she could affect a boy this way.
And then her tongue made a sweeping circle around Harold's balls and licked across Harold's thigh onto Billy's thigh. And then her anxious mouth was moving onto Billy's testicles. Her hand reached over to the side and grabbed Harold's cock, and she found it as rigid as ever. The crisis had passed. Harold would be all right. Now Shirley had to see what she could do with hot-cock Billy.
Once more she tilted her head back, her face up against his balls as she breathed through her nose and built saliva in her mouth. The girl pulled his solid cock higher, lifting Billy's balls, slung low in their sac, to her nose. Taking a deep breath, Shirley opened her mouth quickly, then surrounded one solid lump with her girlish lips, using her tongue to swish the ball gently around in her mouth. Watery bubbles surrounded the hairless sac, making Billy groan with ecstasy. The boy could feel his muscles tightening as he held his gasping breath to still the threatening burst in his pulsating wang.
Oh Christ, Billy thought. Don't let me come yet, not yet.
Shirley could see Harold watching her from the corner of her eye. The younger boy seemed to feel Billy tense, and sympathetically tensed with him, while smiling. The girl could see Harold's wang throb wildly, letting her know she had both boys at the peak of excitement. It thrilled the young girl to know she could do so much, knowing so little.
Shirley's mouth closed tightly around the one testicle. She sucked slowly, gently, her teeth grating into the coarse upper flesh of the sac. The lass's tongue probed and teased, and she decided this was a lot of fun as her tongue rolled his ball around between her pulling lips. And as her mouth continued sucking the dangling nut, her nose nuzzled Billy's prick.
Slowly, carefully, Shirley allowed the tender ball to slide from between her sucking lips. Saliva pooled on her tongue, and the girl breathed deeply through her nose, then exhaled through her nostril onto the wet testicle. Billy all but howled as he felt the burning flow of air, making him tremble and all but jump. Even with the hot air fluttering over his flesh, he stayed in place because of the way Shirley's hand gripped his hard cock. Shirley could feel the pulsations running wildly through Billy's penis, and she had to grit her teeth to keep herself from smiling. She knew something was happening. Billy was not too far away from feeling the sensations she had enjoyed when Harold had licked her girlish cunt. It would be terrible if Billy felt them while his cock was standing up in the air, gripped by her hand, rather than in her mouth.
Shirley once more tilted her head back, but this time she began sucking on the other ball, the smaller one. Even so, it was in the same casing, and to the young, eleven-year-old girl, it tasted the same. It tasted good, but it was the same. Shirley swished her hot tongue around the sensitive testicle, and mumbled, "Ummmm!" as she thought, this is as much fun as having my vagina licked by Harold. Next time, I'm going to lick Billy's balls while Harold laps my pussy.
Pussy! That was a new word for her, at least as far as Shirley's feminine genitalia were concerned.
Opening her mouth, Shirley released Billy's testicle, then tongued her way across the two thighs, back to Harold's groin. She could see Billy heaving a sigh of relief, and realized he would have reached that peak she, herself had attained, had she sucked his ball for another ten or fifteen seconds.
Her fists closed around both phalluses, then tugged on the two masculine pikes, pointing them up toward the faces of their respective owners. The girl watched the boys lean back, and wondered why each was so afraid of his own penis.
Her small, heated, pink tongue eeled out and licked up the smooth underside of Harold's hard cock to the heel of her hand. Then Shirley's tongue circled and curled around the thick, shorter stalk, moving from side to side, back and forth. Then the girl's tongue spiraled its way down to his balls, and then back up again. Shirley slid her palm higher, until Harold's blood-red, almost-bursting cock-head rested against the heel of her hand. She could see the quivering, winking slit glisten delightedly, almost hypnotizing her. The tip of the girl's tongue prowled over the thick-corded, cylindrical map with the bluish lines. Her oral digit applied its point to the tiny valleys between the veins moving this way and that, as if inside some kind of maze, looking for the right way out. Shirley could sense Harold's blood as it wildly pounded within. And the tube in the underside of his penis began suddenly pulsating, as if following her guiding tongue.
Shirley could see Harold was as affected as Billy, and realized he would be reaching that wonderful pinnacle all too soon if she continued this. The girl's naturally skillful tongue painted its way down the length of the shaft and left, leaving behind a trail of heated, moist circles that burned through Harold's flesh as surely as if someone had applied a white-hot running iron.
Now Shirley's tongue was moving swiftly up the length of Billy's throbbing cock, her lips saturating and tingling the fleshy surface, winding round the diameter, moving and flicking with a swiftness and rapidity to equal that of an adder. The girl's tongue was a sensual reminder of wild, wicked thrills still waiting to be enjoyed. Billy was now more glad than ever that he had suggested this game. Watching Shirley's moving tongue, all he could see was a blur as it lapped in and out, in and out, flicking against his shuddering peter.
Shirley's palm slid up and once again pointed the head of his solid cock at his face, making him think he might end up shooting into his own countenance. He knew the girl had no idea what would happen when he finally reached his own satisfaction, and Billy didn't want to tell her about the white stuff that shot out of Harold and himself. It might make the girl reluctant to continue, and this was too good to end unresolved. It had to be brought to a finish.
Shirley saw the smile on his face, and wondered just what was passing through Billy's mind. She was certain his smile was the result of what she was doing, and so she began licking faster. Not that the penis really tasted that much different from any other part of the body, but Shirley decided the heat coming from within did make it more palatable than licking an arm or leg. The more she licked, the more the girl liked it. If nothing else, the penis was the one part of the body seemingly made to fit inside her mouth. Oh sure, she could suck on his fingers, but she needed more than one. The idea of sucking his toes never entered the young girl's mind. No, the penis was just the right length and breadth to fit nicely into her mouth, and Shirley decided she wanted to suck on the entire length of it, eventually. Her tongue swept over the shuddering flesh again and again, washing the meat until she could feel the sensations increasing in the tube in the underside of his hard cock.
Shirley's lapping tongue seemed equipped with a kind of built-in radar. At the very instant Billy was about to reach his culmination, her tongue licked its way down the length of his pulsating penis. Hotly, agilely, the tongue snaked its way back to Harold's thighs, leaving Billy. And the feeling settled back down inside the older boy, driving him to the edge of insanity.
Now Shirley's tongue snaked around Harold's corona, probing and exploring the overhanging ridge of flesh, preparing for one final assault. The girl could feel Harold tensing as if willing her tongue to move up over his sensitive young flesh so her mouth could engulf the pulsing prick.
Shirley's tongue continued teasing as it sped around and around the coronal ridge. Once against the underside, the girl's lingual digit lapped along the length of the thick tube beneath, running along the road of veins in Harold's penis. Then it once again moved up, over the rim of coronal flesh. The girl's tongue extended across the soft, curving plateau, and down the hot underside, flatly pressed, absorbing the oozing, colorless lava issuing from his leaking penile point.
Shirley moaned, excited as never before. Her mons seemed to be absorbed by Harold's pulsating cock, and it made the youth tremble.
Tirelessly, Shirley's tongue beat the surface and stroked the sensitive sides. Her tongue-tip seemed to pierce his flesh like lightning. Then the tongue moved up and once more crossed the wet, rigid mountainous tower, scaling it swiftly, and holding it upright with her tongue as her hands moved down to caress Harold's balls. She cupped the skin-covered ovals in her scorching palm, her fingers tickling the sac, making the youth writhe with anguished delight. And all the while, her tongue stabbed at the leaking split.
Sweat was streaming down Harold's face, onto his chest. His throat and lips were parched.
Shirley could feel his body shaking, writhing as his fingers curled around the edges of the wall seat. The girl could tell she had roused all kinds of sleeping tigers in the two boys.
Shirley decided it was time for more than mere tongue-action. It was time to try sucking on those extended penises. Harold's first, because Harold was slightly shorter. No matter how much of Harold's meat the girl took into her sucking mouth, she knew there was no way the younger boy could accidentally gag her.
And without further ado, Shirley opened her narrow lips as wide as she was able. Her hot mouth closed over Harold's shuddering glans, sucking it all the way into her anxious mouth. He seemed to be filling her oral cavity, but her tongue continued its flashing against his underside. It moved rapidly, and though she thought he might have enjoyed it more, feeling her tongue flatly pressed into the bottom of her mouth, she continued to wickedly wrap it around Harold's entering cock, lashing it, whipping it, slurping against it, while continually stroking it. The sides of her mouth sucked his pulsing penis with a natural joy, rubbing the entire length of the heavy meat, caressing its surface. Shirley had to admit, now that Harold's penis was working its way deeper into her mouth, it was a bit longer than she had originally believed. Now it swelled somewhat more thickly, and Shirley pushed her mouth further down on the throbbing dong. It slid across her tongue, moving deeper and deeper into her mouth, stopping just short of her gullet. The spongy, meaty head seemed to swell all the more, and Shirley sensed the pulsing in the tube in the underside of his hard cock suddenly increase all the more rapidly. Her lips rubbed into the lint on Harold's pelvis, and she was grateful he wasn't any longer.
Golly! she thought. A half inch longer and I'd be choking and gagging on this cock. Gee, but it tastes good.
Shirley felt Harold's hands rest lightly on the back of her head, and when she attempted to raise her mouth, so she could stroke her lips along the length of the pulsing penis, the girl felt Harold's hands firmly hold her face against his pelvis as his swelling penis suddenly lurched once, twice, and was shooting its creamy contents against her esophagus.
"Uuuunnnngggghhhh!" Harold gasped, grateful the noise from the party, upstairs hid the sounds coming from his mouth.
Shirley felt her mouth being flooded with a gluey substance, and with each passing second, Harold was shooting more and more of it.
"Don't let it drip," she heard Billy whisper to her. "If any of it spills on the floor and my mother sees it later, she'll know what we were doing, and she'll yell at all of us."
Shirley felt at a loss. She didn't know what to do. Her mouth was already bursting. She just couldn't hold the stuff inside. But if she couldn't let it leak out, there was only one other thing to do, and that was to swallow the flow. Taking a deep breath through her nostrils, the girl gulped, and swallowed the raw egglike substance. And to her amazement, she liked it. She liked it better than anything she had drank at the party. She drank lustily now, disappointed the fluid was coming from Harold's cock in spurts. She could only swallow drops at a time, and as moments passed, Shirley realized the drops were coming farther and farther apart.
The girl could feel Harold's cock shrinking rapidly now, and no matter how hard she sucked on it, it wouldn't stiffen again. But from Harold's breathing, Shirley could tell the boy was no longer anxious. Rather, after some heavy respiratory noises, Harold began breathing slowly and evenly.
Shirley's face glowed as she sucked, swallowing again and again, trying to taste more of the savoring flavor emitted by Harold's penis. She could feel the heated juices pooling in her belly, keeping her inner stomach warm. But she wanted more. She had to have more.
The girl's hand reached out and gripped Billy's penis, squeezing the base, then moving her thumb up to rub the moistened head. She squeezed the cock one more time, letting it know her mouth was on its way. Sucking one final drop from Harold's cock, she lifted her head from his wilted penis. Shirley's lips smacked together, letting the boys know she had really enjoyed the taste of what she had been drinking. Her eyes stared at Harold's wang for a moment, limply dangling between the boy's thighs, glistening with the remnants of her saliva.
Shirley heard Billy stifle a moan as his fingers opened and closed on the edge of the wall seat, letting her know he was aching for her to hurry.
"Come on, Shirley," he whispered aloud. "You're finished with Harold."
Looking up, the girl could see Billy's face was flushed with blood, and his dark eyes seemed to burn into hers. Shirley could see every muscle in Billy's body was tense and rigid, straining. He was stiff and unmoving, and only the twitching in his rigid cock let Shirley know the boy was still alive.
With the speed of a striking snake, Shirley lowered her head, mouth wide open, over the pulsing glans of Billy's cock. Her lips swallowed the entire organ at once, listening to the sigh of relief coming from him. It was as if the boy didn't believe she would get there in time. Heck! For awhile she had teased him so unmercifully, she might even have given Billy the impression she would never get there. Billy thought she had done Harold because Harold had done her. And perhaps Shirley was waiting for Billy to do her before she would do anything for him. Only now, as her mouth swallowed his hard prick, did Billy sigh with relief.
There she was, that wonderful mouth sucking on his cock, looking so sweet and lovable as she engulfed his longer wang. He felt her lips sliding lower and lower and wondered if Shirley had a throat. Maybe there was nothing but a big, empty hole inside her. His greased cock seemed to slide between the opening of the girl's hungry lips. Then the penis seemed to expand once it was in her oral cave, stroking against the smooth sides of her inner cheeks. How else could she possibly manage to take the entire length of his phallus into her mouth? She had to have a bottomless pit in there.
Shirley's nose buried itself deep into the hairless pelvis at the root of his phallic tree. The girl breathed deeply, her nostrils flaring, holding her breath as long as possible, hoping the rich perfume of his flesh would seep through her much like the rose water in her hair had captivated Billy, earlier. The thrilling scent seemed to block out all other smells, almost numbing her nostrils. The huge, young flesh-tree seemed to expand in her mouth as it marinated within. Shirley could sense the temperature in the young boy's cock rising. Now her tongue and lips began to slowly nurse on, and suckle, the tasty pole.
Shirley felt the point of Billy's penis pushing into her gullet. At first she fought it, then relaxed, and suddenly found she was able to take half the head, feeling it widen her gullet. Had his penis been longer, she would have been able to take more. This was the most enjoyable game she had ever played.
Shirley could feel Billy staring down at her face, watching her nose press into his bare pelvis. His hands continued to grip the edge of the wall seat, but she could see how they ached to clamp down on her head and push down, making sure every last bit of penile flesh filled her yawning cavity.
She can't have taken it all into her mouth, Billy thought. It's a physical impossibility.
Shirley looked up and saw Billy's expanded chest. She could tell he was holding his breath. She could also feel the immense penis swelling in her throat. This time the girl managed to bob her head up and down a half dozen times, and then felt the raining sperm drench her gullet. Unbridled passion burst forth from Billy's pulsing young wang, and spasms of pleasure rippled through her as she anxiously drank the fluid.
Yes, Shirley could once again taste a difference between the two boys, though Billy tasted no less savory than Harold. The girl sucked avidly, drinking the heavy outpouring from Billy's hose, feeling it flow down the sucking drainpipe of her anxious throat. Shirley noted that Billy, even though longer than Harold, shot less fluid, and emptied out a lot more quickly. She wondered why.
Sighing with pleasure, Shirley finally released the penis. She stood up and watched Billy simply sit there on his knees, unable to move for a few seconds. Gee! That was really something. She had no idea she had affected Billy that strongly.
Slipping into her clothes, Shirley waited for the boys to recover. Eventually Harold, then Billy, began moving. All three promised not to tell anyone what had happened. It was to be their secret. It was also agreed Shirley might meet with one or both of them at a later date, for a repeat performance.
The two boys hurriedly dressed, then went into the next room, a small room, where there was a TV set. And when Shirley's mother arrived, some minutes later, she found her daughter and the two boys asleep in front of the TV screen.



CHAPTER THREE


Shirley felt funny, going home with her mother that night, acting as innocent as she had been prior to her experiences with the two boys. She would have spoken of it to her mother had Emily Lowe not been such a prude. God! Her mother was so uptight about everything. Shirley could never speak with her about anything. But then, with whom could she discuss something like this? Surely not with another girl her own age. It had to be an adult, but one with a certain amount of understanding.
As it was, Shirley began feeling guilty about what she had done with the boys. Her mother and her preacher had drummed self-deprivation into her for so long, she had actually started believing in it. Now, after what she had done with Harold and Billy, she felt unclean. And yet… if she had it to do all over again, she knew she would do it.
Whom could she speak to?
The thought bothered her all the next day, through school. Harold was in her class, and he was all but leering at her during the entire day. When he came near her at lunch time, she had to all but kick him, snapping at him for acting like a dummy. The boy apologized to Shirley, but didn't stop leering the rest of the day.
It was her teacher, Miss Wagner, who took her aside after school and asked her what was troubling her.
"It's kind of a long story, Miss Wagner," Shirley replied to the dark-eyed, slender brunette woman. "Besides, I think it's something I shouldn't talk about."
"Well why not come home with me and tell me," Clare Wagner said to her. "I'll call your mother and tell her you're with me, and that I'll drive you home. Okay?"
"Well, gee, I guess so."
So, after Clare Wagner had called Shirley's mother, Shirley went to her teacher's home. Shirley was surprised by the size of the house. It was a ranch house, but sprawling, and had a lot of ground around it, with high bushes to protect anyone inside from onlookers. Inside, the living room was spacious, with an all-glass wall looking out over what seemed a backyard. The blue carpeting was deep, and there were all kinds of heavy sofas and chairs scattered throughout the room. The walls had robin's eggblue Sanitas.
"Come and talk with me while I undress in the bedroom," Clare Wagner said to Shirley. "Now, tell me, just what has been bothering you?"
The bedroom had a large canopied double bed against the wall opposite the doorway. It, too, was done in robin's egg-blue, with blond furniture. There was a vanity, an armoire, and a dresser, and a door to the right led into a gigantic bathroom with a pool-sized tub.
Shirley hesitated, sitting on the stool in front of the vanity, watching Clare Wagner undress. The wispy sound of her zipper was followed by the slender, well-built brunette stepping out of her dress. The woman wore a black garter belt and red bikini panties. A half-bra did almost nothing to hide the swelling of her full breasts. Shirley watched as her teacher unfastened the bra, and the ripe, ivory spheres sprang free.
Clara Wagner had large aureoles. They looked like brown silver dollars, and in the center of each, a flat button of brown was clearly visible. Two dark brown temples on the slopes of snow-white hills, erected to the memory of some erotic God.
Shirley was astounded at the woman's shape. The young girl thought all grown-up women were like her mother under their clothes, with heavy pendant breasts that hung almost to their waists, and large, cellulite-filled hips and thighs.
"Hey, why don't we take a bath together," Clare Wagner suggested. "That might be just the thing to bring you out of your shell so you'll talk. Come on," she said, sitting on the bed, removing her garter belt, rolling down her stockings and pulling them off, as well.
Shirley remained where she was, admiring the fullness of Clare's figure. She loved the firm roundness of her teacher's breasts. They seemed to balance perfectly against one another. Shirley loved the feminine sloping shoulders, and the pinched narrow waistline, so much like her own waistline. The girl hoped her figure would be like that of her teacher, and not like her mother's.
When Clare Wagner removed her bikini panties, Shirley saw the woman had a shaved pubis, making it look as bare as her own. The pouting mount of venus looked like a delicate, split, coral rose, and Shirley assumed her own vaginal cavity had appeared that way to the two boys. But the thighs, legs, calves and ankles of her teacher were perfect, and Shirley's eyes showed how much she appreciated them.
"Now Shirley, before I go a step further, I want to know what's bothering you," Miss Wagner said to her.
Haltingly, without mentioning names, Shirley told her teacher of her experiences the previous day.
"I think that's wonderful," Miss Wagner said, smiling. "You learned a little about the relationship between males and females on your own, without having your views distorted by someone else."
"You mean what I did was okay?" Shirley asked.
"That depends on what you mean, by 'okay'," her teacher replied. "From your mother's point of view, and from the point of view of your church, it's not okay. But as long as you don't tell them, they'll never know. And what they don't know, won't hurt you. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
"And you're saying it isn't really bad?" Shirley asked.
"Did you feel bad after it was all over?" Miss Wagner asked.
"Gee, no. I felt very good."
"Well, can anything that feels so good, be so bad? But, there are a few things you should know about what is called sexual intercourse." And in the next five minutes, Clare Wagner carefully explained how babies were made, and why it would be unwise for Shirley to let a man poke his penis into her until she knew about the art of douching. After all, the young girl didn't want to become a mother, just yet.
Shirley was dumbfounded, and now better understood the urge she'd felt to have a penis poked into her. She was glad it hadn't happened. Miss Wagner was a terrific person. The girl was glad she had spoken with the teacher.
"Now, since you enjoy lovemaking so much, I'm going to teach you a bit more about it," Clare Wagner told her. "So get undressed while I run the water in the orgy pool."
"The orgy pool?" Shirley asked. "Oh, you mean your sunken bathtub."
"Yes," Clare Wagner nodded, smiling. "I call it an orgy pool because a half dozen people call easily wade through it without bumping into one another."
The teacher proudly walked across the room, into the bathroom. Quickly, Shirley removed her own red blouse and tan skirt. She paused for a moment before removing her undershirt, then shrugged. So what if she didn't have breasts, yet. She was only eleven-years-old. There was no need to rush things. Even so, when the cool air in the room blew across her nipples, she flushed a little, feeling them stand up. Looking down at her nipples, she felt they did look a little larger than when the boys had played with them yesterday. It was as if stimulation was making them grow. Noticing her panties were still on, Shirley decided she could be as naked as her teacher, and slipped them off. Turning, the young girl admired herself in a full length mirror on the wall near the dressing table. Gee! For a young girl she really had a nice figure.
A feeling made her turn, and she saw Clare Wagner standing in the bathroom doorway, looking her over. Clare's eyes were locked on Shirley's bare pussy, wandering over her soft belly, and even looking at her tiny nipples, standing out as if reaching for the love Clare had promised.
"I can understand why the boys wanted to play with you," Clare whispered in a hoarse voice. "You're a lovely little girl." Shirley blushed, too embarrassed to reply.
"I think," Clare continued, "I'd better get you a glass of soda to claim you down. Lord, if you were older I'd offer you something alcoholic, but corrupting you sexually should be quite enough for me. I can't introduce you to booze, too."
"How are you going to corrupt me?" Shirley asked.
"Oh I'm not really going to corrupt you," the teacher said, "but I am going to teach you. And what I teach you has to remain between you and me. I mean, if you can use what I teach you with another person, fine. But you must never mention my name."
"Of course not, Miss Wagner," Shirley solemnly nodded.
Clare Wagner left the bedroom for a few moments, and when she returned, she had a glass of cola in her hand. She handed it to Shirley, saying, "Drink up and enjoy."
Shirley took the glass and did as she was ordered. Her mind was somewhat perplexed. The expression of Miss Wagner's face reminded her of the looks she had seen on the faces of Harold and Billy. But that was silly. After the explanations Miss Wagner had given her, Shirley was sure the teacher couldn't be interested in her the same way as a man. Could she?
Shirley felt disturbed. Strange, different thoughts roamed the hidden recesses of her young mind. She felt a warmth oozing through her, and realized it was there, in part, because of the way Miss Wagner had looked at her.
"I think I could use a hard drink, myself," Clare Wagner said. And turning, she headed for the living room.
Still totally naked, Shirley followed the older woman. She found herself gazing at Clare's swiveling buttocks and wondered if her own bum cheeks moved the same way. She could also see the faintest pink from the rear of the woman's vagina, and wondered if Miss Wagner had ever been kissed there, as she had been kissed. Remembering how Harold had licked her pussy, Shirley felt an aching inside her. She wanted to be kissed there, again.
Flustered, the young girl tried to shut off her thoughts, hoping they weren't written on her face. She watched the older woman go behind the bar, to a small refrigerator from which she took a tray of ice cubes. With the refrigerator door open, a light was illuminating her teacher's body, and it looked all the more heavenly to Shirley. When the teacher bent over, Shirley could see the woman's breasts dangling, like ripe fruit, and for some strange reason, she felt her mouth watering.
From where she was standing, off to the side, Shirley could see her teacher's legs, and, illuminated as they were by the light from the small refrigerator, they looked more solid than ever. Even the soft, fleshy folds of her teacher's hot cunt seemed highlighted.
Looking through the glass wall toward the rear of the house, Shirley realized she wasn't staring into a backyard. There was a pool area, with a large swimming pool, all enclosed by glass.
"That's a heated pool," Clare Wagner told her. "If you'd like to take a dip, go ahead."
"Gee, I'd love it," Shirley told her, putting her soda glass down on the bar.
Walking across the room, she found part of the glass wall was a sliding door, and now she slid it open. Her feet felt the coldness of the tiles, but she could also feel the heat rising from the pool. And at the far end of the pool, sitting austerely, was a statue of the Greek God, Priapos. The statue was of a man with goat's horns and goat's legs. He was squatting, and rising from his groin was a two foot marble penis spouting water.
Diving into the pool, Shirley felt a shockwave beside her and saw Clare Wagner had dived into the pool, too. A moment later she surfaced, and Clare surfaced alongside her.
"Like this?" Clare asked.
"This is terrific," Shirley said to her. "But I had no idea teachers made the kind of money to let them afford a place like this."
"We don't," Clare replied. "I'm listed as a tenant here, but the truth of the matter is, I have a friend, a rich friend. He owns the place and I live here, rent-free. We have a kind of arrangement."
Clare turned on her back and began floating away from Shirley, and the young girl watched, unable to take her eyes from the breathtaking, forbidden sight five feet from her. Clare's thighs were opening and closing with the movement of the water, revealing the entire vaginal area. Shirley could even see the extended clitoris, and remembered how she ached to have Harold lick that one little spot on her. Heat burned through her even more rapidly. The vaginal lips seemed to open and close, too. In fact, Miss Wagner's bare pussy reminded her of the mouth of a guppy, constantly opening and closing. It was as if the vagina were waiting to devour her.
"Oh gosh!" Shirley gasped. "What wrong with me? Looking at you this way, I feel all heated up, just as I did with the two boys, last night. There must be something wrong with me, wanting to touch you as I touched the boys."
Although her mind rejected the thought, it kept coming back to Shirley. Gosh! It was ridiculous, but she had the urge to jump at Miss Wagner and plant her mouth against the woman's vaginal lips, much the same way Harold had sucked on her own vagina. More, she wanted to squeeze Miss Wagner's breasts and pop the woman's nipples into her mouth. She wanted to feel Miss Wagner's body the way the two boys had felt hers, only she had a big advantage. Miss Wagner had a large pair of tits and she would be able to rub and massage them.
Was it possible for her to be aroused by a woman as much as by a man? Shirley wondered.
She continued to stare as Clare Wagner climbed out of the pool and stood near an electric wall heater to dry off. When Shirley climbed out of the water, she felt more aroused than ever.
"The bathtub should be full by now," Clare said to her. "Why not go and soak in the hot water."
Shirley was glad for an excuse to break away from the woman. She was afraid Miss Wagner might look down on her for the thoughts she was thinking.
The bathroom was hot and humid, now, with steam rising from the bathtub. But it was even more sensually enjoyable because of the exotic odors of various bath oils Clare Wagner had added to the tub.
There were three steps leading down into the bathtub, and Shirley eased her naked figure down and into the soapy water. The water was wonderfully hot, and Shirley was just getting used to it when Clare came in with two glasses. The one she gave Shirley was cola, again. She sat at the edge of the tub and leaned over to hand Shirley her glass. Her breasts dangled like white orbs, ripe and ready to be plucked from the tree of her body, and Shirley felt like reaching up and grabbing her teacher's nipples.
After Shirley had taken her drink, Clare swung her legs over the side of the tub and let them dangle in the water, her thighs wide apart. Her vaginal lips were partially parted, and Shirley could not help seeing them. They looked like valleys within canyons.
"Thanks for the drink," Shirley said, downing half her glass with a single swallow.
"Can I do less for my favorite pupil?" Clare asked, smiling.
The woman sipped her own drink, then left it on the edge of the bathtub as she slid in. The teacher stretched out rapturously, sighing as she said, "Ooooh, but after all that school the hot water feels wonderful."
"Tell me," Shirley asked, "how did you ever get to meet the man who owns this house, anyway?"
"It was at a party, during the summer," Clare told her. "I had no idea he had money, at the time. We just seemed to hit it off. And then we found ourselves blending together sexually. We liked to be a little kinky! Not much, just a little. And then he offered to let me live here. He travels a lot, but whenever he comes back here, he stays here with me."
"What do you mean by kinky?" Shirley asked.
"Well, what you did with the boys, yesterday, is considered kinky. It isn't exactly unnatural, but it isn't the so-called normal way one goes about fucking."
Shirley began to blush. She had heard the word before, and though she'd had no idea what it meant, she had always thought of it as a bad word.
"When we are together, with no one else around, do not become flustered by words," Clare told Shirley. "Words are words and nothing more. When we're outside, amongst people, then we have to be careful of what we say. But words mean nothing more than to aptly describe deeds. Fucking is a perfectly good word. I explained to you exactly what it means. What you and the boys did was a variation on it. It's known as genital/oral fucking. As you explained, one of the boys fucked you with his tongue, and then you let each of them fuck your mouth with his cock. Each time someone comes, that person has indulged in one form of fucking or other. Even masturbation is a form of fucking, where the boy fucks his fist. It's as simple as that."
"I understand," Shirley nodded, feeling more and more secure with her teacher, thinking of her as a friend rather than merely a teacher.
"Did you enjoy doing all those things with the boys, or have you just been saying that, while harboring a guilt complex?" Clare wanted to know.
Shirley felt her face go beet-red. She hesitated, trying to hide her confusion. She wondered what her teacher would think of her if she came right out and openly admitted just how much she had really enjoyed it.
Clare, looking at the way the girl flushed, smiled, and said, "I'm sorry, Shirley. I know it's something very personal. I have no right to interfere and ask silly questions like that."
"Gee, if I can't talk about it with you, who can I talk to?" Shirley asked. "I guess I just kind of blush easily. I'm sorry. Actually, to be honest, I liked it a lot. Really!"
Clare smiled at her, as if Shirley had just passed an oral exam. Reaching out, the teacher grabbed her glass and took another sip of the vodka collins she had made for herself. Then she lay back in the tub, sighing, relaxing.
"I like doing things like that a lot," Clare said to Shirley. "If I had my way, sex would be something discussed in the classroom, right out in the open. People would have a lot less hangups, and almost no one would be frustrated. But we live in a world where all important things have to be hushed up."
"Gee, I really don't know too much about anything," Shirley admitted.
"Well," Clare smiled back at her. "The great artists thought enough of sex to paint and sculpt it."
"Gosh, no kidding."
"And," Clare continued, "if sex is dirty, then the Bible has to be the dirtiest book of all time."
"How come?" Shirley asked.
"There are so many places, briefly mentioned, where one woman or another is 'laying' with a man. Even the greatest heroes and heroines of the Bible were sex-fiends, despite Moses passing certain laws which prohibited certain things."
"Well, who?" Shirley wanted to know.
"When Joshua had his men looking through Jericho, they were sheltered in the house of Rahab the Harlot. Do you know what a harlot is?"
"No," Shirley admitted. "I don't."
"A harlot, or a whore, or a prostitute is a woman who is paid money by men to let them fuck her one way or another."
"No kidding," Shirley said, her eyes wide with wonder.
"And what do you think those men were doing in Rahab's house when they weren't hiding under the flax on the roof? Not only that, but look at Deborah, the great female judge. She was married to some guy named Lapidus, but she went out and found a man by the name of Barak to head the Israelite army. And Barak told her outright, if you don't come with me, I won't do it. So Deborah went with him. And you can bet your pretty little pussy he made good use of hers."
"Gosh!" Shirley said, wide-eyed.
"There are hundreds of additional references to sex," Clare pointed out, "but I don't think I have to go into any further detail. Sex is here to stay, Shirley."
The water was starting to cool, so Shirley climbed the steps and walked out of the tub. Water dripped from her bare vagina, pouring down, then dribbling down, and finally falling in light droplets.
"Getting out?" Clare asked.
"I don't want to wrinkle up like a prune," Shirley told her.
Taking one of the fluffy towels Clare had laid out on a nearby bench, Shirley began rubbing herself all over. When her hands rubbed the towel on her nipples, she felt herself becoming aroused again. Boy, she was really learning things today.
She watched her teacher yawn and sit upright in the tub. Clare's breasts came rising out of the water as if they were mysterious islands hobbling up from a hidden sea.
The teacher began climbing out of the tub, and she suddenly winced.
"Is anything wrong?" Shirley asked, putting down her own towel after having finished drying herself.
"I think I'm getting a cold in my neck and shoulder," Clare replied. "Must have gotten into a draft in school."
"Can I do anything to help?" Shirley asked.
"Know how to give a rubdown?" Clare asked.
Water flowed down the teacher's body, running between her breasts, down along her belly, disappearing into the valley of her naked vaginal slit. From there, it dripped to the tiled floor. The teacher grabbed a towel and began rubbing herself dry as Shirley said, "I don't know too much about massaging, but I could give it a try."
At the far end of the bathroom was a long massage table. Clare smiled at the girl and said, "You're very nice, Shirley. I would very much like a massage."
Spreading her towel on the table, Clare lay on it, face-down.
"Okay," Shirley said, approaching her. "Now if I hurt you or anything, you just let me know."
"Oh I'll let you know, all right," Clare told her.
The teacher swiveled her head from side to side a couple of times, then pointed with her left hand to her right shoulder, saying, "It's in there, somewhere."
"Should I use some kind of oil?" Shirley asked.
"Not necessary," Clare told her. "Just knead with your fingers."
With the first touch of her hands on her teacher's body, Shirley felt the fiery demon of lust coming to life inside her again. And she could see a blush running through Clare's body, and the young girl realized her teacher was feeling something, too. She could feel the woman's body tense. It was an electric moment between the two females.
"Ummmm!" Clare announced, "that feels good. Keep on doing it."
"Okay," Shirley nodded, her drying hair hanging about her face as she squeezed and pressed her fingers into her teacher's shoulder.
The girl began rubbing more vigorously, digging the heels of her hands all the deeper into her teacher's shoulder. She was massaging strongly now, feeling the deep muscles under Clare's shoulder blades. Her fingers were kneading faster and faster, but she stopped massaging when Clare yelped as she touched the tender shoulder area again.
And then Shirley suddenly realized her teacher's body was writhing, wriggling, moving as if she were a purring cat. Shirley could feel the woman's body actually vibrating as if it had been plugged into something. And Shirley felt herself reacting all the more strongly. She was panting now, but not from exertion. The girl had no desire to be so rough with her teacher's flesh. On the contrary, she felt an urge to kiss and caress the soft nakedness.
Knowing Miss Wagner was not observing her, Shirley started rubbing her own belly against the edge of the table as her fingers continued working on her teacher's back. She could feel the edge rubbing even lower, touching her clitoris, and it felt good, really good. Dampness was oozing from between her thighs, and it had nothing to do with bath water.
Shirley's hands worked lower and lower, massaging Clare Wagner's ribcage, but when she reached the teacher's waist, the young girl stopped.
"Ymmm!" Clare moaned. "Just when it was really getting good. Do you mind doing this, Shirley?"
"Oh no, Miss Wagner."
"Shirley, when we're alone, and only when we're alone, I want you to call me Clare. Would you please continue?"
Shirley blinked and looked at the woman. Did she actually expect her to touch the lower loins? Gee! Shirley knew if she touched her teacher down there, she might also touch between the thighs. There would be no stopping her after that.
"Gee, do you mean… everything?" Shirley asked, rubbing the woman's left buttock.
"Everything," Clare nodded.
Shirley returned her hands to her teacher's waist and began kneading toward the spine, as little by little, her fingers worked lower and lower. A droplet of perspiration, formed at the base of the woman's spine, and Shirley tried stopping it with her fingers. Her digits slipped into her teacher's tight anal crevice, and she suddenly realized she was touching her teacher's puckered anal entryway. The woman gasped and jumped a bit from the contact, but otherwise said nothing. In fact, the woman seemed to be lifting her buttocks as if pushing her ass hole back against the girl's working fingers.
Feeling slightly ashamed of herself, realizing she had let her fingers linger too long against the anal rictus, Shirley quickly withdrew her fingers. She slowly began kneading the soft cushions of her teacher's ass, but her fingers had a numbness to them. She felt her heart beating rapidly, and she could hear herself starting to pant.
And then Clare's thighs parted as the woman pressed her knees into the table and purposely rammed her ass cheeks against Shirley's working fingers. With a sudden knowledge that scared her, Shirley understood her teacher was attempting to soothe a burning need in her own body as she rubbed her clitoral button against the towel beneath her.
"Higher," Shirley said, not knowing why she said it. "Lift your behind higher. This way I can do your both legs."
Clare did exactly as Shirley instructed, and the girl began massaging her teacher's left leg with both hands, rubbing her palms up and down the length of it, massaging it from the knee up to where the thigh was connected to Clare's body. Looking at the way her massaging hands were running up and down the length of Clare's thigh, Shirley imagined she was stroking some immense penis, and it made her all the hotter. The idea seemed to excite her beyond all self-control. Her hands moved higher and higher, one of them riding along Clare's soft, inner thigh until she felt the tips of her fingers actually make contact with her teacher's vaginal labius. She could feel the hot, wet, naked cuntlip open, and then her finger was actually pressing into the heated, gooey opening.
"Unnhh… annhhh…" Clare moaned, then clenched her thighs together to prevent any deeper penetration. Shirley could feel the heavy, pulsating-throbbing passing through her fingers and she squeezed. That was when Clare opened her thighs, releasing Shirley's hand.
Both females were panting heavily, much as if they had exercised all this time. Shirley was only mildly aware of the liquid she had seeping down her own inner thighs. She was on fire, and more than she had been, yesterday. Lord! Blisters seemed to be burning inside her. She needed some kind of relief, and at this point she no longer cared how she got it. Even if she had to run back to the swimming pool and impale herself on that two foot pole coming from between the statue's thighs.
Clare's body moved, snapping Shirley out of her reverie. She wriggled onto her side, then fell onto her back. The woman's eyes were hot and heavy with desire, looking up at Shirley.
"Now…" Clare told her, "… do the front of me." And she lifted her breasts up as if offering them to the pre-teen girl.
Shirley looked, but not at the offered breasts. Her eyes were locked on the wet, delicious pink cunt between Clare's thighs. With a loud groan the young girl suddenly fell forward over one thigh and buried her mouth in the smooth, coral, open cleft, instantly biting and sucking as if she had been starved for a week. Her tongue reached all the way into the sopping well, trying to detach itself from the girl's mouth in the hope of delving deeper on its own and reaching the woman's cervix.
As she tasted the fuming center, Shirley realized why Harold had been so turned on. It was as tasty as either of the two penises she had sucked, only it was totally different. This was wet, pink meat, and she couldn't cram it into her mouth. Her mouth had to reach for it, as her tongue licked in again and again. She whimpered, almost biting Clare's cuntlips as her tongue sank ever deeper into the flaming pit of Clare's womanhood.
"Unnnhhh… gently, gently," Clare admonished, and reached out with her own hand and began caressing Shirley's buttocks. This only made the younger girl move her behind closer to her teacher's hand, and as she parted her own thighs, she could feel Clare's fingers rubbing her own bare, vaginal lips.
Clare could feel the young girl's clitoris reach out for her stroking fingers. The interior felt like a starved, desolated mouth. Clare's fingers stroked once, twice, before Shirley pulled her face from the older woman's muff, her cheeks glistening with Clare's secretions. She hoarsely gasped, "Unnhhh… yes… ooooh… ahhhh… yes… yes… don't stop, don't stop… AAARRRGGGHHH… HHHAAANNNHHH… EEEEYYYYAAAAGGGGHHHH!"
And the fiery liquid of vaginal seepage burst like sweet, scalding lava all over Clare's hand. This made Shirley thrust her hand between Clare's thighs, more to hold onto something than anything else, but her thumb was massaging Clare's clitoris, and moments later, Clare screamed, "OHHHHH GODDDDD… YESSSSSS!!!"
Shirley, totally lost in the pleasure of her own fulfillment, was completely deaf to the woman's wild, maddening cry. She gasped and shuddered, wondering why this touching of her vagina by another female could bring her on as strongly as Harold's tongue.
Shirley lost all sense of time as she slumped across Clare's body. The two lay that way for minutes, and then Clare heard a sob.
"Shirley, are you all right?" Clare asked.
"Oh golly, I feel so ashamed," Shirley blurted out.
"Of what?" Clare asked, raising the girl's head, then sitting up and swinging her feet off so Shirley could sit beside her on the massage table.
"That I should resort to doing something like this to you, and making you touch me, too," Shirley sobbed. "Gee, I'm the one corrupting you. I feel worse than ever."
"I think you and I have to have a talk," Clare said, leading her out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. The young girl stood there docilely, as Clare pulled the covers off and threw them on her vanity bench.
"Climb in," Clare insisted.
Shirley did as she was ordered. The thrilling sensation of satin sheets against her naked stomach and buttocks did nothing to ease the shame she was feeling. She stared up at the filigreed ceiling.
"Honey," Clare said to her, "you're a mere eleven-years-old. You're still a virgin… untouched inside by a penis. Now you're going to have to learn you can come with a man, and you can come with a woman. Just because you're a female is no reason for you to think you're impervious to other females. You're young, and I'll tell you something else. You're very, very lucky."
"What do you mean?" Shirley asked.
"There are women who go through their entire lives and never once feel what you've felt."
"Oh, you mean nuns?"
"No, I mean married women who are fucked regularly. They never achieve orgasm. 'Why' is something we won't go into right now, but the fact is, you not only come, but come quickly."
"But why should I come with you, or feel that way with you?"
"Why not? You like me as a person, don't you?"
"Well sure, but should two women do things like a man and a woman mean, you told me a lot about men and women, but nothing about women and women."
"Well then," Clare told her, "it's time for the next step in your education."



CHAPTER FOUR


"To begin with," Clare said, "you were aroused and I was aroused; right?"
"Uh huh," Shirley nodded, looking at her teacher, who was sitting up in the bed. Her full, upstanding breasts looked more desirable than ever, and Shirley had to admit she still felt a desire to suck those breasts.
"Now tell me, do you feel better for what we've done?"
"Yes," Shirley admitted.
"Do you feel offended in any way?"
"No."
"Did I hurt you at all?"
"Gee, no."
"Well I'm not offended, nor was I hurt. So tell me, what harm was done?"
"Nothing, I guess," Shirley admitted.
"Shirley," Clare Wagner said, "you are a very, very sensual young girl. And as you grow older, this sensuality will heighten. And perhaps it's fortunate you have me for a friend, because you know there's no way I can ever make you pregnant."
"Well gee, what makes you so sure I'm sensual?" Shirley asked.
"I'll prove it," Clare said, making her sit up in the bed.
Shirley's eyes were riveted on her teacher's face. She felt a funny feeling in the pit of her belly as well as a sudden tightening in her buttocks. Clare's eyes seemed to glow in the dimness of the room as her face blocked everything else from Shirley's vision. The girl could feel the heat of her teacher's body next to her. The woman's thigh was against her own, and as Clare pressed her body to that of Shirley, both lay back down again. Shirley could feel Clare's breasts pressing against her own young chest, and the woman's nipples were like tiny swords, standing out, ready to attack.
"To begin with," Clare said… and took Shirley's face between her two hands. And before Shirley realized what was happening, her teacher was kissing her on the mouth, much the way Billy had done the previous day. She could feel Clare's tongue swimming into her mouth, and she found herself panting again, partly from the knowledge this wasn't really the right thing to do, but partly from the delicious feeling churning through her loins, making her hot cunt vibrate as if it were a big bass drum being struck again and again.
Without realizing it, Shirley brought her own tongue into play, licking into her teacher's mouth, sliding her oral digit between Clare's teeth. When one tongue withdrew, the other followed it into its mouth, then the second tongue withdrew, and the first tongue followed it.
Clare rolled one leg over Shirley's upper thighs and began rubbing her extended clitoris against Shirley's hipbone. The feeling was sensational, bringing the smoldering yearning in Shirley to white-hot arousal in the pre-teen's body. And the heat was fanned even more by the pressure of Clare's hands on her spine. Shirley could feel the woman's fingers fluttering lightly against her buttocks.
Shirley was all set to surrender all over again to the emotions burning in her body when Clare suddenly drew back, separating herself from the younger girl. An overwhelming loss seemed to fill Shirley, but was replaced by joy a moment later, when Clare said, "And here's more proof."
Leaning down, the older woman used her tongue to draw circles around Shirley's nipples, then pulled the left nipple between her lips, sucking strongly on it.
"Unh!"
It was a moan of total delight, bursting from Shirley's mouth as Clare continued to gently suckle the rubbery extension. Now Clare's hands changed from gentle, feathery wings to tiger's claws as they anxiously sought their prey. One hand locked on Shirley's free nipple, expertly teasing it, pulling it, massaging it, then releasing it, maintaining a rhythm with Clare's mouth on her other breast.
Clare's other hand had found the soft, hairless, tender lips of Shirley's cunt. The long middle finger of the older woman slid into the tight slot of the young girl, teasing it, but avoiding all contact with her anxious clitoris. And Shirley helplessly undulated her pelvis the entire time.
The girl could feel Clare's fingers remaining on the surface of her labia, in no way attempting to penetrate it. But as the cuntal crack between Shirley's labia became more and more greased, Clare's finger slid further and further back until it touched the tiny puckered ring inside the cleft between the girl's ass-cheeks. Here, the finger stopped for awhile, and then abruptly began an unrelenting pressure to push into the forbidden temple of sodom.
Shirley tried raising her hips to get away from the uncomfortable pressure. When it had been done to her the previous day, she had been totally unaware of it. But Clare's finger was moist and slippery, and the first joint of the finger slid in with almost no effort whatsoever.
"Uuhhhnnhhhh!" the young girl gasped.
Responding to the girl's sigh, Clare sucked all the harder on the young girl's nipple, almost as if attempting to wrench the raisin like extension from the girl's body. Clare pressed a bit harder, making Shirley writhe all the more.
Although it was still somewhat irritating to the young girl, it was an almost rapturous irritation. The finger embedded in her tiny, narrow anus now began writhing back and forth, very gently in an effort to sink deeper, but it made no headway. The asshole had so tightly closed itself around Clare's finger, each movement caused the sphincter to grip the probing finger all the more tightly.
Shirley was moaning now. There was no longer any pain or irritating sensation of any kind. Now she felt that alien thrill she had enjoyed the previous day when she had first become aware of a finger in her rectum. She could feel the naked muscles of her girlish buttocks flexing and unflexing as she became anxious to tug the finger in all the more deeply. Shirley was trembling, building toward another climax. This was impossible. First, to peak twice in less than an hour was unbelievable all by itself. But to peak from a finger being thrust into her asshole was even, less believable. The girl could feel her body rapidly climbing to its thrilling apex. The girl wanted the finger deeper now, and at the same time she wanted to feel what it was like to have something impaling her vagina. Oh golly! She ached to feel something long and hard inside her. Unnhh! She was vibrating, trembling, almost there now… yes… yes…
And then Clare eased her finger from the girl's bowels.
"Oh no, no, no!" the dismayed Shirley cried out.
The young girl tried sitting upright to plead from some kind of satisfaction, but Clare's hand pushed her back down.
Clare was sliding down now, moving until she was in a half-crouching position above the young girl's hips.
"See what I mean about sensuousness," she whispered to Shirley. "And now to prove it all over again."
Her mouth gently kissed Shirley's panting belly. The woman's tongue traced an erotic pattern across the young girl's belly. Once, in its travels, the tongue paused to dip into the girl's honeyed navel. Then it licked its way across to one of Shirley's hipbones, and traveled back the other way to lick at the other.
Shirley writhed, aching to feel the tender slit of her sodden cunt make contact with the firebrand of Clare's tongue. But whenever she spun her body in one direction, the tongue moved away.
Clare was enjoying herself immensely. She knew if she were found out she would be accused of impairing the morals of a minor, but deep down she knew she wasn't really corrupting the girl. Corruption referred to something evil, and what could be evil about making someone feel good?
Clare's hands busily parted Shirley's thighs, and when the young girl began opening her loins, the older woman grabbed a pillow and shoved it under the young girl, raising her bum higher. Now Clare's hungry mouth moved along the inside of Shirley's thighs, and the young girl felt overpowering waves of delight move with it. Clare's tongue licked along the entire length of thigh, first lapping the outside, then slowly moving inward, sliding higher. Shirley felt as if Clare's tongue was leaving a trail of fire wherever it touched.
Clare used her tongue like a paint brush, lapping up and down, licking here and there, but never the young girl's anxiously waiting pussy. Then, with her tongue against the back of Shirley's knee, Clare let her tongue leap to the other leg, and once again began washing slowly up toward the young girl's sensitive center.
Shirley simply lay there, her body as stiff and immobile as an oversized splint. Her hands swept through her own hair, and at one point her fingertips were pressing into her head. If she'd had nails, she'd have had ten little scalp wounds.
Clare's lips continued licking and kissing higher and higher, heading for the juicy goal between Shirley's thighs. Ecstasy filled Shirley's lust-constricted throat, and the girl tried screaming out her delight, but her vocal chords seemed paralyzed.
Clare's hand slid arousingly along the young girl's snow white inner thigh until it brushed the silken softness of her juicy outer labia. The pressure of Clare's fingers against her aching vagina was an electric shock. Shirley felt the fingers caressing, doing something. The thumb and forefinger were parting her hot, moist lips, and then…
"Aaaaiiieeeee!" Shirley screamed with helpless passion as she felt the lengthy tongue from Clare's mouth flicker through the turmoiled depths of her sodden cunt. "Oh… uuggghhhh… oh don't stop… for heaven's sake, don't stop…"
The woman's tongue drove in deeply, sinking between two hot, well-lubed layers of virginal, vaginal labia. This brought another deep moan of delirious delight from the girl. Now Clare's tongue began lapping back and forth, back and forth, in, out, as if it were a slender, slick cock. But there was more to come, for even as Clare nailed the length of her tongue into the tremulous depths of Shirley's aching cunt, feeling the hot, clasping depths of the girl's tender cunt walls attempt to clutch her tongue, Clare's thumb was tenderly rubbing Shirley's clitoris.
In the meantime, Clare slid her other hand beneath the young girl's bucking body and returned her finger to the girl's rectum. This time, when it sought entry, there was no resistance whatsoever. She had the finger in up to the second knuckle before Shirley was aware of its presence. Then Clare began moving the finger in a circular motion, trying to widen the anal opening. A moment later, the entire length of the finger was completely buried in Shirley's back passage, reaching into her colon. And the circular pressure had widened the rectum enough so that Clare was able to slide a second finger inside.
"Uhhhhh… good… good… good…" was all Shirley could gasp.
It seemed as if her entire world had suddenly spun out of orbit. Everything was speeding by her. She bypassed thousands of galaxies and millions of stars. And then it all seemed to come rushing in on her, as if every planet, every star, and every comet in the universe was on a collision course.
"Aaaiiiyyyaaagggghhhhh!" Shirley was screaming.
Mad insane sounds issued forth from her throat; sounds that made no sense whatsoever, as she bucked wildly. Her hands grasped Clare's head, slamming it up and down between her widespread thighs, ramming the woman's nose into her soft meat again and again. Hot, lathering foam came zipping out of her, but Shirley continued trying to force Clare's face into her streaming cunt. Her heels and elbows slammed wickedly into the bed's satin sheets, and her pubis undulated like a jackhammer gone completely out of control.
This was an orgasm that was greater that the other two, combined. It surged through her with the speed of a whipsaw as she screamed out, "I'm coming… I'm coming… I'm…uuggghhhhhh… commmmiiinnngguuhh!"
And because of the continuing pressure of the tongue, Shirley thought she would never stop coming.



CHAPTER FIVE


Before leaving her teacher's car, Shirley had been taught about douching, though Clare Wagner had not actually made the girl go through with it. But later, that night, while her parents had been downstairs watching TV, Shirley had gotten the rubber douche bag from the linen closet, filled it with water, put her naked body in the bathtub, flat on her back, and she had inserted the vaginal bone. In doing so, she had inadvertently broken her own hymen. Fortunately, it was so elastic, she felt almost nothing, and until the red-stained water came out of her, she was completely unaware of what had happened. Even so, she had assured herself she could douche properly.
The days seemed to drag after that, because they passed without her experiencing additional orgasms. Shirley did finger herself one night, but it was no fun. She needed to feel someone else's hands or tongue touch her clitoris. But Miss Wagner was busy and couldn't invite Shirley to her home again, and the girl didn't want to give the impression she was an easy girl to either of the two boys with whom she had played the previous Sunday. Besides, she had discovered, one of the reasons why she had enjoyed herself so much with Miss Wagner was the fact that she felt a strong attachment to the woman. And she didn't feel any sense of attachment to either of the two boys.
But when Saturday came around, and her parents went shopping in the city, leaving her alone, Shirley felt herself going out of her skull. And when both, Billy and Harold came by together, with Billy carrying a large, black leather bag, Shirley knew if she didn't do something she would go crazy. So she invited both boys inside.
Billy immediately excused himself, claiming he had to go to the bathroom, while Harold snuggled next to her on the living room couch. Shirley had drawn the drapes while Harold had put on all the lights. Then the boy had snapped on the radio. The music of Ebbtide flowed through the room, with a low rumble of waves splashing along a shore, and seagulls crying. Then, as the water seemed to recede across rocks, another sound filled the room. It was the rasping noise of a zipper and Shirley realized Harold had opened her purple skirt. And then the music filtered through her ears.
No, no, she wanted to cry out, not wanting things to start so abruptly. But the boy's hands were pressing against her white blouse, rubbing her girlish nipples, and Shirley felt Harold's fingers caress her flat breasts as softly as the withdrawing sea caressed the sand and rocks over which it traveled. The young girl's senses felt vibrantly alert, and the crashing waves behind the music became a roar in her ears. The ebbing waters appearing to encourage her – then smashing surf erupted explosively in her mind. And the warmth of Harold's firm hands, searching, feeling, rubbing, seemed to offer a comforting protection to her.
"Hey," the small boy encouraged. "Come on, lean back against me, Shirley. Relax and enjoy it," she heard him, say, and the sound of his voice snapped her back to reality. This was sordid. It wasn't really fun. Fun was doing something because one enjoyed doing it. Being with Harold, especially now that he was by himself, just didn't seem like fun.
"No, Harold," she said, trying to pull away from him. "I think we should at least wait until Billy gets here."
The girl didn't know why, but she felt safer with the two boys rather than with either, singly. There was a look in Harold's eyes which seemed to say he wouldn't be content with what they had enjoyed the previous Sunday.
"Billy takes forever in the john," Harold told her. "He won't be back for almost a half hour. Come on, Shirley, let's have a little fun."
"Just what do you mean by a little fun?" Shirley asked.
"Hey, let's you and I fuck today," Harold whispered.
"What do you know about fucking?" Shirley asked, sitting up.
"Are you kidding? Since last week, I've been in the library every day, hiding in corners and reading what they call adult books. I probably know more about it than most adults by now."
"Well gee, I don't know…" Shirley murmured, though the idea was very appealing to her. Ever since Miss Wagner had told her about it, Shirley had been aching to experience it. It was supposed to hurt the first time, but Harold's pecker was smaller than Billy's, and a smaller one might not be as painful as a big one.
Shirley felt the heat of Harold's body press against her, and then she felt cool air touch her flesh as he unbuttoned her blouse, moving his hand inside and touching her warm flesh. His cool fingertips touching her bare flesh made her squirm and jump.
The girl felt herself being held tightly, and tried jerking away from Harold. But the young boy held her firmly, and Shirley felt his fingertips move lightly and softly against the silken surface of her youthful skin. The fingers moved gently, slowly and the girl realized Harold had really learned a lot from the book he'd read. He was no longer fumbling and manhandling her as he had done the previous week. His moving fingers made the girl relax and lean back into him, surrendering herself to the softness she felt. Shirley could feel Harold's penis, stiff and hard, pressing into her buttocks, and she was able to sense the heat burning through him, but the girl was also aware that Harold refused to hurry. He was taking his time in spite of the arousal working through him. She knew she would surrender her body to him, not only because she was as anxious as he to find out how it felt to be fucked. She writhed a bit, but the resistance was just about out of her. Desire was the only thing left in the eleven-year-old girl.
Shirley felt Harold breathing into her ear, much the way Billy had done the week before. Now the boy had enough sense to keep his mouth shut. Another premature word could break the spell he was weaving around this luscious young girl.
There was nothing but tenderness in the way Harold's hands hesitantly traced gentle trails across her back. The boy ached to reach forward again, to move his hands around in front of her, to feel the hard, round nubbins of her chocolate nipples, which would one day top off firm, swollen breasts. More… Harold wanted to move his hand downward, over the soft curve of the girl's belly, past the elastic waistband of her panties, and feel the burning excitement at the first touch of her bare pelvis and naked loins. Yet, he waited. The image of himself and Shirley was reflected back in the large, living room mirror. And Shirley was totally unaware that behind the door leading to the kitchen, Billy Kapp was preparing another of his birthday presents: a movie camera, to take pictures of the scene about to unfold.
Shirley felt warm and comfortable, and though she had wanted Harold to stop, before, to take his hands away, she knew she would let him continue. Young, in the first flush of sexual delight, the girl was still dominated by her body.
So many conflicting thoughts whirled through Shirley's head. True, Miss Wagner had dispelled much of her previous guilt, and the young girl had felt no guilt whatsoever about being with her teacher, but being with these two boys always seemed to be wrong, no matter how much she enjoyed doing things with them.
Totally dominated by her own sensations, Shirley realized Harold's slow caresses could make her do just about anything. To Harold, it was still a kid game, and maybe it would be smart if she went along with it and played it that way. Shirley did know this much: from the first electric moment when the boy's hands had touched her bare flesh, causing cold, delicious chills to run up and down her spine until they ignited the burners in her brain, she had felt the need for satisfaction. And with each passing moment, Harold was building the urges in her body higher and higher. What was there about Harold that made her respond so willingly? In school, he behaved like a silly boy, though she had to admit he was smarter than any other boy in class. Except for Billy, Harold had almost no friends. Yet there was something about him that could turn Shirley on in a moment.
He wasn't holding her any tighter. Nor was he making her flesh tingle at the moment, the way Miss Wagner could. Yet he did have a way with his hands, and even now Shirley could feel the way his boyish fingers were tracing the outlines of her ribs. And she realized she ached to feel the fingers back on her nipples. For the first time, the young girl understood how sensitive and erogenous her nipples were. Even if she didn't have growing breasts, there was a definite sensitivity in her nipples. But even as the girl strained her body back against that of the still-fully clothed boy, he seemed to be doing things his own way, not acknowledging what he felt.
It wasn't until Shirley had finally reached behind her and grabbed Harold's hands that it seemed she would once again feel the warmth of his spread-out palms against her tingling nipples.
"Hold it a minute," Harold said, and suddenly got up from the couch where he had pulled her down.
"What's wrong?" Shirley asked, her body yearning and burning to feel him caress her.
"We need more light," Harold said.
"Why?" she asked. "I mean, we can't open the drapes. You know that. And we can't bring no more lamps in here."
"No, but we could take off the lampshades," Harold mused, and before Shirley could object, he was removing three lampshades on lamps all around the room.
He unbuttoned his shirt, as if using his standing up as an excuse to undo the garment, then tugged it out of his pants and threw it on a nearby chair. For some reason, the sight of the boy's bare chest touched something inside Shirley, and she became more aroused than ever, forgetting he had just removed three lampshades. The mirror in the room reflected the light all the more, making everything unbelievably bright. Shirley had believed all this extra light might cool the flames inside her body, but it hadn't.
He moved toward the young girl again, and his boyish face exuded an aura of sexuality of which she had been totally unaware, before. Perhaps his reading so much in the library had given him new courage, and therefore made him seem more arousing. Shirley wasn't sure, but she did know there was something about this boy who was her own age that really got to her. He was more vibrant and sexy than Billy, even though Billy was taller, older, and slightly more muscular.
"Hey," Harold whispered, coming closer. "Let's do it like the grown-ups in the movies. Let's hug and kiss and really do it right."
A soft, inaudible sound bubbled past Shirley's lips. She wanted to refuse Harold, to turn him down and say they had gone for enough, but her own inner yearnings wouldn't let her say a word. All she could do was sit up straight and welcome him as her arms encircled him. He sat beside her, pulling Shirley against him, swaying slightly with the pliant warmth of her body against him. And then his hands were peeling her blouse from her shoulders, and pulling her undershirt over her head so he could press her nakedness against him. Harold's hand reached down for her zipper. He tugged it one more time to make sure it was open all the way, then he stood over her and let his eyes rove over her body. It was the same body he had played with the week before, but he felt more excited than ever, looking at her, now. He liked her young, white chest with its dark nipples – nipples that would one day be long and thick. And he liked the shape of her thighs and calves, already formed though the rest of her had yet to really take shape. Reaching down, he pulled off her shoes and socks, and massaged her feet with the palm of his hands. Shirley felt another blast of warmth shoot through her.
The young girl had never thought of her feet as being erogenous, before. But now, when Harold touched them, she felt tremendously aroused. His palms against the soles of her feet made her gasp with burning passion.
When Harold held his hands out to her, Shirley took them and let him pull her to her feet. She stood motionless as he gasped, still looking at her upper torso. The light from a lamp behind her created the aura of a halo, making her look more angelic than ever.
Shirley enjoyed the effect she was having on Harold. Though far from vain, the girl had every right to believe she was pretty. She liked to bathe in the warmth of his glistening brown eyes, feeling the way they seemed to look through her, into her very soul. In the lamplight, her white flesh shimmered like glistening silk, and every little movement she made seemed to gracefully accentuate her beauty. Perhaps it was being alone with Harold that made her feel even hotter. This was a no-holds-barred game they were playing. As far as she was concerned, Billy was off, tending to his needs, and wouldn't be back before she and Harold had finally done what Shirley had ached to do. And then she might even let Billy do the same thing, if it felt good enough with Harold. Afterward, she could hurry upstairs and douche herself out. She was glad she had practiced douching.
The girl could see her own body in the mirror, and so was able to understand what Harold saw. After having been with Clare Wagner, Shirley was able to appreciate a female body, and staring at hers, in the mirror, felt proud. She was every bit as pretty as the boys seemed to think. At least it seemed so in her own eyes.
She felt Harold's hands again, as he kneeled and tugged her skirt down. The light from the lamps eliminated all shadows, and she seemed like an alabaster statue come to life. The girl realized, as she stepped out of her skirt and undies, that her waist was even narrower than Clare Wagner's, even if her hips had yet to swell. But they would. Shirley was positive they would. Her belly, which had a gentle curve to it when she lay down, appeared flat as she stood tautly, with her muscles pulled in. And Shirley could feel Harold's eyes burning into the patch of flesh his tongue had explored, before. The boy was becoming an insatiable satyr. She could see him restraining himself, though she was certain he ached to reach out and touch her little pussy. There was already dampness in the dark crease between her pouting, pink labia. Yet the boy contained himself. Slowly, he rose to his feet, standing in front of her, looking into her eyes. And Shirley could read the want in his face. He was even more hungry for her, than she was for his cock. Yes, she was hungry to feel his cock, only this time she didn't want it in her mouth. She wanted to absorb it into her body through her vagina. This time she had to find out how it felt to be truly fucked. She wanted that cock in her vagina.
Shirley's mind snapped out of its trance to see Harold was feverishly undressing himself. A pang of guilt suddenly ran through her again, and she wondered why she should feel this way. Her teacher had explained it all away. There was no need for her to feel what she was doing was bad, even if her mother and father frowned on it. It wasn't as if she was doing something to them. This was her life, and she intended living it her own way.
Shirley watched as Harold stripped off his shorts.
"He," he said, his eyes looking at the baby-grand piano. "Let's do it there, up high. Okay?"
"Let me put a blanket on it first," Shirley said. "I don't want my ma coming home and finding either stains or scratches on it."
She hurried upstairs to the linen closet, pulled out a spare blanket, and hastened down to the living room again. With Harold's help she spread the blanket on top of the piano. Then Harold boosted her up, and hopped beside her. Any feelings of conscience inside her had become totally silent. Had Miss Wagner not explained how right all this was, Shirley would have still been worried. But her teacher had made a lot of sense, and Shirley had resolved to enjoy it. Though now that she reflected on it, why would Harold want to fuck her on top of the piano? The girl felt herself breathing more and more heavily, and a film of perspiration washed across her forehead. The wild, chilling flame was flickering through her entire body, now.
Shirley closed her eyes for a moment, but when she opened them she was staring into Harold's face.
"Hey, it's kinda bright in here," she insisted. "Can't we at least put the lampshades back on?"
"Hey I can't do that," Harold insisted. "He needs… I… uhhh… mean… I need them on so I can really see you."
Harold's voice almost cracked, and Shirley wondered why. But before she could think any more about it, Harold had pressed her down on the piano top, and he was nibbling her ear with his teeth, just as the book in the library said it should be done. He sucked on her earlobe, enhancing the heat already burning inside the girl.
"Gosh, do we really need so much light?" Shirley insisted. But she was snuggling her girlish body against the boyish solidity of the skinny, young boy.
And behind the kitchen door, Billy Kapp was peering into the living room, thinking, boy this is gonna be some movie. And he aimed the camera at the mirror, since the reflection of the pair on the piano showed more from his angle than the actual couple.
Shirley clutched the young boy to her, shivering a little. Her face was flushed, but her eyes remained closed, though she could feel Harold looking at her. Her lover lips quivered with tremulous sensation. She felt his slender body tightly against hers, and the rush of desire burned more brightly than ever through her.
One of her hands was on his hip, her fingertips rubbing lightly against his skin. Shirley had learned a lot from her one session with Miss Wagner. Her other hand was between Harold's thighs, slowly and agonizingly moving toward his testicles. She decided she had enjoyed sucking Miss Wagner's cunt, but in the long run, she really preferred playing with a cock, even if she didn't feel the same degree of affection for Harold as for Miss Wagner. Her touch was making Harold writhe, maddeningly.
Shirley felt the boy dip his head lower, moving his mouth toward her nipples. She began to writhe against him in unconscious ecstasy, anxious to have him sucking her little rubbery points with his lips. But when she would have thrust her flat breasts into his mouth, the girl felt Harold's lips move down along her ribcage, and then sweep across her belly. He blanketed her writhing hips with his hot breath, then the teasing tantalization of his tongue began following the line starting high on her hips and curving inward toward the bared juncture between her girlish loins. Harold's tongue grazed across the velvet of her bared pubis, then teasingly moved away to lick the warm, quivering flesh of her outer thighs.
"Unnhh… annhh…" she gasped, incapable of speaking as her body arched and trembled against his.
Shirley felt Harold move his mouth slowly, teasingly, gently back to the tops of her thighs, and she decided she wanted to feel his tongue in other places on her body. She lay back, limply spreading her loins, gasping. "Ohhh golllyyyy… uhhhh… it's so-o-o-o… gooooddduuhh…"
Her thighs remained wide apart, and when Harold lowered his lips to her body, Shirley felt everything suddenly start spinning. All conscious thought of where she was and what she was doing and whose body was beside her was temporarily blotted out. Nothing mattered as long a she could feel the heated flame of his tongue licking her body again and again. It lapped all over her, licking her belly, then sliding down between her thighs and lapping between her loins. Then the tongue ran up to her pebble-hard nipples and caressed them, then down again to the burning center of her girlhood. And when the tongue plunged into her, Shirley felt the white-heat bubbling through her.
"Ooooh!" she gasped, her voice a soft whisper, barely audible.
Billy, still taking the pictures, wished he had sound to go along with this. It would have made it all so much better.
When Harold's lips left her body for a moment, Shirley opened her eyes, wondering why he had stopped. But a moment later, the young boy was pressing his mouth to hers, stabbing his tongue between her lips, and she could taste a bit of her own cunt in his mouth. Lord! She sure tasted good. No wonder Harold, and then Miss Wagner, had enjoyed sucking her cunt.
Shirley sucked on Harold's tongue as it swirled through her mouth, touching her palate, her teeth, and her gums. She unconsciously craved greater, stronger contact. Even now, she could feel the young boy's hands roaming over her torso. Shirley felt his hands slide between her thighs, and she bounced her buttocks on the piano-top. Her loins strained to open even wider to admit him to the very center of her feminine universe.
"Awwwaaahhhh… unnnggghhh!!!" she gasped, continually sighing into his mouth as she felt him kissing her lips. Her own tongue rammed against his, forcing it back into his mouth, and then her tongue followed it, licking at his palate. Shirley's oral digit circled around and around deep inside as though desperately searching for another entrance to his mouth.
The heated power of her own passion seemed to spur that of the young boy, building a wild pressure inside him. He writhed against her, letting her hip feel his youthful cock, and this only heightened her want for him.
Shirley could no longer take the teasing. She tugged Harold on top of her, and he covered her like a quilt. Her warm, glistening body felt his protective flesh as she shivered and shook, anxious now that the moment was at hand.
"Do it, Harold!" she gasped. "Come on, do it! That's why you came here! Fuck me!"
She felt him reach down and draw her legs up along the outsides of his hips until the plane of her wet, throbbing, virginal pussy was presented to him in welcome offering. Shirley felt his hands holding her loins apart and shuddered even more. The moment was a long, tortured thing. She couldn't wait, she just couldn't wait. He was taking too long, damn him. Her own hand reached down, burrowing between their bodies before he could grab his cock. Her fingers circled Harold's pulsing instrument and drew it toward her waiting pussy. She gasped, squeezing the cock, holding it just outside her girlish orifice, and could feel Harold holding his breath. Shirley smiled, thinking she was giving a little of what she had gotten. Her hand continued to hold the boy's penis poised just outside the lips of her cunt, making him believe she might be having second thoughts.
It was an eternal second afterward that Harold exhaled in joyous satisfaction as he felt Shirley's thumb tighten even more around the hot, pulsating point of his shuddering prick and slowly but surely guide the glans between her open cuntlips.
Shirley squeezed the rod more tightly, rubbing the head up and down in her girlish crack, until she could finally lodge the rubbery spearhead into the tight opening of her vaginal orifice. Blood pulsed rapidly through the swollen shaft, and this time she hoped he wouldn't come too quickly. Shirley knew she needed his cock to make her climax, and it would only happen if he could keep himself under control.
She could feel his rubbery cock-head parting her tight walls, and the stretch did involve some discomfort. Her inner vaginal sheath seemed to tighten up and she wondered whether she had become afraid. Even so, her anxiety was greater than her fear. She wanted to be fucked. She needed it.
"Push!" she gasped, unable to tug it any deeper into her. "Come on, Harold. Shove your hot cock into my aching pussy."
The hot, rigid pole slowly pushed, and the heated warmth was excruciating. It was all Harold could do to restrain himself. The library book had said something about it causing pain the first time, to a girl. He didn't want to hurt Shirley, but his not wanting to hurt her was a very selfish whim. He knew if he didn't really hurt her, she would let him fuck her again. This was already feeling super-terrific.
"Unnhh!" Shirley gasped, feeling the boy's hard pole push a little deeper into her. She could feel her vaginal walls constricting around the pushing probe as, little by little, it snaked its way deeper.
Shirley lay on top of the piano, moaning, unintelligibly gasping. Her teeth were tightly clenched to keep herself from screaming. There was, admittedly, some small pain in the stretching of her tight, inner walls, but it wasn't nearly as strong as the rapture she was feeling. The hot penis probing into the girl's writhing cunt was forcing an unbelievable thrill in with it. Her inner vagina ached with pain and pleasure, and she was only vaguely aware of the boy hovering above her. Her wet thighs were strained wide apart, soaking because of the wonderfully hard pressure she was feeling. It was caused by the phallus she had placed into her cunt, herself, what seemed like a year before. Her young, girlish body was hungry, and the hunger burned deep inside Shirley's contracting vulva as if it were the mouth of a ravenous animal now being fed.
Shirley was vaguely aware of Harold, pressing the palms of his hands into the piano wood on either side of her where part of the blanket had slipped away. Her face was contorted with a combination of pain and indescribable rapture, and her lips were pursed in an oval shape, begging to be kissed. Tiny, eeling groans seeped out of her as she half-consciously let her tongue lick out and circle her mouth.
There was a strong contrast between the hardness of Harold's skinny body and Shirley's soft, feminine shape. The hardness of the boy's throbbing cock was pushing all the more deeply into the soft folds of the girl's liqueous feminine flesh. The softness of her bare pubis contrasted with the hardness of his masculine pelvis as his lustful shaft fused itself deeper and deeper into her waiting, sucking nookie. The feeling of being inside Shirley's tight cunt made Harold's cock twitch and shudder, and Shirley's own pussywalls responded with twitches of their own.
"Ooooooh!" Shirley sighed, gasping with delight and agony. But the enjoyment was so much greater than the pain.
Opening her eyes, she saw him staring at her tiny nipples, a glazed look in his eyes. Having seen Clare Wagner's breasts, she understood what it was Harold was thinking. But heck, she didn't need breasts, right now. She had everything she needed, and Harold seemed to be enjoying her just as much even if her tits didn't swell.
She felt him sink his pole a little deeper into her, and soon she realized he was all the way in. It felt delicious. Oh golly! There had never been a feeling like this in the entire world. And all the grown-ups were hoggishly keeping it to themselves. Boy, when she grew up and had children of her own, she would explain all about this.
She watched as Harold withdrew his cock slightly, pulling away from her a little, and then she felt the entire penis slide out of her. Was he crazy? She was first beginning to enjoy it. The pain had been receding. He was sliding up on her belly with his hard, wet cock standing out before him, rubbing against her body. The mere feel of it drove Shirley crazy. There was a pent-up desire in the boy, but Shirley couldn't understand why he'd pulled out. She was certain hers was Harold's first cunt. This was the first time he was getting his shaft sunk into a feminine well. Why should he suddenly pull out?
Even though Shirley couldn't understand it, the answer was obvious. Harold had felt himself on the verge of coming, and he felt it was too soon. So he had yanked his shuddering prick out of her delectable confines. Now, he was moving higher and higher on her body, rubbing his penile underside against her flesh, moving the glans from side to side, pressing against her nipples.
Shirley felt Harold's hands reach down and back and felt his fingers squeezing her buttocks. He kneaded them, and looking in the mirror, Shirley could see the whiteness of her flesh ooze through his fingers. Then he leaned forward and began rubbing her nipples, pulling them, squeezing them, almost as if he expected her breasts to rise like yeast-filled dough. The swollen, mottled tip of his dark red penile point rubbed into the hollow of her throat, and each time he pushed it forward, it deposited a droplet of moisture against her girlish chin.
"Hey, come on, Harold," she said. "Sucking it is fine, but it doesn't give me the pleasure I want. You were doing great. Why'd you stop?"
"I would've come too fast," he replied. "You wouldn't've liked that."
His fingers continued tweaking Shirley's nipples, pulling on them, and the girl was certain her rubbery points felt a little longer and harder. The girl could see him gritting his teeth and realized he was fighting to bring himself under control. She could see her reflection in his eyes and saw the lines in her girlish face. She was feeling the strain as much as he. But she wanted to be fucked. That was why she had let the two boys in, in the first place.
Two boys! Where the heck was Billy? He sure seemed to be taking a long time in the bathroom. This was ridiculous.
But Billy didn't think so. He was getting some great shots. Like Shirley, he wondered why Harold had pulled out of the girl's cunt. From the angle at which they had been fucking, their genitals had been perfectly presented to the camera, and Billy, using his zoom lens, had gotten great close-ups of Harold's dick punching it way into Shirley's hot cunt.
Shirley's eyes were wide open and were gazing, almost unseeing, at the ceiling behind Harold's head. A heavy veil of passion still obscured her vision. Her hips and buttocks were rolling wildly on the blanket beneath as she bounced her asscheeks against the wooden piano-top again and again. She was totally out of control and would do anything Harold wanted to get his young cock back into her seething cunt. The mere thought of him pushing his wang back inside enhanced the burning lust inside her.
"Please, Harold!" she begged. "Please put it back in."
"Okay," he nodded. "Just one thing, first. Make the old pecker nice and wet so I can slide it into you a little easier this time. Okay?"
"Anything," Shirley gasped. "Anything to get you to fuck me."
Her tongue ran over her red lips, making them glisten. Oh man! For Harold, that was the greatest mouth on earth. He couldn't let this session go by without having her wrap those lips around his cock. And Shirley, lying beneath Harold, in unfulfilled desire, was anxious to do anything to get his pole back into her steaming pussy. She could feel the heat of his burning penis pressing into her throat, and feared he might suddenly start spurting now, against her neck and chin. But Harold had himself under control.
The boy moved up a bit so his knees were now on either side of Shirley's neck. His hard, throbbing shaft was directly over her face, presenting her glazed eyes with a view of the blood-bloated coronal ridge. His balls lay gently against the point of her chin. Shirley was aware of his remaining still at this moment, and felt his buttocks rubbing against her hard little nipples. She knew what he wanted, and the lust was so great inside her young body, she would have done anything.
"Come on, Shirley," Harold whispered, cupping his hands behind her head and lifting it. "Come on and start sucking like a good kid. Just make it nice and wet, and I promise I'll jazz it right back into your cunt. And if I come too quickly, I promise I'll go down on you and make you come the way I did last time, with my tongue."
Shirley inhaled deeply, smelling the heavy masculine scent coming from the boy's pulsing genitals. The odor built sensations even higher in her mind. Yes, she would suck it, but he'd darned well better put it back in her cunt.
And from behind the kitchen door, Billy continued taking pictures, glad the new camera had a silent mechanism so Shirley was unaware of what he was doing. He intended using up all the film, because he didn't want Harold taking pictures of him with Shirley, after. Even if he was going into the girl's cunt after Harold, her pussy would be nicely greased, so he wouldn't have to worry about dealing her some pain. And that was important. He would be remembered as one of her first lays, but not the one who hurt her.
Shirley felt her head being lifted until her mouth was directly in front of the poised cock. She felt Harold pushing forward a little, his buttocks rolling on her flat chest, until the tip of his penis was pressed between her lips. She heard him groan when the soft, tender surfaces of her lips brushed against the ultra sensitive skin of the expanding head. Her lips were still together, and she could feel him pause, as if waiting for her to protest, but Shirley had no intention of protesting.
Her mouth suddenly opened and her head pressed forward of its own volition without Harold's having to pull the girl to him. The movement caught the young boy by surprise, and she could see, from the corner of her eye, his reflection in the mirror as he gleefully stared down at her. The tight, squeezing oval of her lips sucked in the tightly stretched flesh of his throbbing prick. She instantly began using her tongue, slow at first, and she could feel the penis throb even more as her oral digit circled it. The hardened penis jerked in her mouth in tiny spasms, but her tongue, resting against the underside for an instant, felt the tube, and found there was nothing in the way of pressure building up in there. Her soft, warm lips were a tight, elastic ring of flesh, solidly enclosing the shuddering phallic wand. The girl sensed the nearly pained intensity building in Harold's balls as she saw them tighten into his groin. She was able to once again suck the full length of him into her mouth, feeling the palms of his hands press on her cheeks, forcing them against the pole of his entering cock.
"Oh yeah, yeah, yeah!" Harold was gasping. "Thatta girl!"
Shirley sucked at the boy's swollen shaft, holding it in her anxious mouth, using a moist, nibbling pressure. The more she did this, the more things she found she could do with her mouth. It was as if she had done this a thousand times before, even if this was only the second time. She wondered how it would feel to have a full, man-sized cock in her mouth, and she decided that was something else she would have to try. Nor did she intend to wait until she got older. She would find a discreet male adult, and would do things with him. It never occurred to her a male would object to something like this. Later on in life, when she went through college, she would start encountering so-called puritanical males who would enjoy the missionary fucking position, and nothing more. And she would be more glad than ever that she had indulged in all this at an early age, enabling her to eventually marry a partner perfectly suited to her.
The thoughts were washed away from her mind as all the fiery starvation in her anguished pussy was overridden by the whirlpool of sensation in her anxious mouth. Gosh! Harold's penis seemed so much longer, this time. It was actually pushing into her throat. Not that she minded. It was so deliciously big and hot, and it felt so great to have it swelling her cheeks and lips.
Shirley could hear Harold's faint moans and groans, and decided she had better not make it too good. She didn't want him coming off in her mouth while her pussy remained unsatisfied.
Harold, as if sensing her unhappiness, reached back and sank two fingers into her cock-starved young cunt. Shirley felt the fingers push their way in, widening her narrow pussywalls, but somehow, the fingers didn't make up for the cock. She needed fucking.
Yanking her head back, Shirley said, "No more, Harold. No more. You promised to fuck me, and if you can't do it, I'll wait for Billy. Now come on and fuck me."
Harold tugged his fingers from the girl's squishy cunt, then slowly slid back. Shirley once again watched as he stared into her pink, girlish cave, spreading her slender loins as far apart as possible. And then he moved forward, gripping his hard, young cock in his boyish hand. Shirley felt the penis press between her sucking lips, and then, before Harold could prepare himself, she wrapped her thighs around the boy's body, and tugged him all the way into her. Shirley gasped, not used to feeling a penis thrust into her tight quim so rapidly, but it was a sigh of wondrous delight. There was no longer any kind of pain, despite the tightness of her crushing pussy, Shirley's heels dug into Harold's flanks, and the girl began kicking him, urging him to move. Harold, unable to resist, began pounding his strong phallus in and out, in and out, and realized he was going to come in a matter of seconds. And the way Shirley's hips gripped his flanks meant there was no way he could slow down or pull out.
"Uuuunnnngggghhhh!" Shirley gasped, bouncing her buttocks all the more wildly on the piano-top.
The girl could feel Harold reveling in the sensation of his shaft being surrounded by her pulsating pussy. Tremulous sounds came pouring from her throat, and she bucked like a wild mare, aching, screeching, dying to reach that vaginal orgasm so long denied her. And Harold, perhaps slightly afraid of coming before her, felt the edge taken off his own desire. It slipped back down for a moment, and he was able to plunge his hard shaft into the girl with stronger thrusts. His own cries were equally exultant. Shirley felt his moving shaft slide in and out of the grip of her silken entrapment. She was becoming a whirling paroxysm of groans and whimpers as her taut, clamping body felt itself poised on the edge of utter fulfillment. She strained to receive the gentle hardness offered by Harold, thrilling to every joyful inch he plunged into her again and again. She felt the swollen log drive into her until it found the deepest part of her yielding niche that it could reach. His pelvis slammed against hers again and again, building and heightening the quantity of warm, flooding liquid easing its way. His hard penis seemed to slide in with much greater speed than it used in retreating.
And then, just like that, Shirley felt the overpowering orgasm reach through her as never before. It shuddered into her, making her scream, "Aaaaaiiiiieeeeeaaaggghhh!" as the pounding penis jammed into the rich, fertile softness of her inner self, fiercely jabbing and pounding all of itself through her.
Tears of happiness and satiety poured down Shirley's cheeks as her body rose and fell, still enjoying the ardent attack he was making on her hot vagina. The boy's searing plunger sank into Shirley's venereal cavern again and again, and her complex vaginal interior squeezed tightly around the thrusting pole, making the boy work to force it into her.
"Come… on…" Shirley gasped at him. "It's… uhhhh… your turn, now. Come… come…"
"I… uhhhh… can't…" Harold began weeping. "I… uhhhh… can't come."
She felt him push his arms beneath her thighs and lift them up and over his shoulders, forcing her knees back to frame her face. He continued steadily spearing and lancing his throbbing cock into her in that position. She saw his bulging eyes as he gazed down at her, looking low, staring between her thighs at the way his hot, long, heavy flesh merged into her sucking body. His captured cock kept appearing and disappearing, enveloped in the warm, throbbing folds of her hot, anxious cunt.
"Good!" she encouraged. "Good… keep doing it that… uhhhh… way and you'll… uhhhhh… come in… ooooooh… no time…"
"Annnggghhh!" was all he could say as Shirley felt him nail his poker repeatedly into her turmoiled depths.
Even though she was satisfied, Shirley realized she would never have too much cock. She would be able to go on fucking forever, if need be.
"Feels so good…" she gasped. "Ohhhh yessss…"
Shirley watched as her words seemed to drive Harold into a raging fury of greater licentiousness. He slammed and spiked his hard penis into her, moving continually faster, and finally she could sense the pulsations in the underside of his moving wang each time it sank into her. The flood was building up inside, ready to crest and overflow. She could feel his pulsing start as a slow, agonizing throb, and guessed the tickling inside him was building, turning into a lambent flame, and then a torch, and then a pyre, and finally… a mountain of sexual lava. She could tell from the way Harold was pounding into her, his loins were ablaze with tempestuous thrills no longer able to be denied. And then everything seemed to explode as Harold squealed, "Eeeeeyyyyyiiiiiaaaaaggghhh!"
Shirley felt Harold's hot, liquid semen shoot forth from his thrusting penile point in heavy gouts, blasting great drowning bursts into her. He flooded her vagina with so much of the cream, she thought he must be one empty shell filled with the stuff. And now it was all pouring into her. Her hot, tight cunt would never be able to hold all of it. In fact, Shirley could feel the heavy flow oozing out around the inthrusting cock, seeping down her thighs and asscheeks, dripping onto the blanket she had under her ass. She thanked whatever merciful deity that put the thought into her head to get the blanket. The sperm was dripping out all over, and though it soothed whatever part of her it touched, she knew it would stain the piano's mahogany finish should it touch. But the blanket was there, catching all the semen.
Shirley became aware of Harold's weight as he fell on top of her, totally drained. And soon it would be Billy's turn.



CHAPTER SIX


"Wow!" Billy said, walking into the living room. "Sorry to take so long, but it was necessary. Hey, what are you two doing up there in the piano?"
"Harold thought it'd be more fun to do it up here," Shirley told him, sliding out from under the inert Harold.
"Boy, who'd ever think a guy like Harold would get into a girl before me. I'm still a virgin," Billy admitted.
"Well, it's your own fault," Shirley teased. "Harold got firsts because you were busy, elsewhere."
"Yeah, well I figure I'm just about ready now, if you think you can take me on," Billy said.
"Not the way that looks," Shirley laughed, pointing at the boy's limp dick.
Billy had been so aroused by the sight of Harold fucking Shirley, he had jerked off, and he'd had to take the time to wipe his spunk off the kitchen door, afterward. But the masturbation, though relieving, was far from satisfying. He still felt the need for a good fuck, especially after watching Harold get all the action.
Billy sat on the couch, spreading his thighs, and said, "Well if you're such hot stuff, let's see you make it hard."
Shirley slid off the piano and made Billy stand while she spread the blanket on the sofa. Then Billy sat again, while Harold said he was going into the kitchen for a glass of water.
Going to where Billy was seated, Shirley, on her knees, slid between Billy's thighs. It was a deep sofa, so even though her feet hung over the edge, her shins were supported along with her knees. Billy used a foot to drag a hassock over behind the girl, and she, feeling it, moved back until she was kneeling on it. Her hand reached out and grabbed the pulpy limpness of Billy's cock. Then the girl lowered her head until it was mere inches away from the boy's penis. It looked so tiny and helpless and… impotent. Even the rubbery, heart-shaped head, and the pink, sightless eye inside it, looked tired.
"Well," Shirley nodded, "we'll have to do something about this." And she clicked her tongue against her teeth.
"Remember," Billy told her, "I like to see what you're doing while you're doing it."
Smiling as she remained kneeling, she tipped her head back as far as possible, digging her elbows into the cushion, between his parted thighs. Her pink, tiny tongue extended itself, saliva making it glisten and sparkle in the brightly lit room.
Shirley plunged the point of her hot, moist tongue right into the tiny eye, and quickly drew it back. Odd, but she could almost swear she tasted semen. As it was, a colorless drop came out on the tip of Billy's cock, as if magnetically coming out after her tongue. Shirley smiled and licked it off. She rolled the drop around in her mouth deciding it definitely had a spunky taste, even if it was a weak taste. Maybe going to the little boy's room had also sapped the strength from Billy, she thought. Shirley's tongue extended itself again and lapped at the tiny rim of flesh that extended barely higher than the slit. Then she licked all around the mushroom like head, especially at the underside.
Harold came out of the kitchen drinking a glass of water and watching. He was too bushed to do anything else. But the sight of the globes of Shirley's ass set the flame flickering inside him again. Not that he intended fucking her ass that particular day. Even if he could raise another erection, it would never be stiff enough to force its way into the girl's rectum. Her asshole was closed, though there was no strain on her part in keeping it closed. Nor was her arched body strained in any way.
Shirley sucked her inner cheeks with her tongue still sticking out, building up a flood of saliva. This was a trick Clare Wagner had taught her. Saliva oozed slowly between her closed lips, running the length of her extended tongue, and then rolled off onto Billy's cock-head. Her fist held the limp wang propped straight up. And then Shirley felt her body twitch as she thrilled to the pressure of Harold's hand smoothly running over her asscheeks. His fingers tickled, making her clench her asscheeks tightly together.
Looking up at the mirror behind Billy's head, Shirley could see Harold's reflection, and she noted the smile on the younger boy's face. The girl could see Harold eyeing her asscrack and wondered just what was going on in his mind. She hadn't minded that one time when he had poked a finger into her rectum. And she'd loved it when Clare Wagner had proven Shirley was capable of enjoying anal climaxes, too. But she wasn't ready to have a thick penis force its way into her rectum.
Shirley's attention was captured by a sigh coming from Billy, and she saw he was watching as her gentle tongue played lightly over his limp cock-head again and again. His watching her made her smile. Shirley could tell he was enjoying the way she was using her tongue, and the girl had to admit to herself that she had become an expert in a very short time.
Shirley's tongue circled the soft minaret very slowly, tracing it again and again, exploring the rough surfaces and the smooth, feeling the faint little line on the underside that seemed to separate the helmet like head. She repeated the maneuver again and again until she was certain she could use the tip of her tongue like a pen and draw his penis from memory. Her clutching fist, under a patch of many veins, buried in what was now a loose sheath of flesh, seemed to be waiting for her signal.
Harold continued to fondle her asscheeks, pinching the soft cheeks in large clumps between his fingers all over the dead-white surface. In minutes, her buttocks were glowing with a healthy pink shine, though Shirley knew the young boy hadn't harmed her in any way. His fingers would leave no black and blue marks. Shirley was glad Harold was occupying himself with her ass. Now she wouldn't feel as if he were being left out of things while she continued working on Billy.
Harold was enjoying himself, and a little twinge in his balls let him know his body was ready to return to life. His penis was already semi-erect. Heck, it was in better shape than Billy's, despite the attention Shirley was giving Billy's.
Shirley's eyes once again went to the mirror, and she could see the way Harold's face was concentrating on her buttocks. Stopping her sucking for a moment, she looked back and saw Harold was almost erect again. The boy was certainly virile. She had to give him that.
Looking at Billy's face, Shirley saw his eyes were closed. His head was resting against the back of the sofa, and he was enjoying her oral ministrations.
But Shirley didn't want Billy's cock in her mouth for too long. She wanted to build it hard so he could fuck her, too.
Lifting her face, she turned to Harold and said, "You just sit on the couch next to Billy. Once he's hard, I'll give you the mouth action you were craving, earlier. In the meantime, relax."
So Harold plumped himself down on the couch, on top of the blanket, next to Billy, while Shirley, still kneeling on the hassock, went back to work on Billy's penis. It was already starting to show signs of life. Her mouth slid up and down the rubbery length again and again, and little by little it began standing up. It was still a little longer than Harold's, and Shirley was glad. She wanted to feel that extra length inside her tight twat.
Easing her mouth off Billy's penis, she said, "Okay, let's see if you can fuck my pussy from the back, while I return to sucking Harold's cock."
"Boy, he sure gets a lot of attention from you," Billy said.
"That's because he gives a lot of attention," Shirley explained. "If you were willing to give as well as receive, I'd pay just as much attention to you."
"So you say," Billy smiled, rising from the couch and walking behind her, his steel-hard cock gripped tightly in his fist.
Shirley felt Billy reach between her thighs from behind and touch her cuntlips. Filled as she was with Harold's semen, she still seemed to be drying out back there, perhaps because of the way she was concentrating on her oral ministrations.
Going to the kitchen, Billy returned a moment later with a dishrag he had found. He had dipped it in warm, soapy water, and now used it to clean Shirley's pussy. Shirley enjoyed the heated water, but it didn't make her that much more aroused.
Meanwhile, Shirley's attention was taken up by the half-erect pole between Harold's thighs, and she decided she was going to make it as hard as possible. She sucked the penis, rubbing her lips up and down the tubular length, feeling it stiffen some more, but it never did attain the hardness it had enjoyed earlier, when she and Harold had been on the piano. Feverishly, she tightened her wet lips around the coronal rim and pulled hard, and she was rewarded by feeling it stiffen even more.
There we go, she thought, as Billy stopped mopping her pussy.
As if responding to her thoughts, Harold's prick seemed to swell up like a balloon, now. Her hand slid under the boy's wrinkled testicles and massaged them, and she knew she was going to have a nice, long suck-session.
"Good," she heard Harold say, as he thrust his hips up toward her face. Shirley closed her lips all the more tightly over the penis point, but refused to slide down the length of the shaft any farther. How much of his shaft would penetrate between her lips was her decision, not his. These boys had to be taught manners. When she felt him lean forward, she was ready to take her mouth from his phallus if he tried pushing her face down. But all Harold did was lightly tickle her flesh, making here wriggle a little. Shirley liked it. Even though Harold was the younger, supposedly less knowledgeable than Billy, whose parents liked swinging, whatever he had read in the library was standing him in good stead at the moment.
Shirley felt the older boy kneeling behind her and wondered what he was doing. His hands were rubbing her hot pussy, forcing her to keep her thighs wide apart. He leaned down, and Shirley almost jumped when she felt his tongue lick at the tiny indent at the top of her asscrack. The girl trembled and jerked in surprise, not expecting it in there. She felt Billy nuzzle the wet spot, and then his tongue extended itself from his open mouth, and using the digit like a writing instrument, Shirley felt the boy write Y-U-M-M-Y B-U-M on her asscheeks.
Able to feel each letter as his tongue spelled it out, the girl broke into laughter, and the grip of her lips on Harold's cock suddenly loosened. Harold slammed his thighs up swiftly, trying to push his almost erect penis into her mouth again. He managed to cram it into her throat, touching her gullet, and it made Shirley angry to think the boy wanted to treat her like a tart. So she bit down.
"Yowwwchh!" Harold howled, almost jumping up from the sofa. She felt the younger boy grab her by the hair and tug her face back. She flinched with pain, but stared right at him, saying, "What's bugging you, buster?"
"Bugging is the right word," Harold snapped back. "My cock feels like a bug bit it."
"Well don't be in such a rush next time," Shirley told him. "My folks aren't due back for a good three hours, yet. We have lots of time to enjoy ourselves and play games. If you ever try shoving that down my throat again, I'll nip it right off."
"Well hell, you released the hold your lips had on my cock," Harold said to her. "I figured you wanted my prick stuffed inside. I'm sorry, Shirley."
"Okay," she nodded. "But next time you let me take that cock in, instead of sending it in uninvited. I only opened my mouth because I was laughing at a private joke between Billy and myself."
"A joke? Hey, I didn't hear him say anything."
"You behave, and maybe later on I'll let you in on it," she told him. Then she lowered her head, smacking her lips and licking them with her tongue, saying, "My, what a tasty morsel."
Her hand, under his balls, had become wet with perspiration, much of which was starting to form in the tight crack between his bumcheeks. Now her hand slid past his testicles and Shirley dug her fingers into the flat cheeks of Harold's small ass. It had surprisingly smooth cheeks. Her fingers continued probing upward until she had a firm grip, her palm directly against his ass crack. Her head bobbed all the more quickly as the girl's mouth sucked steadily. Shirley had developed a talent for cocksucking that would put many a practiced fellatrice to shame. Her lips pulled on the swelling head of the penis, and a constant flow of rich, heady lubrication filled her mouth, mingling with her saliva.
She could feel Billy, in back of her, kissing and licking the smooth, velvety, creamy flesh below her waistline. His hot lips could be felt sweeping over the surface of her flesh from side to side, leaving a trail of sizzling kisses. Shirley felt his tongue moving lower and lower as he licked from side to side, until she could feel his tongue probing into her sealed asscrack.
Shirley's hot cunt began squirming and throbbing, reminding her that although she had orgasmed before, she was so aroused, there would be no peace until a cock fucked her again. She expected it would be Billy's, but the truth was, she didn't really care whose it was at the moment, just so long as it happened soon.
Harold leaned over her back, his hands sliding around and under her, reaching for and feeling her flat breasts, rubbing and massaging the small, hard nipples. Shirley felt his mouth on her back, sucking as if he had a breast between his lips. From the angle at which he was bent over her, she was sure Harold could see Billy's working tongue, as well. A sight like that would have to be arousing.
Shirley sucked a bit more of Harold's rigid penis between her lips. She sucked and slurped strongly, her tongue reaching lower and grazing the underside, where the head was joined to the rest of the shuddering staff. The girl felt Harold's hips jerk a little, urging her to widen her oral grip. The girl's amazing tongue moved again and again, each stroke feeling different from the previous one. Her lower lips ground feverishly against his penile underside, tormenting the tingling nerves within, feeling the sacs of blood beating as more of the fluid filled them, making them swell that much more. The penis seemed to be reaching into her mouth now of its own volition, without any urging from Harold.
Shirley heard the younger boy groan and clench his teeth, forcing himself to restrain his passion. She would have jumped on his cock, forcing it into her cunt, letting Billy continue to tongue her ass, but Shirley realized Harold was a mouth freak. He wanted his cock sucked more than fucked.
Billy's blazing tongue continued stroking up and down the tightly clenched crack between her ass-cheeks. It would lick down to where her asshole was, and then lick back up again. The saliva on his tongue kept running off, seeping into the narrow juncture, mingling with the perspiration she felt building back there. And still she kept her anal rictus tightly shut.
Shirley felt Billy's hands dig into her bum flesh, his forefinger trying to poke into her hole. At the top of her asscrack, Billy's tongue flattened, the tip pointing up, and the underside of said tongue seemed to sweep through her rectal crease, swabbing up and down, this time stopping directly below her bumhole. Again and again the tongue worked at the crinkle, trying to make Shirley relax and loosen up. It was as if the burning breath coming from his mouth was pouring into her anus and seeping out her vagina.
Shirley's expert lips continued tugging on Harold's cock, sucking, stroking, tormenting, nibbling, building the younger boy's passion. She could sense the rising tide of sperm, and seemed to know when to stop, each time. And each time she stopped, she could see the twitching in his penis slow down as the sperm once again receded. Then she would resume her oral attack on Harold's cock all over again.
Her mind was no longer concentrating on what her mouth was doing. It was as if her mouth seemed to have an automatic thermostat, knowing when to stop. Shirley realized her brain was totally indifferent to what she was doing. His consciousness was wandering to the lower part of her body, away from her tight, sucking lips, into the depths of her tight, sucking pussy.
Shirley could feel Billy's mouth pressing in, his tongue enjoying the battle with her rectal muscles, knowing, as Shirley knew, her resistance was automatic and beyond her control. She waited for his tongue to pierce her resisting sphincter, curious to know what it felt like to have a tongue in her rectum. One, hard, forward thrust, and she knew Billy's tongue would penetrate her asshole. As it was, the girl could feel Billy's thick, scalding tongue wiggling and gyrating forward, very slowly parting her buns.
Shirley moaned and gasped, the sound coming from deep within her anxious throat. Harold's solid boner muffled the sounds she was making, turning them into choking sounds. Harold stared down at her, suddenly worried. How could the girl choke when his cock wasn't anywhere near her gullet. Was there some kind of an obstruction preventing him from plunging his cock all the way in?
Shirley's eyes were glazed, totally lost to the ecstasy of the hot tongue in her asshole. She was looking up, staring at Harold with the tip of his hot prick between her lips, but she wasn't seeing a thing. She seemed to be in a totally different world.
Harold looked down at Billy, but all he could see was the top of Billy's head as the latter continued tonguing Shirley's ass. And Harold realized, for all that he'd read in the library, Billy had succeeded in taking her mind away from giving him pleasure. She had temporarily lost all contact with Harold. At the moment she was the subjugated slave of Billy Kapp.
Enough was enough. It was one thing to dole out pleasure to Shirley. It was another thing to do it so well she could no longer give Harold enjoyment.
Harold opened his mouth to shout at his friend, but no sound came out. His throbbing prick began feeling something, and looking down, he saw Shirley's mouth instinctively tightening now. She sucked in an inch then another, violently stroking the throbbing tube in the underside with her working tongue. Her head was starting to bob up and down a little, and if Shirley didn't feel it, she couldn't be blamed. The passion shooting through her body, starting at her rectum, was unbelievable. Fire roared through her, uncontained.
Shirley felt Billy's tongue worming its way deeper and deeper into her anus, sliding past her relaxed sphincter. It pressed into the hot folds of her puckered flesh, moving deeper and deeper into her rectal canal, causing thrills no one had ever built in her before to come to life. The girl could feel Billy's lips sucking solidly against her asshole as his tongue steadily moved back and forth, driving deeper and deeper. The young girl thought about three inches of it had to be running through her anal canal, but the truth was, less than a half inch of tongue was inside her. Even so, the tongue licked, saturating her rectal walls so heavily, she knew her ass would never again dry up.
Feeling thrills continuing to sparkle through her, Shirley suddenly felt a keen sense of loss when Billy abruptly withdrew his tongue. She was so disappointed, her fingers automatically clutched Harold's ass, and her own middle finger suddenly found itself plunging into the boy's anal hole. She felt him gasp as he jumped, squeezing his sphincter tight, trying to keep her finger from plunging in any deeper than the second knuckle. Her mouth sank lower, and Shirley tightened her lips around his throbbing prong, but Harold, who realized Shirley thought of him as an oral fetishist, decided this time he was definitely going to pop his load somewhere else. Maybe he'd shoot in her ear, so she could hear him coming. No, no, he definitely was not going to pop his load in her mouth, no matter how hard she tried to make him do it. But the flood of sperm in his cock was steadily pushing upward, moving higher and higher.
Billy's tongue began probing below the dime-sized pucker of Shirley's asshole, and he gripped the twin cheeks all the more tightly, raising her thighs higher. The boy's long tongue snaked out in search of the hidden spring feeding the rivers of sweet syrup flowing down her thighs as well as in the crevices and joints of her tasty, tender body.
Shirley's hands clutched strongly at the firm flesh of young Harold's buttocks. The finger she had accidentally sunk into his rectum twisted, wiggled and gyrated within the heated narrowness of his muscular stricture. Shirley's other hand shook and massaged the soft lumps inside the fleshy cage of leather, pushing them up, letting them fall, dividing them, then bringing them together, but her mind remained totally unaware of what her hands and her mouth were doing. The girl knew only what was happening below. The action consuming her attention was between Shirley's thighs. Though it made the rest of her body sizzle, she remained unaware of the effects. Even the blood pounding through her, beating through her arteries, seemed to avoid pathways leading above her armpits. It was almost as if she had blood clots, preventing her from feeling what her hands and her mouth were doing.
Billy's tongue circled around and around the rim of her seething vaginal entryway. Shirley could feel it spiraling its way a little deeper each time. Her overflowing wine was flooding out of her, but was no longer seeping down her thighs. She could feel his mouth and face catching the seeping flood. Her labia could feel his twitching nostrils as they exhaled after breathing in the sweet perfume of her exotic little pussy. She writhed and corkscrewed her hips around and around, moving automatically, totally unaware of what she was doing at this point. She was completely caught up in the wonderful feelings being imparted by the moving tongue, she could have stayed that way forever.
Shirley's mind continued to remain blank as her senses spun around and around, mounting higher planes with each passing second. The whirling in her head seemed to be keeping pace with the corkscrewing tongue in her pussy.
The girl's mouth tightly closed around Harold's throbbing phallus, working mechanically, her lingual digit circling and stroking the ultra-sensitive swollen glans with the same cadence as the tongue spinning through her wet, seething quimwalls. It was as if Billy's rotating tongue was the control for the movements of Shirley's tongue.
Billy's tongue seemed to leap even deeper into her sucking cuntal canal. Shirley's walls contracted all the more solidly around the moving, lapping digit, trying to pull the slick member even deeper into her aching tunnel. Though her mind could no longer concentrate on anything, Shirley's body felt Billy's tongue jabbing back and forth inside, rolling around and lapping at trembling nerve-endings. Shirley moaned and gasped, her throat gurgling, bubbles squeezing from between her tight lips and dribbling down the length of Harold's tumescent extension.
Her hands squeezed his buttocks all the more tightly, her finger pushing its way even deeper into his ass, letting him know how it felt when he'd done it to her. It made Harold shut his eyes and his ears to all else that was happening. If he heard the sounds of her exquisite agony, he no longer cared. He felt his entire young being controlled by her mouth.
Shirley's body felt the moving tongue stiffen even more as Billy thrust it in and out, in and out, compensating for the hot, hard throbbings running through his own malebone. One of Shirley's legs had worked its way between Billy's thighs, and it registered the hot, hard sensitivity shooting through the older boy's aching cock. She wondered if it were possible for him to slide his hard cock into her cunt right next to his tongue, aching to feel both extensions inside her at once. It never occurred to her such a thing was physically impossible. A comic book hero, the Elongated Man, came to her mind. She remembered the character was a married man, and envied his wife. Imagine, the woman could have a cock of any length inside her, and more, because of the way he could stretch, the man was capable of burying both, his tongue and his cock inside her at once.
Shirley felt Billy's lips suck even harder on the rim of her aching pussy. The tongue was no longer probing inside. Rather she could feel his lips melding themselves to her labia, kissing her aching pussy with loud, resounding smacks. Then he pulled his face away, levering himself up by gripping her asscheeks.
Shirley's tongue also stopped, pressed itself flat against the underside of Harold's throbbing penis, as if waiting to feel Billy's tongue in her hot twat flicker through her entire body and once again take control of her own oral digit. Christ! That licking tongue had controlled everything happening inside her. This had been the first time Billy had used his mouth, and Shirley had to admit, the boy was totally different in his lingual workings than Harold. And he was just as good. Now, the whirling, turning, churning passions inside her had temporarily come to a halt.
Shirley felt Harold's thighs surrounding her head. She could feel the tension in the younger boy, and knew he was on the verge of another climax. She could sense the air in his lungs ready to blow out, preparing to detonate his lust. All it needed was a bit more of her tongue action. Harold had already forgotten his resolution not to come in her mouth.
Shirley waited for Billy's next move. In her mind, he was the one controlling the action between the three of them at this point. Whenever Billy started his next move with her, it would set her in motion with Harold. And the girl knew it wouldn't be too long, now. There was an all-consuming passion burning inside her, totally beyond her own mental control. And if it burned in her, it burned in both boys, as well.
Behind her raised ass, Shirley felt Billy's thighs pressing against her. In her mind's eye she could see his swollen penis, aiming itself between the hot thighs where Billy's tongue had been licking. His hands rested on her asscheeks, motionless, and Shirley could feel Billy's eyes burning into her back, sweeping forward, staring at the way her mouth was connected to Harold's seething cock. The realization he was in control paralyzed Shirley, and she sensed he understood it, too, and was momentarily stunned that he should control everything. He seemed unable to move, himself.
Shirley felt his fingers sweep across her back, up and down, sending radiating pulsations of added lust shooting through her young, girlish flesh. This waiting was becoming agonizing, yet the prolonging of everything, in the long run, would enhance the sensations when everything did start to happen.
A passing car outside made Shirley shudder. There was always the very vague, remote possibility her parents might come home early, and if that were the case, her life wouldn't be worth two copper pennies. Her parents would not only restrict her from then on, but would probably hire someone to watch her to and from school. In the future, Shirley decided, she would have to do her fooling around somewhere other than her own home. Now that she had started it here, she would finish it. But this was definitely the last time she ever did anything like this, here.
Shirley swept the thoughts from her brain. This wasn't the time to be thinking about consequences. Once again she could feel Billy's eyes on her back, only this time they were running down into her seeping, yawning vagina. With Harold's dong still between her lips, she smiled again. It was about to happen. Billy was going to fuck her. She could sense his hard cock, correctly aimed, ready to plunge into her, aching to fire blasts of seminal delight into her.
Shirley sensed movement behind her as Billy gripped his solid cock-cannon. The head was lightly held between his thumb and forefinger as he aimed the sticky, seeping head at her hot, juicy, feminine pocket. And then, just like that, Shirley felt Billy lunge forward. The boy's massive glans punctured the lathered, unresisting folds of her heated young pussy. It moved rapidly, lunging in before Billy could change his mind, slithering and sliding down the heated inner vessel of her anxious cunt. The walls of her vaginal interior stretched and swelled like foam rubber, still tightly clinging to, and embracing the length of his plunging cock.
The instant the swollen head pushed between her labia, driving its way into her tight center, Shirley heard herself issue a groaning sigh. Her mouth stretched even more widely open, and she swallowed the entire length of Harold's pulsating erection, jamming it into her throat, feeling it ram into her esophagus. Yes, there was no doubt about it; Harold's cock had definitely grown. The swollen onion shaped head crammed into her gullet, effectively silencing her moans for a moment, and Shirley wondered if her heart had stopped beating, as well.
She could feel Billy's thighs behind her, rubbing up against her soft, delicate asscheeks as his hard cock rammed itself to its entire length into her narrow, sucking, formerly virginal orifice. His bare pubis was rubbing against her soft buttocks, and she rotated her nether cheeks to enjoy the full feeling of his entire pole, deeply embedded. The way he was pressing forward let Shirley know Billy was arching his back to fit even more of himself into her. He rubbed his loins against her bumcheeks as if trying to ram the entire center of his young body into the girl's aching quim.
The taut muscles in Shirley's young, crushing cunt kissed and sucked the mighty young phallus, hugging the solid joint, surrounding it, enfolding it, enveloping and absorbing it. Her hot cunt was a chewing mouth, and if it had contained teeth, every last shred of cock would have been eaten away.
Shirley felt Billy stay still and unmoving, savoring the delicious heat and the wonderful inner reactions of her squeezing pussy. Shirley could sense the littlest bit of inner rotation, and it made her cunt feel as if it had a million little suction cups pressing against the penile intruder. She felt the swelling taking place in the boy's cock, and realized she could make Billy shoot his load without moving at all. Her inner muscles seemed to dance up and down the length of his cock, attacking, tickling, teasing, and tantalizing all at the same time, making the sperm rise higher and higher.
The realization that she could do this to Billy made Shirley's body burn even more… The boy's cock was still longer than Harold's, and being the second post to pierce her pussy, it felt gigantic, sinking deeper and deeper into her well-lubed interior. Its movement massaged every delightfully agonizing nerve-ending within, flattening them and rolling over them like a steamroller. Yet once the hard cock had passed between her anxious walls, all the nerve-endings, instead of lying down as if flattened out, seemed to spring back with a greater life of their own. Soon he would be spurting hot juices into her cunt. The juices would mingle with what was left of Harold's semen, way up inside her, and she would have to rush upstairs to the bathroom and douche the two of them out of her. Not that she was too worried. Miss Wagner had explained the danger of her becoming pregnant at this point was very slight, because she had yet to have her period. It was only after her periods started coming that she really had to worry. Even so, Shirley didn't want to take any chances, and when this wonderful, fun loving fuck-session came to an end, she would go up and douche herself.
The sides of her mouth, her inner cheeks, worked tirelessly on Harold's penis as if its outer skin was lined with the same fleshy fabric as her vaginal interior. Shirley began to understand how sucking had become a natural part of things for her, rubbing her mouth up and down the length of Harold's wang, feeling her lips tugged out each time her mouth rose, then feeling them fold in when her mouth sank back down. From the way Harold remained totally un-moving, Shirley could only guess the boy's mind was also in a paradise of some kind, surrounded by a strange cloud of pleasure, so totally lost, he was unaware of anything else happening. The strength of his desire had dissolved his thought processes for the moment. She guessed Harold was all alone in his mental ecstasy.
The hard cock between her lips, pressing against her tongue was no longer something vague to her. She could feel the heavy, fleshy head faintly tingle and swell as it tickled her gullet each time her mouth sank all the way down. The few wispy hairs on his pelvis tickled her nose each time she pressed her nostrils against the boy's pubis. Shirley could feel the massive baton stuffing itself into her pharynx. Yes it was definitely massive, now. Harold's cock had grown to where it was less than a half inch shorter than Billy's, but it seemed a little thicker, right now, though the penis working through her vagina could hardly be said to feel narrow. She was in a world where she could no longer breathe, but breathing and swallowing no longer seemed necessary to Shirley. Each time the girl raised her head, her tongue felt for the tiny slit in his glans, and when, because of the heaviness of the secretions oozing from Harold's cock, she was unable to lingually discern the sightless eye, she became terrified it was no longer there. Her head bobbed down again, then up, and this time she felt it and was relieved.
Shirley pumped her head up and down all the faster, feeling Harold's cock ram its way ever deeper, while Billy's penis plunged even harder into her sopping quim. The two penile heads moved in and out together, and each time they moved in, Shirley thought they would surely meet somewhere in the vicinity of her belly. In fact, at one point, she was certain the two cock-heads were kissing one another inside her.
Shirley felt Billy's hands squeezing her buttocks all the harder. They also pressed into her spine and back. And then his hands slid under her, grabbing her belly so he could lift her higher each time he plunged forward. He had slowed his movement, deliberately sinking his thick pole slowly into her again and again. She was so hot inside, Shirley was certain some kind of misty vapor was seeping out of her, rising from her girlish tunnel each time the thrusting cock pulled back. She could picture Billy's cock, shining and glistening with the grease from her vagina, and wondered if the heat inside her would soon cause it to melt. She hoped not.
Now, only the soft, ripe mushroom-shaped head was inside her melting pot. Her senses were inebriated by the feel of the boy's solid prick, slowly sinking inside the wondrous center of her honeyed hive. Shirley could smell the wafting odor of her own vagina now, as the meaty prong pushed into it. The scent of it filled her nostrils, mingling with the aroma of Harold's groin, and seeping down into her throat. She realized she could taste her cunt, too, because some of its residue had dried on Harold's cock, earlier, and he hadn't washed it off. There was even the littlest taste of blood, but she was unable to ignore that because the ripe, rich flavor of her pussy mixed with the throbbing taste of Harold's meaty young pole. It seemed to coat her palate, making her feel almost as dreamy as she had, moments earlier, when Billy had been sucking her pussy. And Billy's continued thrusting made her think she had suddenly grown down below, until her vagina was wide enough to swallow every last bit of the boy, and he was now swimming around inside her taut pussy.
Shirley felt Billy's hands move up around her waist, and it made her dig her finger even deeper into Harold's tight ass. The girl could feel the older boy holding her rigidly in place. His hard cock was sinking deeper and deeper into her well again until it was completely buried. Shirley could feel the springiness in her vaginal walls. Each time he pulled back, they came together, and when he thrust into her again, they would grudgingly open, although there was no pain of any kind in their yielding. Shirley could feel her inner tightness, and it enhanced the sparkling thrills she had felt shooting delightfully through her. His movements, as he pressed his cock into her, were as slow as those of a snail, and Shirley absorbed and relished the thrilling delight she felt, wanting to feel this wonderful stream of cockflesh continue to fill her, forever.
The tug in her tight cunt grew stronger, its hunger greater than ever, no longer interested in the push-pull movement of the penis feeding it. No, no, Shirley's hot little cunt was anxious to feel the full length of cock remain inside her so she could vaginally gorge herself with it. She wanted it all, fast and hard and deep, and nothing else would appease her aroused, anguished hunger. The girl's loins spun wildly, her inner cuntal walls snapped frantically, and her asscheeks rammed high up into the air toward his belly, aching for the contact of his flesh against hers again and again.
"No!" she heard Billy gasp. "Not yet, not yet. I'm not ready to come!"
Shirley neglected to hear him. Her ass rubbed back and forth all the more swiftly, and she felt Billy's hard cock responding, ignoring the pleas from his mouth. The girl could feel the phallus moving faster and faster, stroking her tender walls, making them burn all the more hotly, feeling the penis rub harder and deeper as she had craved it. The rubbing plunger hit all her sides, and the speed frictioned the nerve-ends until they were ready to burn off like match-heads. The thrust of his cock made it feel to Shirley as if she were experiencing a network of livewires inside her, pounding angrily in and out, thrusting insanely through her, filling and refilling her twitching nookie with its heavy meatiness. The penises were no longer meeting inside Shirley's body. To her, it felt as if the glans were bypassing one another on each inward thrust.
The girl could sense Harold's cock thickening again, reaffirming her belief that Harold was the more sensuous of the two boys. Harold's hands were gripping her hair, pulling her face deeper and deeper into his groin, ramming her mouth lower as her lips tightly pulled at the base of his scrotum as well as the bottom of his cock. Her tongue licked wickedly, and she heard the boy scream, "AAAIIYYYAAGHHH!"
The hot pole between her sucking lips was firing a steady, spurting stream of hot lead. The love juice came issuing from the penile muzzle and flowed down her sucking throat with such power, her throat clogged, and the flow backed up, overflowing in her mouth with such force, her cheeks were abruptly bloated. The hot liquid began leaking from the corners of her mouth, smearing her chin and Harold's balls at the same time.
But Shirley remained barely aware of it as the fierce attack on her vagina continued, unabated. She had completely forgotten what to do with her mouth, which was why the sperm was overflowing. Her entire being had become suspended as she rode the thick fleshpipe pounding between her thighs. Nothing but that lone cock seemed to exist for her. The girl lifted her head, and Harold's hard cock fell out of her mouth. The semen from her throat came flooding out and drenching Harold's groin, falling on the blanket, as well.
Harold opened his eyes, dazed and nearly unconscious, staring down at the girl's blank face, seeing nothing. Shirley dropped her head between Harold's thighs. Her face felt the still wet, half-hard cock, leaking unmilked dregs from its sightless eye into her hair. She looked up to see Harold open his mouth, but his head fell against the back of the sofa and he said nothing. The boy was totally drained. His body went limp and his head eased off to the side as his eyes closed and he panted, trying to pull some air into his lungs.
Shirley felt the pumping prick in her hot cunt move faster and faster. She banged and rammed her seething cunt all the faster against Billy.
"Harder!" she yelled. "Fuck me, harder." Her mouth was pressed against the cushion of Harold's belly, and her voice was muffled. "Faster," she grooaned. "Ohhhhhh fucccckkkkk…"
Shirley could feel Billy's entire body slamming against her asscheeks, his solid grip around her waist pulling him tightly against her, pounding so fast it was impossible to tell whether his hard cock was banging in and out of her pussy, or her tight cunt was fucking itself around the length of his pulsing pole.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she gasped. "Ohh yesssss… aaaaannnnnggggghhhhhaaaggghhh!"
She was screaming as her orgasm tore through her girlish body, the force opening every exit for Shirley's pounding blood. Her young torso quivered and jerked wildly, and stars seemed to flash on and off before her closed eyes. A cloud of blackness seemed to drift down over her head, and for an instant she had fainted, losing consciousness. Was she dead? she wondered. If so, death was more wonderful and more beautiful than she had imagined.
But even in death she could feel Billy's swollen, thundering penis banging more and more fiercely, ramming harder, deeper, as his fingertips clutched her back. No, she wasn't dead. She was blissfully alive, and as she moved her hands, she felt her finger come popping out of the semi-conscilus Harold's ass. Billy's thighs were smacking wildly against hers, and she could feel the perspiration from his body rubbing off on her back. And just when she thought he would never fire, when she believed the molten lava in his hard cock would cool and turn to stone, leeping his erection forever in existence, Shirley heard Billy howl a loud, "Aayyaaggghhuugghh!". And the boy blasting his searing avalanche of flooded sperm through the canyons of her rubbed cunt. Shirley could feel the boy's body shaking as he fell forward, his arms locking around her waist, tugging her asscheeks against his lower belly, and thrusting his shrinking penis into the turmoiled depths of her soaked vagina. Even so, the muscles in her tight pussy continued working, draining the spurting fluids from the boy. The vaginal muscles seemed to move of their own free will, milking, drinking, sucking.
When it was all over, Billy slipped off her back, his loose cock sliding from inside her as he flopped to the living room floor. Luckily, part of the blanket Shirley had spread on the sofa overflowed onto the floor, and it caught the drippings from Billy's cock, as well as the sperm seeping from Shirley's cunt.
Shirley hurried upstairs and douched herself in the bathtub. When she came down, she was fully dressed, and she saw the boys were gone. The blanket was all that was left.



CHAPTER SEVEN


It was the very next day, Sunday, that Harold came rushing over to Shirley's house. Her father was working on something in the basement, and her mother was in the kitchen, so Shirley answered the door, wearing a yellow dress. Harold was all shaken up and nervous, and Shirley did her best to calm him down, asking him what was wrong. And Harold told her, in no uncertain terms.
Billy had a new movie camera. Billy said it would be a lot of fun if each of them took pictures of the other fucking Shirley. It would be something they could all look back on, later on, and enjoy. But Billy had used up all the film while Harold had been doing the fucking, and now Billy had admitted he was going to have a friend of his do the developing, and then he was going to sell prints of the film to all the kids at school for two dollars a reel. Billy figured he could sell at least a hundred reels at the junior high school, and nearly three hundred reels at the high school.
"We'll both get thrown out of school," Harold finished. "We have to do something."
Shirley knew Harold was right. What Billy had done was totally unconscionable. But how could she stop him?
"Where is this friend of Billy's, who's developing the film?" Shirley asked.
"Some kid in the movie club in the high school," Harold told her. "Billy wouldn't tell me who he was, but he did tell me he wouldn't be able to give the film to him today, because the kid wasn't home."
"Then Billy still has the film, huh?" Shirley asked.
"Yeah," Harold nodded. "But there ain't no way you're gonna get him to give you that film. He figures he'll be able to use it to blackmail you into fucking for him any time he wants. Not only that, but he's gonna tell some of the other girl's in school that he's gonna dub their heads onto your body, so it'll look like they're the ones getting it."
"Can he do that?" Shirley asked.
"I don't think so," Harold replied. "But he's gonna tell it to 'em, anyway. He figures he might con a couple of them to do what you did for him. He's gone fuck-crazy."
"Well you go home," Shirley told Harold. "I'll see what I can do."
As soon as Harold left, Shirley took out the local directory and looked up the telephone number of Miss Wagner. Then she phoned. Listening to the rings, her heart began trip hammering, hoping Miss Wagner was home and not with her man-friend.
The phone was picked up on the fourth ring, and Shirley was relieved to hear Miss Wagner's voice on the other end.
"Miss Wagner," Shirley said, "I know it's Sunday and I shouldn't bother you, but this is kind of important. Can I come over to your house and speak to you?"
"Certainly," Clare Wagner said. "Do you know how to get here?"
"The bus on my corner goes past your house," Shirley said. "I'll be right there, as soon as I tell my folks where I'm going."
Hanging up, Shirley went into the kitchen and told her mother she was going to Miss Wagner's house. She gave her mother the phone number, in case either of her parents wanted to call, then hurried outside and waited for the bus. It came, fifteen minutes later, and after a ten minute ride, she got off and walked to the plush ranch house.
It was almost warm out, and Shirley had only worn a light brown sweater over her yellow dress. The moment she passed between the high hedges, she saw Miss Wagner off to the side, wearing a light jacket over a pair of black slacks. The older woman's black hair was tied back with a pink ribbon.
"What's wrong, Shirley?" the teacher asked as the young girl came up to where she was standing, examining a tulip bed.
Shirley knew this was no time for hesitating, so she told Miss Wagner all that had happened the previous day, this time not omitting names.
"I see," the school teacher nodded, when Shirley was finished. "Well, what we have to do is punish the two boys."
"Harold, too?" Shirley asked.
"Oh yes," Miss Wagner nodded. "Harold was originally part of it, thinking how much fun it would be to have Billy get it all down on film. That was the reason why Harold had insisted on taking all the lampshades off, and then making you do it high up on a piano, so Billy could get some good shots. Harold's punishment is easy. All you have to do is deny yourself to him from now on. I want you to promise that to me."
"No problem there," Shirley agreed. "I promise not to ever let Harold Schaff touch me again."
"Good."
"And I promise not to let Billy Kapp touch me again."
"After today," Clare Wagner insisted.
"What do you mean?" Shirley asked.
"I mean, Billy's punishment will be threefold."
"I don't understand," Shirley replied.
"First, we have to get the film away from Billy. To do this, we have to convince Billy to bring the film over here."
"How can we do that?" Shirley asked.
"Simple. You will call Billy, give him my address, and tell him you're just as anxious as he to see the pictures he took. You know someone who can develop them today."
"Gosh, can you?"
"Yes," Clare Wagner nodded. "I took motion picture developing when I went to college. My friend and I often like to take movies of ourselves in action, for our own private enjoyment. I do all the developing. I can develop Billy's film. I can also scratch out your face on the emulsion side so you need never fear anyone recognizing you. Then, after making a single print of the film, I'll destroy the negative. This will keep Harold worried, too, since you'll tell him his is the only clear face that came out on the film."
"How else are we going to punish Billy?" Shirley asked.
"Between the two of us, we're going to drain that boy so dry, he won't be able to get out of bed until Tuesday."
"But won't that be giving him just what he wants?"
"It will make him hotter than ever for the two of us," Clare Wagner told Shirley. "I have a blonde wig and dark glasses I can wear so he'll never recognize me. Nor will he ever tell on you, because we'll claim we've taken pictures of him while he's here with us, and we'll show them to the kids in school with only his face visible if he gets cute. But the worst punishment of all is our cutting him off afterward, just like we're going to cut off Harold. Are you game?"
"Sure," Shirley nodded. "But just between you and me, what am I going to do to have fun after today? I mean, they were the only two boys I ever did anything with, and if I start with other boys, they might try something, too."
"And that is why you will have nothing to do with boys, from now on," Clare Wagner told her. "From what you've told me, you really enjoy sex. And you really know how to go about it. I can personally vouch for that. The time has come for you to enjoy men instead of boys. So when my friend comes back from wherever he is, I'll invite him to bring a man friend along, and you'll drive the two of them out of their skulls. Just about every man has a secret longing to fuck a young girl like you. We'll have foursomes here, if you like."
"Gosh, that'd be swell," Shirley agreed. "But what do I do when there are no men around?"
"You and I have come to know one another very well," Clare told her. "I think we can form what is known as a lasting friendship, and whenever you feel the urge, and I don't have my menses, you can come here, and we can gratify one another."
"Gee, Miss Wagner, you're a great friend."
"Only if you keep up with your school work," the teacher reminded her.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Shirley made the phone call, as Clare Wagner instructed, and when Billy learned there was someone else willing to do the developing, he never thought to question Shirley. He hurried right over to the address Shirley gave him. By that time, Clare Wagner had donned her blonde wig and dark glasses.
Clare took the two kids with her to her basement dark room, and there developed the negative reel. It turned out she didn't have to scratch out Shirley's face. Because of the angle of the camera, Shirley's face was hardly visible. But there were great genital shots. It was all black and white, so the developing was quick and easy.
"Why don't you kids go upstairs and get something to eat," Clare told them. "The refrigerator's stocked, and I'll be down here a little while longer."
"That's a great idea," Billy Kapp said. "Come on, Shirley."
Shirley went upstairs with Billy and the two raided the kitchen. They made cold cuts sandwiches and poured glasses of soda. They ate and drank and relaxed.
But after they'd finished eating, Shirley, who had felt a certain sexual hunger because of seeing herself on film, felt a little disgusted with herself for not being able to bring herself under control. She wished she was as calm and as collected as Miss Wagner.
The kitchen was a bright room, and they were seated on a round wall seat, bright red, when Shirley sighed and pressed the palms of her hands over her eyes, her mind enveloped with anger at Billy, partially for what what he'd done, partially for what she felt.
Shirley knew she would never again like Billy for the way he had planned to use those pictures, but much as she disliked him, his very nearness built the sexual heat higher in her.
"Hey," he asked, "how'd you know about that movie I took?"
"Harold told me," she replied.
"What else did he tell you?"
"Nothing much. That you thought it would be fun to make a movie so we could look at it each time we fucked."
"Hey yeah, that's right," Billy nodded as she leaned back with her eyes shut.
Vaguely, she sensed a movement on the seat beside her, and Billy's arm was circling her shoulders, drawing her close. She shuddered, thinking she would give herself to him this one more time, but the idea that it would wreak a total revenge on him for what he was doing made the heat burn all the more strongly in her body.
"What's wrong?" Billy asked, his voice soft. He had a way of speaking that could make a girl do almost anything. Heck, he had been the one to convince her to take off her clothes that first time. Well Billy Kapp was going to get his, but good.
"I'm… all right," Shirley muttered, her fists knuckling and twisting into her eye sockets as if to rub away the unclean arousal she was feeling. She still recalled the pictures of herself with Harold, and remembered how tantalizing her cunt had looked with Harold's cock inside. The time Harold had crawled up on her chest and had pushed his throbbing penis into her mouth, the angle of the camera had been such, all that was visible of her was the underside of her chin as the cock sank into her mouth.
"You sure you're okay?" Billy asked, his arms holding up her body as she intentionally sagged into him, his hands gently massaging her shoulders and neck.
Shirley felt herself relax a little under his caresses, and the tight knot building between her shoulder blades slowly began to disappear. His rubbing, though far from expert, was building erotic fire ever higher in her body. Shirley leaned back against Billy, grateful in a way for his masculine strength, thankful for the courage with which he was inbuing her, since it would bring about his just punishment that much more certainly.
Shirley felt his hand drop to her firm, girlish thigh, while the other hand continued to massage her neck. Billy was so sure of himself. Just because he'd been with her twice, he thought he could master her anytime he pleased. Well let him think that for now. She'd fix his bottom, but good.
The girl felt the hot, thrilling touch of his hand on her leg. It felt good. If he'd been open and honest with her, and had not tried to do any of this movie stuff, she would have been glad to give herself to him again and again and again. Well, since this was going to be the last time with him, she figured she might as well enjoy herself. His hand felt good, rubbing her leg, and she sighed, letting him know to continue. A soft, light fog seemed to cover her eyes and she felt her entire body blissfully relax.
"Yeah, hey that's better," Billy murmured in her ear, and his heated breath built knew flames in her. He really knew how to do things right. He must have learned it all watching his parents.
Her body stiffened a little as she realized his other hand was hanging down over her flat chest, reaching for her other thigh, stroking it through the thin material of her yellow dress. Damn! She was enjoying his hands. She should push them away and tell him to go stroke a porcupine, considering what he had originally intended with those films. But she let him continued to knead and massage her flesh as if nothing was wrong.
She could tell he was taking his time, not wanting to hurry. The son of a bitch knew he had it made with her, and he took it one step at a time. At least he wasn't taking it for granted he could just jam his fingers into her cunt. For that, she was grateful. He remembered she was the kind of girl who would do anything as long as one moved slowly, carefully. But if he hurried things, Shirley would have normally panicked.
Even now, the young girl, because of her anger, felt like pushing his hands away, but her body was so used to that good feeling, she found herself unable to fight him at the moment. Her brain felt somewhat numbed because she knew she was going to submit, even if it wasn't too quickly. Her body responded with shuddering, perverse verve, as if it had a life all its own.
As far as Shirley was concerned, this whole thing was proving how weak she was when it came to resisting a male. She was already losing control of herself, in spite of the fact that she no longer had any real liking for Billy. Her stomach felt twitches of excitement and thrills as sensation after sensation began enlarging in her womb. She could already sense the gathering moisture at the mouth of her vulva, forming a slithery lubrication between her thighs, causing her to unconsciously open and close her thighs in an increasing, mounting, writhing sexual rhythm. Golly, she felt lost.
Billy's hands were no longer on her thighs. They were rubbing all over her body. She wanted to gain some kind of control over herself. The licentious sensations she felt were making her tremble with a strong lascivity. Yet somehow she seemed unable to do anything but lie on the kitchen seat, accepting Billy's salacious fondling.
Shirley felt Billy's hand move back to her thigh, and then she wriggled, feeling it snake up the hem of her dress, crawl up her leg like a searching insect, the fingers slowly insinuating themselves under the elastic leg band of her panties. She writhed as his probing fingers began rubbing her bare pelvis. When a second finger joined the first on her puffed-up vaginal mound, electricity seemed to shoot through her. But he didn't stop there. Billy's hand glided lower, his middle finger stiff and erect, until the wickedly probing tip came in sudden and direct contact with the hot, wet, furrow of her sodden pussy.
Still emotionally upset by what Billy had intended doing with those pictures, Shirley tried to close her mind to what she was feeling. Unfortunately, she couldn't. She was fully conscious of everything he was doing to her, and her body was accepting it, even if her mind didn't like him.
When Billy opened the top of her dress and smoothly unzipped the lower half, pulling the entire garment down over her hips, Shirley offered no resistance. She felt his fingers tug her undershirt up over her head, and then he was peeling her panties down and off. They moved over her trim young legs, letting him see the anxious wetness of her dilated, pink vagina. Shirley offered no resistance. She felt his fingers tug her undershirt up over her head, and then he was peeling her panties down and off. They moved over her trim young legs, letting him see the anxious wetness of her dilated, pink vagina.
"Gee, Shirley," Billy whispered. "You're one terrific girl. You have a great bod. I'll bet all the guys in school would pay one helluva lot to do something with you."
"Billy, I'm not that kind of girl, and you know it," she admonished. "I do what I want to do because I like it. I'm not for sale," she insisted, torn between her mental loathing for him, and her physical need.
The sensation of displaying her naked body to this boy who had wanted to use her, and the cool air dancing over her tiny nipples contrasted pungently with the delightfully lewd sensations she was feeling burning through her entire self.
She watched, almost in a daze, totally hypnotized by the lascivious sight as Billy Kapp stood up, then peeled off his clothing. It wasn't as if this was the first time. But every movement seemed to convey it was brand-new for him, and made her feel all the more wickedly licentious. One thing was certain, and that was, fucking him had affected his cock the way Harold Schaff's first orgasm had affected his cock. Billy now had a long, thick, almost man-sized cock. It stood out, pointed at her like a huge wooden log, waving around like a billy. Shirley realized there was no way to turn off the raging fire in her aching groin. It was a demanding blaze, and it blistered through her, building the heat within to unbearable proportions. She shut her eyes for a moment, closing out the sight of Billy's deliciously naked body. Her mind also tried to shut out the feelings his hand had provoked within her.
"I'll bet you're really dying to be fucked again," Billy whispered to her. "I know I am. Boy, I can't wait to fill you up with my cock."
Billy's self-assurance bothered Shirley. He was taking her for granted. This was another thing she didn't like.
"Don't overrate yourself," she snapped, though her gasping voice didn't sound at all convincing.
"Oh come on, Shirl," he said. "This is the first time we're together without that pest, Harold, butting in. This time we can really ball up a storm. Hey, your lady friend is terrific. Where'd you find her?"
"It's a secret," Shirley replied.
"Hey, does she fool around too?"
"As a matter of fact, she told me she has a fondness for guys your age."
"Hey, you gotta be kidding. Is that the truth?"
"Cross my heart," Shirley nodded.
"No kidding," Billy whispered. "Hey, let's do something a little different. I mean, you and Harold screwed on top of the piano, yesterday. Let's you and me use the kitchen table."
Before Shirley could object, Billy had hauled her to her feet and had hoisted her onto the bare kitchen table. It had a white formica top, with red and blue threads running through it looking like little capillaries.
Though Shirley should have objected, she didn't when Billy parted her thighs and let his fingers play against the hairless slit between her puffy cuntlips. He sat on the seat in front of her, staring into the depths of her seething cunt, and she felt the tip of his middle finger tease her clitoris, sending it springing into involuntary rigidness. Forbidden sparkles of total, physical desire seemed to leap up through Shirley's body from the pit of her belly. The smug, self-assured rat. She was already too far gone to resist. In the future, she would have to stay away from the start. Oh heck! She was willing to bet, once Miss Wagner introduced her to adult men, guys like Billy would never again seem interesting.
Even if Billy did attract her, Shirley felt she would be able to resist him once she was fucked by an adult man. And she would be fucking often, too. Boy, the thought of man-sized cocks working their way into her really made Shirley hot. And it also created the impression Billy was the one responsible for her heat. This pleased Billy no end.
Ummmmm! she thought, as his finger still wandered up and down through her vagina. It felt so good, really good. There was nothing she could really do to fight the unwanted surges of erotic sensation churning madly through her entire body. She could feel Billy's finger working a little deeper, parting her closed inner labia. Her coral, starving vaginal lips clung to his moving finger. Yes, she couldn't help herself. She liked the feeling of fingers moving through her this way. Shirley loved to have her naked cunt caressed. Gee! It would be dumb for her to deny it, especially at a moment like this.
"Ummmmmm… ahhhhhh…" she involuntarily gasped, a wave of heat swamping her. It was no use. She couldn't fight it. With a final groan, she totally surrendered her vagina to the feverishly working fingers of the boy who had helped initiate her into these wonderful rites. She could feel a minor orgasm very near, and small though it was, she wanted it. Golly! She just had to feel it. She had to!
She could see Billy staring up at her, still tickling her with his finger, and it was almost as if she could read his mind in his victorious grin. She could see the lust in his eyes, and the wicked grin on his face, as if he was saying, Come on, bitch, admit it. I have you hooked on cock, and you know it.
And then Shirley felt Billy withdraw his fingers from inside her. This made her rub the bottom of her cuntlips against the table's formice top. Golly! She was hotter than even she had believed. Her eyes widened in angry frustration. She had been so close to coming, so close.
And then Billy stood up, and Shirley's eyes fell to the hard, fleshy instrument wavering between his thighs. He was towering over her, making her lie back on the table. She could feel Billy's hand spreading her thighs. Yes, he was going to fuck her right here, in the kitchen. She wished Miss Wagner would hurry up from whatever she was doing and get in on this. The whole object was for him to handle two women at once and be so whacked out, he wouldn't be in shape to do anything but sleep… maybe in a hospital bed.
In spite of her aversion to him, Shirley ached to feel his penis plunging into her belly. She had enjoyed it the previous day, but her inner cunt had been greased with Harold Schaff's secretions. Would she be able to hold such a thick boy-cock without a sperm oiling, first? Oh golly! That hot little hole between her thighs was really pulsating and aching to be filled. She was totally addicted to cock, and even if it hurt, she wanted to feel it inside her. Even if he was rough about it.
And this time, Billy was somewhat brutal. He spread Shirley's loins even wider apart, then kneed his way up onto the table, sliding between her limbs. She stared down and saw the way he grasped his young cock in his hand, bringing it slowly toward her vaginal opening.
"This time I'm going to fuck you in a straightforward way," he told her as his knees rubbed against the hard table-top.
Shirley saw the boy leering down at her naked, vibrating young body, thrilling to being able to sit between her open loins. The plane of her soft, naked pubis was spread wide open under his cock like some pagan offering. Billy's lewd words took away her breath, and her eyes were fastened between her wide-open thighs, staring at the shining, hot, heavy cock as it gently parted the full, fleshy lips of her aching cunt.
Ohhhhhh golllyyyy! She wanted that solid masculine staff plunging deep inside her, just as it had done the previous day. She wanted to be soundly fucked, feeling all the delicious sensations the hard cock would impart. Even if Miss Wagner wasn't there at the moment to watch and help drain Billy, Shirley needed that cock. Gee whiz. She needed it something awful.
Writhing, twisting and turning on the table-top, Shirley trembled and shuddered as she felt Billy's cock come into jarring contact with her tender, ragged, sensitive inner lips. She felt it squirm right through and probe into the depths of her tight hole. Her moistly pulsating pussy ached to welcome it inside.
"I… unnnnhhhhh… ahhhhh…" was all she could say as her breath came rushing out of her, feeling the tight, insistent pressure of his wide glans parting the little elastic opening and moving inside. With the knob lodged partially within, she felt Billy suddenly take a deep breath and shove… hard!
"Aaaaarrrrrggggghhhhhaagghh… ohhhhhh… it hurts, it hurts!" she screamed, as the large, slippery head split the soft flesh of her vaginal walls apart, thrusting solidly into the narrow, flexible hole, still young, and still tight. Before she could slide back on the table, Billy flexed his hips down hard between her wide open thighs, shoving it all the more forcefully in, and the bulbous, blood-bloated head surged forward.
Ooooooh wowwww! It was in, all the way in. The unbelievable pain raced through her. She'd had no idea her vaginal interior would tighten so much since yesterday. She thought the cock would slide in easily, as it had the previous day, after she had been fucked by Harold.
With a sighing gasp of pain, she felt her labia contract around the mighty staff, and she pleaded, "Go slowly, Billy. Go slowly. You're hurting me." She stared up into his grimacing face, watching droplets of sweat form all over then roll off, onto her body.
Shirley could see Billy was too far gone, now. In spite of his wanting to take things slowly, he was too far along to slow down, now. The look on his young face was one of sheer, inflamed lust. She saw he was eager to fuck her, so eager he no longer cared how she might feel about it.
Shirley felt Billy thrust his weight forward – hand cupping her firm, rounded buttocks, bringing her ass up to meet the downward attack of his probing cock into her seething little cunt. The boy all but fell against her. His hard, swollen dork rammed into her taut, upturned pussy like a solid steel piston pushing aside the soft, moist walls of her cuntal interior. With a loud, long groan, Billy ploughed into her until his sperm-loaded balls slapped wetly against the upturned cheeks of her satin-smooth buttocks.
"Billy… Billy…" she was shouting in pain, writhing beneath him, noting all pleasure had been temporarily overpowered.
"Hey, whatsa matter with you?" he asked. "You loved it, yesterday. Why the histrionics, today? You like it. You know you like it. So stop giving me such a hard time."
"No… no… no…" she was crying. "Stop it! You're hurting me. This time it doesn't feel good."
His arms held her tightly against his chest as he began sluicing his cock in and out of her, ramming it into her sodden depths again and again. Little by little Shirley felt the pain slowly subside. More and more lubrication was pouring from her glands into her cuntal scabbard, and she realized she had never felt so filled in her life. How would it be when a really man-sized cock plunged into her. The hard, yet pliant head of his thrusting penis pressed against her tender cervix, the rigid length of it broadly enlarging the tender, sensitive flesh of her vaginal walls.
"Uhhhh… slower…" she gasped. "Move it slower and it won't hurt so much," she insisted.
Shirley's face was a contorted mask of pain, but it was turning into a look of passion. Her inner desires were once again taking possession of her, making her writhe and shiver with lust. Not even the pain had been enough to make her want to end this. Her body began involuntarily reacting again, feeling the strong, overwhelming stimulation of Billy's hard, rummaging cock. The orgasm Shirley had felt lurking inside her was building in intensity, now. It was no longer a little one.
She wanted to feel it wash over her. The girl ached to enjoy the thrills of total climax again and again. She ached to feel heated male sperm shoot through her vaginal channel, soothing the aches and pains.
Looking up, she could see the triumphant grin on Billy's face as if he had conquered her all over again. Shirley could feel his fingers digging into her ass-cheeks, pulling her back and forth. Though her heels were now flatly pressed against the table, and her buttocks were voluntarily rising and falling, keeping pace with his stroking cock. She felt him crush his bare pelvis against her own naked mons, and she tugged her thighs open a bit wider. The wet, sucking center of her anxious cunt, hotly craving more and more cock, now blossomed open like a pretty pink flower, swallowing his ramming cock deeper and deeper.
From the kitchen door, Clare Wagner stared. She had finished processing that one reel of film and had burned the negative. Now, she was staring with hungrily bulging eyes, realizing the boy knew how to use his cock, even if he was a little bastard. Hell! It was time for her to get in on the action. Standing there, staring in lewd fascination at Shirley's satiny young body delightedly jackknifing and humping and pumping furiously under the assault of the boy, she knew this was going to be one helluva lot of fun. She stared at the boy's bloated penis, seeing the way it slammed loudly into the girl's wide-open pinkness, and she was delighted with the passion-crazed reaction Shirley was showing.
Moaning and groaning like a wounded lamb, Shirley was not the least bit aware of the slight shift of Billy fucking posture as he continued to drive into her seething nookie. The girl felt Billy arch his back and push his torso straight up, until he was sitting up while fucking into her. Shirley could feel his driving cock continue to punch its way into her cunt, and though he was not thrusting quite as deep as before, it still felt good. Shirley could hear the wet, slurping sounds of his hard cock driving deeper and deeper into her pussy, but she could hear other guttural sounds of equal loudness. It was as if a wild animal was chewing on a piece of meat.
Opening her eyes, Shirley suddenly realized a pair of legs was standing on the table, around her. The feet were straddling her head. Looking straight up, she could see the bare pussy of Clare Wagner. More, she could see the woman perfectly balanced on the table, leaning forward with her hands against the wall to keep her from falling. And Billy's face was burrowing between Clare's thighs. The boy was licking and sucking as wildly as he had the previous afternoon, when Shirley had been sucking Harold's cock, and he had been lapping into Shirley.
The sight looked fantastic, and Shirley shuddered with delight. The teacher above her had one great idea. She was making Billy work with his tongue while his cock was probing into Shirley. The sight was so arousing, so sexually stimulating, Shirley felt the orgasm within herself starting to stir. The wet, slavering cunt was dripping its sauce onto Shirley's chest, but this only made Shirley that much hotter. She used a hand to rub the fluid into her body, rubbing her hot titties. She even imagined she could feel the littlest bit of swelling under the brown aureole, but that was silly. She knew it was too early for that to happen.
Glancing down at her body for a moment, the young girl did see her aureole were both somewhat wider than they had always been, before. And her nipples, which seemed to have thickened since she had been introduced to all this wonderful sex, had remained thicker. Yes, yes, her development was beginning. It would take a long time, she knew. But when it was over and done with, she knew she would have one wonderful body.
Looking back up, Shirley gazed at the wonderful sight of her teacher's cunt continuing to be sucked by Billy, while he continued pumping his cock into her. True, he wasn't pounding in with quite as much effort, and it irked Shirley. She decided to speed things up a little, and so she tightened her thighs around Billy's body and pulled his loins closer to hers, rubbing the length of his hard cock back and forth, back and forth. The young girl was becoming wilder and wilder, and there was a strong, glazed look in her eyes as she lay staring wide-eyed at the way Billy was tonguing Clare Wagner's seething slit. Clare's heavy breathing could be heard by Shirley, letting the young girl know Billy's tongue was doing as good a job in her teacher's cunt as his cock was doing in hers. The licentious tableau was making her even more excited – if such a thing was possible.
Shirley ground her buttocks in wild, maddening ecstasy, pressing it solidly against the insane buffeting of Billy's loins. She felt the surge charging through her, and it made her shout.
"Fuck me, Billy," she screamed. "Fuck me, hard. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…"
The three bodies on the kitchen table shuddered and danced like crazy toy figures, shaken by an invisible earthquake. Perspiration covered Shirley's body and she began to gyrate, wildly. Her face was a bright red, flushed with unbearable heat, and she knew she was there. The peak was coming, hitting, and she knew her teacher was right. Enjoy it, and wear him out.
"Eeeyyyyaaarrrggghhh!" she screamed, her head banging against the table in total abandonment. "Commmiiinnnggguuuhhh… aaaggghhhrrrggghhh!"
Despite being clutched by the thick penis locked into her, Shirley felt as if she were being wildly tossed about like a cork in a maelstrom. Wave after wave of swift, intense currents poured over her, and delight shocked its way through her with the power of a lightning bolt.
"Uuummmphhhhhm! Hammmphhhh! Ooophhhhh!" she heard, and suddenly she realized Billy was also coming. His mouth remained glued to the dripping center of the teacher's frothing cunt, but the boy began spurting his hot jism into the boiling, quaking depths of Shirley's tormented cunt. Hot, sticky, searing jets of male seed spewed far up into her churning vaginal vastness. Billy's pelvis made obscene sucking noises now as it rammed against her body. And Shirley's cunt greedily drank the white, flaming seed springing from the floodgates of the boy's desire.
Crazy, orgiastic sounds continued spluttering from his cunt-covered mouth, and then a deep, high-pitched wail split the air.
"Eeeyyyiiiaaaggghhhhh!"
Lying back on the table, staring straight up, Shirley could see Clare Wagner's thighs suddenly tighten. She could even feel the woman's ankles around her head, and then explosions of oil came flooding out of Clare's cunt. Most of it was caught by Billy's tongue, but the rest of it splashed onto Shirley.
Staring straight up, Shirley saw the older woman shaking violently and wondered if Clare would be able to keep her balance as she pressed one hand flat against the wall, while gripping Billy's hair tightly with her other hand. Shirley saw Billy's tongue go into overdrive as it worked maddeningly, slurping through the woman's seething nookie, wringing every last little bit of ecstasy from her. And when it was over, Clare climbed off, made Billy lie on the floor, and she began licking his cock.



CHAPTER NINE


It was Saturday of the following week, and Shirley felt overjoyed. Her teacher had convinced her mother to allow Shirley to spend Saturday and Sunday with her. The parents were more than happy, knowing Shirley was going to be in capable hands. They knew their daughter would not get into any mischief this way. And so they had given Shirley a small weekend bag filled with pajamas and spare clothing, and they had watched their daughter walking to the bus stop.
Halfway to the bus stop Shirley encountered Harold Schaff.
"Forget it, Harold," she said, smiling at him. "Everything between us would've been fine if you hadn't listened to Billy about taking those movies. Now you go through the rest of your life without me. Go home and fuck your fist."
"Boy," Harold snapped at her. "That's some show of gratitude. I didn't even have to tell you what Billy was doing."
"Wrong," she smiled. "You had to tell me because you couldn't figure a way out of it by yourself. And you didn't want your own face being sold all over school. As things turned out, my face didn't even come out in those movies. Only yours. So in a way, I did you a favor. Now get lost."
Humming to herself, Shirley waited for the bus. When it arrived, she got on, paid her fare, then went to the back of the bus and sat down, careful not to wrinkle her red-with-white polka dot dress, and she stared out the window, smiling to herself. This weekend had been long in coming, and she could hardly wait to get to Miss Wagner's house.
The bus passed a hospital, and she smiled. Billy Kapp was still in the hospital, suffering, according to the doctors, from exhaustion. They had been unable to learn just what it was Billy was doing to make himself so worn out. But the boy was a mere shell of himself. He refused to say anything other than that he had been working out at some gymnasium-or-other. But no one was ever able to discover at what gym Billy had been working out.
Shirley's smile became even broader when she thought of the five different ways Billy had been made to climax in a period of less than three hours. Shirley had ridden in the car with Miss Wagner and Billy, but she had remained in the car when Miss Wagner had helped Billy inside. It was a physical impossibility for him to walk by himself.
Now she was on her way to what Miss Wagner had promised would be the first of many enjoyable evenings in her young life. Under her dress she no longer wore an undershirt, but a training bra. True, she was anticipating a little, but so what! Soon she would be discarding the training bra for the real thing. But she could wait. Growing up took time. And once one finally did grow up, all one could do after that was grow old. And that was something to which Shirley was definitely not looking forward.
The bus let her off at the right stop, and, swinging her weekend bag, she approached Miss Wagner's house. It was noon, but the house seemed closed. All the shades were down, and no one was about, outside.
Miss Wagner had told her to walk right in when she got there, so Shirley opened the door and entered. Shutting the door behind her, she went to the huge bedroom she would be sharing with Miss Wagner, and there, removed all her clothing. On the bed was a thin, gossamer negligee. It was a see-through negligee, and Shirley felt delightfully wicked, putting it on.
Then she went to the basement stairs, and barefooted, went downstairs. The huge basement was much larger than Billy Kapp's, and at the far end, in the darkness, was a movie screen. And on the movie screen, in rich, vibrant color, Shirley could see herself and Miss Wagner, and Billy Kapp. While Shirley and Billy had been originally fucking, Clare Wagner had been busy setting up a movie camera, herself. And then, with it being automatically run, Clare had stepped into the picture herself. What she and Shirley had done to Billy Kapp was enough to make the eyeballs pop on any man.
"Ah, at last," Clare said, stopping the projector and turning on the lights.
Shirley blinked, then looked at the two men sitting on the side of the room. Both were either in their late thirties or early forties, and both had strong, slender, virile bodies. They were wearing full length bathrobes. And from the tenting in front of each robe, it was obvious to Shirley, the sight of Miss Wagner and herself, totally naked, had aroused the two men.
"Shirley," Clare Wagner said to the young girl, "I want you to meet Bob and Steve. Bob's the friend I mentioned to you. And Steve is his friend. And after watching you in the film, both men have decided they would love to try you out, if you're willing."
"I'd love it," Shirley smiled as Clare Wagner removed her own diaphanous robe, revealing her beautiful body.
"I was sure you would," Clare smiled, and Shirley then opened her own robe, enjoying the stares of the two adult men.
Boy, this was going to be one helluva weekend, and there were so many more to follow. And as the men removed their robes, Shirley stared at their huge cocks, and knew this was really going to be some weekend. Wow!
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