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Part 1
Mg, ped, mast, oral, cons, mild bondage

I was spending the night on my sister-in-law's couch. Back then I was living about two hours outside the city and we had spent the evening at an unbearably tedious meeting of the board of a non-profit organization we served on. Thanks to one board member in particular the meeting went far longer than it should have; I spent most of that time fantasizing about jamming a hardback copy of Robert's Rules of Order right up his fat ass. With a jackhammer. By the time we got done it was pretty late and Jenny (actually my brother's wife's brother's wife) offered me crash space and I gratefully accepted.
I was happy to be spared the long drive home after dark, but I was happier at the thought of spending a night in the same house with Jenny's nine-year-old daughter, Renee. Despite the nominal nature of our relationship, Jenny and I had become good friends and I had gotten really close to her family. I had gotten especially close to Renee in the four years I'd known her. It had taken her a while to warm up to me but by the time she was six we were fast friends. By the time she was seven we were something more, as I had begun "grooming" her, I guess is the conventional phrase - first accidentally, but later as part of a deliberately planned campaign.
It started two Thanksgivings ago. We had all eaten the holiday meal at my brother's vacation home and stayed over the night. Friday morning I was watching some cartoons when Renee bounced in and plopped herself in my lap to join me. She was wearing panties and a sleeveless shorty nightgown, probably last year's because the hem barely reached her waist when she sat. The compact warmth of her, and the sweet scent of her baby shampoo were somewhat arousing. I began gently stroking her shoulders and arms and as she continued to seem completely absorbed in the tv I gradually became bolder and reached up under her nightie to stroke the smooth skin of her back up and down, tracing the outlines of her shoulder blades. Nothing more than that happened, and after ten minutes or so when someone called her from the kitchen to come have some cereal her warm little butt left behind an uncomfortable boner.
There were a couple similar incidents over the next few months, but it was shortly after her eighth birthday that my intentions changed from taking opportunities to making them. Jenny's husband, Rob, and I had taken Renee and her next oldest sibling, Karen, on an overnight trip - there was a special exhibit of animatronic dinosaurs at a science museum at the other end of the state, and the older girl was nuts for them at that time. The girls' father worked second shift so he was used to rising late and was the heaviest, soundest sleeper I've ever known. We were all sharing a motel room. Rob and I had the beds and the girls were on the floor in sleeping bags. They woke long before him and, bored, climbed into my bed when I showed signs of wakefulness. Tickling and a lot of muffled laughter and "shhh!"s ensued, but after Karen lost interest and turned on the tv it turned into something more. Renee was lying on her back next to me under the covers. Propped on one elbow, my back shielding the motion from her sister, I began gently fondling her chest, tweaking her tiny pink nipples and palming the little mounds of baby fat that would one day be breasts. I pushed her nightie up around her neck and spent half an hour or more lovingly touching every inch of her exposed skin from her collarbone down to her knees. I wasn't bold enough yet to reach underneath the elastic of her yellow cotton panties, but a couple of times I stroked over the top of them, even laying a finger down the length of her slit and pressing gently.
Renee was a little fireplug of a girl. Not fat, not at all, but short for her age and solidly built. She lay quiet beneath my unquestionably improper touching, her eyes closed and a little half smile playing across her face. Occasionally she would take a deep breath, hollowing out her little girl belly and pushing her ribs into relief, and gust it out in a soft sigh of pleasure. Her waist-length brown hair was draped across the pillow in two braids, and as I lay next to her I noted two tiny moles on her jawline, just below her delicate little left ear. Those tiny moles now became my obsession, the sight of them inextricably linked with the sense memory of the throbbing erection and blue balls I carried around for the rest of that morning.
When I heard her father stirring in the other bed I leaned over and whispered in her ear, "You're so pretty," and gently pressed my closed lips to hers. Her hazel eyes opened and looked into mine, her expression inscrutable. I couldn't tell what she thought about our activities but she wasn't objecting.
From then on I managed to arrange my days so that at least a couple of times a month I found myself in Jenny's neighborhood in the early afternoon. Renee and Karen were latchkey kids; they walked home from their elementary school and were on their own until Jenny got home around 4:30. Jenny always seemed happy to see me; usually I'd be helping the girls with their homework or nagging, uh, supervising them as they cleaned up their rooms. She might've been less happy if she could've seen us earlier in the afternoon. When I got there I would take Renee into her room on some pretext and close the door, and we would engage in a game of rub-and-tickle, usually ending with me fondling her immature titties as she lay giggling on her little bed. The last time I'd been there, I heard Jenny's keys rattle in the front door just as I had pressed my lips to her daughter's bluejean-clad crotch, feeling the warmth of her little cunny through her Levi's. I was up in a flash and had her bedroom door opened before her mom was in the house, but I could feel the girl's impassive gaze following me the rest of the afternoon.
Now I was making up my bed on the monster of a sectional couch in Jenny and Rob's den as the household prepared for sleep around me. Renee was the last to come in to say goodnight to me. As I pecked her on the cheek I also whispered in her ear, "If you wake up early, come see me." I knew that she typically awoke earlier than her parents or siblings. Then I stripped down to my boxers and lay down, drifting off to sleep with half a stiffy as I imagined what might happen come morning.
I woke in semidarkness; light filtered into the room from the nightlight in the hall behind me. Standing before me was my darling Renee, looking down at me with that same inscrutable gaze. Her hair was in two braids again, a little mussed from sleep. She was wearing a blue nightie with ribbon shoulder straps tied in bows; the fabric was thin enough that I could see the paleness of her panties, just above eye level where I lay. The nightie ended in frills at mid-thigh; beneath that her legs and sturdy feet were bare. I smiled and reached out to stroke the well-worn fabric covering her round tummy. "Hey. G'morning. Do you want to snuggle?" She nodded, so I pulled back the blanket covering me. The nine-year-old lay down, fitting her back against my hairy chest. Her shampoo-scented scalp came right under my chin and her round bubble butt pushed against my boxers. Immediately I could feel my cock swelling against her.
I reached my arm around to hold her, but this time I went underneath the hem of her nightie to gently caress the bare skin of her belly. She inhaled at my touch and I gently traced the bottom of her ribcage, moving my fingers around to tease in her bellybutton, then upwards to trace the lines of her neck, her breastbone. Then I was palming her little baby boobies. She didn't have real breasts yet but each tiny, pink, pointy nipple rode atop a small mound of puppyfat. I circled them in turn with my fingertips and lightly pinched and pulled them.
I leaned over to kiss the child's ear and along her jawline as I continued to fondle her. I could see her eyes were closed, face relaxed. Without opening her eyes, just as I pressed my lips against those two beautiful little moles, she said, "Do you want to kiss me all over?"
Her tone wasn't sultry or seductive, it was just a matter-of-fact question asked out of a nine-year-old's honest curiosity, but I was electrified. The pit of my stomach went hollow and my penis surged to full hardness against the cheeks of her little butt. What to do? Even giving her an honest answer would land me in a world of shit if she told, never mind if I actually did anything. The butterflies in my stomach gave way to cramps of fear as I briefly imagined Jenny and Rob's reaction if Renee told them in that same matter-of-fact way that Uncle had kissed her "all over". Still, what had I been leading up to for the past two years, if not this?
All that went through my mind in a flash but it was my cock, or rather the feel of it throbbing between Renee's pillowy butt cheeks, that made the decision for me. I hugged her tight against me and breathed "Yes, I would," into her delicate ear. "But you know grownups aren't supposed to kiss little girls like that, don't you? If I did, you couldn't tell anyone, not even Mommy or Daddy. That's a big secret for a little girl like you to have to keep. Can you do that?" Renee didn't speak, but her hair tickled my nose as she nodded. "Well, then, how about if I just touch you all over first to see if you like it?" Again she nodded.
Here went nothing. Gentle pressure on Renee's hip rolled her on to her stomach. She rested her cheek on her hands so she was looking directly into my eyes. Starting at the backs of her bare knees I rubbed my hand slowly upwards, again pushing under the hem of her nightie, over her panty-clad butt. I felt the smooth, warm skin of her back, her bony shoulder blades, then back down to those panties. I cupped a cheek, then gently squeezed each of them in turn. "Oh, you have a nice little butt," I told her. I turned my hand edge on so that my thumb was pressing gently against her anus as I slid my fingers down between her thighs, rubbing against her panties and feeling the heat of her immature cunny. I slowly sawed my hand back and forth like that I could feel her butt muscles clench. My fingers pushed into the fabric, sliding it up and down a little bit against her slit. "Is that nice?" I whispered. We were practically nose-to-nose, looking into each others' eyes like lovers. Hers were hazel, the pupils big in the dim light. Her nod was slight, but definite. She was enjoying this new intimate touching.
Grasping her shoulders, I indicated that she should roll over onto her back. She gazed up at me quietly as I ran my hands up her torso. I tugged gently on her nightie and she arched her back so that I could push the frilly hem all the way up to her chin. Except for her panties she was now nude from breastbone to toes. I rested my head in the crook of one elbow and let my other hand play all over her body, stroking her breasts, her belly, her thighs. I lightly pinched her little nipples. I palmed the lines of her ribs as her breathing deepened underneath my touch and her eyelids drooped closed. I smoothed my hand over her panties, tugging lightly on the little pink bow at their front. As I rubbed my fingers down over her slit, I gently pushed her legs a little apart. My penis was straining against the soft fabric of my flannel boxer shorts, and I was able to rub it gently against her naked thigh. I gripped the inside of that thigh, and moved my hand up and down, pressing to increase the friction against me. The child size of her, the warmth and heft of her little limbs, was incredibly arousing.
Now I was ready to move beyond where Renee and I had ever gone before. As my palm slid back up I nudged my fingers beneath the elastic legband of her panties. I stopped there, with my fingertips just underneath, no more. "I'm going to go inside now. OK?" She opened her eyes and looked at me and, after a small hesitation, nodded. Our gazes locked as I gently pushed upwards, moving my hand up until my fingers touched the crease between thigh and crotch. I traced along it then angled my hand inwards until finally my fingers were touching the fleshy pad of her labia majora. I stroked lightly over the smooth, hairless flesh, watching my knuckles shift and bulge under the thin fabric. Renee's eyes widened as she felt a man's touch on her for the first time. Her mouth dropped slightly open and her breath gusted out in a soft sigh.
We stayed nose-to-nose like that as I continued feeling her lips and her smooth mound for several minutes, moving my fingers up and down, back and forth. I gently traced the cleft of her immature slit but made no attempt to penetrate inside, not yet. Her skin was hot to the touch and dampened with sweat as I played with her, but if she was lubricating at all her nine-year-old vagina wasn't yet juicy enough to leak. As I fondled the child, my penis strained and jumped against the fabric of my underwear. Precum was flowing freely. I found myself involuntarily hunching a growing wet spot against Renee's solid little thigh, anything to increase the contact with the warmth of her body.
It could see in Renee's face how pleasure gradually overcame the new strangeness of being fondled under her panties. Her expression relaxed, her eyes half-closed and her breath again became deep and regular. She made a soft, almost inaudible little sighing sound from the back of her throat on each exhale. Her evident enjoyment, the smell of her baby shampoo, the heat rising off her body, the forbidden eroticism of knowing that only a thin layer of fabric separated my swollen cock from a nearly-naked child, all combined to dissolve my shaky resolve to proceed slowly and with caution. I withdrew my fingers from the leghole of her panties and tugged at the waistband. "So, I think you like that, huh? Ready for me to kiss on you?" I didn't really wait for an answer, but Renee didn't resist in any way as I worked her panties down her thighs. I left them at knee level for the moment and started to sit up. I brought my hand up to my nose, inhaling deeply. My fingers were damp with her sweat and carried the unique aroma of prepubescent cunt - not musky and sharp like an adult woman, but still slightly pungent yet sweet.
Renee watched me quizzically. "What're you doing?" she whispered.
"You smell good," I whispered back. "Here, sniff." I put my fingers underneath her nose, tracing her delicate Cupid's bow and stroking her lips. She sniffed, wrinkled her nose and shook her head slightly - evidently she didn't agree with me. Without further comment I swung my leg over her and sat back on my heels, straddling her where she lay exposed on the couch. I gazed down at her. The little nine-year-old looked pale and vulnerable beneath my adult form. Her hazel eyes gleamed in the shadowy predawn half-light. She could not have failed to notice how my erection tented out my boxers, though I didn't know what she made of it. The ribbon straps of her pale blue nightie were loose over her delicate shoulders, as the material and frilly hem were rucked up at her armpits. She rested her hands on her naked belly, making no attempt to hide her nipples on their pads of baby fat; they rose and fell gently with her breathing in the dim light. A fading pink pucker across her waist showed where the elastic of her panties had been until moments ago. Below that...ah! I sucked in a sharp breath as I really beheld Renee's smooth, hairless vulva for the first time. Her mound was prominent above two beautiful, perfect chubby lips. Her legs were mostly closed, making a sharp crease outside of each lip at the juncture of her thigh. The slit was quite open with even a little keyhole widening at the very top but it was just a dark line in the dimness, with no sign of her clit hood showing. I couldn't resist running my fingertips back over her, feeling the smooth, rubbery skin of her mound, the way it gave beneath my touch, the warmth of it more intense as I slid my hand down over the lips between her thighs, this time pressing my middle finger into that open slit. I rubbed the length of that finger up and down, up and down, going faster now, pressing hard enough to separate the lips somewhat and this time feeling some moisture, wetness from the hot core of her beginning to seep out. She tried to move her legs apart but they were bound at the knees by her panties.
"That feels...ah!" Renee gasped as my finger, stroking faster and more roughly now, rubbed over the little bump of her baby clit, finally coming out to play. "Ah...ah...stop!" Her voice was raising above a whisper so I quickly complied, pulling my hand away from her now-slippery crotch. Again I brought my fingers to my nose, wiping her secretions on my nostrils and lips, and opening my mouth to suck them clean. Oh, the smell and taste of a little girl's first cunt-juice! Spicy, sweet, a bit acrid - the sensation shot straight from my nose and mouth to my cock which strained and oozed precum in my boxers. The feel of it rubbing against the damp fabric became almost too much to bear.
I realized I was trembling, crouched above the preteen object of my lust. I opened my eyes to see her looking up at my quizzically. "Here come your kisses!" I whispered harshly and immediately swooped down on her. I slid my knees back and lay down over her. Supporting most of my weight on my elbows, I grabbed her wrists in my hands, pulling her hands off her stomach and holding her arms up over her head, out of the way. My mouth went directly to her undeveloped chest to capture a pink, dime-sized nipple and suck it in enthusiastically. I sucked it, I tongued it, I kissed it, I even nibbled at it gently with my teeth. The child began to squirm and writhe beneath my aggressive oral attack. My tool was wedged between her knees, just below her panties. Her calves were pressing together and releasing, rubbing it through my boxers which were now drenched and slippery with precum. That wonderful friction just spurred me on - I transferred my attention to her other nipple, repeating the attack with even more vigor. I captured it between my teeth and pulled back, stretching the little bud an inch, almost two inches, further, until it scraped free and snapped back. Renee gave a little yip, of pain or pleasure at that point I couldn't have said - or cared. I did it again. Another yip. Too loud. I shifted my grip on her skinny wrists, capturing them both crossed above her head in my right hand, and placed my left firmly over her mouth. Her eyes were open wide now, not scared or angry yet, but a little wild. "Shhh!" I said fiercely, then resumed my gentle torture of her little nips. Her body was now tossing and wriggling in earnest, jerking each time I bit down - not too hard, didn't want to leave marks - on a nipple. She made little "mph!" noises behind my hand. She was trying to kick her legs, but the weight of my hips and her binding panties prevented it. She did manage to rub my boxers around until my rampant penis poked out of the fly.
The sudden feel of naked skin against skin shocked me. I turned loose of her nipple with a low groan and realized I was on the brink of going too far, if I hadn't already. Gentling my oral ministrations, I started kissing and tongueing Renee all over her heaving chest, licking up to her armpits, the hollow of her fragile-looking throat, down to the line of her ribcage and her heaving belly. Gradually her futile struggles calmed and all the time I was watching her face. As I saw her eyes lose their expression of strain and concern, I loosened and removed my hand over her mouth. I didn't turn loose of her wrists, though - holding her captive like that was turning me on something fierce, I realized.
With her mouth uncovered, Renee spoke - in a whisper, thankfully. "That hurt a little. Please don't do that any more."
"Don't bite, you mean? Sorry. Just more kisses from here on, K?" The girl nodded, perhaps a little uncertainly, but it was clear that for the most part she was enjoying the tongue-bath I was giving her. As I carried on licking and kissing all over her torso she was still writhing gently - I realized she was pushing up her body against wherever my lips traveled. She was tugging and twisting her wrists as well, not really trying to get free so much as just testing the limits of her manual bondage.
I kissed down Renee's chest as far as I could while still holding her arms fully extended above her head. It wasn't far enough, so I had to perform a complicated bit of ballet. Without turning loose of her wrists or interrupting the tongue-bath of her nipples, I swung my knee over her and dismounted the couch. The head of my stalk bounced against her thighs as I moved, sliming her smooth skin with my juice. I ended up kneeling on the floor before her as she lay stretched out. I grabbed her panties with my free hand, sliding them the rest of the way down her legs. I pulled her near leg free of the underwear, then grasped the far leg at the knee and lifted it up, pressing it against the back of the couch. Pale pink panties dangled sexily from her ankle as she waved her foot around in the air. Now her child cunt was exposed and accessible to me.
When I leaned forward my cockhead dug into the couch fabric; I had to pull back and flex my groin so the organ bounced upwards and I could trap it flat between my body and the cushion. With my arm binding Renee's wrists fully extended I could kiss my way down her abdomen, just to the top of her mound. The lush smell of her immature pussy again filled my nostrils. I slid my free hand up her thigh and used my fingers to pry her lips apart and rapidly diddle at her little clit. Her hips bucked against - or away from, I couldn't be sure - my rough masturbation; the skin of her mound actually banged into my teeth a couple of times. I dragged her wrists down from over her head so they were crossed in front of her and pressed them down onto her abdomen so that now both her hands and her body were somewhat restrained. She could still move in response to my increasingly violent frigging into her hairless slit, but not enough to escape my questing tongue and lips.
And my arm no longer extended over the small girl's head, so I was free to kiss my way down onto her labia. I took my finger off her clit and again used my hand to pin her thigh up against the couch back, which spread her slit open to me. I gently mouthed each lip in turn, stretching it out a little, savoring the moist heat of the rubbery flesh as it slid across my face. I swiped my tongue up one lip and down the other, around and around, zeroing in on the slit until finally I dug my stiffened tongue as far into her little keyhole as I could, feeling for the stiff nubbin within. Renee had been struggling silently throughout, but as I tasted her juice directly for the first time the breath huffed out of her in a little "huhnnn!" Soft, panting moans filled my ears as I pushed my tongue into her slit, sliding up and down. She started struggling more energetically against me; in response I pressed her thigh harder into the couch back, but I lifted the pressure off her belly, instead just squeezing her crossed wrists together in my grip. Her free leg tried to close but I dug the point of my chin into the very top of her thigh and she was unable to press hard against it.
For some minutes I continued to force rough cunnilingus on the helpless child. She struggled continuously but I could tell she wasn't in pain, just overwhelmed by the new sensations. Her mouth was free; with a single shout she could have roused the house and brought our game to a tragic (for me) finish. Instead, glances up at her face showed me that her lips were pressed tightly together except when her breath puffed out. Her eyes were screwed shut now and two little smudges of red were visible on her chubby cheeks in the dim light. And while she was of course no match for my adult strength it was clear Renee was not struggling to the limit of hers. There's a certain comfort for children in being lightly restrained; psychologically, they want adults to set limits on them. Physically, babies respond well to swaddling, moderately tight wraps that pin their arms and legs. Renee was far from a baby but she was also far from a woman or even an adolescent. Either way, on some level the restraint was, if not magnifying her newfound sexual pleasure, at least not detracting from it.
Her cunny was now lubricating freely; her juices sheened the smooth bald lips and smeared my cheeks, wetting my mustache and beard. The flavor and aroma of the nine-year-old girl's first arousal was magical, beyond intoxicating. I could've eaten her for hours, but approaching dawn was brightening the windows and I could tell our time was getting short. I had to finish her off - and finish myself off - pretty soon now.
I hopped back up on the couch. But his time instead of kneeling astraddle Renee's legs, I sat right down on her chest. I didn't put anywhere near my full weight on her, but it was just like a child's wrestling pin. I turned loose of her wrists but immediately pushed my knees down on her upper arms. One thing, though, she'd never been pinned by a child with a dripping stiff adult-sized hairy erection. My cock waved right in front of her face, even slapping her on the chin a couple of times as I settled into place, drooling little shiny splashes of precum onto her. She stared at it, mesmerized, as it waved in the air. The naked skin of her torso was warm against my backside and thighs. With one hand I reached up to stroke her face and hair, feeling the sweat beading on her delicate upper lip and her forehead. WIth the other, I reached behind me and again shoved a finger into her hot, tight slit, probing for the clitoris. The effect on her was immediate - her struggles beneath me resumed and redoubled in force. As I mauled her little button the flush on her cheeks began to spread down her neck and onto her innocent pre-breasts. I added a second finger and my thumb, stretching her bald cuntlips wide and gripping the flesh of her now-exposed clit and hood. Her little huffing sighs quickly rose in volume and pitch, to the point where I had to again cover her mouth. Now I was frankly torturing the little pellet of flesh, pulling it to the limit of its stretch and squeezing, pinching it against my thumbnail, flicking it rapidly back and forth. Renee's eyes were wide and glassy; her breath was hot and whistled rapidly in and out of her snub nose against the edge of my palm. My hand was clamped hard over her mouth and chin, my thumb squeezing her jaw shut. That muffled but increasingly could not stifle her high-pitched little cries.
Her struggles became even more urgent below me and suddenly she stiffened, shoving her naked chest up against me. A series of keening, snuffling whines forced themselves through her nose and I could feel her baby pussy clenching at my invading fingers in time with her spasms. Renee was having her first orgasm at my hands! That knowledge, the erotic feeling of her hot bare skin rubbing my scrotum through my thin underpants, the feel of my cock bouncing and wiggling from her motion, the smell and taste of her prepubescent juices still on my face - it was all too much for me, and I felt my nuts draw tight to my body as I started to ejaculate violently. I threw my head back and closed my eyes, grunting as the first shot fired nearly straight up in the air and fell to paint a rope of gooey semen from Renee's hair onto the couch cushion over her head. I was consumed and paralyzed with pleasure as more shots burned out of me, plopping onto her nose and cheeks, into one eye, my hand where it covered her lower face, and then dribbling onto the tangled mess of her nightie around her neck.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity and yet not nearly long enough, I came back to myself. No less than the child lying beneath me I was panting and covered in sweat. My wilting cock was almost sore from the force of my orgasm. I realized that both the fingers shoved against Renee's baby clit and the hand clamped across her face were squeezing her much too tightly, and I yanked both away. With her mouth free, the child began panting, her chest trying to heave against my weight. One eye was gummed completely with my hot spunk. Knowing how much that could sting, I wiped it clear with my thumb, then absently licked it and the back of my hand clean as I surveyed the rest of the mess. Her forehead, cheeks, nose and hair were liberally painted with sperm, but I was more worried about the blobs of it darkening her nightgown and the couch fabric around her head. I'd have to get a damp towel from the kitchen quickly to prevent my cum from drying into its characteristic stains where Jenny would certainly notice it.
First, though, I had to make sure that Renee was OK with what had just happened. She was starting to catch her breath in little gulps and pants. I eased my knees off her forearms and she brought her hands to her face, wiping at the globs of semen and smearing it into an even sheen. Even exhausted as I was, the unintended sexiness of the gesture made me catch my breath. She looked at her gummy hands in mild dismay, then shifted her gaze to my softening penis where it rested, dribbling slime between her pink nipples. "Your thingy squirted on me," she said in a somewhat accusatory tone.
"Shh," I reminded her, bending my face down closer to hers. "Uh-huh. That's what happens when a boy feels really good. Seeing you and touching you and kissing you made me feel that way. Did you feel really good, too?"
She thought about it for a minute, then whispered, "Yeah. It was weird, but...you held me down. Yeah. I think I peed."
I reached behind me, brushing my fingers over her vulva and feeling the cushion beneath her butt. "No, honey, you didn't pee. That's just the good feeling girls get. I have to clean you up quick, now, before people start waking up. You just rest here for a sec, I'm going to get a towel from the kitchen." Without bothering to tuck my sticky penis back into my boxers, I stood and started to turn...and froze. Standing halfway up the front stairs was eleven-year-old Karen. She was staring down at us, her hands covering her mouth and her blue eyes wide with shock. It looked like she had been there for awhile. Uh-oh.



Part 2
Mgg, ped, mast, oral, cons, reluc, humil, bond

Run? Shit? Go blind? Run? Shit? Go blind?
That was pretty much all that went through my head for those first frozen seconds after I realized that eleven-year-old Karen had been watching me diddle, eat out, ejaculate on, and bring her nine-year-old sister, Renee, to her first orgasm as she lay pinned beneath me on the sectional couch. Karen was gaping at the tableau of her little sister lying naked and spent, nightgown at her chin, panties dangling from one ankle, face glazed with my semen. And me, standing rooted to the spot, my softened, cum-coated cock still hanging out of the fly of my boxer shorts.
My mind was racing but going nowhere. All I could think was that in seconds Karen would have the whole house in an uproar, and from then on my day which had started so pleasantly would go rapidly downhill.
What to do? What to do? The best my whirling brain could come up with was, "pretend like nothing's wrong" followed by "stall". Casually tucking my peter back in my shorts (I hope it looked casual; I'd never had to do it before under an eleven-year-old girl's horrified, bug-eyed stare) I quickly crossed the room stood at the foot of the stairs looking up at her. "Good morning, sweetie," I said, pitching my voice at a whisper in the hopes she would respond in the same tone. There was no response from the older girl; she was just as stunned as I was, I guess. She just stood there in her yummy sushi pajamas, hands clapped over her mouth, eyes locked on her sperm-smeared younger sister.
Not an optimal response, but it was still a few more seconds with her not screaming at the top of her lungs. Take what you can get, my new motto. I mounted the first couple of steps and reached up to lay my hand on her thin shoulder. "Come and sit down with your sister and I'll explain, OK?"
My touch, though, seemed to rouse the girl from a trance. Her head snapped around to look down at me, and her clear blue eyes were dark and flashing with anger. One hand balled into a little fist as if she were going to take a punch at me; the other pointed at me accusingly. "You...you...you're RAPING her! You're raping my sister!" Throwing off my hand, she dodged around me and ran, her waist-length dark blonde hair flying, to throw herself onto the couch and seize her beloved little sister in a fierce hug.
Oh shit. The situation was going south faster than Sherman's army through Georgia. There was no screaming yet, but that's about all I could say for it. I crossed back to the couch. Renee was submitting to her older sister's hug but her little face looked puzzled as if she didn't know what all the fuss was about. If I had any hope of getting out of this with my balls intact, she had to be the key.
I sat down behind Renee facing Karen, leaning forward but not touching the girls. I pitched my voice low, above a whisper but quiet. "Honey, I didn't rape your sister. We just did some stuff together, for fun. But she asked me to. I'd never rape your sister, or rape anyone. Ask her yourself."
Renee, bless her heart, piped up at this point. "What's 'rape'?" she asked in the same low tone. She broke the hug and sat back between her older sister and me. Her nightgown had fallen back down around her waist but since her panties were still wrapped around one pretty ankle her cunny was partly exposed, lips still red and irritated-looking from their recent workout.
Karen looked from me to her sister and back, puzzlement replacing anger on her face. Despite the direness of my situation I almost guffawed when I realized that a shiny spot on her cheek was a smear of my own cum rubbed off from Renee's face. Karen didn't look much like her sister - she was tall and slim where Renee was short and stocky, her skin golden where Renee's was more olive, her waist-length hair was dark blond and fine where Renee's was brown and slightly wavy. Their personalities were very different, too - Karen was more concerned with her elementary-school social status, less independent and more biddable, which made most adults think of her as a good girl. Although looking at her, I could see that she was not completely a girl any more. Tiny bumps just barely broke the plane of her loose pajama top and there was the merest suggestion of a flare beginning at her slender hips. Now she leaned forward and spoke earnestly, the words tumbling out of her in a rush, "But he was touching your bathing suit parts! They told us in Family Life class at church, bad men want to touch girls under our bathing suits! And they would force us to undress! And...and hurt us! And he was naked and his thing was...was...in your face, and..."
"He didn't make me. I asked him. It felt good down here," Renee interrupted, cupping her hand over her smooth vulva.
"See?" I said. "You know I love your sister, and I love you. Whatever they told you in church, I'd never hurt you. I know it must've looked scary, but I was just making her feel good. I was giving her tingles in her private place. Haven't you ever touched yourself on your privates before?"
"No!" the older girl shook her head vigorously, but she blushed bright red at the same time. Interesting. Well, I'd come back to that. "Look, even if she asked, grownups aren't supposed to touch kids that way! You aren't supposed to take out your..." She paused, gathering her courage to say the word, "penis!"
"Maybe that's true, but look - Renee asked me to. So if you tell on me, you'll be telling on your sister too. You'll get me in terrible trouble but Renee will be in trouble too. Is that what you want?"
"But...she's just little. She doesn't know!"
"But you don't know either. You don't know. If you've never touched yourself down there, I mean." Karen started to reply, but then snapped her mouth shut. "Look, just don't tell right now, OK? Please. I'll come over after school one day this week and Renee and I will explain it all to you, won't we, Renee? And if after that you still think I raped her you can always tell then. If you don't tell now you can still tell later but if you tell now and you get your sister in trouble and then you decide you were wrong you can't undo it, can you?"
"Well...OK. But I can still tell!" But as soon as "OK" was out of her mouth I was on my way to the kitchen. I wetted a hand towel and brought it back. First, I gently wiped Renee's face clean of the now-flaking glaze of sperm I had ejaculated onto her - was it less than 15 minutes ago? - then I scrubbed at the hem of her nightgown. The spots of cum hadn't yet dried and stained, but now there was a big damp patch all across the bottom. The couch got the same treatment and thankfully the result was much less visible.
"Honey, you better go get dressed and put your nightie in the hamper, OK?"
"OK!" The little girl bounced off the couch and scampered up the stairs. I leaned towards Renee; she flinched slightly as I took her chin in my hand, but all I did was gently wipe the towel across the smear of cum on her cheek. But then I put my face close to hers, hardening my expression and whispering fiercely, "You know what? I think you're a liar." Her eyes widened and she tried to shake her head but I tightened my grip on her chin. "I think you do so touch yourself. I think you think it's wrong, but you do it anyway. Isn't that right? Isn't it?"
The girl's eyes went wide and she blushed again. "N...no! I never...!"
I was almost certain I was right, and I began to think about how I could leverage a bit of childish guilt into ensuring Karen's silence. I released her with no further comment. It was full daylight now, and I could hear Jenny and Rob starting to move around in the master suite down the hall. I cast my eyes around the room and at the last second spied a scrap of pink cloth on the floor in front of the staircase. Renee had forgotten to pull her panties up in her haste, and had just stepped right out of them. I quickly grabbed them and stuffed them down the front of my own underwear, then set about dressing. Karen sat silently on the couch, scowling.
True to my word, a couple of days later Renee and Karen found me sitting on the porch when they walked up to the house after school. Renee smiled and hugged me, but Karen hung back. I complimented the older girl on her new eyeglasses, pink-tinted wire frames with little oval lenses. I made the girls a snack while they changed into their playclothes, matching cotton sundresses and sandals. I couldn't have chosen better myself, and couldn't resist lecherous peeks down the fronts of the loose garments as I put plates of apple slices in front of them. Sure enough, I got a glimpse of two cute puffy pink knobs poking out Karen's otherwise flat chest. They looked yummy, and I hoped that before Jenny came home I'd be having a snack of my own.
Renee's dress had more growing room left in it so it hung more loosely on her - I love that, it's so sexy when a little girl's top is too big and hangs low enough that it comes close to exposing her nipples. I could see clear down her front to her panties. Today's were blue. Which reminded me... "I have something for you, Renee." I reached into my knapsack and placed on the table the pair of pink panties she had abandoned the other morning in her hurry to get dressed. "I hope you don't mind, I've been masturbating into them a lot since I took them home, but I washed them after." I'd been imagining saying that line to the nine-year-old girl during the past two days as I stroked the thin cotton over my boner. Before I finally threw them in the wash this morning they were stiff and crusty and reeking of my cum. The lewdness of the simple statement turned me on as much as my fantasy had; I was already stiffening inside my loose cargo shorts.
"What's 'mas-tur-bat-ing'?" Renee asked, pronouncing the unfamiliar word carefully.
"You know how I touched your private parts and made you feel good?" The child nodded. "Well, if you touch yourself that way to feel good, that's masturbating. Boys do it differently than girls. What I did, was I wrapped your panties around my thingy and rubbed them up and down until I felt good, and then I squirted into them."
"EWWW!" Karen looked revolted. "You squirted that...stuff...into them?! Gross!"
"Hey, I said I washed them afterwards. They're clean - smell!" I snatched up the underwear from the table and shoved the fabric under the older girl's nose. She tried to turn her head away but I grabbed her face, pushing the panties' crotch into her nose and mouth. Renee giggled at the sight of her older sister's eyes peering through the legholes. I held Karen's head still just long enough for her to know that she was helpless in my grasp, then dropped the panties back on the tabletop.
"If that's what it's called, I mas-tur-bat-ed yesterday." Renee was a straightforward little girl, and it really turned me on when she talked so plainly about her newfound sexual pleasures. At age nine she hadn't yet developed sexual hangups in the adult or adolescent manner; she just knew what felt good and had no inhibitions about it.
I wanted to encourage that attitude as much as possible. "You did? You figured that out all by yourself?" The little girl nodded. "Cool! I bet that was fun. Everyone does it, you know. I do it, now you do it, your big sister does it, don't you Karen?"
As I expected, the older girl tried to deny it. She blushed from the roots of her blond hair almost down to her pretty little painted toenails. "No, I don't!" she insisted, shaking her head.
"Aw, c'mon, Karen, you do too," I kept my tone light, not confrontational. "You don't want to lie to your little sister, do you? It's no big deal. There's nothing wrong with feeling good."
"But they said at church you shouldn't, that it was bad!"
"Well, maybe they're wrong at church. If they're right, then your sister's bad too. Does that sound right to you?"
"But you made her!"
"You know that's not true, honey, Renee told you herself she asked me. Isn't that right, Renee?" The younger girl nodded, fascinated by the byplay between me and her sister. "And anyway, I wasn't even here yesterday and she just told us she masturbated then. You can tell us, we don't think you're bad. You do it, don't you? Don't you?"
Still blushing, Karen bowed her head. "...yes," she half-whispered.
I reached over and gave her a hug. "That's my good girl. It's always better to be honest, isn't it?" I'd been giving a lot of thought to this over the past two days. I needed to make sure that Karen wouldn't tell what she saw, and I couldn't be certain that just not wanting to get her sister in trouble would be enough, especially if at church they'd been stuffing her head full of a bunch of sex-phobic nonsense - or even worse for my purposes, a bunch of sense about watching out for child molesters. I needed to put her in the position where she'd have a secret to keep as well.
"Well, look, I promised I'd show you that there was nothing bad going on so you wouldn't need to tell on us. You girls finish your snacks and let's go in Renee's bedroom."
Renee was many things, but neat wasn't one of them. Pillows and stuffed animals spilled off her unmade bed onto the floor. A tributary of dirty laundry flowed out of her half-open closet door, joining with the river of toys, books, shoes, school papers, and goodness knows what else. With a few sweeps of my foot I cleared an area in front of the full-length mirror hanging next to her closet. She had two child-sized desk chairs, dark-painted with bentwood arms, and I set them in front of the mirror, about three feet apart at a slight angle so that I could sit on the floor at the apex of the shallow triangle they made. I had the girls sit down; Renee sprawled casually but Karen sat hunched over, her hands trapped between her knobby knees, radiating anxiety. As I sat Indian-style I made no attempt to conceal how I adjusted my erection to point down my leg. My long shorts covered it, but the bulge was plainly visible to both children.
"Renee, I think first of all you should show me how you masturbated yesterday. I need to make sure you're doing it right so you won't hurt yourself."
"In front of Karen? Is that OK?"
"Yeah, it's OK. She needs to see that you like it and I'm not making you; otherwise she still might tell."
The older girl was getting more uncomfortable by the minute. "No, it's OK," she began, "I won't tell, I promise..."
I overrode her. "No, you have to watch this. You said I was raping Renee. That was a mean thing to say to me, and I've got to prove that I wasn't. So just sit quietly and watch." I turned back to the younger girl. "Besides, she might even learn something about how to do it good. Here, scoot forward so she can see." I reached out and wrapped my hands around the nine-year-old's waist, pulling at her short sundress as she slid forward so that it came free from under her butt. I bunched it up around her waist, exposing her panties and a thin strip of her pudgy belly. I grabbed her behind her knees and hoisted her legs up and over the arms of the chair, spreading her wide. Her butt cheeks actually raised off the chair seat a little so she was sitting on her spine. With her hips canted forward, her belly baby fat was emphasized. Her sandal-shod feet kicked a little bit as she wriggled a bit further forward and adjusted her bare legs to hang over the chair more comfortably.
Her panties were stretched tight, the bulge of her mound pressing out at the top; below that, a taut hollow where her lips were pulled apart by her spread thighs. She looked good enough to eat - but class was still in session; my after-school snack would have to wait a bit. "Just do it like you did yesterday, sweetie," I encouraged. Renee held the fingers of her right hand together and slightly cupped and began rubbing little circles on her underwear just below her mound, pressing the fabric into her slit. My cock lurched against my leg; making no attempt to hide what I was doing, I had to reach down and give it a rub through the fabric. The contrast between the surroundings, the trappings of a normal third-grader's life made the girl's lewd display of her crotch to her big sister and a grown man that much more shocking.
Before long Renee started to move her compact little butt, pushing into her fingers as they circled more rapidly around her panty-covered baby clit. Afternoon sunlight fell across her face, showing little beads of sweat popping out on her forehead and upper lip. A small dark stain appeared at the bottom of the crotch of her panties, slowly enlarging as she worked the fabric into her slit with growing vigor.
I was spellbound watching the nine-year-old masturbate. She was rubbing herself like a pro, especially considering that it was just two days ago that I'd given her her first orgasm ever. She stopped rubbing now just long enough to move her hand up and back down inside her panties. Immediately her little fingers began working underneath the fabric. After a few seconds, though, I reached out and took hold of her wrist. "We can't see, honey," I said, drawing her hand up. The elastic snapped back against her chubby belly. Her fingertips were wet with her secretions. I pulled the damp gusset to one side with my other hand, exposing her hairless cunny to the air. Her slit was pulled open, juice leaking from the tiny vaginal opening at the bottom. At the top, her delectable clit bud was just peeking out. I couldn't resist giving it a little rub with my thumb.
"Ooo!" Renee made a soft little exclamation of surprise and her butt jumped and twitched at my touch. She resumed rubbing herself, her little hand moving faster and faster. I looked over at her big sister who was watching the lewd performance with consternation. I caught her eye and ostentatiously sniffed my thumb then sucked it into my mouth. The taste and smell of Renee's baby honey filled my senses. The older girl's face showed puzzlement and a little disgust at my obvious pleasure.
Renee was quickly approaching her peak. Her eyes were screwed shut, her little lips pursed, her breath huffing raggedly in and out of her nose. Her butt was now moving continuously, the tendons on her inner thighs standing taut in relief as she wriggled around on the chair. Her breathing and the "slish" of wet skin on skin as she pushed her clitty back and forth were the only sounds in the room. Then she stiffened. Her knees clamped down over the chair arms, her toes pointed straight down. Her legs spasmed rhythmically, her butt jumping up and down above the wooden seat. Her hand became a blur as she gasped loudly and repeatedly in her high voice, "Ah! Ah! Ah! Ahhhhh....." Slowly her body relaxed. Her feet came up as her knees straightened and she kicked them a little, like any little girl might even though unlike any little girl she made no move to hide her shiny, wet, hairless vagina from our view. Her hand stilled, pressing her fingers firmly onto her baby clitoris. Her eyes opened and a big smile spread across her face.
"Wow, you got there quick, didn't you?" I praised the little girl. "You know, the more you do that, the easier it gets and the better it feels. You should do it at least once a day, if you can, like at night after you're in bed or whenever you're alone." I turned to the older girl. "See? That's the same as you saw the other morning. She was having fun, not hurting. You can see that now, right?" Karen reluctantly nodded. She was obviously confused; she'd just seen her little sister whom she loved doing something she'd been told was bad, yet the younger child had obviously enjoyed it. Just as obviously Renee felt no shame about it, sitting as she was with her legs spread wide, panties pulled to the side and her hand now gently spreading her juices all over her lips and mound. I could see her trying to work it out in her head - if it was ok for little girls to do this, maybe it was ok for grownups to do it to them as well? But if was ok, then the adults at church were wrong. But they were adults, and teachers, and they'd always been right before. But if they were right, then her little sister was bad. And around and around. I felt sorry for her, her little head must have been spinning - just the way I wanted it. "Now you've seen how Renee does it. Is that the same as the way you do it?"
Again the fifth-grader blushed beet-red right down to the roots of her blond hair. She wouldn't meet my eyes, looking instead at her hands twisting in her lap. "...no," she mumbled, "I...use something, and...it's different..."
Use something, did she? Hunched her pillow, maybe, or a favorite stuffed animal. "Different how?"
"I never go, like...all stiff like she did..."
"Oh, dear," I put concern into my tone. "But that's the part that feels best. If you're not getting that, you're definitely doing it wrong. Tell you what," I said as if the idea had just occurred to me, "You better show us how you do it. Go get what you use, and I'll see if I can tell what you're doing wrong."
"..."
"What's that, dear?"
She hunched over, refusing to look at me, barely speaking above a whisper. "I don't wanna..."
I slid closer to her, looking up at her and taking her chin in my hand, forcing her to make eye contact. "Honey, you have to." I made my voice firm at first, then slipped into a softer, wheedling tone. "Look, I'm going to show you how to feel better. Your sister really enjoys masturbating, and I bet you will, too, once I show you how to do it right. Now, be a good girl. Go get what you use, and come back here. Go on, now!" She was up and out of the room like a shot, just pleased to be released from the bizarre situation and the disquieting view of her little sister's bald, spread cunt.
I was probably in the clear now, having so badly confused and upset her that she wouldn't want to think about the situation or otherwise deal with it any more, but it'd be better - as well as much more fun for me - if she would submit to performing for me. If she did something herself that she suspected was wrong, it was that much less likely she'd ever bring it up with another adult.
Renee watched her sister bolt with a puzzled expression. "Why's she all weird like that?" she asked me.
I shrugged. "She's probably just embarrassed that you know how to do something she doesn't, even though you're littler."
"Do I haveta watch her? My cartoons are on."
"No, I guess not - but one thing." I grabbed at my cock where it made an obvious outline on the leg of my shorts. "My thingy got all hard watching you play with yourself." I gazed at her hairless spread lips, nearly at eye level where I sat on the floor before her. "I wanna taste you a little bit, OK?"
She looked at me suspiciously. "It's not gonna squirt on me again, is it? I don't want to get all gooey."
"No, sweetie, I promise. I won't even take it out. I just want to lick you a little, 'cause you taste so good. Come on, you'll like it. You liked it before."
The little girl sighed, the picture of a child put upon by adults' inexplicable requests. "I guess."
I took that as permission. Scooting over to her chair I cupped her round little butt in my hands, sliding my fingers beneath her panties. I used my thumbs to spread her moist, slippery lips even further and lowered my face, pushing first my nose and then my tongue up the length of her. Her smell was subtle but quite strong and it further inflamed my lust. My cock throbbed against my leg as I noisily slurped and licked at her. She squirmed uncomfortably when I centered on her clit - oversensitive from her recent workout, I supposed - so I just swirled my tongue around it and up and down her bald labia, greedily lapping up her juices and frankly slobbering on her. After a minute or two I sat back up, pulled her panties back over to cover her beautiful vulva and patted it gently. I licked my lips as I looked into her hazel eyes, slurping the last of her essence into my mouth. "Yum, yum. Thanks, sweetie!"
"Gross," she answered. "I pee from there." But having done her duty, she put her sandaled feet on the floor and stood to leave.
"Just one thing, sweetie," I stopped her. "You know how before, I had to cover your mouth to keep you from making noise when you were feeling so good?"
"It hurt some, too," she corrected me.
"Right, but my point is, I'm not going to cover Karen's mouth since there's no one home but us. So don't worry if you hear her getting loud, it just means she's feeling good. You go ahead and watch your cartoons, and in a little while we'll be down and we'll get started on your homework, OK?"
Again Renee leveled that unreadable gaze at me. Did she realize I was being less than completely honest? Did she realize on some level that her older sister might not entirely enjoy what I had planned for her? She'd make a heck of a poker player one day. But all she said was "OK," and left. I heard her galumphing down the stairs just as Karen came back into the room. She was looking at floor and her hands were held behind her.
"Did you bring your...thing?" I asked. She nodded, still not looking up. "Well, let's see it." Reluctantly, she held out...oh ho! Clutched in her little hand was her disposable electric toothbrush, decorated with a smiling Winnie The Pooh. Shades of Harry Potter's vibrating broom! I grinned at the fifth-grader, and she blushed yet again. "OK, sit down and show me."
Karen sat. She kept her legs tightly together, though, smoothing her little sundress down her lithe thighs as far as it would go. With her head bent, her long hair fell forward to hide most of her face, covering the humiliation and shame she felt. But nevertheless she obeyed, switching on the toothbrush. She flinched a bit as the vibrating whine filled her sister's bedroom. Slowly, she brought the toothbrush down to her lap and pushed the end of the handle against the top of her crotch though her sundress. She held it there for just a few seconds, then with a little "oh!" she jerked it away. She repeated that three times, never keeping the buzzing toothbrush in contact for more than 10 seconds or so. "Karen, why do you keep taking it away?" I asked.
"It feels weird...tingles, but, like, too much. I have to, or..." Obviously she had no idea or what, but her privates were so sensitive that even the beginnings of sexual arousal were overwhelming her.
"Here, let me help." I took the toothbrush from her hand and before she could protest, pressed it firmly into her crotch, pushing the fabric of her sundress down between her slender tanned thighs. After a few seconds, though, she gasped and twisted away from me. "Karen, you have to hold still," I told her firmly, and pushed the toothbrush back against her. Again, after no more than 10 seconds she gasped and twisted her legs around, breaking the contact. "Karen!"
"I can't!" she wailed. "It's too much!"
"Well, that's your problem. You have to be able to hold it there for awhile for it to feel best. Here, I think I can help you. Sit forward a little, and grab the arms of the chair. Yes, like that." As I spoke I was reaching behind me into my knapsack for the items I brought just in case - a handful of velcro ties. Each was about a foot long, a strip of hooks and a strip of eyes stapled end-to-end. Before Karen had a chance to even see them clearly, I wrapped one around her right wrist, binding her arm to the chair. Just as she realized the one arm was immobilized, I did the same to the other.
"Hey!" Alarm spread across her face as she tugged futilely at her wrists. She started to stand, taking the chair with her, but I quickly stood myself and loomed over her, pushing her back down. With a deft movement I tugged open the knots on her sundress' shoulder straps. As they fell loose, I seized the bodice of the dress under her arms and pulled it down, exposing two perfect, cherry-sized swollen pubescent nipples and a slender, vulnerable-looking torso several shades paler than her shoulders below the tan line.
That quickly, Karen was half-naked before me and her mouth dropped open in shock as she realized it. "What are you doing? STOP! NO! LET ME GO!" The girl tried to twist away but in raising her legs to kick at me she played right into my hands. With her feet off the floor I was able to pull her dress down over her butt, snagging her panties as well and stripping her in one quick motion. The garments puddled around her ankles and just like that her beautiful preteen body was nude before my lustful gaze.
Karen lost control, thrashing and kicking out at me to keep me away. Her glasses flew off her face and landed on some dirty laundry behind her. She screamed wildly. "LET ME GO! LET ME GO! HELP!" Without much difficulty I was able to seize one skinny ankle and pull her leg up and over her bound arm so that the crook of her knee pressed down just below her elbow. With another tie, I secured her ankle to the chair frame. It took a bit of doing to capture her other leg that she was now kicking frantically. Her sandal flew off in the struggle but in a few seconds both legs were bound. I paused to admire my handiwork. Completely naked now except for one white sandal, spread wide and utterly helpless, the little girl was sobbing in frustration, rage, and fear, pulling against her bonds but unable to get any leverage. "NO! NO! OH, NO! LET ME GOOOO! HELP! MOMMEEEE!" Hmm, one final touch, I thought. I stepped around behind her and wrapped another velcro strip around her neck. I put a half twist in it, then fastened it to the back of the chair. It wasn't choking her, not by any means, but it was snug and when she screamed she could feel it digging into the soft cords of her neck.
I stepped back in front of her. Karen's face was mottled red now and tracked with tears. Those beautiful puffy nipples were heaving. She thrashed her lower body as much as she could with her legs bound up and apart the way they were, twisting her stomach and her exposed little pussy back and forth. As she continued to cry and pull against her bonds I began gently stroking her shoulders, upper arms, and chest. I brushed lightly over those succulent-looking nipples, savoring the warm, rubbery feel of her young flesh. The intimate contact shocked her. She stopped screaming for a moment. She drew in a breath as if to resume, but then the fight seemed to go out of her. She went limp in the chair and began blubbering helplessly. She bent her head and tears spilled to splash on her naked abdomen.
I made soothing noises as I continued to fondle the crying child. "Karen, it's OK, don't cry. I'm not going to hurt you, I promise. I want to help you. I'm just going to show you how to masturbate so you can feel good like Renee. We'll just do that and then I'll let you go. It won't take long, but you have to stop crying first, OK? C'mon, honey, don't cry." I cradled Karen's face in my hands, brushing some order back into her long blond hair and tilting her head back to look at me. The child made an effort to compose herself, stifling her sobs into irregular sniveling punctuated by hiccups. I gently wiped away a trail of snot from beneath one nostril. "Please," she begged, "please let me go. I don't like this. I want to get dressed, pleeeease."
I almost came in my shorts; having the young girl so completely in my power was an amazing erotic high. She sat in the chair, legs bent high over her arms, pussy spread wide, totally helpless to prevent me from doing whatever I wanted. Evil fantasies briefly flashed through my mind - forcing my cock down her throat; choking her to near-unconsciousness over and over; sticking hot needles into those delectable nipples and licking up the blood as she shrieked in pain - but they were only fantasies. My goal was never to hurt her, just to break her free of her fears and conditioning and liberate her nascent sexuality. Liberate it, and focus it on me.
Karen's toothbrush still buzzed away on the floor where I had dropped it. I sat down before her and picked it up. I was just about at eye-level with her spread vulva and I pressed smiling Winnie right along her slit. She inhaled sharply, shocked again into silence. I held it against her for just a few seconds, watching her eyes widen. Her cute little innie bellybutton winked at me as her abdominal muscles tensed, and she gasped out a little "oh!" as I snatched it away, mimicking her earlier actions.
I repeated this several times, taking the opportunity in between to examine her lovely eleven-year-old cunny. I could see the family resemblance to Renee in the little keyhole widening at the top of her slit, but as she had entered puberty she was more developed than Renee. There was a sparse fan of fine, almost colorless hair spreading from the top of the slit across her smooth mound, and even finer peach fuzz around the top of her outer lips. Her inner lips had begun to show; they were far from the outfolded petals of a grown woman but definitely visible as another line of flesh between the labia majora. The biggest difference, though, was the delicate wrinkled bud of her clitoris. It was quite large. Under my repeated applications of the vibrating toothbrush it began to flush, standing out proud and growing even larger. She began to lubricate and this also was different than her sister, because there was a lot of it. Copious amounts of a creamy, aromatic goo began to ooze between those tight inner lips, running down to coat her anal pucker and dampen the chair seat. The toothbrush handle became slick and shiny and I used it to spread the juice up to her clit and around the outer lips.
Ten, twelve, fifteen times I pressed the improvised vibrator against Karen's prominent clit and snatched it away. The timbre of her repeated "oh!" changed, becoming tinged perhaps with a bit of frustration. Her butt began to wriggle on the increasingly-slippery wooden seat; she was starting to hump her nearly-bald pussy against the toothbrush, straining to the limits of her bondage as I pulled it away each time. Her brow was furrowed, eyes squinted half shut. She was panting now instead of crying, her mouth half-open and the tip of her pretty pink tongue sticking out of the corner.
After about twenty applications I felt she was ready. I laid the the toothbrush base back against her slit but this time I didn't release it. Instead I covered it with my palm and pushed fairly firmly, sliding it up and down, feeling the vibrations work into her lips. The ridges of Winnie the Pooh's molded figure rubbed over the delicate, blood-swollen tissues. Karen's eyes popped open in surprise at the new feelings and her little gasps got louder and louder. "Oh!.....oh!......oh! oh! oh! OH! OH! OOH!" Her hips began to buck, and the tendons in her thighs on either side of her cunny stood out as her leg muscles flexed and relaxed. She would have been kicking her legs just like Renee had, but with her ankles bound all she could do was twist her little feet around - one bare, the other still shod - and spread and curl her pretty toes. "OOH! OH! AAOOH!! AAAAOOWEEEE!" Her voice rose to a near-shout - then a sharp shriek as her entire body went rigid and she fell over the edge into her first real orgasm. I felt her pussy spasm beneath my palm and slid the device upwards so it rested directly on her clit. Then I could actually watch her inner lips tighten and relax, giving me a surprising view of her inner passage. Even more surprising was the way her immature pussy juice flooded out. She was almost a squirter at just eleven years of age!
For a good thirty seconds Karen's butt bounced up and down as she spasmed and strained against her bonds in pleasure now instead of fear. More gasping little yips forced their way out of her throat as a puddle, an actual puddle of her juvenile cunt cream spread on the wooden seat. She strained upwards against all her bonds, even the tie around her neck, turning a long groaning sigh into a choking rasp. Then the preteen went limp; her head lolled back and her butt plopped down onto the wet wood and slid forward.
"Gnnnnaaaaaaaaahhhhh..." Karen sighed, slowly raising her head. I reached up and stroked her forehead, gently brushing back her hair, the strands dark with sweat. Blue eyes slowly swam back into focus as the sexual flush faded from her face, neck, and upper chest. Her nipples and clit were swollen and dark with blood. "Whhhhhaaa...?" It was as much an exhalation as a question.
I smiled at Karen as I continued to caress her. "Wow, you had a good one, didn't you? Now that's what masturbating should feel like. Way better than the way you were doing, wasn't it?" The fifth grader nodded dreamily, but then grimaced as she realized her ass was sliding around in liquid on the wooden seat.
"Oh, geez...." She tried to crane her head forward but her neck was still restrained by the velcro. Her hands and feet began to twist in agitation, rubbing her wrists and ankles against their bindings. Her face crumpled into an expression of disgust. "I...peed myself! Oh, no..."
"No, honey, that's not pee. It's your girl juices. You made a whole lot of it, that just means that you really really enjoyed yourself. Here, you can see it's nothing like pee." I swiped my fingers through the gooey liquid on the seat and held them up for her inspection. "Sniff!" She tried to jerk her head away, but I smeared the juice under her nose and across her cheeks and mouth. In fact, the room now smelled more than faintly of her preteen pussy. The odor was different than Renee's completely prepubescent juice. Karen was spicier, though nowhere near as pungent as a mature adult. I looked at her drenched and still-oozing cunny and my cock felt fit to burst from the realization that I had coaxed this out of her somewhat against her will.
"OK, you said you'd let me go after you showed me how to masturbate. You did, so now will you please untie meeeeEEEEEAHHH!" Her words ended in a shriek as I switched the toothbrush back on and clapped it against her swollen clitoris. "Noo! Noooah! Nuh! NUH! NUHHH!" Karen stiffened again as if electrified and her ass slid back and forth in the mess she had made, trying to wrench her oversensitive genitals away from the now-torturous vibration.
"I will in a second, sweetie, but first - your hot little babycunt looks good enough to EAT!" And so saying, I shoved my face into her soaking slit, pushing my tongue up the length and slurping in a generous portion of her warm love honey. It was delicious. With one hand I kept the toothbrush pushed against her cunny while with the other I reached up and tweaked those lovely red nipples, pulling and pinching, rolling them between my fingers and thumb. The eleven-year-old was yipping and gasping, begging incoherently - for what, she probably didn't even know - as her body twisted this way and that. I kept my mouth and the vibrator fastened to her nearly-hairless cunny. I roughly rubbed Winnie against her clit while I slurped at her lips and hole. Then I ran the toothbrush downward while I captured her clit between my lips, sucking and trilling my tongue against it. Juices gushed out of her, soaking my beard, mustache, nose and cheeks. My nose and tongue thrilled to her most intimate flavors.
Within two minutes I felt her pussy spasm against my lips. Karen was cumming again, but I did not relent. I kept up my mechanical, manual, and oral assaults on her nipples and vulva, driving her to an ever higher sexual peak. Her yips became moans, then whines, and finally wild sobs as her immature nervous system was completely overloaded by orgasmic sensation. Her clitoris palpably throbbed between my lips and each flick of my tongue against it made her entire body jerk. Finally she was too wrung out to even catch her breath; her crying became a series of sobbing gulps.
I was gasping for breath myself. I stood suddenly and opened my shorts, yanking out my burning stiff penis. I waved it before her glazed, almost unseeing eyes, slapping it gently against her cheeks. She focused, staring in terrible fascination as I pushed the angry dark swollen head forward, pressing it lightly against her red lips. I didn't intend to force it into her mouth and indeed I had no time. Rocking my hips backwards, I aimed at her chest, jerked at my organ once, twice, and my cum surged out of me. I grunted like an animal as each shot splashed against her flushed skin. She flinched as five hot spurts landed on her, coating both nipples and running down to pool on her lap, in her bellybutton, over her smooth mound and mingling with her own cunt juice.
The last of my energy drained out of me with my semen. I milked the last drops out of my organ, then pushed it back in the child's face. She attempted to lean back away from it but I grabbed a handful of her hair in my other hand and held her so I could wipe my cock on her and smear sperm across the bridge of her nose and her cheeks.
I stepped around behind the chair and scooted it around so that Karen was looking directly at her reflection in the full-length mirror. I picked up her eyeglasses and gently fitted them back on her face. I stooped down and put my lips at her ear. "Look at you," I whispered. "You're a mess." And indeed she was. Her eyes were red and puffy from crying. She was flushed and gasping from exertion. Her long hair was in disarray, sweat matting strands to her forehead and neck. A big glob of sperm was running down the side of her nose, and her chest and belly were likewise dripping with my ejaculate. She stank of sweat. Her thighs, ass, and crotch were completely soaked with her own juices, and the puddle had actually overflowed the seat. Her skinny chest heaved as she fought to catch her breath. Her cunny lips were an angry red and noticeably inflamed. Her clitoris stood almost straight out from its hood, swollen far beyond its normal size. Her body shuddered and jerked erratically as little orgasmic aftershocks shot through her.
"What do you see, Karen?" I whispered. She shook her head vaguely, not really capable yet of a rational response. I stroked her hair gently as I continued. "I'll tell you what I see. I see a horny little girl. A horny little girl with a hot little babycunt that just loooooooves sex." I paused as I spoke to nibble at her delicate little ear. Each time I did a quick shiver wracked her naked body. "There's nothing wrong with that. What those fools at your church don't understand is that God made our bodies, and He gave us these feelings. God wants you to feel good. So you go ahead and play with your hot little babycunt whenever you want. You masturbate every day, at least once a day. And when you're sitting in church and they're telling you that sex is bad, you can nod and pretend to agree, and act like a pure little virgin. You can tell yourself this didn't feel good to you. You'll fool them, and you may try to fool yourself, but you can't fool me. I know the truth about you. God will know the truth about you. And deep down, you'll know the truth about you, you and that hot little babycunt of yours." I gently removed the velcro tie from Karen's neck and then unbound her wrists and ankles as well. She was too exhausted to move, though, and just sagged back in the chair. I lifted her knees gently over the chair arms and placed her little feet back on the floor. "Now you rest, and look at yourself, and think about what I said. I'll go get a towel and clean you up." I left the room.
The dazed fifth grader stared at herself in the mirror for a minute, taking in her disheveled hair, her nakedness, the semen and cunt juices smeared all over her. Slowly, she scooted forward in the chair again, spreading her legs wide. She reached her right hand down and gingerly placed it on her soaked little cunny, gasping and half-closing her eyes as her fingertips traced the reddened, abused tissues. She licked her lips and swallowed and then, as her fingers slowly began circling around her button she began speaking softly to herself. Her voice was almost a sigh as she repeated over and over, "Touch my babycunt. Touch my babycunt. Touch my babycunt..."



Part 3
Mg, ped, mast, anal, cons, reluc, humil

I didn't even speak to Karen for a couple of weeks after that afternoon when I tied her up, stripped her, and forced two delightfully fierce orgasms out of her reluctant eleven-year-old body. Every time I showed up at Jenny's house after that Karen took one look at me and fled, shutting herself in her bedroom the entire time I was there. I didn't press it, since Renee complained to me that her sister was spending ages in their shared bathroom every night now, "brushing her teeth".
We were sitting on the big sectional couch watching some after-school cartoons. Renee was barefoot in a tshirt and loose khaki shorts. The tshirt was from a jumprope contest her elementary school had sponsored to raise money for the Heart Association. She was sitting cross-legged, leaning relaxed against me. I had my arm around the short little girl, casually fondling her chest and belly. I hadn't tried to do any more with the nine-year-old since that day, but I hadn't done any less, either. Although I wasn't pressing the issue I treated her body like it was a favorite toy, like I had a perfect right to touch it any time. Even when other adults were around I would casually stroke her long brown hair, rest my hand on her shoulder, or rub her back. "You know she's not really brushing her teeth, don't you? That electric toothbrush of hers is what she uses to masturbate. She's probably sitting on the toilet, rubbing that thing into her cunny." I brushed my fingers briefly across Renee's own crotch as I spoke, but then removed my hand back to her torso. Renee absorbed this new information but as usual, her face gave away little of what she thought about it.
My cock stiffened at the thought of the older girl masturbating compulsively every evening, and probably hating herself for it. I was wearing a pair of loose drawstring pants and a Hawaiian shirt. I had taken to putting on silk boxer shorts on the days I was stopping by Jenny's house. I enjoyed the feel of the cool slippery fabric against my penis. It kept me in a state of constant partial arousal as I worked my campaign to turn the two children into my eager sex toys. My pants tented out a little as Renee continued, "I guess that's why the bathroom smells funny when she's done." The little girl was smart, and childishly uninhibited about sex as well. That was very unlike Karen who apparently felt intensely guilty about her body's urges and her inability to resist them. "I just wish she'd quit bugging me."
"Bugging you how?" I asked.
"You know...bugging me, like you did. She wants to touch me."
"Touch you? Like here, on your cunt?" My penis swelled again as I spoke the dirty word into Renee's delicate ear, pressing my fingers again into her crotch. "Why does that bug you? Don't you like that?"
"I like masturbating," Renee answered, "But, I dunno, I just don't want her to. She's all weird about it, kind of mean. I dunno," she repeated. I filed this information away.
"Have you masturbated yet today?" I asked. This frank, dirty talk with the child was tremendously arousing to me. I could feel my heart starting to race; my skin was alive to every inch of Renee's compact, muscular little body leaning against me. My glans slid against my silk underwear as, now fully erect, the stalk pressed against my abdomen.
Renee shook her head. "No, I do it at night in bed. I haveta be quiet, but I can put my face in the pillow."
"Oh, that's smart that you figured that out." As I spoke I placed my other hand on her thigh. Renee was a stocky girl but even so at just nine years old the limb was slender enough that I could mostly encircle it with my hand. I slid my fingers up the wide leg hole of her shorts, feeling just up to the edge of her panties. "Since you haven't yet today, can I do you? And you won't have to be quiet, either."
The dark-haired girl considered for a moment, unconsciously pushing out her immature chest against my caress. "OK," she said, "But be nice. Not so hard this time."
"Yes ma'am!" I smiled and kissed the top of her head, hugging her tighter against me as I slipped my fingers beneath her panties. I gently explored the warm, damp, smooth flesh of her hairless sex, tracing the firm lips and feeling the heat coming from her tight slit. She sighed and wriggled as I lightly circled the little cap of flesh at the top of the slit. "Oh, you're such a hot little girl," I whispered into her berry-scented hair. "Will you do something for me?" As I spoke I stopped stroking her immature nipples, took her hand in mine and pressed it against the throbbing bulge in my pants. I held it there for a second, then slid her little palm up and down the length of the cloth-covered tube. "Like that, ahhh..."
"What...? Oh, I know," Renee said mostly to herself. "That's your thingy."
"That's right, Renee, that's my cock. And it's all stiff now, and it feels so good when you do that. Yessssss..." I hissed through my teeth as her hand glided up and down the length of my bulge. I returned the favor, working my fingers into her slit. A little wetness began to coat my fingertips and I spread it all around, circling the bud of her baby clit as it peeked out. The girl cooed with pleasure and began humping her mound against my hand. Her eyelids fluttered half-closed and her breathing deepened, familiar signs to me of her mounting excitement. "Do you like it when I rub your cunt, Renee?" She nodded without speaking. "Tell me you like it; tell me what I'm doing and how good it feels."
The child opened her eyes and looked up at me quizzically. "Why? Why do you want me to talk - Ooo!" she exclaimed as I pressed hard and wiggled my finger right on her clitoris.
"It's sexy, that's all," I explained. "You don't have to, but it makes it feel even better for me when you do. It's like a game. Like I say, 'keep rubbing my big hard cock, your hand feels so good...'"
Renee looked dubious, but she was willing to comply. "I like you rubbing my...cunt," she said, trying out the naughty word in her mouth. "I'm getting tingly all over. Keep rubbing my cunt just like that." She spoke matter-of-factly, the same way she'd describe her liking for apples or ice cream, but as I continued masturbating the third grader her voice got breathier. Hearing her talk about her cunt and approaching orgasm in her high childish voice made my penis surge and dribble precum under her continued ministrations. "Rub my cunt faster...ah!...please. Your fingers feel...oh!...good on my cunt. Keep rubbing it..."
I continued frigging her baby clit, gradually increasing both pressure and speed, fanning my fingers inside her loose panties to brush all over her smooth, hairless lips, stroking harder up and down between them. For a couple of minutes the only sound was Renee's piping voice, the rubbing of cloth and the squishing sounds of my fingers flicking her hot, moist little clit back and forth. Then her round butt began wriggling more energetically, her words trailed off into little pants and exclamations, and I felt a fresh dribble of hot juice from her vagina wet my hand. "Ooo!...ooo!...ooo! EEE!" She gave a little squeak and stiffened, and then I felt her whole body began to tremble as I hugged her hard against me. Her eyes were screwed shut and her lips drawn back. Her hand clenched on my clothed penis and squeezed hard for several seconds, giving me a spike of pleasure.
As Renee's orgasm receded the little girl melted against me, relaxing into my enclosing arm. A smile spread across her face and she made little "mm, mm" noises of contentment as I eased the pressure of my hand between her legs, stroking fingers and palm gently now beneath her panties, coating her lips and her entire vulva evenly with the fragrant juice of her excitement. I stroked her sweaty forehead with my other hand, kissed her scalp. "Oh, that was a nice one, wasn't it?" I whispered.
Renee nodded. "Uh-huh. I felt good...fluttery, kinda... all over, not just in my...cunt."
"I could tell. It's like I told you, the more you do it, the better it gets. Help me get mine, now." Reluctantly I slid my hand out of the child's panties. I gripped my pulsing hot cock and bent it out away from my body, gathering the loose fabric of my trousers around it like a cloth condom. I showed Renee how to hold the stalk and work her hand to slide the fabric up and down. Her fingers didn't reach all the way around its girth. A small stain of precum was already spreading from the top, growing as the incredible sensation of the nine-year-old masturbating me spread throughout my body. "Ah, that's it Renee. Pull on my hard cock, jerk me off. Oh, that feels sooo good."
I slumped back against the cushions, enjoying the child's intent expression as she focused on her thin forearm and fist moving up and down, up and down. My legs began to dance around involuntarily as her warm grip drew my orgasm closer. "Oh, yessss, sweetie. Faster, jerk me faster, up and...ah!...down. I love you, you're so sexy, oh, oh! Here it comes! Squeeze it now at the bottom, squeeze my cock hard and sloHH! OH! OH! OH!" I threw my head back and closed my eyes as I sprayed my semen into my underwear. My cock swelled against the child's tight grip as each spurt sent a jolt of intense pleasure down to my curling toes. "OH! OH! Ahhhhhh...." She continued rubbing, spreading the gooey fluid all up and down my shaft. It soaked through and her hand began to slip across the slick, wet fabric.
She raised her head to look into my face. "Was that a nice one?" she asked, echoing me. In response, I wrapped both arms around her, pulling her into a hug. Her arm was trapped between us, her hand still slowly wanking my softening organ.
"Oh, it sure was, sweetie. You gave me a really nice one, thank you so much." I cupped her little face in my hands. "Give me a big-girl kiss, because I love you." I tipped her head back and bent to gently press my lips against hers. She didn't pucker her mouth tight the way most children do. "Open up a little," I whispered. I kissed her softly, darting my tongue out to lick over her lips and just at her teeth - I knew she wouldn't appreciate a tonsil-bath at her age. "Now hug me, move your lips and kiss me back," I instructed. She took her hand out of my soiled lap and wrapped her short arms as far as they would go around my middle.
Renee didn't know to close her eyes. I kept mine open too, and so we each looked into the others' as we made out. The little girl giggled into my mouth, losing the staring contest. The feel of her small, warm body moving against my much larger adult form was enough to make my cock start to swell again.
I reluctantly pulled away. "You taste like coffee," Renee said. "Yuck." Despite that it appeared she had enjoyed our necking session. Her face was a bit flushed, her hazel eyes bright, and her lips looked a little swollen.
"I love you, Renee," I repeated, "But I better go before your Mom gets home and sees...this." I indicated the sticky wet stain that covered my crotch. I stroked my hand one final time down across her flat chest, her belly, her crotch warm and damp through her shorts, down her naked leg and over her bare foot, feeling her arch and small toes. As I gathered my jacket and knapsack, out of the corner of my eye I saw Karen sitting in the shadows at the top of the stairs, watching. She had her knees drawn up and I couldn't tell for sure but it looked like one hand was moving under her short skirt.
My departure was just in time. Jenny pulled up in her car as I was backing out of the driveway. I rolled my window down and we chatted for a minute. She couldn't see the dark patch of cooling semen soaking my trousers. As we spoke I casually rubbed my hand on my face, inhaling the mild, piquant scent of her nine-year-old daughter's cunt. Then I drove off, savoring the little girl's taste as I licked each finger in turn.
It was the following weekend that I finally had a chance to corner Karen. Jenny was a bridesmaid for a cousin's wedding. Rob had a business trip at the last minute, so Jenny asked me to escort her. Since the girls were in the wedding party we had to show up hours early for photos. The photographer wasn't all that organized so there was a lot of waiting to no purpose. I caught Karen in a corridor outside the church sanctuary. It had never been my intention to get involved with her; my erotic attraction had been only to Renee and our sex play together was simple, uncomplicated fun. For all that Renee was younger than Karen our relationship was closer to equals because the younger girl's attitude was so straightforward. She liked to do what felt good and didn't think twice about it. Karen was far more concerned about others' good opinion of her and had had two more years for her church to twist her head with its anti-sex propaganda, and was maybe just less self-assured by temperament. Originally I'd only intended to use her guilt over masturbating as a lever to keep her from telling on Renee and me; but now it had become a game to manipulate her, playing on her shame and confusion to see just how completely I could debauch the fifth-grader.
There were lots of people milling around, but none very near us. The ceiling was high and the lighting a bit dim. I came up behind her and put my arm around her shoulder, turning so as to shield us with my back from others in the corridor. "Hi, kiddo. Did you enjoy the show the other day?" The eleven-year-old stiffened at my touch, her eyes widening as the meaning of my words penetrated. "Yeah, I saw you at the top of the stairs. You were playing with your babycunt, weren't you?"
I was rewarded with one of the girl's famous nuclear blushes. She turned bright red from the roots of her blonde hair to the neckline of her dress. She'd been preening all morning in that outfit, what was probably one of her first grown-up style formal dresses. No flouncy skirts, it was a simple wraparound sheath in a diaphanous pale blue fabric with a pattern of large hibiscus-like flowers in varying darker shades of blue. It had cap sleeves and a low square neckline that left her upper chest bare. The delicate wings of her collarbone were very sexy, I thought, especially with the skin flushing deep red like now. The girl shook her head, flustered by my frank approach. "I wasn't...I didn't...I mean..."
I tightened my grip on her shoulder, enough to make her wince. I spoke quietly but forcefully, looking down directly into her oval face. She was a good foot shorter than me. "Karen, I don't like it when you lie to me. I know you were masturbating watching me and your sister, and I know you masturbate every night now, don't you? Don't you?" Unable to break my gaze, the little girl slowly nodded, tears welling up in her eyes.
Having forced this humiliating admission, I relented. "Look, I know it embarrasses you to talk about, but it's nothing to be ashamed of." I made my tone intimate and friendly now. I loosened my grip on her skinny shoulder and gently rubbed my fingers up under the cap sleeve to feel the warm bare skin beneath. "It's just part of growing up and a normal thing to do. When you're hungry, you eat. When you're thirsty, you drink. When your babycunt is hot, you masturbate. That's all."
Karen flinched at the familiar dirty word. Her blue eyes were shiny with unshed tears and her chin wobbled as she spoke. "But...it's wrong! They say so at church. And I want to all the time. I'm bad. I'm bad!" Her voice was rising and I pulled her into a hug, as much to muffle the volume as to comfort her.
"No, no, honey, that's just not so." I stroked her long hair down her back. It reached almost to her pretty little preteen ass, and so did I. "Oh, poor baby, that's just not true. I know you like your friends at church, but they're plain wrong about this. You're not bad, I promise. It's only bad if you hurt someone, or make them do something they don't want to."
"But...YOU did that to me!" she whispered fiercely. "I didn't want to be tied up! I didn't want to be naked! You made me!"
The little girl was sharp, I had to hand it to her. "Well...you thought you didn't. But then when I showed you how to masturbate properly, you loved it, didn't you? If I hadn't done that you wouldn't have learned and you wouldn't be doing it all the time now, right? And you really like the way it feels, don't you? Don't you?"
Karen had been shaking her head against my chest, but at my insistent question she whispered "Yes," in a small voice.
"That was like, well, like at school. You don't always like the lessons, sometimes it's boring, but you have to learn them so you'll be smart. You didn't like being tied up at first, but I had to show you how to make yourself feel good so you can grow up pretty and sexy."
"I'm just a dumb kid. I'm not sexy...am I?" Karen tilted her head back to look up at me. Her confusion and guilt over her nascent sexuality made her especially vulnerable to my flattery.
I caressed her cheek. "Oh, yes you are, Karen. You look really grown-up in that dress, too. It makes you look very sexy." I trailed my hand down her jawline to her neck, stroking her collarbone gently and down lower. She was wearing a simple camisole under the dress, no bra yet, and her puffy little nipples pressed against the shimmery fabric. I reached down to gently grasp one between my thumb and fingers and tweaked it, twisting my fingers back and forth. Karen jumped at the first touch but I held her firmly with my other arm around her shoulders and in just a few seconds I could see her barely-pubescent body react to the intimate touch. Her mouth softened and her body relaxed into mine. I could even feel her nipple stiffening against my touch through the thin layers of cloth. "You're feeling sexy right now, aren't you?" I purred. "You're just a horny little girl, even in the middle of all these people. I bet your babycunt's getting wet, isn't it?"
At the mention of "all these people" Karen came back to herself with a start. She glanced around a little wildly at the crowded corridor. No one was paying any particular attention to us but there were people standing less than ten feet away. "N...no! I can't! Not here!" she whispered guiltily. She tried to pull away but at the same time made a muffled little squeak of pleasure as I pinched her sensitive nipple harder.
Whether the fifth-grader realized it or not, she'd just conceded the argument. "Not here" meant "but somewhere else is ok". We were standing right in front of a door labeled "custodian". An idea occurred to me. It would be taking an insane chance, but at the moment I was nearly insane with lust for the cute child at my side. When I saw her trying to look so innocent and composed in her pretty dress at the same time I remembered the view from between her skinny thighs as she strained, naked, against the bindings that held her spread-eagle in a chair, writhing and whimpering in orgasm, her cunt and thighs drenched in her juice and the smell of her hot, aroused preteen cunt filling the room and swamping my senses. I had to have her again! A quick glance around showed no one was watching us. I twisted the doorknob - unlocked! I opened the heavy door just enough to push the Karen through ahead of me, pulled it closed and shot the bolt.
We found ourselves in a small, dimly-lit, windowless room, apparently a combination supply closet and office for the church janitorial staff. Mops, brooms, a bucket, rolls of toilet paper and paper towels were stacked to one side; the room was mostly filled by a scarred old wooden desk. I pulled the child back against me, and reached down over her shoulders to stroke and tweak at her nipples with both hands now. Her breath caught in her throat as my touch shot sexual sensations through her undeveloped body. She leaned into my embrace and my stiffening cock pressed into her back.
I continued molesting her cherry-sized nipples through the fabric for several seconds. Then I reached down with one hand and bunched up the material of her dress, lifting the hem until I could push my hand beneath the front of it. I had to bend over a bit but I was easily able to press my palm against Karen's panty-clad cunt. I was right; the satiny fabric was hot and already damp to my touch. I rubbed slowly, savoring the feeling of the moist cloth sliding easily over her smooth lips. "AhhHHH!" She exhaled sharply at the touch. We stood there front-to-back, the girl pressed against me and me bent down to reach over her front, her pretty blue dress pulled up over my forearm as I sawed my hand up and down over her panties, pressing my middle finger between her swelling labia. I could feel little twitches and shudders ripple through her thin body as I pushed the dampening fabric more forcefully into her slit. I wiggled my finger in the wet furrow. I could feel her clit swelling against the first joint and as I flicked it from side to side through Karen's panties her knees trembled and she slumped back against me. "Noooo..." she moaned. "Pleeeease...ah!"
"'Please' what, honey?" I asked. "Please stop? Or please, more?" I circled my finger around her clit, drawing another low moan and a surge of fresh moisture from her. Then I actually broke contact, holding my hand a fraction of an inch away from her panties, close enough that I could still feel the heat emanating from her core. And - yes - she couldn't help but push her hips forward, humping her mound against my hand. I grabbed her by the shoulders, spinning her around and holding her at arm's length. "You want me to touch you, I can tell. Your babycunt's too hot to stop now, isn't it?"
Karen's face was still flushed. Her eyes were wild, darting around the room. Her mouth quivered soundlessly. I gave her a little shake and repeated my question. Seemingly against her will she whispered just one word: "Yes." "Yes," I repeated. But it wasn't enough for her just to acknowledge her desire. I didn't want her to be able to convince herself later that I'd somehow forced her. I wanted her to have to admit her desires to herself. "Then show me you want me to touch you, baby." I lifted her dress with both hands, exposing her bare legs, her panties, and her belly - pale in contrast to her tanned legs - up to her navel. "Take your panties down for me. Go ahead, just pull them down so I can see your pretty little babycunt. If you do that, I'll make you feel so good." I didn't know if this would push the confused little girl too far, but I was willing to risk
it.
The tears that had been gathering in Karen's eyes finally spilled over. She wouldn't meet my eye, staring down instead at the bulge in my dress pants. But she didn't back away. Cheeks flaming red with humiliation, she slowly grasped the waistband of her panties and tugged at them. I swallowed, entranced by the forbidden eroticism of the situation. The elastic rolled down her skinny hips bringing first her nearly bald mound and then her vulva into view, her fine light fan of hair barely visible, glinting in the overhead light. The damp fabric clung at first, finally pulling away to reveal labia swollen and pink with blood. Her slit was pulled open a bit, and her clitoris already stood out proud, looking almost oversized compared to the rest of her undeveloped genitalia. The entire area was shiny and slick with wetness and her baby honey oozed freely from the bottom of the slit.
Karen slid her tiny panties down to mid-thigh and stopped, unable to reach any lower without bending. Her shoulders shook with silent sobs as she exposed herself before my adult gaze. She shivered slightly as the cool air caressed her naked privates. I cupped her small face in my hands, brushing away her tears. "Yes," I said again. My voice was hoarse and I was having trouble getting enough air. "What a good, good girl you are. You see how much better it is when you're honest. I'm going to make you feel wonderful now. Hold your dress up for me." She took the hem from me and pulled it even higher, exposing herself almost to her nipples in a near-parody of the way much younger girls will sometimes pull their skirts up over their faces when embarrassed. I leaned over and tugged at her panties. They came loose and fell down her thin legs to puddle around her ankles, resting on her shiny leather shoes.
With my left hand I reached around and pressed gently on the base of her spine, just above her ever-so-slightly flaring hips. Karen arched her back slightly in response, emphasizing the still-childish roundness of her belly and the way it curved down to her smooth mound. I placed my right hand flat against that belly, feeling her muscles quiver with fear beneath her smooth, warm skin. I slid my palm down until I cupped her almost hairless mound, sliding my middle finger up her slit until it reached her clitty which I then gently pinched between finger and thumb. The effect on Karen was immediate. The child clenched her arms tight against her chest. Her mouth opened wide in a strangled cry and I could see her legs trembling in the dim light. I squeezed gently and rubbed her swollen pleasure button between my finger pads. A series of choked little whines forced themselves out of her throat as she strove to stay quiet.
The heat rising off her crotch was palpable to me and the room began to fill with the lovely sweet and pungent scent of her pubescent arousal. Her hips twitched involuntarily and she gave a little yip as the movement pulled her baby clit tight in my grip. The abused little nubbin was too slick to hold and it slipped free and snapped gently back. I slid my middle finger down into her wet slit. It was time to learn if I'd seen correctly when I'd had her naked snatch spread wide before me. Curling my finger, I pushed it slowly into her vagina. She was so very tight but soaking wet, and I slid easily into incredible heat with an audible squishing sound. I pushed steadily and in seconds my finger was completely embedded in the eleven-year-old's cunt. There was no obstruction; I'd seen correctly that she had no hymen. She may've broken it years ago while playing or perhaps she was one of the few little girls born without much of one. Either way, she was fully open to my assaults, now and in the future.
The feel of her first penetration took Karen's breath away. Her face was again beet-red and she gasped, gaping down at herself where my finger disappeared into her cunt. It was in a molten velvet vise and I could feel her muscles twitching and squeezing at it. I slid the finger slowly out until just the tip remained inside, then quickly shoved it back in, causing the fifth-grader to moan then squeal sharply - "Ooooooo...AIE!" - as the top of my palm squashed her lips apart. A fresh surge of her baby honey dribbled out into my palm; drips of lubrication were now oozing down both thighs.
I leaned further so we were almost nose to nose. "Do you like that, Karen?" I whispered.
She was barely coherent. "OOO! Feels...oh!...good! It's...oh...big, ohno ohno, good, ah!" I pulled my finger entirely out of her cunt; the little girl gave a soft groan of disappointment but I quickly replaced the finger with my thumb, pushing and twisting the thicker digit until I was again fully embedded in her juvenile tunnel. Now my palm was underneath her with my slimed middle finger pressing up in the crack between her tight, smooth little butt cheeks. I probed lower. Karen's body stiffened as my fingertip found her puckered anus but I swiftly pressed upward and inward without pause. The sphincter muscle clenched tight against this unnatural invasion but the lubrication let my finger slide into her. I pushed and within seconds the eleven-year-old was fully penetrated front and back, forcing an agonized "noooooarrrgh!" from her throat. The pressure against my thumb was almost painful as the child's abdominal muscles squeezed and released inside the hot, wet tunnel of her cunt. Meanwhile, the feel of her ass around my finger was even tighter and even hotter, though her colon felt less smooth and drier to the touch than her vagina.
If I was electrified by the feeling of performing this double penetration on an eleven-year-old girl, for little Karen the sensations were beyond anything she had ever known. Her knees buckled and I had to grab her around the back and hold her slender body against me to prevent her entire weight from falling onto my palm and forcing my fingers even further inside her. Her face was pressed into my suit jacket which fortunately muffled her inarticulate cries. "Put your arms around my neck, honey," I urged her. I had to repeat myself twice before she understood me well enough and complied. With her holding on, I straightened up, partially lifting her with my embedded fingers and palm. Karen had no choice but to rise up onto her toes; her trembling arms were weak with pleasure so nearly all her weight was now supported by my hand pressing against her tender perineum.
I started wiggling my finger and thumb inside her, curling and straightening, back and forth. She jumped and danced, flailing her legs to get her feet solidly on the floor but I wouldn't let her down. Her head fell back, her mouth working and eyes squinched shut as the new feelings of being doubly invaded overwhelmed her. But when I squeezed my fingers together, actually rubbing them against each other with the thin walls of her vagina and colon between, it was too much for the little girl. She'd been having little orgasmic spasms ever since I first pinched her baby clitoris but now she lost all control. Her feet left the floor entirely. Her panties dropped off, freeing her legs to kick randomly forward and back. She bounced and gyrated wildly against my hand, rising up and then forcing herself down, pushing my finger and thumb as deep as they would go. I had to put my other hand on the back of her head and press her face firmly into my chest to muffle her voice. "GAAH! YEEAH! GUH! AAAH! NAAAIEE!" She sobbed out her pleasure as her diaphragm spasmed and I felt her tender body shake violently against me. Creamy, aromatic preteen juice ran freely out of her cunt, overflowing my palm and spreading down the inside of her legs. I could barely contain my own pleasure at the feel of her slender body writhing and jerking against my tumescent member and I came perilously close to cumming in my pants myself.
At eleven most people would consider Karen still a child, but this was definitely not a child's orgasm. It lasted for well over a minute and I just rode it out with her, letting her spasms push my fingers in and out of her vagina and rectum. Finally, though, the waves began to recede. She sagged against me, all the strength going out of her and I had to catch her around the back again to prevent her from falling. I took a step forward and gathered up her skirt behind me so I could set her naked ass on the edge of the old wooden desktop. Slowly, I slid my fingers out of her, savoring the way her orifices sucked at them as if reluctant to let go. Karen gave a long, low moan as she felt the invading digits leave her. With my hand now free, I gently disengaged her arms from my neck and straightened. She wobbled, but caught herself. Her eyes were glassy. Sweat beaded her forehead and tears tracked her lovely oval face. Her chest heaved, her swollen little puffies pushing out her bodice as she fought for breath.
"That, you beautiful sexy little girl, was an orgasm. All I want to do is make you feel good like that. Did you like it?"
The little girl's face relaxed into a tentative smile as she panted. She gulped and tried to find her voice. "Uh huh," was all she managed to gasp out.
I picked up her discarded panties. First I wiped my fingers clean, then kneeled before her to sponge up the juices smearing her legs that ran down almost to her ankles. The delicious scent of her aroused cunt filled my nose as I continued to speak, choosing my words deliberately. "See how good sex is? Just because it's private doesn't make it bad. Just because you wouldn't want your church friends, or your school friends, or your mom or dad to see you here with your panties off and your babycunt wide open doesn't change that." The little girl's face clouded as I reminded her of the secretive nature of her new favorite pastime and I could see shame welling up, fighting with recent pleasure as she struggled to understand her body's new urges. I was enjoying this approach, intending to keep her confused and emotionally off-balance until she was too dependent on my good opinion of her to even think of revealing our activities.
By the time I finished cleaning her legs and thighs her panties were wringing wet, yet cream was still oozing from her red, distended slit. I held the soaked fabric balled under my nose and inhaled deeply, then stuffed them down my own pants. "Can't I have my panties back?" Karen asked me plaintively.
"They're soaked, sweetie, and they reek. If you were wearing them when you walk down the aisle, everyone on both sides will smell your babycunt, and I don't think you want that." She shook her head vigorously, blushing one more time as she realized she would spend the ceremony and the rest of the day naked underneath her skirt. I stood and planted a quick kiss on her lips. "I'm glad you had fun. I didn't get to have an orgasm yet, though. It's not really fair, but we've been in here too long. Don't want anyone to miss us. I'm going to slip out and when it's clear I'll open the door for you, then you go straight around the corner to the bathroom. Wet some paper towels, go into the stall, and use them to clean off that sopping little babycunt so it doesn't smell so much. Then splash some water on your face, too. Got it?" She nodded. "Tell you what, though. Once the reception gets going, tell your mom that you're bored and I'll offer to drive you home. You're such a sexy little girl, with such a hot little babycunt, I'm going to buy you something special and then you can give me my orgasm. How about that, is that a deal?" Karen looked a little dazed from my rapid patter; she still wasn't completely recovered from her orgasm, but she nodded again. I smiled, thinking about the bargain she had just accepted and how much I would enjoy explaining it to her in detail later.
I brushed back an errant lock of blonde hair then put my hands under her armpits and lifted her off the desk to her feet, surprised all over again at how light she was. I straightened her skirt, then cracked the door and cautiously peeked out. The hall was less crowded and I stepped quickly out. No one noticed. I placed my body to block the doorjamb from view, then reached behind me and pulled the door open again. Karen slipped out and made a beeline for the bathroom.
Just as I closed the door, Jenny came out of the sanctuary, looked around and saw me. She walked over, asking if I'd seen Karen and Renee; the photographer was finally ready for them. "I think Karen's in the bathroom," I answered, "I'll go find Renee and bring her back." I strode off while Jenny went to get the older girl.



Part 4
Mg, ped, mast, oral, cons, reluc, humil, forced-exhib

Jenny was enjoying herself at the wedding reception, catching up with old friends and distant relatives. As for me, I didn't really know anybody there; the main point of interest for me was watching Jenny's eleven-year-old daughter Karen walk around the reception hall, imagining her naked little pussy under her dress and enjoying the feel of her panties, soaking wet with her preteen cunt juice, wrapped around my semi-hard penis. The reception was pretty dull for Karen and her nine-year-old sister, Renee - there were no other kids their age, just a passel of teenagers who ignored them - so it was perfectly reasonable for Karen to ask her mom if I could take her home. But Renee chimed in too and I had no plausible reason to take one but not the other. I offered to baby-sit for the afternoon, though, and even make the girls dinner so Jenny could go out with the wedding party and she accepted. I would have the children to myself for the rest of the day.
So I piled Karen and Renee into my truck and left. Instead of taking them straight home, though, I headed for the mall. Karen was on the bench seat next to me with Renee on her other side. As we drove I casually fondled the older girl's thigh. Her dress was cut wrong for me to hike it up so while she was sitting properly the only bare flesh I could easily reach was her knee. Karen blushed a little but for the first time made no protest against my improper touching. It was pretty mild compared to what I had already subjected her to - just this morning I had stuck my thumb into her juvenile cunt and a finger up her ass and made her dance like an orgasmic handpuppet - but for once she appeared to be enjoying herself without qualms. I had to keep my eyes on the road, of course, but after a few minutes of my gentle caresses she appeared to be squirming slightly in her seat.
I decided to see if I could push her a little further. Strictly speaking we were in public although the truck's high dashboard and tinted windows gave us privacy. At a traffic light I told Karen, "Put your feet up on the seat." Without waiting for her to comply I grabbed her left leg behind the knee and raised it like I wanted. With her knees up that way her dress puddled in her lap; she quickly pulled it down to conceal her missing underwear but her thighs were exposed right up to her pretty little ass. As we accelerated away from the light I slid my hand up the inside of her thigh. We drove the rest of the way to the mall like that. I stroked her slowly up and down her leg, reveling in the feel of the firm youthful muscles beneath her silky golden skin. Occasionally I would nudge my pinky underneath the fabric and brush against her naked preteen cunny ever so slightly, but no more than that. At first the fifth-grader glanced nervously around as if sure that every other driver on the road was watching her but then she relaxed into my fondling. Her breathing got deep and even and she laid her head back against the seat, closing her eyes and nibbling her lower lip prettily. The bright sunlight streaming into the truck highlighted the silky fine hairs on her upper lip and jawline. As I varied my touch she pursed her mouth and her eyelids twitched occasionally. Were her little nipples stiffening beneath the dress? I couldn't tell, but after a while she slumped a bit and let her legs fall open wider, resting her right knee on her little sister's thigh. The invitation to touch her more intimately was plain enough - whether or not she made it consciously - but for the moment I declined, content to just work her up a little bit and leave her unsatisfied.
Renee noticed my hand rubbing near her older sister's crotch but she was more interested in the passing scenery. "This isn't the way home," she observed, craning her neck to see out over the high doors. Unlike her sister who had wanted to stay in her pretty, grown-up dress, Renee had changed clothes before we left the church and was now in tennis shoes, jeans and a pale green sleeveless button-down blouse. It had a high collar but the armholes were generous and so when the angle was just right I could catch glimpses of her flat chest and if I was really lucky a tiny pink nipple. The effect was very sexy. It was a promise and a reminder of the nine-year-old's nakedness, innocent in her hairlessness yet wanton in her enjoyment of the illicit sex I was teaching her. Her brown hair was in two long, thick braids, done French-style starting up on her scalp for the wedding.
I had taken off my suitcoat and tie and exchanged my dress shoes for some comfortable athletic shoes, so I was wearing slacks and a white shirt with the collar open. "No, we're going to go by the mall. I'll get some groceries for dinner and I promised your sister that I would buy her something special. We made a bargain," I said, but didn't elaborate.
The mall parking lot was packed. I pulled into a space at the very end of a row and killed the engine. Karen was so totally relaxed that she didn't move until I patted her crotch sharply - almost a little smack - through the bunched up fabric of her dress. Then she jerked upright as if waking from a doze. I chuckled but made no other comment. The air above the pavement was brutally hot under the late afternoon summer sun as we walked to the mall entrance. Thinking of the heat waves rising up under Karen's dress, I mimed fanning her and said casually, "Boy, you really will have a hot babycunt now, won't you?" The young girl blushed but with pleasure this time instead of shame, and she even giggled. (Renee didn't get the joke, since she didn't yet know that her older sister was "going commando".) Karen's attitude seemed to have changed since our latest encounter as if she had taken to heart my insistence that even her compulsive nightly masturbation marathons were completely normal and not the perverted evil her church training had taught her. It was a refreshing change but I doubted it would survive what I had planned for the rest of the day.
We got some groceries for dinner first, then walked down the mall to the junk-jewelry store, the place where they did ear-piercing. I gave Karen a ten-dollar bill and told her she could get whatever she wanted. Renee and I sat down on a bench outside the store to wait while the older girl shopped. I put my arm around her casually, stroking her hair and her shoulders and, when no one was looking, reaching in through the open armholes of her blouse and giving her nipples quick little pinches and rubs. Each time I did, she giggled. I knew I shouldn't be risking it in public, but the day's events so far and my plans for later had put me close to erotic overload. My penis throbbed inside my slacks. Karen's still-damp underwear was wrapped around the shaft and the feel of the drying fabric against the sensitive skin kept me bone-stiff and aching. I shifted on the bench, trying to find a less binding position. Renee looked down at my lap. "Your thingy's hard again, isn't it? Are you going to squirt in your pants? You probably shouldn't, it'll make a mess and everyone will see. If it's still hard when we get back to your truck, I can squeeze it then and make it squirt, but I don't wanna get any on me, OK?"
Just hearing the third-grader chattering on so heedlessly about my "thingy" brought me perilously close to orgasm without even touching myself. I loved that she was getting so sexualized that she would notice a grown man's arousal and have no compunction about mentioning it, even offering to relieve it. Fortunately the background noise levels in the mall allowed me to respond in a nearly normal tone without worry about being overheard. "That's sweet of you to offer, Renee, but Karen's going to do it for me a bit later. In fact, I'm going to play a little game with her. The thing is, now that I showed her how to feel good she really, really likes it - but she likes to pretend that she doesn't. She'll be like, 'no, don't', and I have to sort of make her, but not really, and then she's all like 'oooh, that feels good'. Understand?"
Renee looked puzzled. "Huh-uh, no. That's weird."
"Yeah, it is, but it makes it better for her in the end. So I'm going to kind of pretend to be mean to her and she'll act all upset but in the end she'll like it. All you have to do is kinda play along. You think you can do that?"
"I guess...I dunno, I don't really get it."
"Look, here's all you have to do to get the game started. Whatever Karen buys in the store here? Once we get back in the car I'll get her to show it to us, and then you ask me how come she got a present and you didn't. You can do that, can't you?" This time Renee nodded her head, her long braids bobbing. With a specific instruction like that, she was fine. "Good girl...Oh look, here she comes. Remember what you have to do!"
Karen had bought herself a little purse covered in sparkly beads and sequins. She spent most of the walk back to the mall entrance showing it off to her little sister, a little snottily I thought. She couldn't help lording it over Renee that she got a present and the younger girl didn't. I let it go; in the first place a girly purse like that wasn't the kind of thing that interested Renee so the bragging didn't faze her, and in the second place Karen was shortly going to earn every penny of the ten bucks it cost me. When we got to the doors, though, the weather gods had played a trick on us. Gone was the brilliant hot sun and the clear, hard azure sky. We were in the midst of a cloudburst. Wind-whipped sheets of rain blew across the parking lot in nearly opaque curtains. Water ran across the pavement, ankle-deep or more in places. People were waiting clustered inside the doors for the rain to slacken but it didn't look like that was going to happen anytime soon.
Getting wet was no problem for Renee and I, but Karen's dress would be ruined by such a drenching. A devilish idea struck me, and I almost laughed aloud. Could I get away with it? Would Karen go along with it, or would it be too much for even her automatic deference to adult authority? Nothing ventured, nothing gained, I decided. I kneeled down which put me a bit below the children's eye level. "Look at that rain! Karen, honey, you better take your shoes off. They'll get ruined by the water otherwise."
"Can't we just wait? I don't wanna get wet," she answered. A whiny note crept into her voice. I hate whining.
"It's just rain, you won't melt." I held out my hand. "Give me your shoes," I continued implacably, "and I'll put them in the plastic sack with the groceries." The fifth-grader lifted her feet one at a time and removed the white patent-leather slip-ons. I noticed that her toenails had been painted an opalescent blue to match her dress. Her toes were long and delicate-looking and the dots of color emphasized their vulnerability as she shifted her weight uneasily on the cold tile floor of the mall walkway. "In fact," I continued as I stuffed her shoes away, "your dress will never stand up to that, either. You'd better take it off, too."
Karen was aghast. "I can't do that!" she yelled above the noise of the rain battering the building.
"Why not?" I asked, though I knew the answer full well.
"You know!" The fifth grader leaned close to me, her eyes pleading. "You took my panties," she stage-whispered. "I don't have anything covering my...my..."
"Your cunt?" I enunciated very clearly and pitched my voice more loudly but carefully so as not to carry beyond we three. Karen winced, but nodded.
"What's the matter?" Renee asked, looking back and forth between her sister and me.
I continued speaking to Renee in the same tone, which seemed louder than it was. Karen made frantic shushing gestures, hopping from foot to bare foot and flapping her arms at me. "Your sister and I fooled around before the ceremony and she had a really good one, a great big orgasm. You know how you get a little wet when you have one?" Renee nodded. "Well, you wouldn't believe how wet your sister gets! Juice just pours out of her!" Renee put both hands to her mouth to smother a laugh at the image my words painted for her. Karen, on the other hand, looked as if she wished the earth would swallow her. To her increasing agitation I continued, "So her panties got completely soaked and stinky. I had to take them off her, or else everyone in the pews would've smelled her cunt juice."
"Pews!" Renee giggled. "They woulda been pee-yous!"
I laughed too; it really was a pretty good joke. Karen didn't see the humor, though. "But I can't take my dress off in here! Everyone will see!" Her tone turned frantic as she imagined her pussy exposed before the dozens of strangers standing around us, adult men and women, teenaged boys and children her own age and younger.
But I had an answer ready for that. "No, it'll be fine," I said breezily, as if stripping a fifth-grader naked in public was the most natural thing in the world. "Look, we'll step out around the corner here - we'll still be under the awning but no one will be able to see. There's no one in the lot, and the car's that way," I pointed away from the sightline of the glass doors. "Renee will run in front of you, and I'll be behind you. Look, you can hardly see for all the rain anyway, so don't worry. C'mon now." I stood and grasped her firmly around her skinny upper arm and started tugging her towards the glass doors.
Her eyes went round and her face showed stark terror as she realized I was really serious - I was going to make her run the length of the mall parking lot in the pouring rain, easily a quarter of a mile, completely naked except for her thin camisole. "No...no! I can't! Please, don't make me! Please! PLEASE, NO!" She was tugging futilely back against my grip, her voice rising in panic. Quickly, before anyone took real notice, I tightened my grip sharply. The pain shocked her into momentary silence and I bent my face to hers.
"You have to!" I said angrily. "Stop being such a baby! If you let your dress get ruined, your mother will be furious with you, and she'll be mad at me, too, for letting it happen. I am NOT going to let YOU get me in trouble." I gave her a little shake, while people around us politely looked away from the perfectly normal tableau of a father chastising his bratty daughter; no one could hear the actual subject under discussion. "You're going to do this. Just do like I say and no one will even notice. Keep whining, though, and by golly I'll drag you if I have to and then everyone will see your babycunt hanging out and they'll all know what a little perv you are. Is that what you want? Is it?"
Karen crumpled before my show of anger. Her need for adult approval and fear of being exposed as a "perv" were just too strong for her to even realize how ridiculous my threat was. "No, sir," she whispered. Her chin quivered and tears welled up in her eyes.
"OK, then. Come on, Renee," I handed the two bags of groceries to the younger girl as I shepherded her ahead of me out the door and tugged Karen after, still holding her quite firmly around the upper arm. Her bare feet stumbled slightly over the doorsill and onto the rough, wet concrete as I half-dragged her around the corner and out of sight of the entryway. The storm was still raging; water cascaded in sheets off the mall marquee. The high awning kept us only relatively dry. It offered little protection from the blowing wind and splashes from the standing water. Karen was terrified, trembling violently despite the warm, steamy air. Still, she offered no resistance as I turned her around to face the brick wall. I tugged the zipper of her dress smoothly down, revealing the creamy silk of her camisole and her buttocks curving outwards in just a hint of the womanly figure she would eventually develop. I had to tell her twice to raise her arms, she was almost paralyzed with fear, but when she did I gathered the dress at her waist and quickly lifted it up and over her head, stripping her. For the moment, my body shielded her from view.
Karen gasped as she felt the wind strike her naked legs and pussy. She hunched over, face to the wall, cupping her hands protectively over her pale smooth mound. I gave her a quick smack on her ass, though, and she straightened right up. I stuffed the dress into the grocery bag. I took the other bag from her sister and handed them both to her. I had to shout to be heard over the noise of the storm. "Hold these at your sides to cover up." Actually, I was filling her hands so she couldn't use them to hide herself like she'd just been doing. "Renee, you know where the car is?" She bobbed her head. "OK, when I say go, you take off. Karen will be right behind you, and I'll be behind her. Are you ready?" She nodded again, but looked askance at her big sister standing there barefoot and naked from the waist down. Tears were streaming down Karen's face and she shivered uncontrollably. Everyone has anxiety dreams where they find themselves naked in a public place; now she had woken up to one. "She'll be OK," I reassured Renee. "Let's just get moving. Go!" And the nine year old jumped off the curb and ran. Braids flying, she splashed through the water down the aisle.
Karen stood rooted to the spot, though, unable to force herself to take that first step and expose her body to the world. I let Renee get a good twenty feet ahead and then I hauled off and spanked her naked ass again, hard enough this time to leave a handprint. She yelped and jumped off the curb, her bare feet splashing into ankle-deep water, and lurched into an awkward run. I was right behind her, watching her pale, thin legs scissor open and closed. The grocery bags swung back and forth as she fought unsuccessfully to keep them close to her sides. She was crying full out now as she ran, whimpering "ohno, ohno, ohno," over and over.
In an instant we were all soaked. Karen's loose long hair was plastered to her back; water poured off it and down her bare butt. I stayed close behind her, keeping my feet low as I ran to splash cold water up on her bare calves and thighs with every step. I was laughing as the heavy rain beat against my face. I couldn't believe that I had actually done it, and even less that Karen had let me get away with it, but here I was chasing a naked preteen through the shopping mall parking lot.
Karen was trying desperately to catch up to her younger sister to use whatever minimal coverage her smaller body would provide. Under normal circumstances she could easily outrun Renee, but the asphalt was slippery and hard under her bare feet, and she was slowed by the weight of the groceries. Tears and the pouring rain blurred her vision. Worse, the emotional shock made her feel heavy and uncoordinated. Each time she faltered I gave her ass another smack, making her shriek and jump and leap forward again.
But now I could see a car crawling slowly down the aisle ahead of us, its headlights cutting a swath through the silvery rainfall. Karen's naked thighs would shine out like a beacon in that light. That wouldn't do. I seized the girl's arm and jerked her into the space between two parked cars, turning my back to the aisle as if I were fumbling with my keys and pushing Karen against the car door. "Hey!" I yelled over the noise of the rain beating on endless car roofs. No response. "Hey!" I yelled again. She didn't look at me, just stood there shivering and crying, her head bent over in misery and her arms holding the grocery sacks tight at her sides. Despite the warm air she was covered in gooseflesh. Her camisole was drenched and basically transparent and clung to every slight curve of her immature upper body. I could see her navel, the soft swell of her belly, and I could see where her nipples poked out, proud and swollen and completely stiff. To get her attention I slapped her again, this time right on her smooth pussy. She leaped and screamed, but focused on me.
"Karen, you're doing great! It's OK." I hugged her slight, shivering form tightly and she burrowed into me. Sure, I was the author of her current predicament but I was also shelter right now, covering her exposure. We stood there in the pouring rain. "Look, just relax, sweetie," I continued, rocking her and stroking her wet hair, "There's nothing to be scared of. No one can see you, you're doing fine," As I continued talking, mostly just for the sound of my voice, the girl started to relax. "Now, tell the truth, isn't this sort of fun?"
"No..." was her immediate response, but amazingly she sounded uncertain.
"No? It's not fun to splash through puddles? It's not fun to get soaking wet without worrying about it? It's not fun to have me...rub your babycunt?" And as I spoke I shoved my hand between her legs, pushing two fingers between her goose-pimpled labia and roughly massaging her clit hood. She was not lubricating - not at all surprising given the trauma she was living - but the water was good enough. And her small body reacted, sagging back against the cold metal as her legs parted slightly. What with the water, the wind, her bare feet and naked body, every feeling was heightened and the sensation of my fingers roughly parting her bald pussy lips was almost overwhelmingly intense. Within ten seconds she was gasping and shuddering and shoving her crotch against my hand. Behind me I heard the car splash past. I looked around and the aisle was clear again. "We gotta go, gotta catch up to your sister. C'mon, you can do it, take my hand and we'll run together. You can do it!" I took one of the shopping bags from her and grabbed her hand, tugging her back to a run as we headed back up the aisle. Now that she had relaxed a little her natural grace reasserted itself and she kept pace with me easily, her long bare legs flashing. Her soaked camisole clung to her stiff, swollen nubs and her hair flew wildly behind her. She didn't look happy, not at all, but the panic had dissolved and been replaced by a look of determination. She held her face tilted up into the pounding rain, letting it wash away her tears as we ran.
We got to the truck seconds after Renee who was doing a little rain dance waiting for us. She was jumping and stomping the deepest puddles, splashing water all around, her little arms flung up to the sky. I unlocked the truck and threw the bags behind the seat. Karen pushed past me and dived onto the seat. I boosted Renee in after her, closed the door, and ran around to get in myself. For a few seconds, it was just enough to sit there and enjoy the feeling of not being rained on. Water drummed on the roof of the cab and cascaded off the windshield. We couldn't see out through the downpour; it was like being in a private little cave. "Whoohoo!" I shouted, shaking my head from side to side and flinging water off of my wet hair. Renee laughed and did the same thing.
Karen, however, turned in the seat to face me, drawing up her left foot so the heel rested against her bare crotch. The little blonde was angry! Her hands were clenched into fists, her blue eyes flashed, and her nipples were stiff and poking out the completely transparent camisole that was her only garment. "I can't believe you made me do that!" she shouted. She looked so sexy that it was all I could do not to grab her shoulders, push her down flat on the seat with her head in her sister's jeans-clad lap, and fuck her right there. As soon as I had discovered this morning that her cherry was already gone I knew that before long I would be forcing my adult cock into her barely-pubescent eleven-year-old vagina. I shuddered inwardly as I imagined how delightful the little girl's naked body would feel pressed beneath mine as I pumped load after load of cum into her. But not quite yet.
"I can't believe you did it!" I responded, and began praising her extravagantly for her bravery and her speed, her grace and her beauty, continuing my strategy of emotionally whipsawing her from humiliation to pride and back. I pulled her to me, nuzzling my face into her neck and kissing all up and down from her ear to her shoulder. I lifted the sopping little camisole up over her chest and seized both of her firm, rubbery nipples. I felt them stiffen and heat against my fingertips as I spoke. "You were so brave and you looked so beautiful running, you're a special little girl, I bet not one in a thousand could've done that, I'm so proud of you!" I was twisting and pinching the sensitive nubs now, and the young girl's skinny torso began to twist beneath my hands; I could see the muscles rippling in her abdomen.
Karen's anger dissolved into confusion under my verbal and physical onslaughts. She had every right to be furious. What I had done to her was a dreadful violation and should be unforgivable. But now I was heaping on her the adult praise she craved and if she rejected me to hold onto her anger she'd have to reject the praise as well. Her body, too, was responding to my fondling. Tingles spread from her nipples, and that delicious new sensation of heat and juiciness was rising between her legs. "Stop! Sto...ahp!" she said but it was halfhearted and more of a moan than a command.
I pushed her against the seatback so she was facing forward and now my hands roamed freely all over her wet, slender body. Her tan lines looked so sexy, the way the golden skin on her arms and legs contrasted with the paleness of her undeveloped breasts and pubis. I rubbed down her stomach, pressed a finger into her twitching bellybutton. I stroked down one leg and back up, teasingly across her mound and down the other. Her skinny ass began to squirm on the wet seat. I stopped nibbling on her neck long enough to raise my head and say, "Look, Renee, your big sister's getting horny!"
The younger child had been taking in my molesting her big sister with her expressionless gaze, absently twisting one of her braids. "Why?" she asked.
"I dunno, exactly. I think being naked in public kinda turns her on, even though she didn't want to at first. She was scared, but maybe being scared makes her horny, too." I continued fondling Karen as I spoke and if she objected to having her sexual kinks discussed impersonally with her nine-year-old sister she gave no sign. Her eyes had closed and she was making little sighs and cooing sounds. She was starting to thrust her crotch up off the seat as I continued to tease her by refusing to make full contact with her heating little cunt. "Yes, Renee, your sister is definitely horny," I said. "Isn't that right, Karen?" I flicked her swollen clitoris where it peeked out at the top of her puffy labia, and she jumped and grunted as a spike of pleasure wracked her preteen body. "Do you want me touch you?"
"Yesssssss..." she breathed out.
"Where? Where do you want me to touch you?"
"There! On my..." she couldn't quite say it.
I took my hand away. "You have to say it, Karen. You have to ask for it. Where do you want me to touch you?"
The fifth-grader moaned in frustration, tossing her head with its mane of blond hair back and forth. She arched her back, pushing her nipples up at me. I leaned over to whisper in her ear. "If you want me to touch your babycunt, all you have to do is say it. Say it!"
"Yes!" she shrieked. "Touch my babycunt!" All at once she seemed to relax, and she repeated more softly, "Touch my babycunt." Her eyes opened but they were unfocused and it was like she had fallen into a trance. "Touch my babycunt. Touch my babycunt. Touch my babycunt..."
"Yes, sweetie, of course I will," and I did. I pinched her swollen clitoris lightly between my finger and thumb, then slid two fingers into her juvenile furrow, splitting the hairless lips. I rubbed rapidly up and down, spreading her juice all over her smooth sex as it flowed over my fingers.
"Ah! Ah! Ah!" Karen barked out sharp little sounds of pleasure as I masturbated her vigorously. I eased off after a few seconds, not yet ready to allow her release.
"Well, that's enough of that for right now," I said. Karen seemed to shake herself awake as I took my hands off her. Her naked ass wriggled on the seat and she squeezed her thighs together. I chuckled to myself at her obvious frustration and her obvious efforts to hide it. She wasn't ready yet to openly masturbate herself in front of me and her little sister, even if we had been in a somewhat more private location than a truck in the middle of a busy mall parking lot. "Show us your new purse, why don't you?" I said, reaching back behind the seat to fetch it and placing it in her hands. She held it out dumbly, not sure what was expected of her.
Renee remembered her cue. "Hey, how come you bought her a present and you didn't buy me a present?" she asked.
"It's not really a present, Renee," I answered, "It's more of a payment. You see, your sister...is a whore."
"What's a whore?" Renee asked, as simultaneously with her big sister shrieked out, "I am NOT!" The older girl looked outraged. Her knuckles whitened around her new purse.
I answered the younger girl as if Karen hadn't just yelled in my ear. "A whore is a girl who trades sex for money. Your sister made that bargain with me this morning. I gave her a big orgasm but there wasn't time for her to give me one, so I made that deal with her, didn't I, Karen? I said I'll buy you something, and then you'll make me feel good? Wasn't that the deal?"
"No! I mean, yes, but, I mean, that wasn't..."
"Sure it was, sweetie," I put my arm around her to tweak and pull her right nipple gently as I spoke. "It wasn't cash on the nail, but it doesn't have to be. I buy you something; you have sex with me. That makes you a whore." My tone was light but I gave the word extra emphasis each time I said it.
"No, I'm not. I'm not!" The girl was near tears again. I don't think she'd actually known what the word meant until now but she'd clearly heard it used as some vicious schoolyard taunt or whispered by sniggering teenagers somewhere.
I cut off her protests by giving her puffy, walnut-sized nipple a firm pinch. "You are, sweetie. It's nothing to be ashamed of. Look; I spent ten dollars on you so you'd have sex with me. That makes you a whore, a ten-dollar whore to be precise. And right now, you're MY ten-dollar whore!" Karen flinched from each use of the word as if from a blow.
Renee probably didn't understand the full emotional impact of my words on her older sister since she didn't share her conflicted guilt about sex play, either solo or with others. Nor did she have any context for understanding how society looked down on prostitution, but she could see Karen was upset and so with the unerring instinct of siblings everywhere for effective teasing, she began chanting in a singsong voice, "Karen is a who-ore. Karen is a who-ore. A whory whory who-ore..."
"I'm NOT! I'M NOT! SHUT UP!" Karen lunged at her sister, screaming and flailing her arms wildly. She caught Renee square in the mouth, knocking her head backwards to hit hard against the door handle. For a shocked second the younger girl was just stunned, as was I - I had never seen the sisters have a physical fight in the four years I'd known them - but then she burst out bawling.
I grabbed the older girl roughly by the arms and twisted her around to face me. Her face was contorted in anger; two red smudges rode high on her cheeks. The anger changed to fear as I confronted her. "That was inexcusable!" I yelled right in her face. "You are Not! Allowed! to Hit! your Sister!" and I emphasized each word with a good shake. I maneuvered over her in the cramped space, pushing her into the driver's seat as I gathered her crying little sister into my lap. "Sh-sh-sh-sh," I soothed her, "It's all right, Karen didn't mean it, it's OK..." I rocked Renee as much as I could on the narrow seat. Even in our wet clothes I could feel the heat from her compact little body against me and my erection surged back to full hardness as I comforted her. What if we had been naked, I imagined, instead of Karen. I imagined wedging the head of my rampant cock into her prepubescent slit, holding her against me and letting her own weight force a painful deflowering on the small child. I imagined her sobs turning to grunts of pain and then screams as my cock tore through her hymen and forced itself into her incredible tightness and heat. And I imagined crushing her smooth, naked body against my hairy chest and feeling her virgin blood trickle down my shaft as she struggled against her impalement. But I loved Renee, and I'd never hurt her like that, and soon enough her sobs diminished to sniffles; she'd been more shocked than hurt. I felt the back of her head and there was no cut or bump.
Karen was crying herself now, huddled into the opposite corner of the seat. Her knees were drawn up with her arms wrapped tight around them, her chubby bald cuntlips peeking out between her legs. "I'm sorry, Renee," she gulped out.
"You should be sorry, Karen. There's never a good reason to hit your sister. And you," I turned to Renee, "You shouldn't have teased her. You tell her you're sorry, too."
"I'm sorry," the younger girl muttered.
"Thank you, Renee. Karen, you'll have to be punished for hitting, but look - we're all wet and uncomfortable. Let's not worry about it now, OK? The rain's slowing down so sit back down, and we'll get out of here." Awkwardly, I changed places again with the naked fifth-grader. "Pull your top down, sweetie, before you put your seatbelt on. You don't want everyone gawking at those pretty little boobies through the windshield." Blushing, Karen did as she was told. "But here's the thing," I spoke seriously. "You are too a whore. There's nothing wrong with being a whore; I love you regardless. What I wouldn't love is if you were a cheater, or a liar, or a girl who beats up littler kids. Being a whore just means you get paid for doing what you like to do anyway." I began stroking her smooth vulva again as I spoke, tracing her slit which moistened again at my touch. I flicked the erect clitoris and brought yet another shudder and gasp from the thoroughly aroused young girl. "Now," I said, pinching and wiggling the sensitive little nub gently, "What are you?"
"ooooooh...I'm a whore," she said softly, looking away from me.
"Good girl, that's right," I replied. "And whose whore are you?"
I pressed my other hand against the eleven-year-old's cheek, forcing her to look around at me. Her chin quivered a bit but her blue eyes were bright and determined as she said, "I'm your whore."
Her clit was slippery with juice between my fingers as I rubbed it back and forth against her lips. "Yes, you are. And where do you like to be touched, my beautiful, naked, ten-dollar whore?"
"Ah...ah...right there...oh...on my babycunt...my babycunt...touch it...please..." Her upset dissolved under my fingers and the naked preteen was again sighing and wriggling on the bench seat. Within a minute or two her thighs and the vinyl beneath them were shiny and slippery with her baby honey, and Renee wrinkled her nose as the delicious (to me) smell of aroused pubescent cunt filled the cab.
"Ohhhhhhh..." Karen moaned in frustration as I took my hand out of her crotch. I licked my fingers clean before I turned the key and started the truck, savoring the taste and warm, creamy texture of her secretions.
"I'm going to take us to where you can earn your money, you cute little whore," I said happily, "But you can start now." Working awkwardly around my seatbelt I opened my pants and extracted my stiff cock. Karen's satiny panties were still wrapped around the tumescent member. She recoiled slightly from the thick, veined organ - the only other time she had seen it she had been tied to a chair. I'd shoved it at her face right before squirting hot semen all over her bound body. I adjusted the damp fabric so that it covered the swollen mushroom head of my penis, sliding it around a bit so it was thoroughly wet with my precum. "Give me your hand," I said, and I wrapped her thin fingers around the shaft. "Just hold it, and squeeze it while I drive. No, not like that," as she grabbed it a bit too tightly. "Renee, you know how to do this - tell your sister."
"Just squeeze a little," the nine-year-old said. "Now move your hand up and down. Rub it, don't pull it. Be gentle!"
"Ahhhhh, like that," I approved. I cautiously put the truck in gear and navigated out of the parking lot, looking at all the other drivers and pedestrians and thinking about how we looked like a normal family through the truck windshield - none of them could see me with my cock out, being masturbated by a naked eleven-year-old while her nine-year-old sister gave her pointers on technique. As my balls churned from Karen's amateur ministrations, I drove out of the lot and off to our next stop.
Our destination was a good half-hour away but it wasn't ten minutes before I had to hurriedly pull off to the side of the road as I felt my cum rising. I slammed the truck into Park then grabbed Karen's hand in mine and pulled hard on my cock. "Oh, yeah! Jerk my cock, little whore! Oh! Oh! Oh!" With my help Karen milked the cum out of me. It had been building up in me all day, ever since I first dragged the fifth-grader into that church broom closet to molest her. I threw my head back and closed my eyes as I spurted shot after shot, drenching Karen's little-girl panties with my slimy ejaculate.
"Ahhhhhh...nice! Good job, Karen. Not bad for your first time." I praised Karen as I came down from my orgasmic high. When we had started out she had been gazing fixedly straight ahead as if trying to pretend it wasn't her hand masturbating a grown man's penis next to her, but as we had driven her curiosity had gotten the better of her and she'd started watching with interest as my cock twitched and swelled beneath her hand.
I unwrapped the panties from my softening shaft, wiping myself clean as I did. I dropped the semen-drenched fabric into Karen's lap with a plop. She recoiled but I pushed the panties into her crotch, smearing the slippery jizz onto her cunny lips. "There! Now you've got a man's cum on you, just like a good whore should," I said, as I put the truck back into gear and pulled into traffic.
The sun had sunk behind the mountains by the time we reached our destination, Karen and Renee's elementary school. I pulled around the back in the gathering twilight, backing in to park the truck at an angle close to the building's back classroom wing. The school was empty on this Sunday afternoon but we could see the rows of desks, the blackboards, the brightly-colored construction-paper decorations through the windows that stretched from wall-to-wall and up to the ceiling. In front of us the playground fell away on a slight downslope to a thick hedge that marked the boundary between it and adjacent backyards.
I shut off the engine and got out. The rain had cooled the afternoon quite a bit, though it was still comfortable. Maybe it would be a bit chilly if you were a naked eleven-year-old girl, but even in my still-damp clothes I was OK. I walked around to the other side and opened the door. "Everyone out!" I said gaily. I lifted Renee down and then reached across and half-helped, half-pulled Karen's nude form out and stood her on the asphalt before she could protest. We were hidden by the angle of the truck against the building and the nearest house was a good 500 feet away anyway, but it took her a minute to realize she wasn't completely exposed. Grasping her wrinkled camisole I said, "You won't need this," while she was still getting her bearings and lifted it over her head and off. She stood there between her clothed younger sister and me, a little dazed and now completely naked. She tried to cover herself with her hands but I grabbed her wrists and held them in front of her. "No, you don't need to do that, sweetie. No one's here but us."
Karen looked around and realized I was right. Being naked outside was still a weird experience, weird and scary, but she was getting used to it. When I asked "Are you ready to earn your money?" she set her jaw and nodded, resigned to keeping the bargain I had forced on her.
Without warning I picked up the child and slung her over my shoulder in a fireman's carry. Renee laughed at the sight of her older sister's cunny and ass exposed, while Karen made a noise of surprise and outrage, muffled by her long hair that draped over her head towards the ground. Her legs kicked futilely. I walked to the back of the truck and with my free hand lowered the tailgate and then bent to set the girl on the open truckbed. She winced a bit as her butt cheeks pressed on the cool, wet corrugated metal. I put an arm around her bare shoulders, placed my other hand on her chest between her delectable nipples and pushed, cradling her onto her back. Then I hooked a hand behind each knee and pulled them up, placing her feet spread apart at the edge of the tailgate. She was now lying flat with her legs open, her naked cunt exposed and spread. Her labia were already swollen and red from being repeatedly brought near to orgasm and left suspended in the mall lot. Her oversized baby clit was aroused and stood out proud. I watched her ribs rise and fall with her rapid breathing, hollowing her belly. She raised her hands to cover her face as if shutting out the entire bizarre situation.
I sat on the tailgate myself and leaned over so I could stroke Karen's heaving chest as I spoke. "The first thing I want you to do for me, little whore, is play with yourself. Get those hands busy in your babycunt." I palmed her vulva briefly to prime the pump, as it were, then when she didn't immediately comply I pulled her wrist down, placing her right hand on her crotch. "Go on, Karen, rub your hot babycunt for me." With her other hand firmly covering her eyes, the child obeyed. Stiffening her hand, she pressed her second and third fingers against her swollen clitty and began strumming rapidly up and down.
I put my arm around little Renee as we both stood before her older sister's spread legs, watching as she awkwardly masturbated herself. Her ass began to wiggle on the truck bed and her breath came in gasps. "Is that how you do it?" I asked the younger girl, just to get her talking.
Renee's eyes were intent on Karen's oozing cunt. "Sorta. I use all my fingers and I kinda go around and around instead of up and down."
I bent down for a closer look. Karen's immature inner lips were flowering open a little and I could see her inner passage. The muscles contracted and relaxed, opening and closing. "Look, Renee, she's winking at us!" The little girl was fascinated by the sight of her older sister's pink tunnel. "Karen, put your finger in, like I did to you this morning. Go ahead, do it like a good little whore."
"Ohhh..." Karen made a soft sound of...humiliation? arousal? maybe both?...at my instruction and use of "that word", but she obeyed. Tentatively she probed at her cunthole with her middle finger, rubbing around the edge of it and coating her fingertip with slippery juice before pushing it slowly in. "Aaaaaaaagh..." she cried softly as she pushed, until her finger was buried to the knuckle.
"Now push it in and out, Karen. You know how," I coached her. She did, and in seconds she was humping her crotch against her hand, pressing her outthrust clitoris against her palm in her body's instinctive quest for pleasure. Little squeaks and moans escaped her lips. Through it all, though, her other hand stayed covering her eyes.
Renee was spellbound. I don't think it had occurred to her yet that you could put things up inside yourself like that. I stood behind her now, my erect cock pressing between her shoulderblades. I reached my fingers into the wide armholes of her sleeveless blouse to fondle her tiny nipples. They responded to my touch and the cool air by hardening into stiff little pebbles, and the nine-year-old relaxed against me. "Hey, Renee," I said, "Let's pretend that it's a school day instead of Sunday night. All the kids and the teachers are in the classrooms here and the blinds are open. What do you think the kids would say when they noticed your big sister out here? Would it be, like, 'Hey, there's a naked girl on the playground!'?"
Renee quickly got into the spirit of pretending. "Ohmigosh, is that Karen?" she said. She changed her voice, raising and lowering the pitch to indicate other children speaking. "It is Karen! Where are her clothes? What's she doing? Ewww, she's playing with her privates! Look at her, she's stuck her finger inside her cunny! It's all wet and leaking! She's gonna get in trouble!"
"I'm the teacher," I proclaimed in a deep voice. "Class, everyone come see. It appears that Karen has decided that she's a whore. She's practicing by showing her babycunt to the entire school. That's what a whore does to earn money. Raise your hand if you want to give your lunch money to Karen for being a good whore!"
Our little impromptu theater had an electrifying effect on the older girl as she writhed on the metal bed of my truck. "Noooooooooo!" she cried as she imagined her outdoor masturbation viewed by her entire school, all her classmates, the bigger and littler kids as well, plus even the teachers. She could feel herself blushing from head to toe and even in the waning daylight I could see her light skin coloring. Humiliation overwhelmed her, but at the same time a deep well of pleasure was bubbling up between her legs. Her clit and her tight little hole were on fire as she imagined her schoolmates' faces pressed against the window, watching her masturbate.
Karen was finger-fucking herself with abandon now, groaning and twisting her body as shame and arousal fought to control her. I had chosen this site and the scenario deliberately. Karen loved school and loved learning, but now she wouldn't be able to step off the school bus without remembering herself naked like this, legs spread, finger pistoning in and out of her cunt. I wanted sex and humiliation to infect every part of her childhood, not just her private time with me at her house. I wanted everything she did in her daily routine to have some association with sexual pleasure. I wanted her sitting in class tomorrow, blushing, her panties damp with this memory as she imagined herself naked on display. I wanted her days filled with worry that her classmates and friends would discover her secret and know her for the horny, obsessed little girl she was becoming.
"It's recess now," I said. "Look, all the kids are gathered around you, Karen. Everyone's watching you play with your babycunt. And here's a little boy who wants to give you money so he can touch you. What's your name, little boy?" I nudged Renee; when she didn't seem to know how to respond I whispered to her, "What's the name of her best friend that's a boy?"
"Oh, uh...Raymond. My name's Raymond Handler."
"That's OK, isn't it? You're a good whore so you'll let Raymond touch your legs for fifty cents, right?" I tossed some coins from my pocket onto the truck bed near Karen's head. She flinched away from the noise but the fifth-grader was completely lost now in the fantasy.
"Ooooh, noooooooo. Uh-huh, uh-huh, uh-HUH," she half-sobbed out. I pushed Renee forward. "Go ahead, Raymond, you can touch the whore now." Renee laid her hands on Karen's ankles and slid them up towards her knees and back down. I don't think the younger girl got any kind of sexual charge out of this, she was just going along with my game of let's pretend. For Karen, however, it was electric. Her ass started bouncing up and down as she pushed herself up, balancing on shoulders and heels. I could see her clit standing out, swollen and dark as her hand moved back and forth. Her thighs and hand were wet and slick as juice squished out around her finger, dripped off her and pooled on the metal. "Aaaaah! Aaaaah! Aaaaah!" She was seconds away from orgasm.
Near enough. Moving Renee gently aside I grabbed Karen's hand and pulled her finger out of her cunt, then seized her ankles, straightening and closing her legs, pulling her off the edge of the truck bed and standing her on her feet on the narrow grass verge between the building and the parking lot. Her eyes were glazed and her mouth hung open. Her nipples were swollen and stiff. She staggered, shocked and dazed at the sudden end to her self-stimulation. "OK, Karen, it's time for you to learn one of the most important skills for a good whore. Get on your knees and suck my cock!"
She looked up at my vaguely, swaying slightly. Her hands wandered back to her nearly bald mound. "No, sweetie. Not now," I said kindly, "You can play with yourself in a minute, but first you have to earn your money. Get on your knees," I repeated. The naked eleven-year-old focused on my voice but made no move until I gently pressed on her shoulders. Then her legs collapsed and she folded down into a crouch. "Sit back on your heels, now, back straight," I instructed. When I was satisfied I stepped back and looked down at her. She looked back at me, her blue eyes wide and shiny. Her cheeks were flushed with embarrassment or arousal or some combination of the two which I hoped were becoming inseparable in her mind. Her hands rested on her knees, holding her spine arched. I parted her hair and pulled it forward over her shoulders so I could see the smooth sweep of her back down to her girlish, slightly flared hips and the cleft of her rounded ass. The pads of her pretty little toes peeked out from beneath the pale cheeks. She was beautiful.
I undid my trousers and pulled out my cock. I had cum less than half an hour earlier but the sight of Karen kneeling nude and submissive before me had me raging hard again. I stepped forward and the stiff organ bobbed in front of her face. She tried to flinch back but I put a hand to the back of her neck and held her while the dark red swollen head slapped on her forehead, her nose, her cheeks, leaving shiny wet spots of precum.
"OK, Karen, put your hands around my penis. Both hands, like you're praying..." I guided her to wrap her small hands, fingers interlaced, around the base of my cock. "Now kiss the end of it. Go ahead, Karen, kiss my penis!" She was still reluctant but I was able to let loose of her neck as she bent forward slowly, lips puckered, to place them against the tip of my leaking organ. I sighed as I felt the warmth of her lips touch me ever so lightly. "Oooh, haaah, that's nice, good job," I praised her. "How's that taste? It's not bad, is it?"
Hesitantly she licked her lips and rolled my precum around inside her mouth. "Nnno...salty," she said, half to herself.
"Now swirl your tongue around the end, the knobby part there, like if it was an ice-cream cone. Look at me!" I tapped her smartly on her high forehead with my index finger. "Look up into my eyes while you suck my cock, little whore. Now lick me!" There was no resistance left in Karen. Obediently she extended her tongue and I pushed my hips forward. The feeling of her laving my organ was wonderful. I looked down into her blue eyes, watching her head move back and forth as she swirled her hot tongue around and around my glans. Precum oozed freely from my piss slit and she licked it up. Every so often her eyes wandered and I tapped her on the forehead again, bringing her gaze back to mine. I flexed my groin muscles making my penis bounce and dance in her grip.
"Ahhhhh, that's nice. Renee, come see! Watch your sister licking my penis." The nine-year-old girl stepped forward, watching intently as her big sister's tongue swirled around my hairy, erect organ. Renee had seen my penis before, in fact she had seen and felt it ejaculate more than once, but oral sex was new to her.
"Now put it in your mouth, Karen. That's it, good girl, keep your teeth out of the way," I encouraged her. Everyone said Karen had a beautiful smile, but as my penis slid between the child's lips I realized that it was due in part to her mouth being rather wider than normal. She was able to handle my girth easily. "Ohhhhh," I moaned as I felt my organ enwrapped in her warm, moist oral cavity. "Look, everybody!" I said. "It's still recess time and everybody's standing in a circle, watching Karen learn to suck cock!" The young girl moaned around the organ stuffing her mouth and a fresh blush spread across her cheeks. "That's it, ohhh, wonderful, suck on my penis, Karen. Move it in and out, in and out, oh God you're a good little whore. Wiggle your tongue on it, too. Ah, yessss," I kept up a steady stream of encouragement as the preteen gave her first blowjob. I watched her flaming cheeks hollow and bulge as my cock pistoned slowly in and out of her mouth. The suction, the warmth, the slick wetness, the hot ring of her lips moving up and down the shaft had me rapidly building towards orgasm. But then my concentration was broken by a musical chime coming from my pocket. My cellphone was ringing.
I fished it out and looked at the display. It was Jenny calling. Seized by a crazy impulse, I held my finger to my lips, warning both children to silence, then answered the call. "Hi, hon, how's it going? Oh, cool, where are you going to eat? Is that good, I've been looking for a good Greek place...Oh yeah, the kids are fine. Renee is watching a show and Karen, I'm just giving Karen a snack. In fact she's got her mouth full right now." I grinned down at the little girl. She had stopped pumping, frozen and wide-eyed with shock, as if her mother could look through the phone lines and see her kneeling naked on the ground with her mouth stuffed full of adult cock. "No, you go ahead. I'll cook dinner after awhile and I can put them to bed if need be...No, it's no problem, I promise. You have fun. 'Bye!" I clicked off. On impulse, before I put the phone away I pointed the camera lens down and snapped a quick shot of Karen's wide-eyed surprise with her jaws stretched wide around my penis.
Drool was leaking out of her mouth around my organ and running down her chin and neck. I put my hands on either side of her head and gently started moving her mouth back and forth again. "Ohhhh, that's so good, you're a good little cocksucker, Karen. I'm about to shoot my stuff, gonna shoot my cum in your mouth, I want you to swallow it all."
Karen's eyes opened wider at my words and she waggled her head from side to side. "Nnnn-nn! Nnnn-nn!" she protested. She tried to pull back but anticipating her I tightened my grip, tangling my fingers in her hair, and forced her to keep the same rhythm. In moments, the anticipation of shooting my hot cum down into the child's tummy had me teetering on the edge again.
"Yes, sweetie, a good whore always swallows the man's stuff. It won't taste any different, just swallow when you feel it in your mouth, earn your money, whore, oooh, oooh, OOOOH, gonna cum, gonna cum now, here it is take it TAKE IT TAKE IT AAAAAAAHHH!" I pulled her head down. Spiky tingles shot through me from my toes to the top of my head; I tensed and grunted as my balls drew up and I fired the first salvo of hot sperm into Karen's mouth. She gulped and I watched her throat work as she swallowed convulsively. "UUUGH! UGH! UGH!" She kept swallowing but couldn't keep up as my cock spat load after load into her mouth. She choked and cum shot out her nose. The sticky fluid welled up around my shaft and spilled from her lips, splashing back to coat her cheeks and dangle in gooey ropes from her chin and into her long blond hair.
Finally I was spent. Still gripping Karen's head I pulled her off me; her mouth came free with a sucking pop. I pushed her shoulders and she tumbled over onto her back, coughing on the wet grass, her legs flying out and up in the air. I dropped to my knees and shoved my own mouth into her soaked baby snatch. She was drenched with cunt juice practically from navel to knees. Her delicious spicy pubescent taste and aroma enfolded me. I seized her battered clit between my lips and sucked, strumming it with my tongue. Simultaneously I jammed two fingers into her soaking vagina. It was tight, really tight, but the copious lubrication let the digits slide into her. Karen groaned at the penetration. I pulled them out and forced them back in. She groaned again, louder, and then I felt her cunt clamp down even tighter, and a fresh flood of juice covered my hand and face as her orgasm took her. "AH! AHH! AIEE!" Her voice rose to a piercing shriek, loud enough that I worried she might be heard in the houses backing up against the playground, hundreds of feet away. Her legs kicked out violently and her little fists beat against the ground as she spasmed. Her eyes were screwed shut and her head twisted from side to side on the grass. I held my fingers deep inside her and kept up my oral assault on her pulsing clitoris as waves of orgasm washed over the helpless preteen. She twitched and groaned and moaned and whimpered with gradually decreasing volume; finally, after a good minute or two she heaved a huge sigh and lay still.
I straightened up but didn't yet pull my fingers out of her juvenile cunt. Karen's chest heaved as she gasped for breath, her limbs sprawled on the wet grass. Her face was smeared with my cum and globs were visible in the tangled fan of her long blond hair. Her midsection was shiny and slick with cunt juice, and most parts of her naked body not smeared with our sexual secretions were wet with sweat. As my own breathing calmed I became aware of Renee still standing to one side. She was tugging on her braids in some agitation, having not seen her sister climax before let alone such a shattering example. "She's OK, Renee, she just had a REALLY nice one."
It was closer to dusk now than twilight, and with a loud click and a rising hum, the school's parking lot security lights snapped on. The naked, spent, semen-smeared child at my feet was suddenly bathed in a harsh yellow sodium glare. It was time to get out of here and head home. I zipped back up, then helped Karen to her feet. She staggered and her legs collapsed beneath her. I bundled her into the truck, belting her in still naked. Renee got in after and I started the engine and drove away. By the time we got to their house Karen was snoring softly. She had had a very long and tiring day. I wrapped her in my suit jacket to carry her into the house. I took her up to her room and laid her limp, nude form on her bed. Before I wrestled her into some pajamas I couldn't resist spreading her skinny legs and licking her sweet cunt some more. She was so exhausted that she barely stirred, even when I bit gently down on her abused little clitoris. With the taste of her fresh in my mouth again I fetched a damp cloth to wipe my drying sperm off her face and hair, then tucked her into bed. I kissed her forehead chastely and went downstairs to get started on supper.



Part 5
Mg, ped, mast, semi-nc, reluc, cons, humil, exhib

Jenny needed a favor. She was taking a continuing ed class for a new certification. It was a special session at the community college for working people and the schedule was intense: four and a half hours every weekday evening for four weeks. That meant she wouldn't get home until after ten p.m., and since Rob worked second shift he typically got home even later. They felt that Karen and Renee were too young to be alone in the house for that long every night. The problem was, their regular babysitter had graduated and gone off to college. They had a new girl, a middle-schooler, but Jenny and the girl's parents agreed she wasn't yet ready to spend every evening for a month babysitting, especially with the new school year just underway.
So Jenny had asked me if I knew any young people who were both mature enough and interested in giving up every weeknight for a month to babysit a nine- and eleven-year-old. In fact, I did - my friend and former-midlife-crisis-lust-object, Moira. She was now nineteen or twenty, but I had met her when she was thirteen and her entire family joined the gym where I was training. We still kept in touch and I had a feeling she would really enjoy getting to know Karen, but for now I had other plans. So instead I offered myself as a babysitter. I was working a short-term job in town, I explained, and driving two hours each way from my house was exhausting while a hotel room was expensive and uncomfortable. Jenny was happy to accept. The kids liked me and I was trustworthy as far as she knew. So it was that on a Sunday evening I was making up their monster of a sectional couch into the guest bed I would be using for the next month.
Over dinner, Jenny and I discussed the routine for the coming month with the girls. I told them I had arranged my work schedule so I would be done early most days and I'd get there at about the same time they got home from school, maybe a little sooner. They'd be expected to behave, to do their homework before playing or watching tv just like they did when they got home to an empty house, and so on. Renee was excited to learn that I'd be their houseguest for a whole month. She kicked her short legs underneath the table while she ate, wriggled in her chair and tossed her thick brown braids from side to side - a little ball of energy. She chattered away to me, enough that Jenny had to caution her twice about talking with her mouth full.
Karen, on the other hand, sat mostly silent, staring at her plate and poking listlessly at her food with her fork. Her long blond hair fell forward to hide her oval face but occasionally I caught her shooting worried glances at me from beneath her lowered brow. I winked and smiled at her, imagining the delectable preteen charms concealed by her tshirt and shorts. It was hard to tell the way she was sitting hunched over but I thought her lovely nipples were swelling further, on the verge of becoming actual titties. And now I would have a whole month to play with them.
As we finished the meal I offered to help the girls with their chore of clearing the table while Jenny cleared off the stove and put up the leftovers. We made short work of it; as Karen and I loaded the last plates into the dishwasher our heads were almost touching and I took the opportunity to whisper just one word in her ear: "whore". Her thin shoulders stiffened and for the first time that evening she looked right at me. I saw shame and a little panic in her wide blue eyes. Her mother's back was turned to us and I quickly reached out and, smiling right into her shocked face, squeezed one of her plump little ass cheeks. The young girl stifled an involuntary squeak and fled the room.
Later, after the girls were in bed and Rob had gotten home we sat around the couch, drinks in hand, discussing the children. "I guess it's just the puberty express approaching," Jenny sighed ruefully, "but Karen's gotten so moody lately. She hardly ever smiles, spends hours locked in her room - and she's gotten downright obsessive about cleanliness. Renee's always complaining she's hogging the bathroom. For some reason she's especially worried about her teeth. Don't get me wrong, I'm thrilled that I don't have to force her to get in the shower, but I can hear that stupid electric toothbrush going for fifteen minutes some nights." I smiled inwardly, knowing that it wasn't her teeth the fifth-grader was obsessed with.
The next morning I was up and out of the house well before anyone else so that I could put in my eight hours and be done in time to meet the children after school. The timing worked out perfectly; they were just walking up the block as I pulled into the driveway. I got out of the car and watched them approach. They were both bent forward under the weight of absurdly-filled backpacks. I didn't remember ever having to tote that much crap around when I was in elementary school. Renee was wearing a white polo shirt, beige skorts, and sneakers. Her brown hair was in the customary two braids. Today her older sister had on a pink sleeveless blouse that bared her lovely thin, tanned shoulders and a short pleated skirt in a matching color. Her coltish legs were bare down to some dressy white sandals. Her waist-length blond hair was pulled back into a ponytail high on the back of her head and swung sexily from side to side as she walked. When Renee saw me she grabbed her heavy backpack's shoulder straps and lurched into an awkward run, calling my name. Karen, though, stopped dead on the sidewalk. After a moment she visibly forced herself to start moving again, trudging on as if to her execution. I never wanted the little girl to be quite so fearful of me. As the children approached I was mentally revising my plan for the afternoon.
A couple of weeks had passed since the wedding that had been Karen's last big day with me. She had learned a lot about herself that day. She'd spent a good part of the afternoon naked in public - first forced to sprint across the mall parking lot in a downpour, then masturbating me to orgasm in my truck, and then finally learning how to give a killer blowjob in her elementary school parking lot. It was only after she swallowed my cum that I allowed her release, jamming two fingers up her juvenile cunny and wringing what had looked like a soul-shaking orgasm from her developing body. Exhausted after that, she had fallen asleep and I'd been unable to rouse her even with vigorous cunnilingus. That afternoon she became a preteen whore, or at least so I had convinced her. I had taken her nascent sexuality and her childish, church-inspired guilt over it and turned it into an obsessive, all-encompassing ache in her body and her heart and her cunt; now I had a month to solidify that as part of her self-image. But while I had used that guilt and shame to get through her defenses and into her cute little panties, I certainly didn't want them to completely ruin her life, if for no other reason than if her upset became too obvious it might lead to a heart-to-heart with Jenny or Rob or a counselor. I wanted her to become my slut, but I needed her to be at least a willing, if not necessarily a happy slut.
Renee threw her arms around my waist in an enthusiastic hug, her round face beaming up at me. "Hi, sweetie! Did you have a good day at school?"
"Uh huh! We learned about frogs and how they grow from tadpoles in swamps!" She launched into a nine-year-old's stream-of-consciousness report of her day, chattering on so that I almost missed it when she said, "...and I saw Karen masturbating at recess..."
"Whoa, there!" I stopped her. Karen was just turning up the walk. I lowered my voice so the older girl wouldn't hear. "You saw your sister playing with her cunny outside? Did anyone else see?"
"Nuh-uh, she hid," Renee replied brightly. "She was sitting on the grass, you know, where she sucked on your thingy and you squirted in her mouth? There were cars parked there so no one could see, and she was leaning against the wall under the windows, and she had her skirt up, and her hand was inside her panties, and her eyes were closed and she was making funny little noises, and then she kinda shivered all over and she took her hand out and wiped it on the grass."
"And where were you while all this was going on? You were spying on her a little, weren't you?"
"Well...kinda," the child admitted. "But she's been all weird and sad lately. I haveta make sure she's OK. I wish she wasn't sad like that."
I hugged Renee hard. "You're such a good girl to care about your sister like that. I know why she's acting sad, and I'll explain later, OK? And I think I know how to make her happy again." Karen had finally reached the porch. "But let's go inside now and have a snack, and then we can get your homework done. I want to be able to tell your mom that we got right to work and finished it quick!" And with that I turned and shepherded the two little girls into the dimness and cool of their home. I locked the front door behind us.
I gave the girls some grapes and a couple of cookies for a snack; they ate mostly in silence. Then I shooed them upstairs to change out of their school clothes, but I walked right behind Karen into her room and shut the door behind me. In contrast to her little sister's bedroom, her space was almost painfully neat. The wooden-framed daybed was made, the pillows and her favorite stuffed animals ranked just so. The floor was clear, the drawers of her bureau closed, her desktop clean. Even her bulletin board was carefully arranged, all the photos evenly spaced and symmetrical.
Karen was staring up at me in confusion and not a little dread. She feared that I had followed her into her room to molest her yet again, but more than that that she feared her own response to the repeated sexual abuse - she feared her own body and the extreme, uncontrollable pleasure it felt. "I have to change," she said dully.
"Yes, go ahead," I replied neutrally. "I just want to talk to you while you dress." As she still hesitated, I repeated, "Go ahead. It's not like I haven't seen everything already." Sighing, or perhaps sniffling a little, the fifth-grader gave in. Turning her back to me, she unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders. She was wearing a little girl's sleeveless undershirt beneath made of ribbed white cotton with lace edging at the wide armholes and neckline. Without removing her sandals she unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. Her panties were white with a pattern of little cartoon pink-and-yellow butterflies. I watched without comment as she bent to pick up the discarded garments. Her panties rode up beyond her tan line, showing off her creamy white buttocks, just beginning to flare into a womanly shape, while the knobs of her spine emphasized the childish lines of her back beneath her undershirt. She stepped around me, as far away from me as she could in the small room to deposit the skirt and blouse in her hamper.
As she turned to the bureau, I sat down on her bed and said her name. "Come sit down with me, Karen. I want to talk to you."
"I have to change," she repeated.
"In a minute. This is important." Shoulders slumped in defeat, she sat down on the very edge of the far end of the mattress. "No, come here," I said, patting my stomach. I reached out and took her by the shoulders and half-guided, half-dragged her until she was leaning back against my chest, her butt pressed against my crotch as I leaned back on her pillows. Of course my cock started to swell from the warm pressure of her preteen ass, and of course she felt it. I stroked a hand gently down her chest, dragging each finger individually across her left nipple where it poked out the thin undershirt. Karen gasped and squirmed her torso at the intimate touch, but her face didn't show any pleasure. Her expression was of pure misery.
"Karen, what's the matter?" I asked. Even though I knew full well what the matter was, I needed for Karen to tell me in her own words to have something to work with. "What is it?" I repeated when she just shook her head. I bent to speak softly directly into her ear. Her fine blond hair tickled my nose and the scent of her baby shampoo and soap aroused me further. "I can tell you're not happy. Even your sister can tell. Renee's worried about you, and so am I. Please, can't you tell me what's wrong?" As I spoke I continued rubbing my hand slowly across her undershirt, gently stroking and pinching her cherry-sized nipples, pressing my palm against the little pads of fat I could feel puffing out around them, the beginnings of what would be beautiful breasts. Her bony shoulder blades poked into my chest as she twisted her thin torso in my grip. Her gasps got louder with each tweak of my fingers until suddenly she burst into tears. I had to hold her tightly as she tried to double over away from me. Taking a deep breath, she wailed "I don't WANT to be a whore!" and broke anew into wild sobbing, burying her face in her hands.
I let her cry herself out. I held her, rocking back and forth, stroking her high forehead, murmuring little nonsense sounds of comfort into her ear. I also continued caressing her immature breasts; even while sobbing she made little gasps and twitches as her puffy nipples stiffened under my fingers. When her sobs had diminished to sniffles I spoke. "You like having money to spend, don't you?" Cheek-to-cheek with my chin over her thin shoulder, I felt her nod. "And I know you like feeling sexy -" I wiggled her right nipple and was rewarded with a little "oh!" of pleasure "- so what's the matter? If you're a whore you get to do lots of fun sexy things, and people pay you money for it. Why wouldn't you want to do that?"
"But bad things happen to whores! I saw on tv. They get arrested, and they go to jail, and they get beat up, and they get on drugs, and they die! I want to be a veterinarian when I grow up. I don't want to go to jail! I don't want...oh, stop, stop!" Karen twisted in my grasp, trying to escape my fondling, trying to escape her arousal, trying to escape the unhappy future her childish imagination had concocted for her.
"No, I won't stop," I said as I twisted her nipples harder through the thin undershirt. She groaned, now in pleasure not unmixed with pain. "I won't stop, and you don't want me to. You don't want me to because you're a whore, and no matter what your mouth tells me, your body knows it. If you weren't a whore, you wouldn't be enjoying this right now."
"I'm NOT enjoying it! Stop, please! PLEASE! OW!" Karen was struggling in earnest now to get away from my increasingly firm mauling of her sensitive titties. She twisted and kicked out her thin legs, but I had a firm hold of her with my arm across her stomach and she couldn't break it. I was now pulling hard on each nipple in turn, pinching it tightly between thumb and fingers through her thin cotton undershirt, stretching it out away from her chest as far as it would go and twisting it around before letting it snap back. Little whines and grunts of pain forced themselves out of the preteen's throat and tears were beginning to leak from her eyes again. The bucking of her warm, firm ass against my crotch brought my cock to full mast inside my cotton trousers and I rotated my hips against her.
"You are enjoying it, you whore!" I made my voice sound rough and angry. "You're enjoying it so much that your babycunt's all hot and wet right now. Isn't it?" Karen shook her head wildly. "Don't lie to me!" I shouted and pinched her right nipple really hard, digging in with my thumbnail.
"OW! NO! NOOOOO!" she screamed back, now desperately trying to get away.
"LIAR!" I twisted her nipple as hard as I could and shoved my other hand into her panties. Sure enough, the fifth-grader was lubricating. Of course it was a result of my earlier, gentler ministrations and not from the frank abuse I was now subjecting her to, but that didn't matter. I rubbed my middle finger between her slippery, smooth labia once, twice, three times to get it thoroughly coated with her baby honey, then without further preamble curled the finger and jammed it up her nearly-virgin channel. A scream cut off in her throat at the shock of the sudden penetration. Her body went rigid, her legs shot out straight, even her delicate, pink-painted toenails strained against the soles of her sandals.
I abandoned her tortured little titties and clamped that arm around her chest, pressing her slim body to me. I partially withdrew and then pushed my finger back into her once, twice, a third time. I ground my palm against her erect clitoris, feeling it slip back and forth as her cunt cream squished out and coated her crotch. With each thrust Karen made a strangled gasp in my ear. I could feel the hot breath gust out of her. Cords in her neck stood out as she threw her head back. Her face was beet-red and tracked with tears, her eyes screwed closed.
With my finger still embedded in the little girl, I eased off a little bit. My hand still curled over her nearly bald mons, more lightly rubbing at the stiff little nubbin beneath. She sagged against me, sucking in a deep breath and letting it out in a ragged half-sob. I felt her groin muscles clenching and releasing against my invading finger as little shocks of pleasure radiated through her body. "There," I said, speaking gently now, planting little kisses on her wet cheek as I spoke, "Why would you lie to me? Isn't that better? You need this, honey. If you didn't need it, you wouldn't be sitting outside at recess doing it to yourself." I felt her body tense again. "You're lucky your little sister loves you, and you're lucky only she saw you. If you need it so bad you can't even wait until you get home from school, if you're willing to risk everyone at school seeing you play with that babycunt - you're a whore. Aren't you? Aren't you?" I insisted, wiggling my finger in her tight preteen cunt for emphasis.
Karen broke down crying again, quietly this time. "Yes," she sobbed out. "I can't help it. Oh, I can't. I'm going to die. I'm going to die, I'm never going to grow up, never..."
I sat up, rocking the crying child's thin body gently. As her weight shifted forward, pressing her mound against my palm, my finger was driven deeper inside her. Karen groaned and without even realizing what she was doing rotated her slim hips around the invading digit. I stroked her forehead and smoothed back her damp golden hair as I spoke. "Shh, Karen, it's all right. I love you, shh. Karen, it's not like that. Calm down. In the first place, that's just tv. It's not real, it's just stories. In the second place, the women in those stories are poor, they come from terrible families, and they're having sex just to survive. Look at you. Look at your lovely home, your room, all the nice stuff you have. You're never going to have to suck a penis just to have money to eat. Never. Besides, women like that aren't whores the same way you're a whore. It's a whole different thing."
I had Karen's attention now. Tears still leaked from her eyes but her breathing was under control except for little hitches and gasps as her clitty ground against my palm. "What do you mean? I don't understand."
"You're a whore the same way I'm a musician. You know I like playing the flute, right? I get together with friends and we jam, and occasionally I sit in with a band at a club and make a few bucks. I love playing music. I'm a musician. It's really important to me. But I don't do it for a living. It's too hard a life, and I kinda think that would suck all the fun out of it. But that doesn't make me not a musician. If I couldn't play the flute any more, I'd miss doing it terribly. It's not my job, it's part of who I am.
"That's the same way you're a whore, see? Those women on tv are whores because they're desperate, they need money, they don't have any other choices. They don't love it the way you do. You love sex, you NEED it, you can't be without it, you're really good at it..."
"Really?" Karen turned her head to look at me. Her blue eyes were wide. "You think I'm good at it?" With that interruption, I knew I had her. Once again, her hunger for adult approval overrode her confusion and fear.
"Oh, gosh, yes, sweetie. When you sucked on my thingy that was one of the best orgasms I ever had. I LOVED it when you swallowed my squirt! And you had a great orgasm too, didn't you? Didn't you?" The fifth-grader colored slightly as she remembered kneeling naked in the damp grass, her mouth flooded with my hot jizm, and then writhing on her back, overwhelmed by pleasure with my tongue lapping at her clit and two fingers shoved into her bare, drooling cunt. But she nodded.
"As good as you are at sex," I continued, "if you become a professional whore when you grow up, you'll be rich! You'll live in a huge apartment somewhere on top of a skyscraper! And the police won't dare to arrest you, because you'll be having sex with the police chief! Or the mayor, or the governor, or even the President!"
I was getting a little carried away, and Karen giggled. "But you always say the President is an asshole."
"There'll be a different President by then - and watch your mouth, young lady."
"You should watch yours," she shot back. "You're the one that says 'asshole'."
"I guess I should. But he IS an asshole." And we laughed together. With the plasticity of youth Karen's mood had turned around. "But whoring doesn't have to be your job. You can be a veterinarian, you can do anything you want when you grow up. But you'll always be a whore, too. You can't ignore it. Your babycunt won't let you." I leaned back, pulling Karen with me so we were again reclining together. I slid my hand up under her shirt, touching her bare nipples for the first time. She arched her back and made a little groan of pleasure as I tugged, gently now, at the rubbery flesh. "Do you understand now, Karen?"
"Yesssss...." she sighed into my ear.
It was hard for me to believe that just a few weeks ago Karen had been as innocent and ignorant of sex as any child her age, making her first tentative forays into pleasuring herself. If she hadn't accidentally seen me ejaculate onto her naked little sister, she probably still would be. I'd overcome her great reluctance to involve her in our sex play, only to make it a shared secret she'd be ashamed to tell. But I had discovered an unsuspected depth of sexuality in the preteen. Once I forced her to orgasm with my fingers and the help of Winnie the Pooh, she had become an insatiable, compulsive masturbator. Sex play with an adult man seemed not just normal but inevitable to her; and now I had convinced her that prostitution was her calling and her fate. "I don't want you to be sad. I want you to be my beautiful little whore. Please be my whore, Karen." There was something irresistibly perverse about using that word to and about the cute, innocent-looking eleven-year-old. Each time I said it my penis swelled at the thought of her accepting the word, accepting the idea into her most private self the way she accepted my spurting cock into her mouth, my fingers into her cunt and asshole.
As I spoke I was kissing her cheek and her exposed neck. She tipped her head back as I raised her undershirt to bare her tiny breasts to the air. My tool was throbbing where her warm skin pressed against my pants. I rotated my finger slightly inside her cunt, feeling her skinny hips push up against it. "Oooooooh," the fifth-grader moaned at my touch, writhing back into my embrace. Then I again shoved the invading digit deep into her. "AaaaaAAGH!" she cried, her body stiffening with pleasure as she felt herself violated yet again. But now she was welcoming the violation instead of fighting it. Her legs drew up and open involuntarily, urging my finger deeper into her.
I pumped my curled finger slowly in and out of the tightness and slick heat of Karen's pubescent channel, pressing my palm against her clitoris that swelled and heated beneath it. Cunt cream squished out around my finger and coated my hand and her entire vulva, soaking through her panties. Her legs twitched and danced around between mine, her delicate toes curling and pressing against the soles of her sandals.
"Oh!...Ah!...AHH!...Ooooh!" She moaned and gasped in her high, girlish voice as I finger-fucked her more rapidly. I held her hot, near-naked body tightly and reveled in the feeling as she moaned and squirmed against me. Her head rolled from side to side where it lay against my shoulder. She reached her arms up and over our heads, pushing her swollen peaks up as she arched her back further. I gazed down at her heaving titties, noting the flush spreading across her upper chest and the knobs of her prominent hipbones moving as she twisted her pelvis from side to side against my wrist where it disappeared into her panties, now wet with her baby honey. Her vocalizations became more insistent as her arousal built rapidly to a peak. "AaaAH! AaaAH! AaaaAAIEE!" When I felt her cunt squeeze hard on my finger I mashed my palm against her swollen clitoris and was rewarded with the feeling of the eleven-year-old's body trembling violently against me. "Ah-HAH! Ah-HAH! Ah-HAH!" Her legs shot out with each gasping moan as she spasmed.
"Ahhhhhhh..." Slowly Karen's body relaxed against my adult form. She caught her breath as I slid my finger easily out of her vagina. Her oversized clitoris stood out proud inside her now-soaking panties and I rubbed it gently between my thumb and forefinger, making her stretch against me and murmur with pleasure. With my other hand I went back to stroking her sweaty forehead. The flowery scent of her baby shampoo competed with the strong, slightly pungent smell of her cunt juice to fill the small room. My cock ached for release, pressed against her back, but I could wait.
"That was nice, wasn't it?" I asked. Eyes closed, full red lips parted, Karen nodded. "Do you feel better now?" She nodded again. "I'm glad. Let's get downstairs now and get your homework done, OK?" I helped her sit up on the edge of the bed and moved to kneel before her. "Oh, your panties are all soaked. Let's get them off." I slid the wet fabric under her butt and down and off her slim legs, then used them to wipe away the creamy secretions that still oozed from her vagina and clung to her inner lips. Then as she watched, I took out my wallet and extracted three dollar bills and set them on the bed next to her. "That's for you, sweetie. You just earned it."
The child was still dazed from the aftermath of her emotional upset and her orgasm. Her eyes were a little puffy and red from crying. She looked around the room vaguely. "...I have to change," she repeated for the third time.
"No, you know what?" I said briskly. "I think you should just stay naked. You look so pretty, I love looking at your body, and if you're going to be a good whore you should get used to being naked as much as possible." As I spoke I grabbed her undershirt, already bunched up over her nipples, and lifted it up and over her head and off.
Karen didn't resist; she automatically raised her arms as I removed her only remaining garment. "But...what about Renee...?" she asked uncertainly.
"Oh, she'll understand. She knows you're a whore now." Karen blushed. Being naked in front of an adult, even being masturbated to orgasm no longer seemed to embarrass her but at the thought of others knowing of her secret urges, her sense of propriety reasserted itself. "I think we'll make that the rule while I'm here, that after school you'll change into your birthday suit."
"Naked? All the time? I don't want..."
"You have to," I cut her off. "If you're going to be a whore, you have to be comfortable wearing nothing but a smile. C'mon, it's not like you have to go play in the park or go to school that way. It's just practice, here at home."
"When I go outside to play...?"
"Well of course you'll get dressed then, silly! You don't want everyone to know you're a whore, do you?" She shook her head emphatically, her ponytail flying from side to side. "It's your private business," I continued. "For now it's just between you and me and Renee. You don't want your friends, or your teachers, or the people at church, or even Mommy and Daddy to know. They'd all say you were too little to be a whore. They wouldn't know how sexy and mature you are already." The naked child warmed to my praise, but I could tell she was still conflicted - about keeping secrets, about whether her secret was a source of pride or shame or both. That confusion worked to my advantage; in her uncertainty her natural tendency was to look to adults for guidance, but I was now the only adult she could talk to about this. As long as I could keep her emotionally isolated like that I expected no further problems.
I took Karen's hand and we stood together. I made sure she saw me adjust my boner. "There's just one more thing. You remember how you hit your sister in my truck? When she teased you? You still have to be punished for that." Karen's eyes widened in fear at the mention of punishment. "Oh, don't worry, sweetie, it'll be OK. What you did was bad and you need to be punished, but it won't be hard. It won't hurt and it's something you need to learn anyway." I explained to Karen what I had in mind as she walked hand-in-hand downstairs with me, naked except for her sandals. In my other hand I still held her soaked panties, redolent with her preteen scent. I lifted them to my nose and inhaled deeply.



Part 6
Mgg, ped, mast, oral, cons, rom, exhib

When Karen and I walked downstairs Renee was sitting cross-legged on the living room carpet spreading out her schoolbooks. She had changed into a light green sundress. This one was strapless with a gathered elastic tube-top style bodice to hold it up. Her feet were bare and the skirt was rucked up into her lap. She glanced up when she heard us on the stairs, then did an almost classic double-take when she realized that her older sister was naked. From where she sat below the open banister she was pretty much looking straight up the bigger girl's twat. I had used Karen's panties to wipe her dry after our quick fingerbanging session but her labia were reddened and her clitty still protruded from the keyhole opening at the top of her slit that she and her sister's undeveloped vulvas shared in a family resemblance.
I was amused as much by the fact of Renee's reaction as her comical expression. This was not the first time she'd seen her big sister nude, and on the previous occasion Karen had ended up with her mouth stuffed full of my cock and choking on a load of hot semen. I guessed that, however lewd and perverse that experience had been, I had sexualized her to the point that she accepted it as normal. But seeing Karen casually walk down the stairs in her family home wearing nothing but her white leather sandals, at first didn't quite compute in the child's head. "Karen! Where's your clothes?" she blurted out.
Karen paused next to me on the stairs but only for a second. She was already a little flushed, which I supposed was due to embarrassment mixed with the beginnings of naughty enjoyment from parading around naked. She colored further at her sister's exclamation. Even though she felt more in control here in the house - compared to the mall parking lot where I had forcibly stripped her and put her in a position where it seemed she was on display to strangers (even though I had taken great care to make sure she wasn't) - showing her naked body to everyone was...just weird. One minute she didn't mind, the next she felt like bolting. But she was doing it. She was doing it and she wasn't shaking with fear, and that was a big step forward.
Or, hell, for all I knew it was being allowed to keep her shoes on that made the difference. Whatever, our most recent conversation had made "whore" a less-than-completely shameful thing in her confused mind, and so while she blushed, she swallowed hard and made her voice sound unconcerned when she looked down her nose at her younger sister and answered, "I don't need them in the house, silly." She lifted my hand and draped my arm around her bare shoulders, and repeated what I'd told her moments earlier: "I look pretty this way, and I want to get used to being naked." Then she pretty much flounced down the stairs, going to the front hall to retrieve her backpack.
Renee stared after her big sister, nonplussed by her change in attitude. I came to sit Indian-style next to her on the carpet. "Karen's feeling better now." I put my hand casually on the third-grader's knee as I spoke, and slid it up to rest on her inner thigh, just under her hiked-up sundress. Her skin was smooth and warm and I could feel her firm childish muscles shifting as she turned to look at me. "I don't think she'll be so sad any more." In response I got that cool, unreadable stare that people found so disconcerting in the little girl. Had she heard her older sister's fearful, angry shrieks as I tortured her sensitive nipples? She had to have. But she'd also have heard them subside into coos and moans of pleasure. Thanks to me, the nine-year-old knew the sound of a child having an orgasm, both from the inside and out. What had she made of the sounds her sister made changing from pain and outrage to pleasure in three minutes' time?
After a moment her calm hazel eyes shifted to my crotch where my cock was visibly tenting out my cotton drawstring trousers, then to her own where my hand was now under her dress, gripping her right at the very top of her inner thigh. "I'll rub your thingy later," she said, "but right now we haveta do our homework." And with that she reached under her dress, grabbed my wrist in her little hand and moved it from her thigh out to rest on her knobby knee.
Well. Put in my place by a nine-year-old. Who promised to jerk me off later. I could live with that.
Karen returned with her backpack, dropping it onto the couch and plopping herself down next to it. She took out her math book and lay down on her stomach, propping herself up on her elbows and went to work. She idly swung one foot back and forth in the air as she read, twisting her pretty ankle back and forth. Her bald cuntlips peeked out between her slightly spread thighs, and her lovely dark pink nipples likewise just peeked out from where she held her upper chest up off the cushion. It seemed, though, that every so often her concentration was broken as she realized anew that she was, in fact, naked - as a draft of cool air blew across her lovely bare backside, or my own hand trailed across it - and she would blush a little and kind of huddle herself down against the couch.
For the next hour or so I watched the two children do their homework, helping them when they got stuck - which wasn't often, they were both very bright girls. Karen needed some help with long division, and Renee was having a little trouble with map reading in her geography unit, but for the most part I had nothing to do but sit and admire them. Renee sat with her back against the couch just below Karen's head and I sat facing them both, stroking their hair, Karen's naked back, Renee's knobby knee and soft thigh. From time to time I took a big sniff of Karen's soiled panties, letting her spicy scent fill my sinuses. I even sucked on them a little to get the taste of Karen's eleven-year-old cunt on my tongue. When the girls noticed what I was doing, Renee made a little moue of disgust and Karen blushed. My penis stayed insistently stiff as I remembered Karen's writhing against me and Renee's casual promise. Before long I was rubbing myself through my pants, and that quickly wasn't enough. I had to take it out. I did so quietly and it was a few moments before either child noticed the stiff rod waving in the cool air. Both girls stopped working to stare at my erect tool. Renee giggled as I flexed my groin muscles to make it bounce and wave in little circles. She reached out and gave it a playful little slap, saying, "Not yet, Mister Thingy, we're still working!"
"Hurry up!" I said in a high, squeaky voice, waving my organ in time, which brought a fresh cascade of giggles from Renee. Looking down over her little sister's shoulder, Karen watched the byplay with a mix of emotions playing across her face - jealousy, eagerness, other things I couldn't tell. Even though she was still busily writing in her English book, her hips began a slight but definite circular motion, slowly humping her bare mound against the nubby fabric of the couch cushion.
It was another ten minutes or so before the girls finished working, during which time I couldn't help but play with myself. I traced my fingers lightly along the underside of my cock, along the ridge of the swollen head, and up and around the tip. Precum began to flow and I swirled it around, covering the head and then the shaft until my entire organ was shiny with the slippery secretion. I had to keep my touch very gentle - just sitting next to the two beautiful children, one clothed and the other naked, and knowing that they were my willing sex toys every weekday for the next month had me as excited as I'd ever been. It would have been a terrible waste to bring myself off when I had four beautiful soft little hands at my disposal.
Finally, Renee closed her books and put down her pencil. "Okay," she said, and without further preamble she reached out and took my pulsing, slick cock in her hand. As I was sitting more or less facing her, she grabbed it like she was giving it a handshake. Her thumb and fingers didn't quite meet where she held it close to the root. Her tan wrist lay against the head and I was further aroused to see that the shaft and her forearm were just about the same thickness. My eyes closed in pleasure as her fingers slipped up and down, pulling the skin gently. "Wow!" she said softly. "It's warm." I realized that this was the first time she had actually touched my naked penis. She had seen it close up before, indeed, had been looking it right in the eye (as it were) and gotten a faceful of my hot cum, and she'd rubbed me off through my pants, but this was new.
"Ohhhh, gosh, Renee, that feels great. You play with my cock so good." I praised and encouraged the nine-year-old as she continued to slowly masturbate me. I also returned the favor, sliding my hand up her thigh and under her green sundress to begin gently stroking at the crotch of her panties. She wiggled her butt in pleasure as I pressed my fingertips against the soft fabric, feeling the smooth, warm vulva behind it. Meanwhile I was teaching her how to vary her technique. Taking her small hand in mine, I showed her how to stroke her now-slimy fingers under the ridge of my cockhead; how to palm the head and spread the leaking precum; how to grasp and squeeze gently up and down the length of it. Karen watched avidly over her sister's shoulder. There was now no mistaking the way she was grinding her hips into the couch, the way her breath was coming faster and her face was starting to flush.
Watching the naked eleven-year-old getting aroused was too much. I felt the cum beginning to rise, just as Renee started to pick up the pace of her motion. I didn't want to squirt on her sundress and have to run it through the laundry before Jenny got home, but..."Renee, oh! I'm about to squirt...you're so good, I'm gonna..."
But the little girl had other ideas, and they definitely didn't include getting my sperm on her. "No!" she cried and - whether this was instinctive or deliberate on her part, I don't know - grabbed my organ at the root and squeezed as hard as her little hand could squeeze.
"AHH!" I shouted as my rising load was blocked. My cock pulsed futilely, swelling and darkening, but no more than a tiny dribble got past the child's grip. There's nothing quite like that mix of pain and extreme pleasure, delivered no less from the hand of a nine-year-old child.
"You can't squirt!" Renee insisted as I grunted and writhed in her grasp. "I don't want it on me, and I don't want it on my homework. It's too messy." I had to admit the child had her priorities in order. If she had let me cum I would've covered not only her dress but the collection of papers spread around us as well. I don't think "the dog jizzed my homework" would've worked as an excuse.
"Oh...oh...gnnaaah..." I panted, feeling my orgasm finally recede. "You're right, sweetie, and what a smart girl you are," I praised her. "That was exactly the right thing to do. You stopped me squirting and you know what? That made me feel good, too."
"Really?" Renee said, and "Really?" her sister echoed from her perch on the couch. Karen continued, "Because that looked like it hurt."
"It did, a little," I admitted, "but it felt really good at the same time. Just like some of the things I do to you, right, Karen?" She blushed and well she should, because I had just pretty well described our entire sexual history. "Ow...okay...you can let go now, Renee, I'm not about to squirt any more." Looking slightly dubious, Renee gradually released her little grip on me. As she did, a small pulse of semen oozed out but I swiped it up with the tip of my finger. Without thinking I raised the finger to Karen's lips and, perhaps equally without thought she parted them and sucked it clean. Wow. The erotic sight of the eleven-year-old uncomplainingly eating sperm off my fingertip gave me butterflies deep in the pit of my stomach - but it also gave me an idea.
"I've just gotta squirt, though. It feels too good to stop."
"You need an orgasm," the third-grader agreed, trying out the shape of the new word in her mouth. She had learned it during our outing after the wedding weeks ago, but this was the first time she'd used it herself.
"Yes, I do," I agreed. "Here's what we're gonna do." I stood up, uncurling my crossed legs, and sat back down on the couch. With one leg bent along the cushions and the other on the floor, my crotch was inches from Karen's face, my erect, slimy penis waving just in front of her nose. "Karen's going to help us, " I said as I reached down to pull Renee to her feet as well. I put my arm around the little girl's waist, fondling her butt cheeks and moving around to pat her chubby little tummy as I pulled her close. With my other hand I stroked her big sister's forehead. Karen propped herself up on her elbows and craned her neck a little to look up at me. As she did her upper body raised off the couch to reveal her delectable cherry-sized nipples. Her legs were slightly spread, one knee bent with her sandal-shod foot still waving slowly back and forth.
"Karen, this is part of learning to be a good whore, okay?" Renee gasped and I felt her whole body tense next to me. She remembered too well what had happened the last time I had called her sister a whore. But my heart-to-heart with Karen earlier had had the desired effect. The older girl winced slightly at my use of the word, but that was all. I took the opportunity to reassure Renee while twisting the knife just a little. "Don't worry, Renee, Karen understands now, don't you, Karen?" When she didn't answer, I asked more directly, "What are you, Karen?"
She cast her eyes down and spoke to my cock rather than my face, but her soft voice didn't falter. "I'm a whore."
"But that's okay, isn't it? You like being a whore, don't you? Don't you?"
"...yes," she answered after a pause, still in that same soft, resigned voice. "I like being a whore."
"What do you like about it?" I was honestly curious to hear how she'd answer.
Now she looked up at us. "Whores get to do sex things, and make money."
"Oh, good girl," I praised her, running my hands up and down her slim naked back. As I leaned forward to cup her sweet, tender ass cheeks my cock bumped against her nose. "What a good little whore." I leaned back. "You're going to swallow my cum now, just like you did at your school. Renee's going to make me squirt, and you have to catch it all in your mouth. We don't want any to spill Ôcause it'll make a big mess. So that's your job, got it? Open your mouth, now." I gripped my cock and pointed it at her lovely wide mouth, pressing it against her lips, but Karen shook her head and pulled back slightly.
"I didn't like that last time. It choked me."
"I know it did, honey, but that's just because you were surprised. It didn't taste bad, did it?"
"No," she admitted. "It was salty. But it was slimy and yucky."
I was stroking her forehead as she spoke and I slid my hand back to gently grip her neck through her thick blond hair. "So this time you'll be ready. A good whore does this a lot, you know, because men love to squirt in girls' mouths. So you need lots of practice. I bet you'll like it this time. Come on, Karen, open up for me, open your mouth, ahhhh...." Obediently she opened and I sighed with pleasure as my cockhead slid into warmth and wetness. I gasped at the feeling of her tongue playing across the tip, and her cheeks hollowed as she tried to suck in more of my tool.
I stopped her. "No...oh!...sweetie, don't suck on me. Not this time. Your job is just to catch it when I squirt, and not let any spill. Open up, and stick your tongue out a little." I slid back so that the tip of my cock was just resting on her lower lip. The angry dark mushroom head looked incredible perched there. "Renee...Renee?" The younger girl was transfixed, staring down at her big sister's mouth wide open to my slimy, adult cock. This wasn't the first time she had seen Karen perform the perverse, intimate act, but now she was taking a direct part in it. Karen rolled her eyes upward and the sisters looked at each other, communicating silently in the way that close siblings can. Then Karen smiled as best she could with her lips stretched and nodded slightly, as if to reassure the younger girl that she was perfectly willing to have her jerk me off into her mouth. I took Renee's hand and put it back on my cock, curling her grip around the warm flesh. I sighed again as I felt her short, pudgy fingers squeeze the underside of the shaft and move the skin forward and back.
"Oh, that's nice. Oh, that's good, Renee," I encouraged the third-grader as she began masturbating me in earnest. Her expression was intent as she felt my penis swell and jump under her ministrations. For her part, Karen was also watching her little sister's hand, her eyes almost crossed as she held the end of my cock loosely between her lips. The feeling of her tongue sliding along the underside of the head was exquisite. I was quickly rising back to my peak. Renee's hand was now pumping me fast and hard. I put my head back and closed my eyes as I felt my nuts draw up tight inside my trousers and I boiled over.
Karen winced and made a soft gagging sound as my first shot splashed off the back of her soft palate. Her mouth opened wider but with her neck stretched forward her throat was too tense to swallow easily. She didn't cough or choke, though, not even as Renee milked a second, third, fourth, and fifth shot of hot semen into her mouth. She brought her hands up to cup her chin as the pool of white mucus overflowed her bottom lip slightly.
"Oh, my goodness," I moaned and sat back. Renee kept her hands on me, slowly and firmly stroking from base to tip as I had taught her I liked, milking a last few drops that oozed down the side and slimed her short fingers. Karen was holding her mouth open, her tongue stirring the pool of cum that filled it. Her eyes were watering slightly with the effort of not choking on the slimy mouthful. "Oh, Karen, you did so well, that's wonderful. You can swallow now, sweetie. Close your mouth and swallow." The preteen followed my instructions, closing her lips and lowering her head. With my hand still resting lightly on the back of her neck I felt her throat working as she swallowed repeatedly to clear her mouth. "Let's see," I commanded and she raised her head again and opened her mouth. It was empty except for some smears of white on her tongue and gooey strings connecting her upper and lower teeth. Her chin was shiny was overflowed sperm, though, and at my instruction she used her cupped hands to scoop it into her mouth, sucking clean the edges of her palms and swallowing again. When she was finished I gently removed Renee's hands from my now-softening organ and offered it to Karen. She looked up at me questioningly and I wiggled it at her lips. They parted and she sucked it in - "Gently!" I admonished as her tongue rubbed across the sensitive head - and lipped it clean. When I slid it out it was shiny with spit but clear of ejaculate.
I bent to kiss Karen's forehead, telling her what a good little whore she was. She rolled over onto her back, exposing her lovely naked titties and pubis to me like a dog begging to be petted, but I turned my attention to her sister. Renee was looking with displeasure at her fingers webbed with strings of cum, holding her hand well away from her pretty green sundress. Her first experience with semen - having it unexpectedly spray all over her face, hair, and chest - had left her with a childish but firm distaste for it. She wasn't about to wipe it on her own clothing but I didn't want her to decide that my pants or the couch fabric were acceptable. I took her gently by the wrist and guided her hand to her sister's upturned face. "Here you go," I encouraged both girls, "Renee has some more yummy yummy cum for you, Karen. Open up and lick her clean." Karen didn't look thrilled but she did as she was bidden. As her sister watched impassively, she puckered her lips and sucked each finger into her mouth in turn. After a minute I saw her throat working as she swallowed again. The eleven-year-old looked so precious lying naked on her back with her legs slightly parted that I was ready to take her right there on the couch, but that wasn't the plan I had given her. So for the moment I ignored her unselfconscious display of her preteen charms.
I turned to sit forward on the couch, planting my feet so Renee stood between my knees. "Thank you, Renee, for such a good orgasm. You're really good at masturbating me," I praised the third-grader as I caressed her cheeks and bare shoulders. "Let's make out!" Without waiting for a response I grabbed her under her arms and lifted her up into my lap. Her dress billowed out as her panty-clad baby pussy came to rest directly on my cock. I hadn't gone completely soft and the heat and heft of the sexy child made me start to inflate again.
I gently stroked my fingers over Renee's cheeks and down onto her shoulders. I caressed the two thick braids of her brown hair as I leaned forward to peck little kisses onto her forehead, her eyelids, her upturned nose, her rosy cheeks. I pulled back to look down at the little girl who smiled back up at me. Her bright hazel eyes met mine, then I leaned forward to kiss her on the lips. She responded as I had taught her, holding her mouth slightly open and her lips relaxed. But she went beyond my lessons; her tiny tongue darted out to meet mine as well, and we gently licked at each other.
As I shared long, sensuous kisses with my nine-year-old lover I slid my fingers inside the elastic bodice of her dress and pushed it down. Then I moved my hands back and front so one caressed her smooth back and shoulders and the other played across the tiny pink nipples that capped the pudgy mounds of her pre-breasts. The nipples stiffened beneath my light touches and Renee hummed her pleasure into my mouth. I moved my other hand from her back downward, stroking over her skirt and reaching back up under it to feel her wonderful round, panty-clad ass. I squeezed each cheek in turn, feeling her tense and squirm as I pulled her crack gently open. Then I pushed her forward so her cloth-covered crotch nestled more firmly against my naked, erecting penis under the dress.
We continued to kiss and neck like this for several minutes. Without instruction, Renee reached up and put her short arms around my neck, lacing her fingers together at my nape. She stretched her neck up towards me and I licked around her jawline, kissing gently at those two beautiful moles before moving on to nibble at her lobes and all around her delicate ears. We made little moans and sighs of pleasure together. I marveled at how, though she was two years younger than her sister, my sex play with Renee felt more like a relationship between equals. There was no need to head-game her into doing what I wanted, and indeed she seemed immune to that kind of manipulation. She liked what she liked and did it with me without inhibition, whereas with Karen I was constantly having to push her to overcome the voices in her head - her church training and her own confused guilt over enjoying sex - telling her "no".
So it was a wonderful erotic charge for me, but not a surprise, when Renee whispered in my ear, "You're making my cunt all tingly." I'd encouraged her during our last session to talk frankly to me about her body. As she spoke she hunched herself against me; it was awkward because I was so much larger than her; her legs were spread very wide over my hips and with her knees bent and her legs doubled under there wasn't much leverage.
"I'm glad," I broke a kiss to whisper back. "I love you, and I love your little cunt. It's hot and tasty. I bet it's getting juicy right now. Can you feel it getting juicy, Renee?"
"Uh huh," she whispered back.
I reached behind me to unhook the third-grader's arms from my neck. "Unbutton my shirt, sweetie." As she fumbled with the buttons I moved my hands under her dress. I pushed a finger into the legband of her panties, pleased to find that this pair was fairly loose. My thumb pulled the fabric away from her hot little vulva while with my other hand I bent my now-turgid penis down parallel to her chubby thigh and slid it into her panties. She made a little "ooo" of surprise and pleasure as my hot, firm man-flesh came to rest nestled between her smooth labia. I could feel the head pushing against the fabric of her underwear, caught by the elastic waistband.
I helped the little girl with the last couple of buttons then spread my shirt open. I leaned back against the couch, baring my hairy chest. Renee's eyes had drifted closed, her mouth still slightly open from kissing. Her lips and chin were shiny with our mingled saliva. The delicate taste of her flesh was in my mouth. I folded my arms around her small, muscular back, pulling her naked chest against mine. I could feel our bellies rub together and her pointy, firm nipples pressing against my ribcage as I cradled her head against my breastbone. I stroked her thick, brown hair. She hugged herself against me, her short arms nowhere near meeting around my back, and I felt her breathing catch and deepen as we humped our hips together to rub my penis against her moist, warm, bald slit. She felt so hot and slippery and good. "You're so pretty," I whispered into the top of her head. "You make my thingy feel good, your cunny is so nice and warm, it's like it's hugging my thingy."
"You thingy is all big and hard," she spoke dreamily. "Rub your thingy against me, oh, harder, it...oh!...feels good. Ah! I'm tingly...feels good all over...I'm gonna have an or... oh, oh, oh, oooAAH!" Renee shuddered all over and I felt her bare thighs clench tight around my trousers. I held the girl tenderly against me as she trembled through her juvenile climax. I could feel her tight little slit fluttering against my shaft as warm juice slid down to coat my scrotum. It felt wonderful, but suddenly I was at the verge of cumming again.
"Oh! Renee, I'm gonna squirt again! I don't want to mess your panties. Grab it, quick!" The little girl knew just what to do - her hand went under her dress in a trice. She grabbed me right at the root of my shaft where it disappeared up the leghole of her underwear and squeezed as hard as she could. Her thumb dug into my urethra just above my sack. "Owwww!" I moaned as I felt the pulse of semen dammed up by the pressure. My eyes went halfway crossed and I swear I almost greyed out, so intense was the repeat of the stabbing pleasure-pain. I bounced the little girl on my lap and grunted repeatedly as my body twitched from the forestalled climax.
After a few perilous seconds I felt the tide of orgasm recede and I relaxed, blowing out a breath and collapsing back against the cushions. Renee, however, was very protective of her clothing. She now had both hands wrapped tightly around my penis. Her expression was almost a scowl as she sat astride my thighs, bare to the waist. Her little nipples were still pointy and stiff. Her hands made a warm little cockring but I needed to get my swollen cock out of her panties. Gingerly I reached under the skirt myself and as I carefully extricated myself from her underwear, my cockhead bumped against the bottom of her slit, momentarily pushing against her virgin opening. She was well-lubricated and I felt the tip separate her bald lips and a startling heat envelop it. The new intimate contact shocked us both a little. Renee jumped and gasped and for a moment I revisited the vision of grabbing her tight little ass and just pulling her against me, forcing my cock through her intact hymen and as deep as it would go into her tiny channel, digging my nails into her cheeks as she thrashed in pain and made vain attempts to break my grip and pull free of my invading member.
But of course that would never do. Instead I pulled back like a gentleman, leaning forward to brush my lips across hers. I lifted the skirt of her sundress up to expose my penis, looking angry and dark and huge compared to her small hands squeezing at the base. As my vision cleared I was able to focus again beyond the sexy little nine-year-old in my lap. Karen was still lying on her back next to us on the couch. She was staring up at nothing in particular. Her nipples stood up proud and stiff and swollen. Her legs were spread wide, one up on the couch back, and her sandal-shod feet moved as her ankles flexed and relaxed, flexed and relaxed. Her hands were resting on her crotch. She wasn't actively masturbating herself, but just slowly rotating her hips. Her baby six-pack flexed and shifted with the motion. Her expression alternated between a gentle smile and a blank, mild, open-mouthed look of bliss.
It wasn't easy to maneuver with Renee's compact weight still on my lap and her hands in a near-death grip on my tool, but I managed to roll towards Karen a bit, and then bend the shaft a bit further so that it was pointed over her. "You can let go now," I whispered to Renee. At first I didn't think she was going to, that I was going to have to waddle around for the rest of the afternoon with the third-grader swinging from my cock like the monkey bars - but once she was sure that her dress was well out of the way she released her hands all at once and sat back. The pressure released, my groin muscles tightened involuntarily to clear the tube of backed-up fluid; with an explosive "Ah!" I fired a single shot of semen that plopped down onto Karen, painting itself at an angle across her forehead, nose, lips and chin and down to end just above her right nipple. The warm fluid startled her out of her trance. She sat up and turned to look at us, blinking. She saw her little sister naked from the waist up, leaning against my bare, hairy chest. She saw my penis looking larger and darker than she had ever seen it rising out of its nest of dark pubic hair in my open fly, a drop of white fluid clinging to the tip as the mushroom head flared and relaxed.
Renee giggled at the sight of her big sister's startled expression and the drip of jizz hanging from her chin. I forestalled Karen's reaction by saying, "Thank you, Karen, for catching my mess again. You look so pretty with my cum on you! Just like a good little whore should." My words were chosen to again evoke the confused mix of pride and shame that were making the preteen increasingly emotionally dependent on me, and her face reflected the conflict. Before the naked child could respond I continued, "Don't you have something you want to say to your sister, Karen?" I hugged Renee to me as I spoke, trapping my cock against her bare belly.
"Um...yes." As Karen spoke, the thick drip of cooling sperm swung back and forth with the movement of her chin. "Renee, the other day in the truck? I'm really sorry that I hit you when you called me a...a whore. I thought it was a bad thing, but now I know better." Karen's voice took on a slightly sing-song quality as she was basically parroting what we had discussed earlier in her bedroom. I didn't think she entirely believed what she was saying yet, but I counted on repetition to get her to internalize it more and more. "I am a whore. It's just the way I am, and I like it." Her gaze dropped and as she continued it seemed she was speaking to herself as much as to us. "I like masturbating, and I like sucking penises, and I like having orgasms. So I'm a whore, and I shouldn't have hit you when you said so. I'm sorry," she repeated. "Also, I'm sorry that I was bugging you before. You're littler, and you're not a whore like me, and you don't feel sexy all the time. I should be con-sid-er-ate," she stumbled a bit over the long word, "and not bother you. I promise that I won't try and make you do sex with me any more."
"That's very brave of you, Karen," I said. I stroked Renee's nude back gently, up and down, up and down. "Renee, what do you say to your sister for apologizing so nicely?"
"I accept your apology, Karen," Renee responded without hesitation, just as she had been trained by her parents. But then she squirmed free of my embrace and sat up. "Now can I go out and play until dinner?"
"Well, just a minute. There's something else Karen wants to ask you, isn't there, Karen?"
"Oh, yeah. Um..." The little girl fidgeted and blushed. "Um...If you don't want to it's okay, but..." Karen stalled out there. I had to prompt her to continue. Coloring further, she finally said, "To be a good, uh, whore, I haveta learn how to do sex with girls and boys both."



Part 7
Mg, Mgg, gg, ped, inc, 1st, oral, cons, reluc/forced, blasphemy, mindfucking

Renee didn't look happy. The third-grader was perched on my knees on the large sectional couch that dominated her family's den. Her mint-green sundress was pulled down to her waist, baring her immature chest and rounded belly. Her dark nipples capped the little pads of baby fat that would one day grow into breasts. Her slightly olive skin took the sun easily; the paleness of her chest and belly contrasted sharply with her tanned shoulders and rosy, sun-kissed cheeks. Though bound in two thick, dark braids her brown hair was a little mussed. And though her eyes were bright and her red lips still looked a bit swollen and bee-stung from our recent make-out session, her brow was lowered and her sweet mouth twisted into a slight frown.
"But...you just said you were gonna stop bugging me." Renee addressed her older sister, Karen, who sat next to us on the couch. The thin blonde was two years her sister's senior. She was also, except for a pair of dressy white leather sandals, quite naked. A lot of her hair had escaped the ponytail holder in our recent exertions and framed her pretty oval face. A single trail of sperm oozed from her high forehead across the bridge of her nose and down her cheek to dangle off her chin. A companion trail was drying on her upper chest, reaching almost to her puffy, walnut-sized right nipple. Her hands twisted anxiously in her naked lap, hiding for the moment her nearly-hairless mound and her lovely, large dark-pink clitoris, swollen and moist.
I came to the fifth-grader's rescue. I gently stroked Renee's cheek, neck, and naked shoulder as I spoke. "She did, and she's not. She's not trying to make you do anything, sweetie, she's asking for your help. I have a boy's body - as you may have noticed." I waggled my erect penis with my other hand to illustrate the point, which made the young girl giggle saucily. I continued, "So I can teach Karen how to make boys feel good. But she needs to learn how to make girls feel good, too, and for that we need a girl's body. You're the only girl that knows she's a whore. We can trust you not to tell and get her in trouble." Renee still looked dubious, so I continued, "Look, I'll be right next to you; I won't let Karen do anything you don't like. That's the whole point, all you have to do is tell her what feels good." The younger girl still looked skeptical. "Hey, your dad told me once that you like helping out the teacher at school. Is that right?"
"Yeah, sometimes I help teach the little kids, like if they have trouble with spelling words, or, or, one time, I showed everyone how to 'carry the 10s' when they couldn't get it."
"So this would be just like that - you'll be the teacher, except instead of teaching the little kids, you'll be teaching a big kid." Yep - spelling, addition, cunnilingus - all pretty much the same. Sure. Nevertheless, Renee seemed to find this line of argument persuasive.
"Wellll...will I haveta kiss her? I mean, grown-up kiss like we do?"
"Not if you don't want to," I repeated. "Besides, mouths are the same for girls and boys. Karen needs to learn the parts that are different."
"Okay," she decided, "If it'll help."
I gathered Renee into a hug, rubbing her back and savoring the feeling of her small naked torso nestling against my hairy chest. "Thank you, sweetie. I knew I could count on you. Karen, say 'thank you' to your little sister. She's doing you a big favor and you should be grateful to her."
"Thank you, Renee," Karen said obediently.
"Here, hop off, Renee," I indicated the couch between her sister and me. "Karen, stand up and make room." I arranged the younger child on her back on the broad cushions. The bodice of her sundress was already pushed down; I bunched up her skirt so the dress was just a tangle of green fabric around her waist. Except for that and her white panties she was naked. I stuffed a throw pillow behind her head then stood, penis bouncing semi-erect from the open fly of my trousers, and moved around her. Grasping a thin ankle in each hand I spread her short legs wide and lay down between them with my nose almost touching her panty-clad crotch. My rampant cock dug into the couch cushion; I lifted my hips slightly to adjust it so it was lying angled in the crease of my thigh. I stretched my arms up, stroking gently over her pudgy belly which rippled and hollowed at my touch. I traced the bottom edge of her small ribcage and upwards, gently pinching her nipples. I rolled the little nubs between my fingers, pleased to feel them stiffening into tiny pink pebbles. Renee arched her back, pushing her chest up into my hands. She stretched her arms back over her head, smiling and practically purring with pleasure as I felt her up.
I would've been perfectly happy to carry on like that with the third-grader, but Karen was standing next to the couch looking down at us, waiting for her instructions. "Come lie down next to me, sweetie," I said, "But clean yourself up first. I put my sperm on you to keep the couch clean, that was the point." Karen looked down at her nude body. The trail of cum across her upper chest was just about dry, but the string dripping from her chin was still swinging free. She raised her cupped hand to catch it, looking at the silvery-white blob lying across her fingers. "Go ahead," I had to urge her before she extended her wide pink tongue and slurped it up. "There's more," I indicated, and at my direction she swiped a finger up her cheek and across her forehead, gathering the rest of the cooling semen and sucking it into her mouth. She swallowed, grimacing slightly at the taste which she still wasn't completely used to. "Good girl - we can't have a dirty whore messing up the couch, can we?" My tone was light, but the naked child hung her head at the epithet. Renee watched her sister's reactions intently.
I patted the cushion. "Okay, nice clean whore, come lie down with me." Karen stretched out alongside me, supporting herself on her elbows. The warmth of her bare skin pressed against me, the fresh, clean scent of her mingled with the trace odor of her drying cunt cream made my penis throb against the cushion. I stroked a hand down her back, feeling the knobs of her spine and the swell of her not-quite-juvenile buttocks. I dipped a hand briefly between her cheeks, moving a finger around to lightly stroke her hot, moist vaginal opening. She gasped a little at the touch and her hips pressed down as a little fresh wetness dribbled onto my fingertip. I whispered in her ear, "Your babycunt is hot and ready for more sex. Are you ready to learn?" Horny but still unable to completely accept her body's insistent arousal, she blushed and nodded.
I took her hand and placed it gently on her little sister's clothed mound, inches from our noses. "What's this?" I asked her.
"It's Renee's...privates," Karen replied softly. Her blue eyes were wide, staring at her hand and her sister's crotch. She held her hand still, embarrassed and unsure. She had seen me fooling around with Renee - her inadvertent snooping is what had led me to drag her down this road of ever-increasing perversion - had seen the younger girl masturbating, had just seen her masturbate me and caught my sperm in her own mouth, but this touch was her first unambiguous incest. Though she was coming to accept and even crave repeated sexual abuse, this seemed wrong in a different way though she couldn't put it into words. Her reluctance thrilled me - it was another barrier to break down, another chance to shame the naked, vulnerable eleven-year-old as I bent her will to mine.
"Nope, wrong!" I reached between her thighs and gave her sensitive perineum a quick, hard pinch. She jumped and squeaked. "'Privates' is what you might call it in church or if your teacher asked you, but that's not what we call it here. Renee, tell her what she's touching."
Despite being half-naked and spread open before us, Renee fell easily into tutoring mode. "That's my cunt, Karen," she piped, looking down at us huddled between her spread legs. "You're touching my cunt."
"And does it feel good, Renee?" I asked.
"Not really, not right now."
I turned back to the older girl. "What are you touching, Karen?"
"I'm touching Renee's...cunt." She spoke to her sister's crotch, not to me, barely whispering the dirty word.
"But you're not doing it right, Karen. You're not making your sister feel good."
She turned, her wide blue eyes staring into mine. "I don't know how," she said plaintively. She looked on the verge of tears, overwhelmed by a swirl of conflicting emotions. She wanted to please me and she wanted to feel that upsurge of orgasmic pleasure that I could give her - but she feared it as much as she craved it. She feared the loss of control and was ashamed of her body's reactions, ashamed of how even now as she did something that felt completely wrong, her clit was swollen and aching as she ground it against the rough fabric of the cushion.
"I know, sweetie. We'll show you." I laid my right hand next to hers, side by side on Renee's mound. "You have to pet her gently, like this," I said as I rubbed my fingers lightly over the soft fabric. Karen copied me tentatively, stroking her younger sister's mound with me.
Renee made a little sigh of pleasure, then giggled. "That tickles," she said softly, her eyes closed. "Karen's tickling my cunt."
"See how easy it is, Karen? Now, let's try it with bare skin." I hooked my fingers under the yellow elastic lace legband of Renee's underpants and pulled aside the crotch panel, baring her undeveloped cunny. Her puffy, bald labia were damp with sweat. Her slit was pulled slightly open by her spread-legged position and we could clearly see the pale coral membrane of her hymen. It was shiny with moisture; drops of syrupy, slightly aromatic fluid puddled in the small opening. At the top of the slit her baby clit just peeked out. I inhaled deeply, savoring the light scent of her preteen arousal. "Just do what I do," I instructed the older girl as I gently rubbed one chubby lip. I stroked it up and down, then gently from the center, rubbing the slit open and letting the firm flesh pull closed again. Next to me Karen did the same, watching carefully as the tiny vaginal opening pulsed and tightened. Going further, she ran her index finger lightly up and down between the labia. "Good girl," I breathed into her ear as I caressed her back and shoulders and played with her waist-length blond ponytail.
Karen quickly discovered that Renee's clitoris, though much smaller and less developed than her own, was no less sensitive. She gently pushed on the wrinkled little button, drawing a murmur of pleasure from the younger girl. She flicked it from side to side, seeing how the more aggressive touches drew stronger reactions from her younger sister. As I watched her profile, her expression changed from uncertainty and embarrassment to the concentrated, intent look she wore when she was working out a tough homework problem. I moved my hand aside as Karen began touching all over her sister's hairless cunny, learning the similarities and differences between it and her own.
I glanced up to see Renee watching us. I exchanged a smile with the nine-year-old, nodding to encourage her as she spoke. "Karen, you're doing it right now. It feels good when you touch my cunt that way." She could've been praising a peer for solving a math problem except for the little catches in her breath, the way she stretched her head back against the pillow and breathed deeply as immature sexual pleasure bubbled up in her.
"Renee, I'm going to teach Karen to use her mouth now, okay? I know that's not your favorite thing, sweetie, but it's something every whore has to know." I patted Karen's round backside as I spoke. "I hope you don't mind too much."
"No, it's okay," Renee said softly. "It feels nice, I just think it's gross to put your mouth where I pee. But I guess if you're a whore you don't mind, huh?"
I happened to glance up as she spoke and saw a complicated expression flash across her face. The first time she had called her big sister a whore she hadn't even known what the word meant. Karen's response had been explosive. In fact, I had sold these cunnilingus lessons to Karen as punishment for that outburst. At the time Renee had watched me emotionally browbeat Karen until, nearly sobbing with humiliation, she broke down and said it herself: "I'm a whore". And while after our session in her bedroom earlier she could say it out loud with a certain degree of acceptance, still I could see it cost her something every time. Renee could see that too, even if she couldn't completely understand. Still, she got it enough that I saw a fleeting look of malicious joy on her childish face as she imitated my nonchalant use of the word. She and Karen had always got along well and I knew they loved each other, but even the best of little sisters couldn't resist a chance to tweak the older sib from time to time.
And it wasn't lost on Karen. Her head came up, anger and hurt registering as she opened her mouth to reply sharply. I forestalled her with a hand on the back of her slender neck. "No, she doesn't mind at all," I said, "Do you, Karen?" When she remained silent I gave her neck a little squeeze and shake, repeating "Do you?" with just a little steel in my voice.
Karen turned her hurt puppy-dog eyes on me, dropped them when she saw no sympathy in my face. "...no..." she whispered. "I'm a whore."
"Good girl!" I exclaimed, changing my grip to a hug, and moving on before she could process the emotional shift. "Now, here's how you eat a cunny. First, lick the outside, like this." And I stuck out my tongue and swiped it up one of Renee's chubby, damp cuntlips. She giggled and her groin twitched. "Now you," I instructed the older girl. Hesitantly she craned her neck forward, stuck out her tongue and just touched the flat surface to her younger sister's vulva. She licked her lips and swallowed, grimacing at the taste. Neither of the girls had developed much fondness for the flavor. But it pleased me that she needed no further urging to stick her tongue back out and, as instructed, lick the entire length of Renee's other lip. Again the younger girl giggled and twitched.
"Good, that's it. Now lick her all over, bottom to top, just like that. Good job, little whore!" As the blond fifth-grader bent her head to obey she kept her eyes rolled to look at my face, begging for the approval and praise I gave her. I continued murmuring encouragement in her delicate blushing ear while I rubbed her back, letting my hand trail down across her ass to her upper thighs, then back up, pausing to tickle at her vaginal opening and even teasing her anus briefly. "Renee, how does that feel? Is she doing it right?" I spoke to remind Renee of her ostensible role as tutor in this whole lewd scenario.
"Uh-HUH!" Renee gasped. She appeared to be enjoying the oral stimulation much more than she had the first time I had eaten her. In the intervening weeks she had masturbated herself probably dozens of times; she was becoming more sexualized, more easily stimulated and more aware of her body's childish desires. Her eyes were closed, her mouth hanging open in a vague smile. Beads of sweat were popping out on her forehead despite the cool of the air conditioning. Her hips were starting to twitch and rotate, the tendons at the top of her thighs tensing in turn. "Yes, that feels good!" she repeated. "Keep licking me like that, little whore!" She mimicked my tone so perfectly that I had to stifle a guffaw. Karen's narrow shoulders twitched and her eyes squeezed shut momentarily but she kept licking. Renee reached down with both hands and grabbed her rubbery labia, pulling them up and out to fully expose her stiff little clitoris. When Karen's tongue passed over it Renee's whole body jumped and an exclamation of surprise and pleasure was forced out of her. "Oh! Do it again, Karen! Lick me right - ah! - there! Lick me, whore!" and she giggled again.
Karen bent her head to obey her little sister's command. "Put your lips around it," I whispered in her ear. "Put your lips around it and suck on it gently, like it was a tiny little penis." The room filled with sloppy kissing and slurping sounds as Renee's compact butt jumped and wriggled, forcing Karen to chase the moving target of her swollen clitty. I rolled sideways a bit, pressing my bare chest and my cock against the length of Karen's body. Her skin was hot where it rubbed against me. My penis was aching for more contact. I knew I could take Karen's hand and the compliant young girl would obediently jerk me off. I sighed as I imagined the naked eleven-year-old pleasuring two people at once, masturbating an adult man while sucking on her own sister's prepubescent cunt. But I stopped myself before I reached for her wrist, rolled away slightly to look at the beautiful naked child beside me. Watching the muscles shift under the golden skin of her back, I made a decision.
I sat up. "Oh, you're doing so well, Karen, but it's time to learn a different way." I put a hand on her shoulder, tugging her back gently. She turned her head to look up at me. Her lips and chin were shiny with her younger sister's sweat and preteen secretions. Renee's eyes were closed and she was panting lightly. When Karen's lips left her baby cunny and didn't return immediately she made a soft, high-pitched whine of frustration. Her small hips twitched, her wide-spread legs drew up slightly, her ankles twisted and her delicate toes clenched and released, her entire lower body trying to urge Karen's mouth back on to her pleasure button. When it didn't happen, she cupped her right hand and pushed the fingers against the dark pink little nub. With her other hand still pulling her outer lips taut she strummed her clitty rapidly, making little squeaks and gasps of pleasure. "Renee. Renee!" I had to grab her wrist and pull her hand away from her crotch to get her attention. She looked at me sulkily; she had been getting close.
I chuckled at seeing the younger girl swept away for the first time by her body's sexual response. "You're supposed to be helping me teach Karen, remember?" But I relented, "You'll like this, too, we're just going to do it a different way." I put a hand on either side of Karen's waist, urging the girl to roll over. She looked so young and vulnerable, lying on the couch with her puffy nipples pointing up at me. She bent her knees, one leg up and the other falling sideways, exposing her almost-hairless cunt. Her clitoris was standing out, large and stiff and flushed with blood from the stimulation of rubbing it into the couch. Blond hair framed her anxious expression and fanned out from her ponytail holder around her bare shoulders. Fondly, I stroked a hand from her cheek down across her nipple to her hip, watching how her breath caught and her flat stomach twitched at my touch.
I turned my attention to Renee. I climbed over Karen (my cock bobbed right in front of her face) and stood, looking down at the pretty, mostly-naked child. "Get up, sweetie," I told her kindly. I took her hand, feeling her fingers slippery with her preteen cunt juice, and helped her to stand up on the cushions. Her eyes were bright with excitement, her face and chest flushed and a little sweaty. She shifted her weight excitedly from foot to foot, pressing her thighs together. "Let's get these off," I said, gathering her sundress in my hands and tugging the elastic bodice down over her hips to puddle at her feet. Her panties came partway with it, hanging above her knees. I pulled them the rest of the way down and held her hand while she stepped out of them. She was now completely naked and I realized this was the very first time I'd ever seen her so. Her long brown braids hung almost to her compact little bubble butt. Her round tummy pooched out slightly, curving down to her chubby hairless mound. Her tiny pink nipples were hard pebbles atop small cones of babyfat. From the tip of her pert nose down to her pretty toenails, she was beautiful. She was irresistible. I put my hands around her small waist, bent and drew her to me. My fingers met in the small of her back and my thumbs just covered her hipbones. I pushed my nose into her bald preteen sex, inhaling deeply and savoring her spicy scent. She giggled and trembled slightly as my nose pushed her clitty from side to side. I gathered a tongueful of clean juice and sweat from her slit, and licked and kissed my way up to her bellybutton, her chest, her nipples, neck, and - tipping my head back since standing on the couch she stood a few inches taller than me - her face. I planted feathery little kisses on her mouth, the beautiful pair of moles on her jawline, her nose, her eyelids. I pressed my open lips to hers and our tongue-tips twirled around each other for a delicious few moments. Rubbing noses, I gazed into her wide, excited hazel eyes and whispered, "You are so beautiful and sexy. I love you so much, Renee. Thank you for helping teach your sister." Her arms went around my neck and without speaking she hugged her nude form against me.
I stepped back and led her to stand with her feet on either side of Karen's head. "Karen, Renee's going to kneel down now and put her cunny on your mouth, and you lick on her some more. The trick is she's upside-down to you now. Her clitty's on the bottom instead of the top."
I guided the younger child to a kneeling position and pressed gently on the small of her back, pushing her crotch downwards. But as she settled into position, Karen's eyes got wide and she made a "mmmmmf!" of protest. Her hands pushed her sister away. "Her butt's right in my nose! I don't want to smell her poop!"
"Let's see." I gently spread Renee's cheeks apart. Sure enough, there was a little smear of brown to one side of her pucker. "Renee," I chided her gently, "You haven't been wiping well enough." The nine-year-old looked back at me, abashed. "Okay, hang on a second." I left the two naked children there on the couch and went down the hall to the downstairs bathroom. I wet a washcloth with warm water and wrung it out. I also grabbed a large bath sheet from the linen closet. Returning to the den, I knelt down next to the couch. At my instruction, Karen grabbed one of Renee's pale globes in each hand and separated them. Renee was watching me over her bare shoulder. She made a soft "umph" as her anus was exposed to the cool air, and squirmed a little as I gently scrubbed her with the cloth. "There, all clean!" I circled the pink-brown pucker with my finger. A little pressure made Renee jump and sigh again.
I gently pressed at the base of Renee's spine. Her knees slid apart and her smooth cunt settled down on Karen's mouth. Only the upper half of the older girl's face was visible, with her nose slotted into her little sister's crack. Her eyes widened as Renee's movements blocked her nostrils for a second. "All right, sweetie, now start licking your sister again." I stroked her forehead gently, smoothing her blond hair back. "That's it," I said as her chin started working. "Show us what a good whore you are, how you can make a girl feel good too."
I continued to coach both girls through their first cunnilingus. "Renee, don't sit down so hard. Give Karen room to work. Karen, remember her button's on the bottom now." Karen's eyes closed in concentration, and quiet smacking sounds came from beneath Renee's spread cheeks.
Renee turned her head forward. She was in a half-crouch on her hands and knees. As Karen started to find a rhythm, Renee squirmed back and forth, her belly heaving. Her thick brown braids fell forward to frame her face. Her eyelids drooped and she started making little "mmm, mmm" noises of enjoyment. The toes of one foot were pointed, the other bent back. As I watched she slid down until all ten of the pretty digits were pads up on the couch, but then she brought one leg forward, then the other. Then they slid down again.
Karen drew her legs up and open as she worked, exposing her aroused vulva further. I folded the towel twice and pushed it up beneath her slim butt to protect the upholstery. I lay down between her half-spread legs. I gave Renee a quick kiss on the cheek and whispered some instructions as I lowered myself, then I extended my tongue and flicked it against Karen's exposed clitoris. She reacted as if I had touched her with a cattle prod instead. Her legs kicked out and her entire body went rigid for a second and she gave a sharp, short scream, muffled to a "MMMPH!" by Renee's slippery baby snatch.
Resting my elbows outside Karen's hips I placed my hands on her torso, sliding them up over her ribs to her stiff, dark pink nipples. "Don't stop, Karen! You have to concentrate on what you're doing, to give pleasure and get it at the same time. Keep licking!" I bent my head and attacked Karen's wide-open slit in earnest. I licked from her vaginal opening up to her clit in broad, slow strokes, pausing at the top for just a second to suck her oversized clit between my teeth. I continued to caress her torso, pulling and tweaking her cherry-sized nipples in turn. Her juices started flowing immediately. Cunt cream ran out of her and into my mouth faster than I could lap it up. It soaked into my beard and smeared around her thighs, dripping down onto the towel and darkening the pale terry fabric. Her hips and waist started twisting back and forth. Her mound bumped hard into my nose. She started making little squeaks and moans, muffled by Renee's smooth thighs clamped around her cheeks. And Renee was sighing and gasping herself in a sexual chain reaction as the feeling of Karen humming into her preteen vagina brought her closer to her immature peak.
Karen's arousal had been building since we came downstairs with no opportunity for release. Within a minute she was at the brink of orgasm and when I seized her clit gently between my teeth she went over. Her knees drew up then kicked out straight as she spasmed, her heels scraping up and down my back. Her neck stretched back, pushing her chin hard into Renee's spread vagina. Her moans got load and urgent - "MMMPH! UMMMMPH! MMMMAPH!" - as her flushed chest strained upwards, pushing her puffy nipples into my palms.
After a few seconds, the fifth-grader relaxed. Her legs draped over my shoulders, she drew her knees up to rest her feet flat on my back. I was drenched with her baby honey from the bridge of my nose to my chin, pleasurably overwhelmed by the smell of her pubescent sweat and sex. My cock throbbed against the couch cushion with each sniff. I gave her no respite, though, redoubling my oral assault on her aroused, hypersensitive cunt. I nibbled at her lips, stretching them and feeling the elastic tissue snap back. I sucked harder on her engorged, oversize clit and trilled my tongue against it. At the same time, I rolled my eyes upwards, signaling to Renee. I had to reach up and pat her to get her attention - her eyes were closed as she concentrated on the sensations radiating from her tiny cunny - but at my encouraging nod she began chanting, "Karen is a who-ore, Karen is a who-ore, A whory, whory whore. Karen is a who-ore," in a high, piping sing-song voice. It was the same taunt that had made her sister furious in my truck, causing her to strike out and leading to the "punishment" she was now undergoing.
Coupled with my unrelenting attack on Karen's cunt, the effect was immediate. Her head twisted from side to side, bound by her sister's little thighs but far enough to free her mouth to moan "Noooooo...nooooooo....nuhhhhhh...nooooAHHH, AH, AH, AIEE!" Her protests dissolved into wordless gasps and cries. Her body stiffened again as another orgasm took her. She spasmed more violently. I could feel her vaginal muscles contracting against my lips. More and more of her thick, creamy liquid flowed out of her cunt and onto my face, into my mouth. I swallowed repeatedly and mauled her clit again and again. Her arms and legs were twitching randomly now, completely out of her control. Her cries became sobs in earnest as her immature nervous system was totally overwhelmed. With each swipe of my tongue against her button an unbearable spike of pleasure shot through her, triggering another orgasmic contraction. Through it all, Renee kept chanting in a soft, breathy voice, "Karen is a who-ah-ore! Karen is-ah!-a whore! A whory, who-oh, oh, oh! whore," punctuated with her own little gasps and sighs when her big sister's lips or tongue found their mark.
I intended to drive Karen to the brink of exhaustion. After nearly half an hour without respite from my vigorous oral attack, five major orgasms and countless smaller surges, I succeeded. Her moans and sobs had quieted and her chest heaved as she cried silently. Her oversized clitoris was as swollen and dark with blood as I'd ever seen it, straining upwards from her bare slit - I even thought that I could see it pulsing slightly with her racing heartbeat. Her arms lay limp on the couch and her legs had fallen wide open, one knee against the couch back and the other hanging off the cushion over the floor. Her hands and sandal-shod feet jerked weakly, but that was the only response she could muster to the now-continuous waves of orgasmic pleasure washing over her. Her body was drenched in sweat; it dripped off her belly and thighs. The smell of her cunt juice hung heavy in the large room. At this rate I was going to have to open the patio door for a while before her parents got home. As for me, my neck was sore, my tongue was tired, and my lips felt bruised. But there was nowhere I would have rather spent the afternoon - or every afternoon - than right there, with my face buried between the fifth-grader's preteen thighs and covered in her sex fluids.
Finally, I sat back on my haunches to admire the two children locked in their incestuous embrace. Renee's chanting had trailed off. She was lightly hunching herself against Karen's mouth, her back arching and relaxing as she smeared her light lubrication across her sister's face. Her eyes were closed as she breathed deeply and evenly through her nose.
They opened when she felt the cushion shift as I stood up. I shrugged out of my unbuttoned shirt, kicked off my leather slip-ons, and pulled down my trousers and underwear. Stepping out of them, I stood completely naked for the first time before Renee's stunned gaze. My cock strained upwards from my hairy crotch, twitching with each vagrant breath of cool air. The head was swollen and dark and throbbing from my forestalled climax. My balls felt heavy and turgid. I was more aroused than I could ever recall being, on fire with the knowledge that I was seconds away from fucking Karen.
My guess was that there was no resistance left in the fifth-grader, but I really had no idea how she would respond. I had never screwed a child before, never a virgin nor anyone nearly this young. So far I had guessed correctly how to take advantage of Karen's vulnerabilities and insecurities but I had been playing it by ear from the start. I had convinced her that her sex drive was perverse and shameful but at the same time cultivated it and fixed her on me as her source of sexual pleasure. Her desires were now obsessive but at the same time she felt guilty every night when she gave in to the urge to pleasure herself. On the other hand when I molested her she felt helpless to resist. That helplessness absolved her of responsibility, but I could wrench pleasure from her barely-pubescent body so much more extreme than she could do for herself, and that made her guilt afterwards even more intense.
Into that emotional maelstrom I had introduced the concept of being a whore, something that her peers and church training told her was an even worse transgression - yet I praised her for it, encouraged her emotionally and with gifts and money, worked to convince her that it was her vocation, that starting now at age eleven she should set her sights on becoming a sexual dynamo.
So if I did this just right she would be my docile fuck toy indefinitely. If I was wrong the poor child might break down completely, or at least run to her parents for help or solace, and if that happened I was done for. Looked at that way, it was foolish to continue but I felt that I had painted myself into a corner - or rather, my cock had led me to it. And I couldn't turn back now.
Wordlessly I grasped Renee around her middle and lifted her like a puppydog up and off her sister. I held her to me briefly, my cock pressed into her sweaty chest, then set her down on the couch at Karen's head. I could see Karen's face for the first time since Renee had sat on it. Her cheeks were flushed and shiny with sweat and Renee's cunt juices. Her hair was tangled and wet, dark at the roots and plastered to her forehead in damp strands. Her eyes were closed but she still cried soundlessly. Tears tracked either side of her face, running into her ears and down to wet the couch cushion below. Her mouth hung open and her breath hitched and rasped in her throat.
I knelt back between the semiconscious preteen's limp, spread legs. I swiped the head of my cock up her sopping slit. She shuddered and moaned when it rubbed over her clit but didn't open her eyes. I rested the length of my penis on her abdomen, luxuriating in the feel of her hot, damp skin against its underside. The root was pressed against the top of her mound and the dripping head drooled precum into her cute innie. In a moment, I would be that deep inside her. I drew back and used one hand to align the head at her opening. I pushed forward. She was so wet that the head slipped almost entirely inside, rushing into amazing silky heat before encountering resistance.
But Karen felt it. Her eyes snapped open and her head came up as her entire body tensed. I felt a ring of muscle tighten convulsively around the tip of my penis and caught my breath at the stab of pure pleasure. Karen's mouth opened in surprise as her breath gusted out. "Whaaa? What are you..." Her eyes got round with fear as she took in my hairy adult form looming over her and my rampant penis, nearly as thick as her little sister's wrist, pushing at her most intimate entrance.
I said nothing, just grabbed her hips and thrusted. God, she was tight! Despite her copious lubrication it was almost like pushing against a wall. But the wall slowly gave and I slid bit by bit into the most amazing heat and grip I had ever felt. Karen's eyes bugged out as she felt and saw herself opened and stuffed full as never before. Her mouth stretched wide and she made the most frightening sound I'd ever heard from a child's throat. "UuuughoowaahhaaeeEEII!" It started as a low groan, almost a growl, then rose in both volume and pitch to a piercing shriek over the fifteen seconds it took to bury my cock fully into her preteen vagina, taking her virginity and the last vestiges of her innocence forever. She came alive, thrashing beneath me, her feet and hands scrabbling futilely for purchase on the cushions to crawl away from the terrible invasion of her body. "Take it OUT! It hurts, TAKE IT OUT! Oh, God, oh God! HELP MEEE! MOMMY, HELLLLP!" She sobbed and screamed wildly. Her gyrations only increased my pleasure as her incredibly tight vaginal muscles rippled and clamped down on my penis. It was all I could do to hold back my orgasm.
Holding her hips against her struggles was awkward, though. I pressed my pelvis against hers for a second to hold her and transferred my grip to her upper arms, pushing myself up while clamping my hands just below her shoulders to pin her arms straight out from her body. All the while she was crying and begging me to let her go.
Above our heads, Renee was stunned into silence. The naked little girl huddled on the very end of the couch, arms wrapped around her knees, hands twisting the ends of her braids in agitation. She looked on the verge of tears herself in sympathy with her sister's apparent agony. I had to cool things down a little or the two children could feed each other into hysteria. I eased the pressure and slowly, very slowly withdrew my cock. I had to because even with the easing of the wonderful sensations as I pulled out, the friction brought me again to the edge of climax.
I backed off until only the head was still splitting her sweat-drenched labia. Karen stopped screaming as she felt the invader leaving her, watching in fascinated horror as my penis, now shiny with her juices, reappeared from between her legs. Her cuntlips were stretched tight and thin around it, her clitoris pulled hard against the shaft. My girth was no more than average but compared to her slender body and developing pubis it looked enormous. She strained her skinny legs as far apart as she could, desperately trying to accommodate the penetration. As I withdrew her screams tailed off into wordless whimpering. She tossed her head back and forth, tears streaming from her eyes. Experimentally I flexed my groin, making my cockhead swell and press against her tortured clit. This brought a sharp gasp and a soft moan from the little girl. Good. She was still a slave to that oversized bundle of nerve endings, even through the pain and shock of her first fuck.
I lowered myself until we were almost nose-to-nose, pressing full-length against her squirming nude body but supporting most of my weight on my elbows. "Shh, shh, sweetie, Karen, it's okay baby, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I know it hurt, I'm sorry..." I murmured nonsense sounds of comfort until her eyes focused on me.
"Please," she begged, "please take it out. It's too big, you're tearing me apart. Please."
"Now, sweetie, it's not tearing you apart." I spoke softly, persuasively, but firmly. "It's not too big, it's just bigger than my finger. I know it's tough the first time, but it gets better, I promise it does. Fucking like this, it's the best part of sex. It just takes getting used to."
"Noooo, I can't," she moaned. "It hurts. I don't want to fuck, please, please can I just suck your penis, you can put it in my mouth, I promise, I like that, just please, please..."
"You'll be fine in a minute, sweetie, just relax. You have to learn how to fuck, that's the most important thing a whore has to know. And I want you to be the best whore in the world, so I'm going to teach you how to fuck better than anyone. I'm going to put it back in now, so get ready."
"No, nooo! NO! AHHH!" I pressed back in, wrenching that incredible groan-to-a-shriek from her throat again. I sighed in ecstasy as her vaginal muscles spasmed and squeezed my cock in a grip of molten iron. This time I eased back almost immediately and again her scream diminished to a whimper. "God, god, oh god, help," she blubbered and I realized it wasn't just an exclamation. The child was literally asking God to help her.
"God won't help you, Karen," I said flatly, shocking her into silence for a moment. She began to cry bitterly as I continued and the meaning of my words soaked in. "Why would He? Didn't they teach you in church that God doesn't make mistakes? Didn't they?" She nodded through her tears. "Well, He made you a whore. And whores get fucked. God wants you to be fucked. Understand that? God WANTS you to be fucked. The sooner you relax, the sooner you can learn how to enjoy it." Far from comforting her, this made her cry harder. I could feel her diaphragm spasming against my belly, and in my cock. "Shhh, sweetie, it's ok. I'm sorry, but it's the truth. Didn't they also tell you, God doesn't give you more than you can handle? He wouldn't have made you a whore if He didn't know you would be a good one. Now please, stop crying. It doesn't help anything." I lowered my face again until I could whisper in her ear. "Look, you're scaring your sister. Can't you be brave for her? Think about what'll happen if she gets so scared she tells. Do you want everyone to know you're a whore, a little whore who sucks cock and swallows my squirt and begs for more? Is that what you want?"
Karen went hot and cold all over at the thought of her secrets revealed, her life stripped naked in front of everyone she knew the way her body was naked before me right now. The thought took her breath away. But the mention of Renee also struck home. She twisted her head back to see her little sister huddled down with only her eyes showing above her knobby knees. Gone was the flat, calm gaze; the little girl was plainly terrified. The sight tore at her heart and so she made an effort to compose herself. She snuffled, shook the tears out of her eyes, and even tried to smile. It looked ghastly, but she tried. "It...it's ok, Renee," she choked out. "It...ugh...hurts a little, but it's good, too." She drew a deep, shuddering breath. "I'm learning to f-f-fuck like a whore."
I pushed up and smiled reassuringly at the younger girl. "It's ok, Renee," I echoed. "Hey, remember that day in the mall?" It had remained "that day" between us, needing no elaboration as the day I had forced Karen to spend the afternoon naked in public and shot my load down her throat for the first time. "Remember how I told you, sometimes Karen likes to pretend she doesn't like sex, but that just makes it feel better for her in the end?" The younger girl raised her head, just a little, and nodded, just a little. "It's just like that now. Karen didn't mean to scare you. She likes this, don't you Karen?"
With her arms still pinned, the eleven-year-old nodded. "Yes," she said quietly, closing her eyes. "I like this. I'm a whore and I like this."
Now, Renee was smarter than that. She could see her sister was not enjoying herself - but perhaps the whole situation was just too bizarre for her nine-year-old mind to parse, or perhaps she was feeling a little guilt over her role in it, or perhaps she was reluctant to give up the emotional bond I had forged with her. For whatever reasons, she didn't challenge the obvious lie. "Hey, aren't your cartoons on?" I said brightly. "Why don't you get dressed and watch your show for a little while. When Karen and I are done fucking" - I savored the dirty word in front of the two children - "I'll get started on dinner, and you can help. Okay?" Wordlessly, the little brunette nodded. "Go ahead, then." She got off the couch, picked up her panties and sundress from the floor, and retreated to the far corner of the room where the big tv stood. She turned it on and, once dressed, sat absorbed with her back resolutely towards us. Thus it was that Karen's defloration was accompanied by the soundtrack to "Codename: Kids Next Door".
I turned back to the matter at hand and pushed my cock back into the naked preteen pinned beneath me. It went in more easily this time, though her cunny was still almost painfully tight. Karen groaned again as I penetrated deeply, but there was no more screaming. She just whimpered quietly, piteously, squeezing her eyes shut and grimacing. Her eyelashes were matted with tears. This was no good. I had to give her at least a little pleasure from her first fuck so she'd be willing to do it again. I let go of one arm and awkwardly reached down to where her bare crotch joined my hairy one. With my thumb I pressed her stretched clitoris against my shaft.
"Gaah!" Karen's eyes flew open and again her sweat-drenched body stiffened. I began gently mashing the slick, abused oversized button from side to side. "Noo! Don't! Noo, nuh, noo, nuh, uh huh, ah, ah, ahh!" Poor Karen felt jolts of pleasure from the rough manipulation but she could barely stand it. She had been orgasming for most of the last half hour without relief, and her immature nervous system was completely overloaded. I didn't care about that, I just needed for her to have a sensation other than pain to focus on as I began fucking her in earnest. I started making short little thrusts into her. I couldn't bear to do any more, I was so close to my own climax. Her cunt made little squishing sounds as I shoved and withdrew my engorged penis, squeezing her juice out around the shaft. Karen's face relaxed a little as she began to get accustomed to the feeling of penetration - or at least numb to it. She grunted softly with each short thrust.
I let my weight down a bit, pushing my hairy thighs between her slim, smooth, widely spread legs, feeling her sweat-slick skin slide against mine, her swollen nipples poking into my chest. "That's it, that's it, my beautiful little whore," I crooned into her ear. "I'm fucking you now, fucking your hot little babycunt, fucking you, fucking you..." And that was all it took. My own words were enough to finally bring me to the point of no return. I felt my balls tightening and the cum rising. "Gonna cum in you now," I panted. "Gonna...UH!..cum in that..UH!...babycuntUH! UH! UHHHH!" It was one of the most intense orgasms I'd ever had. My cock pulsed and every muscle in my body contracted to fire hot ropes of semen into Karen's tight eleven-year-old vagina. Her eyes opened in wonder at the new sensation of the hot, sticky fluid splashing off her cervix and vaginal walls. Her mouth opened and she made a soft sound, not quite a moan.
I held myself rigid, closing my eyes, as the final spasms rippled through me. Finally I drew a shuddering breath and relaxed, grinding my crotch into the child's. I was panting for breath. Drops of sweat fell from my face to splash on Karen's, mingling with her own sheen of perspiration. "Did you feel that, Karen? Did you feel me squirt into your babycunt?" She nodded. "You've got a man's cum in you for the first time. It's like a baptism, a baptism for a whore. Look." I withdrew my shaft an inch or two and together we looked down where we were joined. Her nearly-bare mound was covered in gooey white smears of our mingled juices. My pubic bush was soaked and matted with it. I noted a light pink tinge to the streaks on my shaft. I knew Karen's hymen had been long gone, but still those tissues were delicate. I hoped I hadn't torn anything too badly; after all, tomorrow was a school day.
I let go of the child's arms since she was no longer resisting, and just rested my adult weight on her and my elbows. She scrubbed at her face with one hand, wiping away tears and brushing her damp hair back out of her eyes. I could feel her racing heart beating against my chest, but she was getting her breath back under control. "I felt it," she said, half to herself. "I felt you squirt in me. It was hot. Did I...did I do it right?"
The question thrilled me to my core, and I knew then the preteen was mine, body and soul. Minutes earlier she had been screaming in pain, begging me to pull my cock out of her. Now she lay quietly with my still-tumescent shaft buried in her, asking for my critique of her technique. Perhaps she was simply too exhausted to hurt any more, or so emotionally wrung out she needed adult approval to know how to feel. So I gave it to her. "You did great, honey, just great for your first fuck ever! Your babycunt is so hot and tight, I love it. I can't wait to teach you all the different ways a whore can fuck. You're my whore, forever!"
"I'm your whore," she repeated, closing her eyes.
"And what do whores do?"
"...they fuck?"
"That's right, sweetie, you're so smart. Whores fuck. And right now, I'm going to fuck you some more, okay?" I was amazed to discover that I could. Karen's cunt was so hot and tight that I hadn't softened much at all. And hearing her soft, high voice confirming her degradation made me surge back to full hardness.
"Okay," she said, eyes still closed. "But...not too hard. Please? It still hurts..."
I said nothing, just began thrusting again. I started with long, slow strokes this time, knowing that it would take a while to reach what would be my third climax in as many hours. Karen was nearly limp beneath me, though her thighs still spread and tightened rhythmically around my own. She sighed and grunted softly as I drove into her now faster, now slower, now grinding my hairy crotch in tight circles against her mound and her poor abused clitty. The liquid squishing sounds of our intercourse filled my ears, competing with the cartoons coming from the tv where a fully-dressed Renee still determinedly ignored us. After some minutes I rolled partially sidewise on her so I could fondle her nipple. I had shed chest hairs all over her pale pre-breasts and belly. The black curly strands looked incredibly erotic, a visible reminder of how thoroughly I had despoiled the innocence of the eleven-year-old now grunting with each thrust of my penis into her tight little vagina. I whispered in Karen's ear. "Talk to me, whore," I urged her. "Tell me what I'm doing."
"You're...fucking me?" she said tentatively. I nodded for her to continue. "You're fucking my babycunt...my whore babycunt. I can feel your...penis in me. Oh, your penis is hot. Fuck me more, please. Fuck my babycunt. Fuck my babycunt. Fuck my babycunt..." And I was there again. I shoved myself forcefully into her, moaning, nearly crying as I shuddered through another orgasm. It almost hurt to force more cum into Karen's overstuffed cunt, but it was delightful torture. "Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!" she grunted with each of my spasms as she felt hot semen painting her insides for the second time ever.
Then I was done. I lay across her petite form, breathing deeply, feeling my heart pounding, feeling her tight vagina contract around my wilting cock and push it out into the cool air to flop, exhausted, against my thigh. I kissed Karen's sweaty forehead gently. "Good whore. Good little whore." Then I lifted myself off her and shakily stood up.
As soon as my weight was off her, Karen rolled onto her side facing the couch back and curled up into a fetal position. Her bare, chubby cuntlips peeked out below her thighs. Her entire lower torso was smeared with a sticky, pale pink froth of cunt juice, semen, and a little blood. Even with her legs together, her labia gaped open obscenely. A thick glob of semen dribbled out of the dark red interior as I watched, running down her ass to soak into the towel I'd had the foresight to place beneath us. I gathered my clothes and went up the stairs. I cleaned myself off in the bathroom and dressed; before going back down I picked out one of Karen's pajama tops from her bureau. It was white flannel with a frilly pink collar and a pattern of little clowns and drummer boys. I took it downstairs with me. Neither child had moved. Karen was lying curled on her side, still naked except for those pretty white sandals. Semen oozed slowly from her ravaged vagina. She was sucking her thumb now, eyes closed, maybe asleep. I gently laid the pajama top across her thin shoulders.
Renee was still sitting on the floor watching tv. I crossed to her, bent down to put a hand on her shoulder. "Hey, kiddo. How about spaghetti for dinner? You can help." Renee seemed to relax when she saw I was fully clothed, and she brightened at the mention of food. I switched off the television, then took the third-grader's hand in mine and pulled her to her feet. I walked with her to the kitchen, careful to keep my body between her and the couch and the sight of her exhausted older sister.
We busied ourselves making spaghetti with meat sauce. After about twenty minutes, Karen walked unsteadily into the room. She had put on the pajama top but was still nude from the waist down. Her entire crotch area was lightly crusted with our dried secretions, and a thick pearly trail of semen ran down the inside of one skinny thigh almost to her knee. Her labia were an angry red as was her clitoris which, while shrunken some, still stood out dark and glistening in the bright overhead light. She had put her glasses back on and the cute pink frames somehow made her look even sexier in contrast with her puffy, tearstained face and sweaty disheveled hair. She winced with each careful step, planting her narrow feet widely on the tile floor. I had fucked the eleven-year-old bowlegged.
"Hey, sweetheart! How do you feel?" I said brightly, as if she had done no more than take a little nap after school.
"It hurt me. It still hurts me." She put a hand gingerly on her sticky mound as she hobbled across the kitchen.
"I'm sorry, sweetie. Like I said, it always does the first time, but it'll get better. It won't be sore after a couple of days, and you won't have to fuck again right away, ok?" She looked at me, relief and concern mingling in her face - relief that she'd be allowed to recover, concern at the realization that her first fuck was only her first, that there'd be many more to come. She had no way to know just how many, and how many different ways she would soon learn.
Karen reached the table and held on to the back of her chair, wincing again as she shifted her balance from foot to foot. "Please, when can I get dressed?" she asked.
"Tell you what, baby. Let's have dinner, then I'll take you upstairs and give you a nice bath and clean that babycunt all up. You don't want to get your pjs all nasty with that goo, do you? After you're nice and clean you can get dressed." I put my hand on her shoulder and bent to kiss the top of her sweaty head. "You're such a good little whore, and I'm so proud of you." She shuddered slightly at my touch but despite everything, smiled and ducked her head shyly at the praise, however perverse. She turned her head to rest her face against my stomach and I hugged her to me briefly.
I fetched the towel from off the couch in the other room and refolded it on Karen's chair so she wouldn't leak semen onto the upholstery. Then the spaghetti was finished, and I drained it and served out three plates with sauce, salad, and hot, crusty garlic bread. Before long both children were laughing and chattering, relieved to dive into the normality of the domestic routine and let it eclipse the events of the afternoon. The first full day of my month sleeping on Jenny's couch was drawing to a close.



Part 8
Mg, Mgg, ped, oral, mast, reluc

Karen was exhausted. By the time the dinner plates were cleared away and I had served the girls some ice cream for dessert, the half-naked eleven-year-old was literally falling asleep in her seat. It was amusing to watch. Her eyes would droop closed and she'd start to nod forward, but as she did the tender tissues of her sorely used preteen pussy would scrape against the towel she was sitting on and the sting would bring her bolt upright again.
Her exhaustion was understandable, as she had had a very eventful afternoon. Except for the hour or so we'd been doing homework she'd been having sex of one kind or another pretty much since the moment she'd walked in the door after school. I'd finger-fucked her in her own bed for starters. Then after her homework was complete nine-year-old Renee had jerked me off into her mouth and she'd swallowed that load. She'd learned how to eat pussy, thanks to Renee's willingness to act as tutor. She really needed to learn on an adult woman - the thought of the innocent fifth-grader's face buried in a mature, hairy vagina brought a smile to my face and a pleasant throb to my crotch - but that would have to wait. After half an hour of licking her little sister's bald cunny while I ate hers in turn, Karen had been practically unconscious, overloaded with sexual pleasure, and that's when I gave her her first fuck. She'd screamed like crazy at first but in the end her body had betrayed her. Once the first shock of penetration was past she'd accepted an adult cock splitting her apart. She'd even felt stabs of pleasure as I mauled her poor overstretched clitoris. I'd fucked two more loads of jizz into her before we were done. Most of the slimy mucus had run out of her gaping cunt and soaked into the towel during dinner.
Renee had finished her ice cream but Karen's had largely melted into soup as she dozed. After the third time she nearly planted her face right in the bowl, I spoke up. "Karen, I think it's time to get ready for bed." I reached out and stroked her long, tangled blond hair. She started awake at my touch, then relaxed into it. I cupped her shoulder beneath the mane of hair, admiring the feel of her warm, firm skin beneath her thin pajama top. "I know it's early still, but I think you've had a very big day. Let's get you a bath and then I'll put you to bed."
Karen put her hands flat on the table and slowly pushed herself erect, wincing at the pain from the overstretched, raw tissues of her nearly-hairless vagina. The towel, crusty with dried semen and her own juvenile cunt cream, clung to her slit as she stood. She whimpered softly as it pulled loose. She stood for a second, swaying slightly, then took a tentative step away from the table. Half an hour of sawing my adult cock in and out of her virgin babycunt had left her almost too sore to walk before dinner; sitting in place for the meal had only made it worse. She made little moans of discomfort with each hobbling bowlegged baby step. Her bare vulva was still red and irritated and her labia had yet to completely close back up. Below the hem of her pj top her abdomen, crotch, and thighs were crusted with our mingled secretions, and a flaky trail of dried jizz snaked down the inside of one leg.
At this rate it'd take us half an hour to get to the upstairs bathroom. I stepped around the table and swept up the half-naked child in my arms. She gasped at the fresh sting in her abused pussy but then settled, nestling her head against my shoulder. Turning, I addressed her younger sister. "Renee, would you please clear the dessert plates? Then you can read or play quietly until I've put your sister to bed." The younger girl nodded, scowling. She'd been OK while I'd kept her busy preparing and eating our meal, but watching her sister's defloration had shaken her badly. Renee enjoyed our sexual activity a lot, but unlike her sister I wasn't forcing her to try new things; what we did flowed naturally from her affection for me and two years of gentle, gradual grooming. Only weeks had elapsed, though, from when Karen had first spied on us en flagrante and throughout that time I'd been pushing the older girl, smashing her sexual boundaries repeatedly. Her guilt at her body's sexual responsiveness kept her quiet while that same preadolescent yearning kept her coming back for more. This afternoon wasn't the first time Renee had seen that dynamic in play but the sight of her older sister crying and begging me to stop as I held her down and shoved my adult-sized penis into her immature pussy was too much for the little girl to process, even if Karen's screams and cries had turned to moans of pleasure in the end. Worse was maybe that Renee felt complicit. I would have to deal with the younger girl's upset, but for now it was most important to get Karen cleaned up and in bed before her parents got home.
I carried the spent child upstairs to the bathroom. I drew a warm bath. Karen dozed sitting on the plush-covered toilet lid while I undressed her as if she were half her actual age. I unstrapped her sandals and bared her narrow feet, and as I bunched her pajama top under her armpits she obediently raised her arms over her head. I helped her into the tub, and she hissed as she settled down and the warm water stung the stretched and raw tissues of her vagina. She reclined, eyes closed, as I gently washed her from above her delectable puffy nipples down to her pretty toes, soaping away the sweat, cunt juice, and sperm that had dried on her body. I was extra gentle with her labia but she still shifted uncomfortably and whined her discomfort as the washcloth scraped the sensitive skin. "Sorry, sweetie," I murmured, but I continued until all the dried residue of our afternoon's exertions was removed.
The eleven-year-old remained silent and unresisting as I helped her back to her feet. I dried her while the water drained from the tub. I guided her to sit back down on the commode and left her with the towel draped around her thin shoulders while I went to fetch her pj bottoms from her bedroom. But when I returned I was greeted by a thrilling site. Karen had slid her butt forward and leaned back against the tank. Her legs were spread and the fingers of her right hand were slowly tracing the changed contours of her vulva. Her mouth was open and she made quiet breathy gasps as she caressed the stretched, irritated skin. As I watched from the bathroom doorway, her finger moved up to gently press against the reddened and still swollen hood of her juvenile clitoris. Her lips pursed and her brow wrinkled in mingled pleasure and discomfort, but she began circling the little button of flesh.
I had thought I was completely spent myself but at the sight of the fifth-grader unable to resist her regular nightly masturbation, even as thoroughly fucked-out as she was, I felt my cock begin to stiffen inside my trousers. Karen was oblivious to me, focused only on the pleasure she was carefully coaxing from her well-used clit. I opened my trousers and fished out my penis, letting it poke out between my shirt tails. It rose gradually as I watched the erotic sight. Karen's skinny hips rotated slowly, pushing her smooth mound into her fingers. Her mouth was working and, stepping closer, I could hear she was whispering to herself in between quiet whimpers and moans. "...my babycunt. Uh, uh, ah! My whore babycunt, oh..."
"Dang, you just can't help it. You really are a total whore!" Karen's eyes flew open at the sound of my voice. She opened her mouth to protest but I cut her off by slapping my half-erect penis back and forth against her cheeks. "Don't deny it, Karen. We fucked until you can barely walk, and here you are diddling yourself again." Her cheeks flamed red and her head drooped in shame as I continued in a tone of amused disgust, "No normal girl would be like that. But you - just look at you! You can't leave that babycunt alone can you? Silly whore." Tears welled in the young girl's eyes as my words struck home, but she made no move to cover herself or remove her hand from her bare crotch.
"That's right, don't stop, sweetie," I encouraged her. "Keep making yourself feel good, that's it." I bent to briefly press my hand over hers between her spread legs. Her clitoris stood up proud again as she flicked her fingers lightly against it. Each touch brought a little twitch and gasp from her. I watched the muscles in her abdomen tense and relax under her golden skin. The pale, fine hairs covering her body glinted in the bright overhead light as the young girl gently writhed in tortured pleasure.
Straightening, I supported my half-erect cock with my palm. I lifted her chin with my other hand so I could continue bouncing my cock off her blushing cheeks, her chin, lips, nose, smearing them with dollops and splashes of precum. Her eyes were filled with tears, but her body betrayed her again. As her fingers gently pushed on her swollen clit her mouth opened in a little gasp of pleasure. Taking it for an invitation, I rocked my hips forward and the head of my cock slid into her mouth. The feel of her tongue slipping across the underside of my organ made me gasp myself and pulse towards full hardness. Standing off to the side as I was, the head pushed out against her cheek and I could feel the elastic skin pressing back against me. Karen began sucking my cock gently, not really doing much beyond letting it rest in her warm, wet mouth while she continued her languorous masturbation. She made an occasional slurping sound and her little hums and moans of pleasure vibrated against the shaft as I moved it slowly back and forth, her cheek bulging and hollowing with the motion.
"Oh, that's right," I encouraged her. "That feels so good, you're such a good little cocksucking whore, what a hot babycunt. I fucked that babycunt so good, you look prettiest with a cock in your mouth. I bet you taste it all day at school tomorrow..." The words were harsh but my tone was gentle. Karen blushed and quivered with humiliation, the flush deepening in her cheeks and creeping back to her ears and up her forehead, but she made no attempt to back off the penis filling her mouth or take her fingers off her clitoris. Instead she spread her legs wider apart, her thin feet tilting onto their sides. Her legs began to jerk and tense slightly with her rhythmic self-abuse.
Movement in the bathroom doorway caught my eye. Renee was standing in the hall, staring in anxiously at the tableau of her big sister with her mouth once again stuffed full of cock. The third-grader had been witness to much of Karen's sexual education. Since she and I were carrying on our own affair she had accepted most of what she saw as normal, without completely understanding how I was manipulating Karen's conflicted guilt over her runaway sexual appetite. While I was also of necessity teaching Renee about her body and its sexual response I had never forced her beyond the limits of her own pleasure; to the extent such a thing could be between a naive nine-year-old and an adult, our sex was fully consensual. I gestured the little girl into the room. She came reluctantly to my side, keeping her eyes on her older sister's face as she stepped carefully around her bare feet twitching on the tile floor, toes curling and uncurling. "Is...is she okay?" she half-whispered.
I stroked her hair and rubbed her back through her wrinkled sundress, mirroring my actions with the naked girl on my other side. "She's better than okay, Renee, she's...ah!" Karen made a loud slurping sound as her hips gyrated more strongly. Her stretched little quim was too sore for her to do more than lightly touch and flick at her clit, but that was having an effect. Moisture was beginning to leak from between the swollen labia and her breath was whistling in her nose. "She's fine," I continued. "Look, she's making herself feel good."
"You hurt her," Renee said accusingly, getting right to the point. "She didn't want to, but you put your thingy in her. You made her."
"I know, sweetie, I...ummm...didn't want to hurt her, but I had to. She had to learn."
"Why?"
"Ahh...just look at her!" Renee didn't understand. "Renee, how often do you play with your cunny? Every day?" She shook her head, her brown braids swinging. "If you don't do it for a couple of days, that doesn't bother you, does it? But Karen's different. Her cunny's always hot now. That's part of what it means that she's a whore." Karen moaned softly, and unshed tears squeezed out of the corners of her closed eyes, but other than that she gave no sign that she heard. Her hand stayed in steady motion as her fingers repetitively tickled her swollen pleasure button. Her lips kept up their light suction around my cock as I slowly pushed it in and out, the ridge of the head outlined against her cheek. She slurped and swallowed occasionally as her mouth filled with saliva. It was like she was half-asleep, or in a trance. She didn't protest my description of her perverse, out-of-control sexuality to her little sister. All that mattered to her was the heat slowly rising in her loins.
"She has to get some sex every day, or it makes her a little crazy...mm!" I was having my own problems concentrating. "Like when you saw her today at school? She had to have an orgasm so badly that she did it right out on the playground. What if someone had seen? But so, oh!, so now that she can fuck, that feels really REALLY good, better than just touching yourself. If she fucks a lot, that'll help her."
Renee looked up at me, her eyes round and her face twisted in concentration as she tried to follow my explanation. Her gaze darted back and forth from me to her sister. I loved that while she was worried, she didn't find it especially abnormal at all to be standing next to her uncle while her naked big sister sucked his cock and masturbated. "But...how will it help her if it hurts?"
"Well, that's the whole thing with her. It hurts her, but the hurt feels good at the same time. Check this out." I pulled my penis out of Karen's mouth with an audible pop. I began slapping it against her cheeks again, side to side, sliming her face with my precum and her own spit. "Dirty little whore," I said, drawing the expected response - the flush of shame, the spilling tears, but at the same time the twitches and sighs of pleasure as her clitty ached and throbbed beneath her fingers. "See?" I said to Renee. "You try it now."
Renee looked quizzically from Karen's flushed face to her humping little crotch. Tentatively, she said, "whore," then louder, "whory dirty whore!" Each time, Karen shook her head, cheeks flaming, but she didn't stop masturbating and her breath became more labored.
"Good girl, Renee," I praised the nine-year-old. "You're helping Karen. Remember, she likes it when it hurts like that!" I could tell this didn't really make sense to the younger child, but my praise and Karen's evident mounting arousal - her fingers were now shiny with the juice she was spreading over her mound - convinced her that it was okay to play this game. Her next words showed that she connected this with the afternoon, weeks ago, outside their elementary school.
"I'm going to tell everyone, Karen!" she said. "I'm going to tell Raymond, and Marilee, and Caitlin, and even Mrs. Weldon and Principal Hoomey. I'm going to tell them all that you're a dirty little whore, and you masturbate all the time, and you suck your uncle's thingy, and you'll suck anyone's thingy for money! Dirty little whore, dirty little whore!"
Karen went off like a rocket. Despite barely being able to stand touching her stretched, abused babycunt, the images conjured by her sister's words sent electric stabs of pleasure shooting from her clit all over her body, to her stomach, her swollen nipples, down to the tips of her pretty toes. "Nuhh, nuhh, no, NOOO! Ah, ah, AH!" she moaned as she imagined herself stripped naked in front of her classroom, on her knees with her teacher behind her and the boys lining up to stick their skinny little boycocks in her. Everyone will see, she thought despairingly, certain that being fucked had left some visible brand on her, and at that thought her entire body tensed, her legs jerked and her fingers smooshed her throbbing clit from side to side as her pubescent body shuddered and sobbed through another orgasm.
As the spasms of pleasure faded, she sagged back against the tank, completely spent. Her long blond hair, still damp from the bath, was wild around her sweaty, tear-tracked face. The fading flush brought the smears and snail-tracks of precum on her cheeks, chin, and nose into higher relief. She didn't respond at all as I gently scrubbed the mess away with the sleeve of her pajama top. Renee watched cooly as I struggled to get her big sister's limp nude body into the thin cotton pajamas. She wasn't heavy, but she was dead weight when I picked her up, hands and bare feet swinging limply, and carried her into her bedroom.
I laid the girl gently on her bed and tucked her in. Her eyes fluttered open as I stroked her forehead and bent to kiss it gently. "Sleep tight, Karen," I whispered, "If you're still a little sore in the morning, try not to show it, ok? You don't want anyone figuring out you fucked a grownup, do you?" She shook her head. "Good girl. We'll take it easy tomorrow. While you're at school, you think about ways to have fun that won't hurt," and I patted her tender crotch under the covers. Her eyes closed and I gently kissed her forehead again. "Nitey-nite." I smiled to myself as I switched off the light and left her room. Even if she didn't follow that instruction, her sore pussy pressed against the hard wooden school chairs would be an inescapable reminder of her shameful secrets all day long.
Renee had retreated to her own room and was sitting on the floor in a nest of discarded clothes and stuffed animals, reading. I lowered myself to sit beside her. We sat for several minutes in companionable silence. I gently stroked the nine-year-old's shoulders and neck as she bent over her book. After awhile she closed the book and put it aside. She threw her arms around me and buried her face in my chest. "I love you!" she said, her voice muffled.
"I love you, too, Renee," I said, my heart swelling. I lengthened my stroke so my hand moved all up and down her side. I cupped her butt through the thin sundress, moved gently up to tickle beneath her armpit. She giggled and squirmed against me. "I'm sorry it was scary. Just remember I love Karen and I don't want to hurt her. But I love her differently than you, and she needs different things than you. You watch, in a week she'll be begging to fuck more." I wasn't sure how much sense I was making; I was getting distracted by the feel of Renee's sexy, undeveloped body hugged against me and the slightly sweaty scent of her. But the child seemed to accept it. "Do you want to read until bedtime?" I asked. "Or," reaching underneath the elastic bodice of her dress to gently tug at a tiny nipple, "something else?"
Renee said something that sounded like "Hmph," but her voice was muffled against my body. "Do you need ANOTHER orgasm?" Her left hand groped in my lap. I'd tucked my penis away but my fly was still open and I gasped as her stubby fingers brushed the half-hard organ. "You do, don't you?" I could only shut my eyes and nod as she fished my stiffening pole out of my pants and began slowly jerking it, squeezing and releasing gently.
"Oooh, Renee," I sighed. "You're so good at that." In truth, my cock was a little numb from three orgasms in an afternoon, but it was still incredibly exciting to watch the nine-year-old child masturbate me. Her expression was intent as her eyes moved back and forth from my face to my crotch. I could see her small bicep flex and relax under the smooth skin as her arm moved up and down. She pulled the loose skin of the shaft as far up around the flaring head as it would go, squeezing hard. Precum oozed out, coating her fingers and dribbling down into my nest of pubic hair. While continuing to work her hand back and forth, Renee leaned slowly down, bringing her face ever-closer to the swollen mushroom. I wondered what she was doing when she sniffed delicately, her nose almost bumping the shiny, oozing slit.
"You like it when Karen puts your thingy in her mouth, don't you?" she asked in a thoughtful tone.
My eyebrows rose. I had an inkling where she was going with this but I wanted to let her get there at her own pace. "I do," I answered. "A mouth is all warm and wet - you liked it when she ate your cunny, didn't you?"
"Yeah," she answered quietly and as I watched in amazement the third-grader pointed my organ at her closed mouth and slowly brushed against it, smearing my secretions across her lips. I jumped at the warmth of the gentle kiss and the feel of her exhale on the wet skin. She sat up, looking directly at me as she licked her lips. Her brow furrowed slightly. "It doesn't taste bad," she announced. "Do you promise not to squirt in my mouth?"
I was overwhelmed by the erotic vision of the little girl smacking her lips on my precum. "Oh, sweetie," I said, and pulled her to me, seeking her lips with mine. She opened her small mouth as I had trained her and her tongue flicked out, brushing across my teeth and tangling with my own tongue-tip. I lifted the hem of her sundress as we kissed so I could run my hands up her bare back and hold her small body. I felt her breathing against me and the room was quiet except for the soft smacking sounds of our kissing, and the quiet hiss of her hand still gliding across the wet flesh of my cock. "I promise," I breathed into her open mouth, and my voice was hoarse with arousal.
"Okay," the little girl said, sitting back from our embrace. I spun in place a quarter-turn so we were facing each other instead of side-by-side. Renee arranged herself Indian-style between my open legs. She wrapped both hands around my shaft, covering most of its length and leaving just the wet, swollen head poking out above one little fist. Slowly, slowly she bent her head, then giving herself no chance for second thoughts she opened her mouth wide and clamped her lips around me.
"Ahh!" I cried in surprise as I felt her nimble tongue immediately attack the sensitive skin with vigor. Her eyes were squinted shut at first, but after a few seconds they opened wide and she looked up at my face. I grunted and my hips squirmed uncontrollably under her unsubtle but effective oral technique. The sensations were multiplied by the sight of her small, pretty face impaled on my organ. Her lips were stretched wide and her chubby round cheeks hollowed. Her thumb and fingers barely met around the girth; I could see a large vein pulsing where it snaked across the dark flesh beneath between the pale moons of her short fingernails. Her hazel eyes met mine, then crossed as she looked down at the shaft. Her brown braids bobbed as she moved back and forth. She couldn't fit more than just the head in her mouth but she twisted her neck to rotate slightly around it and all the while her tongue was swirling all over the tip.
I placed my hands on the top of Renee's head, not guiding her motion at all, just spreading my fingers wide in her wavy brown hair. She made slurping sounds as she learned to breathe around the hot flesh tube invading her mouth. From time to time her upper teeth scraped lightly over the ridge of my cockhead, but I didn't mind. I was getting amazing fellatio from a nine-year-old in her own bedroom. As tired as I was, before long I could feel the familiar tingling rising from my balls. "I'm...getting close, honey," I gritted out. "Oh, you're so good at sucking my cock. Get ready, get ready...AH!" I grabbed at the top of her thick brown braids and pulled her mouth up off of me. As she disengaged with a popping sound her hands squeezed tight around my shaft and she pulled, milking my orgasm out of me. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" My voice went squeaky as my aching balls emptied and small globs of semen oozed thickly from the tip. Damn, it hurt! It stung but at the same time it felt wonderful as my cock swelled against the child's tight grip. I thrust my hips, pushing the pulsing organ up at her face.
Fortunately, my fourth orgasm of the day produced very little ejaculate and what there was just dribbled out and ran down across Renee's fingers. I grunted and leaned back on my elbows, watching as the child moved my softening organ from side to side in her two-handed grip, examining the dribbles of cooling mucus. I took a few panting breaths, feeling my pounding heart start to slow as the effects of my climax faded. I sat back up and gave my child sex partner a big smile. "Wow, Renee, that was awesome! You're awesome!" Her reserve cracking, she favored me with a rare, shy smile.
"I could feel your thingy in my mouth," she replied. "Like it's alive or something. I kissed it and it kissed me back."
"Oh, and you kissed it really good, too. But then it spit on you, bad thingy!" I said with mock severity. I enfolded her thin wrists in my hands and gently pried her hands off my tool. It flopped limply forward as she released it. I raised her sticky hands to my face, examining the blobs of cum on her knuckles, the strings webbing between her fingers. Then, as if it were a tiny cock, I gently sucked the little finger of her left hand into my mouth and licked it clean of my semen. It didn't taste like much; a little salty, a little sweet, that's all. My cum rarely had a strong flavor - something to do with diet, I suppose - but I wanted to make sure. As Renee watched with an expression of dubious amazement, I licked each finger of her left hand clean in turn.
"You're eating your own squirt?!" she demanded.
"Sure, it's no big deal." I transferred my grip so I was holding both her wrists bound together in my left hand. "I know it grossed you out the first time because it went all over you, but squirt tastes ok." I swiped my right index finger across the back of her still-slimy right hand, and held the pearly blob up near her lips. Renee stared at it blankly. "When grownups love each other the way we do, they taste every part of each other. C'mon, just give it a try," I cajoled, "If you don't like it you don't have to have any more, but if you do you'll be able to love my thingy with your mouth all the way. Try it, please?"
The young girl still looked unsure but, bowing to my persuasion she allowed me to paint my finger across her pursed lips, smearing the glob of cum on her mouth. Her tounge-tip snaked out cautiously and licked at the dollop of gooey protein. Her expression relaxed as she rolled the slime around in her mouth and realized the flavor was not offensive. I saw her throat work as she swallowed. She nodded slightly. "Good girl!" I praised her, and moved her still-captive right hand towards her mouth. As I scooted around to rub her back and bare shoulders, Renee snaked out her pink, pointed tongue and gingerly cleaned her hand thoroughly of my sperm. It was a beautifully perverse sight, watching the nine-year-old eat her first dose of semen. If I hadn't been so achingly depleted I would've popped another boner and been tempted to fuck her right there on the floor of her own bedroom. Just as well that I was finished for the day; at nine I was sure she was too small to take my cock up her undeveloped pussy without injury. No doubt Karen's hymenless state would be noted at her next physical but an eleven-year-old could pass that off as the results of exercise or even, if pressed, admit to too-vigorous masturbation. But it would be far too suspicious if both sisters turned up deflowered.
In any case, it was getting late. I enfolded Renee in a hug again, burying my nose in her sweet-smelling hair. "I love you, you little squirt-swallower!" Releasing her, I continued, "Time to get ready for bed. Go wash up and brush your teeth, then I'll tuck you in." She scampered off, and in a moment I heard water running in the bathroom. She returned in a few minutes, her face damp and shiny from washing. I got up on my knees and again tugged her sundress and panties down to her ankles. She smiled shyly as she rested a small hand on my shoulder for balance and stepped out of her clothing to stand naked before me. "Put your nightie on," I said, but she shook her head.
Instead, she leaned forward to whisper in my ear. "I sleep bare-naked sometimes," she giggled, and at that my poor, exhausted cock did give a twitch.
"Well then, into the bed with you, my bare-naked beauty!" I grabbed her around the waist and half-pushed, half-tossed her compact nude form onto the bed. I grabbed one foot and kissed at her toes. "Goodnight, Renee's pretty toes!" I Iicked up her ticklish calf as she laughed and planted a kiss on her kneecap. "Goodnight, Renee's pretty knee! Goodnight, Renee's pretty bellybutton! Goodnight, Renee's pretty boobies!" I sucked each dime-sized nipple into my mouth in turn, gently clamping my teeth on them and stretching them slightly before releasing and letting them snap back. Renee wriggled on top of the coverlet as I reversed course. "Goodnight, Renee's beautiful little cunny!" I laved my tongue all up and down her smooth, hairless labia and then burrowed into the top of her slit. I teased out the delicious tiny button and sucked it into my mouth, slurping at the tasty morsel for several seconds before, reluctantly, rising from the squirming child's crotch. I stroked my hand gently down her front to the juncture of her stocky legs, rubbing a finger into her slit as I bent to kiss her mouth. Her lips opened under mine and she sighed in pleasure.
I stood up. "Under the covers with you," I said as I tucked her in, taking a last admiring look at her naked body. "There's something I'd like you to do for me tomorrow, okay? I won't be able to get here early like I did today, so I want you to remind your sister to take her clothes off when you get home from school. Tell her I said she has to. Can you remember that?" Renee nodded. I turned to leave but she called me back.
"I forgot to say my prayers," she said. I squatted on my heels next to the bed and motioned for her to go ahead. She closed her eyes in thought for a moment, then began, "God bless Mommy and Daddy. And God bless Stanley, I hope he does good at college." As she spoke I stroked my finger under my nose, inhaling the delicate scent of her preteen cunt juice, then sucked the finger into my mouth and slurped off every last trace of her delectable flavor. "And God bless Mrs. Walpole at school, and Mrs. Weldon, Principal Hoomey, and even creepy old Barry. And God bless my uncle, and especially God bless Karen, help her be a whore and learn how to fuck really really good! Amen."
I kissed Renee's forehead and stood, turning out the light as I left. I took a last look back from the doorway. Light from the hall fell in a shaft across her bed. She shifted under the covers and I thought I could see a hand moving between her legs. Smiling to myself, I went downstairs to wait for Jenny and Rob to get home.



Part 9 (Karen's Hallowe'en 1)
Mg, ped, mast, oral, humil, forced-exhib, body-mod, piercing

Renee was a pirate. This was the year of Harry Potter but the ever-independent third-grader was having none of that. Hermione was "stuck up" and Ginny was "whiny", and the boys were, well, boys. Ick. No, she wanted to be a pirate, and not just any pirate - Captain Jack Sparrow! (I hadn't asked why it was OK to be a boy pirate but not a boy magician.) But Captain Jack it was. Her hair was braided and pinned up beneath a black fright wig that had been trimmed and twisted into greasy dreads, and the trimmings were spirit-gummed under her nose and along her jawline as a scraggly beard and mustache. She was wearing a cardboard tricorn hat with a crude skull-and-crossbones, a disco-era white shirt we'd found in a thrift store with big cuffs and puffy, bloused-out sleeves and perhaps the ugliest brocade vest in Christendom, another thrift-store find. We'd taken a pair of cheap black sweatpants that were about her size and cut off the elastic at the cuffs so they flapped loosely around her ankles. My black leather belt wrapped twice around her little waist and in it were stuck a plastic sword and two plastic flintlock pistols. At least I think they were supposed to be flintlocks, but whoever designed their mold had had little idea what the actual weapons should look like. Not that I cared that much. Black pirate boots were hard to come by in nine-year-old sizes, so we'd settled for coolie slippers and black socks. All in all, it was a pretty nice ensemble.
The girls were in my truck with me, on the two-hour drive out of the city to my neighborhood. This was a little present from me to everyone in Jenny's family. Her continuing ed course was complete, as was my onsite job in town, so my month of sleeping on their couch - and fucking eleven-year-old Karen daily - was over. Rob's work schedule had also eased up considerably. So my gift was to offer Jenny and Rob a weekend to themselves, to take the girls to my house for trick-or-treating and a weekend sleepover. As for the girls, the present was that my neighborhood was renowned for its trick-or-treating. Where some subdivisions competed for the brightness and bad taste of their Christmas light displays, ours went for the scariness and silliness of Halloween decorations - plus, the neighborhood association put on a great fireworks display after the kids had made their rounds. Someone had thought that up as a way to keep the older kids from indulging in post-trick-or-treat vandalism as recreation. It mostly worked, but it helped also that we were a semi-rural area with the houses mostly set back on lots of an acre or more. It was too much walking for your average teenager just to break stuff.
Karen was a cat, but her initial position had been that at eleven and a half she was just too cool to go trick-or-treating - especially with her little sister - and so she hadn't put much thought into a costume. Then when she found out she was coming with me she panicked - the neighborhood was famous for the effort kids put into their costumes just as much as the adults put into their houses because at the fireworks, the neighborhood association gave out prizes for the best outfits. Some of the adults were designated secret judges each year. They chose from the kids that came to their houses, then compared notes during the fireworks and made the awards afterwards. Karen had more than a bit of the social climber in her and in fifth grade that meant, among other things, bragging rights from a Best Costume prize. And she knew that a black leotard, greasepaint nose and whiskers, and a kitty-ear headband wouldn't cut it in this crowd.
So when I told the kids the plan for the weekend, while Renee was jumping up and down for joy Karen immediately started into whining about how her costume was lame, and she didn't want to go because the other kids would laugh at her. We were nearly to my house and she still hadn't let up, and I had had it. "God DAMN, give it up!" I finally shouted. "You want a better costume? Fine! I can get you a better costume. Is that what you want?" I glanced from the road to look down at her face. She looked startled and a little fearful at my outburst. I rarely yelled at the children but when I did unpleasant things often followed. Her blue eyes widened but she nodded and quietly said, "Yes, sir."
"Okay, then," I answered more quietly. "But it won't be free. You'll have to earn it. You know what I mean?" To make it absolutely clear I reached down to cup her crotch, squeezing to feel the firm, fleshy lips beneath the thin leotard. I could feel the heat of her through the stretched fabric. Karen grimaced at my touch, but she raised and opened her thighs slightly on the bench seat. I rubbed the fabric against her delicate sex and within a few seconds the fifth-grader was humping up against my hand, giving herself to the arousal she had come to crave so desperately. She leaned her head against the seat back. The late afternoon sun slanting through the windshield showed a fine sheen of sweat popping out on her high forehead. As I continued to masturbate her through her clothing her eyelids drifted half-closed, her wide, red lips parted and a pink flush rose on her cheekbones. The truck cab was well-insulated and I could hear the child panting raggedly over the quiet hum of the engine. My fingers dampened as her preteen cunt began to weep inside the snug leotard.
Renee had ignored Karen's whining at first, as she had been ignoring it for most of the day, but my shouting had caught her attention, and now she was looking with interest at my hand busy in her big sister's crotch. Over the past month she had learned well her part in this game. As Karen began to roll her head from side to side on the seat back, Renee leaned forward to speak to me across her sister. "She's acting like a whore again, isn't she?"
Karen responded with a soft, drawn-out moan, and her hips began to wriggle more energetically against the seatbelt. A fresh surge of juvenile cunt cream squished up through her panties and wet my fingertips. Glancing down, I could see the beginnings of a darker stain against the black fabric. I chuckled. "She sure is, Renee. She can't help herself, can you, Karen?" I raised my hand from her lap and the fifth-grader involuntarily responded by pushing her crotch upwards, trying to restore the pleasurable touch. She made little "uh, uh," sounds of strain as I held my hand just out of reach. "Can you?" I repeated.
"No!" she exclaimed, her eyes screwed tight shut now. Then, in a softer half-sob, "Nooo." She drew a deep breath, "I'm...I'm a whore." Her cheeks were burning now with shame as much as arousal but I instantly rewarded her humiliating admission, pressing my hand back against her. I pushed my middle finger between her labia, feeling for her swelling clitoris through the leotard. As I rubbed vigorously her sister and I began our familiar chant, filling the cab with a perverse road song. "Karen is a who-ore, Karen is a who-ore, a whory whory who-ore!"
Before long Karen was tossing her head back and forth and writhing in her seat restraints. Her waist-length blonde hair was loose and swung back and forth. Her feet were kicking gently, sliding against the dash and waving in the air. She was moaning loudly, "No...nuhh....naaaAH!" as her breathing rasped unevenly in her throat. Her lap was soaked through with her secretions and the cab heater carried the piquant scent of her adolescent juices to my nose.
Over the past month we had all come to know the patterns of her arousal. Just as she was climbing to her peak, her skinny little ass bouncing on the seat, I took my hand away. Karen stiffened and thrust her pubis up, pushing against the cushions with thighs and shoulders. A high-pitched rhythmic groan forced itself out of her young throat as her frustration built. After a few seconds she tried to push her own little hands into her hot bald snatch, but I slapped at her and grabbed one wrist. "Hands off!" I ordered her. "Hands off, if you want a better costume. Or you can go out like you are now - 'trick or treat,'" I mimicked, "'Trick or treat, I'm a whore, look at my dripping wet babycunt!'" Indeed, her entire lap was visibly soaked, a wet stain making the thin leotard semitransparent and clearly showing the pale blue panties underneath. With a final gasping sigh of protest, Karen subsided, clasping her hands tightly together across her stomach. She still rubbed her thighs together surreptitiously and I let that pass because I knew she wouldn't be able to bring herself off that way. Ultimately it would just frustrate the child further and keep her hot and desperate, which suited my plans perfectly.
After a few more miles we turned off the highway onto the hilly country road that led into my neighborhood. But instead of heading for my house I turned onto a winding gravel road, following it for some distance until it led down into a little hollow and ended in front of a low, rambling brick house. The yard had been allowed to run wild and was mostly overgrown. The carport was full of cans, buckets, and jugs, at least two large compressors, and other less identifiable equipment. Nosing into the carport was a spotless conversion van with a striking custom airbrushed paint job. We got out of the van into the brisk wind. It had been a warm day but the shadows from the surrounding hills were already creeping across the house. Karen, thin-blooded child that she was, shivered slightly as the wind blew across her wet crotch. Even Renee hugged herself a little against the chill. "Hellooo the house!" I called out. "Nate, you in there?"
"C'mon in," a strong, deep voice called back to us through the screen door. I headed up the walk with the girls trailing behind me. I held the door open and ushered them in. The front room was cluttered, warm, and dim, but light spilled from a doorway in the far wall. The voice called from it, "I'm back in the studio, man." We walked on through the doorway and the girls stopped, stunned and enchanted. The room stretched the width of the house and the back wall was entirely covered by an airbrushed mural. It was a fantasy cityscape. Dragons flew over basketball courts where dwarves stood on each others' shoulders to challenge fairies and trolls. King Kong and Godzilla clung to adjacent skyscrapers sharing a 55-gallon drum of beer. Robot strippers pole-danced in the window of a club, disco lights bouncing off their steel breasts.
"Hey, man, what's up?" Sitting at a table with his back to us was a broadly-built black man. Mocha-colored skin contrasted with a spotless white sleeveless undershirt. The muscles in his arms bunched and relaxed as he pushed his wheelchair away from the table and spun to face us. His hair was cropped short but he wore a full beard and mustache, unusual in their thickness for someone of his ethnicity. He smiled and the skin wrinkled easily into laugh lines framing merry brown eyes. Facing us his muscular torso was outlined, pecs pushing against the fabric of his shirt. But the reason he was in the chair was clear - his legs were withered and emaciated, the bones pushing out beneath parchment-thin skin."These must be your little nieces," he said as he wheeled across the floor to us. "Nice to meetcha both."
"Girls, this is Mister Nate. Nate, this is Renee and this is Karen, that I told you about."
"What happened to your legs?" Renee blurted out. "Did you paint all this? How did you reach the high parts?"
"Renee!" I grabbed her shoulder. "That's impolite! You apologize to Mister Nate for prying. right now!"
"That's ok, man," Nate chuckled. "Better she ask right out than spend the whole time pretending not to stare, like grownups do. I was in a car wreck, honey, a long time ago. It broke my spine and now my legs don't work any more. And yeah, I painted all this. That's why you guys are here, right?"
"Yep," I replied. "Karen's not happy with her costume, and I thought you could paint her up something better before we go trick-or-treating."
Karen looked up at me. This was the first she was hearing it, of course, but as she looked around she quickly realized that Mister Nate was a talented artist. He could probably paint her face and make her look like a real cat. Maybe even paint her leotard, too - it was just bought for the costume, so it wouldn't matter if it got ruined.
"Sure I can," Nate replied, wheeling himself over to sit before Karen. He was just about at eye-level with her in his chair. He put his large brown hands on her shoulders. He had the long, tapering fingers of an artist. "But first things first, right?" and so saying, he grabbed the neckline of her leotard and yanked it down. Karen was completely unprepared for this and before she could react her upper arms and chest were bared. Her puffy nipples popped out over the top of the dark fabric.
Karen leapt backwards in shock. "Hey!" she shouted, trying to cross her arms protectively over her chest. I had stepped behind her, though, and so she collided with me and I seized her arms and held them at her sides, preventing her from covering up. She began struggling futilely.
"Honey, I told you, you'd have to earn a good costume. Mister Nate is a professional artist. He doesn't work for free."
"But I thought I'd just...with you," she whined as she twisted impotently in my grasp.
"Just...what?" I said, smiling over her head at Nate.
"You know! That we would..." she lowered her voice "...fuck...and then you'd pay..."
"Honey, that's silly. I don't have that kind of money. Mister Nate is a professional artist," I repeated. "A costume like he's going to make you costs a lot, right Nate?"
"Three-four hundred dollars," Nate agreed. He was trying to put on an expression of puzzled innocence, but his smirk broke through. "Something wrong, man? I thought you told me Karen was such a hot little whore...?"
Karen went rigid with shock. She craned her head back to look at me, tears welling in her blue eyes. "You TOLD him? He KNOWS I'm a..." she couldn't say it.
"'Course he does," I replied with studied nonchalance. "How else were you going to pay him, silly? When I told Mister Nate what a hot, tasty little babycunt you have, and how much you like to fuck and suck cock, he was nice enough to offer to let you work it off."
The words struck Karen like hammer blows. She seemed to shrink into herself. Now she truly felt stripped naked, her secrets exposed to this stranger sitting before her. "But...I only...with you..." she stammered out, and began to cry.
I ignored her tears, just as I ignored her weak struggles to get free. "Sure, but that was just practice. I'm not going to be around forever, you know. Sooner or later you gotta go out on your own. You're going to have sex with lots and lots of different people. Mister Nate is a good one to start with. He's nice, he's my friend - and he'll make you look really really good for Halloween. But hey, if you'd rather go trick-or-treating the way you are..."
I could feel Karen's heart pounding as I held her pressed against me. She was panting as if she'd just run a sprint. She looked at the black man smiling at her from his wheelchair. Oh, god, she thought, he knows, he knows. But he didn't look repulsed or disgusted. He looked friendly. And then, her status-consciousness reasserted herself as she thought, and he'll make me a really good costume... "OK," she said timorously. "But, but, how do we..."
"What?" I prompted.
Now she was blushing. "How do we...fuck...in the chair?"
Nate chuckled and we shared a look. He hadn't believed me that it would be so easy to get eleven-year-old Karen to prostitute herself to him. "You don't have to worry about that, kiddo. My legs don't work and my penis doesn't, either. But there's other stuff we can do."
Renee piped up again. "Your penis doesn't work? So you can't have an orgasm? That's sad!"
Nate looked at the younger girl. He didn't take pity from anyone, least of all a child, but her face was so open, her empathy so genuine that he couldn't take offense. "Yeah, it's not so bad. There's other stuff I can do." Then he seemed to realize how much knowledge of anatomy and sexuality was implied by the third-grader's simple statement. "Do you have orgasms?" he asked.
"Oh, yeah, they're lots of fun! Uncle taught me how to masturbate, and now we're lovers."
"Lovers, huh?" Nate looked at me, his eyes dancing. "What is she, eight?"
"I'm nine!"
"Nine years old. Man..." he shook his head.
"Right back atcha, dude," I responded, pushing Karen forwards at him. "You think three pubes make a difference?"
"Naw, I don't guess so. C'mere, Karen, let me get a good look at you." Slowly, the older girl stepped forward. When she was in reach, Nate reached out and grasped her leotard again and tugged. Karen reluctantly uncrossed her arms and dropped them to her sides, allowing Nate to pull the garment all the way down. She couldn't meet his eyes as he stared at her pink, cherry-sized nipples. She was gasping with anxiety and she could feel herself blushing from the top of her head down to her toes. I could even see the red flush creeping across her bony shoulder blades as Nate continued to strip her. When her blue panties were revealed Nate hooked his fingers into them and pulled them down too. The damp fabric peeled off Karen's barely-fuzzed mound and her smooth slit. The skin shone with moisture and a creamy smear clung to one lip. Nate got the clothing down as far as her knobby knees, but he was unable to lean further forward.
Karen watched as he straightened and reached out, rubbing his thumbs across nipples that had stiffened with her anxiety. She gasped as his strong brown fingers gently tugged at each pale nub in turn. "Ooh...ooh...ah!" the breath huffed out of her in surprised pleasure as the muscular black man molested her.
"You like that, Karen?" Nate asked, and she gulped and nodded as little waves of warmth spread from her nipples. "Look at me, Karen, look in my eyes." Nate tugged a little harder on the stiffening flesh to emphasize. Karen raised her head slowly to obey. Her cheeks were flaming, and she knew she'd gone bright red as the reality of the situation washed over her: she was naked in front of a stranger. She'd only just met this man, and in a minute she'd be doing some kind of sex with him. It wasn't pretend, it wasn't a dream. "It's true. I am a whore," she said to herself and felt the familiar surge of shame - but mixed in she felt a strange pride, pride that these grown men desired her, pride that her body was so pretty that men would pay to touch it. She raised her head high and even managed a smile.
Nate slid one hand down to her belly, still childishly rounded, and further down across her prominent smooth mound, brushing the pale fuzz just beginning to grow in. He slid a finger between Karen's swelling labia, feeling the heat and wetness from her core. He wiggled his finger up and down, teasing her clitoris which was already peeking out of its fleshy hood. Karen gave a sharp, low moan and her knees buckled a bit. "She's ready, man," I urged my friend. "Go on, get your money."
Nate sat back up abruptly. He spun his chair around and wheeled back to the low table he'd been working at when we came in. He beckoned to Karen. She was bound at the knees by her leotard and panties and almost fell as she tried to walk, but caught herself and hobbled across the room. Nate cleared a space on the table and had Karen sit on the edge. He put a big brown hand flat in the center of her naked chest and pushed her down onto her back. He pulled her shoes off and then grabbed at the fabric between her knees and with a single sweep dragged the leotard down and off, dropping it on the floor, leaving Karen dressed only in her kitty ear headband. He grabbed her skinny legs behind the knees, raised them wide and high, and dived between them.
"AHH!" Karen yelled in shocked pleasure as she felt Nate's tightly curled beard scrape against her sensitive thighs. She writhed and groaned as his tongue rasped over her labia and dug between them into her bald slit. She covered her face with her hands in a turmoil of embarrassment and arousal. She could feel the juice pouring out of her. Nate lapped it up, then stopped and Karen moaned as she felt a stinging, soothing, intolerably delicious puff of air blow across her swelling clitoris. Nate blew on the dark nub of flesh, then nibbled and licked, marveling at its size and firmness as it stood out proudly at the top of her opening. "Ohhhhh, oh, OH!" Karen moaned. Remembering her training, she continued to vocalize. "Oh, my babycunt, eat me, eat my hot babycunt, pleeeeease. Oh, suck me, suck me, suck my button, ah, AH!" Her bare feet kicked up and down as Nate continued his oral attack on her tender, pubescent girlhood. Before long she had taken her hands from her face and twined them in Nate's short natural, pulling the black man's nose and mouth harder against her burning cunny.
Karen was making the little squeals and groans that meant she was close to orgasm when Nate pulled back. He put his hands on either side of her swollen cunt, pinning her thighs wide open and flicking his thumbs across her clitty. "Damn, that's some tasty pussy you got there, Karen. You're a whore, ain'tcha?"
Karen's ass was bouncing and wriggling on the table. She twisted her skinny torso from side to side, trying to hump her mound up against Nate's hands. "Nooooo," she cried out.
But Nate insisted. I'd clued him in that this would make her crazy. "You gotta say it, girl. Say it for me," he repeated himself over the child's moans. "Say it, or I'll stop. Say it!"
"YES!" the child shrieked, her head rising off the table, cords standing out in her neck. "Yes! I'm a whore! I'm a whore!" and she collapsed sobbing as this man, a stranger to her, buried his face back in her crotch. Nate grabbed her clit between his lips and mauled it, dragging his tongue back and forth across it, sucking hard on it. He shoved a finger into her slit and juice squelched out around it as he penetrated her. "Ah-hah, ah-HAH, ah-HAH, AH, AH, AAAAIEE!" Karen screamed out as an orgasm crested over her. Her legs kicked straight up in the air and her toes curled tight as she spasmed. Nate slurped eagerly at the flood of luscious girl cum flowing out of her hairless cunt.
Gradually Karen's body relaxed and her legs dropped to splay open on the table as her climax receded. From where Renee and I stood we could see the soles of her feet, her thighs with Nate's strong back between them, and not much else. Nate looked back over his shoulder at me and I could see his beard clotted with Karen's cunt cream. "Whyn't you two sit down? Karen's got some more work to do to earn a full paint job." I took Renee's hand and we sat down together on a worn-out, sprung couch behind us as Nate turned back to her older sister. He covered her nearly-bald mound with one large brown hand, gently massaging her lower abdomen with his fingertips. Meanwhile he stroked his thumb gently up and down her slit until he found her vaginal opening. He pushed, and his thumb slid easily between the puffy, slick lips.
"Yessss....." Karen hissed at the penetration, then began to grunt softly in her high voice as Nate slowly pistoned his thick digit in and out of her. "Mmmm...ugh...yessss...fuck my babycunt...ugh, fuck me, fuck me harder, PLEASE fuck me," She spoke languorously, dreamily, almost mechanically, repeating the phrases I'd taught her during the month of her "training". Her head rolled from side to side on the table, her long hair tangling and fanning out on the hard surface. She arched her back, pushing against Nate's invading thumb, trying to force it deeper into her cunt. Her baby honey oozed freely out of her hole, dripping down her spread thighs and puddling on the table surface.
I never got tired of the sights and sounds (and smells!) of my fifth-grade niece's degradation. Knowing that I had created her, that I had taken an innocent, naive girl and twisted her, fed her natural sexual curiosity until it was a ravening beast that all but devoured her was perhaps the ultimate turn-on for me. I had spent the past two months telling her she was a whore, forcing her to ever-lower depths of sexual depravity. I'd tossed token payments at her for the perverse acts she had come to accept as normal but now for the first time it was really true. She was an eleven-year-old child, just barely into puberty, and she was having sex with a stranger for money.
Renee, on the other hand, was bored. For most of the last month, the sounds of Karen grunting and moaning towards orgasm had been the background noise to doing her homework, watching tv, or eating her afterschool snack. I'd fucked the older child nearly every day, in every different position I could think of and some I'd had to look up. Ostensibly I'd been just teaching her the different ways people could tangle their bodies together, but my actual goal had been to get Karen first used to, then expecting, and finally desperately craving an adult cock thrust into her and fucking her to orgasm. On the days when we didn't fuck I'd forbidden her to masturbate, sometimes forcing her to watch, hands motionless at her sides, as Renee and I pleasured each other. I'd even sat in her bedroom as she went to sleep and ordered her to keep her hands outside the covers. It humiliated her to be treated like that; it humiliated her even more deeply to realize that without my coercion she was completely unable to resist her body's desire.
Renee plopped herself onto my lap, ignoring her big sister sighing and writhing and moaning towards her second orgasm just across the room. "When can we go trick-or-treating?" she asked, wriggling in my lap. The weight and warmth of her round little butt pressed against my swelling erection. I pulled the child down to lay on her back on top of me, stroking my hands down her flat, undeveloped chest and her rounded belly. I pushed down into the loose sweatpants of her costume and cupped her undeveloped sex, feeling the warmth of it through her cotton panties. She sighed and wiggled her small body against my recumbent form.
"We'll go soon, sweetie. But it has to get dark first, and Mister Nate has to make your sister's costume. It's going to be a special costume, do you know how?"
I was interrupted by Karen reaching her second peak. "Ah, oh, ooh, ow, aaoow, OH, OH, YES, AH AHHHHHAAIEE!" The child shuddered and moaned, her childish voice rising to a near-shriek as she twisted, impaled on Nate's thumb. Her skinny ass was sliding around in a pool of her juvenile cunt cream. As her voice trailed off into inarticulate whimpers I was confiding part of my plans for the evening to Renee, who burst into giggles. I took the opportunity to slide my fingers under the legbands of her panties, gently tugging her smooth labia apart with my fingers and tracing her hot, moist slit. She continued to giggle and writhe as I coaxed lubrication from her child's vagina and spread it all over her hairless vulva. Her delicate scent rose to my nostrils, causing my cock pressed between her little butt cheeks to pulse with pleasure.
Nate, meanwhile, was amusing himself with Karen's clitoris. The hood was fully retracted and the oversized, wrinkled bud was standing straight up, slick with wetness and flushed darkly in the overhead light. He was flicking it from side to side, watching how each touch made Karen's whole body twitch. "Don't wear her out, man," I called to him. "She's got a long night ahead of her. You keep that up, she won't even be able to stand up while you paint her." I slid my hands out of Renee's pants, gently lifted her off my lap and set her on the couch, stood up and stepped over next to Nate. I looked down at Karen's naked, pubescent body. Her chest was heaving as she fought to catch her breath, her nipples stiff and dark red with arousal. Her kitty-ear headband was askew on her tangled hair, strands of which were plastered across her sweaty forehead. She stared vacantly upwards, concentrating solely on the surges of pleasure radiating from her overstimulated button. She was even drooling a little. I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to a sitting position. Her glazed eyes slowly focused on me. "Geez, look at the mess you made," I said in a tone of amused disgust. Karen hung her head as she gazed down at the pool of slick, creamy ooze between her spread thighs. "I'm sorry, Nate, I forgot what a messy little whore she is." I dropped a rag I'd picked up into her lap. "Clean up your mess, will you, so Mister Nate can paint you." Blushing, Karen wiped the rag back and forth across her crotch, wincing at the feel of the rough fabric on sensitive tissues. She stood up shakily and dried her ass and the back of her thighs then sopped up the sticky pool of her baby honey on the table's hard surface.
Nate motioned to Karen to follow him as he wheeled over to the far end of the room. Still blushing, the young girl wobbled after him, trying to get her breathing under control. The two disappeared behind a screen and we heard a compressor kick to life briefly. Nate's rumbling bass was answered by Karen's soft soprano, turning to giggles mixed with the hiss of an airbrush. I flopped down onto the couch and pulled Renee back into my lap. For the next twenty minutes I amused myself tickling and stroking her soft skin. I pushed one hand back into her pants and under her panties, cupping her small, smooth sex and sliding my fingers teasingly up and down her slit. With my other hand I felt up her flat chest, lightly pinching her tiny nipples through her costume. I kissed and licked at her undefined jawline beneath her glued-on beard. I pressed my lips to the two lovely moles that had been the gateway to my sexual obsession with the child, inhaling her clean scent of soap and shampoo, seasoned with the piquant, slightly musky odor of her baby cunt. I whispered a request into her delicate ear and she responded by groping down between her own legs, grabbing at my cock where it pressed against my tight jeans. She pressed her small palm against it and slid up and down along the shaft. I moaned in appreciation and she smiled.
We continued fondling each other until, with a flourish, Nate rolled himself out from behind the screen, pushing Karen before him. He herded the naked child to where a mirror hung on the wall next to the couch where she stopped to stare, stunned, at her image. Renee and I were similarly dumbstruck at Nate's artistry. He had turned Karen into a leopard. She was tawny in color from hairline to ankles, varying from a lighter golden color across her belly to a dark almost-brown on her legs and back. Black leopard spots speckled her body, blending with the base color. There was no pattern to the spots but without obvious placement they concealed her nipples and bellybutton. Subtle, precise shadings gave the appearance of shadow, obscuring her bare slit. Nate had even carefully painted her clit to make it look less prominent even as it stood out with the child's arousal. Her face was overlaid with a stylized rendering of a big cat's nose and markings. If you didn't know it was Karen, you'd hardly have recognized her. The best part was he'd left her hands and feet bare and painted her wrists and ankles to look like the elastic cuffs of a costume bodysuit. Her neck was also unpainted. Nate had drawn a leotard collar across the points of her collarbone, over her skinny shoulders and dipping down to her shoulderblades in back. The trompe l'oeil was amazing: In dim light, you wouldn't be able to tell she was naked - which was just what I'd hoped for.
"Wow, Nate. Karen, you look incredible. Doesn't she look great, Renee?" Renee laughed and clapped her hands, delighted at her big sister's transformation. Karen, for her part, looked amazed and thrilled. She turned this way and that, admiring her painted nude body in the mirror. (Her skinny ass did break the illusion of a costume a bit, as you could clearly see each cheek and her crack between them, but I had a plan to deal with that.) She curled her fingers into claws and growled at her image in the mirror, striking a pose as fearsome as an eleven-year-old girl can manage. "So, do you like your costume?" I asked. "Was it worth whoring yourself to Mister Nate?"
Karen's smile faltered for a second but not even my harsh language could stop her preening. "I love it!" she exclaimed. "Thank you, Mister Nate."
"You're welcome, Karen. And thank YOU," he said to me. "That's one tasty little whore you got there." We both ignored the way Karen's shoulders stiffened, but I smiled to myself. It was now a familiar game for me, to make sure that every present I gave her, every bit of happiness I granted had to be leavened with reinforcement of her secret shame. She hardly noticed anymore, but the repeated emotional whipsawing had made her entirely dependent on me for approval.
"Hey, hang on," Nate continued, "I think I got some tiger eyes here somewhere. He turned to rummage in a drawer. "C'mere, man, and take a look at these. Whad'ya think?" He was holding out a pair of yellow cats-eye contacts, and something else.
"Sure," I said softly, "But I have to take her home Sunday night. Will she be OK by then? No marks?"
"Oh, yeah, no problem," he answered. "Just take 'em out before she goes to bed tonight. They're tiny, there won't even be a scab."
"Let's do it, then." Turning, I raised my voice. "Karen, have you ever worn contact lenses? No? Well, take a look at these. They'll make your eyes look like a cat's. Lie back down on the table and Mister Nate will put them in." The child clambered back up on the table and lay on her back. Nate peeled open the sterile package. I pressed one hand gently on Karen's forehead to hold her still and with my other thumb and forefinger held her eye wide open while Nate gently seated the soft lens onto her eyeball. She blinked rapidly and her eyes began tearing.
"Oww..." she said softly. "That feels...weird."
"You just have to get used to it," I replied. "It'll be better in a few minutes." I shifted my grip to her other eyelid and Nate repeated the process. Karen's blue eyes had been transformed to glowing yellow with a black vertical slit of a pupil. Together with the face paint she was now nearly unrecognizable.
"Ooooh," Renee had come over to the table and now she gasped in delight. "Karen, you look freaky! You're a cat!"
"I wanna see!" Karen tried to lift up her head and roll off the table but I did not release my grip on her forehead. Instead, I pressed down harder and nodded to Nate. He reached out quickly and put his thumb and forefinger on either side of the fifth-grader's delicate cupid's bow. Pinching hard, he pulled her upper lip away from her teeth. His other hand came up, revealing that he held a six-inch length of stiff titanium wire. With a swift, sure motion, he pushed it into the compressed skin, piercing parallel to the lip and threading it through and out the other side.
Karen's eyes bugged out with the sudden, unexpected pain. Her entire body convulsed and her thin limbs went rigid. Her palms and heels beat against the table as she tried to wrench her head free, but I held her firmly. Her mouth stretched wide and she tried to scream but the shock was so intense that all that came out was a strangled, high-pitched whistling groan. But Nate wasn't done. He took a second wire and shoved it through also, this one at a shallow angle. He took a little longer to seat it properly; I saw the skin bulge out as he slowly pressed the needle-sharp wire home, until it broke through the surface just under Karen's slightly turned-up nose. Then a third wire went in, this one at the opposite angle, and Nate released his pincer grip. The skin snapped back, pulling and spreading the piercings and pushing the ends of the wires slightly forward. Karen had whiskers.
The pain had literally taken Karen's breath away. She was gasping and shuddering, her chest heaving. As I pressed her head against the table and looked down into her shocked, agonized expression, I was as hard as I could ever remember being. I ground my cock against the table edge, near to ejaculating in my pants. My visceral reaction to what was, no denying it, torture and mutilation of the eleven-year-old disturbed me. This was a long step beyond the merely emotional and sexual abuse to which I had been subjecting her. It was a dark road that perhaps I shouldn't have started down. But there was no time to think about that now. I stepped back and Karen, unrestrained, tumbled off the table. She was half-crazed with fear and pain. Eyes clamped shut, she ran around in little circles. Finding her voice, she began screaming wordlessly. She clapped her hands to her mouth but then jerked them away as pressing against the wires made them twist and move in the fresh piercings, flashing new waves of agony across her face. She howled even louder, stumbled and fell to her knees. Naked, she curled up on the cool tile floor, crying wildly.
I let her cry for a minute, then bent down to sit beside her. I brushed her long blond hair away from her face, taking care not to snag it on the wires. I grasped her bare skinny shoulders and pulled her up to a sitting position. Tears poured down her face - looking quite bizarre coming out of her cat's-eye contacts - and her painted nipples heaved as she cried. "Shhh, shhh, Karen, it's all right, it'll be OK, it'll stop hurting in a minute."
"WHAT DID YOU DO TO ME?" She screamed. "OH, IT HURTS, IT HURTS!"
I took her head firmly in my hands, tangling my fingers in her hair. "I know it does, sweetie, but it'll feel better soon." I made my voice as soothing as I could. "It's just part of your costume, and it looks terrific. Shh, it's OK." I hugged the naked preteen to me and we sat there on the floor for a couple of minutes as she cried. At first she resisted being comforted by the author of her agony but before long she gave in. She was, after all, a small child in a strange place. I was familiar, if nothing else, and the past weeks had made her deeply dependent on me for emotional approval. I stroked the knobs of her spine down her bare back, letting my fingers drift into the crack of her ass. Her painted skin was warm. Gradually as her initial shock faded and the pain subsided to a dull throb, she quieted. When her sobs had diminished to gulping hiccups and I felt her relaxing against me, I grasped her shoulders and pulled her to her feet. "You have to see this, you look so amazing." I led her tenderly over to the mirror and let her gaze at herself.
Karen stared in wonderment at the apparition staring back at her. It wasn't Karen, the pretty blond fifth-grader. She saw a wild animal. She raised a hand and gingerly touched the wires protruding from beneath her nose, wincing at the sting of the fresh wounds. She explored the inside of her upper lip with her tongue, the strange new feeling of the wires pressing against her gums, tasting a little fresh blood. (Nate had told me that a wire that thin would hardly bleed at all; I was surprised but relieved that he was right.) I crouched down behind her to speak to her reflection over her shoulder. "Isn't that great?" I said. "No one has ever had a costume like this before."
"But...it hurt so bad. Why didn't you ask?" she demanded.
"Because you would've said no. You would've been scared, and said no. I know it hurt a little, but c'mon, it wasn't that much worse than getting your ears pierced, was it? It was just the surprise of it, wasn't it?" Actually it had hurt a lot, and it still did, but Karen was becoming enchanted with the face in the mirror. "You wanted a great costume, and now you have one. You are going to be the most beautiful, scariest little girl out there." And that, at least, was true. The paint, the contact lenses, and the wires made Karen's face look practically inhuman. Her sexy preteen body was concealed by the careful illusions of Nate's airbrush work, but knowing that she truly was naked made me lust for her even more. I couldn't wait for the end of this night.
But right now, I could see that Karen was falling under her own spell. She was practicing grimaces and growls in the mirror, getting accustomed to the sting as her new piercings pulled at the tender skin of her face. I turned my attention to her younger sister who had retreated to the far end of the couch. Children can get used to the most extreme things, and Renee had gotten used to seeing Karen out-of-control with pain, arousal, sometimes both at once, but it could still startle her. I had convinced her as much as possible that Karen enjoyed pain - and to a certain extent it was true - but she had a stronger bullshit detector even than most nine-year-olds, and strong feelings of sisterly love besides. I crouched down next to the child and spoke quietly into her ear. "It's OK, now, see? Karen loves her new costume, just look." Renee watched skeptically but her big sister was getting more and more absorbed in practicing scary expressions in the mirror. As we looked on she raised a hand to carefully scrub away her tears.
Karen noticed her audience after a minute and turned to growl at us, striking the pose of a leaping cat. "Rrrrorrwwwwww!" she snarled at Renee, who reacted with perhaps a bit of relief by shrieking in mock terror and then running to give the older girl a hug. I joined them and hugged both Renee's costumed body and Karen's naked one against my legs. "OK, are we ready to go trick-or-treating now?" I asked and both girls shouted "Yes!"
"Let's go, then," I replied and started pushing both children towards the door. Renee ran ahead but Karen hesitated.
"Wait," she said, turning to where her leotard and shoes were in a heap on the floor, "I need to get dressed."
"Don't be silly!" I responded. "Mister Nate painted you all over. You don't want to cover that up - you want everyone to see his beautiful work!"
Karen looked stunned beneath her makeup. She'd had too much else on her mind to realize until that second that her "costume" was intended to show her off naked as we went from house to house. She took a step backwards but my hand shot out and grabbed her wrist. "No..." she tried futilely to tug her arm free. "Please let me get dressed! I don't want to trick-or-treat naked. Please don't make me."
"Why not?" I asked in a reasonable tone. "You've been walking around naked after school all month, and not painted up either. You've been showing that babycunt to me and your sister and it hasn't bothered you, so what's the problem?"
She was using her other hand now, trying with no success to peel my fingers free of her wrist. Even with the makeup, the contacts, and the wires piercing the skin above her lip I could see her pleading expression. "But that was in the house. I can't...I can't...No, PLEASE."
I sighed with exaggerated exasperation. "Yes, you can. That was practice. Just like whoring yourself to Mister Nate was the real thing, now it's time for that practice to pay off. Renee!" I called. "Come back here and get your sister's shoes for her!" Renee scampered into the studio, grabbed Karen's coolie slippers off the floor and ran back out to the front room. "Nate, you can throw out that leotard, Karen won't need it. Keep the panties if you want, I bet they smell just like her babycunt. Thanks for everything; I'll have Karen write you a note tomorrow." Nate was now openly laughing at the painted preteen's futile attempts to escape. He waved vaguely in our direction.
Karen stumbled and almost fell as I jerked her arm, pulling her through the front room towards the front door of the house. "Please, NO!" She was starting to blubber again as she realized the awful truth of her situation. She was two hours from her home, being dragged out of a stranger's house, and I had just thrown away her clothing. "NO, I don't want to be naked, NOOO! No, oh no! HELP!" I dragged her out the front door, closing and locking it behind me. And that was it. Karen was naked outside, just like she had been weeks ago in the shopping mall parking lot. Just like then, despite the fact that there was no one to see her - yet - she went into full panic mode, struggling with all her pitiful strength against my grip. Unlike back then, it was twilight. The light was fading under a clear sky and it was getting cold. It was mild for Hallowe'en, but the temperature was dropping below sixty with a brisk breeze. Karen shivered as the wind struck her nude body. She felt goosebumps rising all over. Her nipples stiffened and chilled. The concrete of the porch felt freezing beneath her bare feet.
"Stop it, Karen!" I barked. "Where are you going to go? If I turn you loose, you going to run all the way home? Huh?" My words had no effect. Karen was crying hard, her nose starting to run in the cold air, and still struggling to pull her thin wrist free. She tugged and jerked against my grip. I twisted her wrist painfully and dragged her off the porch. She lost her footing on the uneven flagstones and fell to her knees. I dragged her several steps before she was able to get her bare feet under her again, sobbing and screaming and struggling all the way.
I was incredibly turned on by Karen's helplessness. Had we not had other things to do, had Renee not been looking on, I might've thrown her to the ground and brutally fucked her right there in the yard. My cock throbbed at the very thought, aching to be free of my denim jeans. It would've been delightful to feel her slim naked body writhing beneath me, to bend her legs double and drive the breath out of her with forceful stabs of my cock into her tight preteen vagina. But we had a schedule to keep, and Karen was making us late.
I jerked her arm up in the air, pulling the child up close to me, and with my other hand grabbed at the wires piercing the skin below her nose. I tugged once, sharply. The effect was dramatic. Sudden pain bloomed in her face, drove the breath from her and cut her off in mid-scream. She went rigid, gasping, her nearly-flat chest heaving in agony. I turned loose her wrist and grabbed her thin shoulders. I bent down and spoke right into her shocked face, making my voice deadly quiet and angry. "That is enough, young lady. You begged to come on this trip, you begged for a new costume. Your sister is waiting to go trick-or-treating and I'm tired of you holding us up. Your choice is you either stop crying this instant and come with us, or I'll just drive off and leave you here. Mister Nate might let you back in the house or he might not and you'll have to spend the whole night outside, naked, in the dark. Or if he lets you in, he might decide that you look so pretty with those wires stuck through your face that he'll stick some more in you here -" I turned loose of one shoulder to yank on a stiff nipple. "- or even here!" I dropped my finger to pinch her clit, not especially gently.
Karen looked progressively more terrified through my tirade, shrinking into herself as she realized she was helpless and that I wasn't going to change my mind. Her face crumpled as I threatened her with abandonment and mutilation; she was far too upset to realize how empty the threats were, that no matter what I had to return her in good shape to her parents on Sunday evening. So when I finished by demanding "So what's it going to be?" and giving her one more rough shake, her resistance collapsed.
"OK," she sniffled. She stopped struggling and went nearly limp in my grasp. "OK, I'll come, please don't leave me, I'm sorry." Her slim naked body began shivering convulsively from cold and reaction.
I gathered her into a hug, pressing her face gently into my sweater-clad stomach and rubbing my hand briskly across her thin back. "There, there, good girl," I said, my manner shifting instantly from anger to tenderness as soon as she became compliant. I held her and petted her and stroked her while she got her breathing under control. "Renee," I called over my shoulder, "bring your sister her shoes." I had kept my voice too low for Renee to hear what I'd been saying - she knew I'd been scolding her big sister but had no idea just how viciously I'd threatened her. Karen obediently sat down, wincing as her butt contacted the cold flagstones, and fumbled at her shoes. Her fingers were clumsy with chill and emotion. When she had them strapped on, she looked up at me, hugging her arms across her bare chest. "Thank you, dear," I said warmly. Gently this time, I helped her to her feet. She still shivered, legs tight together, trying to shield herself from the fitful chill breeze. "Oh, you look so beautiful," I praised her. "I'm sorry I had to yell at you, but that is the sexiest costume I've ever seen. I just couldn't let you not show it off to everyone." I gently cupped her face as I spoke, being careful this time not to tweak her wire whiskers. The child looked up at me, eyes wide, and essayed a tentative, trembling smile. "There you go," I smiled back. "See? There's nothing to be upset about."
"But..." Karen stammered in a small voice, relieved at the change in my demeanor but afraid of kindling my anger again. "But...we can't let people see I'm naked...can we?"
"Silly, they won't be able to tell. That's the whole point. It's getting dark now, and look - nobody expects a little girl to be walking around the neighborhood undressed. They'll see what they expect to see: you, in an amazing costume. But you have to help convince them of that by acting like nothing's wrong, like it's just another Hallowe'en for you. Can you do that?" Karen nodded. "Good girl. Let me look at you." I stepped backwards and regarded her critically. It was true, the illusion was flawless. The shading and airbrushed shadows and the painted cuffs at her wrists and ankles even fooled me. Now for the piece de resistance. "There's only one thing missing: a tail. Every cat needs a tail, right?" Karen nodded her head at my rhetorical question.
I led her over to where my truck was parked. "Well, I have a tail just for you, but it's a surprise. Grab on to the bumper, right here. No, bend your back down, not your knees. Now, just stay there for a second, and no matter what happens, don't let go. OK?" Karen was desperate to please me now and she didn't make a peep, even when I pushed at her ankles with my foot to spread her legs wider. She stood shivering in the cold wind, bent over the truck bumper as I unlocked the vehicle. I boosted her younger sister up onto the seat and rummaged in the back for a second. I returned to stand behind Karen before she could see the items I held.
"Now remember, don't let go, OK?" Trembling, the preteen nodded. I uncapped the first item, a tube of Astroglide, and squirted a generous amount onto my fingers. I reached down between the fifth-grader's spread cheeks and probed at her anus. She gasped as I spread the cold gel over her intimate parts, then groaned as I slowly pushed my index finger into her rectum. Her back arched but she obeyed me and didn't turn loose of the bumper. I withdrew my finger slowly, then added a second and pushed hard. Her asshole clenched but yielded and my two fingers slid into her up to the knuckles. She squeezed the digits together so tightly it almost hurt me, but the heat of her was quite pleasant. I pumped back and forth for several strokes. Karen grunted each time I bottomed out, then gasped as I withdrew and the cold air wafted over her dilated sphincter.
For the moment I ignored the brown smears on my fingers. I squeezed more lube onto the other item I held. I was quite proud of it: I had started with an ordinary vibrating butt plug, sized small but not too small. It was shaped kind of like a baby's pacifier with a flat plate meant to protrude when it was inserted, a short narrow shaft and a bulbous tip to hold it in place. But I had removed the motor and replaced it with a different unit, one taken from a "weasel ball" cat toy. It had an offset shaft like a vibrator motor, but spun much more slowly. I had extended the shaft through the back of the butt plug and attached it to a cat's tail from a kid's costume. The tail was stiffened with wire so it curled and stood up on its own. I smeared the lube all around the butt plug. I reached one hand around to press back against Karen's lower abdomen and then in a single motion shoved the plug up her ass. She grunted more loudly and bent forwards as she felt her bottom filled uncomfortably. Smiling, I flicked the switch on the vibe. Karen's grunt became a groan as she invader began buzzing inside her preteen rectum. The attached tail slapped back and forth against my legs until I stepped back. "Oh...ohhhh...ohhhh..." Karen groaned louder. Her skinny legs were trembling with the strain and her knuckles were white where she held onto the truck bumper, but she didn't let go. She didn't dare.
I bent to clean my fingers on the grass. "OK, sweetie, you can stand up now," I told her. Karen let go but she was unable to straighten up. She clamped her arms across her stomach, moaning in discomfort. She turned towards me, took two trembling steps then collapsed into a squat. Her slit winked open and closed as her abdomen tensed. I could see her bearing down, trying to expel the butt plug like a fat turd, but the bulbous end held it firmly seated inside her. And the tail, covered in short brownish red fur, swung back and forth in the air.
I reached down and took her hands in mine, tugging her gently upright. She was unable to straighten completely. I started walking backwards and Karen took staggering bowlegged steps after me, half bent over. "That's it, sweetie. Straighten up now. Remember what I said - you have to act normal. People don't expect to see a trick-or-treater bent over with a stomach ache."
"Ow...ugh...gugh...gnah..." Karen grunted with each step. "I...can't. Ow...it...ugh!...hurts." But her face twisted with strain and with each step her back came up a little straighter. We walked around and around in little circles until, finally, she was standing upright. She still gasped and grunted softly but with each step she became a bit more accustomed to the mechanical intrusion. And as her ass clenched spasmodically, she realized something else - when she stood just right she could feel the vibrations shoot straight through her. I saw her face change in the failing light as the first faint tickle to her clit broke through the discomfort, and her awkward gait changed as she began searching for just the right position to bring that tickling sensation back. And the tail swung back and forth in the air.
"Perfect!" I exclaimed. "You are ready for trick-or-treating! Climb in, and let's go!" Karen walked around to the passenger door, still waddling slightly, and as I climbed behind the wheel she boosted herself up and over her younger sister, grunting again.
Renee - too short to see us over the dash - had been waiting all this time. She'd belted herself in, but had developed a serious case of ants-in-the-pants. "Can we GO now?" she demanded, obviously having had her fill of delays. But in truth, it was just now getting dark enough for the trick-or-treating to begin.
"Yes, we can," I said agreeably and the engine coughed to life as I turned the key. Karen, though, was having one more problem. She tried to sit in her accustomed spot in the middle of the bench, but as she lowered her naked ass to the seat the butt plug was driven uncomfortably far up her channel. She tried to shift around, but there was no good position, especially with the tail trying to whip itself back and forth. I chuckled at her discomfort. "It's OK, sweetie, just this once you don't have to belt in. We're not going far. Why don't you kneel on the floor and rest your head in your sister's lap. Renee, you'll hold her, won't you?" There was plenty of room on the floorboards although the grit on the rubber mat ground uncomfortably into Karen's bare knees. Her cute ass, just beginning to flare into womanhood, was up in the air with the end of the buttplug sticking out. The tail slapped back and forth against the dash. She rested her head in Renee's lap and wrapped her arms around the younger girl's waist. Her bare painted nipples poked into her sister's trousers. Renee rested her hands on Karen's head and began to stroke her hair back into some semblance of order. I put the truck in gear and slowly drove off. Karen grunted and groaned as the suspension bounced over the rutted gravel. Meanwhile Renee started crooning softly to her. Karen closed her eyes and hugged her sister harder. I turned off the radio to hear - Renee was singing. I joined her and together we softly chanted as I drove carefully to the neighborhood common, "Karen is a who-ore, Karen is a who-ore, a whory whory who-ore..."



Part 10 (Karen's Hallowe'en 2)
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"Okay, we're here!"
I put the truck in park and shut off the engine. We were parked on my neighborhood common, which was really nothing more than a roughly oval field of 5 acres or so. The main road of the neighborhood looped around it with driveways and several cul-de-sacs radiating out. The field was in a shallow depression like a bowl with houses looking down on it, while the dead-end streets went over the lip of the low ridge and wound down the hillside.
The end where I was parked was filling up with other cars. Each discharged its own load of laughing, costumed children shepherded by an adult like as not in costume, too. My truck sat a bit apart from the main parking area, on the other side of a tall, spreading pine tree. At the far end of the field, I could just make out activity in the gathering dusk - guys from the neighborhood association were setting up the fireworks. Closer to us, at the edge of the parking area, a small portable stage had been erected where the awards for the best costumes would be handed out later.
In the quiet after I killed the engine I could hear the low, throbbing hum of the vibrator shoved up eleven-year-old Karen's ass. She was kneeling on the floorboards with her head resting in her little sister's lap and her arms around her waist. Her butt stuck up in the air and the tail attached to the modified vibe swung back and forth, slapping gently against the dashboard. Karen had black coolie slippers on her feet. A headband with kitty ears attached crowned her mane of blonde hair. She was wearing nothing else. Her nudity was concealed by the fantastical leopard bodypaint Nate had airbrushed onto her. Nate would've charged hundreds of dollars for that normally, but Karen's hot, barely-pubescent cunt had earned it for her in fifteen minutes.
Karen's cheek rested on Renee's small thigh. Her head was carefully turned to the side to prevent anything snagging her whiskers, three titanium wires piercing the skin between her nose and her upper lip. Her eyes were closed, concealing for the moment the yellow cat's eye contact lenses that completed her ensemble.
This was the fifth-grader's first experience with an anal vibrator and she had found it terribly uncomfortable at first. As we had driven up the hill from Nate's place she had grunted and moaned as each bounce of the suspension caused her muscles to clench around it. Karen looked almost relaxed now but her mind was in a whirl. The new and intense sensations bombarding her body made it difficult to think straight. There was still a dull, burning ache in her ass and a feeling of uncomfortable fullness, like a big poop wanting to come out, but giving into the urge to tense her abdominal muscles and push just made it hurt worse. At the same time, clenching up made her feel the slow, thrumming vibration in her tummy, her thighs, and her overstimulated clitoris. It was still sensitive from Mister Nate's tongue and fingers, and as the truck bounced up the hill she could feel ticklings of pleasure starting to radiate again from the swollen bud.
Her fresh piercings still stung, though the pain had thankfully receded from the bright agony she had first felt as the wires punctured the skin of her face. But the odd feeling of the metal whiskers pressed against her gums and the way they pulled at the tiny holes each time she moved her face or spoke made it impossible to ignore.
And she was naked. You didn't realize, she thought, how much clothing shielded your skin from the world. The grit on the floor mat dug into her knees, the warm air from the heater blew across her thighs and her back, the rough fabric of Renee's trousers rubbed against her belly and her sensitive nipples. Each sensation felt a thousand times more intense than if she had been dressed. On top of that, her heart was stuttering in fear at the thought that in just moments she would have to leave the relative safety of the truck and spend the next two hours or more exposing her preteen body to dozens of strangers. As much as she wanted to show off her costume and win the prizes and acclaim from its artistry, that meant she would have to show off her tiny titties and her nearly-bald pussy as well, and hope that I was correct that no one would realize they were covered in paint and not fabric.
That was her dilemma in a nutshell. On the one hand she desperately wanted the approval from her parents, peers, and church role models for being the modest, innocent, virginal child she pretended to be. On the other, she knew it was a lie. She knew because I made sure she knew that she was unworthy of their affection. I took every opportunity to fan the flames of her sexual desire - and then satisfy it. When I had discovered her perfectly normal and age-appropriate experiments with masturbation, I had used her childish guilt as a lever to make her my sex toy. And with each new act I made sure that both her physical pleasure and emotional turmoil grew exponentially until the young girl was completely unable to resist her body's urges, and deeply ashamed of that inability. And now her mind was churning with the fresh memory of Mister Nate's hands on her body, his mouth fastened on her tender cunny. For weeks I had been telling her that she was a whore but today for the first time she actually traded sex for something she wanted. Mister Nate was a total stranger and within ten minutes of meeting him she had found herself naked and spreadeagled before him. The worst part was, she had enjoyed it. He had licked and nibbled her to two wonderful orgasms; her button still tingled with the memory. It's true, she told herself despairingly. I am a whore. The thought echoed over and over in her head.
"Everybody out! Let's go trick-or-treating!" I hopped out of the truck and ran around to the passenger side. I pulled the door open to reveal the two children. Renee had already unlatched her seatbelt and was wiggling impatiently, trying to get out from underneath Karen. I wrapped my hands around the older girl's slim waist, just above where her hips were barely beginning to widen. Her skin was soft and cool to my touch. I lifted her out of the truck and set her on her feet next to me. The temperature had dropped noticeably and the breeze had gotten gusty just in the time it had taken us to drive up from Nate's. Karen clamped her arms against her chest and pushed her hands down to cover her crotch against the cold wind. The pale skin of her hands contrasted with the dark, mottled paint covering her smooth mound and abdomen. Dead leaves blew against her calves, and she began shivering. Renee hopped out in her cute pirate costume, taking a moment to adjust the plastic sword and pistols in her belt. I grabbed two orange cloth sacks from behind the seat.
Karen jumped as the door slammed shut. Her eyes were opened wide as she stared wildly around her. There were plenty of people walking in the gathering dusk, but none were very close to us and no one paid us any particular attention. I knelt before her and captured her wrists in my hands, prying her hands off her mound and holding her arms at her sides. "What did we talk about, Karen? If you act like you're naked, people are going to figure out you're naked. Look, it's almost dark. As far as anyone will be able to tell, you're wearing a costume like everyone else. But if you slink around trying to cover up, people will wonder what you're trying to cover, then they'll look close, then they'll see."
The eleven-year-old was panting with anxiety. "I...I don't...I don't think I can. Oh, geez..." She was shivering harder as the cold wind picked up.
"Of course you can, sweetie," I said briskly. "You've been doing so well at home. You walk around bare all the time there, don't you? It doesn't bother you there, does it?" I bent to look directly into her weird golden eyes. "Does it?"
"N..no, but..."
"No buts. You do it there, you can do it here. Just pretend you're at home, if that helps. Karen, I know you can do this! Now let's stop dallying and get some candy!"
"But I'm c-c-cold," she whined. "Can't I wear a coat? Pleeeease?"
"No, you can't. It'll spoil your costume." But the child really did need something. The temperature was dropping lower. Up close, I could see that her painted skin was covered with gooseflesh. Her nipples were crinkled and stiff. I reached into my own quilted jacket and pulled out a small silver flask. I unscrewed the lid and tipped it to her lips. "Here, take a little of this. Just a small swallow, not too much."
Obediently, Karen drank. She swallowed and immediately began choking and coughing. Her eyes teared up, and she made a face. "What...what is that?"
"Blackberry brandy. It may not taste great, but it'll warm you up."
Her expression cleared as she felt the liquor burn its way down her throat and radiate out warmth from her rounded belly. "Wow, it does..." I turned loose of her wrists and for the first time she stood straight. She rubbed her hands on her tummy.
I leaned very close to the naked girl. Karen was tall for eleven, so I had to look up at her outrageously painted face. "Karen, I don't want you to get in trouble. There's nothing to be scared of." As I spoke softly, encouragingly, I gently chafed her upper arms, warming the chilled skin and feeling her childish muscles shifting beneath my hands. Our faces were so close that I could feel her warm breath on my skin. "You just have a fun secret from all these people. At home it makes you feel sexy when you show off your babycunt." I slid my hands off her arms, down over her budding nipples, stroking gently down her belly, her abdomen, and finally over the fine, invisible dusting of hair on her mound. "It made you feel sexy to show Mister Nate your babycunt." Her mouth fell open a little as I stroked my thumbs gently along her slit, pushing her oversized clit from side to side as it peeked out from under its hood. "Doesn't it make you feel sexy now? To show your babycunt to everyone without them knowing?"
Karen made a wordless sound of pleasure, a soft "Mmmmm..." as I reversed one hand and rubbed my fingers along her vulva. Her knees started to tremble and she rested her hands on my shoulders to keep her balance.
"You do feel sexy now, don't you?" I curled my middle finger and dragged it up and down her bald slit, feeling her inner labia moisten and flower open under my gentle touch.
"Yesss..." she responded, her eyes closing as her attention turned from the breezy night around us to the familiar pleasure rising from her immature cunny. "Ah!" she exclaimed as my finger slid slowly into her. Her grip tightened convulsively on my shoulders as I began to pump my finger gently in and out. The contrast between the heat and and the pulsating grip of her vagina, and the cold wind blowing across my finger coated with her moisture as it slid out was striking. When I pushed into her hot, moist channel I could feel the thrumming of the vibrator in her ass, in time with the attached tail as it swished back and forth behind her. I pushed my palm against her clit, transferring the vibration directly to her pleasure button, and Karen began to moan quietly. She nibbled at her lower lip as her creamy secretions squished audibly out around my digit.
When I judged that the child was thoroughly aroused but nowhere near orgasm yet, I withdrew my finger. Her eyelids opened slowly and her mouth pursed as she felt me leaving her. The three wires piercing her skin twitched as her upper lip moved, and then twitched again as she reacted to the sting the movement brought. I licked my finger clean, savoring her delicious spicy taste, then gently wiped away the aromatic goo that clung to her slit and her puffy labia. "It makes me feel sexy, too, you know, to know we have a sexy secret. Feel." I stood and placed her palm on my fly. Her hand closed over the stiff shaft pressing out against my tight jeans. She had come to know my penis intimately in the past month, and she looked up at me curiously as she traced its length.
"Wow, it's really big. Did I do that?"
"Yes, you did. You're such a sexy little girl. I love you naked and I love that it's our secret. You're ready now, aren't you, Karen? Let's go trick-or-treating."
And she was ready. Whether it was the pep talk, the effect of the alcohol on her small body, the arousal I had just coaxed from her, or some combination of all three, the child had mastered her fear. I could still see her chest rise and fall deeply and rapidly in excitement, and she was still covered in goosebumps, but she set her head high and stood up straight, arching her back and pushing out her puffy little nipples to the world.
Renee had been standing quietly during the entire discussion, watching us with that flat, unemotional gaze that was so disquieting in a little girl her age, but she broke into a big grin and a little dance of impatient joy when I handed her and her sister their candy sacks and, taking their hands, set off through the parking area towards the street.
Karen's gait was still a little unsteady on the rough ground. Occasionally she would grunt softly as a footfall or a twitch of her muscles intensified the dull pain in her ass. I led us across the field, keeping some distance between us and the other trick-or-treaters until we reached the road. As we were midway between two of the infrequent streetlights we drew abreast of a neighbor I knew slightly. He was escorting three boys. The oldest looked about Renee's age and the youngest was a toddler. Karen's small hand tightened in mine and she tried to half hide behind me but I was having none of that. I squeezed her hand and tugged her out into view. "Hi, Bob, how's it going?"
Bob returned my casual greeting. "And who is this?" he asked. "Not yours? I didn't think you had kids."
"Nope, just some friends I borrowed so I could go trick-or-treating," I chuckled. "The pirate is Renee, and this -" I pulled Karen in front of me and held her there with my hands on her shoulders. "This is my little cat, Karen."
"Avast there, Mister Bob!" Renee piped up. Karen, though, had gone stiff with fear. Walking across the field had felt brave, but now she was standing just inches from the man and his children. She was sure he could tell, that he would shout out the truth and she would be trapped, naked, in the middle of a jeering crowd. She wanted to run. She wanted to die. She wanted the earth to swallow her. She felt herself blushing hot waves of humiliation under her body paint. She tried to speak but could barely whisper a choked "Hi."
But Bob barely glanced at her. "Nice costumes," he said. "Well, see you at the fireworks. C'mon kids, let's get some candy." And he turned and strode away.
Incredulous relief washed over Karen. Her body prickled and chilled as her flush faded. "It...it worked!" She hadn't really believed until that moment that it would. She felt faint, and giddy, and...something else. Unconsciously she rubbed a hand against her mound. She closed her eyes and heaved a huge sigh as she pressed down, feeling the vibrations pass more strongly through her pubescent genitals.
"Told ya," I smirked. I took her hand back, and she shifted her weight from foot to foot trying to preserve the momentary stimulation. "Now let's go."
At the first house we were greeted by a woman done up as a witch, green skin, warts and all. The front door was open and the foyer was lit in red and green. The witch crouched over a large cauldron. Fog bubbled out of it as she cackled and mugged. I hung back as the girls stepped up on the porch. "Trick or treat!" they called together, sending the witch into another bout of hysterical, stereotypical laughter. She bent down to look closely at the children. The dim, shifting lights concealed Karen's nakedness as I knew they would. "Look at you, my pretties! A pirate, come to steal my gold?"
"Arrrr!" Renee cried, brandishing her plastic sword.
"And you..." the woman stopped, momentarily startled as she got a good look at Karen's yellow cat eyes. (That was the other thing I was counting on. The contact lenses were so striking, I figured few people would look closely beyond them.) "Oh, my! A jungle cat! I have no magic to protect me from a leopard!" Karen curved the fingers of her free hand into claws and growled. The warmth flowing from the house bathed her face, her nipples, her belly and thighs, contrasting with the cold wind blowing against her back and her stuffed ass. The sensations of her nakedness were inescapable but she found the growing confidence to ignore them.
Playing her part to the hilt, the witch shuffled back to her cauldron and plunged her hand into its bubbling depths. A flick of her wrist, and some candy dropped into the children's sacks. "Thank you," the girls chorused. The witch let out another cackle as they turned to go. They skipped down the porch steps, I took their hands again and we headed for the next house.
For the next few houses it was normal trick-or-treating. Karen's confidence grew as it appeared that her nudity went unnoticed. She became more and more animated, skipping around and laughing with her little sister as we walked between houses, growling and hamming it up for the homeowners. After we left the fourth or fifth house Karen began complaining of the cold again, so I let her have another small swallow of blackberry brandy. As before, she made a face at the liquor's flavor (and then another grimace at the sting as the skin pulled around her fresh piercings), but her shivering stopped and soon she was laughing again and capering around us. She even got down on all fours like a cat, sticking her skinny butt up in the air and wiggling it as her tail lashed back and forth. That was a problem, though, as it made the contours of her smooth, puffy lips plainly visible between her skinny thighs. Saying "Careful, kiddo! That's showing off a bit more than you want to," I reached out and lightly slapped her vulva. She was so startled she fell over onto her back on the cold grass.
Karen groaned as her fall drove the butt plug further up her anal passage, but then her breath caught as the new pressure transmitted the vibrations more strongly to her tender clitoris. I saw her face go slack in the dim light and her legs fell open. Her breath huffed out and as her baby six-pack tensed and relaxed I could clearly see a flash of pink between her dark-painted labia. "Ah...ah...ah," she gasped as without thought her right hand stole between her legs and her fingers gently rubbed at her clitty. It was shaded nearly black like the rest of her lower abdomen, crotch, and buttocks but under her touch it swelled visibly and stood up proudly, gleaming wetly in the dim light and spoiling the smooth lines of her naked vulva. Her undeveloped, painted body looked beautifully and bizarrely slutty as she lay spreadeagle on the grass. My cock throbbed inside my tight denim pants as I imagined tearing off my own clothing and sinking it into her smooth bald slit right there. I could turn her over onto her stomach and take her from behind. Then I could stand up and carry her from house to house, her hairless labia split wide and helplessly speared on my tool. I imagined her little feet kicking as she squirmed deeper on my cock, gasping out "trick or treat" as my cum dripped out of her swollen, abused cunt.
I shook my head to clear it of the lurid vision and glanced around quickly. There were some people approaching. "C'mon, Karen," I urged her, "Get your hand off your babycunt and stand up," but she didn't even hear me; she was totally focused on coaxing more pleasure out of her oversized clit. A nearby streetlight limned her naked body and it would be plain to anyone passing by that she was masturbating shamelessly. I reached down to drag her to her feet, but Renee beat me to it.
The third-grader had been very patient with all the delays getting Karen painted and psyched up had caused, but now it appeared her patience was at an end. She wanted to collect her loot, and Karen's wanton sexual display was holding us up. Dropping her sack, she grabbed Karen's hand in both of hers and pulled, jerking it away from her cunny. "Karen! Stop acting like a whore!" she said sharply. The older girl started at her little sister's high voice and she seemed to come back to herself, realizing just what she had been doing. Guiltily she scrambled back to her feet and picked up her sack. Renee flounced off ahead of us towards the next driveway.
I concealed a smile at Renee's outburst and Karen's response to it. "Don't worry, sweetie," I spoke softly in her ear, patting her comfortingly on the shoulder. "I know you can't help acting like a whore - you ARE a whore, after all." Karen ducked her head, her enjoyment curdling within her. She couldn't believe she had just started playing with her cunny right out in the open. It must be true, she thought, if she couldn't even keep her hands off herself while trick-or-treating. Her button was tingling from the stimulation and the vibrating buttplug seemed to be sending ever-stronger waves of pleasure rolling through her, even as she trembled with shame and self-recrimination. "If you keep playing with your babycunt like that you're going to get all juicy and messy and EVERYONE will know you're a whore. You don't want that, do you?" Eyes stinging with unshed tears of humiliation, Karen shook her head and walked ahead, following her little sister.
The next house was set a bit further back from the street than most. Karen rang the bell, and the door was opened by a bored-looking teenager. He appeared to be 14 or 15 at the most, tall and skinny with an unruly mop of brown hair. He looked to be in the middle of a growth spurt and at the moment his nose, hands and feet were outpacing the rest of him. There was a heavy dusting of acne across his cheeks and rather weak chin. I watched from a few steps back as the girls struck their poses. I imagined he had been dragooned into this role; perhaps his parents were working on the fireworks setup. He looked with contempt at the costumed children. His only response to their gleeful "Trick or treat!" was to roll his eyes, heave the sigh of the long-suffering teenager and step back, gesturing at a bowl full of popcorn balls on a table behind him.
The table sat right under a chandelier, too large and too bright for the space, but there was no way to stop Karen from walking in behind Renee. Still, she might have gotten away clean if she hadn't stumbled on the rustic faux-slate tile floor. She lurched right into the boy who grabbed her arms to keep her upright, but his eyes flew open when he felt not fabric as he expected, but cool goose-pimpled skin. Astonished, he rubbed his hands over her sides before she could react. "You're...you're...NAKED!" he stuttered out. "Holy shit!"
Karen knew she was busted as soon as she felt the boy's hands on her skin. For a brief moment she was paralyzed with fear, then her brain short-circuited and her body went into blind panic mode. Her arms flailed weakly and she literally began running in circles - taking a step or two one way, then reversing course, then going in a third direction. There was a roaring in her head as her illusion of safety and her courage collapsed into terror. The protection of her elaborate body paint disappeared and her skin prickled all over. Her face burned and her stomach knotted. There was nowhere to run. She was naked miles from home, the clothes she'd been wearing had been thrown away, and her suitcase was locked in my truck.
Renee whirled around and stared in distress as her big sister lurched around the foyer in panic. She saw a spiteful smile spread across the boy's face as Karen vainly tried to cover herself with her thin arms. Renee was a tough little kid - she had stood up to teenaged bullies on the playground, so her first thought was to protect her older sister. She pushed between the two older children and, putting her hands at her shoulder level on the boy's stomach, tried to push him backwards. "Leave my sister alone!" she shouted.
The boy's smile just grew wider. "I'm going to tell!" he said gleefully. "You're naked, and I'm telling!" That was when I stepped quickly into the house, grabbed his shoulder and spun him to face me.
I glared down at him. I'm not a big guy but I overtopped him by at least a head. "Don't be stupid, boy!"
His smile faded, replaced by an equally childish stubborn, sulky expression. "I'm telling," he repeated with considerably less force.
"That's stupid," I said again. "What do you think will happen if you tell? Our car's right outside," I lied, "and we'll run and get in it and be gone before anyone else comes. You think anyone's going to believe you? They'll just think you're a crazy little perv, which I bet you are anyway." The boy's eyes flashed in anger but I could see he realized I was right. "On the other hand..." I paused. "Got twenty bucks?"
"Why?" he demanded suspiciously.
"Well, if you got twenty bucks and you can keep your mouth shut, rather than running away and making you look foolish, this naked girl will suck your dick."
"What?!" Karen and boy exclaimed together. I reached around and grabbed Karen to pull her in front of me. She cowered but I pulled her arms and pressed my body against her, forcing her back to arch. I could feel her trembling against my erect penis through my jeans as I made her display herself to the teenager. Renee stepped back, eyes wide, candy sack forgotten in her grip as she looked up at me confronting the boy.
"You heard me. I bet you've never had a blow job, have you? You could have one right now." I let go of her arms and pressed my hands against her chest. The boy's mouth dropped open in astonishment as I seized Karen's stiff nipples in my fingers, tugging each walnut-sized painted nub in turn, stretching out one then the other from her otherwise flat chest. Karen tried to pull away but shock and fear robbed her of coordination and all she could do was whimper and writhe back against me. She turned her head away and closed her eyes tight, trying to make it all go away. "Look at these titties! Here, feel them yourself. Go ahead, it's okay." I grabbed his left hand and raised it to press his fingers against Karen's right nipple. He gulped audibly but with my encouragement he began twisting and pulling on it in rhythm with my other hand. Karen's whimper turned to a wordless exclamation of outrage. She tried to twist her body away but I held her firmly between us. The boy's face got red and I could see his low-slung cargo shorts tenting out. "Look at her hot little mouth," I continued. I moved one hand up to stroke across her lips. I pressed a finger against her cupid's bow, making her squeak in pain as I pressed the wires running beneath the skin against her upper gumline. "She'll put your peter in her mouth - IF you have twenty bucks. Do you?" He gulped again but was unable to speak. He managed a jerky nod. "Well, go get it! Now!"
The boy jumped back at my order, forgetting to turn loose of Karen's nipple first. It pulled way out before slipping through his fingers. Karen yelled "Ow!" as the swollen, abused breast bud snapped back to her chest. The boy ran back into the house, turned a corner and we heard him galloping up the stairs.
Karen's nearly-flat chest was heaving with the effort of her ineffectual struggles to get away. I spun her around to face me. Tears welled up around her eerie contact lenses and spilled down her cheeks as her painted face twisted. "No...I don't...I can't..." she stuttered out as her wire whiskers twitched.
"Oh, sweetie, I'm so sorry," I falsely assured her, "but you have no choice." I spoke rapidly and softly. "It was all I could think of to keep him from telling. We'd have to run away and you'd probably get caught. You'd get arrested, and have to spend the night in jail naked. All the police, the judge, everyone would see like that. Your picture might even be in the paper! And, look, that would be the end of our trick-or-treating. You don't want to spoil things for your sister, do you, after she was so brave and tried to protect you?" We both looked at Renee who was looking anxiously from me, to Karen, to the back hallway where the boy had disappeared.
Karen reluctantly shook her head. "No...but, but, I only ever...with you," she stammered. "I don't know how to, to...suck...anyone else."
"It's easy," I told her, getting down on my knees and looking right into her glowing yellow contacts. "You'll do great. You're a great cocksucker! You were great the first time you swallowed my squirt at your school, and you've only gotten better. You just have to work fast, before anyone else comes to the door. But I'll help you. Okay?"
"I...I..." Karen didn't know what to say. She felt trapped. What had seemed like such a great joke moments ago had somehow spun completely out of control. She wanted to run, to hide, to disappear and never come out again.
But she was out of time. We heard the boy galumphing down the unseen stairs and a second later he burst through the back archway and skidded to a stop in front of us. In one sweaty hand he held out a crumpled twenty-dollar bill. Karen stared dumbly at it. I picked up her discarded candy sack and handed it to her. "Here, sweetie," I said. "This is just the same, except you're both getting a treat instead of only you. Go ahead, say it. Say it!"
At my insistence, Karen held out her sack, though she stared at the floor, unable to meet the boy's lustful gaze. "T...trick or treat," she said tremulously. After a second, the boy figured out that he was supposed to drop the money in her bag, but then they both just stood there, unsure of what to do next. It looked like organizing the party fell to me.
"Renee, go stand at the front door. Is anyone coming?" The little girl shook her head. "Good, tell me if anyone starts up the walk. Boy, why don't you sit down here." I half-led, half-shoved him down into a small wing chair against one wall. On a small table next to it were a few pieces of junk mail and a picture frame. A rather frumpy-looking middle-aged couple and a slightly younger version of the boy smiled out at us. The boy sat down but his peter was quite obviously standing up in his shorts. I pulled Karen over in front of him, then stood behind her and pressed my hands on her shoulders, gently forcing the naked eleven-year-old to her knees. I crouched down with her and whispered in her ear. "Unzip his fly and take out his penis." When she hesitated I reached down and grabbed the base of her tail, jiggling it and the vibrator buried in her anal cavity. She yipped in surprise and lost her balance, spreading her knees and falling forward, catching herself between the boy's thighs. "Do it now, Karen. You have to. C'mon, it'll be easy," I wheedled. "Just do it and we'll do more trick-or-treating, and when we're done I'll make you feel good."
Karen gave up. She couldn't see any way to resist that wouldn't lead to the dire consequences I had described. Her hands shook as they reached out to tug at the boy's zipper. It came down easily and she reached into the gap. She had spent a good part of the last month on her knees just like this as I reclined on the giant sectional couch in her family room and as a result she knew her way around male underwear. Even trembling with anxiety as she was, it was only a second before she fished out the boy's erection. It was decent-sized for a kid his age, maybe 5 inches long and not too thick. The circumcised head was curved a bit to one side, dark purple and already slimy with precum. The entire shaft pulsed and bobbed with the boy's racing heartbeat. Karen stared at it, transfixed. After all, it was only the second penis she had ever seen in her life. I had to put my hand on the back of her neck and push her head gently towards it. She was whimpering softly as she bent forward until her lips pressed against the tip. I watched closely over her bare shoulder as she paused, gathering her courage, then her eyes closed and her lips parted, and she slowly sucked about half the length of the boy's adolescent peter into her mouth.
Unless I missed my guess, it was the first time in the kid's life anyone but him had touched his penis. His entire body tensed. He white-knuckled the chair arms and stared down in wonder at his tool disappearing into the blond preteen's mouth. Karen's cheeks hollowed and she made a sloppy sucking sound as she withdrew until just the head was still between her lips, revealing the thin shaft now shiny with her saliva. I could see her tongue working in her cheeks as she used some of the skills I had taught her. The boy twitched and writhed in the chair.
I reached down to wiggle Karen's tail again. She gulped the boycock back into her mouth, making little groaning sounds in her throat as the vibrator moved in her rectum. The sight was beautiful - a naked preteen kneeling on the cold stone flooring with her mouth stuffed full of adolescent cock. My own cock was on fire and my heart was hammering in my chest from lust and the excitement of the risk I was running - forcing a nude fifth-grader to fellate a teenager in his own front hall with the door wide open.
Karen's butt wriggled back and forth where it rested on the upturned soles of her shoes as she tried to minimize the discomfort of the anal vibe. Her shoulderblades shifted under her painted skin as she raised and lowered, striving to find a comfortable rhythm. I leaned forward to whisper in her ear as she tightened her lips into a hot, pliable ring rising and falling, rising and falling on the tube of flesh. "Good girl, Karen, what a good little whore you are. You're the best cocksucker I know, give this boy something he'll never forget. Suck that penis, whore, suck it good! Earn your money!" The room was filled with Karen's slurping noises and soft, high-pitched moans, and the boy's rapid gasping as pleasure like he'd never known before washed over him.
I'd figured he'd be quick and fortunately I was right. Just as Renee cried out, "Someone's coming!" so was he. He stiffened and pushed up out of the chair, burying his skinny tool to the root in Karen's mouth. She gave a muffled yelp as her whiskers snagged on his shorts. The boy grunted and Karen gagged as his cockhead hit the back of her throat, and then she felt hot cum splashing off her palate and filling her mouth. She made a soft choking sound but, remembering her lessons, clamped her lips tight so none of the sticky fluid would spill out. She backed off and wrapped one hand around the shaft to prevent him from gagging her again as he spasmed. I saw her throat work as she swallowed repeatedly. The boy gave one more drawn-out groan then collapsed in the chair. Karen sucked her mouth off the end of his tool and milked it carefully, licking up the final drops of ejaculate as they oozed out of the tip. I leaned back to glance out the front door past Renee. A gaggle of kids was about halfway up the long front walk. I caught Karen under one armpit and pulled her to her feet. She stared around wildly as if remembering where she was. "You did great, Karen, but now we have to go. Pick up your sack," I reminded her. She took two shaky steps and bent to retrieve it from the floor. Then, before I could say anything else, she fled out the door and across the yard, away from the approaching group. Renee hesitated a second and then ran after her.
I looked down at the teenager in the chair. Gone was the sulky, closed expression, replaced by a mask of drooling, idiotic bliss. I remembered that feeling, but there was no time to dwell on it now. "Better do your pants up," I said. He jumped, clearly having forgotten anyone else was in the house with him. "Oh, and if you have any friends in the neighborhood your age, and they have twenty bucks? Call them. Tell them we'll be walking around that way." And with that I stepped out into the cool night air, looking for the two children.
I didn't see them immediately but there was a thick clump of bushes marking the property line with the next house and I thought I spotted a flash of orange so I headed in that direction. Sure enough, Karen was crouching in the shelter of the tall shrubs. She squatted flat-footed, knees spread wide. The tendons on the insides of her thighs stood out tense on either side of her puffy, hairless lips as she shifted her balance in the cold breeze. She had one hand clapped over her eyes and the other was buried between her legs, her fingers frantically strumming and pulling at her oversized, erect clitoris. She was making desperate little "uh, uh, uh," noises. Her slit was pulled wide open by her stance and even in the dim light I could see that she was leaking, her pubescent juices oozing freely to puddle on the cold ground beneath her. Renee was looking on in perplexity, her mouth twisted quizzically inside her costume beard. Fortunately, we were fairly sheltered and in deep shadow.
I supposed a psychiatrist could've explained why the fifth-grader's response to sexual abuse had become sexual self-abuse, but I didn't seem to have one handy and in any case, I didn't care. As long as her response involved sex and not, say, dialing 911, we were right on track. I reached down, grabbed the girl under her armpits, and hoisted her to her feet. She made a sound of frustration as her hand was pulled off her little cunny but I enfolded her in a hug. "Great job, Karen! I am soooo proud of you. That was an awesome blowjob!" I continued to praise the child extravagantly. Her childish mind spun as, once again, I ladled on the adult approval she craved so badly for acts which deep down she still believed were despicable and wrong. She buried her face in my chest and clung tightly to me. I knew she could feel my erection poking at her bare stomach through my jeans and I thought I felt her grind herself lightly against it. I gently pushed her away. "We've got a lot more houses to do, sweetie. You have to keep your hands off your babycunt or you'll get too messy to be out in public." I swiped the cuff of my jacket sleeve over her tender, swelling vulva to wipe it clean. She groaned with frustration and her skinny hips twitched, but I picked up her sack and put it in her hand. I saw that she was lightly scraping her upper teeth across her tongue, trying to clear the lingering taste of the boy's teenage sperm. I uncapped my flask and handed it to her. She took a good-sized swallow of the sweet brandy, coughed, and blew out hard as she felt the warmth spread through her tummy again.
I led the two girls down the yard at an angle to the street so we could walk back up the next driveway. Karen stumbled a bit on the rough ground, then giggled. The potent spirits were starting to have an effect on her. "Hey, did you see the expression on his face when he squirted?" I said quietly. "I thought his eyes were going to pop right out of his head."
Renee didn't react; she was all business again, all about the candy, but Karen looked up at me a little goggle-eyed, the black slits of her contact lens pupils swimming around in her sockets. "Pop right out of his head," she repeated, then giggled some more. The penultimate word sounded suspiciously like "hish". We did the next two houses without incident although I noticed that Karen was having trouble standing still. As she held her sack out on the porches she was shifting from foot to foot as if she had to pee. That wasn't the problem, though. The problem was her clit had gotten so overstimulated that she felt every step and every wiggle of the anal vibrator more and more keenly. My insistence that she keep her hands off herself was starting to make her crazy, and the alcohol was dissolving what little self-control the eleven-year-old had. I had to warn her to hold her sack higher, over her privates, because the paint no longer concealed her protruding pleasure button.
As we turned the corner onto a short cul-de-sac, I saw a figure standing beneath a streetlight, looking anxiously around at the passing groups of children. As we got closer I could see it was a teenager. He was stocky and soft-looking with a fat belly and a crewcut. "Karen," I whispered, "it's your next customer." Karen stopped and looked up at me, trying to focus her eyes. "Our little friend must've made some phone calls," I continued, knowing darned well he had. "We'll make everyone pay the same, but we kind of have to or else they can tell on us. You don't mind, do you?" My words just washed over her. Between the liquor, the sexual stimulation, and the emotional turmoil she seemed to be kind of on automatic pilot.
"Um..." the boy cleared his throat as we drew abreast of him, looking the children up and down before focusing on Karen's costume. "Um...I got twenty dollars," tumbled out in a rush.
I said "Okay," but didn't stop, keeping a firm grip on the girls' hands in mine. The boy trailed along behind us. When we reached the first driveway I turned loose of the children. Renee ran on ahead. Karen paused, confused, until I gave her a little push on the shoulder and she stumbled after her little sister. The boy started to follow but I grabbed his arm. "Not you, genius. See those trees?" I indicated a circular stand of pines two houses down. I knew there was a small space inside them that their thickly-needled limbs hid from the street. "Go in there and wait. We'll be along." He looked at me suspiciously as if trying to figure out if this was all some elaborate practical joke on him. Looking at his physique, his jug ears and his puzzled country face, I imagined he'd been the butt of a few. "Go on," I urged him. He opened his mouth, was unable to think of anything to say, and finally turned and headed off.
I waited for the girls there at the curb and when they rejoined me, I told Karen what was in store. I gave her instructions as we walked to the next house. "You did great before, but we were in a hurry. Talk to him a bit. Ask his name. And no matter what you really think, once you get his thingy out, tell him it's a nice one before you put it in your mouth." We reached the next house just ahead of another group of children. They were unaccompanied by an adult so I assumed they were local. There were a couple of Harry Potters, a demon, and a very cool Princess Mononoke in furs, big disc earrings, leggings and face paint.
After collecting their loot they all came back down the driveway together with Renee and Karen. I hung back with my girls, letting the other kids draw ahead so we would have no one near us as we drew alongside the pine grove. When I started up the lawn to it, though, Renee balked. "Do I haveta?" she asked, leaning back and pulling against my arm. "I see Karen suck your thingy all the time at home. I wanna do some more houses, I don't want to watch her being a whore."
"Whoring," I replied absently. "You say, 'I don't want to watch her whoring'."
"Well, I don't," the nine-year-old insisted.
I looked around. There were about ten more houses on the short dead-end street. "Okay," I said. "You go on ahead and we'll catch up with you as soon as Karen swallows this boy's squirt. But don't go further than this street. If you finish this street before we find you, you wait on the corner under the streetlight. Understand?"
"Yay!" Renee turned and sprinted for the next house, tossing a "Yes, sir!" over her shoulder.
Karen stood dumbly by through this exchange. Not so long ago she would've been outraged or humiliated to hear her little sister call her a whore, but now she had little visible reaction. Possibly she was emotionally overloaded by the day's events, starting with being unexpectedly prostituted to Nate, then realizing she was being forced to walk the entire neighborhood naked, and now finding that selling her body to strangers was an expected part of trick-or-treating. Or she might just have been too inebriated. It was the first time she had been given more than a sip of wine with dinner and, weighing perhaps all of seventy pounds it didn't take much. She was swaying on her feet as I urged her on towards the trees.
We stepped into the small clearing onto a heavy carpet of dead pine needles. Karen jumped and giggled as boughs brushed lightly across her naked skin. The boy turned, his face and heavy body dappled with the yellow-orange streetlight shining through the trees. I gave the young girl a small push on her shoulder and she stumbled forward. This time she knew her part and needed no prompting. "Hi!" she said brightly, holding out her sack. "Trick or treat!" The boy hesitated for a moment, then realized what she was asking. He dug into the back pocket of his jeans and came out with a bill. He spent rather longer than necessary unfolding and smoothing it, then dropped it into the bag the child held open before him.
"Thanks!" Karen said, and tossed the sack aside side. She stepped forward and threw her arms as far around the boy as she could reach, pressing her skinny nude body against him. She looked up at him, digging her chin into his soft belly. "Whatsh your name?" she asked. She was trying for coy.
"J...Jimmy," the boy stammered. He raised his arms hesitantly to rub her back, but Karen stepped backwards.
"Well, guess what, Jimmy? I'm naked! Whee!" She raised her arms and attempted a pirouette, but she'd never gone to her ballet class drunk. She lost her balance and fell, giggling, onto the pine needles. She bounced back to her feet, arms out to maintain her balance. Then she stepped forward, suddenly all business, and tugged at the boy's leather belt.
Jimmy appeared nonplussed by her antics but within a few seconds she had his belt open and his jeans unzipped. She tugged hard at the waistband but they were too tight around his chubby ass; he had to help her pull them down. Then she yanked on his briefs, revealing a pale, limp, uncircumcised tool, half-hidden underneath his fat belly.
She wrapped her fingers around it, examining the first uncut penis she'd ever seen. It began to swell in her hand as she gently jacked at it. It must've looked weird to her with the floppy bit of skin at the end, but just as instructed she cooed over it. "Oooo, it's a nice one. I bet it's really tashty...tasty!" Jimmy grunted as she leaned forward to kiss the end of it, then slurped it into her mouth. It was small enough for her to take the entire length.
The height difference between the two kids made it awkward. Jimmy was too tall for Karen to kneel, but she had to lean down to get her mouth around his half-erect peter and press her face into his fat paunch. She put her hands around his thighs to keep her balance, her fingers digging into his ass cheeks. The boy didn't seem to know what to do with his own hands. He rested them awkwardly on her narrow shoulders as she moved her head forward and back, her long blonde hair swinging across her painted butt. It wasn't more than thirty seconds, though, before I saw him stiffen and his hands clutch at her. She moaned in protest but kept working her lips and tongue as she felt a few drops of thin goo spray into her mouth. Expecting more, she continued slurping at his tool until he grunted with discomfort and pushed her away. She staggered back two steps and straightened up. I could see she was thinking, "Is that all?" but my coaching - and her parents' years of training her to be polite - kept her from speaking out. She wiped her hand across her mouth, exclaimed "ow!" when she accidentally pulled on a whisker, then bent to pick up her sack and with a quick "Thanks!" in the boy's direction, grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the clearing. I glanced back to see Jimmy staring after us, dumbfounded, his pants around his ankles and his pathetic little tool still drooping under his belly.
As soon as we got near the street, Karen stuck out her tongue. "Yuck!" she said, making a face. "He smelled bad, and his squirt tasted funny."
"You did good, then," I praised her. "If she's getting paid, a good whore always makes the customer feel good." I gave her shoulder a quick squeeze. "You're a good whore, Karen."
She stuck her tongue out again. "Can I have another sip of brandy?"
"Okay, but just a little. Hey, there's Renee!" The younger girl had visited only two houses in the time it had taken Jimmy to blow his wad. "C'mon, let's catch her." Karen ran awkwardly beside me, waddling a bit as the buttplug vibrated and shifted inside her. Her tail tangled around her legs and almost tripped her. We caught up with her younger sister and hit the houses at the end of the street together. As we were walking back towards the main road, we saw a different figure standing underneath the same streetlight. Word was traveling fast. "Karen, looks like you have another customer. Go on back in the trees and wait. Renee, you can do these last three houses, plus the one on the corner, but I don't want you to go any further than that, understand? If we haven't caught up to you by then, start heading back here. But don't let anyone see you going into the trees." We split up. Renee headed up the driveway of the next house, Karen stumbled off towards the pine trees, and I walked on towards the figure standing in the pool of light. He was tall, taller than me, but hadn't started filling out yet. Straight, dirty-blonde hair fell over his ears and curled over the collar of a letter jacket. He had the wispy beginnings of a mustache at the outside edges of his upper lip. "What's your sport?" I asked as I drew alongside him.
He was hugging himself in the night air. The wind hadn't slackened any, and the temperature was probably down around 50 by now, if not lower. "Track," he said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. "I got twenty dollars," he continued with almost a hint of belligerence.
I said nothing, just jerked my head and started off back towards the grove of trees. We stood at the curb for a minute as a bunch of children passed us, then walked quickly into the shadows. The boy was eager. His long legs carried him ahead of me and he stepped through the trees into the clearing first, but then he jerked to a stop. I shouldered past to see what had startled him.
Of course, it was Karen. She was face-down on the ground. Her forehead was pillowed on her goodie sack. Her knees were drawn up beneath her against her chest. She was not supporting herself on her hands so her skinny ass stuck up in the air, pointed right at us. She had reached back with her left hand and grasped her costume tail, twisting it at the base to wiggle the vibrating butt plug in her anus. Her right arm was underneath her, hand splayed against her labia with her middle finger buried in her bald preteen vagina. She was plunging the finger in and out rapidly. Her frantic groans and sighs were muffled by the carpet of dead needles. Her smooth vulva and hand were shiny with moisture and even in the dim light we could see more creamy goo oozing out around her finger. "Shit," the boy whispered reverently as I stepped around him to kneel beside the masturbating eleven-year-old.
"Karen!" I said severely. I yanked her finger out of her tight cunt. "What did I tell you about getting yourself too wet? We're not done, and you have to stay presentable." I knocked her other hand away from her tail, then seized it myself and twisted and pushed it hard and deep into her rectum. She made a whistling groan as her breath was forced out of her. I spanked her, not too hard, right on her gaping slit. "You are a nasty!" Smack! "Messy!" Smack! "Little!" Smack! "Whore!" SmacksmackSMACK! She yelped softly with each blow but if anything, her cunt leaked faster.
I pulled her to her feet. I straightened her kitty ear headband and brushed her blond hair back into some semblance of order. Her upper chest was smudged with dirt and humus from the ground. A dead leaf clung to one puffy nipple. Her cunny lips were swollen from the spanking I'd just administered. Even standing with her legs together, her slit gaped open showing a streak of pink between the dark brown paint. She blinked rapidly, trying to focus on me. "You have a customer, you dirty little whore," I chuckled. But she just stood there panting with her mouth half open. With those contact lenses it was impossible to tell if she even saw me. Sighing, I clamped my left hand over her mouth, tucking my thumb underneath her jawbone so she couldn't wrench free, then squeezed her swollen clitoris between my right thumb and forefinger and pulled, hard!
That woke her up. She squealed into my hand and tried to leap backwards but my grip on her clit brought her up short like a poodle on a choke-chain. Her eyes teared up as the sudden pain broke through her alcoholic haze, and finally I had her attention. "Your sister's going to be waiting for us," I hissed at her, too quietly for the teenager behind me to hear. "Now get to work!" I let go of her mouth and her tortured clit, stood up and stepped back.
The boy had already opened his pants and was rubbing himself through boxer shorts as he watched me spank the little girl. Karen took a shuddering breath and tried to compose herself. She bent down to retrieve her sack, groaning softly at the friction against her sore clit. Holding the sack open, she hobbled closer to the boy, looking up at him. "Trick or treat," she said thickly. The boy giggled, his voice cracking, and dropped a sweaty bill he'd been holding in his left hand into her bag. Karen stepped forward and pressed her hand against his boxers. She groped for the placket in the dim light but when she failed to find it immediately she just grabbed the waistband and pulled down. The boy's cock popped out and bounced against her chin.
Freed from his underwear, it stood straight up against his belly. It was a good inch longer than mine, although not as thick. Except for a short tuft of blonde fuzz at the top of the base his crotch and scrotum were hairless.
"Wow!" Karen exclaimed. "It'sh a big one!" The boy was tall enough that she hardly had to bend down at all to gulp down his tool. She wrapped her fist carefully around the base to control the depth of his thrusts and began a rapid suction up and down. She paused every few strokes to paint her tongue all around the glans, licking it like an ice-cream cone. Meanwhile, her other hand cupped his smooth tight nutsack, rolling his small balls back and forth.
Once again, it didn't take long. It wasn't more than two minutes of Karen's expert fellation before the boy tensed all over and rose up on his toes, arching his back. His first shot of jizz caught Karen while she licked at the head and sprayed right up her upturned nose. She choked but shoved the stiff shaft into her mouth, gasping and blowing in a vain attempt to clear her gummed nostrils as the boy fired spurt after spurt of hot semen into her. She swallowed, then had to open her mouth to get air. Cum spilled from her lips and drooled down her chin. She took a deep breath then determinedly clamped back down on the twitching organ, slurping and sucking the last of the teen's orgasm out of him.
It was the boy who pulled back, dragging his softening peter out of her mouth with an audible "pop". Suddenly dizzy, Karen staggered backwards and sat down hard on the ground, groaning and arching her back as the impact drove the butt plug deep inside her ass. She slumped over onto her side, hanging her head as her slim body was wracked with a coughing fit. Globs of cum and strings of mucus dripped thickly onto the ground. The teen looked scared at her collapse. Afraid he had injured her, he hastily pulled up his underwear, zipped up and left without looking back.
I sat down beside the child, tenderly brushing her long hair away from her face as the coughing fit passed. Then I rolled her onto her back and pillowed her head in my crossed legs. I used my fingers to gently wipe away the cum blocking her nostrils, being careful not to press too hard against her metal whiskers. Karen's eyes were closed. I pushed my semen-coated finger into her half-open mouth, rubbing it on her tongue. Her lips pursed around my digit, sucking it clean and rolling the familiar taste around her mouth. I continued to clean the smears of jizz off her face and feed them to her, while with my other hand I slowly stroked her cheeks, her neck, moving down to her chest and very gently rubbing her painted nipples, brushing away the dirt and leafmold as I went.
Karen's head was spinning. My touch was comforting but as my fingers trailed across her sensitive titties, the jangling buzz of her rising sexuality threatened to overwhelm everything else. It was like she was two people. She was the little girl that went to school, that played in the park, that sang in the church choir - but she was also the whore. She felt like the whore was taking over, just like the heat rising in her and the sparks shooting from her boobies down to her burning clitoris were taking over her body. She thought about being back in school on Monday, her classroom with the scarred veneer tables and plastic chairs, the bright construction-paper displays under buzzing fluorescent lights - but it was less and less the little girl she imagined, and more and more the whore fighting to take her place. Caitlin would ask how her trick-or-treating went, and she would try to answer but the whore would speak first: "Pretty good. I got some candy, then I sucked three cocks full of sperm, and then later on a grownup fucked me really hard" - she was pretty sure I would - "oh, and I was naked the whole time, that made my babycunt soooo hot..."
"My babycunt," Karen whispered from my lap. The little girl was getting smaller, fleeing from the heat roiling in her pubescent vagina. The whore was taking over, and pretty soon the little girl would be gone forever. "My whore babycunt, oh..." she whimpered softly. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. Karen cried for the vanishing little girl. She opened her legs and drew them up, bending her knees and raising her slipper-clad feet. As her pelvis rolled upwards her anus lifted off the ground and her costume tail was freed from beneath her. It swished back and forth between her legs, sweeping pine needles this way and that as the vibrator hummed inside her. Her labia, swollen and slick, spread apart to frame her vaginal opening dark and flushed with blood. Her painted clitoris stood straight up nearly a full inch, throbbing insistently in the cold night air.
I leaned forward slightly to rub my hands down Karen's slim torso, tracing the bottom of her ribcage. I felt the muscles in her abdomen jump as I gently massaged them, her tight little sixpack tensing and releasing as her breath caught in her throat. "Pleeease..." she sighed, "Oh, pleeeease, my babycunt...it's so hot...please, touch it...touch meeeee..." Her spooky eyes were closed. Her head rolled back and forth in my lap, pressing on my burning stiff cock in very interesting ways. I leaned over further and stroked my index finger across her engorged clitoris as lightly as I could.
"Ooh, ooh, ooh, ahhHH!" Karen gasped and sighed at my touch. Her arms were spread on the ground and her hands clutched convulsively at handfuls of dead needles and debris. Her feet kicked back and forth as her pelvis began to twitch and rotate under my feather-light touch, and her piquant preadolescent scent rose to mingle with the astringent pine aroma. I pushed my other hand between her skinny spread thighs at the bottom of her bald slit. Her baby honey poured out, filling my palm and overflowing onto the ground. I raised the cupped hand and dribbled her hot juice back over her and gently massaged it into her painted skin. Her entire crotch glistened in the dim light. I trailed my finger lightly up her spread slit, stroking up the underside of her clit. "Oh, ah, ah, AH!" Her gasping moans got louder and more frantic as the familiar wave of hot lava rose in her belly, rising up to crash down on her. She was nearly at the crest, nearly there...
Renee stepped into the clearing. Her eyes were bright in the shadows. She took in the sight of her older sister on the brink of orgasm. She put her hands on her hips and said, "I'm ready to do more houses. Can't you get her to stop whoring?" But she was giggling into her fake beard and her tone was only mock-severe.
I sat up, taking my hands off Karen's soaked, sticky crotch. She moaned in frustration and pumped her hips in the air. "I think Karen's done trick-or-treating. She's way too tired and too messy to go to any more houses." Renee's face fell, but she brightened as I continued. "You can go ahead, though, while I stay with her." I glanced at my watch. "We still have maybe half an hour, forty-five minutes 'til the fireworks, so we can do one more street. C'mon, Karen, time to go." I shook her shoulder gently. She groaned in protest but I stood up, pulling the dazed and sexually overloaded preteen to her feet. She swayed and staggered, her eyes only half-open. Her face was clean but her crotch area was a mess, slick and shiny with aromatic goo. Her cunt gaped open, totally ruining the illusion of her bodypaint. There was no way she could stand under another porchlight. I picked up her sack and, checking first to make sure the street was empty around us, we left the clearing. Renee skipped ahead.
We made it back to the main road, bypassing a couple of houses and keeping clear of the other groups of costumed children until we reached the next cul-de-sac. I knew this was a longer street of perhaps twenty or twenty-five houses. It wound down the hillside towards a small pond at the bottom. One of the houses close to the corner was for sale and had been vacant for some time. I recalled it had a small picnic shelter in its backyard which was hidden from the street. I stopped on the corner. Karen stood with her head down, holding my hand. I could hear the breath whistling in her nose. Her chest rose and fell deeply, as if she had been running. Her hips twitched as her costume tail lashed back and forth, and I could see juice was continuing to ooze from her cunny. The insides of her skinny thighs were shiny with streaks and drips of wetness. I pointed at the empty house. "We're going to be over there, in the back," I told Renee. "You can do this entire street, and when you're done you come find us. If the fireworks start before you've made it all the way around, though, you stop right away and come back. Understand?"
Renee said, "Uh-huh," but she was bouncing in place in her impatience to go out on her own.
"Okay, what'd I say?"
"Um...do this street and if the fireworks start, but you'll be over there, and I should stop then...?"
Close enough. "Okay. And you know not to ring the doorbell if the porchlight's out, right?"
"Yes," Dumb grownups. Did I think she was a baby or something?
"All right. See you in a while," I watched her cute bubble butt trotting away, then tugged on Karen's hand and headed for the empty house. She trudged along next to me, too tired to even look around.
As we approached the dark bulk of the house, a group stepped out of the shadows. I paused, prepared to give them a wide berth to conceal Karen's disheveled state - but in a second I realized they were not children in costume, but a group of older boys. I stopped and let them approach us. One of them stepped forward. "Hi," he said tentatively. I didn't reply. "Um...we have twenty dollars...?"
"Each?" I asked.
The boy answered "Yes!" sharply before he realized I was poking fun.
"Okay, we're going behind the house, there. You all wait a minute or two and then c'mon back." Karen kept her eyes downcast. She appeared to not be paying any attention at all to the group of older males ogling her nude body. I tugged her hand and we started walking again.
"She don't look so good," I heard a voice say as we passed. I stopped and turned.
"No, she's fine, just a little tired." I put a hand under the child's chin, raising her face to look at the boys and bent to whisper in her ear. "You're ready for some more sex, aren't you sweetie?"
Karen's eyes swam into focus, her yellow contacts taking in the group. "I'm a whore," she said dully in her high child's voice. "My whore babycunt's burning up." I smiled at the boys and tugged the child back into motion.
"Damn," I head someone say behind us as we walked across the lawn.
We slipped around the back of the darkened house. The shelter was there where I remembered it, with a stone picnic table and benches. I put Karen's sack on the table and set her on one of the benches and gently pushed her down to lie on her back. She didn't seem to feel the cold any more, not even with her backside pressed against the chilled rough stone. She drew up her heels on the bench and let her legs fall open, exposing her puffy labia and gaping slit. Her pink vaginal opening gleamed wetly, looking almost black in the bright orangeish glow from the security light on the back of the house.
Karen blinked her eyes repeatedly, and raised a trembling hand to rub at them. "Are your eyes bothering you, sweetie?" I asked.
She nodded. "They itch."
"Okay, I'm going to take your contacts out. Hold still." I pressed a hand on her forehead. A shiver wracked her; perhaps she was remembering the sting of the wires piercing her skin when last I held her like that. I leaned over her and carefully removed the soft lenses, revealing her own deep blue eyes. They were watery and bloodshot, but seemed fine otherwise. I stroked her forehead gently for a minute or two.
Bobbing shadows spread across the lawn towards us. I looked up as the group of teen boys surrounded the bench, staring down reverently at the naked little girl. I could see bulges forming in their pants as they watched, but no one seemed ready to break the silence.
"Okay, who's first?" I said. Startled faces looked down at me, until one boy stepped forward, a tall, muscular black kid with a high and tight haircut. I gestured towards the sack on the table and he dropped a bill inside. Then I directed him to kneel at Karen's head and open his pants. His cock sprang out, not the black monster of song and story but just an average-sized teenage penis, bobbing in the orange sodium-vapor light. He was uncircumcised but the foreskin was already fully retracted. Gently I turned Karen's head to the side. Her eyes slowly focused on the cock pointing at her face. I look her hand in mine and gently wrapped it around the boy's tool. I stroked a finger lightly down her cheek and whispered "Time to go to work again," in her ear. Without hesitation the eleven-year-old tugged on the chocolate-colored penis in her pale fist, pulling it towards her mouth. The boy leaned forward, gasping as he felt himself enveloped in Karen's warm, moist oral cavity. She began sucking and slurping noisily. The angle was awkward but the boy soon figured out how to help her by rocking his hips gently back and forth. The little girl's cheek bulged with the outline of the boy's cockhead.
Karen made little grunts and sighs as the teenaged penis pistoned slowly in and out between her lips. Her thighs began to slowly scissor open and closed. She tried to reach down with her other hand to play with herself but her arm was slow and uncoordinated, and each time I pulled it away and pressed it back down to the ground. There was no particular reason for that; I was just teasing her when it occurred to me, why not? I knew that to be safe I'd have to start Karen using birth control before long, but for now she was probably still young enough. I looked around the circle of avid teenaged faces watching their buddy penetrate Karen's mouth and waiting their turns. I settled on a short blond boy, barely taller than Karen. He looked like he'd hardly entered puberty himself, so I figured he'd be about the right size. "You," I pointed at him, "Yeah, you. What's your name, kid?"
"Ward," he answered, "Ward Holzer."
"Well, Ward Holzer, have you fucked a girl yet?" He gulped and shook his head. "You're going to right now. Put your money in the bag and step up."
Ward tripped over his own feet trying to walk and dig in his pants pocket at the same time, but he managed to fish out a wrinkled twenty and drop it in Karen's candy bag. I stood up and guided him to kneel on the end of the bench. He stared down at the naked child writhing before him. His face was sweaty. For the moment, the only sounds were his breathing, the rustling of the other boys as they watched the obscene spectacle, and the slurping of Karen sucking the black boy's cock. Then he opened his pants and I saw that I had guessed wrong. Really wrong. The boy was huge. His penis was longer than mine if not freakishly so, but it looked twice as thick, maybe more. Veins snaked down the shaft to a well-grown blond bush, and his balls hung heavy below. The circumcised head flared out from a gaping pisshole. I raised my eyebrows and mouthed "whoa". The boy grinned self-consciously and cupped his hand around the glans, spreading slippery precum all over and along the ridge. He stared down at Karen's swollen, shiny vulva and her plugged anus with the tail swishing from side to side on the bench. "Um...where do I...?"
I leaned down and placed the tip of my finger at the bottom of Karen's slit, showing the inexperienced boy where to go. He leaned down awkwardly, gripping the edge of the bench to support his weight, and wedged the very tip of his penis against Karen's leaking vagina. "Now push," I told him, and he did.
Karen's eyes opened wide as she felt the boy's girth shoving into her. She spit out the cock in her mouth, raising her head and looking down to see the thick member splitting her open. I had gotten her well-used to being fucked, but this invader was far larger than she was used to. "Ohhhhhh!" she groaned. "Ooooooh, aaaaah, aaaaaahhAAAIIEE! OH, my babycunt, my babycunt! Ow! Ow! OW!" She grimaced and the black boy yelped as her hand clutched at his tool forgotten in her grip.
The blond bottomed out with a couple of inches still outside, as I knew he would. "Dude, check it out!" I heard someone murmur. Karen's cuntlips were unbelievably stretched into a tight, thin ring around the boy's thick, no-longer-virgin penis. Her clit hood was pulled completely out of shape and the oversized bud smashed against the top of his shaft. As he pulled back her undeveloped inner lips clung and pulled out, grasping and squeezing at the flesh tube, then her chubby labia swelled and parted as he shoved back in.
"Oh, OH, AH, AH, AAAIE!" That single stroke was all it took to finally push Karen over the edge. Her head snapped back and the cords in her neck stood out. Her long hair swished from side to side, rippling down and dragging on the ground. Her back arched and I saw the muscles in her abdomen spasm as her orgasm smashed into her. Her legs kicked straight out in the air, squeezing the skinny teenager between her thighs. It was all he could do to hang on as her juvenile cunt clamped down on his tool, squeezing and twisting against it. The anal vibrator thrummed against the girl's overstuffed, bulging vaginal cavity, increasing the boy's surprised pleasure.
Karen's jerky, yipping cries became long low moans as the most intense spasms crested. Her orgasm receded but never really ended as the boy resumed stroking into her. She was tight, so tight he had to go very slowly. "Ohhh, my babycunt. Ohhh, my babycunt. Fuck my babycunt," she whined over and over. Frustrated, the black boy took her head in his hands and turned it to the side again. When her mouth opened he shoved his cock back in. Her moaning turned to a muffled "Mmmmph! Mmmaaph!" and the vibrations from her throat quickly proved too much. The boy's face screwed up and his hips jerked forward. Karen felt his cockhead swell and then it was spewing jet after jet of hot cum into her mouth. She swallowed as quickly as she could but it was difficult with her neck twisted to the side like that. Her mouth filled and semen oozed out around the boy's tool, dripping off her lips and hanging in gooey threads from her cheek.
The boy slumped back on his heels and his cock popped out of Karen's mouth. It waved in the cold air, rapidly deflating into his lap. Karen's hand dropped limply to the ground. She drew a ragged breath and let it out in an unsteady moan as the blond boy fucked into her again. The black guy stood up shakily and stepped back, and he was immediately replaced by another teen, who already had his stiff cock out. He didn't waste any time. He leaned over Karen to drop his money in her bag, then knelt and with one hand bent his erection down to swipe it over the fifth-grader's slack lips. She opened her blue eyes briefly then let them drift closed as she craned her neck forward to slurp in the new tool.
Seconds later the blond boy started grunting and jerking between Karen's skinny spread thighs. "Oh shit, oh shit, OH SHIT!" he groaned as he pressed himself deeply into her juvenile cunt. Karen gave a muffled scream as she felt hot cum splashing inside her. It triggered another wrenching series of orgasmic contractions. She was stuffed completely full and there was no place for the goo to go but out, oozing and squirting around her impossibly-stretched labia, mixed with her own slippery cunt cream. She strained to spread her thighs as wide as she possibly could, trying to reduce the intolerably delicious pain of the boy's huge cock stuffed into her. I could see the tube of flesh rhythmically bulging as each shot of semen pulsed through it. The boy held himself still between the fifth-grader's legs for several seconds, then with a groan he slumped back. Her cunt gaped wide open as he pulled out and stood. I watched her labia slowly start to close, forcing out a thick river of mingled sperm and her own juice. It dripped down to cover the buzzing end of the vibrator still buried in her asshole. Karen groaned around her mouthful of cock and her belly heaved and rippled as she continued to orgasm; I could see her inner passage clenching between her gaping, stretched labia but then another boy stepped up and dropped a twenty in her sack.
And that's the way it went from there. I stopped paying much attention to their faces. I leaned my butt against the picnic table, made sure that they put money in Karen's sack first, and that none of them mistreated her. Teen boys, bless 'em, all of them were quick. No one lasted as long as five minutes once they penetrated the fifth grader; one boy didn't even manage to get his peter into her mouth before he blew, squirting ropes of pearly cum all over her face and neck. On the periphery of my vision I saw at least one boy talking on his cellphone, which I supposed was why the group kept changing.
Not even the most extreme sex I had previously coerced Karen into had prepared her for this. Counting the anal vibrator the barely-pubescent child was being continuously triple-penetrated. No sooner did one cock shoot hot cum down her throat than another was shoved in her face. Her nose was full of the smell of male sweat and excitement. Each cock felt different, every load of semen tasted different. Some were thin and runny, some thick and gooey, as one after another they filled her mouth. After awhile she gave up trying to swallow and just let the slimy mucus slide down her throat and the rest spill back out of her mouth.
Her cunt was on fire. Her whole body was on fire. A cock would pull out, leaving her feeling empty and hollow, cold air blowing across wet skin and up her gaping channel, but then another boy would settle into place and thrust into her. She groaned as each new penis slid into her and she felt her cunt grip it and squeeze, her muscles rippling and spasming. Her legs were split wide, heels alternately resting on the ground and flailing in the air, thigh muscles twitching from the stress of the position. She could hardly feel individual parts of her body any more; all she felt was an endless series of orgasmic waves. They no longer registered as pleasure in particular, because she felt nothing else.
I had lost track of time myself. I watched Karen's ongoing gangbang through a haze of lust. My cock was aching to be set free from my tight jeans, but I didn't want to lose the ability to control the situation. I knew that my turn would arrive soon enough. Suddenly, a red blaze streaked up into the air over the trees, exploding in a starburst and painting the child's naked, sweaty, cum-streaked body with a lurid crimson glow. It was the signal that the fireworks would be starting soon. "Okay, guys," I croaked, mouth dry with excitement. I swallowed and tried again. "Okay, guys, time to finish up." There were some muted whines from late arrivals but I just crossed my arms and looked intimidating. The boy in Karen's mouth grimaced and threw his head back and pumped a last load into her face. He lost his balance and his cock popped out of her mouth, scraping the head painfully on her teeth and streaking his last shot across her smudged and sweaty cheek. Karen coughed and swallowed and coughed again. Bubbles of cum formed and popped between her lips and ran down her face.
She turned her head upwards. Her blue eyes were open but I don't think she saw anything, not even the burly teenager looming over her, grunting and sweating as he fucked her hard and fast. Tears ran down her cheeks, diluting the streaks and blobs of cum covering her painted face. She was sobbing and moaning and grunting all at once, whispering in a strained, clotted voice, "My babycunt, my babycunt, oh fuck my babycunt," over and over.
Finally the boy mounting her shuddered through his orgasm. He stood shakily and did up his pants. The group of boys milled around but gradually started moving away until Karen and I were alone in the cold. Her arms and legs hung down to the ground, twitching randomly as diminishing orgasmic waves coursed through her body. Her cunt gaped wide open, her labia so stretched that I could've inserted two fingers without touching either side. She was overflowing with cum. Her entire crotch up to her navel and down the insides of her thighs was thoroughly slimed with globs of semen and drying streaks of her own pubescent juices. Her face was similarly covered. Even the wires piercing her were gummed together with strands of semen. Her hair was tangled, full of leaf mold and dirt where it lay on the ground, and matted with drying jizz. She stank, a sharp odor composed of her own sweat and the boys', her spicy cunt juices, and the sour, ammoniac smell of cum.
As the cold wind blew across her naked body, Karen's eyes slowly swam back into focus. "Oh, geez," she whispered, and coughed again, spitting out a glob of semen onto her chin. She lifted her hands and slowly rubbed them down her torso, gingerly touching her sore, swollen nipples. She grimaced as her fingers rubbed through the sticky mess coating her abdomen. She attempted to close her thighs and winced in pain as raw, abraded tissues protested. I sat down on the bench and pillowed her head in my crotch. Using a corner of her cloth candy sack, I did what I could to scrub her face clean. I gathered her waist-length hair into a ponytail and brushed away the worst of the leaves and debris. Cum had already dried in it; the tangles would have to wait until I could get her into a shower. "Ohhh, my babycunt," she moaned, "oh geez, it stings."
I placed her head gently back on the bench so I could stand. I groped below her gooey, cum-soaked vulva until I found the switch on the buttplug, still vibrating buried in her ass. I turned it off and in the sudden silence I heard Karen catch her breath and gulp. I took her hands in mine and gently pulled her to a sitting position, straddling the bench. I heard a footfall behind me. I turned my head and there was Renee, dragging a bulging sack behind her. "I had more houses I coulda done, but when I saw the fireworks I stopped and came right here," she said proudly.
"Good girl," I praised her. "Come here and help me, will you? Your sister is pretty tired." Renee came closer, her eyes moving up and down her big sister's naked form.
"Wow," she said, taking in Karen's puffy, tear- and sperm-streaked face and the slimy mess oozing from between the older girl's legs, "She must've fucked a whole lot. Karen, were you whoring the whole time I was gone?" Karen mumbled something unintelligible in reply. She shifted uncomfortably on the cold, rough stone bench, trying to find a position that spared both her abraded vagina and her plugged rectum.
"She did great," I told Renee, "but now she's one tired little whore, and we need to get back to the truck so we can watch the fireworks. Carry her candy, will you please?" I held out Karen's sack, Renee held hers open and I dropped it in.
Karen was staring dully at the ground. She was starting to shiver as the sexual flush drained away and the cold wind struck her wet skin. She needed to be covered up; there was no way she could be seen by anyone in her present state. I shrugged out of my jacket and draped it around her, buttoning the top button to make a cape. It would reach her knees when she walked. Unfortunately, walking turned out to be beyond her current ability. I pulled her to a standing position; she took one shaky step and then collapsed face-down onto the grass. She writhed slightly, pushing up with her hands and struggling to get her feet underneath her. "Oh dear," I said, stooping to pick her up. "Can you hold on to me, sweetie?" I pulled her arms around my neck and stood, carrying her on my back. Her head rested on my shoulder. As I settled her in place she burped loudly. Her breath was redolent of sperm. Right away I felt wetness from her crotch soaking through the back of my sweater. I hitched my arms underneath her thighs. Her feet swung limply on either side of me. I said "C'mon, Renee, let's go," and we set off back up the hill to the common and my parked truck. As my gait bumped her belly against my back, the young girl hiccuped and belched repeated puffs of warm, cum-scented breath on my cheek.
We got back to the parking area just as the first fireworks burst overhead. The wonderful, deep "thumps" that you can feel all through your body woke Karen up. She raised her head and gasped in delight at the multicolored starbursts. When we reached the truck I stooped to set her gently back on her feet, murmuring, "Can you stand up for just a minute?" She nodded, grabbing on to the truck for support as her knobby knees trembled with exhaustion. I vaulted up into the truck bed and quickly made a pallet from a pile of sleeping bags and old quilts and blankets and couch cushions I had put there earlier in the day. Rather than let down the tailgate I just reached over the side. Renee handed up her sack first, then I grabbed her around her thin wrists and lifted. She wall-walked up the side of the truck and over into the bed. Then I bent down and grabbed Karen under her arms and lifted her up and over, too.
We burrowed between the many layers of the pallet and within seconds we were all snuggled down warm, surrounded by the truck sidewalls and out of view. The girls turned their faces upwards, watching the display. Their faces were washed by the multicolored explosions, their eyes wide and smiling. Now it was my turn.
I reached down under the covers and unsnapped my jeans, pulling the zipper down and freeing my penis. Unconstrained by the tight fabric it sprang to full hardness. I unwrapped Karen's limp nude form from my jacket and pulled her on top of me, back-to-front. She was much too tired to resist. I stroked my hands down her sticky front and gently pulled her thighs apart so that her legs rested outside mine. I grabbed my cock and pushed it down, lining it up with her sore, abused preteen vagina. In a single smooth thrust I buried myself almost to the hilt in her. I slid in easily; her cunt felt looser but no less hot. I enjoyed the weird feeling of cum squishing out all around my shaft.
Karen groaned as she felt herself penetrated yet again. My cock pushed against the now-inert bulk of the buttplug still buried in her ass. "Owwwooo," she moaned, "oh, it's sore, you're hurting my babycunt, pleeeeease, ow." She whimpered on for a moment but trailed off when I didn't start thrusting. I was perfectly content to just sit there with my stiff, adult cock shoved up her eleven-year-old cunny, feeling her channel spasm around me. I occasionally flexed my groin, feeling her clench and twitch as my glans expanded. Her delicious liquid heat seeped into me. I stroked her naked body gently, lightly tweaking her nipples and enjoying the feel of her breathing against me, her warm weight pressing me gently down into the cushions.
"You're such a good little girl," I murmured into her ear. "I'm so proud of you. You did so well tonight. You are so very special and I love you so very much." I continued to praise her softly under the bursting fireworks, glorying in the feel of my tool engulfed in her hot little snatch. I'd been hard all night, watching her prostitute herself first to Nate and then to a mostly nameless, faceless stream of teenagers, knowing that every dick thrust into her, every load of hot cum squirted into her mouth and down her throat, was just a little more of her childhood erased. Each stroke into her tight preteen vagina pounded the belief just a little bit deeper into her that she was indeed the whore I was making her.
Karen smiled sleepily through her discomfort but didn't otherwise respond to my praise. She was watching the fireworks intently as was her little sister beside us. I slid one hand over to the younger girl, squeezing her thigh through her trousers and passing my hand lightly over her crotch, her rounded belly, and her flat chest. "You were really helpful tonight, Renee, and I appreciate the way you let Karen do her whoring. I bet she's going to be sleeping late tomorrow, and while she is we'll do something special, just you and me, okay?" The child nodded absently, most of her attention focused on the pyrotechnics. An especially bright white starburst lit her face momentarily and I saw something odd in her fake beard. I continued to watch her face until another bright burst illuminated us, and then I was sure. Well, well, we definitely would have something very special to do tomorrow.
The fireworks came to a climax with a rapid volley of larger explosions. As the last burst died away, the silence was filled with the rattle of a generator starting up, and then the lights strung over the makeshift stage flickered on. It was time for the prizes.
The girls and I struggled to a more upright position so we could see the stage over the sill of the truck bed. Karen grunted as the change in position forced my cock a bit more deeply into her. I wrapped an arm around her naked stomach and lightly kissed the back of her neck. "Sorry," I whispered, grunting a bit myself as the delicious feel of her cunt sliding down on me brought me closer to the edge. I didn't want to cum yet, I was holding out for when I got the girls home, got Karen cleaned up and the wires pulled from her face and got us all naked in my big bed. I wanted to fuck her properly before going to sleep.
They handed out a number of subsidiary awards. Each time the man holding the mic would name the award - for most creative, scariest, ugliest, and so on - then describe the costume and the approximate age of the child and ask him or her to step forward to claim their prize, which was an engraved medallion on a black and orange ribbon. Some of the kids weren't there; many of the younger ones were fading after the long evening and were led or carried up to the stage by an adult. Then it came time for the prize for overall best. "This year is unusual," he announced, "in that the judges were unanimous in their choice. Someone put a lot of work into handpainting a costume and doing up the facepaint to match, and we were all impressed by how well the little girl stayed in character. So the winner for best costume this year is a girl, she's maybe ten or eleven with very long blond hair, dressed up as a wild leopard!" Scattered applause greeted the announcement, and the man continued, "Are you still here, darlin'?" He shaded his eyes and peered out into the crowd. "Come on up and get your prize if you are."
There was no way Karen could appear uncovered. Her sperm-smeared body completely defeated the concealing lines of her bodypaint. But carried in my arms and wrapped in my jacket, stepping into the light just long enough to claim her medal, I figured we could get away with it. I scrunched down and lifted around her waist at the same time. We gasped together as my cock slid out of her. Working quickly under the covers I wrapped her in my jacket again, this time zipping it up all the way. She poked her arms into the sleeves. I crawled to the back of the truck and let down the tailgate, and slid down carefully. I was careful because I hadn't zipped up my pants and my rampant cock was still hanging out, but there was no one right by us to see. Karen scooted to the end of the tailgate, legs dangling. I spread her legs out around me. She saw a brief flash of my naked penis before I draped my jacket over it. I cupped my hands under her butt and lifted. I did a quick little dance, working blind under the jacket and then - "aaaaaaah," I sighed.
"AaaaaHH!" Karen yipped as my cock slid back into her hot little cunny. She kicked her legs and writhed, groaning at the unexpected penetration. I supported her with my arms but her weight bore down, pushing my organ deep inside her until it bottomed out. "Ow! OW!" she complained.
I shushed her, squeezing her tightly. I did a quick check to see that my jacket concealed our nakedness, then started towards the stage. It was all too fast for her to protest. Each step sent a wonderful shock of pleasure through me as the fifth-grader's tight, grasping vagina bounced on my penis. She struggled a bit and writhed but quickly realized there was no way to escape without revealing to everyone that she was getting fucked. Even as tired and as worn out as she was, a hot flush crept up her cheeks as she realized she was having public sex in front of literally dozens of adults.
I strode up to the stage and carried Karen up the three steps to the platform. I took each step with a little extra push, gasping quietly as her twitching, hot cunt slid up and down my shaft. I felt my balls start to tighten as I walked to center stage, turning around so that it was Karen's painted face towards the audience and not mine. The paint obscured her stricken expression as she struggled to hide her embarrassment and not visibly react to the feeling of my cock thrusting into her under my jacket as she accepted her medallion. "Hold it up," urged the emcee, "so everyone can see." As she raised her arm overhead, the shift of her weight sent me over the edge. My ears burned as they filled with applause, and it took all my self-control to remain absolutely still as I ejaculated violently into the little girl. Karen felt it, too, and she grunted softly and kicked her bare legs involuntarily as each splash of hot semen spurted into her.
I stood still as my orgasm faded, maybe a moment too long as the applause finished, before I trusted myself to turn and speak. "Thank you very much," I squeaked out, my voice breaking like it hadn't since I was fifteen. I felt wetness flowing over my exposed scrotum under the jacket, chilling it as the breeze skirled around us. I jiggled Karen in my arms, and as I did I felt something liquid plop down onto the toe of my sneaker. Not daring to look, I said, "Say 'thank you', honey." What came out of Karen mouth instead was a choked, inarticulate squeak of outrage and frustration at my little joke on her. "She's very tired," I apologized, and hustled us down off the stage and back to the truck.
I fumbled my keys out of my pocket, holding Karen tight against me with one hand as she continued to squirm in anger and discomfort on my softening penis. I opened the door and bent, half-dropping her butt onto the seat. As we parted a thick string of mucus leaked out of her and down the leg of my jeans, across the grass, the doorsill, and onto the bench seat. Karen shifted uncomfortably, her face twisting, as a puddle of cum oozed out of her raw, stretched cunny. I walked to the back of the truck, lifted Renee down and latched the tailgate. She ran around to the driver's side, climbed in and scooted over to the center of the seat. I climbed in beside her, started up, and bumped slowly across the field and up onto the street, turning towards my house.
"So," I said to Renee as I pulled into my driveway. "How did you get squirt all up in your beard?"



Part 11
Mgg, ped, oral, anal, reluc, cons, mild s/m, hangover

I awoke before dawn, which was normal for me. A piss hardon felt hot and insistent between my legs, which was also normal. I was naked on top of the covers, which wasn't - normally I would be snuggled in my pjs underneath the duvet, but I had turned the heat up a bit before retiring. And of course, I was lying between two naked children which was definitely not normal, however fervently I wished it were.
Renee was curled on her side facing me. She was sucking her thumb in her sleep and had the other hand pushed down between her bare thighs. I levered myself over the nine-year-old's compact form and padded to the bathroom, where for a couple of minutes I resolutely did not think about the events of the previous evening until my penis deflated enough to urinate. I washed my hands and dabbed a bit of toothpaste on my tongue to kill the sourness of my morning breath. Back in the bedroom, I stood at the foot of my bed admiring the sleeping children in the dim orange illumination of the nightlight. As my eyes hungrily traced their nude bodies, their innocent faces relaxed in sleep, their clean, silky limbs, their tiny nipples and smooth, hairless cunnies, I felt my organ pulse and reinflate between my legs.
Karen was sprawled on her back with her pale, skinny arms and legs splayed out and one foot hanging off the bed. The eleven-year-old's waist-length blond hair spread across the pillows around her. I had made her sleep on a towel because even after a shower and a soak, her stretched cunt had still been oozing sperm from the evening's gangbang. She had stopped leaking while she slept but there was a heavy crust of dried semen on the terrycloth rucked up between her legs. We had scrubbed off most of her body paint except for around her vulva. Her painted labia and clit had been too sore for that treatment so they were still a mottled dark brown. That made a nice contrast since even in the dim light I could see a flash of moist pink where her slit had not completely closed up. Her nipples were still slightly swollen from the previous night's abuse; I watched them rise and fall as she snored softly. Twenty-seven twenty-dollar bills stacked neatly on the kitchen table between piles of candy testified to the reason for her exhaustion.
On the other side of the bed, Renee stirred. She opened her hazel eyes, taking in my hairy adult body and growing erection without expression. She stretched, reaching her arms up over her head and and pointing her pretty little toes. Even fully extended, the small third-grader touched neither the headboard nor footboard of my bed. She pressed her legs together and her chubby cuntlips pooched out at the juncture of her thighs. I had brushed out her braids before bed; her wavy, butt-length brown hair shone where it spread across the duvet. It framed her round cheeks, her delicate neck, the olive skin of her bare shoulders. Her dime-sized nipples looked so sexy riding the mounds of puppy fat that would one day become breasts. My cock throbbed gently, bouncing higher with each heartbeat, as I gazed down at her smooth, naked body.
I crawled back over the child and lay down facing her, turning my back to her older sister and snuggling my adult form against her small, hairless body. My cock rubbed gently against her thigh. Raising myself on one elbow, I stoked my other hand down the length of her, glorying in the feel of her smooth, warm skin. I gently massaged her nipples. I traced the bottom of her ribcage; her belly hollowed as she inhaled deeply. I passed my fingertips over the knob of her hipbone, down as far as I could reach to her knees, then dragged them slowly up until my fingers found her bald vulva. I pressed my hand lightly against the pale, warm, rubbery flesh. Renee had become so completely accustomed to our sex play that her only reaction was to open her legs slightly and sigh in pleasure as I gently pressed my middle finger into her slit and rubbed up and down. I could feel the heat of her immature core, and a little wetness began to slick my fingertip.
I leaned down to kiss along her hairline, her forehead, cheeks, and nose. She smelled of baby shampoo, of bubblegum and chocolate. As I inhaled deeply precum began to dribble out of my cock and the head slid over the warm skin of her thigh. Her lashes tickled as they fluttered against my lips. Her changeable eyes looked almost brown in the dim light. I gazed lovingly into them as my lips sought hers, and soft smacking sounds filled the room as we gently kissed in the dim predawn. My mouth was so much larger than hers that I held my lips almost closed to avoid slobbering all over her chin. "I love you, Renee," I breathed into her small mouth. Her only response was a soft hum deep in her throat, and an arch to her back as I gently rubbed my finger up the underside of her baby clitoris. Her small, pointed tongue darted out to touch my lips and I stuck mine out to meet it. The third-grader was a quick and enthusiastic study. It was thrilling to know I had helped her become as skilled at French kissing as women four times her age.
I stroked my fingers up and down over Renee's firm labia and her prominent, pudgy little mound. Her baby clit was swelling and poking out of the keyhole-shaped opening at the top of her bald slit and she wriggled her hips and giggled as I gently pressed my thumb down on it. I nudged my finger between her lips, feeling the pleasant pressure of the hot, firm girl flesh. I slowly pistoned in and out, no further than the first joint. Meanwhile, I kissed my way down the child's chin, her neck, and her flat chest to her nipples. I gave each one a lick, a suck, and a gentle nibble in turn, trailing my tongue back and forth on the smooth skin between them, tasting her clean flavor: soap, sweet child sweat, and Renee's own unique essence.
I gasped as her fingers groped for and brushed over the tip of my penis. I was so much taller that she could just barely reach it. She squeezed the slick flesh with her fingertips, tugging gently until it popped free and slapped against my hairy belly, then grabbing at it again. It was my turn to hum pleasure into the child's skin, and I pushed my finger faster in and out between her slick, tight, hairless lips. I pressed a little deeper with each stroke until finally I felt the elastic resistance of her hymen. She twitched and made a startled grunt as I pressed against it. I backed off and instead swept up and down the length of her slit. I rested my head on her chest for a few moments, panting at the glorious feel of the child's fingers twisting around the head of my prick. "That feels so good, Renee," I whispered.
"Mmmm," she replied. "I feel good, too. My button's getting tingly. Will you kiss me down there? Will you kiss my cunt?" I was teaching Renee to speak frankly about her body when we played together. It was a great turn-on for me to hear the dirty words and the frank desire in her soft, high-pitched voice. And I didn't miss this opportunity for positive reinforcement by granting her request. I licked my way down onto her belly. Her hand slipped off my tool as it moved out of her reach. I buried my face in her belly, blowing raspberries into her winking innie again and again. She giggled and shrieked with laughter while her legs bicycled in the air. I covered her vulva with my hand as her thighs spread wide and gently rubbed in a circle, spreading her preteen juices all over her labia and her hairless mound. Her laughter trailed off into sighs and coos of pleasure as I painted my tongue further down until I tasted her sweetness. I licked and slurped at her mound, around and down each firm lip in turn. I sucked the elastic flesh gently into my mouth and pulled, opening her tight slit slightly to reveal her undeveloped inner lips and the pale pink crescent of her hymen.
Renee drew her legs up, putting her heels together on the bed and letting her thighs splay wide open. I licked up the length of her slit, nibbling gently on the little nub at the top. The taste and smell of the preteen filled my senses, the sourness of her sweat, the very slight tang of urine, and the sweet, piquant flavor of her prepubescent sex juices. I pushed my nose between her labia and snuffled deeply as the nine-year-old wriggled her hips and sighed and gasped. I stroked my hand down her leg, across her knobby knee and her plump calf until I grasped the arch of her foot. I massaged it gently, gently squeezing each little toe. She giggled as I hit a ticklish spot.
Awkwardly I pivoted my body around the fulcrum of my tongue pressed into the child's weeping slit, moving until my knees were next to her head. We were too close to the head of the bed for my to stretch out, though. Still without taking my mouth off of her delectable cunt, I put my hands around her waist and pulled gently. Her butt slid down until it almost touched her heels, and with my help she inchwormed towards the foot of the bed until there was room for me to lie down without banging my knees against the headboard. Lying on my side, my rampant cock waved in the air and bumped against Renee's forehead, leaving little shiny dollops of precum on her skin. She reached up and cupped the slimy head in her palm, then slid it down the length of the shaft to cup my hairy scrotum. She squeezed gently, then not so gently. "Easy!" I said, lifting my head from between her spread thighs. "Be gentle with those, Renee, they're sensitive." In response she wrapped her small hand awkwardly around my pulsing shaft. She began wiggling it slowly from side to side, just barely jacking at it. "Ahhh," I breathed out, lowering my mouth back to her hot, moist preteen vagina. She tightened her thighs around me as I rubbed my mustache and beard against her sensitive skin, wetting the facial hair with her sweat and the light dribbles of clear fluid leaking out of her.
I was overwhelmed with love and lust for the naked third-grader. I rolled over onto my back, pulling her with me. I wrapped my hands around her thighs and raised my head to mash her delicate bald cunt against my face. I eagerly licked and sucked at her weeping slit, spread her thighs wide and folded her legs up on either side of my head so that I could stroke and touch her all over. I rubbed my hands over her back and sides, tickling her armpits. I loved her weight and warmth pressing against the length of my torso, the feel of her shifting against me as I gently gathered her long hair together in one hand and stroked it down over her naked back. She began to wriggle and buck, waving her bare feet in the air. "Ah...ah...ah," she gasped, her voice getting higher as my continuing oral assault drove her closer to her immature peak. I could feel the hot puffs of her breath on my penis. I craned my neck so I could reach her baby clit peeking out of the bottom of her slit, and sucked it between my lips, trilling my tongue against it. My nose nudged between her firm, fleshy butt cheeks, coloring the scent of her arousal with the more bitter tang of her anal rosebud. Her gasps turned to short, sharp moans that rapidly climbed in pitch, climaxing with a loud "EEE!" as her back arched and her toes curled. Her arms stiffened, pressing against the sheets and raising her head and upper chest off my belly and abdomen. Her body trembled against mine as I was rewarded with a fresh flow of her delicious baby honey. I slurped at it eagerly as she twisted and pushed her vulva against my lips. I licked and nibbled aggressively until her moans took on a tinge of discomfort as she tried to twist her oversensitive cunny away from my mouth rather than against it.
I dropped my head onto the mattress, inhaling deeply and running my hands rapidly and lightly over her hot, sweaty body as it rose and fell with my breath. "Whoooo!" I blew out, "I love your cunt, Renee, it's so sweet and tasty." Using the dirty adult language to the children still carried a great erotic charge for me. "That was a nice one, wasn't it?"
"Uh HUH!" Renee panted. Taking my cue, she answered, "My cunt got so hot, I had a great orgasm. I'm tingly all over now. I like it when you suck on me, it's better than when I use my fingers."
"It's always better when someone else helps," I agreed. I blew gently on the third-grader's spread vagina, making her wriggle against me. "Will you do me now? Will you put my thingy in your mouth? Please?"
"It's called a 'cock', not a thingy," the child corrected me. Where had she learned that? I had an idea, but I wasn't of a mind to worry about it just now because without further comment Renee pulled herself forward and painted her tongue down the length of my whatever-you-want-to-call-it-god-DAMN-it-felt-incredible.
"Ahhh, that's nice," I sighed as the child slobbered up and down my shaft. She planted her elbows on the bed and wrapped both hands around the organ, lifting it and pointing it at her mouth. Opening wide, she engulfed the head and sealed her lips around the ridge. I sighed again at the wonderful warmth and heat and the feeling of her tongue swirling around my pisshole. Her long hair tickled my thighs as she twisted her head from side to side. Drool leaked out between her lips and lubricated the shaft as she slid her fingers up and down, jacking me gently. Next to us, her older sister continued to snore softly, sleeping soundly despite the loud slurping and sucking noises right next to her head.
I closed my eyes in bliss, giving myself to the heavenly sensations of the nine-year-old fellating me. I let one hand rest gently on her back, caressing her lightly and playing with her long hair. With my other hand I pressed a finger gently into her slippery slit and wiggled it up and down. She twisted and made a soft moan of discomfort when I stroked over her swollen little clitoris - still too sensitive, I supposed - so I mostly confined myself to rubbing alongside it and playing with her hairless lips, although I teased her by repeatedly working closer to the engorged button and backing off. Each time her muffled sounds of discomfort got more insistent and she began trying to lift her crotch away from my touch. But I wouldn't stop - the delicious feel of the vibration as she vocalized brought me closer and closer to my own climax, but it was clear that her arousal was becoming almost painful to her. Juice still oozed from between her puffy labia, ran down over her tiny clit straining out from its hood and dribbled onto my neck.
I felt the heat rising in my tool and my scrotum tightening. I wrapped my arm more tightly around the child's naked back and pressed her against me as my hips began to twitch and my body writhed. "Ohhh, sweetie, that's good. I'm gonna squirt now, gonna squirt in your mouth, ah, ah, ah...OW!" Just as the cum began to surge up my shaft, Renee took revenge for my gentle torture. She wrapped both hands around me and squeezed with all her might! Her thumbs pressed into my shaft and her fingertips dug into the root behind my sack. Delicious agony spiked through me as the flow of semen was dammed. I twisted and bucked, nearly throwing Renee off of me as each spasm was painfully blocked, but the child kept the head of my penis between her lips and her hands in a death-grip around the root. "OW! OW! OW!" I shouted. My cock swelled under the pressure. The veins in it pulsed and the skin felt tight enough to split open. She pulled back and forth, at the same time tightening her lips and rubbing as hard and fast as she could against the swollen head. The sensation mounted, pain and pleasure twining together and spiraling upwards until it was beyond either. Her tongue felt like velvet, like burning sandpaper, like sunlight. It was intolerable; I never wanted it to end but I couldn't stand it for one more second.
I jammed my face back into Renee's writhing crotch, pushing her quivering lips apart and slurping at the sweet juices. I stabbed my tongue against her clitty then captured it in my mouth again. "Mmmmph!" She yelled in protest against the hot flesh of my penis filling her nine-year-old mouth, and my eyes watered and I grunted in pain as her grip got even tighter. I bit down, nibbling the child's swollen pleasure button but rather than release me, she did the same. Her teeth scraped across the screaming nerve endings of my glans.
We were locked in a perverse contest, naked adult and equally naked third-grader, our sweaty bodies grinding together. Her smooth skin slid against my hairy chest. She was yanking my tool forwards and back, sucking and now biting with increasing fervor. I was grunting, "UH! UH! UH!" as the cum kept trying to rise but was blocked by her squeezing fingers. With each pulse my cockhead swelled further, wedging itself more tightly into the child's mouth. Renee was fairly screaming into my flesh now. Muffled groans, choking and gagging sounds forced out around the stiff rod. Her saliva puddled on my abdomen and soaked my pubic hair.
Meanwhile I was almost chewing on her baby clit, tugging it this way and that as her hips bounced and writhed on my clavicle. Her legs were kicking hard, spasmodically, slapping against the sheets on either side of my head. I pressed my thumb between her sweaty, steamy labia, coating it thoroughly with her childish lubrication. Then I slid upwards, probing between her smooth, muscular cheeks for her anal rosebud. She shuddered when I pressed against it and I felt the tiny ring of muscle clench against my firm pressure. Slowly but smoothly she yielded and my thumb slid into the even more intense heat of the little girl's anal passage.
"'Oooooo!" she shouted around her mouthful of my cock. "'Ot my 'utt! Ow! OW!" But I was relentless, pressing until my thumb was entirely buried in her ass. She started struggling in earnest now and I had to squeeze my other arm around her back to prevent her from tearing her clitoris out from between my teeth. But if anything her death-grip around my cock tightened. She was yanking it back and forth with all her might. The ache in my balls was getting so intense it threatened to overwhelm the burning pleasure ricocheting up and down the shaft, the liquid heat of her mouth on the head.
I started pistoning my thumb in and out of the child's clenching rectum. Slowly at first, then faster and faster as the resistance lessened. "Let go! Let go! UH! Let GO!" I demanded with each plunge of the digit into her depths.
"Nuh-UH! Nuh-UH!" Renee yelled back, with each yank on my root, choking and drooling around the cock plunging in and out of her mouth. Our struggles got more and more violent. I was humping and bouncing on the mattress, trying to shove my cock down her throat, anything to get her to turn loose. The pain was mounting. My poor testicles felt like a speed bag and bright stars and streaks of light were clouding my vision. But the child had the advantage of leverage and none of my struggles dislodged her small hands clamped around me. In desperation I used my free hand to start spanking her as hard as I could at the awkward angle, slapping her ass in rhythm with my digit plunging in and out of her.
Her cheeks reddened under the abuse literally before my eyes, and that finally did it. She let go and tried to use her hands to pull herself down my body and free her ass from the punishment. The instant the pressure was released my orgasm, so long forestalled, rocketed out of me. The first spasm seemed to start at my toes. What felt like an endless surge of semen pulsed through the shaft and flooded the third-grader's mouth. "AHHHH!" I cried as my ass came up off the bed and my swollen, abused cock plunged to the back of her throat. Renee pulled back, choking and gagging. My organ popped out of her mouth as she fell back against me, convulsed in a coughing fit. The next shot fired over her head, painting her forehead and her hair and leaving a pearly streak down her sweaty back to the cleft of her buttocks, almost touching my thumb where it poked into her ass. "UH! UH! UUUH!" I grunted like an animal, stiffening and lurching on the bed as each painful spasm squirted more semen onto the little girl. Her mouth was almost touching the base of my twitching organ as she coughed, spitting cum into my matted pubes as more sprayed over her cheek, onto her shoulders and back. It dripped down across her chin and neck, clumping in her hair where it spread across my body and onto the bedclothes.
Finally, with one last convulsion I was emptied. I rolled over onto my side, spilling the little girl off me. My thumb popped out of her ass. I drew up my legs slightly and cupped my hands around my genitals. As the pleasure faded, the deep, sickening ache in my testicles crested. I moaned, eyes closed and breathing deeply, waiting for the pain to recede. Over the pounding in my own head I became aware of a soft whimpering. I opened my eyes to see that Renee was on her side in a posture that mirrored mine. She had one hand pressed against the reddened lips of her vulva; the other reached around her back to press between her reddened ass cheeks. Sperm dripped off her face and her back and streaked her tangled brown hair; there was a growing dark patch on the bedclothes under her face where she had coughed out a puddle of cum and saliva. We lay curled around each other. The child's high-pitched voice was a painful counterpoint to my own soft groans.
"Whatsamatter?" came a sleepy voice from behind me. I gingerly rolled over on my back, still cupping my aching balls. Karen had awoken and was propped up on her elbows looking blearily around. From my reversed position I looked past the pale soles of her feet and her slim legs. Her well-fucked slit still gaped pink between puffy, dark-painted labia. Her abdominal muscles rippled as she raised herself on her elbows. The fifth-grader blew her mussed hair away from her face and looked over at her sperm-glazed younger sister. "What'd you do to her?"
The pain in my nuts was starting to lessen. I sat up and swung my leg over the older child, straddling her. The warm skin of her belly felt soothing against my sore scrotum. I rubbed gently against her as I settled down. She looked down at my limp penis and grimaced as it left a snail-track of sperm and saliva on her belly. "Nothing," I replied. I began caressing Karen as I spoke, gently tracing her shoulders, her collarbones, trailing my fingers down her chest and over her nipples, then back up to her jawline and her rosy cheeks. "Well, nothing much," I temporized. "We were just fooling around, then we got into kind of a fight, a...a sex fight, sorta." I was groping for words. "You know how if it hurts a little it can feel really good at the same time?" Karen nodded, and she did know. Throughout months of abusing her I had tied sex to physical and mental humiliation, shaming the child over and over for her inability to resist the sexual pleasure I yanked from her reluctant preteen body. "Your sister knows how to do that to me really good, and I started doing it to her, then she did it to me harder, and I did it to her harder, and we just kinda kept going...I kinda forgot myself, but I didn't mean to hurt her. I love her lots, and I never want to hurt her." I was looking into Renee's eyes, speaking to her as much as her sister. The younger girl's face was still screwed up in discomfort. Cum ran in gooey trails down her forehead, cheeks, and chin, and matted her hair. She was rubbing gingerly at her tender pussy and asshole. I reached out tentatively to touch her but she made a sulky sound and turned her glazed face away. I let it go for now, and returned to gently fondling her older sister.
Karen closed her eyes and put her head back. She arched her back and purred in pleasure as I dragged my fingernails lightly up and down her bare sides, rubbing my thumbs over her stiffening nipples with each stroke. I leaned over and kissed her on the nose. "How're you this morning?" I brushed my fingers across her upper lip. Nate had been right; the thin wires we had pierced her with hadn't left any scabs or marks. If you looked really closely you could see six tiny indentations where the "whiskers" had emerged from either side of the little girl's Cupid's bow, but that was all. But boy, she had howled when I had tried to remove them last night. The fifth-grader had been nearly asleep, exhausted from sucking and fucking more than two dozen teenaged penises, and still more than half-drunk from the brandy I'd given her to insulate her from the cold as she walked naked through the night. Even so, when I'd laid her limp, jizz-oozing body on the bed and tugged at the titanium wires she'd jerked awake and hollered like she was being killed. Finally I'd had to get my wirecutters, peel her upper lip back, and snip each wire in half. Then I'd climbed onto the bed and, gripping her head tightly between my knees, jerked each of the six segments free. Once it was done, though, the poor child had been so tired she'd been asleep again in seconds.
Karen ran her tongue over her upper teeth, relieved that the stinging wires were gone. Her mouth was dry, and her head was throbbing. "Head hurts," she mumbled, "And my, my cunt is really sore." She had not yet become completely comfortable with the blunt words I'd taught her; I hoped she never would be. It was charming and arousing to watch her squirm and blush when she used the language I insisted on. Her stomach tensed beneath me as she squeezed her thighs together, stretching the irritated, tender tissues of her bald labia and vagina. "Not as much as the first time you...the first time we did it, but..."
"Well, you fucked a whole lot of boys last night," I told her. "I bet you can't even tell me how many, can you?" I gently pinched her puffy red nips in my fingers as I spoke, rolling them between my fingers. Karen gasped softly, but shook her head in answer. "I counted your money after you went to sleep. Twenty-seven twenty-dollar bills; that means you had twenty-seven cocks stuck into you last night. Plus mine, that's twenty-eight. Most women don't see twenty-eight different penises their whole lives, and you're not even in sixth grade yet! I love that you're such a total whore."
The child gasped again and moaned softly at my words, twisting her torso beneath my tickling fingers, but she looked right at me with a strange, new light in her eyes. "Yeah, I'm a total whore," she agreed, but she spoke confidently, even proudly, not timid or shamed as she always had before. Then it was my turn to gasp as unbidden, her hands found my sticky, drooping penis and she began petting it gently. I began to swell as her fingertips slipped over the drying coating of semen.
"Yeahhh..." I sighed. "Pretty little whore. Ahh, that feels nice. But..." I glanced at Renee. The younger girl was looking increasingly upset, if for no other reason than her big sister was now getting all the attention. It was time to deal with that. I leaned down to whisper in Karen's ear. "My thingy feels fine, but look - your sister has a sore cunny, and she's not used to it - she's not a whore like you. Maybe -" I paused to nibble at her delicate lobes and rub my nose and lips in her soft golden hair - "Maybe you could kiss it and make it better for her?"
I felt the child nod, her hair tickling my nose. "Okay, get off." She said, pushing gently against my hairy chest. Bemused at her new eagerness, I complied, rolling off to her other side and gently pushing the naked girl towards her younger sister. Karen sat up swiftly but then stopped, pressing her small hands against her temples. She said something like, "Urgh," and swayed slightly. "I don't feel so good..."
I propped myself on an elbow and rubbed my free hand over her naked back under her long blond hair, feeling the knobs of her spine and her bony shoulder blades. "You'll be OK in a minute, sweetie," I soothed her. "It's just from the brandy." The fifth-grader was suffering her first hangover. I'd tried to get her to drink some water last night but she'd been too tired. "Go ahead, now, like you said."
"Hey, Renee." Karen reached out to touch her younger sister's shoulder. Renee looked up at her. The brightening predawn light clearly showed the sheen of my ejaculate covering her face. "Did he hurt you?" Karen asked, gently placing her hand on the child's cheek. Renee nodded. "Bad uncle," Karen continued, "Bad." Her fingers came away coated in sticky, drying semen. Absently she put them in her mouth and sucked them clean. "Where did he hurt you, Renee?"
"Here," the nine-year-old raised her knees and spread her legs slightly, showing her two hands rubbing front and back. "My cunt. And he put his finger in my butt, and spanked it."
"Move your hand," Karen didn't wait for her younger sister to obey. She pushed Renee's hands aside, revealing the child's reddened labia, and bent to place her lips squarely at the apex of the younger girl's bald mound. Her tongue snaked out to taste the salty, sticky, slightly pungent juices drying on the smooth lips. The piquant scent of little girl arousal filled her nostrils and seemed to clear her head a little bit. Clear it, and more. Karen loved her little sister and tried to be good to her. But a good girl would never kiss her little sister's cunt like this.
Karen's head was still fuzzy, but the events of last night were crystal clear in her memory. Unfamiliar with the way alcohol dissolves inhibitions, she was unable to account for the way she had lost control. The past months of nightly masturbation and sometimes daily intercourse had taken her to a state of near-constant low-level arousal, but she had learned to deal with it at school, at church, playing with her friends. She could wait until she got home - until last night, when something had broken. Walking naked through the neighborhood she'd compulsively masturbated, heedless of anyone who might see. She'd ended up squirted full of sperm at both ends. While she remembered the details of many of the penises that she had willingly sucked into her mouth, she barely recalled any of the faces that went with them. And of course she remembered the all-consuming waves of orgasmic pleasure that had carried her away. She remembered her tears, her confused, tormented whirling emotions as the good little girl disappeared, pushed further and further away with every thrust of strangers' cocks. Only a whore would kiss her little sister's cunt. A normal girl would keep her promise not to bug her little sister for sex, and she would be ashamed if she broke it. And Karen was ashamed, but that feeling was easily overwhelmed by the need burning in her pubescent body. It made betrayal easy, inevitable. She could think of only one explanation - Karen was a whore.
WIth the word burning in her brain she rolled over, pressing her body against the smaller child's. The feel of warm, sticky skin sliding together made her nipples tingle and heat, and small ripples of pleasure began to radiate from her clitoris, competing with the soreness and the stretched, abraded feeling in her overused juvenile vagina. Karen wrapped her arms under and around Renee's thighs, prying them apart to improve her access to the third-grader's vulva. She pressed her face into the sticky slit, licking and slurping up the younger girl's preteen lubrication. But Renee's baby clit was still irritated and oversensitive and the oral assault was making her more uncomfortable rather than soothing her. She wriggled beneath the greater weight of her big sister and tried to push her off.
But Karen was oblivious. The little girl was gone; the whore had taken over and the whore cared only for her own pleasure. She pressed herself down harder and swung a leg over to straddle Renee's neck, pinning her. She pushed backwards, mashing her clit against the child's neck and chin. I heard Karen gasp with pleasure, then the slurping and sucking sounds redoubled as she began humping herself against Renee. Her back undulated, the knobs of her spine and her bony shoulderblades sheened with sweat. Her pubescent cunt juice began to dribble out between her smooth, stretched labia. Renee jumped when the creamy goo dripped onto her face. Her expression twisted into disgust as Karen's humping smeared it across her lips up to her nostrils. She had only lately learned to enjoy sucking cock, and from what she had been taught so far, licking a cunny was something only whores did, whores like her big sister. "Hey! Karen, cut it out! Please sto-mmmph!" Renee's protest was cut off as Karen shoved backwards and covered her little sister's sperm-glazed face with her dripping vulva. She ground her stiff, oversized clitoris against the child's lips. Her glistening labia captured the child's pert nose and she pushed, fucking herself against it.
Karen raised her head, eyes closed, panting as bolts of pleasure shot through her preteen body. All thought of comforting her little sister was gone, overwhelmed by her own selfish need for release. "Ohh," she moaned, "Eat me, eat my babycunt, my whore babycunt. Agggh..." She clamped her thighs tighter around Renee's head and pressed her body down. Renee's hazel eyes were wide and angry as she struggled. Karen was lubricating freely now, and her aromatic goo smeared across Renee's face, mixing with the semen I had already deposited there. Karen's moans mingled with muffled choking sounds from Renee as creamy, pungent liquid filled her nose and mouth.
My penis was fully hard again from the sight of Karen molesting her little sister. I got up and kneeled between Karen's spread legs, just above Renee's head. My cock bobbed and bounced off her pale ass cheeks as they rose and fell, clenched and relaxed. Her asshole winked from between the creamy orbs that were just beginning to round into a womanly shape. I gently pressed my penis into her butt crack, glorying in the damp, sweaty, warm skin. I lowered myself gingerly until my still-sore scrotum rested on Renee's forehead. I grasped Karen around the waist and pulled her up and back. My cock slid to press upwards against her slit. The head bumped against her swollen clit; it felt almost like a small finger poking me. With a quick adjustment I rocked my hips forward and once again pushed home into the eleven-year-old's vagina. "Ahhh!" my breath gusted out of me as her exquisite heat enveloped and squeezed me tight.
Karen exclaimed at the unexpected penetration. "Oh, geez! Ow! Oh, oh, ah, gna, guuh, guuh, GUH!" I began making short, sharp thrusts into her, watching avidly as my stiff, veined rod pistoned into her pale body. I raised my head and realized we were perfectly framed in the bureau mirror at the foot of the bed. I saw Karen's head thrown back, eyes closed, her mouth open wide in an "O" of surprise and pleasure as my penis spread apart her sore, stretched cunt lips.
Renee struggled beneath us as I vigorously fucked the older girl from behind, but Karen kept her upper body pressed down on Renee's belly, sliding their hot, sweaty bodies together. Renee's arms flailed out, striking weakly at Karen's sides and back, futilely trying to dislodge her. I slid my hands back from Karen's thin waist so that I could pry her cheeks apart with my thumbs, exposing the pink-brown asterisk of her anus. I rubbed my right thumb against my shaft where it disappeared into her juvenile cunt, slicking it thoroughly with her juice, then pressed it hard against her sphincter. After a second's resistance, it slid smoothly into her. Her eyes snapped open in the mirror at the second penetration and she yowled as I began to pump my thumb into her counterpoint to my penis. "Gahh, gahh, GAIEEE!" she cried, shoving her cunt violently back onto my shaft as her muscles clenched in orgasm. A fresh surge of hot juice squished out around my rod, soaking my pubic hair and running down my scrotum onto Renee's disgusted face.
The force of her contractions was almost painful on my thumb and my penis. Karen yipped and yelped with each spasm, tossing her head from side to side, until with a final, drawn-out moan, she fell forward and rolled onto her side on the tangled bedclothes. Her cunt grasped greedily at my cock as she pulled away. My thumb popped out of her ass at the same time as my penis, freed from her delicious juvenile tightness, popped up in the air. I sat back on my heels; Renee was now free to move, but the child looked stunned. Her legs stayed as they were, splayed wide. Her crotch glistened with her big sister's saliva. Her bald labia were stretched and irritated; her tiny clit stood out dark red and angry-looking. Already spattered with my jizz, her face and hair were drenched with Karen's baby honey, eyelashes and nostrils gummed and clotted. She drew in a great gulping breath and began to cry.
I had been getting close to orgasm when Karen beat me to it, and my wet cock throbbed as the draft from the heating vent caressed it. It was tempting to quiet Renee's sobs by just shoving my tool into her mouth, but that was a foolish fantasy. I had spent years, literally, grooming Renee into an eager, skilled preteen sex partner and I wasn't about to ruin that for a single ejaculation. Instead I sat back and pillowed her head on my thigh. "Shh, shh, I'm sorry, baby," I crooned as I tenderly caressed her. I used my fingers to squeegee cunt cream and semen off her face, wiping the goo on Karen's legs. For her part, the older girl was oblivious, lying on her back with her legs half-spread. One hand covered her crotch, a finger circling and languidly penetrating her dripping hole. Her eyes were closed and a satiated smile played across her face. As I continued to comfort her little sister her breathing slowed and deepened. Her face relaxed and she began to snore again.
I had yet to see Renee bawl full-out; she was such a self-possessed child that even her crying was restrained. She sobbed quietly, her nude belly heaving and tears running from her hazel eyes, but within a couple of minutes she was mostly back in control of herself. She gazed up at me, her eyes still shiny with tears. "You hurt me," she said flatly. "And Karen broke her promise."
For the moment, I ignored her first accusation. "I'm sorry," I repeated. "She didn't mean to, she just couldn't help herself. It's part of being a whore, when she needs sex she forgets everything else. I'll make her apologize to you when she wakes up again, ok?" Before she could accuse me again, I continued, "How about we get cleaned up? You're pretty messy. Let's have a shower and then we'll eat some breakfast. I'll make pancakes," I offered, her favorite. Mollified for the moment, the child let me tug her to her feet and the two of us walked naked into the bathroom.



Part 12
Mg, ped, oral, anal, reluc, cons, rom

I sat at the table next to nine-year-old Renee and watched her polish off her third plate of pancakes with workmanlike determination. Her hair, wet from the shower, was turbaned in a fluffy deep blue towel. She was wearing a white tshirt, one of mine, and nothing else. When she stood it would cover her to her knees but sitting in the chair it was pushed up into her lap. I admired her stocky legs through the smoked glass tabletop. I watched her bare feet swinging back and forth. Every so often she would extend one leg, point her pretty toes and rotate her foot. She wasn't doing it consciously, it was just her body burning off excess energy. Nor did she probably realize the effect she was having on me, as I recalled the morning months ago when I had first seen her panties dangling from that pretty ankle. My erection had not fully subsided, not since her big sister had basically passed out on me in mid-coitus. The fifth-grader had gotten her orgasm but left me hanging. "How rude", as another eminently fuckable (if snotty and annoying) fifth-grader had been known to say.
My boner had bounced off Renee's forehead several times when we showered together, but despite being a very skilled masturbator and lately fellatrix, the child had made no attempt to relieve me. She'd still been upset and a little angry at the way her sister had molested her and the way our own lovemaking had gotten kind of rough. For my part, I'd shampooed and washed her as impersonally as I could manage. I knew she wouldn't respond well to further importuning at that point; Renee was a child who had to be left alone to get over her mad, but given a little time her naturally positive disposition was irrepressible. So I had contented myself with admiring her nude body as the warm water streamed off her, her rounded child's belly and bubble butt, her pointy pink nipples on their cones of puppyfat, her beautiful hairless, chubby vulva and smooth clitoral hood poking out of her open slit.
I was wearing an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt and a pair of boxer shorts. The fly gaped and my penis, still at half-mast, leaned out in plain view under the clear tabletop, sprouting from the colorful fabric in its nest of wiry dark hair. I would just as soon have stayed undressed, but while Renee was sexualized to the point where the sight of an adult's half-erect penis wasn't nearly enough to distract her from a plateful of pancakes with real maple syrup, my fully naked body was still somewhat disquieting to her. Perhaps it reminded her a bit of the only other time she'd seen me completely nude, the day I deflowered her older sister. Even as accustomed to sex play as she had been at that point, fresh from making out with me and "teaching" Karen to eat her cunny for the first time, it had been kind of scary. I remembered her huddled naked at the end of the couch, watching her sister's pale, small body writhe beneath me, flinching as the older girl screamed and cried and begged me to take my penis out of her. The memory never failed to heat my crotch but I think for Renee it was still a source of some confusion and upset, and seeing me completely nude was a reminder. Or it could've just been that I was big, adult-sized. Big, and hairy, and - while I wasn't a fat lump - not in perfect shape, and perhaps a bit overwhelming to the short little girl. Either way, it was important that she be comfortable for the discussion we needed to have, so I had dressed.
Renee wiped up the last of the syrup with a piece of bacon and popped it into her mouth. She looked at me calmly while she chewed. There were a some drops of syrup on her rosy round cheeks and her beautiful full lips. She had always been a messy eater, but she was getting better. My tshirt was still clean. "Full?" She nodded, swallowing. "Put your plate in the sink and come on in the den and I'll comb your hair out."
I turned on the tv and handed the remote to the child. She flipped to her favorite, classic Tex Avery cartoons - it was one more reason I loved her, that she had no time for the lame extended toy commercials that passed for modern kids' shows. I sat in the wing chair and guided her to sit between my knees with her back to me. She leaned back at first and we both jumped a little as the head of my penis rubbed against the back of her neck. As much as I enjoyed the feeling of skin against skin, I couldn't work from that position. I got Renee to scoot forward a bit, then I unwound the towel from her head and laid it aside on the couch. Her thick, wavy brown hair fell in damp tangles. I gathered it at the nape of her neck with my left hand, then slid down to hold near the ends. Taking the hairbrush in my right, I began the slow process of brushing her out.
I worked without speaking for a few minutes. When the cartoon show went to commercial I paused to mute the sound. "So," I asked for the third time, "How did you get squirt all in your beard last night?"
Her thin shoulders stiffened between my thighs, and I thought she was going to refuse to answer as she had previously. But after a moment she said in a small voice, "I can't tell. It's a secret, and I promised." That was about what I'd expected, and I knew I'd have to proceed carefully. On the one hand I wanted to know what exactly had happened, but on the other I didn't want to encourage the child to break a confidence. I had a vested interest, to put it mildly, in making sure she was comfortable keeping secrets from the adult authority figures in her life.
"That's OK," I reassured her. I had worked the tangles out of her hair but I continued brushing it in slow, soothing strokes. "I'm proud of you for keeping your promise. Were you scared I was going to get mad?" Again she paused, then made a slight but definite nod. Looking down over the top of Renee's head I couldn't see her expression but I imagined her childish brow lowered in consternation. "I'm not mad. I might be mad if you were a tattletale, but if you gave your promise you should keep it." I stroked her forehead and bent to plant a light kiss on the top of her head. She smelled like my shampoo now but the scent of freshly-washed little girl still went straight to my backbrain and my crotch, dizzying me with arousal. "I don't want you to tell your secret, but really there's only one way you could get squirt on your face like that, it's if you were playing with a grownup's thingy and he had an orgasm. So that's not really a secret, is it?"
Renee twisted around to look up at me, anxiety and confusion in her hazel eyes. "If you knew the secret, then why'd you ask?" She ignored my own cock waving right in front of her face, even though she was close enough that I could feel the warm puffs of her breath on the shaft as she spoke.
"Like I said, that's not the secret. The secret part, I think, is whose thingy it was. I don't know who it was, and unless you want to tell me I don't want to know. So you're keeping the secret," I reassured her. "But I want to make sure that nothing bad happened. There are some grownups who are...mean...to sexy little girls like you. Remember way back the first time Karen caught us? That's what she thought, that I was mean, and I was making you do stuff. If someone made you do stuff when you didn't want to, that's different than if you had fun. I just want to make sure you had fun. You don't have to tell me who it was, but I'd feel better if you told me what happened. Would that be OK?"
"I dunno. I guess..."
"Good. So, you were trick-or-treating..." I prompted.
"Um...and I...are you sure you won't be mad?" Renee sounded scared.
"Renee, I promise I'm not mad. I love you." I changed the subject for just a second. "I'm gonna do just one braid, OK? I'm not that good at it, and I think if I do two they'll be uneven and you'll look like a big lumpy-head."
"Lumpy-head?"
"Yeah, lumpy-head, lumpy-head, lumpy-head." Renee broke out in giggles as I chanted at my bad Oscar-the-grouch imitation. But it seemed to break her reserve, and as I awkwardly gathered and divided her long hair into three parts the words started to tumble out of her.
"I cut across the lawn, even though you said not to go to houses with the light off, but the porch light was off but he was sitting on a swing, and I didn't see him at first and it scared me when he said hello. But he was nice and he said I could sit with him. And I asked him why he didn't have the light on and he said he didn't have any candy but he liked to look at the costumes. And he asked what I was and I said a pirate and he said I had a scary costume. And I sat down next to him 'cause he asked me to, and we cuddled a little bit. He smelled funny."
I was fascinated. This was probably the most coherent, linear recounting of events Renee had ever managed. "Funny, bad?" I asked.
"Nuh-uh, just funny. Kinda like flowers, but...sharp. So we were sitting there, and he was hugging me kinda tight and I didn't know why, and then I saw his thingy was standing up so I knew. So I said, 'do you need an orgasm?' and he was, like, 'no!' and I said, 'then how come your thingy's all hard?' and 'can I see it?' and that's when he told me it's called a cock, not a thingy. How come you don't know the right words?"
"There's lots of words for it, kiddo," I chuckled. "'Cock' and 'thingy' are both right, but cock is more of a grown-up word - I'm pretty sure I've used it before, but you forgot. There's also penis and boner and lots more. But how many do you need to know?"
"I wanna know all of them!" the third-grader declared.
That was Renee - as long as I'd known the child she'd been full of enthusiasm and a love of learning. Her single-mindedness sometimes gave her teachers fits; I could see at least one Ph.D. in her future. "Tell you what, then, I'll make you a deal. Every time you play with my thingy, I'll teach you a new word for it."
"Deal!" Renee spun around to face me, or rather, to face my half-erect dick from where she sat on the floor. I was taken by surprise and her hair slid through my hands, undoing the partial braid I'd laboriously constructed. She wrapped her small hands around my tool, one above the other, and gently squeezed first with her left then her right, alternating the pressure as I quickly grew to full hardness. I sighed, then groaned with pleasure as the child pulled the stiff shaft down to meet her lips. She planted a tight, almost-close-mouthed kiss on the very tip, using a lot of suction.
"Ohh, Renee, that feels so good..." No sooner did I say that, though, then she broke the kiss and turned me loose, watching with an impish grin as my cock sprang upwards and wobbled in front of her face.
"So, what's the new word?" she demanded.
"Hmm...OK, today's word is 'peter'."
"Peter?! That's a boy's name!"
"Well, don't you think he's a boy?" I flexed my groin, making Peter bounce a bit for emphasis. "Now turn back around, I have to start your braid again, and you have to finish your story."
"So I touched his, his peter," she giggled, "on top of his clothing, and he made funny noises just like you do, so I knew it felt good, and he was wearing sweatpants so it was easy to pull them down and take it out and he didn't stop me. Hey, you know what? He wasn't wearing any underpants! I thought that was weird. But he had a nice peter. It was warm and it had this funny bit of skin on the end, like a hood or something. But the skin pulled back and then it looked regular. So I was rubbing it, and I wasn't sure if I wanted to put my mouth on it, I just leaned down to see if it smelled OK..."
"Really?" I interjected.
"Well...maybe. Maybe I was just gonna kiss it a little."
"Really?" I repeated.
"Well..." She craned her head around to look at me, abashed and a little anxious.
"Turn your head back around, I'm almost done," I instructed her. "It's fine," I reassured the little girl. "If you like putting cocks in your mouth there's nothing wrong with that. I promise I'm not jealous. You just have to make sure when you find a nice cock that there's a nice person attached to it." Renee giggled again. "Like that first boy last night, remember? He wasn't very nice. And sometimes you can't tell for sure."
"This man was nice," she said decisively. Then, more tentatively, "Are you sure you're not jealous?" So I had guessed correctly. From the beginning I had treated Renee completely differently from Karen. My intention with Karen had never been more than to ensure her silence by making sex a shared, guilty secret. It was a strategy born of desperation, but then it had become a game to see just how far I could push her. Now that it was clear that she was drowning in her pubescent sexuality, my only goal was to make sure that she stayed reasonably safe in her compulsive pursuit of sexual pleasure. Well, and if she made a bit of money at the same time it wouldn't be the worst thing in the world. But I had never emotionally bullied Renee in that way, and I'd certainly never played on her guilt and shame - if for no other reason than she felt none. The pleasure she took in her immature body was so far uncontaminated by her church's sex-phobia. And while I wasn't always physically gentle with her, I tried to respect her feelings. I always showed her love when I molested her, and she responded in kind.
"I promise," I assured her again. "But I think from now on you should ask me first if there's another boy or man you want to fool around with, so I can make sure he's nice. Will you do that?"
"OK!" she said brightly.
"OK, I'm all done." I wrapped an elastic ponytail holder, black with two pale blue plastic balls, around the bottom of my somewhat inexpert braid. "So, finish your story?"
Renee spun around to face me, causing my boner to again bop her lightly on the forehead. She wrapped her right hand around the base and angled it down towards her lips. "I just had time to do this -" she stuck out her small, pink tongue and lapped at the frenum, pushing the tiny ridge from side to side. " - and he squirted!"
I was gasping with sudden pleasure from the feel and the sight of the child licking my penis. Her hazel eyes looked up at me as she tilted her head back. The dark, swollen flesh of my manhood rested against the side of her nose. I patted the top of her head, slid my hand down to cup her rosy round cheek. "I can understand why he squirted. He probably never had anyone lick his peter as good as you do."
"There was a LOT of squirt," Renee continued. This was clearly the most interesting part of the story to her. "I only got a little on me, and I thought I wiped it off but I guess not. But I sat up and he kept squirting, over and over all over himself. He got a bunch on his own face, even! And he was breathing hard and making funny noises, almost like it hurt but I know it doesn't hurt when a boy squirts, it feels really really good like when you make my cunt all tingly and I have orgasms."
I could picture it - one of my neighbors (I didn't know who, and so far I didn't hear anything in Renee's story that made it important to find out) with a thing for little kids, sitting on his porch watching the pretty costumes go by, tortured with desire but afraid to act on it. Then a child appears; he invites her to sit. They cuddle, he doesn't dare cross the line. Then the terror of being discovered and before he can fully react to that, the child has her mouth on him, and in seconds all the years of yearning explode out of him. It must've blown his mind.
Renee was still speaking. "It took awhile before he said anything." She continued to absently jack me as she spoke, lightly squeezing with her little fingertips. I squirmed a little with pleasure and my feet danced around involuntarily on either side of the child. "Then he was all, thanks, wow, that was great. But this is the weird part, then he asked if he could suck my cock! And I said, I don't have a cock, I'm a girl, silly! And then he got all weird. He grabbed me here," she pushed her hand down into her tshirt-covered crotch, "and squeezed. It almost hurt a little. Then he said he only liked boys, that he thought I was a boy and he was sorry."
"Well, some people are like that. Some only like boys, some only like girls."
"That's weird. Karen likes boys, but she was trying to play with my cunt all the time before you made her stop."
"You can't go by your sister. She's a whore, and that's different from most people. What about you? I remember you didn't like the smell of your own cunt. Would you eat another girl's?"
Renee paused in her languorous masturbation of me while she thought about that. "I dunno. I liked it fine when Karen licked me, I even had a little orgasm I think, but that's just a mouth. A mouth isn't a boy or a girl, it's just a mouth."
"Wow, that's really a smart thing to say," I told the child, and it was if you thought about it. She beamed at my praise and I continued, "Well, you'll figure it out as you get older. No hurry - ah!" Renee resumed playing with my staff. She ran her fingers up and down the top, spreading precum back from the head to the base, then pressing down as she smoothed her fingers forward again until the head popped free. She did this again and again, giggling up at me saucily each time my tool slid away from her fingers and bobbed upwards. "Ah, Renee, that's nice," I put my head back and closed my eyes. "You play with my peter so good, better than anyone." For several moments I simply gloried in the feel of the child's soft fingers stroking me. I wasn't lying. Whether she meant to or not, this was the perfect amount of stimulation. It felt awesome, and the sight of the nine-year-old sitting cross-legged on the floor and gazing intently at my penis as it bounced right in front of her face was thrilling, but she could've kept it up for hours without bringing me close to orgasm.
"After that he didn't seem so nice anymore," Renee finished up her story. "He pulled his pants up and he just went inside his house without even saying goodbye. I thought he might come back out after he wiped all the squirt off his face but he didn't, so I went and did more houses."
"Uh huh," I said. I was only half-listening now. "Hey, you want to feel something cool?" I asked her. "Keep pushing down on it this time." Looking up at me quizzically, Renee wrapped her hand around the head of my penis and pressed, bending it down to the horizontal. "Further," I encouraged her, shuffling my butt closer to the edge of the chair. "It's OK, you won't hurt me. Keep pressing...ah!" She blinked in surprise as she heard and felt the muted "crack!" from the base of my tool. She snatched her hand away and it bounced upwards. "It's OK," I repeated, "you didn't break it. It cracks, just like knuckles."
"That's weird!" the child declared.
"Yeah, it is, but it feels good...ow, hey!" I reached down and grabbed her thin wrist. "But you can only do it once, like a knuckle." I tugged gently on her wrist. "C'mon up here and sit in my lap, why don't you." She stood and I pulled her down to sit sidewise across my thighs. I slid her tshirt up so her warm bare butt rested on my boxers. I wrapped one arm around her thin shoulders and pulled her to me, while my other hand reached up under the tshirt to rub her boobies. I tweaked a tiny nipple between thumb and forefinger, feeling it stiffen as the little girl hummed a satisfied "mmm" into my bare chest. Her left leg hung off the front of the chair and she swung her foot back and forth as I continued to gently fondle her under the thin fabric. I stroked her chest and belly, tracing the edge of her ribcage as she breathed deeply. Her skin was so warm to the touch. I moved my hand downward, cupping and stroking over her bare mound. She snuggled down into my touch, then surprised me by reaching her own hand down to grab again at my cock where it stood proud between her spread bare legs. She pulled it towards her own crotch, a sidewise angle it wouldn't quite bend at. I tilted my pelvis in the chair to avoid having my tool break off in her hand; at the same time she scooched down so that she could press me against her crotch.
"Ahh!" We sighed together at the intimate content. Renee pushed my firm flesh against her own hot, moist slit. She hunched herself against me, sliding herself along the length of my tool and wetting me with her warm, gooey preadolescent sex juice. Her free leg kicked spasmodically as her baby clit swelled against me. She was panting, her breath hot on my chest where she leaned against me. We squirmed against each other as our mutual pleasure grew, but it was the sight of her plump bald labia parting and sliding up and down as she pressed my cock between them with her nimble fingers that drove me over the edge.
I grabbed at the hem of the tshirt and yanked it upwards. Her hand came free of my cock as I pulled the shirt up and over her head, leaving the nine-year-old naked in my lap. I dropped the shirt on the carpet, then grabbed Renee under her armpits as I stood, dumping her unceremoniously on her back on the nearby couch. She bounced slightly on the cushions, legs splaying out. She looked up at me uncertainly, startled by being stripped and manhandled in that way, but before she could react I dived between her legs, fastening my mouth on her swollen, juicy cunt lips and stabbing my tongue into her slit.
"Ahh-HAH!" she sighed as I licked and sucked at her juvenile snatch. I grabbed at her upper thighs, pulling her crotch harder against me, snuffling and slurping to fill my senses with her delicious flavor and aroma. "Oh, lick me, lick my cunt!" she exclaimed as I had taught her. Her belly heaved and her pelvis writhed and ground against me. "My button's tingling, suck it. Oh, do it hard!" I felt her small hands tangling in my hair, pulling at my head. Her feet kicked up in the air, first one heel then the other drumming against my back. I rolled my eyes upward, looking past her sweaty chest. Her hazel eyes were open wide, head thrown back, mouth open wide in a grin of childish sexual pleasure.
I tore myself loose from her delicious preteen cunt and jumped to my feet. "Don't move!" I ordered, pointing a finger at her surprised face. I dashed into the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet before I remembered that my tube of Astroglide was still out in the truck glove compartment. Not wanting to step outside in my deshabille, I headed for the kitchen but not before grabbing another item out of the vanity drawer. Armed with a bottle of olive oil ("extra virgin", I sniggered to myself), I rushed back to the living room.
Renee was still lying on her back on the couch. Her chest was lightly flushed, her tiny nipples crinkled and stiff. Her small hand was pressed flat over her smooth, bald vulva, palm grinding against her swollen clitty, and her legs were scissoring open and closed. Popping the cap off the bottle, I pushed her hand away and spilled the liquid onto her mound. I knelt between her spread legs and roughly massaged her hairless skin until her entire crotch shone. Shrugging out of my shirt, I leaned down over the child, placing my elbows on the cushion on either side of her head and grinding against her. My penis pressed between her spread lips and I hunched forwards and back and side to side, coating my organ with oil as it slid up and down in her juvenile slit. Each time I pushed forward, the head caught against her tiny opening; with just a slight change in angle I could have forced my cock into her, shredding her hymen and taking her virginity like I had her older sister's. I burned with lust for the preteen, but I resisted the urge. It would have been foolish to sacrifice our relationship for the momentary pleasure. In any case, her older sister's cunt was mine to plunder at will. No, for Renee I had something else in mind. I grabbed her behind her knobby knees, spreading her legs and pushing so that her pelvis tilted up, exposing her anal pucker. It was shiny with oil that had dripped down. I slid my cock back until the tip pressed against the pinkish-brown rosebud.
Renee tensed at the blunt, warm object pushing between her cheeks. "Hey!" she said. I paid her no mind, but her sphincter's tightness defeated me. My shaft bent and the head slid free and skated up over her slit. I let go of her left leg and used my hand to reposition my slippery organ, and pressed forward again. Again, the shaft bent. This time it didn't pop free, but neither did I make much progress at penetrating her. "Hey!" Renee repeated as the tip pressed into her lubricated back door. She kicked her free leg at me. "Ow! It hurts, please stop!"
I twisted my torso and leaned forward to avoid her flailing foot and continued pressing my cock against her butthole. Slowly, slowly, I got about half the head into her. She was hot as a furnace, and the tightness of the muscle ring was amazing, tight enough to resist the strength of a grown man. With my free hand I grabbed one of hers and pressed it against her slick, bare mound. "Here, sweetie, rub your button, that'll make it feel better." She complied, and I eased off the pressure for a moment. "Yes, that's right," I encouraged the child as she began strumming her stiffened fingertips across her shiny little clit bud. The slishing sounds of greased skin on skin joined with her grunts of discomfort. I looked down at her strained expression and tried to comfort her. "This is special for you, Renee, I love you so much, this is so we can feel best together, I'm going to fuck your little butt..." I was babbling, and it wasn't helping.
I pushed forward again. Sweat broke out on Renee's face. The cords in her neck stood out from the strain. Her eyes popped open wide as I managed to force the head of my cock completely into her tight little ass. "OW!" she yelled, and I felt her sphincter clamp even tighter around me. I looked down to see her cheeks split wide around the impaling shaft. Her legs kicked out on either side of my hips as she squirmed against the flesh pole invading her. I pushed again but could make no further progress. Even with the generous coating of olive oil, the child's ass was just too tight. Her hazel eyes were wild, and she looked close to panic now. This was the first time ever that her "please stop" request hadn't been honored instantly and she was realizing just how helpless she was against an adult's size and strength. She gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut against the burning pain.
Renee's hand was still clamped over her bald mound. I pushed my thumb underneath her palm, wiggling it rapidly against her stiff, slippery clitoris. A familiar pleasure bloomed between her legs, but it couldn't drown out the pain of anal violation. She humped her crotch spastically against my thumb. A series of grunts and whines forced themselves out between her clenched teeth as her nerves whipsawed between the intense sensations. It was time for plan "B". I picked up the ampoule I had brought from the bathroom and crushed it in my hand. The sharp, sweet smell of amyl nitrate bloomed as the the liquid soaked the fabric sheath. I pressed it against the nine-year-old's upper lip. "Breathe!" I commanded her. "Breathe deep!"
Renee choked as the intense fumes filled her lungs and in seconds the powerful vasodilator hit her. Its effects were much more potent in a young child than an adult. A deep red flush spread across her face and down onto her heaving chest and belly. She started sweating profusely and felt burning prickles all over her skin. Her baby clitoris, already hot and throbbing, flared like a torch under my touch. Her eyes glazed over. "OoooOOOOOoooOOOO" she moaned as the drug lit up her undeveloped nervous system. All of her muscles - including her anal sphincter - relaxed.
I groaned as I felt resistance give way and my cock pushed deep into the third-grader's bowels. The incredible heat of her burned the length of my organ as the tight ring slid down the shaft until, finally, my pubic bone came to rest against the child's hot sweaty skin. I was completely buried in her ass. "Yeahhhh..." I sighed out as I felt her twitching and writhing against my organ. The naked child's hands and feet waved randomly in the air like a baby's. Her head lolled from side to side on the couch cushion, the popper laying ignored next to her. I picked it up, grabbed one of her twitching hands and pressed it into her palm, then pressed her hand over her nose. "Hold it there, Renee," I instructed her. She snuffled deeply, coughed, but kept her hand in place.
I leaned down, pressing my weight onto the child's heaving belly. She was so much smaller than me I had to scoot backwards, partially withdrawing my cock and arching my back to keep from crushing her. I reached my arms up under her and grabbed her skinny shoulders for leverage, then pushed forward to bury myself in her again. I started pumping long slow strokes. Even with the drug relaxing her, I had to tense my feet against the couch armrest and push hard to drive back into her each time. "How's that feel, sweetie?" I spoke into one bright-red ear. "Doesn't that feel good? I'm fucking your sweet little ass, oh god you're so tight, love you love you, this is just for us, I love you." I looked down to where our bodies joined, the small hairless child and my so much larger hairy adult form. Her pale plump labia bulged from the pressure as my cock penetrated her ass.
Beads of sweat stood out on Renee's forehead, upper lip, and her flushed cheeks. Her glassy eyes swam in their sockets as the drug coursed through her bloodstream. "Ugh...feels...BIG...feels...OH...dizzy...OW" she gasped out in time with my pumping, her voice muffled by her hand holding the popper in place. The world spun around her and a rushing buzz filled her head. She pushed her other hand downwards, sliding it between our slick, sweaty bodies to press into her crotch. Her fingers curled to flick shocks of pleasure from her prepubescent clitoris. She squealed as I bottomed out in her and the pressure from behind redoubled the sensation. Burning pain combined with burning pleasure, and exploded in the strongest orgasm of her young life. "OoooOOOOOoooOOO!" she cried again. She yipped with each spasm, kicking her naked legs out like a frog. I groaned as her rectum clenched and twisted around me, but just as I was reaching my peak, Renee went limp beneath me. With a single thrust I could've finished myself off, but I had just enough presence of mind to hold still and delay my ultimate pleasure.
I sat back on my heels, pulling Renee's still-impaled body with me, and looked down at the nude, spread-eagled little girl. Her legs were opened as wide as they could go but still my slick, shiny cock looked huge, throbbing against the tight muscle ring where it vanished between her pale ass cheeks. Her entire body was shiny and dripping with sweat. She was panting and gulping for breath. Her delectable puppyfat pre-breasts rose and fell, and I could see her heart fluttering in her chest. Her belly hollowed and outlined her ribcage with each rapid, gasping breath. Her mound was swollen and slick, the labia pulled apart and her clitoris, while not grotesquely oversized like her sister's, standing up dark and moist and proud. She looked beautiful and so vulnerable, lying there with her arms limp over her head and my cock still burning in her ass. Her eyes fluttered open and she swallowed once, twice, as her breathing came under control. I leaned down and gently stroked one flushed cheek. "There, you're OK. That was a really nice one, wasn't it?"
She swallowed again, licked her lips, nodded. "Yeah. That was...bigger than ever before." She shifted her hips and grimaced. "Ugh. Your...peter...is still in me."
"Does it still hurt?"
"...a little."
"Oh, I'm sorry about that, I'll take it out in a minute." I reached back and grabbed Renee's legs, lifting them up. I held them together by the ankles, like she was a baby I was getting ready to change. She grunted again as the pressure in her ass shifted. I bent my neck to begin licking and kissing her soles and her toes, speaking soothingly as I did. "You're so wonderful. This is special, just for you and me. Now we're lovers, we've done everything we can, this feels so good for me. We'll do this again and again, and it'll feel better and better."
Renee looked dubious. I grasped both her ankles in one hand and reached down with the other to gently stroke her sweaty mound. "It hurts a bit, maybe, but doesn't it also feel great?"
"I guess so."
"You guess? You just said you had your biggest orgasm ever. That's because we're in love and we're lovers." I continued my blandishments as I sucked each tiny toe in turn. Renee squirmed and flexed her feet at the feeling of my warm, wet mouth and tongue bathing each digit. With each movement she shifted slightly in my lap, her bowels grabbing at my cock and squeezing it even harder. "Oh...oh...OK, I'm getting close now, sweetie, I'm going to squirt up your butt in a second...oh...oh...OH!" Her writhing pushed me over the edge. I dropped her legs and thrust forward, burying myself completely one last time as I squirted hot cum into the nine-year-old child's ass.
Renee felt the burn as my cock surged deeper into her, then the strange liquid heat of semen filling her colon. She closed her eyes and gasped as I made short little grunting thrusts with each spurt. Finally, I was done. I sat still for a minute, feeling my pounding heart slow and the sweat start to cool on my naked body. Then I leaned down again to cover Renee's nude form. I pushed back so that our heads were even, withdrawing my cock nearly completely as I did. She gave a little groan as she felt me pull out of her ass. I put my face next to the child's and tenderly kissed her lips. She was still dazed from exertion and the drug and barely responded. But after a moment I felt her mouth part beneath mine and I darted out my tongue to lick at her teeth. I eased more of my weight onto the child, glorying in the feel of her skin against mine, as she wrapped her arms around my head and we French kissed gently.
"Ungh," Renee grunted into my mouth and I felt her colon spasm around the end of my softening cock. I sat back, placing my hand against her abdomen and pressing gently as I finished withdrawing from her. Her asshole was red and angry and gaped open obscenely. A froth of santorum was smeared all around it and on the couch cushion; brown-tinted sperm oozed out of the open hole. My cock was similarly fouled. The third-grader grunted again and clapped her hands over mine, drawing up her legs and tightening her belly. "Oooh, I have to poop!" she declared.
"Go to the bathroom, then. Go!" I urged her. She rolled off of the couch and scampered away naked, hunched over and holding her cramping belly. I got up and followed. She was in too much of a hurry to even close the bathroom door. She threw herself down on the toilet seat barely in time. A long series of wet farts echoed in the bowl, followed by loose splashes as her bowels emptied. Her toes just touched the fuzzy rug as she bent forward, grunting with effort. Meanwhile, I got a washcloth and ran warm water in the sink to clean myself.
Renee straightened up and flushed the toilet. She looked a little abashed now; pooping in front of me seemed to embarrass her in a way that none of our recent activities did - which I thought was natural, I kind of felt the same way. Nevertheless, I had her turn around and bend over so I could check her out. She was still pretty dirty back there, so I wet another washcloth and wiped her, careful to keep the fecal matter from smearing onto her vulva. Her sphincter was red and distended, but I saw no blood or tearing. I kissed each damp cheek in turn, and together we went into the bedroom to dress. Karen still snored nude and supine on the bed while Renee burrowed in her backpack for clothing, choosing some pale yellow panties and a "Strawberry Shortcake" shirt with lace shoulder straps. I put on jeans, sandals, and a "Picard/Riker 2004" tshirt.
Back in the living room I ignored the mess on the couch for now, and gathered Renee back into my lap in the big wing chair. Her ass still burned dully and she shifted uncomfortably before reclining against me. The braid I'd labored over had come half undone. Her hazel eyes were slightly bloodshot as she gazed up at me. "What was that stinky stuff?" she asked.
"Just something to help you relax," I answered. "It helped me get up into your butt."
"It was...drugs?" I nodded. "But...drugs are bad! We're not supposed to take them, we get addic...ad...something, sick or something!" Renee looked more upset now than she had at any point, like I had betrayed her in some way.
"No, Renee, not all drugs are bad. Aspirin's a drug, and it makes you better when you're sick. And when you had a sore throat last month, Mommy gave you that stuff to gargle, remember? That was a drug."
"But...I was sick then. I'm not sick now."
"Some drugs are just for fun. This stuff is why you had such a good orgasm. Wasn't that excellent?"
"Yeah, but...really? Smelling that is what made my cunt so hot?"
"Yup. Look, I just wanted you to feel good, and it not to hurt so much when I fucked your butt, so that we could be lovers. I love you and I'd never give you anything bad for you."
Renee rested her head on my chest while she thought about that. "So...we're lovers now," she said, a statement not a question.
"Yes, sweetie, we are. I love you, and we're lovers."
She chewed that over for a minute, her expression neutral. "For how long?" she finally asked.
"Forever, Renee. We're lovers forever." I rocked her gently in my arms and we dozed.



Part 13 (Flash-forward 1)
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Tuesday, second week of school
"Hey, Karen."
Karen closed her locker. The hallway was still noisy but it was emptying out; it was nearly time for the next class to start. When the fourteen-year-old turned and saw who had called her name, her face lit up in a grin. "Raymond! I thought you were going to Cotter!"
"I was," the gawky boy said, "But Mom and Dad broke up. I'm staying with him for now. 'Sides, that school was fucked. Gangbangers pretty much ran it."
Raymond had been Karen's best friend-that's-a-boy-not-boyfriend since first grade. They'd stayed friends through junior high, though different class schedules and developing interests had pulled them apart somewhat. She hadn't seen him since June when his family had moved across town, and he had changed since then. She had been half a head taller than him, and now the height difference was nearly reversed. He was skinny and gangly, and the planes of his face were starting to change; he didn't look so much like a little kid any more. He still had the same curly brown mop but it was matched by two smudges of fine, dark hair outriding his upper lip. At least his unique sense of style hadn't changed. He was wearing a black Hawaiian-style shirt printed with a flaming red dragon curled around his torso, and loose parachute pants with a tessellated pattern of small neon-green salamanders.
Karen was wearing her straight blond hair loose today. She'd cut it over the summer so that it fell only to the middle of her back, rather than to her butt. Raymond had been admiring that butt before he called her name. It filled her calf-length denim skirt nicely, looking more like a woman's ass than the last time he had seen it. He wondered if it would feel any different. She was wearing a loose yellow camisole-style top that emphasized her golden tan. Despite the visible bra-straps on her thin shoulders her firm breasts jiggled slightly as she turned to face him. They might've grown some over the summer, too. About the size of oranges, they looked larger sitting high on Karen's thin frame. Bra or not, Raymond could see her nipples poking at the fabric of her top. She was wearing a little makeup, Raymond noticed, and that was new this year - some lipstick, a little blush, not that her lovely clear complexion needed it, maybe a touch of eyeliner. He stepped closer to the young teenager, closed his eyes for a second and inhaled deeply, and the noise and confusion in the corridor faded into the background as her flowery, familiar scent tickled his nose. He had missed her.
Karen looked up at her erstwhile playmate with wide blue eyes. "I'm sorry about your parents," she said softly.
"'Sokay," he replied. "They're nicer to each other now that Dad moved out. And they're both still in town. Taking the bus back and forth is kind of a bitch, though. Shouldn't you get to class?" The hallway had emptied around them.
"I have lunch now."
"Me, too. Hey! I wanna show you something!" he grabbed Karen's hand and set off at a half-trot down the pale-green hallway. Bemused, she let herself be pulled along down the stairs to the main floor. Raymond paused at the entrance to the auditorium, checked briefly to make sure they were unobserved, then slipped inside. It was pitch-dark in the large room. Karen tried to stop for a second to let her eyes adjust, but Raymond tugged at her hand so she followed, trusting that her old friend knew where he was going. He trailed his other hand lightly along the wall, guiding them down past the rows of seats to the side of the stage. As her eyes adjusted to the dimness, Karen saw what looked like the outline of a small door on the wall below the lip of the raised stage floor. There was no knob or lock or visible hinges, just a small hole near the top. Raymond dug in his pocket and withdrew something that looked like a giant wind-up key. He inserted it in the hole, turned, and pushed, and the panel swung inwards. "Watch it - three steps down." He led her into the dark opening. The door mechanism snicked shut as he pushed it closed, then at the flick of an unseen switch a bare bulb sprang to life.
They were in a low-ceilinged room underneath the stage. It was dusty and cool. Cables snaked in all directions on the floor and hung from hooks and trusses just above Karen's eye-level. The floor was covered with industrial carpeting. There were four chairs and an overflowing ashtray next to a thick foam pad in one corner. Karen looked around in wonder, but it was really no less than she'd come to expect from her friend. They were both freshmen at a new school, he'd been here even less time than her two weeks, and yet he had already discovered a hidden room. No doubt by Christmas break he'd have rewired the intercom system to bug the principal's office. "What is this place?"
"I think kids used to sneak down here to party, but look how dusty everything is. I don't think anyone's been here for years. I was poking around the other day and I recognized that weird keyhole. It takes a regular square-head key, and I have a whole set of them. Piece of cake." The boy's tone was nonchalant but he was gratified by his friend's reaction. He made a production of wiping the thick layer of dust off two chairs and presented her with one as if it were a throne. Smiling in the dim light, she sat, and he pulled the other to sit knee-to-knee with her.
"So...I was wondering..."
Karen's heart sank. She tensed on the hard plastic chair. She knew what was coming. There were plenty of kids here from her elementary school and junior high, and several of them knew. This was a big high school, though, and she'd contrived to avoid seeing any of them yet. She'd known that sooner or later one of them would spot her, and it wasn't like she expected or even wanted to avoid them for the entire four years of high school. But it had been years, since fifth grade, that she'd been just a girl like any other girl in school, and she had hoped to have just a few more days of that illusion. She found herself unexpectedly sad, sad and even a little angry that it was Raymond who had brought that to a close. She had been so happy to see him, and now it was spoiled.
Oh well, there was nothing to be done for it. So even as her stomach twisted and her throat burned with hastily-swallowed tears, Karen ruthlessly suppressed those feelings, what she thought of as the little girl's feelings, and then the whore smiled at Raymond as if she hadn't a care in the world. She said blithely, "I know what you're wondering, you horn-dog. The Rules haven't changed." And she held out her hand.
Raymond was relieved. His big brother had told him how some kids tried to reinvent themselves in high school where few people knew them. Karen had been his best friend for years, he had missed her for even the scant week he'd spent at Cotter High, and he'd be her friend no matter what, but he was also a teenaged boy. He'd been hard since he'd seen Karen standing at her locker with her golden tan shoulders and her tight butt filling out her skirt.
Raymond had learned the Rules back in fifth grade. It had been at a Christmas party at someone's house, he didn't even remember who now. It had been the first boy-girl party for everyone there, or nearly so. Some of the boys hadn't been quite sure how they felt about girls yet and vice versa, but when one of the more advanced kids had explained the rules for "Seven Minutes In Heaven", no one was willing to look like a baby and before long the giggling group of fourth-, fifth-, and sixth-graders were gathered in the spare bedroom. When Raymond's turn came, he was disappointed that the bottle came to rest pointing at Karen. They'd been friends for so long it felt as if he'd chosen his sister. Stuffed into the small closet with coats and linens pressing their bodies together, he'd started to tell her that it was OK if they didn't do anything, they could just pretend so the kids wouldn't tease them. But he'd hardly gotten a word out before Karen had pushed her hand into his crotch and squeezed. Best friend or not, he'd popped a boner instantly. Before he could recover from the surprise, the blonde eleven-year-old had dropped to her knees. She'd grabbed the waistband of his board shorts and smoothly tugged them down his thighs and his lungs emptied in shock as she engulfed his stiff little wiener in her warm, wet mouth. In the dim light filtering through the louvered closet door he gaped down at his friend kneeling before him. Her blue eyes were round, pupils dilated in the dimness as she looked up at him. Her lips made an "O" as they slid down his stalk. She sucked its entire length easily, his hairless nutsack coming to rest against her chin. With no basis for comparison, he had no way of knowing how expertly she swirled her tongue around the circumcised head of his penis. He just knew it felt amazing, a thousand times better than when he stroked it himself in bed at night. He also couldn't know it was no coincidence that just as he felt himself tensing, ready for the super-good feeling to burst over him, Karen pulled her mouth off of him. She wrapped her hand around the base of his boycock, pressing her thumb firmly into the root as she rubbed her smooth cheek against the hairless, spit-moistened staff. His nuts drew up and his penis swelled and twitched in her hand, but the pressure forestalled his dry climax.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" she had purred, and he could only nod dumbly at the strange, hungry note in his friend's voice and the sight of his pale, stiff penis lying along the side of her oval face. Then she smiled up at him, and that mischievous grin was again completely unlike the shy, obedient girl he'd known since they were six. "Did you get twenty dollars in your birthday money?" she whispered, and again he nodded. "Come over after church tomorrow and bring it with you, and I'll make it feel even better." Then she was pulling his pants up, and she stood and opened the closet door. The kids had hooted and laughed when he stumbled out, dazed and red-faced.
The next day he had surrendered his twenty dollars to Karen's hand and his innocence to her mouth, and he had learned the Rules. The first Rule was, you don't tell anyone, no matter what. You brag to your friends, you let it slip, you tell anyone, Karen had said, and I'll get in trouble. And if I get in trouble, you'll get in trouble. And even if you don't get in trouble, I'll never do it with you ever again, no matter how nicely you ask. The second Rule was, friends were one thing and business was another. You're my friend forever, she'd told him, but I only do sex for money, period. When he'd asked why she would only say, "Because I'm a whore." He hadn't understood the defiant way she'd looked at him when she said it, as if she were expecting him to tease her or something; but then he hadn't really known what the word meant. That night he'd looked it up in the big dictionary on its stand in his father's study. Then he'd had to look up "prostitute".
After he'd sworn to follow the Rules she'd shown him something special, because they were friends, after all. Kneeling on the cold ground in the hidden clearing in the park, she'd lifted her skirt to show him that she wasn't wearing panties. He'd been transfixed at the sight of her smooth, pale skin, the first and still the only girl's privates he'd ever seen. He thought it was the most beautiful thing in the world. She'd shown him how girls make themselves feel good, just like boys only different, and she'd taught him how to help. He still remembered the sharp, sweet, musky scent, the feel of her hot skin underneath his touch, the creamy, slippery wetness coating his fingers, the way she'd shivered and put her arms around him when she got her own good feeling, and her sleepy, loving smile afterwards.
For months after that, Karen had gotten nearly every penny from him, his birthday and Christmas money and his earnings from chores and such. Finally she'd made him stop for awhile when his parents started wondering where all his money was going, then she'd kind of rationed him. She'd still let him do her for free which wasn't nearly as good but it was better than nothing. When he turned twelve he'd started babysitting and then he had more money. Karen insisted that he save at least half of it. That was OK; it made him feel good inside to know his friend was looking out for him, and he still had enough money for her to blow him twice or three times a month, or fuck once. He went back and forth on which he preferred. Having to wait a whole month before she would touch his penis again was agonizing, but on the other hand he had a little boy's stamina and would stay hard for hours. She'd fuck him as he shuddered through three, four, even five dry orgasms until they both got tired or she got sore. Afterwards was nearly as nice, cuddling together like puppies, naked if they had the house to themselves, dressed if their parents were home or might get home soon or if they were outside in the park or a vacant lot.
He'd missed her a lot when he'd moved at the end of eighth grade. She was just a long bus ride away, but he'd gone on vacation, then when he got back she was traveling with her family, and then things started to go bad between his parents and he didn't feel like doing much of anything but hide out in his room. Today his heart had leapt when he'd seen her in the hallway, even as his teenaged penis had stiffened.
Karen closed her hand, crumpling the twenty that Raymond placed in it. He noticed that her knuckles were white with tension, and he looked up to see a strange, hard light in his friend's eyes. Her tone was carefree as it always was, but she looked almost...angry. Angry and sad. "Are you OK?" he asked hesitantly. "We don't have to...I mean, if you don't want..."
"Screw that," she said, shocking him. This was a girl who could barely bring herself to say "poop" out loud when she dropped a full casserole dish on the kitchen floor and shattered it. She tucked the bill into her handbag as she stood, stooping slightly under the low ceiling. She hiked up her denim skirt, reached under the fabric and shimmyed her hips. Raymond went all shivery inside as a pair of silky red panties fell to rest on Karen's plain black flats. She picked up one foot and stepped out of them, leaving them around the other ankle as she settled on her knees on the mattress-sized foam pad. Raymond turned to face her, sighing as she slid both hands up his thighs towards the obvious tent in his pants. She gathered the loose fabric and slowly jacked him once, twice. "Looks like you've been growing all over," she said teasingly. "Let's have a look."
Karen nuzzled her face into Raymond's crotch, inhaling her friend's scent. It was familiar but different, harder somehow, muskier with the changes in his body since they had last seen each other. She deftly untied the drawstring and hooked her fingers into his waistband. Raymond lifted his butt off the seat as she pulled, snagging his briefs as well and pulling both all the way down to puddle at his ankles. She pushed his bare knees apart and moved back between them. Raymond sighed, "Ohhh..." as she gently grasped his tool in her hand, moving it back and forth and examining it. Her nail polish, a pale pearlescent yellow, matched her top.
Her breath was warm on his penis as she spoke. It was pale and thin, like him, and familiar in her hand. They had grown up together, starting as a little child's willy barely more than a button that she held pinched between thumb and forefinger. He wasn't adult-sized yet - Karen was quite familiar with that range - but fit comfortably in her palm. "This is new," she said, stroking her fingers down to the small patch of dark hair growing just above the staff. Raymond's new pubes were still silky and soft to her touch. She played with them for a few seconds, then wrapped her thumb and forefinger around the staff to angle it up at her mouth. Extending and flattening her tongue, she slowly licked the underside from base to tip, pausing for just a moment to swirl her tongue around the flaring head. Then she pursed her lips, blowing cool air gently on the wet skin back down to his still-hairless scrotum. She licked up each side of him the same way, tasting the sweat and the stronger flavor of maleness he'd acquired over the summer. As she circled the head again, precum started to flow, adding a faint gooey sweetness to the mix.
"Oh, damn..." Raymond breathed out as Karen sealed her lips around his cockhead and began to suck him in earnest. "Eat me, Karen, eat me you cocksucking whore," he began the familiar litany. Karen had taught him what to say in sixth grade. He didn't understand why, really, but she liked to hear him say the words while they were sexing - but only then. He'd never seen her so angry as once when during some silly argument over tv preferences he'd called her a whore. She'd burst into tears and fled his house. She wouldn't speak to him for two weeks after that, hanging up when he called to apologize, turning on her heel when he tried to talk to her at school.
He remembered that now because as he spoke he felt her fist tighten around him. He looked down to see her eyes flashing, that strange look of almost-anger in them again. The words died in his throat. Karen slurped off the end of his tool. "Well?" she demanded in a choked, harsh tone. "Cat got your tongue? You want to talk, talk," and with that she plunged her mouth back onto him, vigorously and noisily licking and sucking up and down his length.
Raymond knew something wasn't right, but Karen's expert fellatio was driving rational thought out of his teenage mind. He didn't know what else to do, so he did as his friend asked. "Suck me, whore, eat my cock, eat me for lunch," he resumed. He reached down and placed his hands on Karen's bare shoulders, feeling the warm flesh and watching her firm titties bounce as her head bobbed up and down.
His words burned through Karen, kindling a familiar fluttery heat in her tummy and below. Her right hand snaked under her skirt and she gasped around her mouthful of cock as her fingers found her cunt. She had no time or desire to tease herself today. She was already wet. She spread her thighs a little wider and slid her middle finger into her hot channel. She began fingering herself in time with her blowjob. Juice flowed out of her cunt - "my whore babycunt" - she said to herself. Despite the covering of her denim skirt she could smell herself and hear her finger squishing in and out. Her ears burned red at the thought that Raymond would smell and hear it, too. She closed her eyes, feeling the familiar waves of arousal and humiliation course through her. "I'm a whore," echoed endlessly in her mind as it always did. With each silent repetition, as always pride and pain, pleasure and shame tangled in her mind and roiled her stomach, and the heat between her legs grew more intense. Her clitoris was begging for attention. She groaned around Raymond's tool as she slid a second finger into herself, and pressed her thumb against the wet, swollen nub. Cunt cream poured out of her, filling her palm and dripping onto the foam beneath.
Raymond's toes curled in his sneakers. Karen's mouth felt so familiar and so good wrapped around his cock. He moved his hands up to the sides of her head, stroking her ears and cheeks as they bulged and hollowed, careful not to muss her hair - that was another rule when time was short, she had to be presentable when they were done. He felt his abdomen tighten as his orgasm approached and realized he had to give her warning. He barely had time to grit out "Karen...I'm making spunk now..." before the first spasms took him.
Karen wasn't bothered by the small amount of runny goo that spurted into her mouth. By her reckoning over the past three years she had swallowed quarts of cum, starting with the first load her uncle had shot into her mouth as she knelt naked on the ground at her elementary school playground. She had choked then. She'd been scared. She hadn't known. Now she knew. She knew what she was. She wasn't scared, and she didn't choke. She savored the salty flavor of her best friend's ejaculation on her tongue and swallowed. Every drop, like a good whore should.
"Oh, Karrrrren," Raymond moaned as he twitched and shuddered and pumped his scant load into her. His orgasms had been getting more and more intense since he started making semen, but this - the first wet cum not by his own hand - was even that much stronger. He stroked Karen's hair the way he usually did as she finished him off the way he liked, rubbing her tongue all over his shaft while she sucked hard. Meanwhile, Karen was plunging her fingers deep into her cunt, faster and faster. Her clit was standing out and she flicked and rubbed it with increasing violence. Pleasure stabbed through her, pleasure and a burning heat, rising up through her belly. Her nipples were swollen and the soft fabric of her bra felt almost painful against them. Her face was hot; she could feel the sexual flush coursing through her and sweat stung her eyes. But it wasn't quite enough. It was like her cunt was numb...no, like her brain was numb. Her babycunt was as hot as it has always been, driving her, owning her as it had for years, but she couldn't...quite...get there!
Karen groaned in frustration as she fell backwards, writhing on the dusty foam as she jabbed her fingers into her slick, leaking vagina. She yanked up the back of her skirt to keep it dry as her adolescent juices ran down her thighs to puddle beneath her ass. She drew up her legs, her panties dangling from one ankle and tossing back and forth with her motion. "Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!" she grunted with each stab of her fingers. Her eyes were screwed shut, face twisted with strain. "Raymond! Help me!"
The teenager knelt beside his masturbating friend, alarmed at the violence with which she was penetrating herself. She'd always been a little rough, even as a fifth-grader, but this was new, as was her apparent inability to climax. As long as he'd known her she'd had a hair trigger. Sometimes when she was excited, all he had to do was blow on her oversized clitoris. Just a puff of air on the wrinkled bud was enough to send her off, squirming and squealing with pleasure. Raymond was even more confused when he saw her rummaging in her handbag with her free hand, coming out with something that he first took for a pen and holding it out to him. He took it automatically and only then realized that it wasn't a pen, it was an exacto knife. Just the tip of the blade protruded from the guide, glinting in the dim light. He looked from it to Karen's sweaty face and back. "What...?"
"Here!" Karen commanded, yanking up the front of her skirt. Raymond had seen Karen's vulva countless times since they were both eleven. She was still bare, he saw. He knew she shaved - he'd even helped her once or twice. Her labia majora were slick and swollen and flushed with blood. Her thin inner lips flowered open, also dark red and shiny with her secretions. More honey squelched out around her fingers with every thrust, covering her hand and thighs and staining the pad she lay on. She was pushing her thumb so hard against her clit that the wrinkled nub was stretched and pressed flat. He had seen all of this before. His gaze was riveted, not on her genitals, but her left thigh. At the top, just below the crease at her hip, the skin was marred with a crisscross of angry red scabs. Some were fresh, some were healing, some were just faint pale lines against her golden skin. He looked at the knife in his hand, and swallowed. "What...?" he repeated, not even sure what question he wanted to ask.
"Help me, please help me!" Karen's high-pitched whine startled him out of his half-trance. "Cut me, just cut me a little. Please!" She was tossing her head back and forth. Her perky tits bounced under her top as her body jerked and writhed.
Raymond was stunned. He'd never seen Karen like this. From the beginning, even moaning in the throes of juvenile or adolescent orgasm, she'd always been the leader, been in control. Now she was almost begging. "I...I can't," he choked out.
"God damn it, Raymond!" He jerked as if electrified. He'd never heard Karen swear, not once, not ever. "Do it! Do it!" she snarled. "Damn you, do it now!" As if compelled by the desperation in her voice his arm reached out on its own. He pointed the blade downwards, holding it above her scarred thigh, but he couldn't bring himself to touch her with it.
Karen jerked her leg upwards, jamming the blade into her skin, piercing to the depth of the exposed steel, an eighth of an inch or so. Raymond started and pulled away, dragging the knife three inches across the network of old cuts before it tore free. "AIEEGH!" Karen screamed. The pain broke something free inside her and finally she fell over the edge. "YES! YES! Oooooh, GEEZ!" she cried as red flares exploded behind her eyes and her cunt clamped down on her fingers. Bright blood welled from the fresh cut and dripped down the inside of her thigh, mingling with the creamy goo smearing her skin.
Raymond stared down in horror as his friend tensed and shuddered through her orgasm. Karen looked like she was undergoing torture, not pleasure. With a final groan she went limp. Her legs fell open. She withdrew her fingers from her gaping cunny and covered it with her palm, rubbing herself gently. Slowly her features smoothed out as the strain left her face. She heaved a huge sigh and opened her eyes. What Raymond saw there scared him even more. They were empty. For a second it was like his best friend was just...not there. Then the moment passed, and she raised her head to look down at her bloodied thigh. Smoothly, as if she had done it many times before, she reached into her bag and withdrew a large gauze pad. She tore it open and held it in her slimed hand to blot up the blood, pressing it against the fresh shallow cut for a minute until the flow stopped. Then she crumpled the pad, tucked it back in its sterile wrapper and put it back in her bag.
Karen reached down and pulled her panties off her ankle. Her scent hung heavy in the air around her as she used them to wipe the cunt cream off her thighs and crotch and fingers. They were fairly soaked by the time she finished. She considered for a moment, realized that she had P.E. last period, and so untangled them and slid them back on, working the wet fabric back up her legs and into place with some difficulty. She pulled out her compact and checked her face as well as she could in the dim light, carefully wiping away smeared lipstick with her thumb and patting her hair back into place. Raymond was trying to ask her something. Maybe the little girl would have turned to her friend for help or comfort, but the whore wasn't interested and so she ignored him. She got her feet under her and stood a little shakily, and walked over to the stairs leading up and out to the auditorium. Her abused clitty stung with each step as the damp cloth rubbed against it. The fresh wound burned a little too; she stepped carefully to avoid tearing it open.
She pressed the latch and eased the panel open just enough to peer out. Concealment and caution were second nature to her by now. The auditorium was dark and silent. Raymond was still trying to talk to her; she shook her head as at an annoying insect buzzing around her and stepped out. By the time Raymond got his pants up and followed, the only sign of her departure was a narrow shaft of light, quickly cut off as the auditorium door swung silently shut.



Part 14 (Flash-forward 2)
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Thursday before Xmas break - choir practice at church
"All right, we'll work more on that phrasing next time. Thank you, ladies and gentlemen." Pastor Darknight stepped back from the lectern. His eyes swept over the junior choir, settling on blond, fourteen-year-old Karen where she stood on the last row of risers. For just an instant his jowly face hardened and his gaze burned into hers. He nodded fractionally, then blinked his watery blue eyes and turned to waddle off to his office. The noise level and chatter in the room rose behind him as the children, aged 11 and 12 up to high school seniors, stepped down to gather their belongings. Some headed out into the corridor immediately, others stood talking and laughing.
Karen left her jacket lying on the risers and joined a group of girls as she put her sheet music into her overstuffed backpack. Except for her friend Caitlin they were mostly a year or two older. They didn't go to her school so she knew their names - and how good their voices were - but that was it. As she zipped up her pack her eyes were fixed on the doorway at the back of the large room that led to the choir director's office. "Hello? Earth to Karen, do you copy?" Caitlin was waving a heavily-beringed hand in front of her face. She blinked and heaved a sigh, then pasted a pleasant smile on her face as she looked at her friend. "You're zoning out, girl," the vivacious brunette said. "I said, wanna go to The Spot with us?"
Karen looked around the circle. "Um, I have my private voice lesson now. But, I could come along after. How long will you be there?"
Caitlin opened her mouth to reply but she was cut off by Lynn, a tall, chunky black-haired girl. "Well, don't put yourself out," she said waspishly. "I'm sure we'll get along fine without you."
Karen dropped her eyes, then picked up her pack and turned to go. Caitlin touched her friend's arm. "Just text me when you're done, we'll probably be there 'til dinnertime." She rolled her eyes towards the older girl, mouthing "bitch" so only Karen could see. Karen gave her a brief smile, then walked out into the corridor, turning towards the bathrooms at the end of the hall.
In the bathroom, Karen stared at her reflection. She was wearing a mint-green minidress with cap sleeves. Slowly she raised her hands and unbuttoned two more buttons at the collar, exposing a thin line of pale skin and just a bit of the swell of her firm, youthful breasts. Her blond hair was tied off in a ponytail high on the back of her head and fell to the middle of her back. It swung gently as she turned her head from side to side, examining her oval face from various angles. She removed her glasses and put them away in her backpack. She looked straight into her own blue eyes, trying to make her expression cold and hard. She spoke softly. "It's a hundred from now on." Unsatisfied, she put on a smile and tried again in a more friendly tone. "It's a hundred from now on." Then once more, half-closing her eyes and pursing her lips, leaning across the sink closer to her reflection and making her voice an intimate purr. "It's a hundred from now on." She straightened up and sighed. Her reflection grimaced at her. What did it see when it looked out at her? Who did it see? Over the past three years she had learned to hide the whore, but Karen couldn't understand how people were fooled. When she looked into her own eyes, it was almost always the whore looking back at her. Almost always, except sometimes she would think she saw, just for a second, a sad little girl peering out. But that couldn't be right. Karen had friends, she had a loving family. She had lots of money, even though her uncle held it for her. And she got to fuck all she wanted. If not for that, she figured her babycunt would have driven her mad by now. So what did she have to be sad about?
She turned and shut herself in the end stall. She hung her backpack over the coathook and unzipped the small front pocket. Pastor Darknight wasn't much on foreplay, so she had learned it was best to be nice and wet when she got there. Before sitting she lifted the short skirt of her dress and tugged at her panties. They were a satiny green that matched the dress, with lace at the legholes and waistband. The fabric slid down her long, pale legs. It tickled her toes where it fluttered to rest on her sandal-shod feet. She admired the white low-heeled slipons briefly. The weather was much too cold for them, really, but since she was indoors all day today it was OK. She'd told her mom that they were knockoffs she'd found at the dollar store, but they were the real deal. Five hundred dollars, her Christmas present to herself. At school today she'd sat at her desk, legs extended, twisting her ankles from side to side, smiling her "I've-got-a-secret" smile - but only inside, to herself. The whore mostly hid during school hours.
She sat, cold porcelain quickly warming beneath her thighs as she spread them open. She leaned back and flipped up her skirt so it rested on her belly, baring her smooth vulva. She covered it with her right hand, holding her palm still against the warm flesh and rotating her crotch in small circles. She could feel her clitoris start to respond immediately, heating and swelling under the light pressure, but for the moment she avoided direct contact with it. She teased herself instead, running her fingers lightly up and down her moistening slit, pressing in just a little further with each stroke. Her breathing deepened, her chest rising and falling. As her fingers pressed between her inner lips her mouth dropped open in a little gasp. Her plain white bra tightened as her chest expanded and the fabric rubbed almost painfully against her erecting nipples. Hot cream dribbled onto her fingertips as she pushed each in turn into her slit, teasing her vaginal opening. She rubbed the secretions around her vulva, spreading the wetness down to her perineum and up to the top of her shaven mound. Her clitoris was aching for contact. The bud had swelled to near its full size, shiny with moisture and looking dark red in the harsh fluorescent light. She could feel her heartbeat pulsing in it as it begged for her touch. Under other circumstances, alone in her bed or the park or an isolated part of the library, she would've taken her time, but the pastor would be getting impatient.
Karen stiffened her second and third fingers and pushed. They slid easily into her snug vaginal channel with a faint sticky sound. "Yessss..." she sighed as the heel of her hand came to rest on her mons. She ground it lightly against her clit, pushing from side to side. Her breath caught and her legs twitched involuntarily as sharp little bolts of pleasure shot out from the sensitive nub. Her belly fluttered, her nipples crinkled, and her toes curled against the soles of her sandals as the scent of her hot cunt rose around her. She twisted her fingers inside the familiar snug heat, sliding out and then pushing up and in further as she increased the pressure on her clitoris. She could feel her face flushing as pleasure built in her loins. She was lubricating copiously now. Her juices squished out around her fingers and dripped down in slow, sticky threads to the toilet water.
She was more than wet enough now. She should stop, pull her fingers out, pull her panties back up, and go make her money. But something terrible and familiar was uncoiling in her belly, a need for more than just this initial stimulation. Without slackening her pumping, she dug her left hand into the zipper compartment of her pack, rummaging among the pencils and pens until she grasped her special tool. With a practiced flick of her thumb she popped off the protective cap and only then did she pull her hand back. The bared tip of the stainless steel exacto blade gleamed in the harsh overhead lights. Just the sight of it made the fourteen-year-old's muscles clench and she groaned softly as the felt the walls of her vagina squeeze and slide against her two fingers.
Karen started to pant with anticipation as she touched the blade to the crisscross of fresh scabs and older healed scars marring the pale flesh of her upper left thigh. With very little pressure from her hand, the surgical steel razor pierced the skin. Karen clenched her jaw and clamped her lips shut as the metal sliced into her. She smashed her palm hard against her clit as the bright point of pain on her thigh blended with and boosted the burning shockwaves of sexual pleasure radiating from her cunt. She squeezed her eyes tight shut and tensed her thigh muscles, preparing herself for the next step. Then she dragged the blade slowly across the scabbed and ridged skin.
Karen winced and snuffled as the skin parted beneath the moving blade. Yesterday's new scab felt different from the older, healed cuts which felt different still as she extended the cut into clean flesh. Hot blood welled from the shallow wound and dripped down the crease between her labia and the inside of her thigh. The toilet water bloomed pink as it mingled with the clear strands of her sex juices floating in the bowl. Her sobbing groan echoed off the tile walls as pain rose beneath pleasure and magnified both. She shifted her grip on the handle and twisted the blade. Nerve endings screamed and became the catalyst for a tremendous orgasm that rocketed up her spine from her burning clitoris. But just as she dragged in a shuddering breath to moan again, she heard the door to the bathroom swing open.
Karen's adolescent body went hot and cold and her head spun with the sudden adrenaline surge from fear of discovery. She pulled her feet up in the air, almost losing her balance before her bare heels found purchase on the edge of the toilet seat. Her knees flopped open as her ankles were bound together by her panties; those beautiful expensive sandals dangled precariously from her pale, elegant toes. Without meaning to she jabbed the knife more deeply into her tender flesh. She ripped her fingers out of her spasming cunt and clapped the slimy hand across her mouth and nose. Tears blurred her squinted vision and what began as a full-throated groan of agonized pleasure was muffled to a barely-audible high-pitched squeak. But to her dismay she shivered uncontrollably as wave after wave of sexual pleasure crashed over her. Clear, sticky fluid squirted from her shaven, spread cunt and splashed into the bowl. The more she tried to hold herself still, the harder she shuddered and twitched, jabbing the knife she still held deeper into her thigh. Each fresh cut was a little spurt of agony that turned into another orgasmic contraction that shot pleasure from her cunt into her belly, her breasts, down her legs to the tips of her curling toes, everywhere.
Karen's nose was filled with the pungent scent of arousal clinging to her hand. Despite the oily fingers clamped over her mouth she couldn't stop a ragged, growling whine from deep in her throat. A violent shiver passed through her body from head to toe and to her horror, one of her sandals dropped off her foot and clattered on the tile floor. It bounced away from the toilet seat and stopped halfway under the stall door. There was a frozen moment and then Caitlin's voice said, "Karen?"
"Yes!" Karen shouted back desperately. Too loud, wrong, she knew instantly and she struggled to relax her throat and breathe easily. Her ears burned and fear pricked gooseflesh up her arms and across her back, even as diminishing aftershocks from her cum wracked her nubile body.
She jerked the knife up and leaned forward, heels barely balanced on the rim of the bowl. She dropped the knife, uncleaned and uncapped, back into her pack. Blood was dripping down both sides of her thigh, staining the toilet seat and filling the water with pink clouds. She dug frantically in her pack for the gauze pads she always carried now but her fingers were clumsy from the confusing mix of sexual release and growing terror, and a cascade of pencils and pens spilled out to scatter on the tile. Pencils, pens...and the knife. Aghast, Karen watched it bounce and roll away under the stall door. Even through the roaring in her ears, she heard Caitlin's sharp inhale. "Are you all right?"
"I'm fine!" Karen responded, desperately trying to keep her voice under control. Her fingers finally found the gauze pad and she pulled it out. It was too late to worry about the sound of the sterile wrapper tearing. She ripped it open and laid the pad on her bloody thigh, wiping herself and then pressing hard on the fresh cut. "I'm fine," she repeated more evenly. "I...I just had some cramps, but it's better now," Even as it came out she knew how lame the excuse sounded. Then as the sting of the alcohol burned into the cut her eyes watered again and she couldn't stop a soft whimper from rising out of her - but it was a whimper of pleasure as the clean astringent bite made her clit throb and ache in the cool air.
But then Caitlin rattled the stall door. In Karen's mind's eye she saw Caitlin staring down in revulsion at her, half-naked, spreadeagled on the toilet, covered in blood and her pubescent secretions and reeking of sex.
"Karen, open up!" Caitlin said urgently, then more quietly, "It's just me. Let me help you."
Ohgodohgodohgodohplease..."NO!" Karen shrieked, then in the stunned, echoing silence that followed, "No," she repeated in what she hoped was a normal tone. "I'm all right, Caitlin, I just...I'm all right. Go on, I'll meet you at The Spot later." She held her breath, waiting for her friend's reply. For a second there was none, and then she heard Caitlin's sneakers stepping quietly across the bathroom floor. There was a pause, then the door opened and shut. Karen waited to the count of ten, and then dropped her feet - one bare, the other still shod - to the cold tile floor. She closed her knees. Still holding the gauze against her left thigh with one hand, she learned forward and cradled her high forehead in the other. She dragged in a deep sigh but on the way out it caught in her throat and became a wrenching sob. She hung her head and cried quietly for several moments. Hot tears splashed on her naked thigh. She was dizzy with fear and reaction, but with effort she raised her head and snuffled back her tears. The little girl could waste time sniveling, but the whore had to be practical. She was going to be late for her lesson, and above all else she had to keep up appearances. Her parents, her teachers, her friends, all had expectations of the smart, pretty, above all GOOD girl. She had to stay on the treadmill and meet those expectations every day; that was the only thing that gave the whore cover so she could keep getting what she needed.
Her thigh had stopped bleeding. Karen stood and lifted her bare foot out of her panties. Leaning against the stall for balance, she lifted the other foot to grab them. Holding the dress up over her belly with the other hand, she used the soft lining of the gusset to wipe her vulva, her smooth-shaven mound, her ass, and her thighs clean of her creamy sex juices. She gasped as the cloth dragged over her still-swollen clitoris, but continued methodically cleaning herself. When she was dry enough, the fourteen-year-old hung her underwear on the stall's coat hook; again her scent curled into her nose from the wet fabric at her eye level. She smoothed down her minidress over her naked privates, stepped back into her sandal, and flushed the toilet, watching the bloodied water and gauze pad swirl away. Only then did she turn the latch and open the stall door. She knelt on the tile, gathering up her spilled school supplies. But...the knife. Where was it? She cast her eyes around the floor with increasing urgency, but the hobby exacto blade was nowhere to be seen. It should be right here, she thought, it had bounced under the door and stopped right at Caitlin's feet...oh shit. Well, no time to worry about it now, she was going to be late. She zipped up her pack. Her panties crumpled up small enough to hide in one fist, although she could feel liquid squishing out of the saturated fabric. She slung her pack over her shoulder.
Karen checked herself quickly in the mirror. She passed a hand over her face, wiping away a stray tear-track. The eyes that gazed back at her were calm now, calm and empty. "It's a hundred from now on," she whispered once more, then turned and left the bathroom. Her heels clicked down the hall, back to Pastor Darknight's office.
"A hundred?" The pastor's fat, florid jowls wobbled as he looked down at Karen and shook his head. "I can't pay you a hundred. That's almost double." As she had feared, Karen's "voice lesson" was getting off to a bad start. She was in fact a talented young teen with a beautiful voice, and Pastor Darknight was in fact a good teacher and professionally trained himself. Karen loved singing, loved losing herself in the swell of sacred music. For years now, since she had stopped being able to pray, it was the only time she felt close to God. And most Thursdays after choir practice she was the eager student under the pastor's tutelage. But once a month or so he had a different agenda.
He rested his thick hands on her shoulders now and began gently massaging through her thin dress. "No. No, I'm sorry, child, I can't afford that. This must be a sign, a sign to me. I've been so weak, God knows I've tried to resist your sinful temptations for years, but God knows I've been weak. This must be a sign to me that we must stop. You must stop," he insisted. "You must stop defiling your body and tempting good men into sin. It's evil, child, evil." But even as he spoke, his thumbs traced the lines of her clavicle and hooked the unbuttoned collar, spreading it open further and exposing the tops of her firm, young breasts cradled in the cups of her bra.
Karen shivered at his gentle touch. She had determined to resist his blandishments, but her skin still prickled from her interrupted orgasm and the aftereffects of the adrenaline rush from nearly getting caught. Just the short walk down the corridor had put her on edge. The cool air felt delicious playing over her naked pussy and ass and set her pubescent clit thrumming with desire. She tried to ignore that for the moment and remind herself that every time it was the same. Darknight had complained about paying at all, back when they first started. He'd figured she was just another confused little girl that he could overawe with his authority. But she'd shown him she wasn't some ignorant child, no, she had skills most of their mothers didn't. Even if you were the associate pastor of the largest congregation in the city, you didn't get that for free. Still he still complained every time, pleading poverty on a minister's salary, blah blah blah.
He was unbuttoning her dress now, and his fingers pressed against her exposed bosom while his thumbs slid back and forth over her brassiere. Her nipples erected at the gentle pressure, pushing out against the thin fabric. "Please," she gasped, "I need...ah!" She meant to say "I need the money," but the pastor squeezed her sensitive nipples, pinching them between his stubby digits.
"I know, child. I know what you need." Karen could hear the pastor's breath starting to wheeze in his throat. He finished opening her dress and slid his hands inside. The unbuttoned garment gaped in a long "V" from the young teen's neck down to her navel. He grabbed at the top of her bra and pulled down. Her breasts popped out into the air. They jiggled as he let go and the stretched elastic pushed them up. Her nipples were puffy, the entire smallish area of the areolae swollen and bright pink. He palmed the firm globes, enclosing them entirely with his hands. The nipples poked into his fleshy palms and he squeezed his fat fingers.
Karen winced slightly and gasped again. The pastor was squeezing too hard, the way he always did. His fingers dug into the flesh where her growing breasts sprouted from her ribcage, but the friction against her nips sent sharp jolts of pleasure down into her belly. She could feel blood rushing to her face and a flush creeping down her neck and the swath of her exposed skin as the much larger adult continued to fondle her. She was tempted to let it go, let it all go, and relax into the arousal beginning to creep up from her naked crotch, but having made the demand she knew she had to follow through. If there was one thing she'd learned in her short life, it was that everything had a price, and if you wanted it, you paid for it, period. As near as she could tell, God had arranged it that way, so there was definitely no point in whining about it. So she made herself step backwards, out of his reach. Gooseflesh sprang up on her titties as his warm hands slid off.
She was panting slightly now. She looked up at the pastor, flushing further with the knowledge that he could see her arousal, but she did her best to fight it down and harden her expression. "It's a hundred from now on," she repeated. But as his face darkened she continued hastily, "I have a present for you," and she held up her hand up to his face, opening it to reveal her soaked and crumpled panties. It was Darknight's turn to gasp as her florid sexual reek filled his nose. He snatched the satiny green fabric from her hand and pressed it over his nose and mouth.
He inhaled deeply, eyes closed, and blew out in a rush. "All right," he groaned. "All right, you filthy whore, a hundred. God help me." He stepped towards Karen but she stepped sharply back, her hand from which he'd snatched her underwear still extended. He fumbled his wallet out of his hip pocket. He rummaged through it, almost dropping it as he tried to keep from smearing Karen's cunt cream onto the leather. Finally he held out four twenties, three fives, and five crumpled ones. Karen took the money from his hand and stepped around him. Her backpack rested on the far corner of the large mahogany desk that dominated the smallish office. Aside from her pack, a blotter, and a "Love Jesus" pen-and-pencil set, the desktop was clear. It gleamed with polish and smelled faintly of lemons.
Rather than walk around the desk, Karen deliberately leaned across it. She rose up on her tiptoes to stuff the bills into her pack. Her short dress rode up in back, showing off her long, shapely legs from her bare soles all the way up to the very tops of her thighs. As she stretched forward the fabric rose further, baring the lower part of her ass. She giggled to herself as she heard the hitch in the pastor's stentorian breathing. She felt the edge of the desk digging against her pubic bone and imagined his watery blue eyes goggling at the sight of her pale, smooth cuntlips peeking out from between her legs. Karen heard the jingling as he unbuckled his belt and stepped up behind her. There was a pause as Darknight rummaged in his pocket, then the faint plasticky sound of a condom being unrolled. She wasn't prepared, though, for the violence with which he grabbed the back of her neck and shoved her face down against her pack. "Hey!" she cried as she felt the back of her skirt yanked upwards. Then the breath was driven from her lungs as Darknight lunged atop her and the weight of his paunch landed squarely on her back. Her stomach and her bared breasts were squashed against the cool, smooth desktop. She felt the warm, blunt head of his tool poking at her slit and her ass crack. "Filthy whore, sinful, filthy whore," he grunted in an oddly muffled voice.
Karen quailed inwardly. The little girl felt lacerated by the contempt in her pastor's voice - but the whore reminded her that her pastor had been paying to sexually abuse her since she was twelve and a half. A spurt of anger gave the young teen the strength to get her hands under her and push herself upright under the adult man's weight. "Bastard!" she hissed. "If I'm a whore, what are you? You can't stop fucking me!" She struggled to twist her naked loins aside and close her legs. With a heave, she managed to twist half onto her side and look back - and then her anger dissolved in a gale of laughter. The pastor had pulled her panties over his head. His blue eyes goggled out on either side of the soaking crotch. As he panted a large "O" of the wet fabric over his mouth bulged in and out. His jowls wobbled, spilling over the leghole elastic.
The pastor's expression - what Karen could see of it, anyway - darkened in the face of her laughter. "Slut!" he grated out, and lunged again, pressing her forward on the desk. Her toes came up off the ground and right out of her sandals. She spread her legs wide to accommodate the pastor's fat hips and her pale, bare feet kicked at the air. She was still giggling as she felt one of his fat hands probing at her slit, prying apart her smooth labia, then the breath whooshed out of her again as Darknight buried his thick tool in her hot snatch with a single hard shove. Thanks to her masturbation session in the bathroom, she was still soaked and slippery and the unlubricated condom slid easily into her. "Yesss..." she groaned as her vagina stretched to accommodate the familiar presence of an adult penis. The thickness of his tool felt dimly good moving around in there, but it was too short and the angle was wrong for her to get really stimulated. They used this position because it was the only one that suited the man's extreme obesity, but it meant she didn't get much out of it, except the money of course. That was why she charged him more than anyone else, way more now that he'd acceded to her demand today. She would have preferred to just stop doing him, but what with being in the choir and having to see him in church all the time anyway, trying to cut him off would cause too much trouble. Maybe after Christmas, next year.
Pastor Darknight began thrusting without pause, shoving himself brutally and rapidly into the young teen prone underneath his fat stomach. "Slut! Harlot! Whore!" he grunted in time with his thrusts. He grabbed at her slender hips, pulling her writhing body against him and impaling her as deeply as he could on his blunt, short erection.
"Oh, God! Yes! I'm a whore! Ow! Ow, you're hurting my babycunt!" Karen's cries and moans were strident, but the pastor couldn't see her face. Her slender, fourteen-year-old body was practically hidden underneath the wobbling curve of his fat belly and his eyes were screwed tight shut anyway. He couldn't see how her tone was completely belied by her calm, empty expression. Raising herself with some difficulty on one elbow, she rummaged in her backpack until she found her cellphone. She blew her tousled hair out of her eyes so she could see the phone's display. Even as she theatrically whimpered and begged the pastor to "fuck me! Fuck my whore babycunt!" she was thumbing out a text message. She worked carefully as her body jerked forward and back on the desk surface. "still @ spot?" she tapped out and sent to Caitlin. In a moment the reply came back, "yes. lynn is such a beeyotch". Karen grinned. As the pastor continued to gasp and puff behind her she keyed, "short lesson - c u soon" and hit "send".
The pastor continued huffing and blowing and thrusting into Karen's adolescent cunny. "Oh, God, Jesus, fuck me with your big cock, fuck my babycunt with your coAHHH!" Karen's litany ended with a surprised yell as the pastor jerked her backwards on the desk. The sudden change of position scraped her swollen clit across the edge of the desktop. Then he lurched forward and down and his weight smashed the tender nub against the sharp edge again. Karen's bare legs, which she had been idly kicking in the air, shot straight out in reaction to the burst of pain. Her thighs clamped around Darknight's hips and her vagina clamped down on his latex-clad organ. The fat man grunted and shoved forward, grinding Karen's mound and her burning clit against the edge. "GAH! OW! FUCK! SHIT! DAMMIT!" Karen cried and moaned in earnest now.
Her language further inflamed the pastor and he slammed even harder into the young teen writhing beneath him. Each thrust brought a fresh scream from Karen as not only her burning hot clitoris, but the fresh knife wound on her thigh as well scraped over the rim of the desk. "AH! AH! AIE! AIEOWW!" she howled as jagged spears of pain pierced her tender flesh. Her clit was still sensitive from her masturbation and it felt like it was being pinched in two as she struggled to raise her mound from the sharp edge digging into it. Her hands scrabbled vainly at the desktop for purchase, trying to pull her half-naked body forward beneath the fat man's weight pressing down on her. Sweat stung her watering eyes. Her cries of "STOP! YOU'RE HURTING!" were truly desperate now but the pastor paid no heed. If anything he pressed harder and thrust into her faster and deeper. Karen moaned as a jagged burning ecstasy began to rise under the pain. Hot cream oozed out of her stuffed vagina onto the desktop. The lubrication made her engorged clitty push more easily back and forth across the edge. Each scrape lit up her nervous system with an inextricable mix of agony and pleasure. Her thigh was burning; at the same time the cool surface felt delicious beneath her squashed breasts; she could feel the hard points of her nipples sliding in her sweat.
A dark wave was building, rising up to crash down on her. Karen lived for the times that wave would engulf her, smashing all breath and thought from her tender adolescent body and drowning her in pure sensation. Nothing mattered inside the wave, not her parents' expectations, not homework or grades, not the churning roil of shame and arousal she struggled daily to repress, not tomorrow's ache in her babycunt, nothing. The wave washed it all away, if only for a few moments.
Not this time, though. Before the wave could rise very high, she felt Pastor Darknight's grip on her thighs tighten painfully. He let out a familiar rasping yip and she felt his condom-covered penis expand, stretching her labia even further. He shuddered, groaned, and then it was done. He let go of her and stepped back, pulling out so swiftly it almost hurt. Karen rolled over and lay on her back, her heart hammering. Her pert little titties heaved as she fought to get her breathing under control. Her dress gaped open from collar to navel and the skirt was bunched up around her waist. She brought her heels up and pushed her body backwards so that she could pull the skirt down to cover her gaping cunt without soaking it in the puddle of her sex juices dripping over the edge of the desk.
Darknight snatched the young girl's panties off his head. He was filled with disgust. He was disgusted with himself for his weakness, and even more disgusted with the filthy whore-child who took advantage of his weakness over and over. As always, he resolved this would be the last time, knowing full well his resolution was nothing before her sluttish, sinful display. Reaching under his paunch he peeled the condom off his wilting penis. Just touching the latex filled him with revulsion and he tossed it blindly at the blonde teenager lying across his desk. Barely taking time to do up his trousers, he turned and yanked open the office door and left at as close to a run as his short, fat legs could manage.
Karen jerked as the full condom plopped down on her bare, sweaty stomach. The pastor hadn't even bothered to tie it off and sticky, cooling sperm splashed out the open end and began to drool down her side. She quickly squeegeed it up with her fingers to keep it from staining her dress. With her other hand she picked up the prophylactic and held it up off her slimed belly. There was nothing in reach to wipe her fingers on and with both hands full it was almost impossible for her to sit up. With a soft grunt of anger she threw the rubber across the room to where the pastor's massive presentation Bible stood open on a bookstand. It slapped against the gilt-edge paper wetly and clung there. Karen smiled grimly as she raised her semen-coated fingers to her lips and licked them clean, grimacing slightly as she swallowed the bitter latex flavor.
Karen lay still on the desk, feeling the sweat drying on her skin, the last traces of gooey secretions oozing from her stretched cunt. She was suddenly overwhelmed with a wave of confused anger, shame, and something very like despair. She covered her face with her hands to stifle the sobs that tried to break through her control. She forced herself to breathe slowly and evenly as she focused on the hum of the fluorescent lights overhead and the soft roaring of the building ventilation system. Within moments, though, she felt a draft on her moist, swollen labia. He didn't even close the door, she thought angrily, realizing that she was on display for anyone who happened to walk into the choir room. Chilled at the thought of being discovered like that with her dress open and her cunt spread, obviously just-fucked, she struggled to a sitting position. She pulled up her bra, wincing as she adjusted each tender breast in its cup, and hastily buttoned her dress. Pulling down her skirt, she rolled off the side of the desk to avoid the sticky, drying puddle of her secretions. She stepped back into her sandals. Turning her back to the door she pulled her ponytail holder down and off her waist-length blond hair, finger-combed it back into some semblance of order, and retied it. She smoothed down her dress front and back, picked up her backpack and crossed to the door, pausing to look down at the sticky mess the condom made lying across the pastor's Bible. She saw that it was open to I Corinthians, towards the end of chapter 14. With a satisfied smirk on her face she slammed the book closed, squashing the used prophylactic inside like an obscene bookmark.
Karen retrieved her jacket and shrugged into it. Settling her backpack over her shoulder, she left the choir room and set out for the coffeehouse the kids called The Spot. She left the main building and cut across the south courtyard of the church complex. Dead leaves skirled around her ankles as the cold wind blew up her short skirt and chilled her wet, naked pussy and backside. She encountered no one as she walked. She was starting to shiver by the time she entered the youth complex.
She walked past the auditorium and the small chapel. Warm, fragrant air and conversation spilled out the open doors of the coffee shop. She spotted Caitlin sitting with Lynn and a group of other girls. She walked over, snagging an empty chair as she went and dragging it upto the table next to Caitlin. She dropped her backpack next to her friend and went to the counter to get a cup of orange herb tea liberally dosed with sugar. Wearing what she hoped was a friendly smile on her face, she carried the cup back to the table. She sat carefully, making sure to smooth her short skirt under her bare thighs.
The other girls acknowledged her cheerful-sounding greeting and Caitlin hugged her. She sipped her tea quietly, letting their trivial talk about school, boys, the upcoming concert, wash over her. She didn't much feel like talking. Already her clitoris was starting to ache from the forestalled climax and she fought the growing urge to call her mom to come get her so she could curl up under her covers and masturbate to exhaustion. But as always she hid the turmoil behind a vacuous smile and let her eyes unfocus as she pretended interest in the conversation.
Karen didn't see Caitlin's eyes widen as she glanced over and her gaze dropped to her friend's lap, but she came out of her reverie as the short brunette grabbed her arm. "Karen, come to the bathroom with me." Her voice was light but her dark eyes burned into Karen. Without waiting for an answer she took the taller girl's hand and stood, pulling her to her feet.
Karen trailed along in her friend's wake. Caitlin was no fashion-model waif and never would be. She'd been a chubby little girl but had bloomed with puberty into a short, busty young woman with a quick smile and a merry, infectious laugh. Her hair fell in permed ringlets, tied loosely back to show large, complicated, dangly pierced earrings. She fairly dragged Karen into the women's bathroom. The youth center was an older building and the bathroom doors had knobs and deadbolt locks. With a flick of her heavily-ringed hand, Caitlin shot the bolt and turned to confront her friend.
Karen took an involuntary step backwards. Caitlin's dark eyes flashed, not in anger exactly, but... "What is it, Caitlin?" she asked, trying to forestall the confrontation she knew was coming.
"What is it? Kar, what's going on?" Caitlin demanded.
"Nothing," she replied unconvincingly.
"Nothing? Nothing!?" Caitlin's voice rose near a shout. She pointed wordlessly at Karen's skirt where it hung below her short quilted jacket. Karen glanced down, then stared in horror at her reflection in the mirror. Where her pale-green fabric draped against her left thigh there was a dark brownish-red stain. It was the size of her palm and even as she watched, fresh spots of blood seeped through.



Part 15
Mg, mast, reluc

I hadn't been over to Jenny and Rob's house for several weeks. There was nothing in particular behind that, the runup to the end-of-year holidays had just filled everyone's schedules. I tried to touch base with them every couple of weeks, mostly just to make sure that my life wasn't about to end - that is to say, that neither of their daughters, not eleven-year-old Karen nor her nine-year-old sister Renee had said anything about their Hallowe'en sleepover at my house. My cock swelled whenever I recalled the events of that weekend. It had been Karen's debut as an actual preteen prostitute. Her hot, tight pubescent cunt had earned her first the bodypaint that had made it possible for her to spend Hallowe'en night trick-or-treating naked, and then over five hundred dollars in cash from the teenaged gangbang at the end of the evening. In the course of an hour she'd swallowed more than a dozen loads of cum and had easily that many cocks pistoning in and out of her poor abused vagina. Just watching the fifth-grader get fucked to exhaustion had been one of the most intense sexual experiences of my own life. The sight of her at the end, lying barely conscious on the hard stone bench, her nearly-bald vulva stretched wide and literally overflowing with sperm, her leopard-painted face, body, and her long blond hair all covered in sweat and drying semen, was a treasured memory for me. And I'd taken my own turn with her as well before the night was over.
Meanwhile that night, Renee had been off having her own little sexual adventure. Some neighbor had gotten more than he bargained for when he cuddled the little girl on his darkened porch. From the way Renee told the story, the guy wasn't hoping for more than to cop a quick feel off the child's cute little body. Instead he ended up with her mouth bobbing on the end of his cock, if only for a second before he came all over her face and himself. The funny part was, whoever this fellow might turn out to be he was really only interested in boys. He was less than happy when the cute little pirate who just blew him revealed that she didn't have the equipment for him to return the favor. I had been thrilled and perversely proud of the the way my pretty brown-haired niece had come to regard sex as a completely normal way of relating with adults. I didn't mind sharing her.
Karen hadn't felt so good when she finally dragged herself out of bed around noon the next day. She'd been more than a little hungover from the blackberry brandy I'd given her to insulate her naked body from the cold Hallowe'en night. Even after her headache faded and her sour stomach settled, she'd limped around my house whimpering from the pain in her stretched pussy. I'd done my best to distract her by admiring her award for best costume and making a big deal about all the money she'd earned. In truth, over five hundred dollars was pretty good for an evening's work, especially considering the fifth-grader had whored it all in twenty-dollar increments.
It was early that next day that things had gotten a bit out of hand with Renee, leaving her also a bit sore and a bit disgruntled with both me and her sister. With the younger child I'd taken a different tack, spending the rest of the weekend being loving and affectionate but not particularly sexual with her. I'd cuddled her in my lap but restrained myself from fondling her compact, stocky body. I told her how much I loved her and only occasionally emphasized that we were "lovers". By the drive home she was clinging to me and when we pulled up in front of her house she gave me a sweet, quick, open-mouthed kiss in the darkened truck cab.
Still, when a week and then two went by without hearing from the girls or their parents, paranoia started to creep in. Each time the uncertainty got too great I'd screw up my courage and call and each time I'd get Jenny or Rob telling me about how busy everything was, and we-must-get-together-for-dinner-soon. Normal, but frustrating considering that I hadn't even talked to my two preteen sex partners in over a month.
Today a vicious snowstorm had blown in over the mountains. My crew was pulled off the job site and back to the office. Noon looked more like evening with low, heavy clouds and high winds piling up drifts faster than the plows could clear them. I was dividing my attention between the backlog of paperwork and contemplating what was, under good conditions, a two-hour drive up and over the south range to get home, when my cellphone chirped in my pocket. It was Jenny. Had I heard the forecast was for the snow to turn to ice and continue through the night? I had. "They just announced the schools are being dismissed, and they're about to close up the office here, too. I bet nothing's moving in this city tomorrow. I'm going to swing by and get Rob on the way home. Why don't you come spend the night with us? You'll never get up the mountain and even if you do it'll take half the night. C'mon, we haven't seen you in ages. Renee's always asking when her uncle's going to come see her, it's so cute." After making some polite noises about not imposing, I accepted with gratitude and not a little anticipation.
I had a two-hour trip anyway; that was how long it took me to cover the normal twenty-minute drive to Jenny and Rob's house. As usual, bad conditions were made infinitely worse by all the people who had no idea how to deal with them. I had to deliberately ditch it once to avoid some moron who thought 4WD made it safe to drive 40 mph under blizzard conditions. By the time I got to my destination I was vibrating with tension; it took a second for me to relax enough to loosen the death-grip I'd unconsciously taken on the steering wheel. Jenny's car was parked at the top of the short, steep driveway, the tire tracks already filled in with fresh snow. I didn't even try to get my truck up behind her. I pulled up half on the sidewalk to optimistically leave room for the snowplows, killed the engine, and slogged my way carefully up to the door.
I stepped out of the wet, freezing wind into warmth. Shedding my coat, I followed the sound of laughter and smell of hot cocoa into the kitchen. My worries quickly dissolved as Rob smiled a greeting from the stove and Jenny got up from the table to pull me into a hug. We were interrupted by Renee who cannonballed into us and wrapped her little arms around my hips, crying my name. She shoved her small body between us. Surely it was just a coincidence that in the press she rubbed her round face back and forth across my crotch, but I could feel her warm breath through my work jeans. Jenny laughingly pushed her younger daughter away from us and gestured for me to sit down.
My cocoa arrived with a generous dollop of whiskey which made it especially welcome after the harrowing drive. We passed a very pleasant afternoon in the warm kitchen while the blizzard raged outside. Dinner was nothing fancy, frozen pizzas doped with extra cheese and some canned mushrooms and olives. Renee chattered away to me, drawing repeated urgings from her parents to pay attention to her food. Karen was quieter. She was sitting around the corner of the table from me. She didn't act upset or angry or scared, but neither did she seem particularly happy to see me. She mostly looked straight ahead, avoiding eye contact with me, though from time to time I caught her sneaking glances my way. She was wearing a long-sleeved white shirt in a wide-wale ribbed fabric with a vee neck. Twin points poked out from her chest, those lovely puffy nipples I so enjoyed squeezing and sucking. Her pants were red cotton with tiny flowers in a lighter red. They ended with a lace-edged flare at the midpoint of the eleven-year-old's thin calves. White pompom socks covered her feet.
While her parents' attention was momentarily distracted by a fresh dollop of tomato sauce on her younger sister's tshirt, I experimentally reached under the table and grasped the child's knobby knee. I squeezed gently, opening her legs a little wider and then quickly ran my hand up the inside of her thigh and back. I could feel the warmth of Karen's skin though the thin fabric of her pants. She looked like she had swallowed a bug, but she made no attempt to pull away or close her legs. And was that a slight flush I saw coloring her cheek? Interesting.
During the meal the radio announced that schools were closed tomorrow, setting off the obligatory celebration from the smaller set at the table. As we cleared, Jenny told the girls to go upstairs and get their baths and get ready for bed now, and then they could stay up late and we'd watch some DVDs.
We adults were settled on the giant sectional couch that dominated the family room, fresh drinks in hand, when the girls came back downstairs. Renee was wearing a flannel nightgown in a fairly horrifying Christmasy red-and-green plaid. She came over to me and gave me a quick kiss but then burrowed in between her parents along the other leg of the couch's L from where I sat. The couch was deep enough that only the child's slippered feet hung over the lip of the cushions. Karen was practically swallowed in a white terrycloth bathrobe. She was wearing her pink-framed eyeglasses. Her long blond hair was loose and still damp, and her feet were bare. To my surprise, she came and sat beside me. As the fifth-grader sat back I looked over, hoping to catch a glimpse down her open robe of her delicious preteen charms, but nothing doing. As if divining my intention, the child pulled her robe tight around her as she sat. I could smell her, though. As always, the delicate scent of soap and baby shampoo and a child's own essence turned me on, and my cock began to stiffen in my pants. I shifted to give it room to expand, and was surprised when Karen caught my eye and almost too quickly for me to be sure a satisfied smirk played across her unformed features. Was the fifth-grader perving on me, instead of the other way around? Surely not. She proceeded to ignore me as I sat bemused, not participating in the animated discussion which followed about which movie we should watch. I let the conversation swirl around me, enjoying the warmth and good feeling in the room as the wind threw snow against the windows and rattled them in their frames.
As the opening sequence for "Shrek 2" lit up the television, Karen leaned away from me and snagged a large folded quilt from the far end of the couch. I thought she was going to wrap herself in it but to my surprise she spread it over both of our laps, pulling it up over her shoulders almost to her chin. I moved to put my arm around her but she snuggled close, leaning against my shoulder and preventing the move. Her knees tented the heavy fabric as she sat Indian-style. Her left leg rested on my jeans-clad thigh. The warmth of her through the denim and the knowledge that her smooth, nearly-hairless cunt which I had plundered so mercilessly was just inches away was almost too much. I pulled the quilt higher on my chest and used that to conceal my hand adjusting my now iron-hard boner, trying to find a comfortable position in my tight jeans. I kept my face towards the tv while watching Jenny and Rob out of the corner of my eye, to make sure they didn't notice my tumescent discomfort.
But I had no sooner pressed my cock into place than I felt Karen's soft hand sliding on top of mine. Surprise turned to shock as she tugged it into her own lap beneath the blanket. As she moved it higher and higher up her thigh, I felt nothing but smooth skin. Underneath that thick white bathrobe the eleven-year-old was naked! She held my hand hard against her and I felt her damp, sweaty, hot vulva fill my palm. Immediately she started pushing her crotch up against me, and I heard her breath sigh out in a soft "ohhhhhh".
Her gyrations were plainly visible beneath the blanket and I jerked my hand away. I risked a quick look at Jenny and Rob, but the volume was loud enough to cover their daughter's sigh of pleasure and they seemed not to have noticed. Or at least Jenny didn't say, "would you mind terribly removing your hand from my daughter's pussy?" so I assumed for the moment I was in the clear. But my stomach cramped with anxiety as Karen grabbed at my hand underneath the blanket and forced it back between her skinny thighs. "Pleeeeease..." she hissed, so softly that I could barely hear her. She leaned hard against my shoulder, trapping the arm between us and making it impossible for me to pull my hand off her slit without making it obvious. I glanced down at her oval face. She was looking at the tv, not me, and even in the dim, blue-washed light I could see faint red smudges across her cheeks. "Please," the child repeated between clenched teeth. "I need...I can't...you haveta...pleeeAH!" The breath gusted out of her as she again rotated her pelvis, shoving her cunt against my hand. Her right hand joined her left, pressing on top of mine. She was panting softly.
My face prickled with mingled arousal and fear, and I felt a trickle of cold sweat down my sides. There was no way Karen's parents could fail to notice me masturbating their daughter just inches away from them, and I doubted their reaction would be pleasant. I didn't know why Karen had decided she needed sex in front of her whole family, but there was no time to discuss it; I had to settle her down, fast. I shifted in my seat, angling my body towards the tv in the far corner of the room and at the same time turning my shoulder to slightly shield Karen from view of the rest of her family. My hand was still pressed against her sweaty little quim. I seized her right lip between fingers and thumb and pulled hard. The preteen stiffened in her seat, stifling a yelp. Her head whipped around to look at me, eyes wide in shock and pain behind her oval lenses. "Be! Quiet!" I hissed at her. I pinched the sweaty elastic skin between my fingers for just a second, then released it and pressed my hand back down into her crotch. I could feel the tension in the tendons of her groin on either edge of my palm. The thick terrycloth of her bathrobe trapped the heat rising from her immature core.
"You have to be quiet!" I repeated. "Do you want me to play with your little cunt?" As I whispered the harsh word, the blush intensified on Karen's cheek and spread back to the ear I could see. Still looking straight ahead, she nodded. I started to gently massage her baby pussy, sliding my fingers and palm up and down over her labia. A sparse wisp of hair tickled the heel of my hand; she had definitely developed some in the weeks since Hallowe'en. Again her hips started to rotate against my hand. I stopped. "You have to keep absolutely still. Do you want Mommy and Daddy to know what a whore you are?" The child's response was instructive. Before Hallowe'en, before she purchased a full-bodypaint costume by letting my friend Nate eat her cunt, before she earned over five hundred dollars by letting two dozen boys ejaculate into her mouth and vagina, being called a whore was a crushing blow to her. It was one of the tools I had used to emotionally browbeat the fifth-grader on the way to manipulating her into becoming a whore in fact, But in the wake of that evening, not realizing how big a part the alcohol I had plied her with had played in her wanton behavior, it seemed she had completely given in. "Whore" became an integral part of her self-image.
So though the flush across her face didn't fade, Karen didn't quail or whimper or hang her head in shame when I reminded her what she had become. Instead, she snuck a quick look past my shoulder to see that her parents and little sister were still absorbed in the video, then settled against the couch back. "No," she answered softly, "but...I gotta..."
"I know," I whispered, even though I had no idea what she gotta. I couldn't understand why she had lost control right now. "But hold still, OK?" Karen turned her face back to the tv and nodded ever so slightly. For several minutes I just held my hand still on her mound while I pretended to pay attention to the movie. I sipped at my toddy with my free hand. As much as she liked this film, Renee was a total wigglebutt, and I watched her provoke Rob into a tickle-fight. Wedged as she was between him and her mother, it was one she was bound to lose and did, amid much hilarity.
Meanwhile, I began stroking just one finger ever so lightly along Karen's smooth bald slit. She was already lubricating and her hot cream wet my fingertip. I pushed in between her puffy labia only far enough to touch her inner lips and brush over the hood of her clitoris as my finger curled upwards. By the time Shrek, Fiona, and Donkey reached Fiona's home, the little bud had grown and I could feel it peeking out from under its tender fleshy hat. I flicked my finger gently back and forth across it, coating it with Karen's own juice.
Karen was doing her best to keep still and quiet next to me, despite the intensifying shocks of pleasure rippling through her body. The flush was spreading across her face and neck again, and I could hear violent exhalations whistling in her nose. Except for the heel of my hand resting on the top of her lightly-fuzzed pubic mound, the only point of contact between us was my fingertip stroking lightly up and down over her hot, swollen pleasure button. A high-pitched, barely-audible groan came from deep in the preteen's throat as I rolled the slippery nub between thumb and finger. Her hands clutched spasmodically at my bicep as I continued to tease and molest her. I glanced down once in a while to make sure my hand couldn't be seen moving beneath the blanket.
I was able to keep this up for quite a while. From time to time Karen would find the temptation to hump against my hand overwhelming and her butt would start to wiggle or bounce on the couch. Each time I immediately released her clitty, withholding further touch until she settled back into place and the tension drained out of her skinny developing body. Then I resumed my gentle rubbing and tugging at her oversized button, stretching it this way and that and even twisting it. Sweat sheened the child's high forehead. She was gnawing at her lower lip, and her eyes were watering behind her glasses. Before long she was practically vibrating with the effort of resisting need to moan and writhe and cry from the delicious flow of hot sexual lava burning through her. Why she put herself in this position with her parents right here was still a mystery to me, but my thoughts were clouded as I fought my own battle between arousal and fear of discovery. It was getting uncomfortably hot underneath the quilt. My cock strained almost painfully in my jeans as I caught a whiff of her adolescent scent.
Right when Antonio Banderas was coughing up a hairball, Karen lost the struggle to conceal her growing agitation. After twenty minutes of my slow, teasing stimulation, an orgasm boiled up from her tortured clitty. Her hands squeezed almost painfully around my upper arm and she began trembling violently. She turned and buried her face against my shoulder and I felt the hot, moist puffs of her breath as she strained to stay quiet. The quilt fell down to puddle in her lap. Fortunately my hand was still concealed but as she twisted her robe gapped open slightly and a narrow vee was exposed between her just-budding breasts. Her skin was flaming red from the roots of her hair down to the point where her robe wrapped around her.
Jenny glanced over and in a panicked attempt to forestall her daughter's visible sexual climax I pinched down hard on Karen's clitoris, squeezing it between thumbnail and forefinger. But instead it had the opposite effect. The stab of pain came right in the middle of a spasm. Karen's eyes that had been half-open squinted tightly shut as the powerful sensations blasted through her immature body. It felt like a tiny star had kindled into flame right on the point of her straining button, and eruptions of nearly intolerable pleasure smashed into her. Her little hands grabbed fistfuls of the quilt and twisted. "Gggnnnnnh!" She was unable to completely stifle a high-pitched wordless whine against my shirt. Beneath the quilt and the terrycloth robe my fingers were suddenly wet as hot cream oozed out of her pubescent quim.
Jenny's voice shocked me back to awareness of the rest of the room. "Honey, are you all right?" She was looking across me at her daughter with concern, taking in the child's flushed and strained expression.
"Yes, mommy," Karen managed to choke out between deep, sighing breaths. She trembled, chilled, as her orgasm slowly faded and the tension drained from her limbs and body. Under the quilt I stroked my fingers lightly, calmingly, over her swollen vulva, spreading her secretions all over, down the inside of each skinny thigh, across the slit I could feel was now gaping open, and up onto her taut belly. I pressed my hand against her abdomen, feeling her shudder as she spoke again. "I...my tummy hurts a little,"
"Do you want me to rub it better?" Jenny patted the couch next to her. "Come sit next to me and I'll rub it for you."
"No!" Karen cried, forcefully enough that both Jenny and Rob looked at her in surprise. She recovered, though, and repeated "No, mommy, thank you," more softly. I gently flicked her swollen clitty beneath the blanket and chuckled to myself as she shuddered, desperately repressing the little aftershock of pleasure that stabbed at her. She looked up at me and for just a second I saw anger in her eyes. But then I pushed a finger between her slippery hot labia under the bathrobe and her mouth dropped open and her expression emptied as once again the burning in her cunt overwhelmed her. "I haveta go to the bathroom," she blurted suddenly and leaped off the couch, dragging the quilt with her, wrapping it around her lower body as she fled down the hall. For an instant my hand was exposed, soaked and glistening, fingers webbed with her sticky cunt cream. Quickly and I hoped casually I tucked it underneath my thigh, raising my other leg and propping my heel on the edge of the couch cushion to conceal and ease the pressure on my erection. Jenny and Rob were looking after their older daughter with bemusement. They shared a look over Renee's tousled head.
"Well," Jenny said quietly after a second, "Someone's getting very close to becoming a young woman." She smiled over at me in the dim, flickering light. "She's been awfully cranky lately. I was just about that age, and if she's having cramps now..." she trailed off, flicking her eyes down towards her younger daughter as a sign she didn't want to discuss Karen's impending menarche more explicitly just now. I was sure that was just out of consideration for the older girl's feelings. I knew that both children had got a thorough, age-appropriate education in how their bodies worked, an education that I had extended somewhat.
I smiled back at Jenny. Renee, however, wasn't smiling. Her small form was tucked down between her parents on the couch and at the moment she was ignoring the movie just as we grownups were. She was looking straight at me, not scowling exactly, but with her lower lip stuck out and her round childish features set in an almost sulky expression. I realized she knew that I had been playing with her older sister's cunt. Renee wasn't normally a jealous child and from the beginning I thought she had realized that Karen's pleasure was different than her own. She understood on some level that I was coercing and manipulating the older girl in a way that she, with her uncomplicated enjoyment of sex, was not vulnerable to. But now I recalled her reactions in my bed that morning after Hallowe'en. She'd been upset at the way sex got out of control, with her pummeling my testicles and me choking her with my cock and punishing her ass - but she'd gotten even more upset when I'd transferring my attentions to Karen for a few minutes. Was she starting to see her big sister as a competitor? She was looking at me intensely, eyes narrowed, with a concentration that seemed almost comical in such a young child. I looked back and after a second the third-grader returned her attention to the television as Shrek and cohort battled for possession of the magic potion. She brushed her brown hair back from her face and leaned over against her daddy, hugging his ample belly.
* * *
I half-woke with just a hint of dawn visible through the patio door. The dim light was pale and watery, and I could see snow piled up nearly to chest level against the glass. I was lying on the couch under the quilt that Karen had relinquished when she went to bed. If I pressed my nose to the right spot on the fabric I could still smell a faint trace of her pubescent arousal. I had laid down fully clothed but the house had stayed warm and in the night I had stripped down to briefs and my unbuttoned workshirt. It was cooler now as I rolled over at the unmistakable sound of Renee's galumphing footsteps, and through groggy eyes saw her shadowed form negotiating the steps in the dim light. But my eyes widened with shock as the child reached the bottom of the staircase and walked over to stand before me. Her long brown hair was loose and mussed from sleep, and she combed her fingers through it as she looked down at me. She was not smiling.
"Renee," I whispered, "Where are your clothes?"



Part 16
Mg, Mgg, mast, oral, anal, cons, reluc, blasphemy, mindfucking

Nine-year-old Renee, my friend, niece-by-two-degrees-of-marriage, and sex partner, stood before me in the dim predawn. The house was silent except for the muted sussurus of the furnace, pervaded with the eerie post-blizzard quiet after yesterday's snowfall. A slice of sky was visible through the patio door only as a slightly brighter shade of darkness over the snowdrift that was piled most of the way up the glass. The house had cooled off considerably. I was curled up on the giant sectional sofa. The air nipped at my nose but I was still warm enough in my briefs and unbuttoned workshirt under the heavy quilt. As for Renee, she stood with her short arms wrapped tightly around herself. Looking down at her little feet I saw she was wearing white ankle socks. Looking up from there, I saw she was wearing nothing else. Even in the dim orange light from the hall nightlight I could see her dime-sized nipples were crinkled and pointy and gooseflesh covered her arms. She stood with one foot half atop the other, her chubby thighs pressed together. Her puffy, hairless labia pooched out below her childishly rounded belly. Her slit and the little keyhole widening at the top was a darker shadow just at my eye-level.
"Where's your clothes, sweetie?" I looked up at the beautiful little girl. She frowned down at me, her long brown hair framing her face and falling over her shoulders and down her back in loose waves. She didn't answer, just looked back with the poker face she had so weirdly perfected. After a few seconds, I tried again. "Wanna snuggle?" I lifted the edge of the quilt I was huddled under. Cold air played over my chest and bare legs. She paused, then nodded. I made an enfolding gesture with the blanket to urge her on, and Renee put one knee on the couch cushion and climbed up. She rolled as she lay down, the cool smooth skin of her back pressing against my hairy chest. I loved the familiar feeling of her head fitting beneath my chin, her butt pressing against my crotch. My penis, which had begun to stiffen at the first breathtaking sight of her, pulsed harder between her cheeks. Since she seemed disinclined to talk, I didn't press her. I wrapped my arm around her and gently stroked her cheek, her pebble-hard nipples, down her stomach just to the top of her chubby mound, and back up.
We lay not speaking like that for several minutes as I continued to slowly fondle the child. I could feel Renee's skin warming as she breathed deeply against me. I thought she was falling asleep, but she spoke quietly. "You gave Karen an orgasm last night."
I remembered how she had scowled at her older sister's barely-repressed sexual release. "Not really..." I started to say, but she interrupted me, speaking more forcefully.
"You did too! I saw her have an orgasm and you were touching her under the blanket! You always say, 'don't lie' but you did!"
"Whoa, sweetie, whoa," I brushed the back of my hand over her cheek, neck, and shoulder, feeling the tension in the childish muscles beneath her smooth, olive skin. "I was just starting to say, I didn't give her an orgasm so much as she took one. She took my hand and pressed it into her cunny and she wouldn't let me go." I illustrated by sliding my right hand down Renee's chubby belly to her own smooth little mound, and lower to tickle her labia and her bald slit. She shifted against me, opening her thighs slightly and making a soft, wordless sound in her throat. "I was scared the whole time we were going to get caught, but she made me rub her cunny until she orgasmed. It's a good thing your Mommy and Daddy didn't notice, isn't it?"
"If they saw, then you wouldn't be allowed to come over any more." Renee's tone was somewhere between a statement and a question.
"That's right. You know we've talked about this. Grownups and little girls aren't supposed to be lovers, and Mommy and Daddy would be mad if they knew. They wouldn't let us see each other ever again. I'd miss you and Karen both so much if that happened, and I'd worry about Karen that she wouldn't be able to learn how to be a good whore without me."
"I don't care about Karen. I'm tired of her dumb old whoring."
"Okay, I don't think that's true. I know you do care about your sister. Remember back when you saw her masturbating at recess? You told me she was all sad and you wanted me to fix it. You were worried then." As I spoke, I continued gently stroking the length of Renee's body, up and down and around her puppyfat nipples. Even as they warmed the little pebbles continued to erect at my touch. As I passed my fingertips over her labia I began gently working my finger between her fat outer lips, each time pressing just a bit harder as I dragged gently upwards. Each time she was a little warmer, a little damper to the touch. I pressed against the emerging nub and she sighed, crooking her upper leg to open her slit and allow me more complete access to her prepubescent charms.
"But - ah! - I'm your lover, not Karen! She's just a dumb old whore!" Renee repeated herself.
"Your sister is not dumb!" I whispered forcefully. "I love you Renee, but that doesn't mean I don't love Karen, too. And because I love you both, I have to help you both when you need help. Karen needs help to be a good whore, or she's going to be sad all the time. You understand that, don't you? You don't really want your sister to be sad her whole life, do you?"
Renee sighed in frustration as I easily tied her nine-year-old brain in pretzel knots - not that I hadn't said anything that wasn't true, even if much of it was seriously twisted. She wriggled against my cloth-covered penis, now stiffened to full mast, as my penetrating fingers teased pleasure from her moist, sticky preteen cunny. Her breathing had gotten quicker and deeper, almost panting, "Karen's going to need help, and I'm going to help her, and that's that." I continued. "But there's no reason for you to be jealous. I'm not jealous that you put another man's cock in your mouth, and I won't be jealous no matter how many other cocks you suck on, because I know that we're lovers, no matter what. Okay?"
As I spoke I began assaulting Renee's baby clitoris directly. The little nub responded, standing up proud as I rubbed it gently. The hot, moist flesh felt exquisite sliding between my thumb and forefinger under the quilt. "OkaAAH!" Renee answered as pleasure fountained up from the tiny bundle of nerve endings. "Oooh, my cunt's tingling. Oooh, keep playing with my cunt. Oooh, I want an orgasm." Renee had gotten well-used to talking through her sexual feelings as I had trained her to; it was such a great turn-on for me to hear her piping childish voice begging me to molest her.
Without ceasing my gentle masturbation of the child, I shifted awkwardly so I could tug my briefs down with my other hand. My cock sprang free and slid between Renee's plump ass cheeks. I sighed at the delicious feeling of her cool, smooth skin against my hot organ. I shifted again, and moved myself down so the stalk popped up between her legs. Renee giggled and closed her thighs around it. "Ahh, you made my cock really hard and hot, sweetie," I whispered into her ear. "Will you play with my cock now? Let's both play nice and gentle."
The third-grader reached down between her legs and grasped my organ, squeezing it lightly. "What's the word for this time?" she giggled. We had made it a game for me to teach her a new slang term for penis every time she played with mine.
"Hmm," I pretended to think. "How about 'boner'? Please play with my boner, Renee. Please touch my boner."
Precum was flowing freely, and she smoothed the slippery juice up and down the shaft with her fingertips. As she tugged at my rampant flesh she pressed it over my fingers and against her own weeping baby slit. She wriggled more energetically as I made my first and second fingers into a narrow vee and rubbed gently but firmly down either side of her clitty, spreading her labia apart. Her panting became little moans and her hand clutched hard at my organ. Still she managed to keep her voice down, understanding the importance of quiet with her parents asleep just down the hall. "Ooo! Ooo! OooooOO!" Her small body stiffened then and she started trembling all over. My fingers were suddenly more damp and the sweet, piquant scent of her preadolescent sex juices wafted up under the blanket. Slowly the child relaxed against me, her eyes drifting closed and a gentle smile playing over her face. She heaved a deep sigh.
My cock leaped in her little hand. "Oh, you're so cute and sexy when you have an orgasm, Renee. I love you." I nibbled at her ear, and pressed my lips against the two tiny moles on her jawline. Renee lifted up the quilt and looked down to watch her hand sliding gently up and down my shaft. Her fingers didn't go completely around the veiny girth; she could see where her wrist lay alongside that it was just about the same thickness. The head was swollen and turning a darker purple as I felt the barest beginnings of my cum beginning to rise.
"I like your boner," Renee said. "It's very hot. I'm rubbing your boner faster now." Suiting word to deed, the third-grader began tugging on it more rapidly, pulling the loose skin up over the circumcised head and letting it slip back through her slimed fingers.
"Oh...wait...stop. Stop, Renee," I gasped out. "I'm getting too close to squirting. Where are we going to put the squirt?"
Renee obeyed, resting her hand still against the shaft and just squeezing gently. "You can put it in my mouth," she offered.
"I don't know. I haven't cum in a while. I think there'll be a lot of it. Do you want to swallow a great big load?"
"Like that man on Hallowe'en? Nuh-uh, that's way too much."
"Well, we can't make a mess here. If I squirt onto the couch or the blanket, everyone will know you're playing with my penis. Mmmm," I hummed as the child gently twisted her hand around the head of my cock. I was getting perilously close, but if felt so good. "What if I squirt it all on to you, sort of like the very first time we did it, and then you can go clean up?"
"No, that's gross. Wait, I know!" And before I could respond, Renee threw the blanket off, bounced off the couch and scampered naked up the stairs. I stared bemusedly after her, feeling the cool air playing around my stalk where her warm hand had just rested. She was gone for three or four minutes. Then she reappeared at the top of the stairs, pulling her older sister along by her hand.
Karen was wearing plain white pajamas, a simple sleeveless top that bared her cute bellybutton, and thin pants that came to mid-calf. The eleven-year-old was not an early riser like her sister and she looked barely awake as she stumbled down the stairs behind Renee. Her straight blond hair tumbled loose around her face and over her bare shoulders. Even in the dim light her eyes were squinted with sleep.
Renee had a plan. She tugged Karen to stand in front of the couch and left her there for the moment. Then the naked little girl grabbed the quilt and pulled it off me. My penis bounced and swelled in the cool air. She stroked it for a second with her small hand, murmuring "Nice boner, good boner," like it was a favorite pet or something. But then she grabbed my arm and pulled me up to a sitting position. Once I was upright, she stepped in front of me and grabbed my bare thighs. "Scoot forward!" she instructed, and I obeyed. She tried to lever my legs open but I was bound by my underwear. The waistband was stretched just below my scrotum; she pulled them down and off me. I was now naked except for my unbuttoned shirt, sitting slouched with my butt on the very edge of the couch cushion.
Renee turned and pulled her older sister forward to stand between my spread legs. She stepped behind her and put her hands on the taller girl's shoulders and pressed until Karen sat down on her knees. Karen seemed to be more than half-asleep, letting herself be manipulated into position without resistance. Once she was kneeling in front of me, Renee pushed the older girl's head forward until her nose bumped against my erect penis. I reached down and wiggled the stalk with my hand, slapping it against her face and forehead. Karen made no response as shiny smears of precum splashed onto her skin, just sat with her eyes mostly closed. Her perky, cherry-sized nipples poked twin points against the thin fabric of her top.
Now Renee had everything in place except, apparently, for the crowning glory: herself. She clambered up onto the couch and sat herself on my abdomen, spreading her legs wide. She scooted forwards, pressing her swollen, slightly reddened labia against my shaft. Then she wrapped both hands around it and declared, "Look, I have a penis!" I guffawed as she waved it back and forth in front of Karen's face. She mimicked my action, bopping the older girl on the forehead and cheeks with the stalk. "Karen, I want you to suck my penis!" she announced. But Karen made no move to comply, in fact, she seemed not to've heard, just sat there with her eyes closed and my throbbing cock resting along the side of her nose. Renee was insistent, though. She leaned forward - her puffy labia spreading around my cock as her warm ass pressed against my abdomen - and grabbed a handful of Karen's unruly blond hair. "Karen!" she whispered
sharply. "Suck my penis, whore!"
The sight of Renee fisting my cock in her little hand like it was her own, and calling her big sister out of her name like that was almost enough to make me shoot right there. My heart raced with the bizarre eroticism of the situation. My breath rasped in my throat as I watched over the third-grader's naked shoulders. Karen's eyes jerked open in surprise when Renee pulled her hair, and for the first time she seemed to take in the situation. But she didn't protest or try to pull away. She just leaned forward and opened her mouth and obediently slid the purple, swollen head of my erection between her generous lips.
"Oh, damn," I gasped as Karen's cheeks hollowed and with a wet, sloppy, slurping sound she sucked in my cock down to where Renee's little fist held it angled at her face. It was the loudest sound in the room since I had awoken. I felt her tongue sliding along the underside, pushing my tool around inside her exquisitely hot, wet, eleven-year-old mouth. She pulled off, dragging her teeth ever-so-lightly along the length of the shaft, and then her cheeks puffed out as she plunged back down, tonguing as she went. "Oooooh," I breathed out again as the incredible sensations of being fellated by the pretty blond fifth-grader shot through me.
Renee was giggling softly, continuously, as she watched her sister suck on "her" penis. She wriggled her naked body back against my chest and her long, wavy brown hair brushed over my supersensitive skin. Karen's eyes had drifted half-closed again. She looked almost in a trance as her lips moved up and down on the veiny shaft that appeared to sprout from her little sister's naked lap. She was leaning forward, palms flat on the carpet, legs splayed froglike with her butt on the floor. The neckline of her top gapped open and as she moved I caught tantalizing glimpses of her naked chest. I half-expected Renee to rap her on the forehead and command her to "look in my eyes when you suck me, whore!" as I once had, back when I had first introduced Karen to fellatio. I remembered her crouched dazed and naked in the parking lot of her elementary school, overwhelmed with the fantasy of being revealed to all her classmates and teachers as a sex pervert. I remembered the way her round blue eyes had pleaded with me as I held the back of her neck and gently pushed my penis into her mouth for the very first time. But Renee just kept giggling.
And before long the sensations and the memories were too much for me to hold back. I felt myself tense. "Here it comes," I choked out and then my legs stiffened and I rose up on my toes and arched forward against the couch and I fired the first heavy shot of ejaculate at the back of the preteen's throat. "UH! UH! UUUUH!" I grunted with each spasm, eyes screwed tight shut against the almost unendurable pleasure. I heard and felt Karen swallowing repeatedly as I shuddered through my orgasm. I had spoken truly to Renee; it had been quite a few days since I had last cum and my load was heavy and thick.
Finally, I was spent. I slumped back against the couch. Renee fell back against me, still giggling, her back cool against my sweaty chest. As my eyes slowly refocused I saw Karen sitting in the same position, eyes still half-closed, mussed hair falling forward to frame her face. She let her lips slacken and my wilting penis slid out of her mouth. Her chin was covered with thick, gooey globs of semen. And there she sat, not moving except for the way her shoulders heaved with her deep, even breathing.
I rolled sideways, spilling Renee off my lap and onto her back, and pressing my body on top of her much smaller form. She spread her legs wide, wrapping them around my stomach and linking her heels high on my back as I bent down and kissed at her lips. "That was a really good idea, Renee," I praised her. "You made Karen suck my boner - our boner," I chuckled, "really well. But I have to talk to Karen now. You just stay quiet and watch, okay?"
"Okay," she agreed, nodding as her long hair fanned out across the cushion. As I swung my legs over and stood, she rolled on to her side and propped up her head on her elbow. Her other hand crept down to her bald crotch and she pressed her fingers lightly against her flushed, swollen labia, rubbing slow circles on the damp skin. After a few seconds, she reached over and tugged the quilt over her lower body, leaving her round belly and chest exposed to the cool air.
I knelt down beside Karen, just watching her breathe for a moment. I reached out and very gently gathered her hair back over her shoulders so I could see her face and so she wouldn't get cum smeared in it before breakfast. She was leaning further forward now, resting her head against the edge of the couch. "Karen," I whispered in her ear. "Karen, why did you make me touch your babycunt last night?"
For a moment I thought the child wasn't going to answer. But after a few seconds she took a breath and whispered back, "My babycunt was sooooo hot. I needed an orgasm." Her voice was flat and slow, like she was not quite awake. As she spoke I could see a single string of cum still clinging between her beautiful red lips. Her cheeks were rosy in the pale, growing dawn light.
"But why right in front of Mommy and Daddy like that? Don't you know they could've seen us?" Karen nodded her head against the couch. "Do you know how much trouble we would've been in?" Again, a nod. "Then why?"
The child simply repeated, "My babycunt was sooooo hot."
"Yes, but why was it so hot last night?" I insisted. "Haven't you been fucking since I saw you last?" I sort of blew into her delicate ear as I whispered the harsh swear word, and I thrilled to see a small shudder pass through the child's thin shoulders. She shook her head once, rolling her forehead side to side against the cushion. "Well, ok, have you at least been masturbating?" Again, Karen shook her head but said nothing. "Well, why not?" I demanded. "Karen, we talked about this a long time ago. There's nothing wrong with a hot babycunt. It's natural, especially for a whore like you. And it's natural to play with it or fuck when it gets hot, and then you feel better. Why haven't you been doing anything?" I loved talking to Karen like this, speaking so casually and brutally about her most personal feelings. It turned me on immensely to emphasize to Karen just how thoroughly I understood her out-of-control sexuality. Of course I understood it. I had caused it. I had found a naive eleven-year-old, just discovering the pleasures of her body's nascent sexual response and turned her childish guilt at being caught diddling herself into an engine that devoured everything in its path, to the point that within weeks the formerly innocent girl was parading herself drunk and naked before strangers, fucking anonymous teenagers and sucking their cocks for money, having sex with me on command and proudly referring to herself as "a total whore".
"Why not?" I insisted. Karen said nothing, just slowly shook her head. But then tears welled up beneath her closed lids and spilled down her cheeks. I stroked a comforting hand down her back, then up under her short pajama top, tracing the knobs of her spine. She shuddered at my touch, and the tears dripped onto the carpet. Finally, she spoke in a choked, breathy whisper.
"I...I don't want to be a whore." Before I could speak she stumbled on. "It's, it's too hard. It's too much. My...cunt is hot all the time. In school, in church, when I go to bed...I can't think of anything else, I can't make it stop. I wanted to ask a boy to fuck me but I was scared he'd tell and...it's just too much. I just want it to stop. I want it to stop!" She was sobbing quietly now, her cum-smeared chin wobbling as she spoke. "I prayed to God to make me not a whore. I promised Him, I promised I'd stop touching myself if He'd just make me not a whore, and so I didn't touch my cunt for almost three weeks, almost three weeks until last night, but then I...I...I just had to..."
Apparently there had been a little backsliding since the last time I had seen Karen. "You asked God to make you not a whore?" I asked. The child nodded miserably. I made my voice stern and low. "Karen, I'm terribly disappointed in you. Didn't we talk about this before? Didn't we?" She sobbed harder, but nodded her head slightly. "God made you a whore on purpose, Karen, because He knows what's best for you. Don't they tell you that in church? God knows what's best for us?" She nodded again. Tears continued to flow down her face. Her eyelashes were matted and wet. Her nose was starting to run. "Well, there you have it. And you prayed NOT to be a whore? What a terrible thing to do." I spoke softly but implacably. "It's like if I gave you a present and you threw it back in my face. Except, you're doing that to God. Is that really what you want to do? Is it?" The poor girl barely managed to choke out a "no" and then she was crying full out. I pulled her to me in a hug, both to offer her comfort and to muffle the sound of her bawling. Her spermy chin smeared into my chest hair. I held her and rocked her against me and stroked her hair gently, inhaling her warmth and her scent, and she gradually calmed.
I kissed her on the top of her head. "I have a present for you, Karen. I didn't know when I bought it how much you would need it, but I'm glad you told me how confused you are, because this will help you." I gently untangled myself from the child, placing her back squatting on the carpet as she had been. I reached behind me to my backpack under the coffee table, and rooted around, feeling for the two objects that were clearly not work-related.
I placed the first one in her hand. It was a small statuette, less than 5 inches tall, of a swaddled infant with a beatific smile. The wrappings flowed down into a flat base so it could stand unassisted. Karen ran her fingers over the cool silicone, turning it over and around and examining it carefully. "It's...Jesus?" she asked, looking questioningly at me.
"That's right," I said, "It's the baby Jesus. But it's a special Jesus, just for you, just to help you."
"How?"
"I'm going to show you right now. Hold out your hand." As I spoke I uncapped the other item I'd fished out of my pack, a tube of Astroglide, and I squirted a large dollop of the clear gel into Karen's hand. "Rub that all over Jesus, Karen. Get him nice and slippery." Obediently, Karen closed the statuette in her hand to spread the clear goo over it. I chuckled to myself as she felt the familiar shape in her hand and I saw the dawning realization in her eyes. I took Jesus from her suddenly nerveless grasp. I pressed my hand between her shoulderblades, gently pushing her forehead back down against the couch, and leaned over to speak in her ear. "Now, take down your pajama bottoms for me, Karen. Just a little bit."
Karen turned her head to look at me and I saw the realization turn to fear in her wide blue eyes. "No," she whimpered, "please, no, I don't want..."
I cut her off. "Are you rejecting my gift? Karen, are you going to turn back both a gift from me AND a gift from God at the same time? Is that really what you want to do? Is that what a friend would do?"
"No..." she repeated, but I couldn't tell if she was refusing or answering me, and I don't think she knew either.
"Do as I tell you, Karen," I insisted softly. Tears welled in the fifth-grader's blue eyes again, spilling diagonally down her face as she laid her cheek against the cushion. But slowly, her hands crept to the waistband of her thin pajama bottoms and she pulled them down in back, baring her pale, smooth ass to me. Her knees were bent, feet splayed out on either side as she crouched. Her butt was just barely off the carpet, but it was enough.
The light had risen while we had talked, and the part of the glass patio doors not covered by the snowdrift was now fairly bright. I could see down Karen's ass crack quite well. I leaned over and laid my face next to hers, resting my cheek on the edge of the couch cushion. I took the Baby Jesus Butt Plug in my right hand and slid the tip of it down between her cheeks, probing for her anus. She whimpered softly and shivered at the feel of the cool, lubricated silicone. "Shhhh..." I whispered, and brushed my lips ever so slightly across hers as I pushed and twisted.
Karen groaned as she felt the butt plug pressing at her asshole. She clenched and her body tensed, but I patiently worked it back and forth, rotating it gently, until with a sigh of surrender she relaxed and I penetrated her ass. I pushed steadily and the plug slid in, seating with the narrow bit just stretching her sphincter and the wide base pressing against the tender skin of her behind. I twisted it slowly and the child grunted softly as she felt the sculpted ridges of the face and swaddling moving against her rectum. It was just like Hallowe'en - she felt full back there, like she had to poop, and a dull, burning pain that slowly faded as her pubescent body accustomed itself to the invader. And just like Hallowe'en, the movement sent little ripples and shocks through her abdomen, becoming just the slightest of tingles in her aching clitoris. Slight, at first, but then growing stronger. "Noooo," Karen moaned, softly, despairingly, as she felt her oversensitive sex betraying her yet again. She writhed, trying to find some way to remove the friction from her preteen clitty.
"Oh, yes," I contradicted her. "That's just what you want, Karen. That's God's gift to you. Don't reject it, pray for it. Pray to God now, Karen." As I spoke I grasped the butt plug's base firmly and began working it more vigorously in and out against her sphincter as I twisted it. "Pray to God, say, 'God, fuck my ass'," I instructed her.
Karen was weeping again, weeping with frustration and anger, weeping at the way her body had betrayed her and now (I had convinced her) God had betrayed her. But she obeyed. In a choked, hoarse voice, she whispered, "God, fuck my ass." She repeated it at my command, interspersed with little grunts and moans as I worked the plug harder and harder. "God, fuck my ass. God, fuck my ass. Oh, God, ow, fuck my ass, ow, ow!" Her eyes were red and swollen and her face was tracked with tears and snot. But as she groaned and whimpered through the continuing anal violation, I saw her hips start to move, her thighs tensing and relaxing. And then her right hand stole tentatively, reluctantly to her belly and down, sliding under the stretched waistband of her bottoms, down to her crotch.
Karen lifted up a little to ease her access. I could tell exactly the moment that her fingers slid down over her sparse tuft of pubic hair and touched her swelling clitoris. Her eyes widened, almost in fear, and her breath caught in her throat. "Thaaat's it," I crooned and quickly, lightly, kissed her cheek. "Goood girl, you know what to do now, touch your little pussy, rub it and make yourself feel good, God wants you to feel sooo goood..." I trailed off as Karen's skinny wrist started to move rhythmically up and down, up and down, and she started to rock herself on her thighs to meet the motion. I moved around behind her, pressing gently on the small of her back with one hand as I kept the other busy twisting and pistoning the butt plug.
Karen's whimpers gradually became sighs and then soft moans of pleasure. She began turning her head back and forth. Then she gasped loudly and I heard the familiar squishing, sliding sound of her finger pushing into her preteen vagina. She paused for a second to adjust to the double penetration, then began to fingerbang herself with increasing vigor until she was bouncing up and down on the carpet, moaning and crying out softly, still chanting "God, fuck my ass! God, God, God!" until her entire body went rigid and her voice rose in pitch to a pinched breathy squeak. She shivered from head to toe as spasms of pleasure tore through her, radiating from her clit and her penetrated vagina. They filled her with a dark, terrible light that - just for a moment - blotted out the fear, the anger, the despair, leaving just the pleasure behind.
The child shuddered and went limp, collapsing forward against the couch. I drew a shaky breath myself. I realized I was sweating again and my cock was iron-hard, pressing against my briefs. Watching Karen surrender herself to her demons - demons that I had created - left me aching for release. But there was no time to indulge myself. The morning was getting too far advanced, and Jenny and Rob would be awakening soon. I sat back on my heels and looked around.
As intense as the experience had been for Karen and for me, for Renee it was apparently more of the same, just more of her big sister's "dumb old whoring" - she was asleep on the couch, mouth open, little titty peaks pointing at the sky, snoring ever so slightly as her nude chest rose and fell. I reached up and gently tweaked one tiny nipple. "Hey, kiddo," I said. "Time to wake up." She opened her eyes and looked up at me. "Why don't you go on back to your room and get dressed? I have to help Karen clean up, then we'll all make breakfast. Would you like to learn how to make pancakes and surprise Mommy and Daddy?" She nodded vigorously and, going from zero to fireball in her characteristic nothing flat, threw off the quilt and headed for the stairs at a dead run. The ankle socks that were still her only garment flashed in the growing daylight.
It was almost full morning, I realized. Time to get moving. I hitched up Karen's PJs and lifted her to her feet. She was dazed, unresisting in her afterglow. Her right hand was still down the front of her pants, and a dark stain was spreading across the crotch. I guided her up the stairs to the children's shared bathroom, where I stripped her PJ bottoms from her. I pressed the soaked crotch to my face, inhaling her sweaty scent. It was so delicious, I couldn't resist sucking some of the drenched fabric into my mouth and letting her thick cream coat my tongue.
Karen stared down at me blankly, digging her toes into the fluffy rug, naked from the waist down. Her vulva was shiny, the inner lips smeared with cream and more prominent than the last time I had seen her nude. Her thighs were streaked with wetness. Her sparse, downy pubes were matted with her secretions. Her clitty was dark with blood and swollen, standing out. I blew gently across it once and saw it throb visibly in response.
"Get down on your knees, honey," I said kindly. I pushed her forward until her head rested on the floor as well, then guided her hand back to feel where the butt plug's base protruded from her ass. I wrapped her fingers around it. "Now, pull on it gently, Karen. Pull on it, and at the same time push with your butt muscles like you're trying to poop." She obeyed, groaning as she tugged. Her sphincter expanded and stretched and slowly, the plug slid out of her ass. "Good job!" I praised her. Then I showed her how to wash it off with soap and warm water. I told her how important it was to keep clean so that she wouldn't get an infection from using it. "Now, Karen, I want to see you put it back in your butt, because I want you to be able to use it when I'm not here."
At that, the fifth-grader balked slightly. "But...I don't...I mean, it only works when you help, help me..." She trailed off, blushing furiously. Even after months of conditioning her to believe that it was perfectly proper for me to guide her through ever-wilder sexual adventures, she still sensed on some level that it was deeply wrong.
"That's the point, Karen. You have to learn how to do it yourself, so you can have orgasms on your own that will keep you happy. Now, bend over, just like that." I placed my hand on the back of her neck and pushed, so she bent from the waist. I put my hand over hers holding the instrument and guided it back behind her. "Pry your cheeks apart with the other hand, good. Now, push. Push!" And again, the young girl groaned as she felt her anus violated, this time by her own efforts. Fortunately she was still loose enough back there for it to slide in unlubed.
"Good girl!" I beamed at her. She straightened up, wincing slightly, and I kissed her on the cheek. "Okay, I want you to take it out and clean it again, and then you can get dressed. Here's the thing, though - I want you to use it on Sunday when you go to church."
"No!" she gasped, horrified at the idea of sitting through the long service, the sermon, then Sunday School, surrounded by the pastor and lay leaders and all her friends there, with her rectum stretched and her clitty thrumming.
"Yes," I insisted. "You're going to wear it every Sunday until I'm convinced you're really ready to accept God's plan for you." Still, she shook her head, so I continued, "Karen, you have to. Please trust me, it'll be better before long. I want you to be happy being a whore like God made you, and this is the only way. So you have to do it. Understand? You have to. Now, tell me what you are."
The sun had risen on a clear day. The storm was gone and out the bathroom window, Karen could see a landscape covered in brilliant white. A sunbeam warmed her bare legs as she looked up at me. Her chin trembled a bit, but she knew she had to say it. "I'm a whore. I'm a whore like God made me."
"Good girl, good girl." I pulled the child into a hug and held her hard against me, holding her secure for just those few, precious seconds. "Now, do you know how to cook bacon?" She nodded. "Great! Come on downstairs when you're dressed, and you and me and your sister are going to make a surprise breakfast for Mommy and Daddy!" I bent down and kissed her on the top of her tousled head. As I closed the bathroom door, I saw her bending down and reaching back to grab at the butt plug.



Part 17
Mg, ped, mast, oral, voy, forced-exhib, cons, non-cons/reluc

"What's the city bus garage going to do in the morning when they find they're short one?" I teased Rob as we loaded luggage into the back of the enormous black rented SUV. He grinned as he carefully wedged Karen's and Renee's colorful backpacks and suitcases into the pile. The sun was just setting on the snow-covered lawns of Jenny and Rob's neighborhood and a biting wind gusted down the street, but we were bound for warmer climes. Through some family connection Rob had a beachfront timeshare and this year he and Jenny had invited me to accompany their family on their Christmas vacation. It was a very kind gesture and I had accepted with alacrity. Not only was I thrilled to escape this exceptionally brutal winter for two weeks, but I was a lot less nervous for being able to keep an eye on eleven-year-old Karen.
I was worried about Karen these days. Frankly, I was afraid I broke her. Our last encounter had shown me that while she was coming to accept that she was a "whore", the child was not yet able to make her peace with it. I had stopped by the house a couple of afternoons since then, getting there as the girls got home from school but before Jenny or Rob arrived. Each time, Karen had been quiet, obedient, and completely somber. She had eaten her afternoon snack, done her homework without protest, and then gone upstairs and shut herself in her room. I had followed one time. The door was closed, but I could hear the child's high-pitched, strained whimpering clearly from the hallway. "Ah...Ah...Ah...touch me, oh, oh my babycunt...oh...oh, GEEZ!" Cracking the door quietly, I had found her lying on her carefully-made bed surrounded by her stuffed animals, dress hiked up, skinny legs spread wide and panties around her slim ankles, furiously masturbating her nearly bald cunt. Her technique had evolved to plunging her left middle finger in and out of her vagina while pulling and flicking at her swollen, oversize clitty with her right thumb and forefinger. She had set her naked ass on a ragged old bath towel to soak up the adolescent sex juices that squelched out of her in such surprising quantity. The towel was crusty with her dried secretions.
As I had watched, entranced, cock throbbing stiff in my jeans, Karen shuddered through one, two, three orgasms, pumping her hips and thrusting her bony pelvis in the air, moaning and tossing her head from side to side. Sweaty strands of her long blonde hair clung to her cheeks. Her eyes were screwed shut, her mouth open, the cords in her neck stood out with tension. The worrying thing was, she really didn't seem to be enjoying herself. As her body trembled and her legs scissored open and closed, her face betrayed no pleasure, just relief and finally exhaustion. When she was done she stashed the soaking bath towel underneath her bed. I saw tear tracks on her sweaty, flushed face as she rolled over, and the reek of her preteen sex reached even out into the hallway.
Some carefully casual questioning of Karen's little sister confirmed that this was becoming her daily routine. I learned from nine-year-old Renee that Karen was getting less and less interested in playing with her friends. She had been looking forward to a holiday party with her classmates for weeks, but in the end had tried to beg off, pleading an upset tummy. Jenny had made her go and she had apparently enjoyed herself, but I was worried the little girl was losing her balance to the sexual obsession that I was responsible for creating and cultivating.
Months ago, trying to talk my way out of trouble when Karen had seen me bring Renee to her first-ever orgasm and ejaculate on the third-grader's pretty face, I had discovered her tentative experiments with masturbation. Her church training and her need for adult approval made her guilty and ashamed far out of proportion to entirely normal and age-appropriate exploration, and that had been my lever - first to ensure her silence and then to get her to open her pretty little legs to me, albeit much less willingly than her sister did. It had become my perverse game to see how far I could push the preadolescent, how thoroughly I could stain every area of her life with sex and humiliation, and now I was afraid I had succeeded too well. During our last encounter she had burst into tears, overwhelmed. Apparently, masturbation was no longer enough to satisfy her burning preteen cunny, and she was too shy, too shamed, and too unworldly to approach others to help her out. That was fine with me - in fact I was delighted because it meant she would continue to be my willing sex toy - but the problem was when I wasn't around. I sensed a growing danger that the child might break down entirely, or just get so upset and withdrawn that her parents would decide it went beyond normal preadolescent moodiness. In her current emotionally fragile state I doubted she would keep quiet in the face of compassionate questioning, no matter how tortured she was by the belief I had inculcated that "normal" people - even her parents - would be disgusted if they knew the truth.
I hoped to deal with that during our two weeks at the beach. When Jenny had told me where the timeshare was located I thought of my friend Moira. A phone call confirmed that the college she was attending was just a couple of towns over. Moira was intrigued when I told her about Karen; her own history made my description of reluctant sexual precocity very exciting to her, and together we made some plans to further the fifth-grader's education.
But first Jenny, Rob, the girls, and I had an overnight drive to leave the snow and the mountains behind. It was twilight as we locked up the house and scurried through the bitter cold to the packed SUV. The engine was running and it was toasty warm inside. Rob climbed into the driver's seat. He'd been working second shift for most of the last year so he was good to drive for several hours. Jenny took shotgun; I expected she'd be asleep well before we made it over the pass. Three extra-long workdays plus getting the girls ready for this vacation had wiped her out.
The children and I tumbled into the second seat of the SUV. I was a total weather weenie, and the hot air blowing from the ceiling and floor vents only gradually stilled my shivering. On my left, Karen slammed the door shut. She was wearing a blue down vest and a heavy white wool sweater with a matching pompon hat and gloves. Her denim skirt was just above knee-length leaving a few inches of bare skin between hem and her heavy kneesocks. I'd never understood how girls could walk around bare-legged like that in freezing weather. It had been a puzzle to me since elementary school. Her tennis-shoe slip-ons left her heels exposed as well, but that was Karen. Even at eleven, fashion was more important to her than comfort.
Renee, on the other hand, was dressed as practically as a nine-year-old who dressed herself could be. Her face was just about swallowed in a psychedelic-patterned snowboarder's earflap cap. She had on a heavy polyfill coat which, now that we were closed up in the warm car, she was unzipping to expose a bright yellow turtleneck shirt. The shirt was a bit small on her. It had pulled out of the elastic waistband of her embroidered jeans, exposing an inch or so of her smooth, slightly pudgy belly. She was wearing rubber snowboots whose acid daffodil color clashed absurdly with her shirt.
Karen was unexpectedly cheerful. She had given me a big smile and a hug when I arrived and had stuck close by me throughout the afternoon. But her face fell when Renee clambered over the seatback to the third seat and loudly announced that she wanted her uncle to sit with her. Karen opened her mouth to argue but before she got a word out, Rob said, "Karen, get in back and let your uncle stretch out. You and Renee can share the third seat."
Now Renee started to complain. I spoke up before her whining made her father harden his position. "Naw, I don't mind, Rob. It looks cozy back there, and I'm just going to go right to sleep anyway." Before he or Jenny could reply I wriggled my shoulders and upper body over the bench seatback, landing half-atop Renee. I saw Rob looking at me in the rear-view mirror; he shrugged as Renee laughed and attempted to push me off of her. I rolled to the left and sat up. Karen was looking over the seatback with a sulky expression on her face. I reached forward to cup her cheek, gently stroking the soft skin. "It's OK, kiddo," I said breezily. "We can switch places after awhile if you want." The fifth-grader wasn't completely mollified by this. She didn't complain further, but after belting herself in she twisted around and watched her younger sister and myself. In the dim light filtering through the tinted windows she looked briefly jealous, but then her expression smoothed. "Okay, but I want to tell you something," she started. She was almost bouncing in her seat in her eagerness.
"Not right now, honey," I answered. "I want to relax for awhile. Tell me later." Karen looked disappointed, but she subsided.
The city had recovered thoroughly from the recent blizzard. While snow lay deep on lawns and rooftops, the streets were well-plowed and clear. We chased the last light of day up the mountain, and then night enveloped the vehicle swiftly as we descended from the pass. The interstate was also clear and, once out of the evening commute traffic, Rob was able to set the cruise control and relax. For the first few miles the girls chattered away, telling me all about the beach and the condo - they'd both been there every year of their entire lives, starting in utero. Karen in particular was quite talkative; she was clearly competing for my attention with her younger sister. Rob broke in from time to time to correct them or add an adult perspective. There was lots of live music, he told me, but right now during high season most of it was tourist crap. He promised to take me to one place where we might escape the scourge of Jimmy Buffet cover bands.
Once the streetlights ended the only illumination in the back seat was from the occasional sweep of other travelers' headlights, dimmed by the heavy window tint. We settled down for the first long leg of the drive; by tradition as Karen informed me, we would drive until some time past midnight when we'd stop to gas up and have a very late dinner at a particular restaurant, a local landmark.
The tires hummed over the road at a steady 75 mph. The gentle swaying of the suspension and the muted rhythmic "thwop, thwop" from the pavement seams gently lulled us. Karen was still turned in her seat but she had fallen into a light doze, resting her head in the crook of her elbow. She had removed her hat and her tousled blond hair fell across her face. She was sitting on the left of the long bench seat and was I behind her. I slumped down some, letting my legs fall open. I could just barely see Rob in the rear-view mirror over the seatback. Renee was sitting all the way over on the right. She lifted one foot and then the other, pulling off her bright yellow snowboots. Then she wriggled out of the shoulder belt so she could turn sideways, wadding up a pillow against the door and stretching out her legs. I saw that her little feet were encased in woolen toe-socks. I reached out and grabbed her big toe, wiggling it gently and then stroking her sole. I saw her smile in the dim light. I leaned over and whispered to her. She smelled of damp wool, baby shampoo, and a little bit of sweat. As always, her delicious odor brought a pleasant throb to my crotch. I inhaled deeply and felt myself start to stiffen inside my fleece sweatpants.
Renee nodded at my suggestion. She opened her seatbelt and turned herself around so that her feet were on the pillow. She pushed off, scooting herself across the seat until she could lay her head on my stomach as I slouched. For safety, I snapped the lap belt from the center seat position around her. I looked down at the child. Highway lights moved across her round face. She was still wearing her snowboarding cap. I gently stroked her forehead, her cheek. With one finger I traced the tip of her snub nose, then rested my palm on her lips. I felt her smile, then purse her lips and kiss my hand. I moved my hand down to her chin, her neck, and then onto her shirt, caressing her chest and belly through the ribbed fabric. The child made a humming sound in her throat, so soft I could barely hear it above the road noise, but there was no mistaking the way she arched her back, pushing her torso upwards against my touch.
My heart beat faster and I made an effort to slow and deepen my breathing. It was about a year ago that I had first fondled Renee just like this, in that hotel room with her father impenetrably asleep in the next bed. Even though Rob was awake now, I was probably safer from discovery than that first time. His attention was fixed on the road and there were two seatbacks blocking his view in any case. But no matter how remote, the prospect of discovery added a buzz of fear to the forbidden eroticism. Of course, unlike that morning a year ago, I knew Renee was eager to be touched. I had trained the nine-year-old well, trained her in her immature body's sexuality and how she and I could both coax pleasure from it.
I gazed down at Renee's round face and desire welled up within me. She smiled as I moved my hand to the narrow strip of skin between the hem of her shirt and her jeans. I trailed my fingers from side to side, pausing to wiggle my index finger into her navel. She clapped her hands over her mouth and her belly heaved with suppressed laughter as I tickled. Then I angled my wrist and pushed my hand up under her shirt, rubbing my fingertips up her round belly and across her chest. Her hands fell away from her face and she sighed deeply, her face relaxing and her eyes half-closing as she wriggled gently against my touch. My cock stretched to its full length in my loose trousers as I watched the third-grader enjoy being fondled; the tip of it just pressed against the back of her head as she rolled with the car's motion.
I stole a quick glance upwards. Karen was still dozing, her face pressed against her arm over the seatback. In the mirror I could see Rob's eyes were fixed on the road. Jenny was slumped down, swallowed in the leather bucket seat, presumably asleep. "Pull your shirt up," I whispered to Renee. She obeyed, grabbing the hem in both hands and rucking it up under her armpits. She tucked her chin down to hold it up, baring her entire chest. Warm air from the vents blew across her naked skin. She was so beautiful. When she inhaled I could see the inverted V of the bottom of her ribcage. She seemed pudgier in recent weeks; maybe she was getting ready for a growth spurt. Her nipples were pointy pink-tipped cones, not really breasts yet, just little puppyfat titties. I couldn't resist touching them. With both hands now, I trailed my fingers up her belly, then gently pinched her nips between thumbs and fingers, twisting my hands around them and pulling just a little bit. I leaned my head down so my face was close to hers and whispered, "Oh, you have such cute little boobies. They feel so nice, I just want to touch them all the time. You're so sexy, Renee, and you make me feel so sexy. My thingy's getting all hard from touching you and looking at you."
Renee hummed in pleasure and pushed her small chest against my hands as I spoke. "It feels good," she answered. "I like it. Keep touching my boobies, please. Touch me all over and make me tingly, ah! like that, please, touch me more!" I had trained the little girl well, but it was clear that she wasn't just repeating rote phrases back at me. She really did enjoy our sexual encounters, and with my encouragement she had become completely comfortable talking about her body's pleasures as she experienced them. I leaned back and rested my left hand on the nine-year-old's head while I continued fondling her with my right. I traced the soft corrugations of her ribcage, pressed my hand gently against her belly as she breathed. I spread my fingers and moved my hand back and forth across her chest, catching and flicking her nipple as each finger passed over it. The little nubs stiffened in turn as I played with first one, then the other. I closed my eyes, concentrating on the feeling of the child's smooth, warm skin on my palm as her head rocked lightly against my rampant penis with the gentle motion of the road. I continued stroking Renee's naked chest for maybe half an hour as I fell into a light doze.
I came back to full wakefulness when I felt Renee tug on my sleeve. I opened my eyes and looked down at her shadowed face. She crooked a finger at me, urging me to bend down so she could whisper. "Karen's watching us," she said. I flicked a glance upwards and indeed, I could see the older girl's eyes shining behind her glasses. "I bet she wishes you were touching her instead of me," Renee continued. "She's a silly whore, isn't she?"
"You be nice to your sister," I replied, but my tone was mild. I didn't want to encourage Renee to be too contemptuous of her older sister, but a little upset in the normal power relation between older and younger sib would help keep Karen emotionally off-balance, and I hoped further encourage her to look to me for reassurance and positive reinforcement.
Karen had heard her sister and saw me look up at her. I thought she was going to snap at Renee, but instead she craned her neck over the seatback and spoke softly to me. "Can I tell you now? Please, can I? It's real important."
But Renee wasn't finished. She lifted her head a bit and again I bent so she could whisper. "I like you playing with my boobies, but my cunt is lonely." She giggled at her anthropomorphizing of her privates. "Will you rub my cunt now and make me tingly, and I can have an orgasm? Please?" And whatever it was Karen wanted to tell me was forgotten in a surge of lust for the nine-year-old in my lap. I smiled and slid my hand down the child's round belly and over the waistband of her jeans. I pressed gently between her legs into her denim-clad crotch, feeling the warmth of her through the fabric. I started to rub up and down slowly, pressing my middle finger into her juvenile furrow while my first and third slid in the creases between thigh and vulva. "Mmmmmm," the third-grader hummed in pleasure. She stretched her neck, pointing her chin up and releasing her shirt, allowing it to ride down slightly, almost covering her bare nipples. At the same time she drew her knees up and open, spreading herself on the broad leather bench seat like a frog on its back. Her pants stretched tight across her crotch as I continued to rub slowly up and down, gradually applying more pressure. Her nude belly rose and fell in the shifting shadows.
"Insssside," Renee hissed, half-moaning. "Go insiiide." Working slowly and quietly to obey my nine-year-old lover, I popped the snap on her jeans and gently worked the zipper down. I tried to work my hand into her pants but the fabric was still stretched too tight across her crotch. I withdrew and, glancing forward to make sure Rob's attention was still firmly on the road, gently tugged at one side of the waistband. Renee understood what I was trying to do and wriggled her butt from side to side to help. Together we eased her open jeans just a little ways down her thighs. There was room enough now, and I slid my hand back down her abdomen. Her underwear had worked itself down too, the frilly elastic stretching just across the top of her bald mound. My breath caught in my throat as my fingers gently probed her panty-clad slit. I was overwhelmed with love and lust for the sexy little preteen. How lucky I was to have found her and been able to train her up before society's rules got in the way.
Renee's smooth cunny was hot through the thin cotton of her panties and I could feel a little dampness starting to spread. She pulled her knees up higher. Her feet twitched as I traced a finger from side to side across her labia. Each toe of her knitted socks was a different shade of pink, purple, or blue and I watched them curl together and release as my touch sent little shocks of immature pleasure through her body. I slid my middle finger up and down her slit, each time pressing the thin fabric a little harder. I curled my finger slightly on the upstroke and the little girl twitched and sighed explosively as it slipped over the tiny bump of her erecting clitoris. I began to concentrate on the swelling nub, flicking my finger up and down and circling it. "Ah! Ah-HAH! Ah-HAH!" she moaned in rhythm with my touch. "Insiiide, pleeease," she begged again.
I obliged the nine-year-old, pushing my hand underneath the elastic waist of her panties and finally touching her naked vulva. It felt heavenly, smooth and hairless and hot. I pushed gently into her slit, wetting my fingers with her gooey, slippery preteen juice. Renee's legs scissored closed, trapping my hand for a second, then open again as her entire body tensed. She pulled her knees higher and opened them as wide as she could and arched her back, pushing her bared titties up towards me. She was panting more and more loudly, and I laid a finger across her lips, reminding her to stay quiet. I could feel her baby clitty now fully erect, peeking out of its hood as I continued circling it with my fingers, spreading her juices across it and her labia. I bent my body down towards her crotch. The angle was wrong to kiss her delightful little cunny, but I got close enough that a deep inhale filled my sinuses with the piquant scent of child pussy, light and sweet and incredibly arousing. I pressed my fingers harder against her slippery little button, pushing it from side to side with increasing speed. Her entire body twitched with each flick of my fingers. Then her eyes opened wide and her panting turned into a squeal that I just managed to muffle in time, clapping my left hand hard over her mouth and pressing down.
Renee twisted her torso from side to side. Her legs clamped shut again on my wrist, and her toes in their colorful socks curled tight. Her narrow hips thrust upwards against my hand and she trembled violently as her prepubescent orgasm washed over her. I could feel her groaning into my left hand as I held her head tightly.
After several seconds, the third-grader went limp. Her body relaxed and her legs fell back open with my hand still buried inside her panties. I stroked my fingers gently across her moist labia as diminishing tremors of pleasure passed through her undeveloped body. Her hands came up and tugged at mine still clamped across her mouth and jaw, and I released her. She sighed deeply, smiling and pursing her lips at each tiny aftershock.
I looked up to see Karen still watching us raptly. Her eyes were wide behind her glasses. She was twisted around with her right arm trapped between her slim body and the seatback and I could see her right shoulder moving in small circles. Well, we couldn't have that. As I stroked my hands gently across her little sister's forehead and vulva, I sat forward and whispered fiercely in the older girl's face, "Get your hand off that babycunt! Right now!"
Shocked, Karen froze. "But...but..." she stammered.
"You can't do it in here!" I continued. "The whole car will reek. Is that what you want? Do you want your daddy to smell your cunt? Do you want Daddy and Mommy to know their little girl is a whore? Do you?" Of course that was ridiculous, but Karen was so terribly embarrassed at being caught that it struck her to the core.
Passing headlights showed tears welling in the fifth-grader's eyes. She finally stammered out, "But...I am a whore." She was unable to look at me as she spoke, squeezing her eyes shut in humiliation.
"Of course you are, sweetie." I spoke softly, kindly, rewarding Karen for her admission. For all that I was worried about her emotional balance, I saw no alternative to continuing to prod and encourage the eleven-year-old down this road. Time enough, if my plans for this vacation went well, to make her happy about it. Our foreheads were practically touching. She could feel my breath warm on her face as I whispered in the intimacy of the darkened car. "Of course you're a whore. But it's your private business. We'll tell Mommy and Daddy when you're older but right now they'd say you're too little. They wouldn't even let you play with your babycunt, and they'd certainly never let you fuck. Is that what you want?"
"Nooo..." Tears squeezed out between the child's delicate lashes as she writhed in her seat. I knew that threat would be effective right now, with her adolescent cunny burning from her interrupted masturbation. "It's...hot, I haveta...please..."
"I know, sweetie." I risked a quick kiss at the corner of her mouth. "And I'll help you. I'll fuck that hot babycunt of yours. That's what you want, isn't it?" She nodded. "Isn't it?" I repeated.
"Yes," she breathed, defeated. "I want you to fuck my babycunt."
"I will, I promise. But not here. You have to keep your hands off while we're in the car. Can you do that? For me?" Karen nodded. She looked miserable now, miserable but determined. "Good whore," I praised her, and sat back in the seat.
Renee had relaxed into her afterglow, but between the sweet aroma of her preteen cunny still filling my nose, and having just heard her eleven-year-old sister beg me almost against her will to fuck her, I was tense and iron-hard. I took the little girl's hand in my own and pressed it down onto my sweatpants, rubbing it up and down my tumescent shaft. "My turn now, OK? Will you make me feel good?" Obediently, Renee rolled over onto her stomach. She laid her head on my abdomen as I slouched down further in the seat. I sighed in pleasure as I felt her small hand skimming up and down the length of my organ, pausing at the cap, the shaft, the root to squeeze lightly. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, concentrating on the sensation of the child's warm little fist as my pleasure gradually built. "Insiiide," I quietly mimicked her own plea of minutes before. With no hesitation at all, Renee's hand and her thin forearm slid beneath the drawstring waist. I inhaled sharply and sighed again as I felt small, cool fingers slide down the length of my stiffy. If the child was surprised to find I wasn't wearing undershorts it didn't bother her. Her hand went all the way down to my hairy nutsack and cupped it gently, then trailed back up to the tip. Precum began to flow and her fingers smeared it around and around the circumcised head. "Niiiiice," I breathed out.
I looked at Karen who was watching her sister wank me with that same avid desperation in her face. She looked overwhelmed with need and, I imagined, hated herself for it. I could also see that she was disobeying me. Her right shoulder was moving slowly, rhythmically. I smiled. I doubted that her covert self-abuse would do more than leave her even more aroused and frustrated. And then she got to see my eyes widen in shocked pleasure as I felt a puff of Renee's warm breath across my penis, and her lips plant a careful, close-mouthed kiss on the slick head. I grunted and twitched, humping my cock at the child's small mouth, but she pulled back and craned her neck to look up at me. "What's the word?" she asked, a mischievous smile on her face.
It took a second for my head to clear and realize she was enforcing our little bargain. "Um...have we done 'wiener'?" I chose at random.
Renee giggled, and then almost too quietly to hear she sang, "Oh, my uncle has an Oscar Meyer wiener." Then without further comment she hooked her hand in my waistband and pulled the elastic down, baring the entire length of my erect organ down to my scrotum, and fastened her lips tightly over the head. Renee's technique was nowhere near as expert as her sister's and her mouth was too small to engulf more than the tip of my average-sized organ. Still, the pleasure of being eagerly sucked on by a nine-year-old child was indescribable.
For most of an hour the skills of my third-grade fellatrix kept me balanced on the knife-edge of orgasm. I dared not finish; I knew Renee couldn't swallow a full ejaculation and with no underwear and no towel or rag handy, spraying semen in my pants would leave a mess I couldn't cover up or explain. So from time to time when I felt my cum rising I would gently grip the back of the child's neck and pull her away, at the same time squeezing the base of my cock tightly until the urge receded. Sometimes when I released the pressure a single squirt would dribble into her mouth. She swallowed without complaint, then spit out the tip and spent some time kissing and licking up and down the shaft as I writhed in silent pleasure. Her pants were still open as she lay on her stomach so I gently worked my hand inside her panties and down between the cheeks of her firm bubble butt. She tensed when my middle finger found her anal rosebud, but I just massaged it gently, making no effort to penetrate her. I knew that without lube and without chemical assistance she wouldn't enjoy that. Occasionally I would glance through half-closed lids at Karen. She could've been asleep herself, except for her eyes shining behind her pink-framed lenses and her shoulder slowly moving against the seatback as she covertly masturbated. Finally, I leaned forward, carefully cradling Renee's head in my lap. Her lips slid a bit further down my penis as I shifted, filling her small mouth almost to its limit. "What was it you wanted to tell me, sweetie?"
Karen's face lit up. Her earlier upset was forgotten as she seized on the opportunity to please me and earn my praise. She put her lips close to my ear and whispered proudly, "I whored on my own last week!" Her hand came out from under her skirt, dug into the pocket, and then reached over the seatback. Her fingers were shiny with fresh cunt cream, but she was holding a crumpled twenty dollar bill out to me. I took it from her and shoved it in my coat pocket. I listened with growing surprise as she launched into the story of how she had sucked her close boy friend's penis at that holiday party, and convinced him the next day to pay her for it.
My face was burning and my breath was coming in ragged gasps, but Karen was oblivious to my growing distress. She looked proud and happy as she told me how at first she was scared, "But once I had his, you know, his penis in my mouth it was easy. It was only little and I knew how to make him feel good." At the same time I heard soft slurping coming from my lap as Renee tried to cope with the increasing flow of precum. She slid her lips up to the tip, swallowing, and then back down just over the ridge of the flaring head. That, plus the image of Karen going determinedly into that bedroom closet, yanking down her best friend's shorts and stuffing her mouth full of his boycock, seeing how obviously pleased with herself she was and happy at having done what only weeks ago I'd had to force on her - it was too much. I boiled over and with no warning ejaculated into Renee's mouth.
The first shot splashed against the third-grader's palate and filled her. She jerked her head back from my spurting tool in shock, though not before another squirt overflowed her mouth and dripped off her lips back down onto my penis. I clenched my teeth, holding my entire body rigid and motionless, biting my lip hard to keep from moaning aloud. I had just enough presence of mind to tear the child's hat off her head so that it stayed clean. My nuts convulsed as the next shots painted Renee's face and hair with pearly goo. She finally rolled out of the way and I sent a squirt straight up almost to the level of the seatback, before it plopped back onto my pants.
Renee curled onto her side, choking and coughing, spitting more globs of cum onto the leg of my sweats. Karen looked on smugly at her little sister's distress, perhaps considering it payback for the earlier namecalling, but as my eyes uncrossed I was in a panic. Rob glanced up at the rear view mirror and Jenny, awakened by the noise, turned around in her seat. "Everything okay back there? Renee, you all right?"
"She's ok!" I croaked out. Frantically I grabbed at one of the pillows on the floor, and tried to wipe the child's face clean on the pillowcase while she tried to get away from me and sit up. I pressed down hard on her exposed chest, holding her against the seat with one hand while I rubbed at jizz that had landed in her hair and on her face with the other, all the while trying to keep my upper body still so I'd appear relaxed to the adults looking over the seats. I cleared my throat and spoke, I hoped normally. "She just took a drink and it went down wrong." Inspired by my own desperate lie, I opened a liter sport bottle one-handed and spilled a little water on the pillow, rubbing in the cum and using the wet fabric to better clean Renee. As her coughing diminished and she caught her breath, I let her raise her head. Once I could see no obvious globs of sperm on her, I released her entirely. She sat up, looking reproachfully at me. "Sorry," I whispered, but she angrily opened her seatbelt and scooted back to the other side of the seat, turning her face away from me. I don't think she realized that her sister had been the catalyst for my climax, but I did, and judging from her expression so did Karen. Payback was one thing, but I was still shaking from what a near thing that was. I glared at the older girl and her smile faltered a bit. Jenny was still looking back at us with concern, but all she said was, "We'll be stopping for dinner in about another hour" - Rob broke in to say, "More like an hour and a half." - "so you all relax back there. Honey, remember to drink slowly."
Eventually, Renee drifted off to sleep. After cleaning my pants as best as I could I dozed as well, only jerking awake at the feel of the SUV's wheels losing traction slightly. Sleet rattled off the roof and gusty winds buffeted us as Rob's careful driving took us through a brief storm. Shortly after that I felt the car slowing. I glanced at my watch: just past midnight, and as I looked up we pulled off the highway towards the harsh brilliant lights of a huge truck plaza.
"Dinnertime!" Rob announced from the driver's seat as he guided the SUV to the last row of gas pumps.
Karen leaned forward. "Daddy, can I pump the gas? Please?"
I smiled as an idea struck me. "Let me get this first tank, okay? You guys go ahead and get a table. Karen and I will gas up, then we'll park it and join you." After some polite protests and a reminder of the size of the rental's tank, Rob acquiesced. Next to me Renee had her clothes fastened, coat zipped up, and her hat and boots back on. She threw herself over the seatback in front of us and tugged at the door handle. She had to push her slight weight against the door to get it open and then she half-tumbled out into the cold. Jenny alighted at the same time and took her hand, and Rob joined them, setting off across the asphalt to the restaurant entrance.
Despite being hours south of where we started, dang, it was still cold! I was shivering as soon as I climbed out behind Karen. The SUV was parked between the pump island and the restaurant. On the other side of the pump was an empty field and the highway a few hundred yards away. A biting wind flattened patches of weeds sticking up from frozen mud. The harsh lights gave the car an evil glow. The black sheet metal was dappled with sleet and ice from the storm we'd just driven through. I swiped my card at the pump then angled my body away from the gusty wind. Only my crotch was warm as I stiffened in anticipation.
Karen got the pump nozzle into the car's gashole and started fueling. She huddled close to the car, standing where the pump blocked some of the wind. I glanced around. For the moment there was no one else at this island and the car blocked us from view of the building. I stepped up behind the blond girl and bent my head to whisper in her ear. "So, did you like making me squirt in your sister's mouth like that? Did it make your babycunt hot?" Karen must've heard something in my tone that worried her, but she nodded uncertainly. "Well, then, we'd better cool you off!" And with that I yanked her sweater and vest up to her chin and lunged forward, pressing her suddenly exposed upper body against the freezing truck.
"YIIII!" Karen yipped as the wind was knocked out of her. The icy metal burned against her naked skin. She started squirming frantically, trying to push her chest away but I leaned my weight against her and she couldn't escape. I reached my hands around, shoving them between her and the ice-flecked truck so that I could pinch her swollen, walnut-sized nipples between my fingers. I squeezed and started rubbing them hard against the metal. "Ow! S...s...top!" she gasped, but the icy cold stole her breath away. Her teeth were already chattering as the heat was sucked from her body. Her face was pressed against the window, and through two thicknesses of the tinted glass she could see the rest of her family walking away towards the doors of the brightly lit building. Her parents were walking hand-in-hand. Renee was skipping and capering around her mommy and daddy. Karen could see her laughing though the growl of diesel trucks drowned any sound. They looked so happy - just a normal, happy family that had left her behind. A family was Mommy and Daddy and a little girl, not a half-undressed whore with her babycunt always hot and juicy and wet from touching herself. She watched their backs recede until Daddy opened the door to the restaurant and they went in and were gone. She closed her eyes and whimpered.
"Quiet!" I ordered her. Turning loose of her nipples, I boosted under her armpits and lifted the young girl right off her feet, holding her wedged between my body and the car. Her shoes kicked futilely against the tire. If she had known even a little bit what she was doing she could've done some serious damage to my shins and knees, but the cold metal and glass and the ice melting against her sensitive skin took her strength and drove rational thought from her head. She sniveled and whined louder as I pulled her denim skirt up around her waist. Now her uncovered thighs were also shoved against the icy truck. I pressed harder against her body to keep her from slipping as she struggled feebly. With one hand I reached down and pulled aside the crotch of her panties. The child yipped again as her nearly bald vulva was smashed against the freezing surface. She was starting to cry as the shock and pain of the cold overwhelmed her. With my other hand I reached into my sweats. I was panting with anticipation. The fifth-grader's futile struggles and piteous cries only aroused me further. A quick glance around showed no cars approaching the pump island. Now or never!
Karen was shocked silent as she felt something blunt and hot pressing against her freezing vulva from the back. She had only a second to realize what was happening and then I eased the pressure against her shoulders and she slipped down the side of the car a bit. As she did, my rampant cock wedged itself between her hairless labia. She spread her legs against the black metal to ease the pressure, groaning as her own weight slowly drove my penis into her. I exhaled into her ear as her tight preteen vagina gradually enveloped me in slippery delicious liquid heat. I tilted my pelvis forward until I, too, felt the shock of the icy truck body against my shaft. Karen convulsed as the change of angle pressed her genitals forward and her moist, erect clitoris was smashed directly against the freezing metal.
Karen spread her knees and opened her legs froglike against the truck, trying to ease the pressure of my cock boring into her. Her skirt was around her waist. Cold air played on her butt cheeks as I shifted, driving myself deeper into her. The contrast of the hot cock filling her juvenile vagina with the freezing cold against her labia and her clitoris was a torture of pleasure. The conflicting sensations overwhelmed her, setting her head whirling. Then she jumped and cried out as I bottomed out inside her, the flaring head of my cock bumping against her cervix. My balls were freezing.
I held the struggling child under her armpits and began making short, sharp thrusts into her. Each time I withdrew she slid down slightly, her clitty dragging across the bitterly cold truck, then as I thrust up it was pushed in and enveloped in her tightly stretched labia and bathed in the heat of my erection. "I'm...uh!...proud of you...uh!...for sucking....uh!...Raymond's cock," I gasped out. "That must've been...uh!...scary." Karen's muddled brain absorbed my perverse praise, unable to cope with the bizarre situation. She was being raped at a gas station. Never mind that passive voice shit: I was raping her - but for her part, months of abuse made it impossible for her to even conceive of having the right to withhold consent. Sex was something to enjoy if possible, tolerate if not. But it wasn't something she could possibly have the right to refuse. Even as her body shivered and froze, heat and pleasure began to rise from her violated center and she began to twitch with little pre-climax shocks. And through all that I was carrying on a "normal" conversation with her.
"You're a hot little whore...uh!" I continued. "Got a hot little...uh!...babycunt. Going to fuck that babycunt all the...fuck!ing time. Fuck!...fuck!...fuck!" I chanted in time with my thrusts. Karen's eyes swam out of focus as my words echoed in her head. She shivered violently and an orgasmic wave broke over her. I gasped as her cunt clamped and spasmed around me and my own climax boiled up. I threw my head back, eyes squeezed shut, groaning with each squirt into the little girl.
Karen felt the slippery heat of my ejaculation filling her belly. The intensity of her orgasm emptied her mind, washing away fear, washing away humiliation, washing away everything but the trembling starburst that roiled her entire body, from her freezing titties down to the tips of her toes. For a few blissful seconds, she was simply, purely pleasure.
The gas pump clunked as the auto-shutoff tripped. Startled back to reality, I glanced wildly around then stepped back sharply as another car pulled in around the other side of the pump. Karen stumbled as my cock yanked free and her sneakers hit the tarmac. I pulled her skirt down, covering her pale ass. For a few seconds she was unable to move, leaning with her forehead and bared chest still pressed against the truck. Then she took a wobbly step backwards and fumbled her sweater down into place. I busied myself with the pump, putting the hose back and pressing the buttons for my receipt. I stole a glance at the other driver as he got out, but avoided direct eye contact when I saw him looking quizzically at us. I grabbed Karen's bicep and hustled her to the front passenger door then climbed in and drove off across the parking lot and around the building out of sight of the gas pumps. Karen shifted in the seat, squeezing her thighs together as she felt my cum start to drain out of her. The crotch of her panties was still pushed to the side underneath her denim skirt. I put the truck in Park and killed the engine. "Now as soon as we get in the building you go to the bathroom and wipe off that messy babycunt, understand? We can't have you stinking up our dinner table."
Karen's cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright. She nodded shakily, and reached for the door handle.



Part 18
Mg, ped, cons, oral, anal

I awoke with the sun in my eyes and a song in my heart. It wasn't really much of a song. It was kind of tuneless and the only words were, "Thank God it finally stopped fucking raining!"
I was lying on my back on an air mattress on the living room floor of the timeshare condo. The sun was an orange crescent just peeking over the shoreline, framed in the large floor-to-ceiling windows on the east wall. The bit of sky visible through the skylights set in the sharply pitched ceiling was deep blue and cloudless.
We had arrived at the beach two mornings ago in a torrential downpour. It had rained relentlessly all that first day and most of yesterday. At first I'd been thrilled just to be well away from the winter weather, but even a warm rain is still rain and when it's hard enough that you're completely soaked within 5 feet of your front door, it gets tedious. Jenny, Rob, the girls and I had played cards until we were sick of it, watched tv until we were sick of it, baked and eaten cookies until we were sick of them. I suspected that eleven-year-old Karen was even getting a little sick of masturbating. She had shut herself in the bathroom so often on the first day that Jenny had asked her again if her stomach was upset. The smallish condo was just too close quarters with all of us housebound. And through it all, just off the back porch was the beach and the surf, sand and water pockmarked by the driving rain. It was beautiful even under the leaden grey skies and infuriatingly tantalizing.
The rain had finally tailed off overnight and today was dawning clear and sunny and hot. I stretched slowly and sat up, groping for my watch next to the mattress on the pale turquoise carpet. I padded barefoot to the kitchen and got a drink of water. I was wearing a pair of pajama shorts festooned with the logo of a popular yet vile brand of tequila. I was shirtless and the air conditioning blew cool on my naked back and chest. I put the glass in the sink, walked down the short hall to the bathroom and peed. Standing in the bathroom doorway, Jenny and Rob's bedroom was to my right. The door was half open and I could see them tangled in the covers on the king-sized bed. Jenny was snoring softly and Rob, as was normal, looked dead.
The door to the girls' room was directly across the hall from the bathroom. My heart started pounding as without conscious volition, my hand came up and slowly turned the doorknob. I pushed the door open gently, wincing as the hinges creaked slightly. The heavy curtains were closed and the room looked black at first, but as I stood in the doorway and my eyes adjusted the forms of the sleeping children gradually emerged. Karen was lying on her back on top of the covers. Her coltish legs were bare and slightly spread. Her thin shorty pajamas were pulled tight across her preteen crotch, displaying a tight little cameltoe. Her top had ridden up slightly, erotically exposing a band of her lightly muscled abdomen. Like her mother, the fifth-grader was snoring slightly. Her chest, capped with the delightful perky little points of her growing nipples, rose and fell regularly. I stepped between the two single beds and looked down at her. Her long blond hair was bound into a tight, waist-length braid that curled away across her pillow. I knew the feel, the smell, the taste of every inch of her barely-pubescent body. My cock stiffened as I imagined kneeling down onto the narrow bed, nudging her knobby knees apart, and settling my adult weight between her skinny thighs. Of all the ways I had screwed the child since I had first taken her virginity, I had never yet given her a wake-up fuck. It was madly tempting, even with - especially with - her parents sleeping just on the other side of the bedroom's thin walls.
But no - I wasn't yet ready to relieve her tension. The enforced inactivity of the past two days was working to my advantage. With her mother worried about her digestion, Karen had had little chance to masturbate for over 24 hours, and I knew that her barely-furred cunt would be hot, her baby clitty throbbing and begging for attention. The past months of unrelenting mental and sexual abuse had brought the pretty blond fifth-grader to a near-constant state of arousal and concomitant emotional turmoil as she struggled and repeatedly lost the fight to resist her body's urges. Still, I couldn't resist dropping to my knees next to the bed. I tugged the leg of Karen's pj shorts to the side. She was pantiless beneath them, her cunt exposed to my greedy gaze. Her slit was open and her inner lips looked slightly raw and irritated. The skin was dusted with the white, flaky dried residue of her lubrication. Even in sleep the hood of her clitoris stood out and the fleshy bud was partially erected beneath it. One hand was flung up over her head but the other one rested next to her thigh on the pastel bedspread and I could see her fingers were also covered with her dried secretions.
I pushed my face into Karen's exposed crotch and inhaled deeply. Her cunt and the thin pajama fabric were redolent of her adolescent juices. The familiar, slightly pungent scent of the eleven-year-old's arousal filled my sinuses and my cock sprang to full stiffness in response, tenting out the thin fabric of my own pjs. Karen was a heavy sleeper. As my beard rubbed against her inner thigh she shifted slightly and sighed but showed no other sign of awareness. Almost regretfully, I lifted my head and turned to look at her younger sister, Renee, asleep in the other bed.
Renee was on her stomach. One leg was underneath the covers but she had mostly kicked them off in her sleep. She was wearing a pale blue short-sleeved nightgown. Her thick, wavy brown hair was loose and spilled across her back. Her face was turned towards me, one fist pressed against her chin. I gently gathered her hair and brushed it to the side. Her shoulder blades poked up, emphasizing the smooth, sweet, vulnerable sweep of her back and the rise of her rounded bubble butt. Her white panties were visible through the thin fabric of her nightie. I stroked my hand down her back, over her delightfully plump little ass, and down one bare leg to her calf. Then I dragged my fingers slowly back up until I reached the sweet junction of her thighs. I rubbed, feeling the warmth from her nine-year-old bald slit through her panties, pushing gently at the smooth, firm flesh of her labia majora.
Slightly chubby thighs closed around my hand, trapping them against delightful heat. I looked up to see that Renee's eyes were open and she was favoring me with her best poker face. The child had been pretty cool towards me since we had arrived; I had not had even a moment's privacy to apologize for ejaculating into her mouth without warning during the car trip, and explain that it hadn't been deliberate. I didn't think she'd quite forgiven me. "Hey," I said quietly, "The rain stopped and it's really nice outside. Want to take a walk and show me the beach before breakfast?"
Whatever grievances the child had against me, I had her at "the rain stopped". She bounced up onto her knees in the bed and clapped her hands together. I had to reach out and trap her hands between my much larger palms. "Shhh!" I urged her. "Let's not wake everyone."
Chastened, Renee nodded. I kept hold of one of her hands and tugged her off the bed and towards the door. Her nightgown fell to mid-thigh when she stood. She started to pull back, pointing towards the bureau where she had stuffed her clothes all higgledy-piggledy. I resisted, finally leaning down until our foreheads were almost touching to say, "You can go out in your nightie. It's so early, no one will see. Besides, it covers more than your bathing suit!"
The child trailed me back through the living room. I paused at my suitcase to slip on a virulently magenta Hawaiian shirt, checking that the items I had packed in its pocket were still there. I left the shirt unbuttoned. We stepped out onto a small screened porch and I closed the door gently and quietly behind me. A forest of tubes and bottles of sunscreens sprouted from a basket next to the door. I grabbed a tube of high SPF and squirted some into one hand. Dabbing with the fingers of my other hand, I applied the coconut-smelling goo liberally to Renee's forehead, nose, and cheeks. I rubbed it onto and behind her ears and around her neck. I squirted out more, rubbing it between both hands and massaging it into each thin arm in turn. From behind I slid my hands underneath her nightgown, slick fingers briefly tweaking the nine-year-old's tiny, dime-sized nipples. My cock started to stiffen again as Renee squirmed. "I don't need sun cream there," she announced. "It's covered up."
"Ok, sweetie," I knelt and gently kissed the back of her ear, tasting chemical coconut. She stood passive as I hugged her and kissed down from her ear along the unformed line of her jaw to the two little moles. "You're just so pretty, I want to touch your boobies all the time. I'm so happy we're lovers." I bent to smear more lotion on her bare feet, between her stubby toes, and up her legs. My penis throbbed as I rubbed the child's firm, smooth flesh. My hands easily encircled her thigh. I let my fingers roam above the hem of her nightgown but I stopped before reaching her panties. Then I stood and Renee watched me quietly as I proceeded to anoint myself. I could see she was thinking about my last declaration.
Once we were both thoroughly greased I took Renee's hand again and stepped through the screen door. The condo had a tiny narrow backyard, fenced off from the identical tiny backyards of the adjoining units. We started down the long wooden staircase built over the dune that fell away down to the beach. Halfway down the stairs was a wide landing with a battered set of patio furniture - a round table with a furled umbrella, four upright chairs and a sun lounger. The stairs were steep and Renee kept hold of my hand and held the railing with her other hand as she stepped carefully down the risers.
The sand squeaked under my feet as I stepped off the stairs. It was fine and bright white and already warming. The sun had barely cleared the horizon but the day was shaping up to be a hot one. The air smelled of salt and seaweed that the storms had washed up in thick, ropy tangles at the tide line. Renee flung her short arms in the air and took off running, her long brown hair flying behind her. She raced to meet the mild surf rolling in, then stopped and leaped back, shrieking with laughter, as it rolled over her toes. Her childish enthusiasm was infectious and I grinned and took off after her. I swept her up in my arms, swinging her around as I stepped into the water. I swung her lower until her toes just grazed the foam, only to raise and drop her again. When I started to get dizzy I pulled her to me, supporting her warm little butt with one hand with my other arm across her back. Her legs went around my waist and her arms around my neck. I lowered her a bit, pushing her nightie up and pressing the crotch of her panties against my own pjs. "Mmm," I hummed softly as my penis responded to her warmth, but I stepped out of the surf and put her down before my arousal became obtrusive. We were not alone on the beach. There were no sunbathers yet, but a number of dog walkers and joggers were visible in both directions.
"Let's go this way." I indicated westward, away from the rising sun, and I took the nine-year-old's hand in mine again as we walked on the damp sand at the water's edge. "Listen, Renee, I want to tell you I'm sorry," I started, then paused to let two middle-aged women with a gamboling Doberman pass us in the other direction. "I'm really sorry I squirted in your mouth in the car. I didn't mean to." Renee looked up at me with a serious expression on her face. "You're just so good at sucking my cock that I couldn't help myself." Speaking so crudely about sex to the brown-haired third-grader, even as our involvement had expanded over the past months far beyond talk, still gave me a tremendous erotic charge. Doing it outside like this, where passers-by saw us as a father with his innocent young daughter, knowing that I had touched and tasted every inch of the the child's body, knowing that that childish mouth had swallowed my jizz, made it all the more powerful. I continued, "But I know you don't like the taste very much, and I should've been more careful, so I'm sorry."
We had stopped walking as I spoke, and stood holding hands while surf hissed over our toes. The sun was already hot on my shoulders through the thin shirt. Renee looked up at me, her hazel eyes wide and thoughtful. She wasn't used to grownups apologizing to her and I watched her process it. "I accept your apology," she said first, just as her parents had taught her was polite. "It tastes okay," she continued, "I just don't like when there's a whole lot of it. It makes me choke, and it's yucky when it goes all over my face."
I was silent as a fat jogger lumbered past, his belly burned lobster-red. He did a mild double-take at the little girl in her nightgown, but it was still early enough in the day to not be really unusual. "You know, if you hold your tongue just right you can keep it from choking you." I squatted down so Renee could see me demonstrate, opening wide and pressing the tip of my tongue against the roof of my mouth. "See? If you do that when you feel the boy starting to squirt, it'll all just bounce off your tongue and run out of your mouth." She imitated me, holding her tongue up behind her slightly outsize permanent front teeth. She looked so beautiful standing there. The sunlight made her thin nightie semitransparent as it fluttered in the light breeze. My vision narrowed to the sight of Renee's bright hazel eyes, her rosy cheeks, her red lips open and waiting. My heart pounded in my ears and my penis was aching for release. For the moment we were alone on this stretch of beach and I couldn't contain myself. "Let's try it out!" I stood swiftly and fished my fully erect penis out of my pj shorts' open fly. I bent it down with one hand and rocked my hips forward and before Renee had time to react at all the swollen mushroom head was between her lips.
I gasped and my entire body stiffened as my glans was enveloped by the wonderful heat and moisture of the child's mouth. The tip butted up against the underside of her tongue. Her teeth scraped lightly over the ridge and her stretched lips rubbed against the shaft. Renee made a wordless squeak of surprise, muffled of course by the thick tube of flesh filling her mouth. The vibration further inflamed me. She tried to pull back but I grabbed her bare shoulder with one hand and wrapped the other gently around the back of her head, holding her in place standing straight with her nose just about level with my bellybutton. She looked up at me, eyes wide and startled. "Ohhhh, Renee, that feels so good," I praised her. "Be my lover now, suck my thingy, please suck it." I moved my organ fractionally back and forth in the young girl's mouth. Even that small friction gave me a huge jolt of pure pleasure. My praise and encouragement seemed to calm her. She had been taken by surprise by the suddenness of my assault but not by the form it took. She had come to accept as completely normal that adult men would put their penises into little girls' mouths. Her protest became a playful "mmm-mmm." Precum started flowing, and she opened wider and made a long slurping sound as saliva bubbled out around my shaft. I inhaled the warm salt air deeply into my lungs, looking down at the night-clad little girl standing before me in the sand, on the long open beach, her jaws stretched wide around my tumescent organ.
"Okay. Okay," I was fighting the urge to just jam myself down the child's throat, remembering my goal was to make her more willing, not less, to fellate me. "Okay," I gulped once more. "Now, the boy's going to want to put his thingy into your mouth as far as he can so it's up to you to keep him from choking you. What you do, is hold it just as far down as you want. I took her little hand and wrapped it around my shaft just where it disappeared into her wide-stretched mouth. Her fingers were soft and warm. I pressed into her to demonstrate. "See? Now it won't go in any further." I had taught Karen this same lesson months ago. In that case, though, the older sister had just finished reciting, "I'm a whore. Whores suck cock. I'm a cocksucking whore," at my command and she had been trembling, almost crying with humiliation as she knelt naked before me, my cock bobbing in her face while I reclined on their giant couch. For Renee, though, this was just another skill to master like riding a bicycle or long division. She attached no particular moral content, nor felt any guilt. As long as it was fun for her, or at least not disgusting, she was fine with it. Her nostrils flared as the ring of her thumb and finger pressed against her lips and she nodded slightly to show she understood.
A speedboat went skipping by over the moderate swell, perhaps a hundred yards offshore. I could see the pilot shading his eyes against the rising sun as he looked inland. I waved at him, then placed both hands on top of the child's head, gently combing my fingers through her long brown hair as I felt the first stirrings of my climax rising. "Ahhh...now use your tongue like you do. Oh, yeah! That's good, that feels good. And when you hold a thingy in your hand, you'll feel it kinda swell up when the boy's ready to squirt and you'll know to do like I told you. But...ah!...don't pull back, then squirt won't splash on your face." I groaned and my knees started to buckle as the little girl followed my instructions. She rolled her head on her slender neck, rotating her lips around my tool and lashing her tongue back and forth across my pisshole. I glanced wildly around; another jogger was approaching in the distance off to my left so I angled my body the other way; Renee shuffled her bare feet sideways in the sand to keep her mouth impaled. The jogger was getting too close, but I was too far gone to pull away.
"Oh! Oh, yeah! Renee, here it comes, I'm gonna squirt now, here it...AIIEGH!" I threw my head back, eyes squeezed shut, legs trembling, as my orgasm rocketed up my spine and I fired a sticky payload into the third-grader's mouth. I shuddered and gasped with each shot. I felt the child's tongue pressing against my cockhead as I'd instructed her. After three spasms I opened my eyes and looked down. Renee's eyes were crossed as she concentrated on the jumping tube of flesh in her hand. Cum was oozing out all around her lips and when I grunted and squirted a last load into her mouth it dribbled right back out. I drew a shuddering breath as the child's cheeks hollowed and she pulled off my cock with a long, wet slurp. A quick glance to the left showed the jogger barely a hundred feet away. I yanked at my shorts to cover my sticky erection and turned Renee so we showed our backs to him and my body blocked the child's. As the imperative of the sexual flush drained out of me, a wave of fear washed over me. What the fuck was I doing, having a nine-year-old blow me on a public beach. Was I insane? My knees went weak with paranoia; my overwhelming urge was to run but I had just enough self-control left to realize my best chance was to act normal. As I had told Karen on Hallowe'en, if you act like you have something to hide people will look to see what you're hiding.
"Wow, you're a good cocksucker!" I praised Renee in a low, shaky voice. "I love you so much." Renee looked up and favored me with a rare smile. Her lips were dripping with sticky white ejaculate and blobs of semen coated her chin thickly. I cupped my hand over the gooey mess as the jogger slogged past us. "Careful, now, don't get any on your pretty nightie!" I swiped her chin clean into my cupped palm. Renee licked her lips as I led her up the beach. I collapsed cross-legged in front of a little pool left by the receding tide, and pulled the child down into my lap. She sat sidewise, her weight warm and comforting against my softened cock, her bare legs draped over mine, toes digging into the sand. I raised my cupped hand to my mouth and stuck my tongue out, licking up a blob of my own cum. Then I held my hand out to the child. She hesitated, then leaned forward, brushing her hair back over her shoulders. She kept her hazel eyes locked with mine as her little tongue darted out into the puddle of semen in my hand. I watched her roll the gooey liquid around her mouth and swallow, then stick her tongue out again to scrape it clean with her upper teeth. "Good girl," I whispered. "Taste okay?" I asked. She nodded, and we took turns lapping up my ejaculation until it was mostly gone and I shook the rest off my hand into the water.
Renee leaned her side against my chest, fitting her head underneath my chin. "Your heart is beating really hard," she observed, and it was true I was trembling and panting in reaction. I held her to me, stroking her feet and legs with my other hand. I gradually moved upwards underneath her nightgown and to the juncture of her plump thighs until my fingers were stroking up and down the crotch of her cotton underwear. Renee snuggled against me, making a soft, wordless sound of contentment as she let her legs fall open. We sat in silence for several minutes under the rising sun as I fondled her bald pussy through the thin cloth, feeling it heat and moisten. She made a soft, high-pitched groan when I took my fingers away. "Don't stop," she whispered into my chest. "My button's getting all tingly."
"I know, sweetie," I rocked her against me, "but there's too many people around." And indeed as the morning advanced more and more people were coming down to the shore. "Let's find some place better." I helped the nine-year-old to her feet and stood myself and we headed back the way we had come. I let Renee walk ahead, her bare limbs swinging, putting her between me and the sun so I could enjoy the way it limned her body through the thin nightgown.
I let her lead the way up the long wooden flight of stairs, too, so I could watch her compact, rounded butt cheeks clenching and relaxing. When we got to the landing I stopped her. I looked up; the condo and its neighbors were invisible beyond the lip of the dune. I looked down; we were well out of the line of sight of anyone on the beach. I looked at the table; there was a bottle of sunscreen abandoned on it. Perfect.
"Hey, wait a minute." I dragged the heavy wooden lounger around so it was facing up the hill instead of down to the beach. I sat down, leaning back and pulling up my knees. "Come sit on my lap, sweetie." Renee complied, plopping down on my stomach. I grabbed her around her ankles and pulled her short legs up so that her feet were right at my chin. I brushed sand off her toes then kissed them each in turn. I leaned forward, reaching under her nightgown to grab the waistband of her panties. I wriggled them down under her butt and then down her legs. Renee giggled as I pulled them over her feet and completely off, dropping them on the deck next to the chair. I spread the child's legs open and she leaned back against my knees. I reached back up under her short nightie, sliding my hand up her thigh to her smooth, chubby pubic mound. Her mouth dropped open in surprised pleasure as I brushed my thumb back and forth over her slit, pressing on her tiny clitoris.
"Oooo," she breathed, "Mmm, I like that. Rub my button harder, please. Play with my cunt just like that." What a thrill it was to hear the third-grader's piping, childish voice narrating her enjoyment of being molested. I had thought I was finished after the exquisite blowjob she had given me, but the feel of her smooth, bald mound under my fingers woke my penis prematurely from its refractory slumber.
I leaned to the side and was just able to reach the bottle of sunscreen on the table. "Renee, take my penis out, okay?" The child looked at me quizzically but obeyed, reaching into my pjs. I sighed at the feeling of her warm fingers on my half-erect organ. It flopped onto my belly. I squeezed a line of sunscreen onto the semi-flaccid shaft from tip to scrotum.
"Don't want Mister Thingy to get a sunburn," she giggled, grabbing it with both hands and vigorously rubbing in the lotion. I saw the muscles working in her forearms as she squeezed up and down the shaft and palmed the head and I couldn't help but respond to her eager, inexpert massage.
When I was nearly fully hard I instructed her, "Hold up your nightie." When Renee pulled the hem into the air and bared her belly, I grabbed her butt cheeks and pulled her forward until her slit came to rest on my organ, squishing the cream out over her labia. "Now put your hands on my shoulders," and when she leaned forward to comply I squeezed my fingers into the soft twin pillows of flesh. I pulled her slowly forward, sighing as I felt the heat of her immature cunny rising along the length of my shaft until the bump of her clitty dragged over my frenum, and then my glans was enveloped by her tight, bald labia. She cooed in pleasure as I humped my hips forward. My cockhead snagged slightly at the top of her slit, pressing harder against her clit before sliding free.
Renee started moving on her own, hunching herself against me, pressing her hot, immature vulva against my rampant organ. Her eyes fluttered closed and her mouth dropped open as she started to pant in time with her motion. She leaned forward until our bellies were almost touching and our heads were so close I could feel the warm, sharp puffs of her breath. The sun was bright and warm on our skin; I could see sweat forming at her hairline and starting to trickle down her forehead. "Mmm...hah! Mmm...hah!" she breathed with each stroke as I let my hands wander all over her body, her arms as they tensed to hold her weight, across her back, down to her bare bent legs and the upturned soles of her feet. Her soft moans blended with the liquid slishing sounds of our lubricated flesh sliding together, and the soft, hissing surf behind me. At the peak of one stroke I flexed my groin. "Mmm..haAIE!" Renee squeaked as my cock pressed upwards, penetrating just a bit into her still virgin hole. I backed off. As gorgeous as I knew it would feel, I couldn't see how deflowering the third-grader would be in my long-term interest.
Renee started moving faster against me. "Mmm...hah! My button's tingling. Your penis feels...hah!...so good in my cunny. Mmm...hah! We're lovers, you love my cunny and I love your thingy! Mmm...hah!" She was almost babbling as she felt her preteen orgasm building. We were both getting close. My hips moved involuntarily, pressing up against the child's slight weight and spreading her thighs around my pelvis. I ran my hands up her arms to her wrists and grabbed them, pushing her back until she sat back against my bent knees. She grunted, pushing against my much greater strength, trying to restore the contact between our slick and swollen genitals. "Wh...wh..." she panted, face reddening with the strain.
"Hang on, Renee," I spoke softly, running my fingers over the front of her nightie, feeling her warm, slightly sweaty chest beneath. The child's eyes opened and slowly focused on me. "You know what I'd really like? I'd like to put my boner in your butt again. That feels best for me. Can I do that, Renee? Can I fuck you up the butt?" My voice was hoarse in my ears and again my cock leaped under the drape of her thin nightgown as I made the crude proposition to the petite third-grader.
Renee frowned. "It hurt last time."
"I know it hurt a little, but you remember how great your orgasm was? You said it was the best one you'd ever had. And the more we do it, the more we practice, you'll get used to it and it won't hurt any more, it'll just feel really really good. Come on, please?" I wheedled. "I know you'll like it. And look, look what I have!" I reached into the breast pocket of my shirt and brought out one of the fabric-covered cylinders. "Remember this? Remember how good it helped you feel?"
"Is that the stinky stuff?" she asked.
"That's right! You're such a smart girl!" I praised her. "I'm so happy that I have such a smart little girl for my lover." Renee looked a little skeptical - perhaps I was laying it on a bit too thickly. I hurried on, "I'll let you smell this when I'm inside your butt, and you'll have a really really good orgasm like before. Okay? Please?" I punctuated my requests by reaching under her nightgown with one hand and brushing my thumb over her hairless vulva. It was hot and sweaty and greasy with sunscreen and her preteen lubrication. She jumped and sighed as I pressed gently on her firm, slippery clitoris.
The child still looked dubious, but she didn't balk or tell me to stop. I pushed her back off her knees so she was squatting, her feet splayed on the rails of the lounge chair. It was a little awkward, but once I saw she had her balance I grabbed my stiff cock under her nightie and angled it straight up. It pressed against her hot cunny and she sighed again, but I pressed back until it popped free and slid up between her cheeks. I wriggled my hips, probing until I felt my cockhead wedge up against Renee's clenched rosebud. "Now sit down, press down a little bit," I panted. She shifted gingerly and I felt a bit more weight bearing down, but her anus stayed tight shut. "Now push," I encouraged her. "Remember, push like you're trying to poop." She grimaced with the effort and that did it. The well-greased blunt head of my erection was swallowed by the fierce heat of the child's anal passage. "Urggh..." she groaned as the painfully-tight ring of her sphincter slowly pushed down the length of my shaft. She twisted from side to side a little, grunting as her colon spasmed around the flesh intruder, legs trembling with the strain until finally the weight of her butt pressed down on me. My wiry pubic bush tickled her cheeks and her stretched perineum.
Renee's face was red with exertion. My hand roamed between her legs under the nightgown. The tendons in her crotch were prominent, her muscles tense with the effort of balancing. Her labia were swollen and her slit was spread open from the pressure of my cock in her rectum. The angle was awkward put I pressed my fingertips against the length of her slit and wiggled them rapidly back and forth, pressing against the smooth, slippery skin and flicking against her clitty. She squeaked and I felt her bowels clench around me. "Oh, that's so good, sweetie, you're so good at that, so sexy and hot. Now, can you do just one stroke on your own? Just up and down once, try it,"
"Urgh...full...hurts..." Renee grunted out. "Give me...stinky stuff..."
"Try it once first," I repeated, pressing my cock upwards and making the child squeal. "Just once, the more you do it the better it will feel, that's it, ahhhhh!" The nightgown was stretched taut between her legs as the nine-year-old grabbed her knees for balance and pulled them wide. I groaned with her as she slowly rocked her ass forward. The grasping ring of her anus slid up about three inches, exposing the base of my cock to the air again.
Renee paused there and I could feel her thigh muscles vibrating with the strain balancing. Sweat dripped down her face as I rubbed her vulva harder. "Eegh...gnah...ow...ergh..." the child moaned and grunted incoherently as she shoved herself back down onto my tumescent flesh, pleasure bubbling up from my vigorous manipulation of her preteen genitals contending with the burning pain of her anal violation.
"Oh, good girl!" I gasped. My left hand closed convulsively on the popper and broke it open. I held it out and pressed it under Renee's snub nose. Without needing to be told she breathed in sharply. Her flat chest expanded beneath the thin fabric of her nightie as she pulled the fumes deeply into her lungs. Immediately Renee felt her whole body tingling, just like the first time I had drugged her with amyl nitrate while sodomizing her. The world started to spin around her and there was a roaring in her ears. She was already hot from the sun and exertion but her skin prickled all over, from her scalp down to her toes and especially where my fingers were touching her. They felt like fire on her stiff little button and the good feeling rushed up from her cunny and filled her whole body. Best of all, her sphincter relaxed and lessened the burning pain in her ass.
I saw the child's eyes unfocus and glaze over as the drug took hold of her. I humped up sharply and pulled back. Her ass felt looser, still hot and still incredibly tight, but my cock slid freely in and out now. The child bounced up and down against me. Her right hand was still on her knee, helping her keep her balance, but her left held the popper firmly under her nose. "OooOOooOOooOO!" she keened, louder each time I thrust up and her hot, bare buttocks slapped against my thighs. Her labia were spread wide, her slit hot and slippery under my vibrating fingers. Her bouncing got more violent and erratic, twisting my penis this way and that as she sank down on it again and again. "OooOOooOO! OOH! OOH! OOH!" Her moans turned staccato and she squealed as an immature climax swept over her. Her colon clenched and spasmed around my penis and the heat and motion pushed me over, too. I stiffened with pleasure, moaning "Yes!" through gritted teeth as I shoved my hips up as hard as I could and ejaculated hot, thick ropes of semen into the child's ass.
Renee wasn't finished, though. Even as my orgasm tailed off she kept bouncing up and down on my cock. Suntan lotion, jizz, and less pleasant fluids squelched out as I pistoned into her ass, dirtying her butt and matting my pubic hair. Her face was beet red and dripping with sweat, her long brown hair flying, her eyes glassy and unseeing. Finally, her fingers went limp and the popper slipped from her hand. It bounced off the decking and slipped between the planks to the dune below. The fumes cleared from her lungs in a few breaths and she fell forward against my bare chest. She was panting and blowing as if she had run a mile. I cradled the child against me, whispering words of love in her ear as I stroked her back and sweaty hair. I slipped my hand out from under her nightgown and sniffed deeply at my sticky fingers, smelling coconut oil and sweet, delicious preteen cunt.
Renee rested her cheek against my bare chest and we lay together as our hearts slowed to normal. She continued to squirm her violated ass around my slimed organ but now in growing discomfort rather than pleasure as the effects of the drug left her system. "Ow," she said softly as I pulled back and her abraded anal ring clung to the drying, sticky mess sliming my shaft. She tried to get her feet under her again but it took several tries to lift herself completely off my softening cock. Meanwhile I had grabbed her panties and was groping under her nightgown with them, using them to wipe up the worst of the mess.
It was just as she finally bounced herself free of my weakening spear that, to my horror, Jenny's head appeared over the lip of the yard at the top of the staircase. She waved. I grabbed Renee to hold her still and frantically worked to tuck my penis away. "Your mommy's looking at us," I whispered urgently. "Turn around and wave." And she did, and I did, too.
Jenny beckoned and called down to us. "We're making breakfast. Where have you been?"
"Renee took me down to the beach," I called back, and my voice hardly cracked at all.
I felt the child's bowels gurgle as she leaned against me. "I haveta go bad," she said, her voice trembling.
"Go, then. Run!" I urged, and she hopped off me and went up the stairs at top speed in a funny, slightly bow-legged bent-over run. She went right past her mom and headed for the house. I glanced down and hastily crumpled her now-soiled panties in my hand, hiding them as I slowly got to my feet and followed her.
In the house I used the bathroom to dress after Renee finished, hiding the child's fouled underwear in my backpack for now. As I pulled on a pair of cargo shorts I heard Jenny talking to her youngest daughter through the thin walls. "You're getting a little too old to play horsey, my dear. It's not ladylike." Then I tucked away my raw, chafed tool, pasted on a smile, and sat down to enjoy breakfast with the family.



Part 19
Fg, M+g [described], ped, semi-cons, mast, humil, exhib

I was reclining on a sling chair halfway up the beach, watching Karen and Renee play in the water. A half-built sandcastle was to my left, awaiting the return of the children's interest. I was wearing board shorts, a floppy stupid tourist hat, and wraparound sunglasses. The subtropical sun was hot on my chest and shoulders. Sweat prickled my chest hair.
Renee shrieked and fell backwards into the surf as her older sister splashed her. The nine-year-old was wearing a navy blue tankini, modestly cut to her mother's specifications. Jenny abhorred the trend towards "junior slutwear" as she put it, and insisted that her girls dress appropriately for their ages. Renee's bare legs flew up in the air as her head submerged, the sunlight glinting off her wet, tan skin. She bounced back up like a sexy little otter as water streamed off her face and upper body. She shook her head, laughing, and her two waist-length brown braids whipped back and forth, splashing Karen.
The older girl threw up her hands to shield herself, laughing in turn. Even though her complexion was normally paler than Renee's she took the sun much more easily and the dark golden tone of her thin limbs made a striking contrast with her sky-blue one-piece suit. It was also cut modestly low at the thighs, though her recent growth spurt made it perhaps just a bit tight in the crotch and accentuated the delightful nubbins of her growing titties. Her light hair was in a thick single braid, and she wore some silly-looking swim goggles to protect her sensitive eyes from the salt water.
I was enjoying my beach vacation tremendously, but it had become clear that Jenny and Rob had not invited me entirely out of altruism or gratitude. It had been nearly twenty years since they'd had a holiday without one or more children in tow. Now that they had me here my role as an unpaid babysitter had emerged. Not that I minded. The two of them were up in the condo, enjoying another late-morning nap, nudge-nudge wink-wink. Those were some pretty energetic naps they took, to the point where after the first couple of days I'd suggested that the girls and I go play on the beach so we wouldn't, ah, disturb them. Jenny had agreed absolutely deadpan that it was true, the kids could be kind of noisy, giving me some insight into where her youngest daughter got that perfect poker face. Rob, on the other hand, had actually blushed.
I watched the girls frolic in the water. They looked like two happy, normal kids. For the last few days I had acted as their uncle, nothing more. Without the intrusion of my adult sexuality they had both recaptured their childhood innocence to some extent. True, I could tell Renee still felt the physical and emotional effects from when I had violently sodomized her three days ago. She still wasn't sitting completely comfortably, tending to put her weight on one butt cheek or the other or rock from side to side. Fortunately, that didn't look any different to Jenny and Rob than her normal fidgeting. Her emotional reaction was puzzling to me. Back when I was in third grade if some adult had drugged me and fucked my ass so hard that I couldn't sit straight for days, no matter how great the drugs made me feel and no matter how strong of an orgasm I had, I would've been leery of him afterwards. But Renee had stuck to me like glue since that morning, sitting on my lap whenever she could, holding my hand when we went out and in general clinging to me. What Jenny and Rob saw was a childish crush. Rob had even gently teased his youngest daughter once or twice about having a boyfriend. As near as I could guess Renee's feelings, he was more right than he knew, except if Renee had been inclined to confide in anyone she would have used the word "lover" instead.
I watched Karen dive into the waves, her slim form cutting gracefully through the clear blue water. Except for brutally fucking her in the truckstop parking lot on the trip down, I had left her alone as well. For one thing, there was no need to further push the child. Her proud revelation during the trip that for the first time she had prostituted herself without my assistance had been a proud moment for me, too: my little whore was growing up. I was still concerned about her lingering guilt and feeling out-of-control but in the first place the fifth-grader seemed to be getting better at compartmentalizing her feelings - as evidenced by her unforced and unfeigned enjoyment of normal childhood activities while continuing her compulsive nightly masturbation. In the second place, there was nothing I could do about it - until today.
The gentle riptide had carried Karen and Renee a few dozen yards down the beach to my left before they realized it. "Here they come," I said as the two little girls joined hands and came running out of the surf and up the beach, laughing and shouting and spraying fine white sand behind their bare feet as they ran. They came to a sudden stop on the other side of our half-built sand castle when they realized I wasn't alone. Reclining on the lounger next to me was a tall, thin young woman. Her sun-streaked, light-brown curly hair was cut to frame a heart-shaped face. She was wearing a lot of eye makeup and bright red lipstick, which was perhaps a bit incongruous with her white, short-sleeved men's shirt worn open over a bright red bikini. Her finger- and toenails were painted to match her swimsuit, which in turn matched the piping on the mat-woven flip-flops that dangled from her toes where her ankles hung over the edge of her chair. She looked at the children with frank hunger as they stared back at her uncertainly. Karen's grip on her little sister's hand tightened unconsciously and she shifted her weight from one thin, bare foot to the other as the woman smiled at her, lips parting to reveal white, uneven teeth with prominent canines.
"Girls, this is Moira," I spoke up. "She's an old friend of mine from back home, and it turns out she goes to college near here. She was just walking by and I saw her. Isn't that a nice surprise?" The girls just stared at her silently. There was something unsettling about Moira's gaze. I sympathized; I had been unsettled, too, when I'd first met her, and she'd been barely more than a child then herself. Renee's round bare belly was still heaving from running up the beach. Her free hand stole up to her chin; had she been a bit younger she would've been sucking her thumb. "Come sit with us," I said, to break the odd tension. "C'mon," I insisted, motioning with my hands. Renee sat down in my lap on the chair but there was no room for Karen. She had to go sit next to Moira who sat up and politely patted the lounger next to her.
"Hello, girls," Moira said. Her voice was a throaty contralto, slightly roughened by cigarettes. "It's very nice to meet you. You're uncle's been telling me that you're both very special little girls. I think he's a very special man, too. I was only a little bit older than you are, Karen, when we first met, and we got to be really good friends."
Renee was sitting up straight in profile to me. Her legs were out to the side, knees bent over my thigh, toes just brushing the sand as she kicked them idly. I could see the wheels turning in her head for about two seconds before she spoke right up. "Did you fuck?"
"Renee!" I exclaimed, but Moira's peal of delighted laughter overrode me.
"No, honey, not right away. Your uncle was a gentleman - or a coward, maybe - and he waited until I grew up before we got together that way. But I hear he didn't wait with you. How do you like taking it up the ass?"
My breath caught in my throat and my cock pulsed beneath Renee's weight at the sudden raw turn the conversation had taken. Moira knew what turned me on, and as a result of her own history she found it especially titillating to engage young children in dirty talk.
Renee, however, wasn't fazed. I had sexualized the nine-year-old to the point where it was a perfectly normal topic of conversation and a perfectly normal activity as well. She had figured out right away that Moira was in on our secret so the words came tumbling out of her. "It hurts, but I have really good orgasms, especially with that stinky stuff, but after it hurts a lot. But the more I do it, the less it'll hurt. Some blood came out of my butthole the last time," she finished.
"Yes, you were a very brave girl," I said, stroking her bare lower back. Turning to Moira, I continued, "When she saw blood in her panties she didn't cry and she didn't tell. She just took 'em off and snuck 'em to me. I'm proud of having such a smart little lover." Renee's expression didn't change but I could tell she was pleased with my praise.
Karen, though, looked slightly aghast. She'd known nothing of this until now. She opened her mouth to speak, but Moira forestalled her. "And just look at you, young woman! Aren't you just the cutest little whore!"
Karen's face froze in shock with her mouth hanging open. Whatever she had been about to say died in her throat. A sense of dread had uncoiled in her stomach as soon as Moira had said I'd been telling her about them, and now sadness welled up as she realized that even on vacation there was no escape from what she now believed God had ordained for her. Her eyes moved up, looking over our heads to the condo atop the dune. Perhaps she was thinking of all the past happy times spent here with her family, every year of her young life. For a fleeting second there was such a look of inexpressible longing in her eyes that I almost wanted to call off my plan. Almost - but I had discussed it all with Moira ahead of time and anyway there was no way to undo the past four months. I'd turned Karen into a preteen prostitute, and now I had to make it possible for her to live with it.
"Hey, don't look so glum, kitten," Moira leaned forward and put her hand on Karen's shoulder. "You know," she said, lowering her voice to a confidential tone, "I'm a whore, too."
Now she had Karen's attention. The child's eyes widened in surprise. "You are?"
"Yep. My daddy made me a whore when I was seven. Hey, look at this." And with no further preamble Moira reached down and pulled the crotch of her bikini bottoms to the side, exposing her fresh young pussy to the fifth-grader. She had a nice bush of fine, light-brown hair. The wrinkled, pinkish-brown flesh of the right inner lip lapped over the left one and the slight bulge of her clitoral hood was prominent at the top. There were three small hearts in a vertical line tattooed down each side of her firm, plump vulva.
That was typical Moira. Her upbringing had left her with little sense of boundaries or appropriate behavior, which was what had doomed our own relationship. Her family had joined the dojo where I trained when she was thirteen. When her father had disappeared under mysterious circumstances a year later I'd kept her on, gratis. It wasn't until three years later that we got briefly involved, and a year after that she finally told me her story. She still had a lot of conflicted feelings about her father but she was very mentally tough. I admired that toughness; it made it possible for her to live with a history that would have destroyed many girls. It also made her volatile and even dangerous if you hit one of her triggers. I knew that a young girl in Karen's situation would be irresistible to her.
Karen was gaping at the first spread adult vagina she'd ever seen. Fortunately her body blocked the view of the many people playing and passing by further down the beach, but her scalp prickled in sympathetic fear and nervousness at the public exposure. Her mind was whirling with questions and emotions. Being a whore was Karen's private shame; at the same time being sexy and desireable was a source of private pride, but above all it was private. She'd never imagined meeting someone else who admitted to it, certainly not a beautiful, grown-up woman. And Moira was beautiful. Even in the harsh sunlight her skin was flawless. Her eyes were bright green and tilted slightly, her boobs sat perky and high on her chest, her abdomen was tight and toned though I could see college life had put a few pounds on it, and her spread thighs were muscular. She had no tan lines; her crotch was the same honey-gold as the rest of her skin.
"You like my whore cunt, Karen?" Moira's voice was light and honeyed with a trace of the south Alabama accent of her childhood. Karen managed a nod, her eyes darting back and forth from Moira's face to her crotch. "You know how many cocks have been stuck in it?" Karen shook her head.
"Well, me neither!" Moira erupted in a caw of laughter. "That's the best part of being a whore, you don't got to worry about stuff like keeping count. You see a nice boy or someone has the cash, you just go for it. See?"
Karen found her voice. "How...how did you become a whore when you were seven? That's younger than Renee."
Moira's eyes narrowed and she leaned forward. "You askin' me a personal question?"
Karen blinked at the sudden hard edge in the young woman's voice. "No...I...sorry, I..."
"'S'okay. I'll tell ya, but I'm a whore like you are, and that means I don't give nothing away. You wanna ask me questions, you gotta do something for me." Karen's hands were clenched nervously in her lap. Moira reached out and grabbed her right hand, tugging it loose from the other, and pulled it towards her. Karen leaned forward, then had to scoot towards the bikini-clad woman to keep her balance. Moira pressed the eleven-year-old's hand against her exposed privates.
Karen jumped and tried to pull back, but Moira's grip was firm. She felt coarse hair and warm flesh under her fingers. "That's it, Karen," Moira said, pressing the child's hand against her labia. "You play with my cunt and I'll answer your questions."
Karen was stunned. She had touched her little sister's cunny before, but Renee's smooth, tight little slit felt entirely different from this. Besides, she had been the aggressor then, or at least acting so at my insistence. She was used to submitting to my sexual demands, but not a woman's. But at Moira's continued urging she pressed her fingertips against the woman's cunt. Moira grunted softly as Karen parted her inner lips to reveal the moist, pink interior. "Yeahh," Moira sighed.
Karen's mouth pursed in concentration but her eyes darted around wildly. Her shoulders twitched from the awareness of the crowded beach behind her, all oblivious to a fifth-grader masturbating an adult woman just steps away. The hot sun beat down on her head. A faint salt breeze stirred her hair and cooled her as it dried the seawater beading her skin. "Mmm, yeah, now stick your fingers in me," Moira continued; then more sharply, "Do it, whore, do it now!" She fumbled for the right spot for a few seconds, trying to navigate the more convoluted labia of a mature woman, then Moira gasped and her toes curled as two of the child's fingers pressed into her with a sticky, sliding sound.
This was the first time Karen had penetrated a vagina besides her own and hers was still childishly shallow, so she was surprised when both fingers slid smoothly into Moira right up to the hilt. The woman's cunt was hot and it felt looser than her own, and as her thumb pressed up against the swelling clitoris she could feel a pulse beating in it. She jumped when Moira grabbed her wrist and pulled back. "More fingers!" Moira commanded her. "Put four fingers in me, whore!"
Karen's eyes flashed at the contempt she heard in Moira's voice. "My name is Karen...OW!" Karen jerked back as Moira's other hand lashed out and slapped her across the face. She tried to pull her wrist away but the woman's grip was unbreakable. She squeezed down and tears welled up in Karen's eyes as she felt the delicate bones grate against each other.
"I don't give a shit what your name is." In a flash, Moira's face had transformed into a mask of fury. She leaned forward until they were almost nose-to-nose, her eyes burning. "You got your hand up my cunt, you're nothin' but a whore, and a whore does what she's told. Now, you make me cum and cum hard or I'll beat you to fuckin' death right here on the beach!"
"You're hurting," Karen whined from the pain in her wrist. Fear closed her throat. Moira had seemed so nice until out of nowhere she got so mad. Desperate to appease her Karen shoved her hand forwards, all four fingers thrusting clumsily into the woman's hot cunt. Still squeezing hard on the child's thin wrist Moira started yanking forward and back, treating her hand like a dildo. She hissed in pleasure and sat back in the chair as Karen's slimed fingers went in and out, in and out between her inner lips.
Renee's eyes were as big as saucers and she was twisting the end of one of her braids in agitation. She wanted to jump in and defend her big sister as she had in the past but something about Moira was just too intimidating. "Hey Moira," I spoke up to distract her from her anger. "Renee and I have a song we sing to Karen sometimes. Want to hear it?" Without waiting for an answer I started the familiar sing-song chant. I nudged the child in my lap and her voice joined mine, weakly at first. "Karen is a who-ore, a whory whory who-ore, Karen is a who-ore..."
Karen's ears burned from humiliation as the familiar doggerel swirled around her. Her ears were flaming red, the tears gathered in her eyes spilled over and ran down her sun-kissed cheeks, but to her growing horror the butterflies of fear in her tummy were turning into butterflies of arousal as the familiar hot, slippery feeling bloomed in her lubricating vagina. She found herself hunching her preteen cunny against the vinyl netting. "Oh, God, not here, not now," she begged silently, but to no avail. She arched her back without thought, trying to get some friction from the spandex bathing suit against her swelling clitoris.
Sounds of conversation and children laughing came from behind her, uncomfortably close over the constant background sussurus of the ocean. She dared not turn around but her eyes drifted upwards, to the windows of the condo. They were opaque with glare but she imagined her mommy and daddy looking down at her. In her mind's eye she saw them gasping in horror at the sight of her hand pumping in and out of a stranger's pussy. She felt both a crushing shame at the thought but also a strange relief, relief that one way or another it would all be over. She saw her mommy charging down the stairs, but there her imagination failed. Would she attack Moira, drive her away, hug her daughter tight, save her and protect her and love her? Or would she be furious with Karen, be disgusted with her, order her to leave, never see her daddy and mommy and Renee again, scream at her for being such a dirty whore? Karen's breath hitched and a perverse spike of pleasure shot up from her babycunt at the thought. She groaned, closed her eyes, and ground herself harder against the chair.
Moira gasped, and then her chuckle cut through Karen's turmoil of arousal and misery. She looked up to see that the woman's angry expression had melted into wry amusement and little jolts of pleasure as Karen's fingers continued plunging in and out of her cunt. "Yup, you're a whore all right," Moira said to her almost fondly. As quickly as that, her rage was gone. A strange, half-familiar scent, pungent, almost bitter, reached Karen's nose and she realized she was smelling Moira's sex juices, the juices that squished out audibly around her fingers. She blushed harder and rotated her girlish hips. Moira held up a hand to silence Renee and me. "So, when I was seven or so my daddy caught me diddling myself, and he talked to me about it, told me how pretty I looked and shit like that. He said he was so proud of me, he wanted to show off how smart and pretty his little girl was. So he had some of his friends over and I sat on the couch and spread my legs and gave them a little show. What did I know? It felt good, plus they gave me candy'n'shit." Her speech was interspersed with little "oh"s and "ah"s as Karen continued to masturbate her. Her gaping outer labia were getting slick with her creamy secretions. The columns of tattooed hearts shone in the sunlight.
"And he brought me along from there, you know? He started touching me and teaching me how to touch him. I remember one party, I musta been about eight, eight and a half, he had me strip down and lie on the kitchen table and then him and his friends, they all touched me and rubbed me all over. They just kept doin' that and it kept feeling better and better. I think that's the first time I really came, and I musta 'bout a dozen times before they let me alone.
"After that there was no stoppin' me. Daddy wanted me to do anything, all he had to say was 'I'll kiss your cooter' and I'd do it. I think I was nine the first time he fucked me. A lotta girls say it hurts the first time but it didn't bother me none; I'd already had fingers and hot dogs and Sharpies and god-knows-what-all up there. But after I got good and used to having a dick in me, that's when Daddy explained about how I could make money. For a long time I was too little to go out on my own, but Daddy had plenty of friends. And they had friends. And by the time my titties started growing I'd figured out how to find guys on my own...oh! Oh, yeah!" Moira's eyes closed and her face screwed up. Her feet came up off the sand, spreading her cunt open wider to Karen's pumping hand. "Oh, that's good, oh yeah, oh yeah, come on, come on, harder you fuckin' whore, faster, oh yeah, YEAH! YEAH! YEAH!"
Karen squealed as the muscles in Moira's cunt clamped down on her fingers so hard they were crushed and bent together. It hurt! I looked on in bemusement as Moira's spasms tensed her abdomen and a hard six-pack emerged from beneath the layer of womanly fat. Her cuntlips twitched around Karen's hand, enveloping and squeezing like an anaconda trying to swallow an alligator. Dollops of pungent cream oozed out, forming a thick white froth around Karen's palm and wrist and matting in Moira's bush.
"Yeahhh..." Moira sighed one last time and sagged back against the chair, her legs relaxing and falling wide open. "Nice job," she said with her eyes still closed. "Yeah, your uncle's right, you're a hot little piece of ass. And so pretty, too. God sure knew what he was doing when he made you a whore." Karen flinched as if Moira had struck her again. She was used to being praised for doing sex stuff and had even started to enjoy hearing it, she so craved any praise from adults. What hurt was the reminder that God had done this to her, that He was the one who gave her a burning hot babycunt she couldn't control, a babycunt that even here out on the public beach was twitching and leaking from arousal.
Moira's voice broke into her sad musings again. "You can take your hand out of my snatch anytime, whore." Moira gasped, then chuckled as Karen sat back abruptly and her hand slid free of Moira's cunt with an audible squishing sound. Karen spread her hand, working out the ache and staring at the sticky strands webbing her fingers. She looked around, clearly at a loss what to do.
I shifted in my seat, feeling Renee's warm little butt rocking against my iron-hard erection. I had almost cum in sympathy with Moira, watching her bend Karen to her will. I grabbed one of the towels folded on the sand next to me and tossed it at the older child. She caught it automatically with her greasy, sex-slimed hand. Meanwhile, I was gently caressing Renee's back and shoulders. "Were you scared a minute ago?" She nodded silently, twisting the end of one braid in her hand. "It's ok. Remember how Karen likes it when you're pretend-mean to her? Moira scared her, but that made her horny, see?" I pointed.
It was obvious I was right. Karen's swimsuit had dried while she'd been sitting here in the hot sun, but there was a dark patch staining the spandex at her crotch. More than that, there were shiny drops of cream oozing out around the seam at her inner thighs. Renee covered her mouth with both hands to smother her giggles. "Look, Karen's cunny is leaking! Look at the whore! Look at the horny, horny whore!"
"That's enough, Renee," I put a restraining hand on the younger girl's shoulder. "Karen can't help that her babycunt gets so juicy." For her part, Karen's face was flaming red, but she made no move to cover up or close her legs. She knew it was no use and would only lead to further embarrassment. Instead, she leaned back and rubbed two fingers against the center of the slippery fabric. She groaned as her clitoris responded to the pressure. "Is your cunt hot, Karen?" I asked.
"Uh-huh." Karen knew what was expected of her so she continued, "My babycunt's burning up. I want...I want...oh, please, will you fuck my whore babycunt? Pleeease..." Her voice trailed off in a moan and her hips started to thrust against her own hand.
It was, all too quickly, too much for me. With Renee's warm nine-year-old ass pressing down on my erection, hearing her eleven-year-old sister beg me to fuck her tight little babycunt, I lost it. I shuddered in the hot sun and without so much as a single stroke or touch, I ejaculated into my swim trunks. I grunted and pushed against Renee's butt with each spurt. The third-grader sat forward, twisting her head around to look at the twitching lump in my pants. Her thick brown braids fell forward as she bent closer. Her little hand came down and squeezed at the spreading stain around the tip. "You squirted!" she giggled. "Karen's a horny whore, but you're a horny uncle!"
Moira laughed again. "Well, I don't guess your uncle's gonna be able to help you with your 'whore babycunt' for awhile, kitten. And ya know that ain't really what you need, anyway, is it?"
"What do you mean?" Karen asked timidly, suspicion evident in her high voice. She scrubbed at her tear-tracked face with the towel in her hand.
"Well, he's not around most of the time, is he?" Karen shook her head. "And what do you do when you get hot then? You play with yourself, but that ain't enough, is it?"
"Tell the truth, Karen, it's okay," I put in between pants.
Karen hung her head. "No," she said softly.
"So what you need, is you need is to go whoring on your own. There's plenty of guys out there that're dying to fuck a hot little whore like you."
"But - I don't know how!" Karen burst out. She was almost in tears again, torn between humiliation and need. "I'm scared, and...I don't know how," she repeated.
"I know, kitten. It's scary at first. But you know what? I can teach you. I'll show you how. You can get fucked right this very afternoon and you won't need to be scared 'cause I'll be right there with you. Now how about that?"
Karen looked doubtful, if for no other reason than being with Moira was not her idea of reassuring. She glanced at me for guidance. "That sounds like a pretty good offer to me," I said heartily. "I think you should, sweetie. Just think how much better you'll feel when you can get fucked whenever you need to. And think how much more money you'll have, too."
Moira didn't give her a chance to reply, acting like her agreement was inevitable. She turned to me. "You think we can get the girls over to the boardwalk for a couple of hours? Tell the folks we're takin' them for ice cream or something?"
"I bet we can," I said, and a couple of minutes on my cellphone made it so. Rob was a bit grumpy at having his "nap" interrupted but he agreed readily enough when I told him about meeting my old friend on the beach. I suggested taking everyone to dinner afterwards, maybe at that no-Jimmy-Buffet place he'd mentioned on the trip down.
As I hung up, Moira was just patting her bikini bottoms back into place. Karen looked oddly relieved when her slick vulva disappeared beneath the fabric. "First thing," Moira said, "Is you horny little buggers gotta go jump in the waves and wash that juice off. Then we'll go get in my car and do a little shopping, get Karen dressed up for whoring. That'll be fun, won't it?" I stood and pulled the children to their feet and we ran down and into the water as Moira lit a cigarette and headed towards the stairs up to the public parking lot.



Part 20
Mg, Fg, ped, mast, oral, prost, humil, forced-exhib, autovoyeurism, dissociative mental states

I pulled Moira's car into a space at the far end of the busy parking lot. It was a behemoth, a late-60s vintage Chevrolet Impala in an advanced state of decrepitude. The padded dash was crumbling. The seats were cracked and spilling yellowed foam, crisscrossed with several generations of duct tape. The head liner had been torn out completely. The muffler was only a memory. The engine belched out one final cloud of blue smoke and choked into silence.
All four windows were rolled down. Renee was on her knees next to me on the wide bench seat, arms braced against the dash. The car had no seatbelts and riding unrestrained was a novelty for the third-grader. I had my arm wrapped around her, hand pressed against her bare midriff. My fingers had crept under her tankini top, and I was gently massaging one chubby breastlet.
In the back seat, Karen was breathing heavily. Her head rested against the seatback, eyes half-closed. Her back was arched, pointing her barely-developed chest at the sky. Her flip-flops lay on the dirty floor mat beneath her dangling bare feet. Her swimsuit was a damp wad between them. She was naked.
It had taken Moira very little time to strip the blonde eleven-year-old once we got into the car. As soon as we had settled into our seats she'd had her fingers working inside the crotch of Karen's suit, eliciting soft gasps and moans from the aroused preteen. Before long she had Karen teetering on the edge of orgasm - and there she held her. I thought I knew Karen's body and its responses, but Moira was a woman and she knew from the inside exactly how to bring a little girl right up to the brink and pull her back, over and over. Before long, dazed but compliant, Karen allowed herself to be stripped, spreading her legs and arms to let the hot wind blowing through the open car windows bathe her sweating body. She'd felt a quick spurt of fear and a flush of embarrassment as her nipples first popped free from the wet spandex, but she told herself that fear was for little girls. A whore loves to be naked and so she defied the fear with a trembling smile and opened her legs wide on the seat. Her one concession to the little girl was to slump down so that her chin was level with the top of the door. From that vantage she looked over at the people in the passing cars. They saw only a little girl's smiling face, not a naked whore with a grown woman fingering her sopping wet babycunt.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh," she moaned now as she felt Moira's finger moving gently inside her. In the sudden quiet as the engine died we could all hear the squishing, sliding sound it made. Karen's thighs were shiny with her juices. She had leaked a sticky puddle onto the cracked duct tape beneath her skinny bare ass. The tuft of fine blonde pubic fuzz adorning the top of her mons was matted with cream. Her clitoris was obscenely swollen, standing up and begging for more attention now that the car had stopped and hot air no longer moved across it. Sweat beaded her torso, running down between her puffy, dark-flushed nipples. The harsh sunlight highlighted the fine hairs on her upper lip and her jawline and painted red starbursts on the inside of her closed eyelids. "Nuh...oooo!" she exclaimed as she felt Moira's finger leave her channel one last time, curling as it withdrew. Then she felt something nudge against her lips and without opening her eyes, she parted them and sucked it in. Her own tangy flavor flooded her mouth as without thinking she slid her tongue over and around Moira's slimy digit as if it were a penis. There was a time when the little girl was revolted by her own smell and taste, but the whore didn't care. The whore didn't care about anything but the burning need between her thighs, the throbbing of her pulse in her engorged pleasure button.
Moira's finger slid out of Karen's mouth, and her hand trailed casually down the fifth-grader's sweaty torso. Karen jumped and gulped as Moira tweaked each stiff, dark-pink nipple. Then she shivered as Moira gently nibbled at her earlobe and whispered, "Open your eyes, you cute little whore. We're here."
I had turned around in my seat to watch Moira molest my eleven-year-old niece. Renee turned around too and knelt on the seat with her arms crossed over the seatback. I made a soft noise in my throat and pressed myself awkwardly against Renee's kneeling form. My cock was stiff and hot inside my board shorts and the sight of her older sister nude in the back seat further inflamed me. Karen's labia were puffy and shone wetly. Her slit was open wide and still oozing creamy goo onto the seat. She tilted her head forward and opened glassy eyes. She looked around vaguely and one hand reached out slowly, groping for the door handle.
"Hang on, kitten, aren't you forgettin' something?" Moira grabbed Karen's hand and held it. Karen's gaze roamed over her younger sister's expressionless gaze and my smirk, then down at herself. Her blue eyes slowly swam into focus and I saw the bright blush paint her face and spread down her chest as she realized she had been about to step out of the car completely heedless of her nudity. Her face twisted as the familiar mixture of shame, stabs of pleasure and a trembly, fluttery feeling in her stomach washed over her in hot waves. Her cheeks flamed as memories flashed through her mind of herself naked outside: kneeling in the schoolyard with her lips just touching my penis for the first time, then on her back on a cold stone bench with a cock spurting hot cum in her mouth and another splitting her tender pussy. "Oooh," she moaned involuntarily, writhing slightly in the puddle of her juice slicking the ruined vinyl upholstery.
Moira winked at me then spoke to Renee, eyes dancing. "We gotta get your big sister fucked quick or she's gonna explode." Karen scooted forward, grimacing as her butt slid in her syrupy cunt cream, and worked her flip-flops back onto her feet. But then she looked in dismay at the wet tangle of her swimsuit on the dirty floor mat. "Here, put this on," Moira said as she shrugged out of her white shirt and held it out. "That'll cover you up well enough for us to buy some whorin' clothes for you."
The parking lot was paved in fresh black asphalt and it was viciously hot under the early afternoon sun. The air shimmered above the blacktop. Karen and Renee walked hand-in-hand ahead of Moira and me. Karen's knees were a little wobbly, and I could see her ears and the back of her neck were still pink with embarrassment. The tails of the man-sized shirt fell to mid-thigh front and back but the sides exposed her rather high on her hips. Between that and the way her titties poked out the soft fabric a person might speculate what the child was wearing underneath it - but it was tightly-woven enough that a person could only speculate. Of course if a person looked really closely a person could see shiny runnels of wetness on the insides of her thighs.
Watching the children's cute behinds I recalled the last time Karen had been pantiless in a hot parking lot and reflected on how far she had come. That was the day I had called her a whore for the first time and she had reacted with anger and tears. She hadn't even had a cock in her mouth at that point, let alone in her tight, virgin snatch. Now here she was just months later, barely halfway through the fifth grade, eagerly looking forward to prostituting herself on on a public beach.
When we reached the road I took Renee's hand and Moira took Karen's to cross. Once we got up on the boardwalk it was much cooler, with a brisk salt breeze coming off the water. We stood for a moment just looking out over the ocean while Moira fished her cigarettes out of her purse and lit one. The beach was crowded, mostly with young people along this section. There were several volleyball games going on, rows and rows of highschoolers and college kids basting themselves on chairs and blankets, and a busy weight pad a ways down to our right. "Y'all can go get some ice cream," Moira said, pointing at a shop a few dozen yards up the boardwalk, "while we get Karen a nice fuck-me outfit." Without waiting for discussion she took the blonde's hand and pulled her off in the other direction, towards a garishly-decorated storefront with hip-hop blaring from the open doors. Karen looked back anxiously at me and her little sister but Moira jerked at her arm and hurried her along. Her long single braid swung back and forth as she half-trotted to keep up.
I put down a sinfully elaborate banana-split concoction on a table at the edge of the boardwalk and Renee and I sat down to share it. Renee ate sweets with her whole body. She wiggled, she bounced in her chair, she kicked her sandal-shod feet and in the process got plenty of the confection on her face, her swimsuit, and her cute, tan bare belly. I was still somewhat distracted with the memory of her big sister, naked and dazed and spread open in the back seat. With that as a catalyst, just the sight of Renee's little pink toes peeking out of her Finding Nemo sandals had me half-hard, for Chrissake. My nipples crinkled as the breeze fluttered my linen shirt against my chest.
Renee's voice snapped me out of my erotic reverie. "What's wrong with Moira?" Her hazel eyes were brilliant in the sun as she looked up at me expectantly. She wiped her face on her arm, smearing chocolate across both.
"What do you mean?" I temporized, gathering my thoughts.
"She hit Karen! But she was all nice, and then she was mean, and then she was nice again, but even when she's nice she's scary, I mean..." Her voice trailed off. Most adults never looked past Moira's cheerful party-girl veneer (and those impressively perky tits), but children tended to have better bullshit detectors. Even if she was too young and inexperienced to fully articulate what bothered her, Renee was too perceptive to be fooled. It was one of the qualities I most respected and loved in the nine-year-old.
"Hmm. Well, when she told us how she started sexing with her daddy when she was seven? Did you notice, she told us all about what happened, but she didn't tell us how she felt about what happened?" Renee frowned in thought, digging her spoon around in the dish as she tried to parse my question. "I think seven is maybe too little to be a whore, at least too little to know for sure if you are one. I think maybe she didn't really want to be a whore, but she loved her daddy and she wanted to make him happy so she did stuff with him anyway. Think about how you'd feel if Daddy asked you to do something that felt bad, but he asked you please, please, pretty-please. You might do it to make him happy or just 'cause he told you to, but you'd be mad at him after. But it's hard to be mad at your daddy because you love him and besides you need him to take care of you and stuff. So - this is kinda confusing, I know - she got mad at herself for being mad at him. And now she's maybe a little bit mad at herself all the time." I was leaning on my elbows now, head down almost nose-to-nose with my child lover. Renee's mouth was twisted in concentration. Her eyes were wide. In this light they looked almost green. The intensity of her gaze was startling in a child.
"So maybe," she said slowly, "Karen reminds her of her 'cause she's a little-girl whore too, and she can be mad at Karen because it's easier than being mad at herself?"
"Wow." I sat up. "That's exactly what I think. You are a very, very smart little girl. That's one of the reasons I love you so much." I was rewarded with a rare smile, and I continued, "But Moira's a good person. And whatever happened when she was little, she's definitely a whore now and Karen needs her help. Karen has to learn how to find boys to fuck on her own or she'll be unhappy all the time, and Moira's going to show her. I try to keep her from getting mad, but I don't always get it right."
Renee broke my gaze and looked down, stirring her spoon aimlessly through the melting ice cream. "Maybe Moira's daddy was mean to her. Maybe she didn't want to fuck at all when she was nine, but he made her." She looked back up at me, then away shyly. "I don't think I want to fuck yet," she continued softly. "Karen's bigger, and she still said it hurt a lot when you put your thingy in her the first time."
I scooted my chair over so I could put my arm around the girl's tan, warm shoulder. I pulled her into a hug, caressing her cheek with my other hand, then bent and planted a gentle kiss on the two tiny moles at her delicate jawline. I tasted skin and suntan lotion and chocolate ice cream. Out of the corner of my eye I saw an elderly woman smile as she passed by this show of what appeared to be fatherly affection. I whispered into Renee's ear, "I love you even if we never fuck. I'll never make you do anything you don't want to. Karen has to learn stuff, so sometimes I make her. But," I kissed her cheek again, "you're my lover, not my whore. Okay?" Her brown hair tickled my nose as she nodded, and I straightened up.
"Hey, look, here they come!" I followed where Renee pointed and saw Karen and Moira walking towards us. Karen was barefoot now; I presumed her flip-flops were in the shopping bag Moira held. She was carrying her white shirt over her arm. She pulled Karen along by one hand and the preteen was again half-trotting to keep up with her brisk stride. Karen was wearing a bikini, fairly close in color to the sky-blue of the one-piece suit she had left the house in. It was skimpy, though not outrageously so for a child of her age. Moira had also undone Karen's braid and her waist-length hair fell in thick golden waves over her shoulders and flowed down her bare back.
When they reached us Moira drew up an empty chair from another table and plopped down into it, lighting a cigarette as Karen stood before us awkwardly, with the toes of one foot resting on the other. Her hands wandered in the air, like she wanted to cover herself but had been warned not to. She was breathing a little heavily and I could see two small pink smudges on her cheeks. She'd been outside wearing less before, but never in full daylight and full public view. So was she embarrassed or aroused? Unless I missed my guess the answer was "both". Up close I could see that the swatches of fabric covering her pubescent titties and her mound were not a solid color. The bikini was definitely made for sunning, not swimming. It was crocheted from white, pale blue, and dark blue yarn. The weave was fairly tight but you could still see her skin tone plainly beneath it. If you looked really close you could see the darker shade of her areolae where the two triangles on her chest poked out. And down below... "No way!" I exclaimed.
Moira lost a lungful of cigarette smoke in a snort of laughter. "Yes, way!" Where the bikini bottom curved under between Karen's skinny thighs, one of the spaces in the crochet work had been enlarged to maybe the diameter of my little fingernail, and poking out of it was a tiny red nub. Glancing around to make sure we were unobserved for the moment, I brought my thumb and finger together quickly to pinch it. It was hot and slippery. Karen made a stifled noise that sounded like "eep!" and stepped backwards, blushing furiously. "Yes, way!" Moira repeated. "Karen, tell your uncle what you have there."
Now there was no question that Karen's flush was from humiliation. She hung her head and half-whispered what Moira had obviously rehearsed her to say. "That's my clitty. It's sticking out 'cause I'm a whore, and I...I need...cock!"
I could barely hear the last word. Karen flinched when I responded in full voice, "There's no doubt you'll get plenty, sweetie." Turning to Moira, I said, "What's your plan?"
"Well, how 'bout this? You take your cute little buttfuck there to the carnival and ride some rides or something, and me 'n' Karen'll walk down the beach past all those hot hunky guys. I'll call you in an hour, hour and a half or so after Karen's made herself some money."
"Sounds good," I said. I tossed the remains of our banana split in the trash then took Renee's hand and we headed off down the boardwalk.
* * *
Karen watched us go with a sinking feeling. Moira was beautiful, and she was being nice to her now but Karen's cheek still stung with the memory of the slap that had come out of nowhere and the torrent of verbal abuse that followed it. When Moira had started roughly pinching and rubbing her clitoris in the store's fitting room she had been almost too scared to move. Moira hadn't explained what she was doing as she worked the slippery, hot little button of flesh through the hole she'd enlarged in the new swimsuit. Now the rough fabric rubbed and pulled at her with every step. She had to stop twice during the short walk down to the sand as her vision blurred and her knees threatened to give way from the intolerably pleasurable friction. But Moira had also asked her - "asked" with a scary hard look in her eyes - not to have an orgasm yet, and she dared not.
Karen was red-faced and panting when Moira finally plopped down onto the warm white sand. Karen sat next to her. She spread her legs wide, pressing the soles of her feet together and leaning back on her elbows, unconsciously seeking the warmth of the sun on her twitching, burning clit. So focused was she on the unwanted pleasure radiating from between her legs that she missed Moira's first few words. "...you can tell the ones who are really interested, because they won't look away. Their eyes'll follow you. Now, it's harder when you're a little kid 'cause it ain't legal and the guys who're interested in underage pussy will be tryin' not to get caught. But once you've practiced a bit you can usually pick 'em out 'cause they're tryin' so hard to look like they ain't lookin', if you get what I mean.
"So here's what we're gonna do. We're gonna take a little walk down past where those guys are lifting weights and hangin' out, and you're gonna watch for the ones that look at you all hungry-like. I guarantee there's gonna be at least a couple. I'm gonna be watchin' too and when we get all the way down to those picnic tables we'll sit down and compare notes. Here, put these on." Moira dug in her purse and came out with a pair of mirrored sunglasses. "Watch out of the corner of your eyes. Don't let 'em see you lookin' back at 'em, not yet anyway. You understand?" Karen nodded dumbly. It was hard to focus on Moira, she was concentrating so hard on controlling the shivers emanating from between her legs - but the more she fought it the harder it was to ignore. She could feel her babycunt leaking, feel the fabric getting damp and clinging to her irritated inner lips. She got to her feet, almost staggering and suppressing a groan as the fabric pinched and tugged at her captive clitty. She fumbled the sunglasses onto her face. Moira put a hand in the small of her back and gave her a gentle shove. "Go on now. I'll stay a few steps behind so we can tell who's lookin' at you and not me. Hey! Walk like this, with one foot right in front of the other," she said, demonstrating a runway model walk. "It'll make your butt sway all sexy."
It was the longest walk Karen had ever taken. Within ten steps her clitoris felt like it was on fire, but the prickling heat rapidly spread to every inch of her skin. It was like wading through hot honey. Her limbs were heavy. Her nipples tingled and rubbed almost painfully against the small triangles of fabric covering them. She felt every wisp of breeze, every rolling drip of sweat, nearly every photon of sunlight on her skin. She wanted to sink to her knees, tear off her bikini bottoms, jam two fingers into her babycunt and saw them in and out until she climaxed screaming. She hardly cared at this point if the entire beach saw her; it was only force of will that kept her moving - that, and fear of what Moira would do.
There were so many men. Tall men, short men - though even the short ones were mostly taller than the slender fifth-grader - skinny men, fat men, blond hair, brown hair, white skin, black skin, yellow skin, brown skin. She watched their faces covertly as she strolled slowly past, but the thought came unbidden, "I wonder what their penises look like?" She remembered the first penis she had ever seen, her uncle's, spitting sticky goo all over her little sister's face. She'd been horrified, then. "Now I'm whore-ified," she thought, and a soft laugh tinged with bitterness rose to her lips.
Somehow she made it to the cluster of picnic tables. She collapsed onto the wooden bench, grimacing. Her bikini bottoms were saturated with her juices and she swore that if she breathed deeply she could smell herself. She looked down. Cunt cream had dried in long, shiny streaks on the insides of her thighs, reaching almost to her knees. Her clitoris was hidden by the curve of her mons when she stood, but as she squeezed her legs together it was plainly visible as a bright red dot at the apex of her slit which was itself clearly outlined by the wet fabric. It looked almost sunburned.
"Well?" Moira asked, sitting down across from her. "Didja see them?"
"I saw one?" Karen answered uncertainly. "The guy with all the muscles, lifting weights like this?" She mimed a squat, raising her arms to shoulder-level as if holding a bar balanced behind her neck.
"That's good, he was one of them, but you don't ever wanna go with a bodybuilder nut like that. You know why?" Karen shook her head. "They don't get all bulgy like that without they're taking steroids. You know what those are?" Another shake. "They're drugs that make their muscles swell. But they also make their dicks shrink up and stop getting hard, and makes 'em get mad real easy. So you get naked with the guy, he's got a tiny dick and it won't work, he freaks out and blames you and he's strong enough to pinch your head off with two fingers. Believe me, it's a bad scene." Moira's eyes clouded as she spoke even though her tone was light. Karen felt a reluctant surge of sympathy for the woman, sympathy and gratitude. As she was learning, it wasn't easy to be a whore.
"You did good, but I saw two others guys that're better choices." Moira pointed discreetly, turning her shoulder to shield her hand from her targets. "That Chinese kid in the lifeguard trunks, and that old guy sitting on the wall pretending to read the paper. So, which one do ya wanna do?"
Karen caught her breath as she realized, really realized, what she was doing. She was going to ask a total stranger to fuck. No, to pay her to fuck. Fear thrilled along her arms and legs. "I..." she tried to speak, but nothing came out.
"Oh, no, you ain't backin' out. Your uncle told me you might get cold feet, but I ain't gonna let you." Moira leaned forward until her eyes, dark and intense, filled Karen's vision. She wanted to look away but she couldn't. "I know how it is, it's scary, but you need this." Karen jumped as she felt Moira's hand sliding up her thigh under the table. There was a pause and then she nearly fainted as she felt one feather-light fingertip just brush back and forth across her exposed clitty. Her body went rigid and she jammed her toes deep into the sand. A series of sharp, high-pitched moaning gasps forced themselves out between her gritted teeth as Moira gently flicked her finger against Karen's straining button. A fresh surge of hot juice squished out of her, further drenching the fabric of her suit. "You need this," Moira repeated heavily. "Doncha?"
And Moira pulled her hand back, and Karen knew she was right. She knew from the way her hips twitched involuntarily forward, trying to restore the contact. She knew from the hours spent desperately masturbating in her bedroom, from the climaxes that only left her wanting more, from the memories of hot cocks thrusting into her tight, bald slit, from the way her face got hot when she remembered the gooey, cloying feel of semen clogging her throat. She needed it, and she had to do it alone. No one could help her, not her uncle, not Renee, not her mommy or daddy, not even Moira. And she could do it. She could because the whore was taking over, ruthlessly crushing down her fear, banishing all other thoughts from her head. Her soft, childish features tightened and she met Moira's intense gaze. "The lifeguard guy. I'm going to fuck him."
Karen was trembling as she walked back towards the man she had picked, but from excitement rather than fear. The whore was in control now, and it was like all Karen had to do was go along for the ride. She was wearing Moira's shirt again over her bikini, but it was unbuttoned and knotted high on her hip. The man was pretending not to watch her as she approached. He turned his head like he was scanning the beach, but Karen could see the way his black eyes lingered on her. He was an average-sized man, well-muscled with a smooth, hairless chest. He was wearing the red trunks that served for a lifeguard's uniform on this beach, but he was clearly off-duty, lounging against the blank wall of a concrete block building just in the shadow of the boardwalk. He had a pleasant face with round cheeks and small, even teeth. As she drew near and looked up at him she could see he was older than she had thought at first. He had little wrinkles at the corners of his eyes, the kind grownups got when they smiled a lot.
This was it. She walked up really close to the man and stopped. He smelled nice. Like suntan oil, and aftershave, and something that Karen just thought of as male. She looked up into his eyes, shifting awkwardly from foot to foot. "Hi," she said, her voice breaking. She cleared her throat. "My name's Karen."
The man seemed to have trouble speaking, too. He coughed a little before saying, "Hi, Karen." He got a weird, frozen expression on his face, almost scared. Karen couldn't understand why a grownup would be scared of her. "My name's Jim."
"Umm...do you think I'm pretty, Mister Jim?" Adding the honorific was automatic, from years of her parents emphasizing the importance of being respectful to adults. The man looked at her like he didn't understand the question. Maybe Moira was wrong. Maybe he wasn't interested. Maybe he'd laugh at her, yell at her, call the police and have her arrested for being a whore. Maybe...but no. Karen didn't know Jim yet, but she knew penises and she could see his was getting stiff inside his swim trunks. Karen opened her mouth with no idea what was going to come out of it and the whore said, "Do you wanna feel my boobies, Mister Jim?" Her feet took another step forward so their bodies were almost touching. She was looking right at one round, brown nipple on his chest. She tilted her head back to see Jim's eyes widen in shock.
Her heart was hammering in her chest and her stomach was doing flip-flops. "I can tell you wanna." Her hand lightly covered the bulge that had formed in his trunks. She pressed gently, rubbing her palm in little circles and squeezing her fingertips around the top.
Jim made a strangled noise in his throat. Karen had a strange half-smile on her face as if she was listening to someone Jim couldn't hear, but there was no denying the concrete presence of her hand on his penis. This pretty blonde child had just walked up to him out of nowhere and was now feeling his cock! "What're you...what're you doing?" he gasped out.
"I'm touching your penis, Mister Jim," Karen answered matter-of-factly. "Will you please touch my boobies now? I really want you to. C'mon, do it!" Her high, childish voice took on a hard edge, almost commanding. Jim watched his hand come up like it belonged to someone else and gently rub against one of the points barely pushing out her white shirt. He felt the stiff, rubbery flesh through the fabric, gently at first, then squeezed as Karen moaned and leaned against him. He looked down at the child in wonder. She was a child - her straight figure, tiny nipples, and skinny hips left no doubt about it - but she was beautiful and she was rubbing his cock like a pro.
Not just _like_ a pro, as her next words proved. "Do you want to fuck me, Mister Jim?" Karen spoke into his chest. "For twenty dollars you can fuck me as hard as you want." Karen felt him jump as if electrified. His fingers jerked her nipple, salting the pleasure with a little spike of pain that seemed to travel straight down through her fluttering belly to her leaking babycunt. "Please, Mister Jim, take me somewhere and fuck me. I know how, I'm good at it, I promise, I can suck your cock and everything..." Karen knew she shouldn't be begging, she should be demanding, but the feel of Jim's cock beneath her hand, his warm skin pressed against her, was almost too much. Her entire body was tingling with need and she realized that she was almost crying. If he turned her down, she'd die, die right here on the beach.
"Oh, God," Jim groaned, and then, "Yes." The child's long blonde hair tickled his nose as he looked wildly around. No one was paying them any attention. He grabbed Karen's upper arm and led her around the back of the building. There was a single blank door. He fumbled a key out from the inside pocket of his suit, opened it, pushed Karen inside and closed and locked the door again behind them.
Karen found herself in what appeared to be an old changing room converted to storage. The sun shone dimly through a dirty skylight and the air was thick with dust. There was a bank of lockers rusting against one wall. On the other she could see holes and capped pipes where toilets and sinks had been removed. There were some cardboard boxes stacked there now. A scarred wooden bench ran down the middle of the room and there were mirrors on the other two walls. It was hot and stuffy and smelled musty. Jim was just standing there, looking at her like he had no idea what to do next. In a flash, Karen remembered another room very much like this, the janitor's office in the church where her uncle had stuck his fingers up her for the first time, where he had taken her panties away from her. She remembered how helpless she had felt, scared and helpless and wanting it and not wanting it and not knowing what was going to happen until her uncle told her what to do. She looked at Jim standing uncertainly in front of the door. "He's me," she thought, realizing that it was up to her to take charge. It was up to the whore.
She grabbed Jim's hands and pulled the much larger man to the center of the room, then pushed on his stomach. He took a step backwards against the bench, almost lost his balance and then sat down. Karen dropped to her knees in front of him. The dirty tile floor felt gritty and rough. She realized she'd made a mistake by not pulling down his swimsuit first (the whore noted that for next time). She tugged on the waistband and Jim raised his butt awkwardly until she was able to work it down his thighs.
Karen froze for just a second as Jim's erect penis popped free of his trunks and bounced up just inches from her nose. "Ooo, it's a nice one," came out of her mouth automatically, but it was true. It was thick but not too long, smooth and kind of yellow like the rest of his skin. He wasn't hairy at all; there was a neat thatch of thick black curls just at the top where the shaft sprouted from his body, and some fine, dark fuzz on his scrotum. The head was a darker red, and it throbbed and jumped with his heartbeat. Karen's left hand reached out and her fingers gently cupped his wrinkled sack, feeling the hair and gently palpating the heavy balls within. Jim jumped at the contact. It was strange - she hadn't meant to do that at all. It was like she was just watching the whore do stuff now. Which was good, because the whore knew things the little girl couldn't possibly. If the little girl found herself alone in a locked room, kneeling on the floor in front of a naked grownup that wanted to put his penis inside her, she'd be screaming and crying and begging him not to. But the whore needed that penis inside her, needed it more than anything, and no way she was going to let some crybaby kid mess it up.
Karen watched with the same odd sense of detachment as her right hand reached out and curled around Jim's thick shaft. It felt hot, hard and soft at the same time, and too large for her fingers and thumb to meet. She squeezed gently, and Jim groaned and clear liquid dribbled from the slit and ran down on her fingers. Karen looked up into his face and slowly, slowly, brought her face down to the erect tool. The smell of precum and sweat filled her nostrils as her lips parted. She almost laughed at the wide-eyed shock on Jim's face as she sucked the head of his penis into her mouth. Shock turned to pleasure as she twirled her tongue around the end and hummed gently. Precum coated her tongue and she felt the organ jump and twitch. She smiled to herself; she knew she had him.
Karen hollowed her cheeks and sucked hard, making a loud slurping sound as the hot flesh popped free of her mouth. She just held it for a second, watching it wave and pulse in the air, then she stood up, stepped back, and stuck out her hand, knuckles shiny with precum. "Twenty dollars."
Jim almost fell over grabbing at the swim trunks puddled around his strong feet. He fumbled at the inside pocket, came out with a small crumple of bills, found two tens and held them out with a shaking hand. Karen took them and stuffed them in her shirt pocket. "Thanks." She was looking over his head at the mirror behind him, watching herself - watching the whore - untie the knot at her hip and and let the white shirt fall open, baring her stomach, tan and firm with a cute innie navel. She pushed her bikini top up, uncovering her nipples. She played with them for a few seconds, smiling into Jim's burning eyes as she tugged on the swollen nubbins sprouting from her bony chest. Then she grabbed her bikini bottoms at both hips and pulled down. She stifled a yelp as her clitty stretched then snapped free of its binding. The saturated fabric clung to the skin of her soaking snatch, then pulled loose and landed on top of her thin feet. She stepped forward and left the blue fabric wadded on the dirty floor.
She had to spread her legs really wide to fit them around Jim's hips. The bench was hard on her knees as she slid forward, trapping his cock between their bodies. His skin felt warm against hers. She could feel his heart beating and his breath against the hollow of her neck. She lifted herself slightly and wormed her hand down between them. She adjusted his cock, rubbing it up and down her slit until she felt the hot knob poke at her opening. Her skinny legs trembled with tension as she slowly sat.
"AiiieeeEEEGH!" Karen groaned as the thick adult penis pushed into her, stretching her labia and filling her juvenile vagina. "Awww, GEEZ!" The hot, stiff flesh invading her touched off a firestorm of pleasure, filling not only her cunt but her entire body. It was relief not just from the long day's sexual frustration, not just the week since they got here or the months since Hallowe'en, no, it felt like an entire lifetime of need was dammed up inside her tight babycunt and Jim's cock broke the dam open.
Karen's heart felt like it was going to burst right out of her chest. Jim's lips were moving but she could hear nothing but the blood roaring in her ears. She tucked her bare feet across his thighs. She put her arms around his neck and pulled herself up and sat down hard, her knees splaying wide. It felt like his cock was splitting her open, tearing her apart, but the pain was pleasure and the pleasure was pain and she never wanted it to end. She did it again, and then once more, and then she exploded. "Oh, oh, no, nooo, nuh, nuh, NO, OH, AH, AIE! AIEEE! AIEEE!" Her orgasm smashed into her like a boiling tidal wave. Her entire body stiffened and convulsed uncontrollably. Jim yelped as her cunt clamped down on his organ, rippling and writhing like a snake. Her vision was filled with brilliant starbursts. Pubescent girl-cum squirted out of her overstuffed cunny, pouring down Jim's shaft, coating his scrotum, and audibly spattering onto the dirty floor.
Karen's spine arched and she started to fall backwards, but she felt Jim's strong arms catch her. His hands were warm on her back under her shirt and he squeezed, crushing her thin frame belly-to-belly against him. She dug her chin into his shoulder, wrapping her own arms around his muscular swimmer's back and held on for dear life as her body was wracked by orgasmic spasms that she feared - or hoped - would never stop. "GAH! GAH! GAH!" she squealed as each contraction forced the breath out of her, forced everything out of her but pure pleasure.
Finally, the orgasm subsided from crushing blows to wild, random tremors. Karen's eyes opened to her reflection in the mirror. Her face was beet-red and tracked with tears. Her blonde hair was matted with sweat. Then she focused beyond that, to the reflection from the mirror behind her and she realized she was looking at herself from behind. She could see Jim's strong arms around her thin, tanned back. His biceps were bigger around than her thighs, she thought wonderingly. Jim's cock was still iron-hard inside her and hot, so hot. Groaning, she lifted herself up and sat back down, watching how the muscles shifted in her back and her shoulderblades rose and fell. She did it again. The cheeks of her ass tensed and relaxed, the soles of her feet and the round pads of her toes flexing and curling under her butt. Her anus winked at her. She saw how her inner lips clung to the penetrating organ as she lifted up, gripping it and pulling down from her body like they didn't want to let it go. "Fuck me, Mister Jim," she moaned as she ground her skinny eleven-year-old ass against his thighs. "Fuck me, fuck my babycunt, fuck your cock in me," she chanted as she rode the man faster and faster. "I'm a whore, I'm a whore, fuck my whore babycunt, fuck it hard!" She screamed as Jim stiffened suddenly and thrust himself up, squeezing the breath out of her with his arms, spreading her legs painfully wide and stabbing into her overstuffed cunny. She felt the squishy liquid heat of his ejacuation splashing against her immature cervix and that set her off again. "Oh, oh, oh, OH, OHHH, GEEEEEEZ!" She screamed and convulsed as another orgasm slammed into her. Her vision went white and this time it felt like her heart really did burst.
There was a girl lying on the floor. She was half-naked. She had on a white shirt, unbuttoned, and a bikini top askew on her nearly-flat chest. One nipple was half-covered, the other completely exposed. Her legs were spread, bare feet turned outwards. Her cunny gaped wide open, the lips red and raw, the exposed tunnel a deeper red. There was a pale froth of sex juices spread all around the girl's vulva. Semen seeped out of her in a sluggish dribble, running down the girl's naked thighs and puddling on the dirty floor underneath her butt. Karen bent one knee and winced as her thigh muscles protested. The girl lying on the floor did the same thing, and that's when Karen realized the girl was her. She was looking at herself in the mirror.
Startled, she sat up, wincing again and pushing a large glob of sperm out of her tender vagina. Jim was gone. Her bikini bottoms were nowhere to be seen. He must have taken them when he left. The room was bare and dusty. It reeked of sex. Aside from the sticky puddle she sat in, there was another under the bench, blobs of cum and clear streaks and spots of her own orgasmic secretions. She felt...she felt good. Relaxed, for the first time in she didn't know how long. She scooted to rest her back against the cool glass of the mirror. She put her palm over her ravaged babycunt and pressed lightly, feeling the heat and the stickiness, tracing the gaping opening and her tender clitoral hood nestled in the keyhole notch that bent just to one side. A slow smile spread over her face and her eyes drifted closed. A vagrant thought struck her of Jim burying his face in her soaked bikini panties and she giggled. She sat like that, gently masturbating for several minutes. Then with a soft groan she pushed herself to her feet. She adjusted her bikini top, hissing as the fabric abraded her sore, swollen nips. She took an unsteady step and opened the door, flinching and shielding her eyes against the sudden onslaught of sunlight.
"Well, what have we here?" Moira was standing right outside the door. She exhaled a lungful of cigarette smoke and flicked the butt away. "Doncha think you ought to button up your shirt?" Karen glanced down at herself and blushed. The wrinkled, dirty white shirt neatly framed her cum-matted pubic tuft and her gaping, sperm-leaking vagina.
* * *
Renee laughed delightedly as she felt my cock pulse a second time in her hand and saw my semen shoot out past her and over the wall of the Ferris wheel's gondola basket. Just as she peeked over the rim to see if my second squirt had landed like the first in the hair of the teenaged girl in the basket below us, my cellphone rang.
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It was entirely my own fault. Yes, Renee had started it, giggling and covertly touching my penis through my board shorts as the carnival ride spun us around and around, but I was the adult and it was my responsibility to set limits.
But I was pretty close to losing it. Far from home with the lovely hot weather and the sun on my skin, young girls and women in skimpy swimsuits everywhere I looked - that was all part of it, leading me to take increasingly foolish risks. One early morning just a few days ago I had stuffed my cock into Renee's mouth as we both stood right out on the beach. Not content with squirting a load of hot semen into the third-grader's mouth, before long I'd put another up her tight, sexy little ass not fifty feet from the house where her parents slept. Jenny had almost caught us, in fact had looked right down on us while my tool was still buried in her daughter's rectum. Only the angle and the drape of Renee's thin nightgown had kept my vacation from an unexpected and unpleasant extension of, oh, twenty years or so.
And now as my body whirled around in the Spyder my brain was still spinning from my last view of Karen, blushing and gasping in her new crocheted bikini, trying desperately to conceal the tortured pleasure fountaining from her swollen clitoris trapped in the tight weave of the fabric. The knowledge that at this very moment Moira was prodding the eleven-year-old into selling her body to some stranger left me gasping myself. My cock burned in my loose shorts and it took a stern effort of will to keep my hands off myself. When I stood up I had to trap the drooling head of my penis under the elastic waistband to prevent an obvious, visible tent.
Renee wasn't fooled. I'd already had one orgasm today from the weight of her soft little butt on my lap as we had watched Moira abuse her older sister. As our sexual relationship had grown over the past months the child had learned how to recognize adult arousal and her natural playfulness asserted itself when she saw my condition. As the spinning carriage pushed us back against the cushions she threw out her arms as if to keep her balance - but one hand landed squarely on my crotch. She squeezed through my trunks as the mechanism threw us from side to side. My eyes bugged with shocked pleasure and not a little fear, but none of the other people in the car seemed to notice that I was being masturbated by the child sitting next to me, and I dared not call attention to it by ostentatiously removing her hand - or so I told myself. As the ride slowed Renee put her hands primly back in her own lap. The only sign was a suppressed smirk on her round face as I stumbled going down the step. "I'll get you for that, my pretty," I whispered in her ear. And I did, taking her small, warm hand in mine and striding off across the midway towards the log flume. She trotted to keep up, her long brown braids swinging.
No sooner did our "log" enter the dark tunnel of the ride than I had her tankini top pulled up to her armpits and was gently tweaking and pulling at her pointy little nipples. They stiffened under my touch and Renee giggled, gasping out "That tickles!" She wriggled back against me and the boat rocked from her motion. Then I jumped myself as Renee put her arms behind her and I felt her hands insinuate themselves between our bodies, groping at my trunks, pulling and squeezing at my erection.
Heedless of the increasing motion of the boat and the young mother and toddler seated behind us in the cool, shadowed semidark of the tunnel, I pulled Renee against me with my left hand and plunged my right down into her bikini bottoms. Her smooth, bald vulva was warm and sweat-slick beneath my fingers. Her swimsuit was too snug for me to fondle her properly, but I was able to rub my middle finger up and down her slit and press against the cap of her clitoral hood. It swelled under my touch.
Renee pushed back against me as I frigged her little cunny vigorously. Her back was warm and firm against my chest, her hair tickled my chin as she pressed her head back against me. Her hands grabbed at my cock harder through my trunks, tugging the hot shaft from side to side. Her legs scissored open and closed in the confines of the narrow compartment. Her knees thumped against the fiberglass walls and she made little panting "ah! ah!" sounds of pleasure as my finger pressed against the hot, smooth, slippery flesh.
I took my right hand out of the child's panties and replaced it with my left. This time I hooked my thumb in the waist of her bikini bottoms, pulling them away from her crotch and exposing her delectable pussy. Before resuming the massage of her chubby pre-breasts, I sucked the fingers of my right hand into my mouth. The sweet smell and taste of Renee's prepubescent juices flooded my senses and I couldn't suppress a soft moan. I closed my eyes in pleasure and continued molesting my niece's boobies and her baby clit, and she kept squeezing and pulling at my burning stiff cock. Then the inside of closed eyelids glowed red and I realized we were out of the tunnel and winching up the incline to the flume plunge. I yanked my hands out of the child's bottoms and fumbled at her top but Renee knocked my hands away and held the fabric up around her armpits, exposing her undeveloped titties to the hot sunlight. She left herself exposed like that until we had almost reached the top, finally pulling her top back into place just before the plunge.
I was starting to feel a certain amount of sympathy for Karen's predicament as I levered myself out of the log boat. My cock was throbbing in my shorts, drooling precum which thankfully was concealed by the splashing we had just taken, and it twitched with every step from the friction of the nylon lining against the sensitive skin.
That was why I more or less let Renee have her way with me on what turned out to be our last ride, the Ferris wheel. It wasn't the big grownup wheel where you sat on a bench and your legs dangled in space. At age nine, Renee wasn't quite ready for that yet. Instead we took the smaller model with round basket gondolas with a latching gate. The basket seated four or five but business was light and we had it to ourselves. Almost as soon as the attendant clanged the gate shut, Renee moved. She was sitting to my right and she reached across her body with her right arm. Her thin forearm went right up the loose leg of my shorts and inside the net lining of the suit. We spun up in the air and I gasped as her warm fingers groped and found my scrotum, kneading it gently before pushing further up. Her palm slid over my shaft and I groaned as she wrapped her hand around it and squeezed. "Don't," I gasped, my eyes darting back and forth from her knuckles working inside the loose fabric, to the line of people waiting their turn on the ride as we spun past. So far, no one had noticed the little girl with her hand jammed into a grown man's pants but I couldn't tell if the angles concealed us at the wheel's nadir.
I had to stop her, I knew it, but her little fingers on my penis just felt so damned good. I closed my eyes and rested my head back. My groan of pleasure was drowned in the raucous, distorted rock'n'roll blaring from the ride's speakers. Renee squeezed harder and worked the skin up and down my shaft. My balls started to tingle as the loose fabric brushed over them. As we swung up in the air and the music dopplered away I heard and felt her giggling into my chest. Her breath puffed warm against my hairy skin. Somehow, I found the discipline to take her elbow and pull her hand away, but when she shook free and clapped her palm against my crotch outside the fabric I didn't have the heart to resist further. I groaned again and my hips squirmed against the hard bench as the third-grader groped and squeezed my stiff tool, rubbing the thin fabric against me.
I cradled Renee's head to my chest with my left hand, digging my fingers into her thick brown hair. My right hand slid down her hot, sweaty back. She was leaning over, sitting on her hip with right leg bent and her heel on the seat. My hand dipped into her tankini bottoms, cupping one small, firm, hot cheek. My index finger slid into her crack. I curled the digit and Renee gasped as my fingertip found her tender anus and pressed against it. The child's short legs kicked out and her toes curled against the soles of her sandals as I briskly massaged the hot little rosebud. I held her head firmly against me as I worked my finger back and forth. "Urf!" she exclaimed softly as her sphincter yielded and my fingertip penetrated her just to the first joint.
We stayed locked in that embrace as the gondola swung up into the sky and back down several times. It rocked forward and back as Renee kicked her legs and twisted against my invading digit. The moist heat of her anus clamped and squeezed as I fluttered my fingertip up and down, and her right hand yanked my stiff cock back and forth inside my trunks.
Then, as we neared the apex of the wheel's rotation it jerked to a halt. The ride was finishing and below us the pimply young man operating it was letting new people into each gondola in turn. Ours swung back and forth and the movement drove Renee's soft, firm ass back against my hand. I took the opportunity to push against the resistance of her hot, tight anal channel and she grunted loudly as my finger slid slowly in. Now it was my turn to giggle as her legs thrashed and her heels drummed against the metal, but with her body twisted awkwardly the child couldn't escape my plunging finger. "Guh...ooh...ow!"
"I've got you now, my pretty!" I chuckled. Renee grunted as the car lurched forward and then stopped again, driving my finger further into her tender butt as we swung at the top of the wheel. She moaned and twitched and kicked her feet as I stirred my finger around inside her. I sat back and looked out, taking in the beach and the ocean from our vantage point. My face was flushed and my nipples prickled with the illicit thrill of molesting the child out in the open like this, and the salt breeze was a welcome anodyne. "Look, sweetie," I urged her. "Somewhere down there your big sister is whoring. Some stranger's fucking her babycunt right this second." I was getting even more turned on from my own words as Renee wriggled against me. Was she still trying to get away from the pressure of my finger jammed into her nine-year-old ass, or was she moving against it? "I bet she's having her best orgasm ever...HEY!" The car jerked through another short arc and I exclaimed as I felt the cool breeze suddenly waft across my penis. Renee had yanked down the waistband of my trunks and my cock and balls were exposed to the open air. She wrapped both of her little hands around the shaft and squeezed.
Now it was my turn to grunt and kick my legs in reaction as my niece tugged violently at my cock, whipping it from side to side and jerking it hard. The gondola swung forward and back as we struggled, locked in mutual pleasure. "Oh, Renee, my cock, jerk my cock, you're my little cockpuppy, my little lover," I babbled as the long day's arousal drove me suddenly and inexorably to my climax. "Jerk my cock, jerk it, oh, gonna squirt, love you, loveyou loveyooOOW!" I planted my feet and my butt came up off the bench seat as my balls boiled over. The car lurched forward and down again, giving extra momentum to my ejaculation. Renee laughed in delight as my first shot sailed up and over the wall of our car. My eyes almost crossed from the force of my climax. I watched the blob of gooey protein tumbling end-over-end like a tiny chainshot before falling out of sight - straight for the car just below us on the wheel. My second shot also cleared the rail and then Renee turned loose of me and leaned forward to see. I leaned with her - my finger pulling unheeded from her anus - and saw to my horror that both blobs had landed squarely in the teased auburn hair of the young teenager riding in the car. I cowered back out of sight, pulling Renee with me, as I saw the girl's hand start to come up to investigate the splash of wetness. I shuddered again as my diminishing climax squirted more semen onto my swim trunks and the cracked cushion we sat on. As I took a deep breath, I realized the ringing was not only in my ears, it was coming from my cellphone.
There was just time for a brief conversation with Moira and an even briefer attempt to clean myself up, scooping cum off my trunks and into my mouth and rubbing in the rest and trying to arrange our skimpy clothing. There was no hiding Renee's flushed face and grin of triumph but she looked no different than any of the dozens of happy, overexcited children thronging the midway. I took her arm firmly and we walked briskly down the gangway and off the ride, dodging around the chubby teen and her friend who had occupied the car ahead of us. The one girl was rubbing her head and they looked in puzzlement at the glob of goo webbing her fingers.
Renee stumbled and almost fell and I yanked her upright. She protested and I realized I was squeezing her arm much too hard. Now that the urgency of my sexual flush had faded I was pretty ticked off. But it certainly wasn't her fault - I was mad at myself for letting the little head do the thinking, and there was no excuse for taking it out on the child. Karen was already living the consequences of letting my dick lead me around. Granted it was only her freakish sexual hyper-responsiveness that had made it possible for me to convince her that she was a whore, and even though she was learning to enjoy being a preteen prostitute, it was my own carelessness that had set us on this path. If I hadn't let my desire to molest Renee overwhelm my caution and good sense, Karen never would have caught me astride the younger girl ejaculating hot, gooey cum all over her innocent face. And then I wouldn't have needed to force Karen's involvement in our sex play and make it her guilty secret to ensure her silence.
But if I was honest with myself, I had to admit that I could have and probably should have stopped long before now, long before the poor child was so completely overwhelmed by the sexual needs I'd prematurely awakened in her. Compulsive masturbation had come to almost dominate her life, and even then it wasn't enough. We'd reached the point where I had to enlist Moira to teach her how to seduce adult men just so she could frequently have the intercourse she now craved so desperately. As far as the prostitution itself went, well, if the eleven-year-old was going to be fucking on a daily basis, why not make some money? It also further ensured her silence. Though I had done my best to warp Karen's religious training and convince her that being a whore was God's plan for her, still she had absorbed the message from her church and popular culture that whoring was even more depraved than wanton female sexuality by itself. I wanted her to be privately happy and prideful to be a whore, but for my safety she had to also view it as a shameful secret to be protected at all costs.
I'd gone to great lengths to instill the importance of secrecy in Karen, but now I seemed to be unable to resist flaunting my sexual relationship with her nine-year-old sister every time my cock got hard. I knew full well the consequences of getting caught would be dire, and yet here I was. Still, none of it was Renee's fault. So I murmured "Sorry," and let go of her upper arm. I gently took her hand instead and, safely out of sight of the girl on whose head I had just ejaculated, slowed to a pace comfortable for shorter legs.
It took a few minutes to find Karen and Moira. Following the directions Moira had given me on the phone, we walked almost to the far end of the boardwalk and then down to the beach. We found them in the shadow of the boardwalk, in a small picnic area mostly hidden by some palm trees. The trees were bent and tilted, perhaps by some past storm, and their fronds hung almost to the ground in places, creating a dim, cool, shaded area set back, largely ignored and almost invisible from the rest of the beach.
I heard Karen before I saw her. The breeze carried the salt tang of the ocean, the lush perfume of the greenery, a faint whiff of garbage, and the familiar sound of her high, childish voice gasping in pleasure. But when my eyes adjusted to the dimmer light I got mad all over again. Karen was lying on her back on a round wooden picnic table. She was still wearing her skimpy bikini top, but that was it. Moira's white shirt was wadded up into a makeshift pillow beneath the fifth-grader's head, and she was otherwise naked. Her long blonde hair spread in a tangled fan across the table. One arm was thrown across her face, covering her eyes in the crook of her elbow. Her other hand hung limply off the edge of the table. Moira was sitting on a bench with Karen's butt cheeks cupped in her hands and her face buried in the child's barely-furred crotch. Her head bobbed up and down as she energetically lapped at my niece's undeveloped pussy. Karen's skinny, tanned legs were draped over Moira's shoulders. Occasionally her back would arch or her torso twist as she gasped and moaned softly. One or the other leg would briefly rise up, her pretty ankle twisting and her delicate toes curling and uncurling, before slowly dropping back to rest on the older woman's back.
Renee went on ahead but I stopped dead, staring at the erotic tableau as anger and arousal warred in me. Anger won at my erstwhile lover's lack of discretion and I plunged ahead, passing Renee and reaching them first. "What the hell do you think you're doing?" I demanded.
Moira raised her head. From the bridge of her nose down to her chin her face was shiny with Karen's preadolescent sex juices, and her lips were smeared with semen. Her brown hair clung in damp ringlets to the smudged rouge on her wet cheeks. She grinned impudently, ignoring my tone. "Just cleaning up the little whore," she said brightly, before pressing her mouth back down against Karen's gaping vulva. Her tongue flicked out, pressing against the child's dark red, swollen clitoris. Karen gave a low moan in response and her thighs lifted and squeezed briefly around Moira's head.
I sighed in frustration as Renee caught up to me. She stood next to me and looked down at her big sister. Her face was impassive but when she spoke her voice was dripping with the scorn that only a nine-year-old could muster. "Karen! Can't you ever stop whoring?"
Karen took her arm away from her face and stretched, extending both arms out over her head, straightening her knees and pointing her bare toes. She looked up at Renee with a dazed, blissed-out expression. If she even noticed the contempt in her little sister's voice, it didn't seem to bother her. "Ooooh, yeeeah, I'm a total whore," she said softly, tensing her stomach as Moira nibbled at her puffy, bare labia. "I got - ah! - fucked sooooo good."
I kinda felt the same way Renee did, never mind that Karen's current condition was entirely my doing. Still, I couldn't let that tone of voice go unrebuked. I grabbed Renee's shoulder - perhaps a bit too hard in my frustration - and gave her a little shake. "That's unacceptable, young lady! You do not talk to your sister that way!" I turned the child to face me and crouched down to her eye level. I softened my grip and gently rubbed both her bare shoulders as I continued, "You wanted Karen to not be sad any more, didn't you? Didn't you?" Eyes wide, she nodded. "Well, she's not sad any more, and that's because Moira showed her how to find boys to fuck. When we get home she'll be able to fuck as much as she wants - and I bet she'll do it a lot." Talking dirty to the children never lost its thrill for me - with each "fuck" I felt a little surge of illicit pleasure deep in my solar plexus. "You should be happy for her. Now, apologize for teasing her."
Renee looked down into the vague, gentle smile pasted on her sister's face. "I'm sorry, Karen," Renee said. "I'm glad you got fucked really good."
Karen giggled as Moira slurped noisily at her sticky cunt. "He took my - gah! - took my bottoms. Oh, oooh, aaaAAH!" She arched her back, pushing both hands inside her bikini top. Her knuckles were visible moving beneath the thin fabric as she tugged on her stiff, puffy nipples. Her mouth pursed, her childish brow wrinkled and her stomach muscles twitched and tensed with an approaching climax.
Enough was enough. I took Moira by the shoulder and gently pulled her face away from the preteen's dripping, swollen vulva. Karen groaned softly and strained her crotch forwards, trying to restore contact. "I'm glad you got fucked good, sweetie," I said, trying to keep a handle on my temper, "but that's not all there is to whoring. A good whore is discreet, too. Do you know what that word means?" Her only response was a frustrated whine and to writhe slightly on the well-worn, silvery wood.
"What about you?" I demanded of Moira. "You're supposed to be teaching her how to be sneaky, not how to spread her cunt for the entire beach!"
"Relax," Moira said in an annoyed tone. She shrugged Karen's legs off her shoulders; they splayed wide and her bare heels thumped on the bench. Moira scrubbed at her face with her hand, then stuck two fingers in her mouth and sucked noisily. Her nipples were poking out her bikini top and as she turned and lifted her leg to straddle the bench I caught a whiff of her pungent scent. "It's cool. And believe me, the whore did need to be cleaned up. She was bubbling out spunk like an oil well." She smirked at the crude comparison. "But it's cool," she repeated. "No one can see us back here."
"Oh, no? Look over my shoulder." Moira leaned to the side to see around me. Her eyes widened and the smirk faded from her heart-shaped face.
"He wasn't there before, dammit!"
I was all ready to really rip into Moira for her carelessness, but I was interrupted by Karen. "Uh...uh...ooooaaah," the preteen moaned. I looked down at the table. She was wriggling on the wooden tabletop, twisting her torso from side to side. She had pushed her bikini top up and her puffy nipples, engorged and stiff, pointed at the sky. Her head was thrown back, blue eyes glassy and open wide. Despite the relative coolness of the shaded area, her naked body was beaded with sweat. Both hands were busy at her spread crotch. She had seized her slick, shiny, oversized clitty between her left thumb and forefinger and was vigorously tugging and rubbing at it. Her right middle finger was buried in her vagina, slowly pistoning in and out. Each thrust was accompanied by a sticky, sliding sound as her baby honey squished out and ran down her labia and thighs. A spreading stain darkened the wood underneath her skinny butt. Her face was red and getting redder, and the sexual flush was spreading across her upper chest.
I acted quickly before the fifth-grader could finish herself off. I grabbed both wrists in one hand, wrenching her finger out of her drenched, tight little pussy and pulling her arms up over her head. She had no time to react before my other hand came down, smacking her squarely on her smooth, bald, swollen labia.
That got her attention. "Aaah!" she yelped and her whole body jumped. Her eyes swam into focus on me. The sexual daze faded, replaced by an expression of hurt and surprise. I gave her no time to think, though. I pulled her up to a sitting position, her feet dangling off the edge of the table. I snatched up the wadded-up shirt she'd been pillowing her head on. Then, taking one wrist in an iron grip I turned and walked away. She came off the table, stumbling as her toes dug into the uneven sand. She had to force her shaky legs into a half-trot, or fall and be dragged.
The sudden change was so surprising that it took Karen a few steps to realize that she was naked. Somehow she felt much more exposed to be walking along behind me than lying on the table with Moira feasting on her juicy babycunt. Her labia stung from the slap I'd just given her and her clitty throbbed with her forestalled climax.
Karen was getting used to being naked in public, to exposing her body to me, to her sister, to strangers. She was even coming to enjoy it, to welcome the shivers of pleasure she got from the warm air caressing her bare skin - but it was still enjoyment not unmixed with embarrassment. And lately even when she was dressed normally - at school, shopping with Mommy and Daddy, or in church, places where she knew she had to keep up the pretense of being an innocent little girl - if she didn't concentrate, if she let her mind wander for even a second, the whore would rise to the surface. She'd have little flashes, quick imaginings of herself undressed, her legs spread and her immature body exposed. Sometimes she couldn't help thinking about the boys in her class, or her Sunday School teacher, or the pastor seeing her nude. She would imagine their penises, imagine touching and licking them, making them stiff and hard, and even fucking them. Once or twice she even caught herself thoughtlessly reaching a hand up under her dress or grinding her heating clam against her seat. She would blush and squirm when this happened. Her stomach would get all fluttery and her nearly-bald cunny would feel hot and damp in her panties even as her skin prickled with shame.
Those same conflicting emotions overwhelmed Karen as she looked up and suddenly realized I was pulling her towards a man. Her sexual flush faded, replaced by a deep blush that spread across her face to the roots of her hair and down her torso. Her nipples crinkled and stiffened in the slight breeze. Her pace slowed for a second and she almost stumbled again as I yanked her off balance. We came to a stop and she desperately tried to fumble her bikini top down into place one-handed.
I stepped behind the blond eleven-year-old and pulled her wrists down behind her back, holding her exposed. We stood in front of a grotesquely fat man. He had been half-concealed by some greenery and a trash barrel in front of the bench he sat on. The lenses of round wire-rim glasses magnified his watery brown eyes. Sweat beaded his forehead and lank, medium-brown hair in a ragged Dutch Boy cut. He short-sleeve dress shirt was yellowed and sweat-stained. His belly spilled over his waistline, concealing nearly all but the cuffs of faded Bermuda shorts. Feet with thick, yellowed toenails were jammed into leather sandals. Sunburnt, flabby skin bulged, spilling over the collar of his shirt in multiple chins, straining the legs of his shorts, straining the straps of his sandals. "You were enjoying the show," I said, not really a question.
Karen's blue bikini top was loose around her neck, exposing her stiff, cherry-sized nipples. With her arms pinioned behind her, all the fifth-grader could do to cover herself was cross one leg over another, but the swollen, shiny bud of her clitoris still peeked out. Her inner thighs were shiny with her juices and Moira's saliva. She stared down at her toes digging in the sand, but then she thought, I'm not a little girl. It was like the whore was talking to her, telling her there was no reason to be scared, telling her what to do. Her feelings of humiliation at being displayed naked to a stranger faded. Why feel bad? The man knew. Her uncle knew. God knew, and they were all watching her but no one else could see. She didn't have to pretend to be anything but the whore that God had made her. She no longer felt the burning, aching desperate need deep inside her - the two orgasms she'd had while riding Mister Jim's cock had satisfied that - but the thought of doing it again still made her heart race in her skinny chest. Even though her barely-pubescent vagina felt scraped and raw from the vigorous intercourse of less than an hour past, it was tingling with anticipation now, and it was a relief not to have to hide that.
Her self-assurance faltered when she met the fat man's eyes. There was something in his gaze that made her feel strange and uncertain. Something about the way he was looking at her, calm and almost cold, reminded her of the warnings Moira had given her before. But this huge, flabby man surely wasn't a bodybuilder so Karen pushed her worries aside. She arched her back, pushing out her skinny chest with its puffy pink nipples and said in a clear, high voice, "I'm Karen and I'm a whore. What's your name?"
The man just stared back, long enough that Karen thought he wasn't going to answer at all. Finally, he spoke in a high, breathy voice. "My name's Theodore, but my girls call me Doctor K." His voice was punctuated with gaspy, deep, phlegmy breaths. "You can't really be a whore, a pretty little girl like you. Why don't you put some clothes on?"
"I am so a whore!" Karen shot back. The words popped out of her mouth without thought but as they echoed in her ears her thoughts were racing. What if she really wasn't a whore? If she wasn't...then she was just a little girl, a terribly, terribly bad little girl who did bad things, did them and liked them and knew they were bad and did them again anyway. That couldn't be true...could it?
I felt the eleven-year-old's skinny nude body trembling against me, but then she shook her head and pulled her wrists free of my grasp. Karen stepped forward and pressed herself against Dr. K's fat stomach, reaching her arms as far around him as she could. "I am so a whore," she repeated, but her voice was now a risible imitation of an adult woman's seductive purr. "Touch my hot babycunt and see. Go ahead, I know you wanna. Touch my babycunt. Touch my babycunt. Touch my babycunt..." she trailed off to a mumble, repeating the words over and over. Her head was turned, one cheek pressed against the fabric of his shirt. I saw her eyes drift closed and her face go slack. She shivered as one pudgy hand stroked her back absently, playing over the bony shoulderblades underneath her thick, loose golden hair.
I was surprised but thrilled at the way Karen had seized the initiative. "You got some place to take her?" I asked, and the fat man turned his gaze on me. There was something...off...about him, something not quite right. I should have heeded that feeling, but at the time I was mostly ticked off and exasperated and wanted to teach Karen a lesson.
"My van," the fat man rumbled.
"A hundred bucks," I said, doubling the amount I intended to ask for at the last minute. I was getting more uneasy with each passing second and was half-hoping he'd turn me down. "A hundred, you don't drive away and you don't mark her up. Deal?"
The fat man didn't say anything in response, just gently pushed Karen away from him. He heaved himself up on one massive hip and withdrew a thick roll of bills from his pocket. He snapped a single hundred off and held it out to me. "She got clothes?"
"Oh. Yeah." I shook out Moira's crumpled white shirt. Karen looked back and forth between us as I pushed her thin, unresisting arms through the short sleeves. I turned her to face me and knelt on the sand to button the shirt closed over her sweaty naked body. "There." I stroked my hands down her chest, smoothing the fabric, and looked up into her wide blue eyes. "He paid a whole hundred dollars to fuck you, sweetie," I said. I pushed one hand up between her sticky thighs under the shirt until I palmed her hot, wet peach. Her red lips parted and her eyelids drooped as my finger rubbed briefly across her slit. She gasped and her knees buckled a little as the digit slid smoothly into her. I caressed her smooth cheek with the other hand as I pumped in and out of her once, twice. I could feel her breath against my palm, huffing out in little gasps of pleasure. "That's a lot of money, so you do what he wants, okay?" Karen sighed as I slid my finger out of her hot, twitching preteen vagina and stood. She looked up at me and nodded.
Theodore or Dr. K. or whoever he was had pushed himself to his feet while I dressed the child. She just had time to reach back and sweep her waist-length hair out of the collar of her shirt and free it to tumble down her back, then he wrapped one hand around her thin wrist and set off across the sand, heading for the closest stairs up to the boardwalk. I gazed after them, absently sucking the tangy, delicious taste of Karen's cunt off my finger. I looked back. Moira was still sitting at the picnic table. She was talking earnestly to Renee. The nine-year-old was listening but she stood back a pace, out of reach. Once Karen and her trick reached the stairs and could no longer see me I set off to follow them.
* * *
"Is he your father?" Dr. K asked as he puffed his way slowly up the stairs. He pulled himself along with one hand on the railing. With the other he held Karen's wrist in a gentle but unbreakable grip. The barefoot child was dwarfed next to the tall, obese man. She kept pace with him awkwardly, waiting with both feet on each riser for him to make his next ponderous step. She squeezed her thighs together surreptitiously beneath the tails of the white shirt, enjoying the feel of the breeze playing on her naked crotch and the smooth, weathered, sun-warmed wood against the soles of her feet. Her button was still hot and inflamed and the soft, thin fabric of Moira's shirt was almost like sandpaper when it fluttered against the tiny bud of flesh. It still felt good, though.
"No, sir," Karen replied, her manners reasserting themselves. "He's my uncle."
"He doesn't seem like a very nice man." Dr. K grunted as he pulled himself up the last step. He looked down at the thin eleven-year-old as she stepped up beside him. "Making you fuck grownups for money isn't what a good uncle does."
"He doesn't make me," Karen replied. "He's teaching me. I like fucking! I fucked once already today, and I sucked a cock too." Karen felt perversely proud of the confidence she heard in her own voice. She remembered back before she was a whore, she couldn't even say "penis" or "cunt" without blushing.
Dr. K looked down at her for a long moment, then started walking again. On a flat surface his rolling gait was surprisingly fast, and Karen had to stretch her legs to keep up so that his firm hold on her wrist didn't pull her off-balance. They had traversed the boardwalk and were waiting for traffic to clear before crossing the street to the parking area before he spoke again. "Young lady, I'm afraid I can't believe that. I think your uncle has tricked you. A pretty little girl like you can't possibly enjoy being a prostitute. It's disgusting and wrong. I have a responsibility, I think, to tell your parents what you're doing."
In a flash, Karen's pride and self-confidence evaporated and she went rigid with fear. Her face flashed hot and cold and tears prickled behind her eyes at the thought of Mommy and Daddy finding out she was a whore. "No!" she cried. "No, please don't tell...OW!" Dr. K had stepped into the street and pulled her after him. When she had passed this way before she'd been wearing flip-flops but now she was barefoot and the pavement was viciously hot against the uncallused skin of her feet. She hopped into the air but there was nowhere to go and no escape from Dr. K's firm grip. She tried balancing on her heel, on her toes, but no matter what she did each step was agony. "Ow! ow! ow, ow!" she yipped with every pace until they reached the far side of the street, a narrow strip of sere grass and dirt separating it from the dazzling black asphalt of the parking lot.
Karen stood gasping, digging her burning toes gratefully into the cooler dust. As the pain in her feet receded, though, the fear from Dr. K's last words washed over her again. "Please don't tell," she begged. The blonde fifth-grader's sun-kissed face crumpled into tears under Dr. K's impassive gaze. "Please - Daddy wouldn't understand. He'd say I'm too little to be a whore, but I...I have to!"
"You have to? Why?"
Families were walking past them in both directions at the busy crossing. Karen was well-schooled already in concealing her true self so without thinking she stepped closer to Dr. K's obese form and lowered her voice, though the frankly pleading tone remained. "It's my...my cunt," she said, hating the way she stumbled over the word this time. She rushed on, "It gets so hot, I can't stand it. Before if I masturbated it was OK but now it's not, I have to get fucked because God wants me to get fucked, because He made me a whore, but if Mommy and Daddy know they won't let me fuck and I'll...I'll..." Overwhelmed, Karen dissolved into miserable tears. People were looking now, and she knew she had to stop, had to hide, to make everyone think she was just a happy little girl, but her tears had broken open some terrible, deep well of emotion and she found she was unable to stop. Instead, her sobs got louder and wilder until her preteen body shook with the force of them. She pressed her face into Dr. K's belly. Why was she crying? It wasn't because she was a whore. It had felt so good to get fucked today. It was a little bit scary, but she had told herself that was part of the fun. And the sensation of Mister Jim's penis penetrating her, forcing open the tight tube of her pubescent pussy, pushing deep inside her, swelling and squirting hot cum against her undeveloped cervix - it was so good, she knew she wanted to do it again and again and again.
So it wasn't that. She was a whore now, and being a little girl was just like a costume she wore so the whore could fuck as much as she wanted. It was the hiding that hurt. Being scared all the time that Mommy or Daddy or someone would find out. Having to pretend she didn't know about masturbating and orgasms and her uncle's cock filling her mouth with thick, tasty jizz and being naked under this thin white shirt, having to pretend to be the little girl whose stomach didn't get all quivery when she thought about some stranger's penis jerking and squirting into her, whose babycunt wasn't hot and squishy-wet nearly all the time. She was starting to hate the little girl, and maybe that's why she was crying. Or maybe not.
Dr. K. held her, stroking her hair gently until the paroxysm passed and Karen calmed. She sniffled once or twice, then scrubbed her hand across her face as he started to speak soothingly, his voice rumbling in his giant fat belly. "It's okay, Karen, I'm going to help you. I'm a special kind of doctor. Back home in South Dakota, I help little girls that are confused like you. You're not a whore, Karen. I know you think you are, but you're not. I'm going to help you. I'll fix you so you don't need sex any more."
Dr. K's voice was so kind, and he seemed so nice, but Karen was shaking her head without thinking about it. "I am so a whore," she insisted. "God made me a whore, and I can't say no to God." She was just repeating what her uncle had taught her, but it seemed to make Dr. K mad. His arm tightened around her shoulders and his voice didn't sound so nice anymore.
"That's not true, young lady, it's disgusting blasphemy!" Karen didn't know what that meant, but from the tone of voice it must be something bad. "You're in worse shape than I thought. Treating you is not going to be easy, but you'll thank me when it's done. Now come on." He grabbed Karen's wrist again and started to step off the dirt verge into the parking lot.
"Wait!" Karen cried. "It hurts my feet - can't we please go back and get my flip-flops? Please?"
"There's no time for that, young lady." And with that he pulled Karen in his wake.
"Ow! Ow-oww! OW!" Karen cried out with each step as the hot asphalt burned her feet and sharp little stones cut into her soles. Her cries got louder with each painful step, until Dr. K suddenly stopped and turned her to face him. His heavy hands pressed down on her bony shoulders. "Quiet!" he said, then repeated it more softly. Then when Karen continued to hop and wiggle around, trying to spare her poor burning feet, he slid one thumb inwards to her thin neck and pressed right in the hollow of her throat - not hard enough to choke her, but hard enough so that it hurt to swallow for just a second. "Hold still!" he hissed and, suddenly fearful, she did.
Her feet hurt worse and worse as Karen was held flat-footed on the scorching pavement. The sun was hot on her scalp and sweat trickled down her forehead into her eyes. A pebble dug into one heel. Her knees started to tremble with the strain of staying still. She was unable to keep completely silent, whimpering "Owwwww...owwwww...owwwww," softly, continuously, as Dr. K. spoke.
"You're attracting attention," he said sternly. "I want to treat you, Karen, but if one of these people calls the police I'll have to tell them the truth. And then the police will arrest you, and they'll arrest your uncle, and you'll never see your mommy and daddy again. Is that what you want?" Karen shook her head, her eyes watering now from the pain. "Then you walk quietly next to me, like a good little girl." And with that he took the fifth-grader's wrist again and pulled her into motion.
"I'm not a little girl, I'm a whore," Karen said, but only to herself. "I'm a whore, I'm a whore, I'm a whore," she repeated with each painful step. The silent litany somehow made the burning more bearable. With her jaw clamped in an unsuccessful effort to stop her quiet, high-pitched whining, she focused not on the agony in her feet but the more pleasant feeling of the breeze wafting under her shirt, the cooling as sweat and cunt juices dried on her thighs and vulva, the little shocks of rough pleasure as the fabric brushed against her oversized erect clitoris.
Finally they reached their destination in one far corner of the lot. Dr. K approached a battered white van. The van was parked near the end of the row with the driver's side facing a blank brick wall and no other cars nearby. A magnolia tree growing on the far side of the wall spread its boughs low over the van, shading the windshield. Dr. K finally released the fifth-grader and fumbled in a pocket for his keys. Now that they were concealed and there was no one around he didn't seem to mind that she started hopping from foot to foot again. Her waist-length blonde hair swung back and forth, shining in the sun. She had sweated through Moira's shirt. Her puffy, walnut-sized nipples and her rounded belly were clearly visible against the damp fabric. Her skinny butt swayed from side to side as she jumped around in a little circle, moaning softly as each burned foot in turn contacted the pavement.
Finally Dr. K got the door open and heaved himself up in the driver's seat. It was a special seat, modified for his bulk to slide back and recline further than normal. The air inside the van was stiflingly hot. His face got red and sweat popped out in seconds. "Come here, Karen," he gasped out, and as she limped to the door he grabbed under her armpits, lifting her thin form effortlessly. Karen felt herself dragged into the van and before she knew it she was lying on her back across Dr. K's huge belly. Her head flopped back against the passenger seat cushion. Dr. K put his arm behind her knobby knees, lifting her feet up and into the vehicle and bending her almost double. It was uncomfortable, and she knew he had a choice view of her puffy labia and the tight, pinkish-brown star of her anus as her white shirt flipped up across her belly, but it was such a relief to get her feet off the asphalt that she didn't care. Dr. K pulled the van door closed and her heels thumped against the window. He slid his key into the ignition. The engine coughed to life, and then with a roar air blew into her face and across her sweaty body, hot at first but rapidly cooling as the van's a/c took hold. Then he pressed a switch and she felt the window sliding down against her soles. As it opened her legs fell outside of the van. The window frame hit her right at the backs of her knees. Her calves flopped down but then with a yelp she straightened them - the metal of the door was, if anything, hotter than the pavement.
From her vantage point lying with her back arched across Dr. K's belly, Karen quickly discovered two things. One, he had a lot of hair up his nose. Two, his fat hands could be surprisingly nimble. In seconds he had her shirt unbuttoned, revealing her straight, skinny torso. She stared at the van's dirty head liner as his fingers gently caressed her stomach, feeling the taut, childish musculature of her abdomen. Her eyes rolled back and her mouth dropped open with a soft "huh!" of pleasure as he gently tugged on and tweaked each puffy pink nipple in turn. She bent her knees and pulled her feet back inside the van, propping her heels on the doorframe and spreading her legs open as far as she could in the cramped space. Her right thigh fell against the steering wheel. Her slit was open, exposing the dark red, moist interior of her vaginal channel. Her labia were puffy, red, and irritated. In the harsh, bright sunlight slight diagonal wrinkles on each hairless lip were plainly visible, showing where they had been stretched wide by the many adult and teenaged penises that had penetrated her. Her clitoris stood straight up, slick and deeply flushed with blood, twitching in the blast of cold air from the dashboard vents.
Dr. K's left hand trailed down her baby six-pack and over her prominent mound, pushed up as it was by her stretched position. "This is it," he rumbled as he caressed the fifth-grader's sweaty vulva, "This is the part that gives you so much trouble. I'm going to examine you now."
"Wha...? Oooh!" A question died on Karen's lips and she sighed as Dr. K pressed one fat finger between her smooth labia and penetrated her. She was still thoroughly lubricated and he slid easily into her heat. "Mmmm," she moaned as she clamped down with her Kegel muscles as she'd learned would magnify her pleasure.
"You like this?" Dr. K demanded as he felt the slick, twitching walls of her preteen cunt squeezing his finger.
"Yessss, I like it. I'm a whore and I like it...ahhOH!" Karen smiled, then gasped in surprise as one finger slid out of her juicy channel but two pressed right back in, stretching her further. She writhed atop the fat man, trying to open her legs wider in the confined space. Her training took over and she chanted, "Oh, yeaah, fuck me, fuck my babycunt, fuck my whore babycunt!"
Dr. K's face darkened. "You poor little girl. You are not a whore. I'm going to help you now." He pressed his right hand down on her breastbone between the swollen nubs that were almost titties, pinning her.
"I am so a whore, I am so...OW!" Karen yelped as once again fingers slid out of her cunny but this time three and then four fingers shoved back in, stretching her labia painfully tight. She tensed her abdomen and squeezed with all her might, trying to expel the invaders, but it was fruitless - tightening her muscles just made it hurt more. She tried to wriggle free but Dr. K's right hand held her firm. She grunted as fresh pain bloomed - Dr. K was curling and twisting his fingers violently inside her tight pubescent channel. Tears sprang to her eyes; it felt like she was being beaten from the inside. She raised her head and looked down at herself to see the skin above her mound bulging and moving. "OW! You're hurting! Stop, STOP!" she yelled.
"Yes, it hurts, it's supposed to," Dr. K barked. "If you were really a whore you'd be so stretched-out that you wouldn't even feel this." His face was getting redder and he grunted with the effort of forcing his fingers deep inside the struggling, supine child. "But you don't have a stretched-out, skanky, flabby hooker's cunt - yours is nice and tight, like a little girl's should be. Isn't it? Just admit it and I'll be able to stop the examination. Isn't it?"
"NO!" Karen screamed back, tears streaming down her face now. She pulled her knees up and back, spreading her legs as wide as she possibly could, desperately trying to accommodate Dr. K's blunt, fat digits. When that gave no relief she kicked out wildly, banging her toes painfully against the windshield and the roof of the van. "I AM a whore! I am SO!" She wasn't sure why she was defying him. All she had to do was agree with him and he'd stop hurting her. Part of it was she was just mad, mad at him and too stubborn to give him what he wanted. But more than that, she had to be a whore. It was her armor. Sure, it hurt some but that was just part of the deal and she had known it since the first time she'd been fucked. She'd been sore for days afterwards, but it had been worth it, more than worth it to feel that wonderful eruption of heat and pleasure that started in her button and tore through her entire body. (Not to mention, it was pretty cool being able to earn so much money.) Being a whore protected her from much worse. Stripping naked in front of strangers, letting men touch her and fuck her and shoot their sperm in her mouth - for a whore that was normal, no big deal. But for a little girl...a little girl should be playing in the sand on the beach under the fond gaze of her mommy and daddy, not sold by her uncle to some horrible fat sweaty pig of a man, stripped naked and painfully violated. A little girl would never recover from that. So she was yelling not only at Dr. K, but at the little girl as well, making sure she stayed away, making sure that she knew that Karen was a whore.
"Oh, no, that won't do." Dr. K said. Karen had wrapped her hands around his wrist and was trying with all her pitiful strength to pull him out of her ravaged cunny. With his right hand he tugged on the string of the bikini top tangled around her thin neck. The knot came loose easily. Even though his left hand was slick with Karen's cunt cream he was able to capture her wrists and before she could react he had them tightly tied. He transferred his grip and pulled her arms up and over her head with his right hand and looped the crocheted fabric over the passenger door handle, binding her fully extended.
Karen struggled futilely. She twisted her body, kicking her feet out the open window. "Let me GO! LET GO! I HATE YOU!"
Dr. K was unfazed. He peered down at her heaving crotch, stroking his fat fingers over her bare labia, brushing them over the tuft of pubic fuzz adorning her mound. He grabbed the short hairs between his finger and tugged gently. "Maybe this is the problem. Maybe you think you're older than you are. I guess I should fix that."
Karen screamed as Dr. K. suddenly ripped out the little clump of silky pubes by the roots. She writhed and pulled against her bonds, jerking her belly up and down. Dr. K brandished the skimpy blonde swatch before Karen's bulging eyes. As she drew in a ragged breath to scream again, he sprinkled them into her open mouth. She gagged as the hairs lodged in her throat. Her body was wracked by a coughing fit. "There," he said, rubbing his left palm roughly over her now-bald mound. "There, now that's definitely a little girl's veejay. No way that belongs to a whore, does it? Does it?"
Karen coughed and choked, trying to clear her throat. She turned her head to the side and hawked, scraping her tongue along the roof of her mouth to expel the tickling pubes that clung to her palate. Globs of saliva wet the dirty seat cushion. When she turned her face upwards again, drool coated her chin and one cheek. The roaring fan blew dust up her nose and she sneezed. Through teary eyes she saw the van's dingy ceiling, the sky through the dusty windshield, Dr. K's angry face, her freshly-denuded mound. Tears and snot clogged her throat. "I'm...a whore," she gasped out, and coughed again. "I'm a whore," she panted, "and you're a...fuck-head! Dick! Assface!" Karen had no experience with cussing. Little girls didn't say bad words no matter how angry they got. A whore could say what she liked. "Shit...shit-man!"
SMACK! Dr. K's face contorted in a snarl and he spanked the naked eleven-year-old right on her bare cunny. Karen yelped in pain and surprise, and her whole body jerked. "Bad language! Bad girl!" Dr. K shouted as he struck her vulva over and over. SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"YII! YOW! AIEE!" Karen's body spasmed with every blow. She wrenched her shoulders pulling against her restraints. Her skinny legs kicked and waved out the open window, her delicate toes flexing. Her bald labia turned bright pink under the assault. Her body leaped with the fresh shock of every spank. Dr. K's fat palm hit her swollen, oversized clitoris again and again. It stung, then it burned, then the tiny bundle of nerve endings screamed - but it wasn't only a scream of pain. In the child's overwhelmed and hypersexualized nervous system the heat merged with a rising tide of arousal. Even as the pain in her labia and clitty became more intense, pleasure began to radiate from the swollen button, filling her belly, lancing into her straining limbs, spiking tingles up her nipples. The pleasure wrapped itself around the pain, squeezing her entire body and becoming more and more intense until her head was spinning and she was shaking and crying.
Karen's staccato cries became a single, drawn-out moan, rising and falling and peaking with a shrill squeal at each slap. She stopped trying to twist away from the fat man's assault and instead humped her crotch upwards to meet the blows. She strained her thighs open wide to expose more of her most tender tissues to the delicious torture. Cunt cream poured from her inner lips, a fresh surge as her body jerked under each blow. Dr. K's hand got slick with it and sticky threads stretched from her cunny to his hand when he raised it for each strike. "OooooooAIEE! Oh, my babycunt AIEE! Oh, God, oh God, oh GAIEE! I'm a whore! I'm a whoAAIEE!"
Dr. K held his stinging palm in the air, gazing down in dismay at the naked eleven-year-old laid across his stomach. Her face and her labia were both brick-red. Tears ran from the corners of her eyes, snot from her nose, and thick, pungent juice from her swollen vagina. Her blonde hair was tangled and lank with sweat. Childish muscles knotted and slid under the skin of her thin arms as she writhed against the bikini top binding her. Her chest and belly heaved as she gulped in air. Her nipples quivered and twitched with her racing heartbeat. The short-sleeved white shirt that was her only garment was rucked up beneath her. Her smooth, denuded cunt was wide open now, the labia obscenely stretched. Her inner lips had flowered open and were slimed with her baby honey. As he watched she twisted and strained and a fresh flow oozed out, running down to coat her perineum and staining his shirt. The tangy scent of her overpowered even the heavy perfume of magnolia and the van's air-conditioning. And at the top of her slit, her clitoris stood straight up, turgid and throbbing and flushed a deep, dark crimson.
"Ahhh...ahhh...ahhh." Karen's moaning gasps pulled his attention away from her sorely abused crotch to her face. She was still crying but her face was relaxed. A smile tugged at her mouth as she writhed, grinding her butt into his dampening shirt. "See? I'm a total whore. God made me a whore, and I like it." She turned her head and wiped her snotty nose on her bicep, then locked gazes with Dr. K. Her blue eyes were wide and feverish in her sweaty face. "Don't you want to fuck my babycunt? Please, fuck my babycunt, please...AAIIEE!"
Karen shrieked because Dr. K had seized her obscenely swollen clitoris between thumb and finger and squeezed with all his might. "THIS...is the problem!" he declared. "I understand now!" Karen writhed more violently than ever as the slippery flesh popped free of his gripping fingers. Undaunted, he grabbed it again, this time pinching with his cracked, horny thumbnail so he could hold it firmly and stretch it away from the fifth-grader's straining body. He pulled, hard.
"YEEEAAAARGH!" The pain in her clit exploded to a new level as Dr. K stretched it to its limit, his fingernails digging into the tender, blood-flushed knob. Karen jerked her legs in and planted her heels on the doorframe, pushing her crotch desperately upwards to lessen the tension. Her legs trembled with the strain, then her clit scraped free of his fingers and snapped back and she collapsed. He seized it again, stretching and twisting it over and over. "YIIIIIIII! AAAIIIEEEE! YEEEEOOOOWW!" Karen screamed and struggled, thrashing her tanned body from side to side. The pain was unbelievable but still clinging to it, like a woman clinging to a tree in a tsunami, was the pleasure. The dark wave of her orgasm surged upwards with each stinging snap! of her clitoris as it slipped through Dr. K's fat fingers. It rose up over her, dimming her vision of the angry fat man, darkening the brilliant tropical sunshine pouring into the van. "OWWWWW, YOWWWW, NOOOO, NUHHHH, NUHHHH, NUHAAAIIIEEE!" She screamed as it broke over her. Every muscle in her preadolescent body went rigid. Her eyes clenched shut. Spittle sprayed from her mouth and the cords in her skinny neck stood out. Her bikini top cut into her wrists as her arms jerked against their bindings. Girl-cum squirted out of her gaping cunny, soaking her bald labia and her thighs and running down over her heaving abdomen.
Some indeterminate time later, Karen came back to herself as the strongest wave of orgasmic spasms receded. Her body was on fire with pleasure. "Ooooooh," she moaned as her vaginal muscles twitched and clenched. Hot spikes of delicious agony shot through her. Her vulva glowed with heat and her battered clitoris throbbed and pulsed. Her elbow joints protested as the strained muscles in her arms contracted. But a beatific smile spread across her oval face, framed in her tangled, sweat-soaked blonde hair. "Thank you, God...ah! Oh! Guhhh!" she choked and writhed, her words distorted by involuntary cries of pleasure as a steady beat of orgasmic shocks battered her pubescent body. She opened her eyes and through tear-blurred vision she saw Dr. K. staring down at her with disgust.
"I was wrong," he declared. "You are a whore. A filthy, disgusting whore. But I can fix you. I'm sorry, but it has to be done." He had something shiny in his hand. Karen blinked sweat and tears from her eyes. As her vision cleared, she saw it. A knife. It looked small, almost swallowed in his fat palm, but the blade was curved and wicked. Karen froze at the sight. Or she tried to, but her traitorous body shuddered through a fresh wave of orgasmic contractions even as terror filled her. Then another, stronger shock as Dr. K seized her clitty again, this time grabbing it right at the root. The distended bud bulged around his fingers as he pulled, hard. "This is the best way, Karen. You'll thank me for it. Now, you'll feel a little sting." And he giggled.
Everything went into slow motion in Karen's head. There was a roaring in her ears as she realized what Dr. K was about to do. Somehow, the fear faded, replaced by a distant sadness, an icy calm and a rush of tumbling thoughts. "I won," was in there, and "I am so a whore," and "My uncle was wrong, I'm not going to grow up," and over all of those, "It's going to be over. Thank you, God, for taking it away." And still her body trembled and twitched as her overwhelmed nervous system vibrated with sexual pleasure.
* * *
When I saw the knife I knew things had gotten out of hand. I stood up from behind the bush where I'd concealed myself after the fat man had pulled my niece into the van, and hurled a dirt clod at the windshield. His head jerked up at the impact. I smiled and waved and held my camera out, plainly pointing it at the tableau of the fat man with his knife poised over a naked child. His eyes and mouth went comically wide in shock - for a second he looked like that bald, light-bulb-head guy in the Dutch painting. The knife went flying, he grabbed Karen's skinny, thrashing legs, and then things got very busy inside that van.
* * *
Karen's head was spinning, literally. She had braced herself for the agony to come when there was a hard "thump!" and a spray of dirt against the van's windshield. The next thing she knew Dr. K was thrashing around himself. He tossed the knife away and ripped her bound wrists free of the door handle. Then his hands clamped around her waist, yanking her up in the air. Then somehow she was flying through the open window, sky and pavement whirling around her. Her open shirt flew up over her head. She put out her hands, wrists still bound together, to break her fall. Her palms and knees skidded over the hot pavement. Fresh pain bloomed as the skin peeled off. Behind her the van's engine roared. Gravel stung her naked back, her skinny ass and the backs of her legs as tires spun and the van peeled out and sped away.
Karen's breath left her in a high-pitched whistling groan as her belly twitched and her cunt pulsed with yet another spasm. Her poor preadolescent brain was so swamped with conflicting sensations that the pain of her skinned hands and knees against the burning hot pavement boosted her continuing orgasm to ever-greater heights. Her thigh muscles gave out and her knees splayed open, sliding apart frog-like. Her gaping vulva and her grotesquely distended clitoris pressed against the broiling asphalt. Her groan turned into a long, sobbing wail as her body reached its limits. The most powerful convulsion yet took her and her eyes rolled back in her head. She collapsed face-down and lay still. A puddle of urine spread beneath her.
* * *
I stepped to stand over over the fifth-grader as she lay twitching on the scorching pavement, naked except for the dirty shirt thrown over her head. Little black pebbles peppered her tan skin. I grabbed the child under her smooth armpits and pulled her to her feet. She was a mess. Her palms and knees were bleeding. Her nipples and stomach were smeared with dirt and oil. Her belly, her hair, her face were all wet with urine and her shirt was soaked with it. Her face was swollen from crying. Her eyes were puffy, her lips were dry and cracking. Her mound was scraped and abraded and her clitoris was so reddened for a moment I was afraid it was bleeding as well.
I held Karen upright with one arm around her shoulder. She swooned, dirty, wet blond hair falling over her face. I quickly untied her wrists with my free hand and I dropped the ruined bikini top on the ground. I pulled the piss-soaked shirt down to cover her grimy nakedness. I bent and picked her up, cradling her tight little ass in my hands. Urine soaked into my shirt and shorts and the moist heat of her cunt warmed my own crotch. She seemed barely conscious - her head lolled against my shoulder, her hands and feet swung limply. Her tangled hair hid her face and tickled my cheek. She stank. I could feel her shuddering and crying and fighting for breath as she regained consciousness. I murmured sounds of comfort in her ear as I walked. I took the long way to Moira's junker, around the perimeter of the lot, to avoid the other beachgoers. I could mostly conceal her disheveled nakedness by holding her barely-pubescent body pressed tightly against me, but I could do nothing to hide the rank odor of urine and the sharp, slightly pungent tang of her weeping preteen sex. Nor could I conceal her bloodied palms and knees or her involuntary gasps and moans as the last aftershocks of her climax slowly faded.
We finally reached the car and I dumped Karen in the back seat. I wrestled her out of Moira's ruined shirt and tenderly brushed gravel off her naked body. I used the least filthy parts of the shirt to wipe off the worst of the dirt and the piss. I made a quick phone call. As I was untangling the damp wad of her abandoned swimsuit she groaned and her eyes opened. She pressed one hand gingerly against her mound and winced, whimpering in pain. "Hi, sweetie," I said. "Are you ok?" I pressed my hand over hers, feeling the heat rising from her ravaged vagina. "You did great. You earned a whole hundred dollars! I'm so proud of you, that was exactly the right way to handle that bad man. You are such a smart little whore!" I continued to praise her fulsomely, trying to crowd out the fresh terror of her near-mutilation.
Karen's eyes were vacant and her face was filled with pain, but she repeated "I'm a whore," with something approaching satisfaction. She propped herself on one elbow to look down at her scraped, dirty naked body. Her fingers gingerly traced the raw flesh of her hairless labia. She winced again as she dislodged a sharp little pebble pressing into the side of her clitoris. "Oh, it stings," she whispered. Her voice was strained and rough. "Oh, my babycunt. Oh, ow, it hurts, geez, it hurts." She shifted on the seat and whimpered again, turning on her side and drawing up her knees. Her thumb went to her mouth as if she were four instead of eleven and her eyelids drifted closed.
"Hey, stay awake, sweetie, you have to get dressed again. Your sister and Moira will be here in a second. We'll go get some band-aids for you, and then we'll all go in the water one more time to get cleaned up. We'll tell Mommy and Daddy you tripped in the parking lot, okay? You'll be fine, we want you to be all better for your party next week."
Karen's eyes opened and she lifted her head slightly. "...my party?"



Part 22 (Karen's Party 1)
Mg, Fg, ped, mast, prost, cons, reluc, humil, forced-exhib, hot pepper oil, drugs

"Give me your panties," Moira said.
Karen shrank back against me. The four of us were crammed into the front seat of Moira's gigantic rustbucket Chevrolet. Moira was driving, and I was sitting between the children. I had my right arm around nine-year-old Renee, holding her cuddled against me, and Karen was between me and Moira, sitting with her scabby knees high and her pretty white dress sandals resting on the transmission hump. "But why?" the eleven-year-old asked plaintively. It was nearly full dark on our last night of vacation and we were about halfway to Moira's house, rattling and belching smoke down the old state highway.
"Because you're a whore, and whores don't need panties when they're working," Moira replied. She was in a good mood tonight and you could hear the smile in her voice, but there was some steel lurking behind the smile and it was to that Karen reacted. I saw her chin tremble in the dash lights. They flickered and sometimes went out entirely when the car hit a bump.
"But I thought..." Karen's voice was rising and I put a gentle, restraining hand on her tan thigh. She was wearing her new outfit, a flaring, pleated denim miniskirt in cornflower blue. Her top was watered silk, cut low in front and lower in back, spaghetti-strapped, white with a faint pattern of vines and flowers. The light fabric showed off her tan to good advantage. Her sun-streaked blonde hair spilled loose over the golden skin of her bare shoulders and arms. Jenny had thought the top a bit too old for Karen when we'd found it at the outlet mall, but had relented on the condition that her older daughter wear it with a camisole. And, eyeing the eleven-year-old's perky nipples outlined through the thin fabric, she'd told the child that it was probably time to go shopping for lingerie when we got back home.
Now Karen twisted in her seat to look at me. Her eyes were shiny in the near-dark. "I thought you said this was my party."
"Actually, sweetie, what I said was you're going to be the guest of honor. And you are." I idly caressed Renee's chest as I spoke. She was wearing a tie-dyed strapless sundress we'd found in a cheesy hippie emporium tucked back off the main tourist strip. It was a cheap, thin cotton, and probably wouldn't survive too many washings but it had only been a few bucks and it looked very cute. It was dark purple at the hem, lightening to a pale pink at the elastic bodice. Small yellow, orange, and red sunbursts splashed across the dress front and back. I had my fingers inside the loose elastic, gently tweaking the third-grader's nipples and rubbing the pads of puppyfat they rode atop. She had her head leaned back in the crook of my shoulder. Her brown hair was frizzy from the humidity. It tickled against my jawline. Her eyes were black in the dimness, her full lips gently pursed. She made little hums of pleasure deep in her throat as I touched her. Her left hand rested lightly on the stiff bulge my erection made in my shorts. She pressed down lightly, then used just her fingertips to trace the length of the shaft. I sighed in pleasure, kissing the top of her head to encourage her to continue. Traffic was sparse on the old two-lane and it was nearly night anyway, but it was still a delightful thrill to be engaged in mutual fondling with the nine-year-old in public.
I hadn't been sure that Jenny and Rob would go for letting the girls stay away overnight on the last night of our vacation. Moira had been on her best behavior when we all went out to dinner several days ago. They had seemed to like her, and they had accepted our tale of how Karen tripped and fell while running in the parking lot to explain her scraped palms and skinned knees and the obvious pain she was in. Karen had confirmed the story, if monosyllabically, and had spent dinner shifting gingerly from cheek to cheek on the hard benches at the crab shack. The next day, of course, she had felt a lot worse. Her bandaged scrapes weren't so bad but her entire body ached, most of all her stretched, abused preteen vagina. She felt bruised inside and out, and every time she moved her legs or even breathed deeply her badly mauled clitoris throbbed dully. But concealment had become second nature to her and she hid the extent of her discomfort from her parents. I watched her closely at first and only the occasional wince or sharp catch of her breath betrayed her, so gradually I relaxed. She complained to Jenny of a twisted knee to get ibuprofen for a couple of days and that helped some as well.
I'd broached the idea of the party midweek. It was ostensibly a gathering of Moira's college buddies to watch the bowl game. The team had broken a years-long losing streak, so it was a big deal if you cared about that kind of thing, which I pretended to, a little. Moira had invited all of us, I said, but she also wanted to know if she could "hire" the girls to help out with serving snacks and such. She offered to pay them, even. Just five dollars an hour, but not bad money if you're nine and eleven. I knew Jenny and Rob cared even less for football than I did, so it wasn't much of a gamble to include them in the invitation. They declined but then I suggested that I could take the girls and we could have a sleepover at Moira's after the game, giving their parents the condo to themselves for one last long nap, nudge-nudge wink-wink, before we had to head back home. It had taken some more talk and a phone call to Moira to discuss ground rules, but they'd finally agreed. Rob was worried that a crowd of college students watching a football game would get too rowdy for the girls, but Moira had reassured him that her crew was pretty laid-back and there would be other kids there. That was stretching a bit, though it was true that some of the invitees would be bringing high-school-aged younger brothers. In any case, I promised to keep an eye on things and put the girls to bed if it seemed to be getting wild.
The girls had reacted characteristically - Renee jumping around with enthusiasm and Karen with more restraint. I'd emphasized to Karen the next day that the football and the job was just a cover story for a party where she would be, yes, the guest of honor. She knew that, of course, but it reinforced once again that she was actively lying to her parents, working together with me to keep the truth of her new life from them.
I hadn't gone into any details about what "guest of honor" entailed.
Later I'd tried to talk to her further, to apologize for letting things get so out of hand with Dr. K. We'd been desultorily working on a sandcastle while Jenny, Rob, and Renee played in the gentle surf. She just closed down, though, when I raised the subject. "It was my fault," she said, looking down at her delicate toes digging in the warm sand. "I thought he was creepy but I went with him anyway." I started to protest - after all, I had pretty much pimped her to the fat pervert, but she cut me off. She raised her head to look at me, and there was something so hard and empty in the child's wide blue eyes, so incongruous with her undefined features, that I fell silent. She said harshly, "That's what can happen when you're a whore," and looked away.
I felt almost abashed. "Okay," I said, "you're right. And now that Moira's shown you what to do and how to turn tricks, from now on you get to decide." I leaned forward and pressed my palm briefly against the warm, yielding crotch of her swimsuit. Karen jumped and shuddered slightly. "From now on nothing goes in that babycunt unless you say so." The child kept her head turned away. There was tension in her jawline and neck and perhaps her eyes were shiny. When she made no response, I sat back and dropped the subject.
But now she tossed my words back at me. "You promised," she said. "I'm still sore. Everywhere, not just my c-cunt. You promised it was up to me."
"I know, sweetie." I put my arm around the eleven-year-old's skinny back, gently squeezing her forearm and pulling her to me. I bent to speak into her ear, smelling the delicate fragrance of her baby shampoo and the eau de toilette that Jenny had let her dab on for the special occasion. "But no one's saying you have to fuck. Moira just wants your panties. And she arranged this party just for you. You're her whore tonight so you should do what she says." I gently licked at the child's ear and nibbled her tender lobe. I was hard already from the willing access Karen's younger sister was giving me to her boobies, but the scent of her and the sexy way she shivered when I puffed air in her ear made me swell against my briefs. "Go on, now."
Karen made a noise in her throat like a soft whimpering sigh, but she lifted her butt off the cracked duct tape that crisscrossed the seat. She reached under her short skirt and with an awkward shimmy tugged a scrap of white fabric into view. She pressed her legs together and rolled her panties down her thighs until they bound her bent knees together in front of the dash. "Good girl, thank you," I kissed her cheek and finished the job for her, leaning forward to pull the fabric down her calves and lift her feet to free them.
"But why can't I keep them on?" Karen asked again.
"Number one, we want them to stay nice and clean. You don't want Daddy to find cunt juice or squirt all over them when he does the laundry, do you?" In the dim green dash light I saw Karen gulp at the thought. She shook her head vigorously. I continued before it occurred to her the same reasoning applied to all the rest of her clothing. She'd find out soon enough. "Number two -" I raised the fabric, still warm from her body, to my face and inhaled deeply and ostentatiously. "- everyone loves the smell of your whore babycunt!" Karen blushed, but she smiled shyly. In her mind such statements had become praise, the kind of praise and validation she had always craved from adults. "Well, almost everyone." I pushed the tangled underwear into her younger sister's face. Renee twisted her head away with a muffled "uh-uh!" sound. "But Moira really loves it," I continued, handing her Karen's underwear, "and it's a little tough for her to smell it from the source while she's driving." Moira and I chuckled together.
Karen's panties were damp and smelled mostly of perspiration but there was a tantalizing undertone of her juicy preteen sex. Moira pressed them to her face and sniffed loudly. "Mmm, babycunt! Mmm, mmm, good!" she declared. Renee leaned forward and looked on with fascinated disgust as she realized the young woman was sucking on her big sister's underwear. Karen squirmed. The destroyed upholstery was itchy and uncomfortable against her bared butt and the fabric of her skirt was rough against her still-sensitive labia.
Moira took a last sniff and let the fifth-grader's panties fall into her lap. "I'm sorry your cunt's still botherin' you. I got somethin' here that'll help." She reached down to rummage in her purse on the floorboards and came up with a small plastic tube. "Athletes use this when they get sore. I'll numb you up a little, make you feel better. Hold out your hands, honey." When Karen obeyed, Moira thumbed the flip-top cap and squirted a generous portion of thick white cream into her palms. It smelled strongly of mint and Karen looked down at it dubiously. "Go ahead, now," Moira insisted. "Rub it in good. Get your little button, too."
Karen slumped slightly in the seat and let her knees fall open, using thumb and forefinger to flip up her denim skirt and expose her bald preteen vulva. She used both hands to smear the cream all around her crotch, gingerly using two fingers to thickly coat her sore clitoris. She even rolled her right index finger in her left palm to coat it and carefully inserted it into herself, wincing and groaning softly at the painful penetration, her first in over a week.
Moira was right. Almost instantly Karen felt better. The constant ache in her genitals faded. The warm, sticky air blowing through the car felt suddenly cooling on the skin where she had spread the cream. Wiping her hands clean on the seat, she pulled her skirt higher, slumping down and hooking her heels on the edge of the seat. She let her knees fall open, sighing and spreading her skinny naked thighs as widely as she could.
But after a few seconds, the cool feeling got stronger. The numbness was replaced by a slight tingling, starting on her bald labia and spreading up to her mound and her clitoris. At first it felt pleasant, but it rapidly grew in intensity. Karen shifted on the seat, trying to get more air flowing across her heating little quim, but to no avail. Sweat popped out on her forehead and upper lip as her discomfort increased. Her hands danced in the air, brushing over her exposed spread thighs but not quite touching her center. It wasn't until she made a soft sound, a little whine, that I noticed her distress. "It's...oh, it's...hot...ooh, ow, ow!" Karen moaned more loudly as the tingling escalated rapidly to stinging. "Gah! Guh...ow!" She gasped and shivered as her diaphragm spasmed, forcing the breath out of her. She writhed on the seat. The feeling of heat got more and more intense. Her inner passage where she had applied the cream felt sandpapered, swollen and raw. Her clitty was worse. The bruised flesh where Dr. K had brutally mauled it felt like it was splitting open. She was burning!
"What the hell...?" I exclaimed. I reached over the squirming, half-naked child to pick up the tube of cream. I squinted at it in the dim light. "Shit! Moira - this stuff is loaded with capsaicin!"
Moira turned and looked dead at me over Karen's head. A mean smile tugged at one corner of her mouth. "Oops." Karen was starting to flail around in the seat, and Moira pushed her roughly against me. "I'm trying to drive here," she said, and looked forward again.
Karen was accustomed to a certain amount of pain whenever she had intercourse. Starting from the day I had deflowered her on her family room couch her vagina had been stretched to the limit to accommodate adult-sized penises. But that pain was followed by the wonderful explosion of orgasmic pleasure she had come to need so desperately, and indeed the two had become inextricably linked in her immature mind. This was different. She wasn't aroused, at least, no more than the past months of repeated sexual and mental abuse had led her to be nearly every waking minute. She was just burning. Tears sprang to her eyes. "Ow! OwwwwWWW! It HURTS! AIIGH!" Her hands flapped in the air, waving over her tortured genitals. "YIII!" She slapped her prominent bare mons convulsively, like she was trying to beat out flames. The slap made the burning recede for just a second, so she did it again. "YIII!" Then she lost control, smacking her hands repeatedly against her tiny bald snatch. Her cries got louder and more hysterical. "HUUH, HUUH, AIIEGH, OOOOOW!" She dug the fingers of both hands into her slit, crazily trying to find the pain and pull it out.
I had to restrain her before she really injured herself. I grabbed her and pulled her into my lap. I pinned her hands to her sides, holding tight as she thrashed against me and sobbed wildly. Her feet kicked out, thumping against the dash and the floorboards as her bare legs flashed and she thrust her crotch up uncontrollably. Renee shrank back against the door. One tiny nipple peeked unnoticed from the top of her dress as she stared at her big sister with eyes wide and terrified.
This was far from the right time, but Karen's hot little ass bouncing against my lap had me at full hardness. I briefly entertained the idea of silencing her by freeing my swollen member from my shorts and thrusting it into her. Of course it would have had the opposite effect, not to mention getting some of the sports cream on my own tender bits. The fantasy was pleasant but the reality was Karen was incoherent with pain, frantic and out of control. She thrashed in my grip, sobbing and making little screams of agony as the chili extract worked on the clustered nerve endings of her most sensitive tissues. I held her tightly, sparing a quick look at her younger sister. Renee had curled herself into the furthest corner of the seat. Her face was pale and pinched with fear. "It's OK, sweetie," I tried to reassure her. "Karen'll be...ugh!...all right in a few minutes." I grunted as the fifth-grader's flailing heels caught me on the shin. Spittle flew from her lips as she howled. Her face was scarlet. The cords in her neck stood out like cables. I spread my legs and pushed her down from my lap to sit between my open thighs. I trapped her legs beneath my own so I could hold her mostly immobile. Her skirt rode up so it was her bare, hot buttocks that flexed and bounced against my crotch.
It was a very long ten minutes before the old blacktop took us into the small town where Moira attended college. We turned into the parking lot of her apartment complex. The lot was unpaved and lit by a pair of fading sodium-vapor security lights. There was a lot of trash strewn around and broken beer bottles glittered in the wan illumination. The buildings were generic 12-square three-story structures, rather neglected and worn from years of student tenancy.
Karen had exhausted herself. Her screams had faded to a low, steady moaning. Her head drooped forward. Her skirt was flipped up and she had watched in mounting horror as her vulva had swollen and flushed nearly purple from the chemical irritant. Her inner lips were thick, flowered open and speckled with what looked like hives. Her oversized clitoris stood out, bent unnaturally to one side. Clear fluid weeped from her vaginal opening. I had one arm clamped across her chest, restraining her arms, and with my other hand I stroked her forehead and hair. "You'll be OK," I reassured her, "It'll feel better soon." I murmured into one flushed ear, "We'll help you, but we have to walk now and you have to be quiet. If you scream someone might call the cops, and if you get arrested it'll be hours before anyone helps you, and your sister will get arrested too. I know you don't want that, do you?" The child was probably in too much pain to even notice my easy lie, but she nodded weakly, her head flopping forward and back. "Good. Renee and I will help you, but now we have to get out and walk."
I reached over and pushed the door open. "Renee, take your sister's hand." Together we climbed out of the car while Moira killed the engine and got out on the other side. Karen stood with difficulty. She tugged her miniskirt down to cover her preteen charms. Her features were pale and twisted in pain, her face and high forehead shiny with sweat in the uncertain light. I saw the muscles knot along her soft jawline. I took her other hand and together we started walking. Karen took little hobbling steps, trying to hold her hips and thighs as still as possible. With each footfall, a soft, snuffling whine forced itself past her clenched teeth. She squeezed my hand with all her childish strength.
Moira led us straight through the breezeway of one building and along a short, looping path until we arrived at the complex swimming pool. Like the parking lot the area was dim and somewhat neglected, though the water was clear and brightly lit from below. A chain-link gate stood open, a faded sign proclaiming "Pool Closes At Dusk" hanging askew. We walked through to the pool apron. "Renee, unbuckle your sister's shoes," I said. The nine-year-old looked at me quizzically, but bent to obey, her fingers fumbling with the straps. I dropped Karen's hand and stepped around behind her. I took a second to gather her loose, waist-length hair into a ponytail. "Raise your arms," I said and, grabbing the hem of her silk top and camisole together, lifted them up to her armpits, baring her puffy, tender nipples to the humid night air. At the same time, Moira tugged down on the fifth-grader's denim miniskirt and it fell in a puddle at her feet.
"Hey!" Karen exclaimed as it penetrated her suffering that she was suddenly naked. The warm, muggy air caressed her bare skin but lanced into the raw, inflamed tissues of her vulva and clitoris. Her exclamation was muffled as I forced her arms up and pulled her top over her head, finishing the job of stripping her.
"Get in the water now," I told her. "It's nice and cold and it will make the burning go away."
"But...I can't...naked...what if someone sees...?" Karen stammered.
"People swim naked here," Moira assured her breezily. "No one will mind." And with that she gave Karen a shove. Off-balance, the skinny fifth-grader tripped with one leg still tangled in her skirt, stumbled, and fell into the deep end of the pool with a splash. She surfaced screaming in shock. The water was indeed cold, but it was an instant blessed relief from the pain of her scalded genitals. Years of swimming lessons and her natural grace asserted themselves, and after a few seconds the naked child was treading water, looking up at us.
"You swim until you feel better, honey. We'll be back to get you in a while." And with that I stooped, gathered her clothing in one arm and took Renee's hand with the other. "And I've got some words for you, Missy!" I said sternly to Moira as we headed off to her apartment.
Karen stared at our retreating backs as her head bobbed at the surface of the water. All she could focus on was the agony in her crotch, but as she kicked her legs the blissfully cold water rushed over her. After a few moments, she rolled onto her side and into a freestyle stroke. There was nothing else to do.
Karen swum the length of the pool slowly, then kicked off and headed back the other way. She was an excellent swimmer. She'd been on the team for a year but she didn't really care for the competition. She was looking forward to getting her junior lifeguard certificate when she turned twelve. Now, overwhelmed by pain and the confusion of being suddenly stripped and tossed into the pool, she thought of nothing but swimming. Legs straight, toes pointed, hands cupped, stroke-stroke-stroke-breathe. Her world narrowed to the approaching wall, her controlled breathing, the muted splashing as she cut through the water. The frigid liquid felt delicious as it slid over her bare back and stomach, curled around her legs, churned and caressed and calmed the fading heat in her cunt, cooling all her secret places as it flowed into and over and through her. She relaxed into the familiar discipline, pulling herself harder and faster through the water until the blood hummed in her ears.
After several laps she stopped in the center of the pool. She trod water for a few seconds, panting and blowing, then lay onto her back and floated. She sculled her arms languorously, slowly propelling herself around in a circle. Her long, loose hair floated around her head in waving tendrils, like blonde seaweed. She looked down at her smooth, nude body. Only her toes, her prominent mound - freshly-depiliated by Dr. K, but her mind shied away from that memory - and her nipples poked out of the water. They stiffened with gooseflesh in the air.
Karen wiggled her toes, watching the ripples they made in the cold, clear water. Her nose was full of the scent of chlorine. She put her head back and looked straight up overhead. Her ears went under the water, muffling the sounds of the hot night - buzzing insects, a rumble of traffic on the nearby road, raucous laughter echoing from somewhere in the complex. A sliver of moon was visible overhead but no stars could be seen through the haze and the dim orange glow of the few functioning security lights. For a few moments she just relaxed, listening to the gentle movement of the water, feeling her bare chest expand and contract with her breathing, the cold water lapping soothingly at her labia. Then she rolled over and frog-kicked her way to the wall.
Holding on to the rounded rim of the pool, Karen looked around. The pool apron was empty. Apartment buildings surrounded it, set at odd angles. Some of the windows were uncurtained and Karen could see figures moving inside, washed in cheery, yellow lamplight. A man and a woman kissed. A little girl was setting the table with her mommy. A daddy sat on a couch watching tv, his arms around two little children. Karen started to lever herself out of the pool, but then she realized she had nowhere to go. She had no idea which apartment was Moira's and not even a whore could go knocking on random doors wet and naked. Her clothing had been taken from her. She was miles from her parents, hundreds of miles from home, lost. She was suddenly certain she had been forgotten. When she didn't return Mommy and Daddy would go home without her. She would be left here without clothes, without friends, without hope.
The eleven-year-old moaned as the strength went out of her and she slid back into the water. She folded her thin arms on the edge of the pool, dropped her head to rest on them, and wept bitterly. Her skinny shoulders heaved as she cried, shoulderblades poking out the tan skin. Her puffy pre-breasts pressed against the cool, cracked tiles of the pool wall.
Through her sobs, Karen heard footsteps approaching. She lifted her tearstained face and saw Moira looking down at her. The young woman had changed into a short, white terrycloth robe that bared her muscular legs to mid-thigh. Her brown curls were wet. She was carrying a large beach towel, but nothing for Karen to wear. There was no one with her - Karen's uncle was nowhere to be seen. "What's wrong, kitten?" Moira asked, not unkindly.
Karen slipped down until only her head and hands were above water. Her face was pale against the clear blue of the pool, her eyes round and wide. She was weak with relief but terrified now of being alone with Moira. "I thought...you left me," she managed to gasp out.
"Oh, no, kitten, we're all just getting ready for your party. Time for you to come in, now. Get on out of the water."
Karen closed her eyes. A minute ago she was longing to be somewhere else; now she wanted to stay here forever or at least until Moira went away. But she feared the consequences of disobedience more. She swallowed hard and pulled herself up out of the pool. She stood naked before Moira, looking up at her. Water dripped off her slender, undeveloped body. The skin of her face was tight and despite the warm night she was shivering with anxiety. Moira shook the towel out and started drying Karen, touching her impersonally. Karen couldn't help but flinch away from her.
Moira looked at her quizzically. "What's the matter, kitten? You scared?" Karen nodded, her chin wobbling, near tears. "You scared of me? How come?"
"You...you HURT me!" Karen burst out, then gasped and raised her fists to her chin, as if tensing against a blow.
"Aw, I'm real sorry about that, kitten," Moira said sweetly. Her voice sounded sincere. "It was just supposed to be a little joke. I had no idea it would hurt like that, I swear." Her accent got thicker as she spoke cajolingly to the preteen.
"Not just now, you hit me before!" Karen knew she should keep quiet, but she couldn't help herself. She had a preadolescent's strong sense of fairness and Moira had outraged it.
"Yeah, well, sometimes I get angry." Moira tossed her head. "But I made ya feel good, too, didn't I? Didn't you like the way I ate your little pussy on the beach?" Karen blushed, remembering the delicious feeling of Moira's lips on her clitoris, and the naughty pleasure of being fingerbanged by her, naked in the back seat of her car. Moira stepped forward and this time Karen stood still as the tall young woman gently rubbed the towel against her wet skin. Her body was coming alive to the feeling of standing naked outside. For a fleeting moment she almost regretted there was no one else to see.
Moira took Karen's hand and led her away from the pool, sitting her down on the edge of a chaise lounge. She sat down behind the naked eleven-year-old and began brushing out Karen's waist-length blonde hair. She was extraordinarily gentle and Karen couldn't help but start to relax back into her touch.
"How's your cunt feel, kitten? All better?"
The dirty slang term for her privates no longer fazed Karen, no more than sitting naked outside in a strange place with her privates on full display, no more than being with an adult who had fingered and kissed and licked those privates days before, no more than being asked such a personal question by someone she didn't even like. She wriggled experimentally, pressing her vulva against the chair's plastic webbing. "It doesn't sting anymore. I'm still a little sore from...you know, the other day."
"I got just the thing for that...no, really," Moira laughed as Karen stiffened and jerked her head around in alarm. She pulled something from her pocket but it was difficult to see in the dim light. Karen leaned forward, then blinked at the sudden flare of a lighter. Moira had a funny-looking cigarette between her lips. "You ever toke up, kitten?"
"Toke?" Karen echoed dumbly. "You mean like...drugs?"
"Now, you ain't gonna be a silly little kid about this, are ya? Ain't nothin' wrong with a little pot, no matter what bullshit they tell ya in school."
Karen had indeed sat through a D.A.R.E. unit earlier in the school year, but before she could say anything Moira touched the lighter flame to the end of the twist of paper in her mouth. It glowed orange as she inhaled. She held her breath briefly and then blew out, wreathing their heads in thick, sweet-smelling smoke. It tickled Karen's sinuses. She wrinkled her nose and waved her hand in the air. Moira took the joint from between her lips and held it out. "You try it. Go ahead."
Karen wanted to demur but she heard something in Moira's tone that warned her not to. Obediently she took the joint and put it to her lips but she couldn't figure out how to smoke it. Her throat closed up and the smoke went up into her sinuses. She choked and her eyes watered.
Moira took the joint back. "I'll help ya. This here's called a 'shotgun'." She moved closer to Karen on the chair, their bare knees touching. "Now when I blow, you suck. Breathe in until your lungs are full, then hold it in as long as you can, okay?"
Karen nodded. She was fascinated to watch Moira turn the joint around and put it lit-end-first into her mouth. "How come it doesn't burn her?" she thought, but then Moira put her hand on the back of Karen's neck and gently pulled the preteen's face towards her own until their lips were almost touching. Her robe fell open as she leaned forward and Karen saw she wasn't wearing anything underneath it. Karen wondered if she would get breasts like that, full and round with brown, pointy nipples, but then her face was full of smoke. She didn't want to anger Moira so she inhaled, hard, until her lungs would hold no more. She clapped one hand over her mouth. The smoke filled her chest, roiling and expanding and pushing against her throat. In just a few seconds it exploded out of her. She bent forward, wracked with uncontrollable coughing. Drool sprayed on the pavement between her bare feet. It seemed like forever before she got herself under control. She became aware of Moira's warm hand stroking the knobs of her spine, the chair's webbing against her chubby cuntlips as she leaned forward, the rough concrete warm on her soles. Her throat felt raw and hot but as soon as she pushed herself upright Moira pulled her close and did it again. This time she managed to hold the smoke in a little longer, but the coughing fit when it came hurt her scraped throat more.
Karen sat up, blinking in the yellow-eorange sodium light. It seemed brighter somehow and she noticed how the air shimmered with humidity. She heard the soft tinking sound, high overhead, of bugs flying into the bulbs. A warm breeze puffed against her and her skin prickled all over. Her nipples stiffened and she gasped in sudden, unexpected pleasure. Moira put a hand on her bony shoulder and leaned in close. Her green eyes looked enormous. Karen couldn't look away. Expecting another shotgun, she opened her mouth but Moira's other hand went around the back of her neck and pulled their faces together. Their lips touched.
Karen's eyes widened in shock. In the months since she had experienced her first orgasm, tied naked to a chair in her little sister's bedroom, she had fucked more times than she could count, with her uncle and with maybe twenty strangers besides. At age eleven she had already had more partners than most adult women would in their entire lives. But the only sex thing she had ever done with her mouth was put a cock in it (well, and her sister's cunny those two times). She had never been kissed. With the marijuana heightening her perceptions, Moira's lips moving against hers were a revelation. She groaned involuntarily into the older woman's mouth. Her tummy went all fluttery and her nipples stiffened further to a pleasant ache. Moira's tongue flicked out, rasping gently across her lips and moving between her teeth. Karen sucked against the gentle pressure of intrusion, savoring the warmth and supple roughness. It tasted delicious.
"Oh, geez," Karen breathed as Moira sucked on her bottom lip. She gasped as sharp little canines nipped and a spike of pleasure shot straight through her. She felt her pulse in her heating little snatch and her toes curled against the pavement. Her skin burned beneath Moira's touch as her hands moved around to her front. She yipped softly as Moira tugged in turn on both stiff, puffy nips.
When Moira broke their kiss some unknowable time later, Karen's heart was pounding and she was panting with preteen lust. Her eyes were glazed, her lips swollen and bee-stung. Her cunt felt hot and wet and juicy. Her thoughts were racing in circles; somewhere in the back of her head she knew this wasn't smart, that Moira was dangerous, but that voice was overwhelmed by the buzzing need welling up from her button. Karen had no way of knowing it was the effects of the marijuana intensifying her senses and confusing her thoughts. She simply surrendered to her body as she had become conditioned to, as she had been taught a whore should.
Moira opened her robe completely and leaned against the chair's angled back, spreading her legs around Karen and arching her back. Karen's gaze was transfixed on her breasts, so round and full and unlike Karen's own undeveloped chest. Without conscious volition Karen saw her own hands come up and cup them, gently squeezing each boob in turn. They were warm. "Mmm, yeah, kitten, play with my titties if you want. Oh, yeah. Pull on my nips, pull on them you little whore, ahhh..."
Karen giggled. "Pull on my nips," she echoed, then exclaimed "Oh!" as Moira did, almost too hard. Moira's inner labia were open and glistening in the dim light. Karen could smell her, spicy and pungent. She could feel her own cunny starting to leak. She squeezed her skinny naked thighs together, trying to get some friction against her oversized clitoris. She made a little groan of frustration as Moira stopped fondling her and pushed her own hands away.
Moira stood, belting her robe loosely. She dipped into her pocket and pulled out...something. Karen blinked her eyes, trying to focus as Moira held it out. Karen's brain seemed to be working in slow motion and her body lagged even further behind. It was a dog collar, a collar and a leash, and before Karen could react Moira had fastened the black leather snugly around her thin neck and was using it to pull her to her feet. "Can't have you getting lost," she chuckled as she sauntered out the pool gate and along the path to one of the apartment buildings, pulling the naked fifth-grader gently along in her wake. The leash jingled.
Karen stumbled on the cracked pathway. Her body felt light and her toes a long ways away and she kept her head down, watching carefully where she stepped. The leash caught the light as it swung back and forth across her vision. She didn't notice when Moira halted and bumped right into her. She stepped back, giggling, and realized they were standing in front of a young man. He was tall and skinny with long, very black hair, dressed in ragged denim shorts and a black tshirt. He had a thin strip of beard down the center of his chin. He was staring at Karen with disbelief and hunger, and she felt herself flushing slightly all over with excitement and a little embarrassment, though it didn't even enter her drug-addled mind to cover up. "Dang, Moy," the young man said. "Who's your little, uh, pet?"
"You're comin' over to watch the game, right, Carl? This here's our guest of honor. Introduce yourself, kitten." Moira gave a little jerk on the leash.
Karen looked up at Carl; for this, at least, she knew what was expected of her. "My name's Karen," she said, her high, childish voice sounding a little echoey in her ears. "I'm Karen and I'm a whore." For some reason Carl thought that was funny. He guffawed and grabbed Karen's wrist, raising her hand to his face and sniffing deeply. Karen's blush erupted in full force, her face flaming, because she suddenly realized that the whole way from the pool she had been rubbing her cunny! She remembered Hallowe'en when her only costume was body paint on her bare skin. Just like then, she was masturbating herself in public, heedless of anyone who might see.
Carl held her hand to the light. Her fingers were shiny with her juices. The blush spread to her ears and down her neck to her chest and she did an unconscious wriggling dance of embarrassment, hopping from foot to bare foot, feeling her baby honey squish out of her as she squeezed her thighs together. "It's true," she thought to herself. "I'm a whore, a total whore." Nine weeks ago on that chilly October night her embarrassment had turned to despair, but now it was different. Even wearing a collar, even being walked on a leash like a dog, without even the protection of a concealing paint job, she was a whore and proud of it. She wasn't afraid. She knew how to find men to fuck. She had done it, and she knew when she got home she would do it again. Instead of despair, what she felt was defiance.
As Carl held her wrist up and licked greedily at her fingers, Karen spread her stance wider on the uneven path. "Yeah, I'm a whore," she said, looking up right into his eyes. She was still blushing but her high voice was firm. "Look at my hot babycunt." She slid her other hand down between her legs, fingers stiff and cupped together. She gasped and her knees trembled as she rubbed at her slick clitoris. It swelled further beneath her touch. She opened her legs wider still, bending her knees slightly and pushing her hairless mons forward. "Touch my babycunt," she said, her eyes darting back and forth between the two adults, Carl's bemused stare and Moira's smirk. "Go on, touch it. Touch my babycunt. Touch my babycunt." Her voice got breathier as she chanted. Her fingers moved faster and faster, making a slick sound as she flicked her oversized clitty from side to side. Preadolescent sex juices oozed out of her tight little hole, coating her hand and tickling her sensitive skin as they dripped down her thighs.
Then it happened. "Ah, ah, ah! Touch my...ah! babycunt. Ah, ah, no, no, oh, ooh, OH! OH! OH!" It wasn't a big orgasm, but it had been building since Moira had kissed her. Her vision went gray and her knees buckled. For a second all she could hear was the pounding of her heart and her harsh panting. Carl's hand around her wrist kept her from falling over. She took a deep breath, then another as she got her feet back under her. She brushed her blonde hair back from her face, smearing her own cunt juice on her cheek, and looked up at him again.
"Dang," he repeated. His gaze roved over Karen's nude, diminutive form, her straight figure and hairless, undeveloped vulva. "How old is she, anyway?"
"What's that?" Moira answered. "I couldn't hear you."
"I said...oh." Carl rolled his eyes. "Yeah, I'll be by." He glanced at his watch. "Kickoff's in about half an hour. See you then." And he strolled off, chuckling.



Part 23 (Karen's Party 2)
M+g, Fg, ped, mast, oral, prost, bond, humil, forced-exhib, nc, reluc, cons, booze and pot, dissociative mental state

"Well, what do you think?"
From where I lay sprawled across Moira's bed, I could see Karen's reflection staring dazedly back at herself. She was seated in a wicker chair in front of the vanity. Except for the bright bulbs around the mirror, the only other light in the room was a dim reading lamp with a red scarf tossed over it on the nightstand. Moira stood behind Karen, putting the finishing touches on the fifth-grader's hair. She had changed her white terrycloth robe for a thin, royal-blue satin wrap - still with nothing underneath - and a pair of strappy sandals, and then had spent the past half hour deftly making up Karen's face.
Karen's lashes were jet-black, thick and curled. Her blue eyes were dramatically set off by a careful blending of eyeshadow colors. The lines of her nose and cheekbones were sharply accented with two different shades of blush. She had squirmed and giggled when Moira had used the same brush to add color to her puffy, cherry-sized nipples and her smooth, hairless labia. Her mouth shone with Moira's glossy red lipstick. Her normally-straight blonde hair curled around her face and tumbled down her back in loose waves. Several colorfully-wrapped mini-braids dangled on both sides of her oval face. Now, as Moira swept the curls back with her fingers, I could see the only garment my niece was wearing, a black leather dog collar. The chain lead was looped around one of the posts topping the chair's backrest, tethering her with enough slack to turn in the chair but not enough to stand. Karen's ankles were crossed, the painted toenails of one bare, thin foot just brushing the worn beige shag carpeting.
There was another knock at the front door of the apartment, followed by the slap of Renee's sandaled feet running from the kitchen, where we had given her the task of pouring chips and pretzels into plastic bowls and setting them out. I heard the door open, then the third-grader's high voice welcoming the new arrival. She was taking her responsibilities as hostess seriously.
Karen had already been pretty thoroughly ripped when Moira brought her in from the pool, tugging her into the apartment by the leash attached to the snug black leather dog collar. Moira had lit another joint while she worked, alternately passing it to me and blowing shotguns into the child's face. When Karen complained of cottonmouth Moira had given her one and then a second malt beverage, which the eleven-year-old had guzzled as if they were the grape soda they tasted like. Karen was a lightweight, literally - she probably weighed 75 pounds at the most - and the alcohol and marijuana had swept away what little modesty and self-control she still had. Now she swayed in the seat, thighs scissoring open and closed as her right hand idly stroked her bare vulva. She'd been masturbating like that since she first sat down; she seemed not even to be aware she was doing it. Her thighs and her puffy, irritated labia were shiny with her secretions. There was a dark, spreading stain on the chair's thin cushion and even on the other side of the room I caught a faint whiff of aroused preteen pussy. Occasionally Karen's eyelids would flutter closed in pleasure as her slimed fingers brushed over her swollen, glistening clitoris, and with enough coaxing she followed Moira's instructions to close her eyes, look up, purse her lips and the like, but for the most part she just watched her transformation with a goofy, stoned half-smile.
At last Moira was satisfied. She unlooped the dog lead from the chair and pulled gently. Karen's head rolled to the side from the pressure of the leather digging into her neck and she came shakily to her feet. Moira put her hands on the naked fifth-grader's bony shoulders and spun her to face me. "What do you think?" she repeated.
What I thought was evident from the tent in my shorts. I stroked my hand over the outline of my stiff shaft. Even though her face looked like it belonged to a fashion model twice her age, the contrast between it and Karen's childish, barely-developed body made her look if anything younger than her eleven years. But there was no trace of the naive, innocent girl she had been just six months ago. She looked every inch the sex-obsessed child prostitute I had convinced her she was destined to be. My breath caught in my throat and my pecker strained against my zipper as I recalled the innumerable times I had sunk into her hot, grasping, oh-so-tight juvenile hole. Whether lubricated only by her own flood of pubescent love honey or augmented with the semen of ten or a dozen others before me, the only thing I enjoyed as much as her tight, supple vaginal muscles squeezing and twisting around my adult hardness was the feeling of penetrating her younger sister's ass.
Karen's head bobbed slightly in time to some music only she could hear. She cupped her palm over her prominent mound and slid her middle finger up and down the shiny, moist furrow between her rouged and reddened bald labia. It made a soft, sticky sound. Moira's hands were drifting down from the girl's shoulders to her erect, puffy nipples when Renee walked into the bedroom. "I've got all the bowls filled and you told me to tell you when it was ten minutes before seven...Karen!" She broke off when she spied her older sister standing naked in the center of the room. She ran and flung her arms around the taller girl in a fierce hug.
Renee had been present throughout Karen's unconventional sexual education. Her own had proceeded in tandem, gentler but no less unconventional, so she no longer saw anything unusual about the eleven-year-old exposing herself and masturbating in front of adults. But Karen had been in terrible pain when Renee saw her last as a result of Moira's practical joke. While the younger girl accepted my explanation that Moira had skills that Karen needed to learn in order to satisfy the voracious sexual appetite I had found and encouraged in her, she didn't like or trust my erstwhile lover. She had been worried about her sister.
Karen responded slowly as the warmth of her little sister's body penetrated her drug-hazed mind. She extracted her right arm from between their bodies to wrap her sister in a full-body hug. Renee was just exactly a head shorter; Karen's chin rested atop her wavy brown hair. Renee's face was turned towards me, her eyes closed. "I love you, Karen. Wow, you look so pretty. Are you OK?"
Karen nodded slowly. "Love you, too," she murmured thickly. Her hands wandered up and down Renee's back over the elastic of her tie-dyed sundress. Then she squeezed harder as her thin frame began to move against her sister's stockier form.
Renee squirmed in her big sister's suddenly tight embrace and pushed away. She looked down at herself with an expression of perplexed dismay. Her innie bellybutton was outlined in a fresh wet spot on the thin fabric of her dress. Freed from the hug, Karen's right hand moved back between her legs. She bent her knees for better access, heedless of the obscene display as she used two fingers to spread her labia wide. She giggled, then sighed as her middle finger pressed her swollen, blood-flushed clitty. "Karen!" Renee burst out as she realized the stain on her clothing was from Karen's leaking cunny. She lifted the wet fabric up to her face and sniffed it, exposing her sturdy bare legs and a flash of pale pink panties. She wrinkled her nose in disgust. "You yucky whore!" Karen just giggled again, a far cry from her response to that epithet in days gone by. Her eyes were deeply bloodshot beneath drooping eyelids. She was completely toasted.
I spoke up. "Is everybody here, Renee?"
"Lotsa people. Joey and I forget what his brother's name is, they brought a cooler. He let me try to lift it but I can't. He put it in the kitchen, is that OK?"
"Perfect. I think it's time to introduce Karen to all the other party guests, don't you?"
Taking my cue, Moira gently pulled Karen's right hand away from her crotch. Karen licked her lips, her childish brow lowered and her mouth worked as if she were figuring out a very complicated problem. When her half-hearted effort to free her wrist failed, without looking up or opening her eyes her left hand stole to her sticky mound to replace it. Moira took her left wrist as well, holding the child's hands away from her body. Karen struggled a little harder now, then leaned forward and pressed herself against Moira's muscular leg. "Huh...uh-huh...uh-huh..." She made little grunting sounds and her naked back and ass undulated slowly as she hunched her hairless cunt against Moira, rucking up the satin wrap.
"Christ a-mighty," Moira laughed helplessly. With both her hands holding both of Karen's it was a stalemate. "Go in my nightstand drawer, will you?" she spoke to no one in particular. I rolled over on the bed and opened the drawer. It proved to contain an assortment of sex toys - or at least I assumed some of them were sex toys, I couldn't really see how they would work but I didn't know what else they could be - and a handful of zip ties.
"Heyyyy..." Karen protested mildly when she felt the plastic strip pull tight around her wrists. It took a moment before she realized that her hands were secured behind her back. With her own hands no longer occupied in restraining the child, Moira spun her around and added another tie around her forearms. Karen grunted as her shoulders were pulled back uncomfortably, forcing her to arch her back and push out her undeveloped chest. The slightly stressed position emphasized the still-childish curve of her belly. She started to whine and struggle harder, twisting her hands and torso in a futile effort to reach her bindings. I ushered Renee out of the room as Moira pulled Karen's leash taut, cutting her voice off in a choked squeak.
The living room was full of men. Well, from my perspective they were mostly boys, college boys Moira's age, though a handful looked younger. There were a couple that were older, including one balding fellow with a neat salt-and-pepper beard. He was accompanied by two boys, one maybe 15, the other looking barely older than Karen herself. Dress was for the most part tshirts, shorts, flip-flops and ball caps. Nearly everyone had a beer, and there was a slight odor of pot hanging in the air. The a/c was running full blast but having a hard time keeping up with this many bodies. There was a buzz of conversation as they watched the pregame show on a large flatscreen tv hanging over the fake fireplace, where an announcer babbled over the crowd noise of a packed stadium.
I collected a beer for myself and a Dr. Pepper for Renee before settling us in an overstuffed wing chair off to one side of the large room. It was crowded with a mismatched assortment of chairs and two sofas. They were all occupied save one: a low wicker bench in front of the hearth, turned away from the television, facing all the other seating. Besides the tv and what spilled out of the adjoining kitchen, the only light in the room was a single track spot that illuminated the wicker bench. The lighting muted the generic landlord white of the walls and the rather hideous mustard-rust-dun of the stained and well-worn carpeting.
Moira came in from the hallway. She was holding the leash pulled taut, its other end out of sight down the hall. She tugged gently at first, then with a no-nonsense jerk Karen stumbled into view. Conversation in the room died as all eyes turned to see a naked preteen, arms bound tight behind her, tethered to Moira by the collar pressing into the skin of her neck. Karen strained back against the leash, digging her bare heels into the carpet but off-balance from her restraints. Even from the far side of the room I could see how she paled when confronted by the crowd of adult men. Her eyes went wide, showing bloodshot white all the way around her dilated pupils. Two smudges of pink appeared high on her painted cheekbones. Her puffy nipples poked out and the inverted vee of her ribcage rose and fell as she gasped for breath.
* * *
Karen's dazed brain was reeling with shock at being so suddenly exposed to a roomful of strangers. The fog of arousal that had sustained her self-confidence blew away, leaving her chilled and gasping. Moira was speaking. "Everyone, I'd like you to meet our guest of honor for tonight. Introduce yourself, kitten."
Karen gulped, feeling her face heat. She opened her mouth, but nothing came out. She stood there gaping at the crowded room until Moira jerked impatiently at her leash. That produced a choking gasp and the pressure on her throat finally prodded her to speak. In a quavering voice she stammered, "I'm K...Karen and...and I'm a...a whore." Her voice echoed in her ears, sounding strange and far-away.
Karen flinched back as the room erupted in cheers. Several of the grownups got up and came over to where she stood naked. She shrank away but the leash brought her up short. They surrounded her, cutting off her view of the room. She was panting with fear as hands went all over her bare body, stroking her back, her shoulders, her belly, her face and mouth, pulling and pinching her nipples. She jumped as her ass cheeks were spread apart and a finger probed her anus. Another pressed on her clitoris, making her gasp and shudder as pleasure lanced through her fear. She didn't feel like a whore now. A whore was bold and sexy and in control, but Karen only felt trapped, trapped and scared. She was a scared little girl and she was alone.
"OK guys, that's enough, y'all sit down." Reluctantly, the men went back to their seats. Moira led the trembling naked child to the wicker bench at the front of the room. "Karen has very kindly agreed to be our whore for the evening, but she made some conditions. She's been fucking a lot this last week, and her cunt is pretty sore, isn't that right, kitten?" Karen managed a shaky nod, flinching again as derisive laughter filled the room.
"How many?" someone called out. Karen's eyes were fixed on her toes so she didn't see who, but Moira jerked hard again on her collar.
"Carl asked you a question, kitten. How many guys have you fucked?"
Karen couldn't make herself look up. Somehow, the answer didn't seem something to be proud of just now. "I...I don't know," she whispered. Tears gathered in her eyes and she blushed as the room exploded again in whooping and cheers.
"Ain't that somethin'?" Moira's voice sounded from behind her. "She just started fucking a few weeks ago and already she's lost count, the silly whore. Anyways, we wanna take it easy on her hot little pussy so rule one is, you do not talk about Fight Club." There was a puzzled silence. "Just kidding. Rule one is, no penetration durin' the game." As she spoke, she pressed on Karen's quaking shoulders, pushing her down onto the center of the low bench seat. Her bound arms slid behind the backrest. The wicker felt rough and scratchy against her naked butt. "Rule two is, don't forget to tip your whore." Moira turned and took a large vase with a wide mouth of the mantelpiece and put it on the carpet next to the bench.
"If we can't fuck her, what good is she?" someone called out.
"She's gonna be our rabbit's foot for the game," Moira answered. "Y'all know what to do with a rabbit's foot, right?" She paused dramatically. "You rub it for luck!" Karen gasped and jumped in the chair as Moira's hands slid down her bare torso. She jerked forward as her nipples were flicked, but then fell back into the seat choking because Moira had shortened the lead to almost nothing and clipped it to the chair back. She moaned and pressed her knees together, twisting sideways as far as her bound arms and neck would let her and trying to curl into a ball.
"Uh-uh, that won't work," Moira said. She stepped around to the front of the bench and knelt. She grabbed one bare ankle and pulled, straightening Karen's leg out to one side and holding her foot over the arm of the bench. Karen winced as her hip joint protested. She slid down in the seat until she was sitting on her spine, the backrest hitched her armpits and her foot was almost at the height of her shoulders. There was a metallic racheting sound and the feel of cold metal on her ankle. Karen looked up, horrified to see a pair of handcuffs tethering her ankle to the arm of the bench.
"No, oh no, oh no, ohnonono," Karen whimpered as Moira took hold of her other ankle. She tried to kick out but she was already so restrained that it was useless. She felt herself being spread wide, cool air as her slit was pulled open, then another "snick!" Moira stood and stepped back, smiling at her handiwork. Karen's ankles were cuffed to the bench, her neck clipped to the back, her arms pinioned helplessly behind it. She was spread-eagled, her hairless cunt and anus open wide for the audience. The chrome handcuffs rattled against the wicker as she tried to kick but she had almost no slack. Her feet twisted, bare soles shining in the spotlight, toes curling and flexing in agitation. Her puffy, spread labia gleamed with moisture and the tendons on her inner thighs stood out taut, moving in her skinny legs as she strained. The muscles of her abdomen tensed as she twisted her torso from side to side, the bright light catching the fine hairs covering her baby six-pack. She fought for breath, choking against the leather collar digging into her neck.
Something inside Karen's intoxicated brain snapped as she struggled futilely against her bondage. Memories of the past months unreeled backwards behind her open, unseeing eyes. Prancing proudly naked around the beach; propositioning Mister Jim and riding his fat cock in the storage room; orgasming with her clitoris pressed against freezing metal; grinding her pussy against her little sister's protesting mouth; cold, rough stone digging into her back as one cock after another spurted hot cum down her throat and split her burning babycunt; Mister Nate's smile as he stripped her in his studio; screaming in shock and pain as a cock speared her for the very first time, stretching her labia impossibly wide; kneeling naked on wet grass, almost delirious with shame and need as her uncle's penis throbbed in her mouth; frantically, desperately masturbating night after night after night. It all fell away until she was back where she started - a scared little girl, tied naked to a chair.
"God, oh God, oh God, please," she begged silently. She couldn't help herself even though she knew it was useless. She knew God wouldn't answer her prayers. She knew He wanted her to get fucked, but it was all too much for her. "Please make it stop. Please make it go away. Please, God, please." Her head flopped back and her eyes clamped shut, hot tears squeezing out the corners and running down into her ears. "Huuuuh, uh-huuuuh, uh-huuuuh," she sniveled uncontrollably. She wanted to scream but like in nightmares she couldn't seem to get her breath. Her thighs ached as she strained to close them but it was impossible.
Karen sensed movement next to her. A shadow darkened the inside of her closed lids and before she could react, rough hands tangled in her hair and twisted her head to the side. Something warm and stiff slapped against one cheek. She opened her eyes and squinted through a blur of tears. An adult form loomed above her, a chubby, beardless man wearing a seed cap and a sleeveless tshirt. Right in front of her face, though, was something she was all too familiar with. A thick, veiny, uncircumcised penis sprouted from a tangled nest of black pubic hair. It smelled of sweat and even more strongly and unpleasantly of the odor Karen just thought of as male. Her fear and confusion turned to terror. The whore had deserted her. She strained against her bondage, choking and crying quietly, scraping her ankles against the cold metal cuffs, wrenching her shoulders and pulling futilely against the plastic digging into her wrists and forearms.
But to no avail. When she clamped her lips tight, fingers probed at the hinge of her jaw. Pain bloomed and she couldn't help but open up. As soon as she did the man rocked his hips forward and his fat, evil-smelling erection surged past her lips and stuffed her mouth full, gagging her.
Karen gagged, but as the tube of stiff, veined flesh slid over her lips and its heat and musky flavor filled her mouth, it was like God granted her prayer, sort of: she was begging Him to make it go away, but she went away instead. Suddenly the whore was there, shoving aside the panicked, crying little girl. Karen could still see and hear - and taste and feel - everything, but as if from a very great distance, so far away that it didn't hurt her or matter at all. She could let the whore take over. To the whore a mouthful of adult penis wasn't terrifying. It was normal, even comforting. She began sucking expertly. The blunt head bulged out the elastic skin of her cheek as she slid her tongue around the crown, flicking it against the frenum. Saliva filled her mouth and drooled down her chin. She cast her eyes upwards as her vision cleared, looking into the man's face. She slurped loudly and tried to push her lips into a smile around the thick flesh pole. She hummed, just for a second, and saw his eyes widen in shocked pleasure. Even naked, bound barely able to move, her babycunt split wide open and on display to a roomful of grownups, she felt a surge of triumph. She was tied to the chair, but this adult man's pleasure was tied to her. The whore was in charge, and she liked it.
"Hey!" Moira's voice called from the kitchen. "What'd I say about no penetration?" The man released Karen's head and stepped back. His cock pulled out of her mouth with an audible pop. Karen saw it had a fresh ring of red around the shaft before he fumbled it back into his pants. She licked her lips, tasting precum and her smeared lipstick. He retreated a step as Moira came back into the room. She held something in front of Karen's face. It was a hundred-dollar bill. Karen had never seen one before close-up. "Just to make it interesting, we're gonna have a little contest." She turned to hold up the bill for the room. "Whoever makes the little whore cum first gets a hundred. Unless..." she crouched down to look Karen in the eye. "If you can go the whole first half of the game without havin' an orgasm, kitten, this goes in your tip jar. Understand? Everybody understand? Then let's get started!"
Karen craned her neck to wipe her mouth and chin on her bare shoulder, then looked boldly out at the room from between her spread legs. In a loud, firm voice the whore asked, "Who wants to touch my hot babycunt?" Everyone cheered, and the crowd roared on the tv behind her. Kickoff!



Part 24 (Karen's Party 3)
M+g, Mg, gg, Fg, ped, mast, oral, anal, ws, prost, bond, humil, forced-exhib, cons, booze and drugs

I didn't get football. I didn't get people who enjoyed playing it, I didn't get people who enjoyed watching it, and I certainly didn't get people who would still be interested in watching it with a naked girl tied to a chair right in front of them. But Renee and Karen and I were sharing a party with quite a few of them tonight.
I presumed sports obsession wasn't the only reason why several of the college kids had made no move towards Karen where she sat bound spread-eagle to the low-backed wicker bench. Some of them were interested in her - the lumps in their pants, their sweaty faces, the way their eyes darted back and forth between Karen's writhing body and the flatscreen tv above her, and the way they surreptitiously touched themselves made that plain. Moira wouldn't have invited anyone she didn't know to be both horny and broadminded, but even so perhaps it was a bit much for them that Karen was obviously underage, and not in a "gee-Your-Honor-I-coulda-swore-she-was-eighteen" way. Even with Moira's expert makeup giving her the face of a fashion model or a high-class hooker and even though there was nothing childlike in Karen's response to being forced to sit with her cunt split wide open before a roomful of strangers, it was clearly a child's smooth, hairless, barely-pubescent body before them. They may have wanted to touch it but held back from fear or even - though I doubted Moira would ever have invited them in that case - moral scruples.
Several others truly showed no interest in her at all, but preferred to do nothing more than drink beer, smoke pot, eat Cheetos and cheer on their college's team. One or two tousled her hair casually as they passed by her on the way to kitchen or bathroom, and one fellow made a point, every time he came back with a fresh beer, to splash a little foam on the fifth-grader's head and naked chest ("for luck", he said, going along with Moira's conceit), but other than that she might as well have been a piece of statuary - a piece of wet, sticky statuary, but still.
Thank goodness there were a few regular horny college pervs in the crowd, enough to keep the pile of wrinkled bills growing in the "tip jar" that Moira had set down and enough to keep Karen gasping and trembling with pleasure. She had had at least one pair of hands or lips caressing her preteen body continuously since the game had started. We were now in the second quarter and while my money was still on Karen to win the hundred dollars Moira had put up, she appeared increasingly agitated as she resisted her body's growing arousal.
WIth the sole exception of a black leather dog collar she was naked, as she had been for the entire evening. Her new clothes - a denim miniskirt, spaghetti-strap top, camisole, dress sandals, and panties - were carefully put away in Moira's closet where they would stay clean, fresh-smelling and unwrinkled for her to put back on tomorrow. The collar was clipped to the back of the bench on a very short lead. Her arms were bound behind the back of the bench by zip ties at her wrist and forearms, pulling her shoulders back and pushing out her narrow chest with its puffy, cherry-sized nipples and just-forming pre-breasts. Her ankles were cuffed to the arms of the bench, spreading her legs wide and exposing her hairless vulva and her anus to the dozen-plus men and boys watching the football game playing on the tv behind her.
Karen's head lolled back against the wicker, eyes mostly closed. She seemed to be enjoying herself overall though she was pretty out of it. I was glad for that. I had let Moira keep the details of her party plan to herself, in retrospect probably not the best idea. Karen's humiliation at the way Moira dragged her around the apartment naked and forced her to introduce herself as a whore had been comical. But I'd seen the humiliation turn to panic as she was strapped down on the bench and for a moment or two I'd been afraid I would have to step in - it wouldn't do to have her traumatized right before the ride home and school starting again. I was bemused, but relieved and gratified that as soon as she got a dick in her mouth she seemed to settle right down.
It was warm in the room, as the aging a/c unit proved inadequate to the size of the party. It was even warmer under the track spotlight that made Karen's tan skin seem to glow. Her high forehead, her face, her naked body were all beaded with sweat. She had complained of thirst repeatedly and her partners had all been willing to give her swallows of their drinks - beer, various sweet malt beverages, whatever - which kept the slender eleven-year-old pretty thoroughly hammered. Some of the boys made it a game with her, pouring beer into her upturned mouth from higher and higher, so her face and her body were glistening and sticky.
At the moment, a beefy, deeply-tanned young man was kneeling behind her with his face next to hers. His hands roamed over her torso, tugging and squeezing her nipples. He pulled one and then the other, rolling the stiff nubs between thumb and fingers, twisting them to point to the left and right. Karen 's body jerked and wriggled as he molested her. "Ahh...ahh...ohAH! Oh, shtop..stAHP!" she slurred. She tossed her head from side to side, her long blond hair swishing behind the seat. Her toes flexed and curled alternately and the handcuffs holding her feet up and spread wide rattled as her legs jerked involuntarily. Her eyes closed and her face screwed up as bolts of pleasure shot through her. There were tear-tracks from the corners of her eyes back to her flushed ears. Her mascara was starting to run, just a little.
Moira watched Karen avidly from her seat on the floor next to where Renee and I shared an armchair. She ignored the rowdy group and their loud responses to the progress of the game. She had her short satin wrap dress tucked around her thighs, but I knew her well enough to notice the way she licked her lips over and over and the slightly wild look in her bright green eyes. I could also see what no one else in the room could, one hand stealing underneath the hem of her dress from time to time and the way she rocked and shuddered slightly when it did.
Renee, on the other hand, was proving annoyingly reserved. When we had first entered the apartment Moira had left us alone for a few minutes to shower. Once I had assured her that her big sister would be okay swimming alone in the pool, the first thing she had said to me was, "You made my boobies all tingly in the car. I want to have an orgasm, and I want to suck your cock tonight." Just hearing those words in her high, childish voice took my breath away. Her hazel eyes looked up at me with a completely matter-of-fact expression, not coy at all. She wasn't old enough yet to have developed any shyness or "feminine wiles" - she knew what she liked and I had taught her to ask for it. When Moira had walked out of the bathroom naked, toweling her hair, she had found Renee and I French kissing on her king-size bed. The third-grader's arm had been down my pants, her short fingers playing delightfully at smearing slippery precum around the head of my erection. I had been returning the favor with my own hand underneath her sundress, my fingers pushing inside the elastic legband of her panties. Renee was making little "mm-mm" sounds into my mouth as I stroked the sweaty, rubbery flesh of her bald labia.
But now Renee was being much less cooperative, squirming in my lap and pushing my hand away from her panties. "Not here!" she whispered fiercely. "I don't want everyone to see. I'm not a whore!" I had to content myself to stroking and kissing her face, neck, and shoulders, placing precise, delicate pecks on the two tiny moles that adorned her smooth jawline, rubbing her calves and ankles and her feet inside her cute sandals. I was getting some seriously blue balls from the delightful heft and warmth of her little butt squirming in my lap. Moira's smirk told me that she had overheard and that didn't improve my mood any.
I turned my attention back to Renee's older sister. "Thirsty..." she was gasping, turning her head to look vaguely into the eyes of the man currently molesting her. He chuckled and picked up the sweating bottle on the carpet by his knees. Karen jumped and yipped as he playfully touched the cold glass to her belly, her sides, her spread labia. He held it up to her mouth, letting her have just a little of the mildly-alcoholic fizz. She swallowed. "More...more," she begged until, laughing, he upended the bottle. Karen choked and liquid sprayed in the air and poured in bubbling trails down her sweaty body. She gave a little groan as the carbonated beverage ran over her hypersensitive privates. The young man stood up and headed for the kitchen, still laughing.
When Karen's coughing fit passed, her bleary eyes focused on the oldest and youngest party guests just sitting down between her bound, spread thighs. The boy looked to be no more than twelve or thirteen at the most. He was still rosy-cheeked in the way of boys on the cusp of puberty. His face, chubby with babyfat under longish brown curls, was only inches from Karen's wide-open cunt. The balding, bearded oldster who had brought him to the party whispered something in his ear. He gulped and nodded. He was wide-eyed with amazement as he minutely examined what was no doubt the first vagina he had ever seen in real life.
Karen's labia were puffy and a raw, irritated red in color. Her smooth mound was pushed up and forward by the spread, stressed position of her bondage. The tendons on the insides of her thighs were prominent and taut, moving a bit as Karen flexed her splayed hip joints from time to time, seeking to ease the strain. The spotlight shining down on her nude body highlighted the sparse dusting of fine, light peach fuzz on her mons. Her inner lips were a thin ring and her hole was a darker, richer red than her labia, open and gleaming with moisture in the light. It winked closed occasionally as the smooth, childish musculature of her abdomen pulsed and spasmed, as did the pinkish-brown star of her anus. Thick, milky, aromatic cream oozed steadily from her open slit, running down her perineum and through the wicker caning of the seat. Sticky threads dripped in slow motion to the carpet, which was wet and stained in a ragged growing patch.
Karen stared dazedly at the two, boy and man, between her thin, tanned legs. She blinked to clear sweat from her eyes. Her belly heaved as she took a breath. "D'you like my whore babycunt?" she piped, then burped and giggled.
The boy's eyes darted back and forth from Karen's sweaty face to her spread-open crotch. He looked mesmerized by the eleven-year-old's clitoris. It was a deep, blood-flushed burgundy in color, standing straight up, shiny with moisture and obscenely swollen far beyond its normal size. It throbbed visibly with Karen's pulse. Slowly, tentatively, he reached out a shaking hand and stroked his fingertips across the slick, wrinkled knob of flesh. "AHH!" Karen jumped as if electrified at the contact. Her head fell back and her jaw clenched. Her legs jerked and the chrome handcuffs around her ankles rattled again.
The boy sat back in surprise. Karen slowly raised her head and focused with difficulty. Beads of sweat gathered on her upper lip, and tendrils of damp hair clung to her face. "Oh, do it again, touch my button," she said in a breathy, cajoling tone. "Rub my hot babycunt, please, touch it, touch it, rub it hard. Touch my babycunt, touch my babycunt, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh..." Her voice trailed off into moaning sighs as the older man sitting behind the boy placed his gnarled hand over the child's and pressed their fingers together into Karen's soaked slit. His vigorous circular motion made a wet, sloppy sound as more thick juice squished out and soaked their fingers. The boy jumped and once again I could see what the others in the room could not: the man's other hand was gently tugging his skinny pole through his shorts.
"AhhHAH! OhhOH! AhhHAH! AhhHAH! AhhHAIE!" Karen jumped and her eyes rolled back in her head as the two continued to roughly masturbate her. With each cry her body went rigid, her ankles pulling hard at the cuffs and her bald pubis thrusting forward. Her face got redder and redder as the cords in her neck and her baby six-pack stood out. "OH! OH! OH! Arrrgh..." she went limp and sat back in the chair, panting.
"I think we won a hundred dollars," the man said to no one in particular, examining the froth of Karen's copious secretions that his fingers had churned up around her vulva.
"Nuh-uh!" Karen said weakly. Her head was laid back and her eyes were closed.
"Don't think so," Moira concurred. "The little whore's a screamer and a squirter. When she cums, you'll know it." Glancing at the game clock on the tv screen, she continued, "I think she's on track to win." That sounded like a challenge to me, at least it did after it filtered through the beer or six I had drunk myself since the game started, so I unceremoniously slid Renee out of my lap and dumped her on the seat cushion and stepped forward.
For some reason I focused on Karen's feet. The wrinkled skin of her soles looked so pale and vulnerable as her ankles twisted and her toes curled and spread. I dropped to my knees and seized one foot in my hands, holding it steady as I licked the sole from heel to toes. Karen's head jerked up in surprise and she made a sound like "Eep!" When she realized it was me she smiled and slurred out my name.
"Hi there, cutie," I said as I sucked and tongued each of her tiny toes in turn. They tasted salty. The polish on her big toenail was chipping. I kept her foot gripped in one hand but began trailing the fingers of the other ever so lightly over the skin of her calf. Her leg trembled from the stress and she squirmed and giggled as my tongue tickled her. "How're you holding up? Feeling good?"
"Dizzy," she replied. Her pointy nips rose and fell as she breathed deeply. "Shoulders hurt," she continued as she rolled her head back and strained her arms futilely against the zip ties. "Gotta pee." She hiccuped.
"You can hold it. How's that babycunt?" Her eyelids fluttered as my fingers grazed her inner thigh. "Lotsa people playing with it tonight so far. You like that?"
"Hot," Karen mumbled.
"Yeah, hot and juicy. You sure are a messy whore, though, leaking all that juice. You're doing great. I'm proud of you. I bet you're the best whore in town tonight."
"Hot," she babbled, "So hot. My whore babycunt's so hot." She raised her head and began singing tunelessly, bobbing her head and moving her feet back and forth in time. "I'm a whore, I'm a whore, I'm a whory whory whore! I'm a whore, I'm a whore, I'm a whory whory whore!" Except for her choice of lyrics she sounded just like any child amusing herself with invented songs. I licked her sole and around her ankle as it bobbed, skipping over the rattling chrome handcuffs, and started to kiss and suck my way up her leg towards her spread preteen clam. Her skin was hot and slick against my lips. The fine little hairs tickled. The healing scabs on her knee were rough.
Karen's high-pitched voice cut through the party and crowd noise and the announcers on the television. First one, then another and another of the young men behind me heard her and took up the chant. "She's a whore, she's a whore, she's a whory, whory whore!" In moments the room was filled with their deep voices. The floor shook with rhythmic stomping and clapping. Earlier the tv had picked up the stadium crowd doing "We Will Rock You." I liked this better.
Karen's voice faltered as the rising volume penetrated her drink- and drug-fuzzed brain. She blushed, craning her neck to peer blurrily out at the crowd between her spread legs, but then a shy, trembling smile spread across her face and she began to sing louder. "I'm a whore, I'm a whore, I'm a whory whory whore! I'm a whore, I'm a whore, I'm a whory whory whore! I'm a whore, I'm aaaAAAIEEE!" I had reached the very top of the fifth-grader's sweaty thigh, nibbled at the straining tendon there, then extended my tongue and poked it right into her asshole. I leaned forward and swiped upwards across her perineum and her hairless cunny, gathering a generous portion of her delicious baby honey as I went, until I fastened my lips around her straining, oversized clitoris and sucked.
Karen went rigid with pleasure as the contact shot through her eleven-year-old body. Her voice choked off raggedly as her head snapped back and her neck strained against the leather collar. A fresh surge of cunt cream gushed out of her spread quim, overflowing my mouth, wetting my beard and mustache, and smearing around her puffy labia. I slurped up another mouthful and swallowed, rubbing my cheeks and nose against her smooth slippery girlflesh.
"Eee! Eee! Eee!" Karen squealed as I applied suction to her straining button, stretching it into my mouth. Her face was scarlet and she tossed her head back and forth. Preorgasmic spasms shot through her trembling limbs, scrambling her drunken brain and driving out coherent thought. She bucked against me, desperately resisting the climax fountaining up from her center. I could tell she really wanted that hundred dollars.
Our audience hooted and cheered - whether at us or some development in the game I couldn't say - as I cupped my hands beneath Karen's firm, pale buttocks and pressed her vulva against my face, driving my nose into her gaping slit and pushing it up and down against her twitching clitty. "You're going to cum for me, whore," I urged her, speaking right into her spread cunt between swallows of the thick, piquant ooze flowing out of her. Sweat prickled my own scalp and my tool was burning hot and stiff, bent uncomfortably sideways in my shorts. I wanted nothing more at that moment than to open my fly and jam my organ into her, smashing our thighs together and painting her tender insides with a load of hot semen. I was panting as my eyes roved over Karen's sweating form. Her stiff nipples poked out of her otherwise-flat chest. Her bare mound banged against my nose. It was the culmination of months to see the fifth-grader completely abandoning herself to drunken sexual pleasure, heedless of a roomful of onlookers. The innocent eleven-year-old who had stood frozen in horror at the sight of me ejaculating onto her little sister's smiling face was gone. In her place was a wanton, shameless whore.
But she was a whore with determination. "Gah! Guuuh! Nuuh, noO NO! Gah!" she gasped, thrashing against her bindings, every muscle straining to resist the orgasm that threatened to overwhelm her. "Mine!" she said through gritted teeth. I sat back on my heels and watched her fight for control, her body slowly relaxing until she slumped back in the chair. She was panting as if she had just run a mile. Sweat was pouring off her now, and the reek of her perspiration and her juvenile cunt filled my nose to further inflame me. The roots of her hair were completely soaked; the curl was coming out and the waist-length mane dragged limply on the carpet. Cunt juice continued to flow from her hole, dripping off her butt and through the wicker seat. The stain it made on the carpet had spread until it audibly squished under my knees.
I looked over to see that Moira had taken my chair and pulled Renee down to sit between her spread thighs. Her short dress was flipped up in front and though I couldn't see it I could tell that she was pressing her bare cunt against the thin cotton of Renee's dress. Her arm was loosely around the child, hand palming her flat chest. She was whispering in Renee's ear. The nine-year-old wasn't struggling but she didn't look happy. For the moment I ignored her, perhaps as payback for her earlier reluctance. "Moira, throw me a joint, willya?" The brunette dug in the pocket of her wrap for a second, then stuck a number under the cover of a matchbook and tossed them onto the damp carpet at my knees. I puffed it alight, then squatted down to exhale, blowing the aromatic smoke across Karen's twitching clit and into her gaping vaginal opening. I had read somewhere that the blood vessels were dense enough and close enough to the surface inside a woman's cunt that it could absorb THC just like the lungs. Karen sighed as the air soothed her burning clit. Then her eyes widened as a wave of dizziness and warmth washed over her. She put her head back as I blew more smoke across her privates. When she opened her eyes again, her pupils were enormous. Almost none of her blue irises showed at all.
I took another deep hit, then reached blindly behind me to hand the joint off. Someone took it from me. I bent forward and placed my thumbs on Karen's soaked labia. I gently spread them as far open as the elastic flesh would stretch, placed my lips against her distended hole and emptied my lungs. I sat back. "Look, Karen." She was staring vaguely up into the spotlight. I reached up and gave her a gentle open-handed pop on the cheek. "Karen!" Her eyes slowly tracked down from the ceiling to my face, then widened in shock as she saw bluish tendrils of smoke drifting out of her cunt and curling lazily up over her bare mound. I sat back. "Hey, Moira! Renee, check it out! Smoking-hot babycunt!"
Moira's caw of laughter drowned out Karen's strained mumble, so I had to ask her to repeat herself. "Gotta pee," she said again. "Gotta pee bad. Lemme up..." She bent her knees and put her heels against the arms of the bench. Her abs tensed as she tried to lift herself upright but with her arms bound behind her she had little leverage.
"Sorry, kitten, can't do it." Moira pushed Renee out of her lap and came over, bending down over Karen's head. The fifth-grader goggled up at her, focusing with difficulty since her face was upside-down to her. "You're stuck there until halftime. You might bring yourself off in the bathroom and cheat on the bet."
"Won't...promise." Karen mumbled. She was clearly in discomfort, bearing down as best she could with her legs pulled so wide open. "Can't reach my cunt anyway." She twitched her hands in the zip tie in illustration.
"So? You were humping' yourself on my leg like a damn dog before. Lying little whore," Moira placed a hand on either side of Karen's flushed face. She reacted slowly, starting to tense in fear, but Moira only leaned down and kissed her. From my vantage point between the naked eleven-year-old's spread thighs I saw the older girl's tongue stab into Karen's mouth. Karen relaxed into the kiss, making little hums of pleasure. Her cunny hole winked at me and a fresh flow of cream oozed out.
"Eee!" Karen stiffened and her soft moan ended with a sharp little squeal as Moira raised her head, chuckling. I looked up and saw a droplet of blood welling from her bee-stung lower lip. Moira had bitten her.
Renee wrapped her short arms around me from behind and hugged, pressing her cheek against mine. "Hi sweetie," I said absently. I was still a little annoyed at her for being uncooperative earlier. "Go get me a Zima from the kitchen, would you please?" She broke the embrace a bit reluctantly and went to obey. When she returned and handed me the cold bottle, I patted the carpet next to me and she sat down cross-legged. Her narrow shoulders flinched as a yell came from behind us. I glanced at the tv - someone on our team had apparently just done something important. The game clock was under two minutes, but even I knew those last two minutes could stretch out over far more realtime.
I popped the cap on the Zima and took a deep drink, then laid the cold glass against my forehead for a few seconds. I offered the bottle to Renee. "Go ahead, it's sweet. Sweet like you," I chuckled. She took it in both hands and took a tentative sip. I gently squeezed my erection through my shorts as my imagination put my penis in the place of the bottle between the nine-year-old's full lips. Which gave me an idea.
"Will you come play with me now?" Renee asked. I marveled that the third-grader seemed completely oblivious to the bizarre, unspeakably perverse situation - sitting cross-legged on the floor in front of her big sister's literally smoking cunt, as the older child squirmed in bondage. She leaned forward, pushing both her hands under mine into my crotch. "Pleeeease?" she wheedled, squeezing one hand then the other on the bulge of my shaft. I closed my eyes and sighed. It was very tempting, and I was thrilled to the core that the child had become so thoroughly sexualized, but I still wanted to teach her a lesson about denying me access to her preteen charms. I had to be subtle, though. Karen had been trained that she had no right to refuse an adult's sexual advances. I wanted Renee to just not want to refuse me.
"You didn't want to play before, so I'm playing with Karen now," I said, and suiting action to word I pressed the long bottle neck against the length of Karen's slit. She jumped and moaned at the feel of the smooth, hard glass against her slippery inner lips. I rubbed it up and down, gently pinching her oversized clitoris against the rounded lip of the bottle.
"Ah-HAH! Ah-HAH! Ah-HAH!" Karen gasped as the cold glass warmed against her tender skin, then the breath gusted out of her as I slowly twisted the bottle and inserted just the lip into her opening. "Ahhhh!" Her knees bent and the handcuffs around her skinny ankles rattled as she tried to push her mound forward to increase the depth of penetration.
"Hey!" Moira called out from her chair. "Rules! Nothing inside the whore!"
"'Sokay," I called back. "I'm just flavoring my drink." I pressed my thumb against Karen's straining clitty, squeezing it against the bottle. She jumped and yelped, and a glob of creamy goo slid down the inside of the glass, plopping gently into the clear, fizzy liquid. I mashed her hot little bud from side to side until more of her baby honey flowed. She yelped again as I pulled the bottle out of her cunt and sat back. I swirled it around until the globs of cunt cream spread to translucent threads, then held the bottle up to the light. "Babycunt-flavored Zima!" I declared triumphantly, and drank deep. It was delicious, the citrus tang cut perfectly by Karen's sharp, floral, slightly pungent taste.
Karen was writhing and groaning but she was drowned out by a roar of crowd noise from the tv. The game clock was under a minute and counting. "Looks like you're going to win the money, sweetie," I said, but she was oblivious. Her eyes were squinted shut, her abdomen and Kegels clamped tight as she concentrated on resisting the nearly-overwhelming urge to pee. A thin trail of blood ran down her chin.
I turned my head when Moira called out, "Go ahead, do like I told you," but she was talking to Renee, not me. I watched in surprise as the nine-year-old got to her feet and stood pressed right up against her big sister's naked crotch. Her white sandals squished on the soaking carpet.
"What'd you say, Karen?" she said, mockingly. "I can't hear you." Karen, of course, wasn't saying anything coherent, just moaning and grunting. "I guess I better turn you UP!" Renee continued, then she leaned forward and seized Karen's nipples in her hands and twisted.
"AIEE! YII! AIEE!" Karen bucked her crotch against Renee's cotton-covered belly and yelped as the younger girl pulled as hard as she could, stretching Karen's swollen nipples far out from her flat chest. She laughed at Karen's bug-eyed, openmouthed groans as she tugged on the nubs in turn. I was shocked at the malice in her bright hazel eyes. I had only intended to make her a little jealous of her sister, but apparently her long-simmering disdain for Karen's uncontrolled sexuality had boiled over. She had accepted my explanation before that Karen's pleasure was tied to humiliation and pain without really understanding it, and it seemed Moira had capitalized on that, suggesting a way that Renee could keep Karen from winning that hundred dollars.
But it looked like it wasn't quite enough. Karen's legs were writhing and jerking against the cuffs and she gagged as her neck strained against the leather collar but her teeth were gritted above her bloody chin and her face, though streaming in sweat, was fixed. It looked like she would be able to forestall her orgasm for the few seconds remaining in the first half of the football game. Renee released her tortured nips and they snapped back to her chest. Then the younger girl dropped to her knees, putting her face level with Karen's soaked, puffy snatch. She screwed up her face at the odor, but as Moira urged her on she leaned forward, fastened her mouth around Karen's jutting clitoris, and bit down hard!
That did it. "AAAAAAAAAAAA!" Karen's body convulsed violently as her long-denied orgasm exploded. But that wasn't all that cut loose. Urine sprayed from her slit, catching Renee square in the face and splashing everywhere. The little girl reared back in shock, lost her balance and fell flat on her back. The hiss and splash of Karen's bladder emptying was accompanied by a high-pitched, full-throated groan. The golden arc shimmered under the spotlight and splashed onto Renee. The stream burned its way out of Karen, wobbling with her ululating cries and orgasmic contractions, drenching her little sister in hot piss. "AIEE! AIEE! AIEE! AAaaaahhh!" Finally Karen's voice tailed off into a whistling sigh and the last of her pee dribbled out onto Renee's toes.
The little girl climbed to her feet, her expression comically stunned. Her long brown hair was soaked. Urine ran down her face and dripped from the end of her little snub nose. The front of her thin cotton dress was completely transparent and clung to her chubby outthrust belly and her sturdy short legs. Her mouth worked but for a moment she was too shocked to speak. Then her face crumpled into tears. "YOU WHORE! I HATE YOU!!" Sobbing, she fled down the hall back to the bedroom. In the sudden silence, the snap of a starter's pistol blared from the tv, signaling the end of the first half.
Karen went limp. She dropped her head back and moaned. "Too bad, kitten, your sister wins," Moira laughed. I glared at her over my shoulder as I headed back to look after Renee.
The nine-year-old had made it into the small master bath but beyond that was at a loss. I closed the bedroom door behind me, shutting out the noise of the party. Renee stood flat-footed on the tile floor, wailing. Her mouth was open and eyes screwed shut. Her hands flapped in the air, casting droplets of her big sister's urine onto the shower curtain and the walls. Her hair and the hem of her sundress were dripping and a pale golden puddle was forming around her feet on the tile floor. The acrid smell was strong in the small, windowless room.
Renee was normally such a self-possessed child that I was disconcerted to see her so upset. The best I could think to do was just deal with the problem rather than try to comfort her. I bent down and grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled the soaking garment up and over her head. Her waving arms tangled in it for a moment and she made a gagging sound as the piss-soaked cloth plastered over her face. Then I pulled it free and dropped it in a sopping wad in the sink, leaving the stocky third-grader standing in panties and sandals. She stopped crying though her face was still pulled into a rictus of disgust and her belly heaved with nausea and emotion. I reached around her and started the water running in the tub. I got on my knees and tugged at the waistband of her pink panties, rolling the wet, clinging cloth down to her knees. For a moment I was at eye level with the smooth vulva pooching out beneath her round tummy. I pulled off each sandal in turn as I lifted her feet to free her underwear. As I fiddled with the hot water I admired Renee's tanned prepubescent body. Even with urine-soaked hair I thought she was beautiful.
I flipped on the shower and pulled the curtain aside. I grabbed Renee under the armpits and boosted her up and over into the tub; she bent her knees and raised her feet to clear the rim. The shower was weak so I could leave the curtain open without making a bigger mess. I held the unresisting child under the warm spray. Water cascaded down her already-soaking hair and her nude body. I picked up Moira's shampoo, some expensive designer brand, and squirted a generous portion onto Renee's brown hair. I rubbed at it a bit myself to get the lather started, then said, "Go ahead and wash your hair, sweetie. Be careful you don't get it in your eyes, it's not baby shampoo, it'll sting."
My calm manner appeared to help Renee get herself back under control. She raised her arms to start scrubbing, gathering her thick, butt-length brown hair onto the top of her head. Her smooth armpits looked sexy and lickable. I groaned softly as my penis thickened in my shorts, but for the moment I controlled myself. I started cold water running in the sink and used a bit of shampoo to start washing out Renee's peed-on clothing. Of course, the cheap dye ran. I was already formulating a story about a spilled Coke or something to rehearse with Renee, but that was for later.
As I wrung out Renee's sundress and tiny panties and hung them over the shower rod, she was just starting to rinse out her hair. I kicked off my flipflops and stripped quickly, tossing my shorts and shirt out onto the bed, and stepped into the tub to join her. Her eyes were closed as soap streamed down her face. My erection waved in the air and bopped her gently on the cheek. I took her by the shoulders and gently turned her around so I could squeegee the remaining lather out of her hair. I stood back, clear of the warm drizzle. My hardon poked through her thick hair and the sensitive underside of the head rubbed against the back of her neck. Her skin was so smooth. Renee giggled, a delightful sound that showed she was recovering from the shock of being pissed on by her older sister. "Your thingy's hard," she said matter-of-factly.
I picked up a bar of soap and got down on my knees. "It's been hard all night," I agreed. I lathered my hands and began rubbing them up and down her back. I kneaded her firm, prominent buttocks, squeezing a cheek in each hand, pressing them apart and together. One thumb strayed down her crack and she jumped as I wiggled it gently against her anus. "It's been hard because I want to play with you." I turned her to face me and gave her front the same treatment, spreading the perfumed suds over her belly and her flat chest. I gently rubbed her tiny pink nipples between my thumbs and fingers. My fingers slipped down over the gentle corrugations of her ribcage as I leaned forward to kiss her nips, tonguing first one and then the other into hard little pebbles.
Renee sighed and her arms wrapped around my head as my fingers moved further down, spreading slippery lather over her bald vulva. She crouched slightly, spreading her knees as I sawed the edge of my hand gently against her slit. I tasted soap as I kissed the delicate hollow of her clavicle, then licked up her throat and across her jawline, finishing my pressing my lips against hers. "Mmmm..." she hummed with pleasure, opening her mouth and moving her tongue against my lips as she had been taught. We both kept our eyes open, our vision each of the other blurring into one cyclopean eye. I parted my lips very slightly so as not to slobber on her much smaller mouth and flicked my tongue against hers.
Renee was a very accomplished kisser. My nuts ached pleasurably as the sexually-experienced child gently sucked on my lips. I put my arms around her pulled her stocky nine-year-old form against me, rubbing my slippery hands up and down her back. My penis pressed against her leg. She moved to trap it between her thighs, giggling as the hot, stiff flesh rubbed against her sensitive skin. I broke our kiss and leaned back a bit, breathing heavily. "Let's rinse off and get in the bed, OK?"
"Mmm-hmm!" she nodded with a rare grin, so I stood and guided her naked form back under the weak spray until the soap sluiced from her skin. When she was clean I lifted her out of the tub and set her on her feet. I turned off the water and stepped out myself. I pulled a towel out of the cubby and dropped to my knees again. I dried her body first, then draped the towel over her head and gave her hair a quick but vigorous rub. She raised her arms, working blind, and took over. I picked up a hairbrush from beside the sink then I took one of her hands and wrapped it around my rampant cock. Her fingers squeezed and more giggles came from underneath the towel. I guided her that way out of the bathroom and to Moira's kingsize bed.
The a/c at full blast wasn't nearly enough to cool the crowd in the main room, but in here it was chilly and the bed was right under the vent. Renee clasped her arms around herself as I tossed the towel onto the bed; the pink dimes of her nipples were already crinkling with gooseflesh. I pulled the spread back and slid under the covers. Renee climbed after me, her bubble butt sticking up in the air. I gave it a playful little spank and pulled the spread around us. We were face-to-face on our sides; I threw my arm around her and pulled her to me, pressing my hairy adult form against her smooth, undeveloped body. Damp skin warmed against mine under the sheet. I kissed her forehead, her eyelids, her nose, her chin, and came back to her soft lips, nudging them open with my tongue and sliding it between her permanent teeth, oversized in her small mouth. Her tongue pressed against mine and she kissed me back noisily.
Renee insinuated her arm between us and I felt her cool hand grab my cock just below the head. She squeezed firmly several times then began jacking it slowly, with expert technique gained over the months since I had made her my sex partner and lover. "Ohhh, Renee," I sighed into her mouth, "I love the way you play with my thingy. You do it better than anyone." I turned my head slightly to rub my bristly mustache against her smooth, rosy cheek. I moved my arm down her back to her butt, stroking her cheeks and then diving between them, curving my fingers to reach around and tickle the bottom of her vaginal opening from behind. Renee sighed herself and lay her leg across my hip to give me better access. Her labia were soft and damp and the tip of my finger slid easily between them into snug, delicious heat.
"I love the way you play with my cunt," Renee mimicked me. "I get all, all squishy and juicy inside when you touch it." I thrilled to the way my youngest niece was so shameless and guileless when she talked about the good feelings that being molested gave her. I fell to kissing her again, and she breathed into my mouth and wriggled her stocky body against me as I continued to tickle her vaginal opening. Her hand slid gently up and down my shaft. She brushed her fingers across the flaring head, smearing precum as it oozed freely.
We petted under the covers for a few minutes longer. Her soft little hand skimming up and down my erection was driving me crazy. I started to hunch it up and down against her, and from all of our previous sex play she knew I what I wanted. She started to squeeze harder, pulling the loose skin up and down with greater vigor. I felt lightheaded as our tongues danced against each other. I couldn't decide where I wanted to cum first, in her sexy little mouth or her hot little behind, but as I imagined her lips stretched wide around my veined organ I felt the first stirrings of orgasm and I knew I didn't want to cum yet. I rolled over so Renee was on top of me and threw the covers off. She shivered slightly as cold air blew across her naked backside. I put my hands gently on either side of her round face. "Sit up for me, sweetie. I want to eat that cute little cunny of yours."
Renee let go of my cock, put her hands on my bare chest and levered herself up to a sitting position with her legs splayed astride my abdomen. I hooked my hands behind her knees and pulled her forward so she was sitting on my collarbone. I reached behind me and plumped the pillow, then put my hands on her firm little butt and urged her forward until I was staring directly into her tight slit. I craned my neck so my nose just nudged between her bald labia, then moved it gently from side to side, stretching each lip just a bit and pushing gently on the line of her clitoral hood. I pulled her a little closer, cupping her buttocks to cant her pelvis forwards until I could swipe my tongue right up her center. Renee breathed out, "Uhh..." as I twisted my head to the side so I could push my tongue further into her, nudging upwards to begin teasing out her baby clitty. I felt it begin to swell and poke out from under its cap, a tiny hard bead nestled in the keyhole notch at the very top of her slit.
"Mmm, Renee, you have the tastiest cunny I ever ate," I praised her, and it was true. I made my tongue broad and flat and painted it back and forth across her labia. I pulled her knees a bit further apart which made Renee lean forward and split her open slightly. She was starting to leak, just a few drops of clear, thin, delicious fluid. Her scent and flavor were not as as spicy as her big sister's and nowhere near as complex and pungent as a grown woman like Moira, but the simple, sweet, light taste with just a hint of sourness of a completely prepubescent girl-cunt was, for my money, the best taste in the world. I knew Renee's cunt wouldn't taste like this forever, but for now I savored it.
I picked up the hairbrush where it had fallen on the bed and put it in Renee's hand. I looked up past her chubby belly and her flat chest to meet her excited hazel eyes. "Can you brush your hair out for me, sweetie? We don't want it to get all tangled." She complied, starting to draw the brush carefully through her well-conditioned damp hair as I resumed my oral attack. I moved my hands all over her, caressing every inch of her lovely bare body. I massaged her calves. Her toes curled when I stroked down her soles and I laced my fingers between the upturned pads. I rubbed my palms up her back, feeling how her shoulderblades moved under the skin as she worked out a tangle. Her eyelids fluttered closed and she gasped, starting to hump her pelvis against my face as I fastened my lips around her now-fully-erect clitoris and sucked gently, then trilled my tongue against it. I caressed her cheeks, brushing one thumb across her swollen lips and then gently pushing it into her mouth. She suckled it as I moved my other hand down to stroke her tiny nipples. Her belly heaved and hollowed below the inverted vee of her ribcage. All the while the room filled with the slurping sounds of cunnilingus and the giggles and sighs that signaled my prepubescent lover's enjoyment.
Renee's breathing was getting deeper and faster, and her chubby thighs began squeezing my head rhythmically. Her eyes were closed now, her head thrown back a bit, her mouth open. She held the hairbrush apparently forgotten in midair. Her flat chest was flushed a little under her olive skin tone. Her belly hollowed as she breathed rapidly in little sighing grunts. Her cunt juice was flowing a little more heavily, though nowhere near the volume her sister produced. I could smell both of them in my beard. She was getting close.
I reached for Moira's nightstand with one hand. I managed to open the top drawer while still slurping at Renee's smooth bald cunt. My fingers groped blindly among the oddly-shaped appliances until I came up with a small tube of scented lubricant. I thumbed off the cap and reached behind Renee to squeeze some into my hand. I thoroughly coated all my fingers. I used my right hand to pry her left buttock open and pressed my left pinky against her tight anus, pushing and twisting my hand gently. "Ooo!" she exclaimed and pressed forward, mashing her immature cunt harder against my lips. I used my chin to press back, whiskers scraping over her most sensitive skin, and slowly, gently penetrated her with the slippery finger. "Urgh," she grunted as I began pistoning it in and out of her hot, tight little rectum. Renee looked down at me, chest heaving, her eyes squinted a little bit, but her mouth was still open and she gasped as I puckered my lips and applied suction to the tiny knob of her clitty.
I looked up at the third-grader. "I want to fuck your sweet ass, Renee," I said softly. "I want to shove my cock up your ass as far as it will go, and I want to squirt my hot stuff into you." I abandoned the kiddie slang for the illicit thrill of talking smut to the child. "I've wanted to fuck your ass all night. Whenever I see you, you're so pretty and sexy you make my cock hard. I want to tear your clothes off and shove my cock in your mouth."
"Then why did you...uh!...play with Karen's cunt instead?" Renee grunted as I replaced my pinky with my much thicker index finger. It wasn't exactly a mood-breaker - Mark Foley leading the "To Catch A Predator" news team into the bedroom wouldn't have cooled my ardor at this point - but it wasn't really a discussion I wanted to have right now.
"You didn't want to before," I answered, trying to keep the petulance out of my voice. "So that's what whores are for. You use them when your lover is busy or isn't around or just isn't interested. I love Karen, you know that, and she's a hot little whore, but you're my only lover."
"I hate her! She peed on me!" Renee grunted, rose up on her knees slightly, then settled back as I twisted and curled my finger inside her.
"Who's fault was that?" I demanded, and she looked away. "You heard her say she had to go to the bathroom, didn't you? And then you hurt her just right to give her a great big orgasm. If I were you, sweetie, I'd be mad at myself for listening to Moira. You shouldn't be mad at your sister. She couldn't help it. She's a whore and she did what whores do."
I turned on my side, spilling Renee off me onto the bedspread. My finger slid smoothly out of her ass. I put the pillow in the middle of the bed and, getting up on my knees, laid Renee across it on her belly. Her bubble butt poked up in the air invitingly. I dug through the tangled bedclothes until I located the tube of oil and poured a generous portion of it onto my throbbing tool, stroking it with both hands until it glistened in the red-tinted light. I aimed it with my right hand, wedging the head between the cool skin of Renee's butt-cheeks. "Here it comes, sweetie. Here comes my cock, just for you." I held her still with my other hand on her hip, and then I pushed.
"Unnngghhah!" the third-grader groaned. Her anus dilated reluctantly as I forced the blunt end of my tool into her. She was tight, so tight, but this penetration was easier than before as the third-grader's sphincter got stretched with use and she learned how to relax it. When the hot ring slid over the flare of my cockhead and squeezed tight behind it I grabbed her hips with both hands and pulled her against me, driving my cock slowly but implacably into the intense heat of her rectum. She was so small, my thumbs almost met at the base of her spine. Her groan went up the scale until it was almost a whistling yelp. She arched her back, pushing herself up on her arms. Her feet came off the bed too, toes curling under as her knees sank into the mattress.
"Ahh!" I exclaimed as my wiry pubes crushed against the smooth pale skin of her ass. Her back looked incredibly sexy, the soft ridges of her ribcage crosswise to the pale band where her tankini had covered her. Her hair was a wavy waterfall over her shoulders. Her head dropped as I slowly withdrew, then jerked back again as I drove my cock into her. Soft muscles shifted and tensed around her shoulders. I had never penetrated the child this deeply before. My cock felt hugely swollen and it looked enormous splitting her nine-year-old ass apart. Her sphincter clung to me and pulled on each outstroke, looking increasingly red and raw. Renee shuddered as I began thrusting faster and faster. Her belly and her butt cheeks jiggled with each thrust. I grunted each time I bottomed out in her. "Oh, I love UH! fucking your sweet ass!" I told her. "I wish we were UH! married, I'd fuck it every morning before you UH! went off to school. Then I'd shove my UH! cock in your mouth for your afterschool snack, and UH! eat your little pussy every night for dessert!" I arched over the child's tender body. A string of drool dripped from my lips onto her back.
Even while being violently sodomized, Renee was a practical child. "I'd rather suck your thingy in the morning," she panted. "My butt kinda hurts after you put it up there, and the chairs at school are hard...oww!" she groaned as I held her tight against me, grinding my hips and twisting my cock deep inside her bowels. I sat up straighter, lifting her knees off the bed. Her arms collapsed, her shoulders taking all her weight, and I gripped her hard around the hips and fucked her against my cock faster and faster. Her little feet began to wave in the air and slap against the covers. Her head was turned to the side and her wavy brown hair was an unruly cloud around it but I could see her face was getting very red. The room filled with the sounds of my rapid, greasy penetration of the child and my balls slapping against her hairless vulva at every stroke. Her grunts got louder and merged into a low moan as I pumped her nine-year-old ass faster and faster. "OooOOOoooOOOoooOOO!"
"D'you want something?" I panted as I bounced us both up and down with the force of my violent penetration. "D'you want to feel good?" Her hands had disappeared and I realized she had them both underneath her, rubbing at her slippery cunny.
"YEESS!" she squealed as I let go of her hips and fell forward, letting my weight drive me still deeper into her. I dug in the pocket of my discarded shirt and came up with a popper. I snapped it one handed and thrust it under her nose, then grabbed her around the hips, sat back, and resumed pumping my burning stiff cock into the child deep, hard, and fast.
Renee pressed her face against the cloth-covered capsule and inhaled. Her belly expanded as she pulled the sharp-smelling vapors deep into her lungs. The effect was immediate. Her eyes went wide and wild, rolling in their sockets. Sweat popped out on her body and a flush spread across her shoulderblades and down her back. Her moaning rose in volume and pitch, climaxing in a series of short shrieks as her body trembled all over in a violent prepubescent orgasm. The incredible heat of her rectum seemed to grow even hotter and her muscles clamped down on me, rippling and twisting, making the friction unbearable. I boiled over, growling deep in my throat as each powerful ejaculation burned past the constricting ring of her anus and erupted into the third-grader's tight, twisting ass. A froth of hot cum squished out around her distended asshole and ran down her labia. Renee spread the hot, slippery goo all around her crotch with both hands, twitching in my grasp as she flicked her miniature clitoris back and forth.
"Uh! Uh! Oh! Ahhh..." I groaned as the child's clenching muscles milked the last of my seed out of me. I fell forward, rolling over and bringing Renee with me so that she ended up on her back atop my stomach, still deeply penetrated. Her legs twitched and kicked as the amyl nitrate coursed through her system. Both hands dug at her cunt, spreading her rubbery labia and everting her clitoris to her strumming fingers. I buried my nose in her hair, breathing deeply as my pounding heart slowed. I closed my eyes and held her, feeling her ass slowly relax as my cock began to soften inside her.
"Ooooo," Renee's breath gusted out in a big sigh as she settled against me. "I had a big one," she said sleepily.
"Me, too," I replied. My eyes drifted closed and we dozed together.
I woke up when the overhead light flicked on. I squinted up in the glare and saw Moira looming over me. I was on top of the covers, still naked of course, as was Renee, although she had squirmed herself off my cock and and was lying instead plastered to my side. Her head rested on my chest, and she was gently hunching her bare cunny against my thigh. Her eyes were mostly closed and she had her little fist pressed against her mouth.
"Well, thanks for gettin' santorum all over the bedspread," Moira said sarcastically.
"I'm sure it's not the first time," I replied. Renee opened her hand and scrubbed at her face, then raised her head and looked blearily around. She winced as she sat up and put weight on her backside.
"No, but usually it's my santorum, least some of it," she rejoined. "Anyway, the game's over and you should probably get dressed. While you were makin' a mess of my bed, I'm afraid we were kind of makin' a mess of Karen."
Uh-oh. Now that I was awake I could hear the sounds of the party had changed. The tv was muted and rising over the drunken buzz of male conversation was an irregular, keening whine. "Renee, honey, go use the bathroom and wipe good. I'll be right back and we'll find you something to wear so you don't have to be naked in front of all those boys." I figured that would keep her in here while I checked out what had happened to her sister. I cleaned myself off quickly in the sink then dressed and followed Moira.
The men surrounding Karen stood back as we approached. Her tip jar was overflowing with cash; a small pile of bills had spilled out onto the carpet next to the bench. She looked pretty much OK, although the "no penetration" rule had clearly been relaxed. Her lipstick was smeared all around her lips. There was a trail of semen dripping from the corner of her mouth, pearly white in contrast to the crusty brown track of dried blood down the center of her chin. There were a few globs of cum drying in her long hair, and streaks and drips adorning her chest and belly. Her neck and ankles were still fastened to the bench but someone had released her arms. Fading red stripes at her wrists and below her elbows showed where the zip ties had bit into the skin. Her eyes were wide and her expression was strained. Looking down, I saw the reason for her distressed moans. An empty longneck was buried in her preteen cunt.
Her inner lips were flared out and stretched tight around the shoulders of the bottle. The clear glass gave me a very interesting view of her dilated inner passage, but the problem was immediately apparent. She gripped the bottle with white-knuckled hands and tugged. Her labia stretched away from her crotch but the bottle didn't slide out. Karen moaned louder, splaying her toes and spreading her thighs even wider as she strained, but the pain was too much. She relaxed her grip and the bottle was sucked back into her. Her thin arms tensed and shook as she pulled again, but it was no use.
"This genius," Moira said, hitting a skinny boy named Carl on the shoulder, "wanted to copy you, but he used an empty bottle and now it's stuck. Jerk." I nodded. Vacuum lock.



Part 25 (Karen's Party 4)
MFgg, M+g, ped, inc, mast, oral, anal, ws, prost, gangbang, humil, forced-exhib, reluc, cons, drugs, blasphemy, mental breakdown

The pickup truck hit a pothole and Karen groaned. The truck was crawling through traffic. The blond fifth-grader was facing backwards so she couldn't see where they were going though she knew they were heading for the beach. But just now it looked to her like the entire town had gone insane.
It had started in Moira's apartment. Karen hadn't been paying attention to the game on the tv behind her. Instead, she had been concentrating on the pleasure radiating from between her legs as the boy named Carl slowly worked the neck of a beer bottle into her eleven-year-old cunt. She had let her head flop back, eyes closed, teeth worrying at her lower lip, just enjoying the feel of the smooth, hard glass moving inside her. She'd lost track of how long it had been going on. She had to lift her head and open her eyes from time to time as waves of dizziness washed over her. Sometimes she just looked out woozily between her spread, raised legs at the men all watching her, but sometimes she would find a cock looming in front of her face. When that happened she didn't think, she just opened her lips and started sucking. She didn't even bother to look up at their faces. She had swallowed two - or was it three? - ejaculations. She wasn't sure. The angle was awkward, the hot flesh pushing sidewise against her cheek with her head twisted around, but the boys hadn't seemed to mind how much she slobbered. They had groaned and grunted as they squirted the familiar salty taste and sticky texture into her mouth and throat. And they had put money in her jar. The sight of crumpled bills filling the jar and spilling onto the carpet had filled Karen with a perverse pride. None of her classmates at her elementary school could make this much money in one evening. None of them were whores, like she was.
Then something had happened on the tv behind her, something she couldn't see, and all the men in the room had jumped to their feet. Even Carl had dropped the bottle and leapt up screaming. Karen figured out later that their team had won the game, but right at that moment she'd been scared by the sudden noise, and then even more scared to realize that the bottle was stuck, stuck inside her babycunt. When Carl let go it tilted and the neck moved inside her vaginal canal until it was pressing against her pubic bone from behind. She felt the rolled lip start to slide out of her but then the weight of it pulled, painfully extruding the tight ring of her undeveloped inner lips as it dangled over the edge of the wicker bench. She'd screamed then too, a high-pitched wail that rose above the deeper voices of the cheering college boys.
Things were kind of a blur after that. She remembered Moira's face looming over her. Someone's thumb had pressed on her throat, choking off her cries. The zip ties binding her at wrist and forearm were cut, letting her slump against the bench back. Then her uncle was telling her it'd be all right. Once the pins and needles faded from her numbed hands her uncle had placed them around the bottle, showing her how to hold it level so it almost didn't hurt at all, and then he explained how they'd have to break the seal to get it out.
Karen started as a young woman blundered against the side of the barely-moving pickup, then reeled back and disappeared into the crowd. The nighttime streets were thronged with grownups. Most of them looked like college students, she supposed, but some of them looked older, like Mommy and Daddy or even older than that. Most of them were acting crazy, what she was learning to identify as drunk. The air was filled with the sound of hundreds of throats cheering and whooping. Every few seconds came the tinkle of glass smashing somewhere. It was more than a little scary, all these strangers' faces with their eyes and mouths stretched wide, skin flushed, fists pumping in the air, but for now Karen was just grateful that no one had really looked into the truck. It was jacked up high on big, soft offroad tires so the walls of the pickup bed were at or above most people's eye level.
The driver made slow, lurching progress against the tide of beer-soaked youth. The suspension bounced over another pothole and Karen groaned again, though she kept a frozen smile pasted across her freshly made-up face. She had one hand between her widely-spread thighs and though she was trying her hardest to hold still, every time the truck bounced the wicker bench slid a little on the pickup bed and the glass bottleneck sealed to her undeveloped vagina moved inside her, poking up and down, side to side. It hurt, a dull, throbbing ache like a bruise, like last week...but her mind skittered away from that memory. Instead, she looked down at her nearly-naked preteen body. She was sweating freely in the still, humid night air. She felt dizzy, and maybe a little sick to her stomach. She hiccuped, tasting beer and semen. Her skin prickled hot and cold. The light seemed very bright and the noise of the crowd seemed to waver and echo in her ears as if she were underwater.
The bandanna that Moira had carefully folded and tied around her chest was darkening with sweat, though it served its purpose of hiding her puffy pink nipples from view. But aside from the black leather dog collar still fastened around her neck, it was all she was wearing. The leash had been unclipped from the bench but her ankles were still handcuffed to the arms. Before they had left the apartment her uncle had gently wiped her face and body with a warm washcloth, cleaning off the dried beer and globs of jizz dotting her tan skin. Moira had carefully redone her makeup, fixing her smeared lipstick and tear-streaked mascara.
Only the sides of the pickup truck prevented the crowds of people from seeing that Karen was naked below her chest. From the street, in the dim, shifting shadows from the streetlights it looked maybe like she was an older girl relaxing, leaning back with her feet up on the edge. At least Karen hoped so, because from the inside Karen looked down at her naked body, the creases in her bare belly, her skinny legs spread wide, and her nearly-hairless cunt gaping open. Her hand was cradling the bottle but if someone saw it would look like she was fucking herself with it. What kind person would fuck a beer bottle right out in public like that? "A whore would," Karen thought to herself, "A whore like me. I'm a whore, I'm a whore, I'm a whory whory whore..."
She was drifting off again. Even in the middle of the pain, the fear of discovery, the shame that flushed her cheeks, her mind kept wandering. And worse was that her shame was compounded because it wasn't only pain she was feeling. The warm wind was pleasant, tickling her bare feet, cooling the sweat on her body and between her thighs. And when she could hold it just right, the bottle inside her felt...good. Strange, different than any of the dozens of adult penises that had been thrust into her - cool and smooth instead of burning hot and ridged - but good. Warm air and cool glass caressed her pulsing, oversized clitoris together. Thick, creamy juice continued to ooze out around the bottle, especially when she managed to gently pump it in and out the short distance it would move without pulling too hard on her labia. But then the truck would lurch again and the bottle would wobble and pain would shoot through her. And the fifth-grader would groan, but not too loud because she remembered what her uncle had taught her: if you look like you have something to hide, people will get curious, and they'll look, and then they'll find you out. So Karen wiped the sweat and tears from her eyes, pulled her lips back in the best smile she could manage, and waved at the cheering crowd. Karen had almost started screaming again when she realized that the handcuffs weren't coming off, that her bony ankles going to stay locked to the wicker bench for the ride to the beach. Her hip joints were already stiff and aching from being held open for so long, her butt was sore, and the feel of the slimed wicker caning against her bottom was disgusting. She had whimpered, begging to be allowed to get up. She remembered the faces crowding around her. Moira, with that mean smirk on her face. Karen hated her, but hated herself even more for the way her breath caught and her face got hot when she remembered Moira's lips on hers, her fingers tweaking Karen's puffy nipples or moving inside her babycunt. Her uncle, looking concerned but not wavering, explaining how important it was that Karen keep her legs wide open so the bottle wouldn't injure her. And Renee, her little sister. Karen's drug-hazed mind quailed from the last sight of the nine-year-old, hair still damp, wearing just a beach towel wrapped around her, staring at her with her lips pursed and her eyes flashing. Karen loved her little sister, but Renee hated her now and the worst part was, Karen deserved it. Her smile faltered again, tears pricked at her eyes, and her face burned with shame for breaking her promise. In Karen's confused mind it made no difference that it was Renee who had assaulted her as she sat spread-eagled and helpless. She had orgasmed and then, in front of a roomful of strangers she had pissed all over Renee. Karen used to think that it was wrong for little girls to fuck and suck cock, to get naked and spread their legs for anyone, but God had made her a whore, made her need that glorious orgasmic release every day. Even a whore, though, shouldn't be doing sex with her own little sister. Karen hardly knew the word "incest", she just knew it made her feel dirty inside.
She was dirty. She was bad. She was a filthy whore.
Karen was so absorbed in self-recrimination that she hardly noticed the truck had finally broken free of the downtown traffic jam. The wind picked up as the vehicle accelerated, whipping her waist-length, sweaty blond hair around her face. She let her head loll back, watching the infrequent street lights streak by. The road was smoother and she was able to control the beer bottle's motion. She bent her knees, splaying her thighs wider and sliding her butt forward until she was sitting on her spine on the very edge of the seat. Her pelvis was canted so that the bottle was tilted nearly straight upwards. She grabbed it with both hands now, pumping it in and out. All the while she was muttering to herself, "I'm a whore, I'm a dirty whore, dirty whory whore..." The wind blew tears from the corners of her eyes. Juice squelched out of her heating babycunt, running down to pool in her navel and drip off the sides of her belly as she pumped faster, feeling the tension in her labia as the suction stretched them away from her body, then gasping and arching her neck back as she pushed in and the mouth of the bottle hit something sensitive way up inside her. Her toes spread and her bare heels jutted into the air. She twisted the bottle in her hands, moaning as the glass slid across her distended clitoris like smooth fire. The fire was crawling through her whole body now, into her fluttering belly and down her trembling limbs, the flames raging hotter, burning away her feelings of disgust and shame, rising higher and higher until finally she was consumed.
"Oh, oh, OH, AH, OHHHH NOOOO!" Karen screamed into the night wind as yet another orgasm overwhelmed her preadolescent nervous system. Hot as sunlight, pleasure rocketed through her body, pulsing from her spasming cunt to the top of her head and the tips of her curling toes. She raised her head to scream again - but suddenly she was bathed in brilliant light. Her eyes slammed shut involuntarily, then watered as she forced them open. The roar of another engine filled her ears. She was dazzled by a bank of intense white lights, and over the throaty rumble came the sound of more cheers.
The lights cut off and as she blinked away the afterimages she realized that an SUV was following the truck she rode in. It was jacked up like hers, and - "oh, geez" - that meant that the driver could see into the pickup bed. Not only the driver, she realized, but the people standing up through the sunroof were looking down on her! They could see her shamelessly fucking the beer bottle into her drooling, peach-fuzzed babycunt. Oh, God, they could see she was a whore.
Well, and so what? was the thought that burned brightly in her otherwise-sluggish brain. Cutting through the fog of alcohol and marijuana and the night's exertions was the whore's perverse pride. Men liked to look at her, more than grown women twice her age, because she was sexy and shameless. She knew how to use her mouth and her babycunt and her ass, and she would let men do anything to her. That was the way God had made her. So she turned loose of the bottle, clamping down with her vaginal muscles to hold it upright, gasping as the pressure intensified the rolling aftershocks of her orgasm. She grabbed the sweaty bandana tied around her chest and yanked it off, baring her stiffening nipples. She tossed the scrap of cloth and the hot wind seized it and carried it away in an instant. Proudly naked she raised her arms in defiance, pumping both fists in the air. "Whoooo!" she shouted back at the cheering people in the SUV. "Whoooo!"
But her cheers turned to cries of pain as the pickup cornered sharply and lurched on to a sandy, deeply-rutted track. The chair slid and bounced across the truck bed. Karen threw out her arms for balance, yelping as the bottle wobbled violently in her cunt, sliding out and stretching her inner labia until she was sure they would tear or turn inside out. She grabbed at the bottle but it was impossible to hold it still. The glass battered her from the inside and it was all she could do to keep her balance. Bushes and scrub pine whipped past in the darkness. The SUV had made the turn, too, and its headlights swept across her naked, bound body as the two vehicles lurched back and forth on the uneven track. The chair pitched wildly, and Karen wailed as it tipped over backwards.
* * *
"Look at our little ducks," Moira said. I stifled a guffaw as we walked slowly behind the girls, picking our way down the dunes in the moonlight to the bonfire glowing on the beach. It was true, both children had a definite waddle in their walks. Renee was wearing nothing but a large beach towel over her shoulders like a cape. She held it clutched tight in her left hand in front of her, but her right hand was underneath the back of it, pressed between her tender bottom cheeks. She walked with her hips canted forward and her bare feet splayed outwards slightly. She had suffered Moira to pin up her long, thick brown hair and her neck looked lovely and vulnerable. She grunted softly as she walked, clearly still in some discomfort from the ass-fucking she had taken earlier.
When I had come back to the bedroom after calming Karen down I had found the stocky child standing on the closed toilet lid. She was bent forward a bit. Her fingertips sank into the soft flesh of her asscheeks, prying them apart as she craned around to see in the mirror. "I got some blood," she had said matter-of-factly and indeed there was a small smear around her reddened, irritated asshole. I cleaned her up and gently penetrated her one more time with a Neosporin-coated finger and that had been that. It didn't seem to bother her; the nine-year-old appeared to accept a bleeding anus as a natural consequence of the vigorous anal sex I had taught her to enjoy.
Karen's waddle was much more pronounced. She was hunched over forwards and both hands were between her legs, cradling the beer bottle. She whimpered "ow, ow," as each painful step jolted the glass neck that was sealed by vacuum pressure into her preteen vagina. She stumbled and almost fell on the uneven path, her waist-length blond hair swinging free across her naked back and ass. I quickly stepped forward and steadied her with a hand around her sweaty upper arm. Moira did the same on the other side. The fifth-grader got her balance back, but now both her hands were held away from the bottle and it hung out of her, its weight stretching her inner labia, tugging them painfully down and away from her body. Her whimpers became quiet, piteous sobbing as she squatted lower, trying to relieve the pressure inside her.
Renee's shoulders twitched at the sounds of her big sister's discomfort, but she walked resolutely forward and didn't look back. We had had a serious talk on the drive over here about family and responsibility. I hoped it would bear fruit, but she was only nine and I didn't know how much of it had sunk in.
We stopped at the bottom of the dune next to a small cinderblock building. Our shadows were limned in dim orange light from the bonfire further down the beach. Teeth-grindingly awful rock music drifted on the warm, smoky, salt-scented air, drowning out the soft hiss of the ocean. The shifting shadows and wildly leaping flames made it impossible to tell for sure but it looked and sounded like a pretty good crowd had gathered around the fire. There were certainly plenty of cars and trucks parked up at the top of the dune.
Moira went inside the building. I heard her rummaging around, swearing softly, as I lowered Karen gently to the sand. The naked child rolled onto her back, sobbing. She pulled her scabbed knees up and spread her legs wide, reaching down with both hands to cradle the bottle still stuck in her nearly-bald pussy. "Ow, it hurts, it hurts," she moaned, rocking herself. Sand clung to her sweaty back and shoulders. In the dim orange light her face was pale but her bright lipgloss looked almost black. Her mascara was running again, dark tear-tracked streaks down her cheeks and back to her temples. Renee pushed against me and I encircled the younger girl in a hug as we watched her big sister writhing on the sand.
I was not very happy about Karen's condition and even less so that I had gone along with Moira's suggestion for this part of the evening. The woman had a peculiar ability to make outlandish ideas sound perfectly plausible. When she put it to me there had seemed no harm in waiting until we got to the beach, but I hadn't counted on it being so painful to Karen. The child was clearly in agony and I was afraid it was stirring up memories of her mistreatment last week. I wished now that I'd taken her straight back to the condo after she'd turned her first trick. I remembered her blissful smile as she lay naked on the picnic table while Moira slurped fresh semen out of her just-fucked vagina. She'd been proud and happy and sexually sated at that point, ready to put her new skills to work when we got back home. Now I was afraid we were back to square one. I was pretty sure that we could get through this, but it wouldn't be easy on her. I sighed.
Moira emerged from the tool shed holding up the small glass cutter that I was nearly certain she had had in her beach bag the entire time. I took it from her without comment and she flicked on a flashlight. The light flared off the dark green glass of the bottle. I knelt between my niece's skinny thighs. I tried to get a good grip but the bottle was slippery with sweat and her preteen cunt juice and Karen was beyond hearing my entreaties to lie still. Her eyes were rolling back in her head as she rocked in the sand. She cried in pain as the bottle slapped gently back and forth between her thighs, pulling at her distended labia.
"Shit," Moira said. She planted her feet on either side of Karen's head, stepping on her hair and pinning her in place. Before I could react she dropped to her knees. She lifted her short satin wrap - unsurprisingly, she wasn't wearing underwear - and plopped her furry snatch right down on Karen's face. Karen's cries were muffled but even more frantic as Moira hunched herself against the child. "Oh, yeah," she said. "Eat my cunt, kitten, eat it." Far from calming the girl, Karen was struggling even harder. Her hands slapped at Moira's back but she was caught. She started to gag as Moira pushed her pubes into her mouth.
All three of us were caught flat-footed by what happened next. Renee barreled into Moira, knocking her off of Karen and flat on her back. "Leave my sister alone!" she shrieked. The beach towel fell off her shoulders, leaving her standing naked over Moira's prone form, her eyes flashing and her flat chest heaving. Moira looked as stunned as I felt, but only for a second. With a snarl she pushed herself up. Renee danced back out of her reach. "You little bitch!" Moira gritted out as she started for the little girl. Renee darted behind me as I stood to confront my erstwhile lover.
"Enough!" I shouted into Moira's face. For a miracle, she paused. "Enough," I repeated. "You're not helping. What're you going to do, beat up a nine-year-old? You want to have fun, fine. But everyone gets to have fun. Everyone! Get it?" We were almost nose-to-nose. Moira's face was a mask of rage. Even in the uncertain light I could see her cheeks were blotched with red. Her breath was whistling in her nose. As Renee cowered behind me I slid unconsciously into a fighting stance.
After a long ten seconds, Moira took a deep breath. "Fine," she snapped, turning away. "I'll see you down there." And with that she stalked away towards the bonfire, the loose sand squeaking beneath her bare heels. Her skirt flipped up as she walked to show a tantalizing glimpse of the lower half of her toned bare buttocks. I took a deep breath myself and let it out slowly. Renee flung her arms around my waist from behind. I put my hands over hers and we stood together over Karen's prone form as I waited for the adrenaline to drain from my body.
Once my hands had stopped shaking, it was easy. Karen was nearly exhausted and lay still while I scribed around the bottom of the bottle. It separated cleanly and with the vacuum broken the bottle slid easily out of the eleven-year-old. She groaned softly. Her cunt was stretched wide open, crusted around with drying secretions, and showed no immediate signs of closing up. The fifth-grader drew her knees up further and placed both hands over her crotch. She lay there on the sand, moaning. "My babycunt. Oh, my babycunt. Oh, it hurts, it huuurts." She ignored my requests to stand up and just rocked herself slightly. Sand clung to her damp backside.
I had to pick Karen up and carry her towards the bonfire. She kept her hands tight between her legs and burrowed her head into my shoulder. She whimpered with each step I took. Her blonde hair fell in damp tangles over my arm.
Renee had one hand clutching the towel together at her chest, the other holding on to the tail of my Hawaiian shirt as we approached the bonfire. Her eyes were wide as she took in the scene. She had never seen grownups partying like this before. The bonfire was built on damp sand near the tide line at a point where a finger of the dunes stuck out. The flames were leaping 15 or 20 feet in the air, dazzling us and plunging the area outside the circle of the firelight into comparative darkness. Picnic tables, camp chairs, and large hunks of driftwood made a ragged circle at a comfortable distance around the fire. I counted at least four kegs in various spots.
I saw maybe 100 people, mostly college-aged. The boys were dressed like me for the most part, open shirts and shorts or swim trunks. The girls were mostly in swimsuits. Some had removed their bikini tops, their bare breasts jiggling. I could make out a group skinny-dipping in the surf. Their pale bodies shone in the darkness. It was a high-spirited crowd. Loud conversation rose above the crackling roar of the flames, punctuated with excited screams and shouts of laughter. A fitful breeze carried the sweet whiff of marijuana underneath the resinous woodsmoke and the bracing salt air.
There were several knots of dancing people, boys clustered around the kegs, small conversational groups standing, sitting, or lying on the sand. I saw some necking and light fondling but most of the heavy action was taking place in the shadows, down the beach or up in the dunes. As we walked past a half-buried section of concrete pipe I heard a familiar rhythmic slurping. I sidestepped to have a quick look. It was the bearded, balding guy from the party. He was on his knees and elbows, head buried in the crotch of the young boy he had brought. The boy's legs were spread wide. His shorts and white briefs were wrapped around his left ankle. He looked up at the girls and me and gave us an embarrassed, lopsided smile as the man sucked enthusiastically on his skinny, hairless penis. I smiled back and we moved on. Renee made no comment; fellatio was utterly unexceptional to her by now.
Moira was nowhere to be seen, but her beach bag and towel were behind a large driftwood log, somewhat sheltered from the light and heat of the leaping flames. I set Karen on her feet and held her up with an arm around her thin shoulders. As Renee looked anxiously on, I gently brushed at the sand sticking to her sweaty body. But as soon as I released her she collapsed, all elbows and knees and thin, pale limbs. She rolled onto her side into a fetal position. She put one arm across her eyes and the other hand down between her thighs, her fingers splaying over her gaping cunt as it pooched between her skinny thighs.
We had turned some heads, a guy carrying a naked child and trailed by another, younger girl apparently wearing only a towel. Several of the guys from the party had noticed us and were starting to hover around. I got on my knees and bent over to whisper in Karen's ear. "Hey, sweetie, do you want to make some more money?" No response. "Wouldn't you like to fuck some more this evening? There's lots of guys that want to try your hot little babycunt."
Karen shook her head slightly. "Hurts," she whispered. "Don't wanna fuck any more. Too sore."
As much as I sympathized with the child, I couldn't let her evening end on this note. The whole point of the party and all of our involvement with Moira was to make Karen at least satisfied with what I had convinced her was her lot in life. Moira had given her the skillset to approach strangers, to find and fuck adult men, but she had to want to use those skills. It was important that her strongest experience with her tight little cunny be of pleasure, not pain. She already had an enormous secret, but when we got home she had to want to keep it. Otherwise I might as well head for Argentina right now.
It was hard for me to remember that the whole thing had started as just a way of ensuring Karen's silence. It seemed ludicrous now how appalled she had been at her first sight of a little semen, even if it had happened to be glazing her little sister's face. I hadn't originally intended more than to get her naked so she'd have her own guilty secret, but once I had seen - and smelled, and tasted - her incredibly precocious sexual responsiveness, I hadn't been able to stop myself from seeing just how far I could push her. And until now, there hadn't seemed to be a limit.
So I rummaged in Moira's beach bag until I found a small vial full of white powder on a thin gold chain. "Here we go, sweetie," I said in a soothing voice. "Moira has something here that'll make that babycunt feel all better." That got Karen's attention. She sat bolt upright, eyes wide with terror. Her puffy nipples cast wavering shadows across her thin chest as she hunched over, both hands now clamped over her vulva. "No, it's okay, I swear," I continued. "I know Moira played a mean trick on you, but I'm telling you this will make you feel better." I continued in a quiet, sonorous voice as I slowly knee-walked towards the child. I spilled a small line of cocaine along my index finger. Karen resisted, but she ultimately let me pull her hands away. I bent to see in the dim light. Her vulva was swollen and raw. Her inner lips were still stretched and loose around her hole, gaping open nearly the size of the bottleneck that had been stuck inside for the better part of an hour. Her clitoris looked smaller, perhaps only in comparison to the general swelling around her entire crotch, though the oversized nub was still fully erect.
Karen groaned softly as I separated her inner labia and gently inserted my finger into her clutching heat, rotating it and pumping slowly to spread the cocaine all around the tender mucous membranes of her vagina. I massaged her clitoris gently with my thumb, careful to keep the anesthetic drug from touching it. Her groans turned to a relieved sigh as the pain faded. Maybe her strained expression relaxed, but between her stark makeup and the flickering light it was hard to tell. After a minute I gently withdrew my finger. It was slick and shiny. I sniffed it deeply, then sucked it clean. Her juice was piquant with more than a bit of an added coppery tang. The preteen was a feast for the senses.
Karen began to tremble as the cocaine moved into her system. I tapped some more out onto my fingertip and held it up to her nose. "Sniff!" I commanded and she obeyed without thinking. I repeated the action twice more, then pushed my finger into her mouth to rub the residue on her upper gums. Her eyes popped open wide as the drug lit up her immature nervous system. A fresh sheen of sweat rose on her forehead. She began shaking visibly and her breathing got rapid and shallow. Her hands wandered randomly in the air until, seemingly by accident, one pressed against her bare chest. She gasped, then yipped as she grabbed one walnut-sized nipple between thumb and fingers and tugged. Her other hand followed suit and within seconds she was bouncing in place, rocking back and forth on her crotch as she pulled hard on both nips in turn. Her head jerked from side to side, long blonde hair flying. Her eyes were wild. Her mouth dropped open. "I..I need..."
"What is it, sweetie?" I asked softly. "What do you need?"
"...need...f-f-fuck!" she gritted out. "I want a c-c-cock in my babycunt!" Her lips twisted into a grimace.
"Of course you do, sweetie," I responded. "You're a whore, aren't you?"
She nodded vigorously, pulling on her nipples in turn. "I'm a whore, I'm a whore, whory whory..." she trailed off.
"Look, that boy looks lonely." I pointed over Karen's shoulder where a skinny redhead was nursing a beer in an armless camp chair. He looked maybe twenty. He was staring disconsolately at a young woman sitting on the edge of a picnic bench, making out with a muscular kid. They both had long, brown, curly hair that tangled together as they kissed. The girl's bikini top was off one ample breast and she giggled as her partner hefted it in her hand.
Karen lurched to her feet and tottered off towards the boy. I watched her firm, boyish butt cheeks tensing alternately as she staggered. The boy didn't notice her until she was almost on top of him. His jaw dropped as he realized first that she was naked; second, that she was a child with her nearly flat, undeveloped chest, straight hips, and smooth, hairless pussy; and third, that she had her hands in his crotch. Before he knew what was happening the fifth-grader was fumbling with his zipper. He made an abortive move to curl up in the chair but Karen was faster. Her hand plunged into his shorts and emerged grasping a thick erection with a flaring crown. It was pale but the circumcised head was a dark purple; the poor boy had obviously been aroused for some time before Karen grabbed him. Stray curls of red pubic hair poked out as Karen roughly tugged on the shaft. The boy gasped and writhed in his seat but Karen paid him very little mind. The shivering child was completely concentrated on her handful of cock and she didn't even glance at the boy's face as she straddled his lap and swiped the purple head along the length of her slit. She stiffened and the breath huffed out of her as the hot flesh brushed across her swollen clitoris, then she wedged it against her distended opening and squatted.
"Uhhhh!" Karen's high-pitched groan came to my ears as she felt the familiar firm yet yielding heat push into her intimate parts. Even as wet and slick as her cunt was, the adult-sized penis stretched her to the limit. Her vulva bulged from the pressure, her labia folded inwards and sensitive skin scraped against the bulbous glans. Karen tensed her thighs, raising up slightly to ease the pressure, and then forced herself down. "Uhhhh!" she groaned again as the cock penetrated her a little further. "Uhhh! Uhhh! Uhhh!" Her leg muscles tensed and trembled as she repeatedly pushed up and dropped down, until the boy's wiry pubic hair brushed her smooth mound. "Aiiieeegh!" She threw her head back as the pulsing thick cock filled her tender, well-fucked vagina to the limit. Her bare feet came up off the sand as her butt sagged between the boy's thighs. She fell forward, catching herself with her hands on his shoulders. The boy's face was a picture of shock as the fifth-grader ground herself against him, squeezing his cock inside herself. "Nuuuh! Nuuuh! NuuuooOO!" Karen made a strained sound, almost a howl, each time she impaled herself on the young man's throbbing tool. She tossed her head back and forth, her long blond hair flying. Her eyes were clenched shut, her face locked in a rictus of pleasure as she gradually picked up the pace, fucking faster and faster. She still hadn't looked at his face.
My cock was stiff and hot in my loose shorts, but I managed to tear my attention away from the erotic spectacle. Renee looked bemused. Seeing her sister wantonly fucking strangers was nothing new, but this was turning into a very long evening. It was well past the children's bedtimes, coming up on five hours since Moira had first collected Karen's panties. After the trauma of having the beer bottle stuck inside her tender cunny, Renee had seen Karen go in minutes from begging to be left alone to practically raping an adult. Her analytic mind zeroed in on the one thing that was new to her. "What's that white powder you made Karen sniff? Is it like the stinky stuff, so she'll have really good orgasms?"
"Yeah, pretty much," I replied. "You're smart to figure that out." As usual Renee accepted the praise impassively. "But it's way stronger, not for little kids. It's just for grownups...well, and for whores." I gestured in Karen's direction. She had bent her knees back, folding her legs under and tucking her bare feet across the young man's hairy thighs. Her back was arched, her arms stiff, palms pressed flat against his shoulders. The boy's large hands were covering her skinny chest. His thumbs were slipping back and forth over her puffy nipples, fingers wrapped under her armpits. She was fucking herself smoothly and quickly on his cock with practiced ease. The boy was starting to respond, pressing his ass up to meet her. Karen yelped each time their pelvises ground together; the boy's cockhead was probably bouncing against her immature cervix. Her eyes were still clenched tight shut, but her mouth was open. She was drooling, saliva dripping off her chin and falling into the boy's sparse red chest hair. As we watched the boy made one brutal thrust upwards, his eyes going wide, and shuddered as he began to ejaculate into the child.
I turned back to Renee, making an effort to calm myself. The depravity of watching my fifth-grade niece have her way with a grown man was overwhelming. My face was hot. I gasped for breath. My cock felt swollen, the skin tight and throbbing. It was hypersensitive to every brush of fabric, every stirring of the humid air. And standing next to me, clad only in a towel, was the nine-year-old I had taught to be my lover. We were on the edge of the firelight. No one was paying us any mind, though Karen's loud, energetic sex was beginning to draw some spectators. I could be on top of her in an instant. Images flashed through my mind of yanking the towel off her prepubescent body, pushing her down on the sand and spreading her short legs wide apart, wedging my cock against her warm, smooth, bald slit and pushing. With one thrust I could tear the nine-year-old open. I imagined the penetration, her writhing and crying against me, the burning tightness of forcing myself into the child, the hot blood trickling down my shaft.
I took a corner of the beach towel in my hand and gave it a firm twitch, pulling it off Renee and leaving her naked in the flickering orange light. Her little boobies were beautiful, capped with tiny pink nipples that stiffened from the surprise of her sudden exposure. "Hey!" she exclaimed, making a grab for the towel. I flicked it just out of the child's reach. She jumped for it again and I held it away from her. "Give it!" I noted that her belly had gotten just pudgy enough that it jiggled along with her pointy puppyfat boobies as she jumped around. I wondered if she was on the edge of a growth spurt. The child pressed her warm flesh against my bare legs and one hand landed squarely on the stiff bulge in my shorts. A picture of Renee's stocky prepubescent frame lengthened and thinned, hips starting to flare and nipples puffing out like her sister's washed over me. I felt faint for a second, and barely managed to keep the towel out of her hands. "Give it!" she repeated, her voice and face reflecting growing frustration.
I looked over Renee's head to see that Karen was still grinding her crotch against the boy's. His shorts were stained with a froth of his semen and the fifth-grader's juices. She hadn't climaxed and her rhythmic grunting was taking on a tinge of frustration as his cock softened and slipped out of her. She was oblivious to her surroundings but as the young man's orgasm faded he realized they had an audience - several boys and a girl stood looking down at them. Someone called out, "Nice job, baby-raper." The look on his face was priceless as he realized he had just committed about six major felonies in front of witnesses. He shoved Karen violently. She tumbled off his lap and landed on her skinny ass on the sand. He heaved himself to his feet and fled into the darkness.
Karen's legs splayed open, twitching. She stared unseeingly upwards. One hand pressed against her just-fucked cunny, smearing fresh spunk and cunt juice all over her vulva and abdomen until the skin gleamed with slimy moisture. Her belly heaved as she fought for breath. As her eyes cleared and she took in the sight of people staring down at her, she began trembling violently. She essayed a smile. "W...who wants to t...touch my whore babycunt?" she stuttered out. "P...please, my babycunt's so h...hot...oooh!" She arched her back, babbling as she shoved her pelvis against her hand.
Renee was on the verge of tears. Her hair had come unpinned and was in sexy disarray around her round face. I dropped the towel to the sand and sat down on it, pulling her naked form down into my lap. "What's the matter, sweetie? Your big sister goes naked all the time. She likes it. And you're naked plenty with me."
The third-grader pushed her arms down, clapping both hands over her hairless vulva. "But all these people...what if they think I'm a whore, but I'm not a whore, but someone tries to fuck me? I'm not a whore!" she insisted, curling herself against me. Her voice sounded near tears.
I could hardly contain myself. I gently hunched my cock against the warm weight of the child in my lap, rubbing against the rough fabric of my shorts. "It'll be okay, Renee. No one will think you're a whore. Look, the grownups are interested in other grownups for sex. You'll just look like a little kid to them." I leaned closer, dropping my voice to a wheedling whisper. "They won't know you're my sexy little lover. They won't know how much you like putting penises in your mouth, and how good you are at it. I bet you're the best cocksucker here." I groaned inwardly as I hissed the dirty word into the child's innocent-looking face. As I gazed into the firelight reflected in her hazel eyes I remembered us sitting on her bedroom floor, nestled in a tangle of her dirty laundry, the feel of her tongue as she leaned forward and tentatively took her very first taste of my penis.
Renee wasn't so easily mollified. "But Karen's a kid too - look!" I followed her pointing finger. Most of the people surrounding her had stepped back in shocked disgust as she writhed on the sand, but three young men remained. They looked like cookie-cutter redneck beach-bums: Tangled longish blond hair, deep reddish tans on their muscular torsos, board shorts riding below their hipbones. They glanced at one another, then two of them bent and grabbed Karen around her upper arms, lifting her effortlessly. Her feet windmilled briefly then she was set on her knees on the camp chair, her arms over the back and her butt sticking out. The firelight gleamed on he golden skin of her back with its contrasting tan line from her swimsuit. Sand peppered her ass and swollen cuntlips, adhering to the moisture that leaked from her burning quim and ran down the insides of her thighs.
"AaaAH!" she groaned as a large hand pressed against her labia and begin a rough massage. She spread her thighs and wiggled her ass, trying to direct clumsy fingers to her swollen, protruding clitoris. She grunted in surprise as the boy's thick thumb probed her clenched anus. "Agh!" she cried as he forced her sphincter open. A cracked thumbnail snagged against the tender skin. "Ow, ow, OW!"
"Dude, don't hurt her," one of the boys holding her arms said.
"Dude, I'm not. Check it out, she's into it."
"Ow, my ass!" Karen's eyes were closed and tears streamed down her face, making two black trails in her mascara. The boy's thumb was buried to the hilt in her ass and his middle and ring fingers slid easily into her juicy, gaping snatch. She whimpered but she pushed back hard against the invading digits. "My ass, oh God, fuck my ass! Fuck my ass, God, fuck my ass, God, God, oh God..."
She moaned as the boy pumped each of her orifices in turn. "She's so light, I could pick her up and carry her home like a six-pack," he chortled, and the fifth-grader yelped as he squeezed his fingers together, pressing her vaginal wall hard against her colon. The other boys looked at each other and shrugged. They reached for the waistbands of their swimsuits.
I tore my eyes away with difficulty from the sight of the blonde preteen taking on three adult men and focused on her naked little sister in my lap. My voice was hoarse. "But you're not a whore." I swallowed on a dry throat. "You don't act all whory like that, so it's OK."
"Why don't..." I swallowed again. "Why don't you go play for awhile?" I leaned in close, brushing my lips and nose across her cheek. I forced myself to keep my touch feather-light as I caressed her chest, tracing the points of her nipples. I could feel the warmth rising off her compact body as I gently tongued the two tiny moles at her jawline. "Moira's going to be coming back soon. I should talk to her alone so she's not mad at you any more. You like dancing, don't you? You could go dance with those boys and girls over there."
Renee pulled away from my kiss. Her hazel eyes looked more green in this light. "But, I don't want to go naked," she insisted.
"Why not?" I pointed. "Lots of them are naked, see?" And it was true. The group of young men and women dancing to the blaring boombox had been skinny-dipping earlier and some of them had not bothered to dress again. In fact it was mostly the boys, showing off in the relaxed, drunken atmosphere of the party.
"I don't want them to see my cunt," Renee objected, her hands still covering the beautiful part in question. "I just don't." She stuck out her full lower lip. I was afraid that was the end of it - the child could out-stubborn anyone, even someone not on the brink of ejaculation from fondling her beautiful naked body. Then my eyes fell on Moira's discarded beach bag and a thought struck me. I dragged it closer and groped a hand inside. Jackpot!
"Okay," I heaved an exaggerated sigh. "You don't have to show your cunt if you don't want to. Actually," I leaned close again, planting feather kisses on her small mouth, "I like that. I like to keep your tasty little cunny all for myself." I sat up. "But I have a surprise for you. Here, stand up." I pulled the child to her feet and stood her before me. My nose was just about level with her chubby, smooth labia. I resisted the temptation to bury my face between her thighs. "Close your eyes." Renee looked at my suspiciously. "No, close them. Cover them with your hands and keep them closed." Reluctantly, she obeyed.
I took a second to smooth her wavy brown hair back into some semblance of order around her shoulders and down her back, then I opened the beach bag to see just which specimens Moira had brought from her bedside collection. There were two. One was grotesque but the other was perfect. I picked up each of Renee's bare feet in turn then pulled it up. I tightened the elastic straps around her waist and thighs, placing them so they rode above her hipbones. Renee wriggled as the felt the straps pull into her buttcrack. I snugged the faux-leather triangle against her crotch, adjusting it until I was satisfied. "Okay, you can open your eyes!"
She did. She took her hands away from her eyes, but clapped them over her mouth to smother a burst of giggles as she stared down at herself. "I...I have a penis!?" she exclaimed with incredulous delight.
"You sure do, sweetie." I had fitted her with one of two strap-ons in the bag. This one was realistic-looking pink latex, about seven inches long, complete with molded veins and a nice bulbous head. There was even a wrinkled pink scrotum. "Now you can dance just like the boys." The third-grader wiggled her hips experimentally. Laughter bubbled as the rubber cock bobbed and twitched, very much like the flopping of the real things attached to the boys dancing just a few yards away. I leaned forward to caress the smooth skin of the child's back. I traced the points of her shoulderblades, the subtle knobs of her spine, dropping my hand lower to gently squeeze each asscheek in turn. I put my lips against her ear, nibbling gently at the lobe. "You look so pretty with a penis," I said. "Such a pretty little girl with a great big cock." I put my hand loosely around it and mimed jacking it. Renee almost purred as the movement pushed the ridges on the backside of the harness against her baby clitty. "Doesn't that feel nice?" She nodded. "So now no one can see your cunt. But you don't mind showing off your great big hard cock, do you?" I enunciated the consonants carefully, savoring the dirty words spoken into the child's ear. "Why don't you go dance with the big boys for awhile. You can be just another boy like them - no one will think you're a whore." True enough, I supposed, though who could say what they would think about the sight of a nine-year-old wearing a strap-on? "Look, Moira's coming back - you should let me talk to her first in case she's still mad."
The mention of Moira made Renee start. She looked around anxiously and took a step away. "Wait," I grabbed her arm to hold her and with my other hand reached down between her chubby thighs, fumbling for the switch concealed at the bottom of the latex nutsack.
"Oooooo," Renee exclaimed. Her eyes and mouth went round with surprise as the vibrator hummed against her. She spread her feet and bent her knees, making the rubber cock swing back and forth.
"Feel nice?" She nodded jerkily. "Okay, off you go!" I spanked her bare bottom gently and she scampered off towards the knot of dancers. She ran with a funny, waddling step as her prepubescent clit began to respond to the stimulation of the vibrator bouncing against her. She ran right into the midst of the group of dancing young people. It was mostly boys, a few girls. As the dancing got drunker and more aggressive the gender imbalance got greater. Maybe a third of the dancers were completely nude, all of them male. I watched with amusement as Renee's presence registered on their faces one by one. They each went through the same sequence of growing astonishment, something like "little kid - naked little kid - naked little kid with a huge erection? - naked little GIRL!!! with a STRAP-ON!!!" I smiled, but I was rocking and clutching myself through my shorts. My arousal was getting close to unbearable.
"What a cute little she-male you made." I craned my head around. Moira was standing behind me. Her hair was a little mussed and her dress was wrinkled. I could see under the hem of her skirt. Her carefully trimmed thatch of pubic hair was matted and sticky, and the columns of little hearts tattooed around her vulva shone. Her scent was strong.
I blinked, trying to get my mind back on business. "Sit down. We've gotta talk." I spared her a glance as she stood behind me but I could hardly tear my eyes away from Renee. She wasn't a very graceful dancer, but fortunately it wasn't a ballroom competition. She took her cues from the young men surrounding her, who as the music had changed to some godawful thrash-metal screeching had evolved almost into a mini-moshpit. She was in the middle, her head intermittently visible bobbing at belly-level of the grownups. From time to time she stopped flat-footed, bending her knees and closing her eyes and pressing the harness against her with both hands, shivering as the vibrator humming in the prosthesis triggered a child's mini-orgasm. For the most part the adults were being careful of her, only gently bouncing her off their bodies as they flung themselves violently against each other. I noted that at least one - no, two - two boys seemed to be taking care to present her with their semi-erect penises as they passed. Yes, for sure - I caught one of them actually grabbing himself so he could bounce his tool "accidentally" off the young girl's cheek. The second or third time he did it, Renee stopped and smiled up at him. I thought his heart would stop as he realized first that he was busted but second that the preteen child didn't mind in the slightest. For just an instant before other bodies came between us I saw the firelight glinting off a shiny smear of precum on her flushed cheek.
Moira folded herself gracefully into a cross-legged posture in front of me. "Yeah, I know," she sighed. "I'll be good," She stretched like a cat, pushing erect nipples against the straining fabric of her thin wrap. She purred like one as I leaned forward to cup her breasts in my hands.
"That'll never happen," I smiled, "but you've gotta keep to the plan. You stay here, but I've gotta go home with these kids AND THEIR PARENTS tomorrow. You push Karen too hard, she's gonna snap. And lemme tell you, Missy, if she tells her story I'm not gonna be the only one in deep shit. Those big green eyes and 'oh poor me my daddy fucked me when I was seven' won't get you out of it."
"Nine," Moira corrected me absently, then her eyes flashed as what I said sunk in. "Don't threaten me, you sumbitch. Daddy tried that shit, too, and look what it got him."
That was new. As far as anyone knew, her father had just taken off and disappeared. I looked intently into Moira's angry face. "What's that mean? What did it get him?"
Moira snapped her mouth closed. With visible effort she relaxed and mastered her anger. "Never mind," she purred, leaning closer to me. "I'll be nice to the little whore." She started unbuttoning my shirt.
"And Renee," I insisted.
"And Renee," she agreed. Then she placed her hand on the bulge in my lap. "And him," she breathed in my ear. "Does he remember me?" she whispered as she undid the snap and eased the zipper down.
"Oh yeah," I breathed as the warm, muggy air caressed my tool. I opened Moira's wrap and slid my hands over her bared breasts, tugging gently on her large, pointy nipples the way I knew she liked. She chuckled, then pulled herself forward, wrapping her legs around me and raising up. We gasped as our bodies pressed together and I slid into her. She took my full length easily, sighing as she settled into my lap. Her pubes tickled. It was weird. I had stopped dating when I had made first Renee and then Karen into my preteen sex toys. It had been almost six months since I had been with an adult woman and what had been normal now felt...odd. There was hardly an extra pound of fat on Moira but she felt too heavy in my lap. Her lovely, perky breasts that I knew so well seemed too large in my hands. Her entire body was out of scale, almost gross. And her scent was too strong, too musky, cloying. I wanted Karen's skinny ass resting lightly on my thighs, her slim, flat chest with its delicious cherry-sized nipples covered by my hands. I wanted to feel her belly tensing against mine and hear her sobbing as I bottomed out in her shallow vagina. I wanted to taste her sweet, piquant nectar oozing out between her thin, undeveloped labia minora.
But maturity had its advantages, too. "Oh, fuck," I groaned. Moira had amazing muscular control. "You gotta teach Karen how to do that," I panted. "She'll make a million dollars before she's in high school," When Moira didn't respond I pulled back a bit. She was looking over my shoulder. I followed her gaze; she was watching Karen. The eleven-year-old was still kneeling on the camp chair, her cunny and ass being thoroughly reamed by the redneck's large fingers. Her cries of "Fuck my ass!" were muffled, though, by a mouthful of cock. Two mouthfuls, actually, as the other boys had both pulled down their shorts and were taking turns shoving their hairy peckers into her mouth. She slurped noisily at one while the other boy rubbed his all over her face, coating her sweaty skin with precum and spit. Then he pushed at her stuffed mouth, poking against his partner's shaft until it slid out and he thrust forward, changing places. "Repressed queers," I thought with a sneer, watching how they "accidentally" rubbed their tools together at each changeover.
For her part, Karen passively accepted the double mouth-fucking. Her eyes were closed. Her arms hung loosely over the back of the chair. She made no attempt to control the depth or speed of penetration. She was trembling all over and her muffled grunts and groans rose and fell as she thrust her ass backwards onto the third boy's hand. Her chin was covered with drool. Her throat worked as she swallowed. She sucked eagerly on each cock as it filled her mouth, showing no preference and perhaps no realization that more than one person was using her simultaneously.
Moira's mouth hung open as she watched her eleven-year-old protg being stuffed full in every hole. She was panting loudly and her eyes were glazed. She started mumbling softly. I leaned close to hear, groaning as her cunt clutched at me expertly. Her breath was scented with some sweet liquor. "Fuck her, daddy, fuck that little whore, do her, make it hurt, fuck her 'til she can't walk, fuck her, fuck me, fuck meeee!" Then her eyes rolled back in her head and she pulled me tight against her. I gasped as her cunt spasmed around me, and my lap was bathed in warm, sticky liquid. It was too much, and I wasn't ready. I reached down between us and wrapped my thumb and forefinger around my shaft and scrotum. I squeezed as hard as I could, grunting in pain as each spurt of hot semen was dammed up at the root. The urge to cum gradually receded, leaving a deep ache behind the base of my penis and along one side of my groin.
As my eyes uncrossed I looked over Moira's shoulder towards the cluster of dancers. For an anxious moment I couldn't spot Renee. She was walking away from the dancers, trailed by the boy who'd been slapping his cock on her face. In fact, she was leading him with her hand around his penis. And quite a penis it was, too, as long a specimen as I'd ever seen, and so thick it looked like her soft hand barely went halfway around the shaft. Her other hand was around her own penis. The flesh penis and the latex one bobbed together as they walked. She led the fellow to a picnic table that was sheltered from the bonfire. The moon had risen, though, and the bodies of the tall, lean man and the short, slightly chubby child were bathed in silver light. Renee pushed the man down to sit on the bench then scrambled up beside him on her knees. She brushed her wavy brown hair back over her narrow shoulders, then leaned forward. Her strap-on bounced off the worn wood, then the tip caught and bent. She balanced herself with one hand on the man's thigh while with the other she pointed his straining erection at her lips. She leaned forward to kiss the bulbous head; it looked enormous against her round face. Her pointed tongue flicked out and the man jerked in his seat as she licked expertly around the ridge of the glans. She looked up at him, giggling as she said something, then stretched her mouth as wide as she could and sealed her lips around the head.
I groaned as I watched my nine-year-old niece fellating a man she had just met. I wondered if she even knew his name. Her mouth was too small to fit even the entirety of the purple cockhead. Her eyes squinted nearly shut as she twisted her neck from side to side, rotating her lips around the darkening flesh. My own, much smaller organ lurched in sympathy. I well knew how awesome her unschooled technique felt. I couldn't wait to feel it again.
As if she had read my thoughts, Renee pulled away and looked up, turning her head until she saw me sitting with my chin resting on Moira's shoulder. She smiled merrily and waved. I waved back, ignoring her partner's fearful start. Renee spoke to him briefly as she brushed her hair back again, then bent and pushed her little mouth over the end of his dripping tool.
I was mesmerized. Renee had never looked more beautiful to me as she knelt naked in the moonlight, her brown hair half-obscuring her face as she struggled to suck more of the young man's cock into her stretched jaws. Her partner looked down at her raptly, tentatively stroking one large hand over her smooth back.
I realized Moira was looking at me quizzically; I supposed I looked as glazed and distracted as she had moments ago. "Ohhhh," I breathed as she gently pressed our crotches together, twisting and massaging my aching cock inside her.
She licked at my ear, nibbled the lobe, then whispered, "Here comes the little whore." She leaned back, her toned thigh muscles bunching as she rose smoothly. My cock slapped gently against my belly as it slid out of her, shiny with her juice and suddenly cool in the breeze. For a few moments I just lay there, cupping my aching testicles in one hand and trying to collect myself. Moira retrieved the vial of coke from her bag and stood to meet Karen as she staggered over to us. The eleven-year-old's hair was a mess. A hank of it was glued to her cheek by a smear of semen. There was another glob right across the bridge of her nose, and more dripping down her chin. Her mouth hung open and in a sudden flare from the bonfire I saw strings of goo connecting her upper and lower teeth.
Moira steadied her with a hand on her shoulder and put a fingertip of coke under her nose. Karen snorted it up. Her head snapped back and her body stiffened. She shuddered hard, then dropped to a squat in front of me. Her butt almost touched the sand. She balanced her elbows on her widely-spread knees and rested her forehead on her folded arms. Her cunt was split wide open. Jizz and her baby honey oozed out to puddle on the sand. Her thighs and belly were mottled with white flakes where cum had dried on her, shiny in other spots with fresh moisture. Grains of sand had worked themselves up into the raw, swollen tissues of her vagina, further irritating the tender flesh. The delectable, wrinkled bud of her oversized clitoris stuck out proudly, bent slightly to one side into the little keyhole notch at the top of her distended slit. She reeked of the sweat that coated the rest of her body. She let her head hang down between her knees for a few seconds. She was trembling all over from the drug coursing through her veins. I could see her heartbeat fluttering beneath her barely-developed chest. Then she raised her head. She was crying silently, tears coursing down her flushed, semen-smeared cheeks.
"'M a whore," she said. The child was so coked-up she could barely speak, mumbling between clenched, chattering teeth. "'M a whore. Why'jou make me a whore? I din' wanna be a whore."
"Oh, honey, no," I said, getting up and moving to sit beside her. I rested my hand on her shaking shoulders, stroking her gently. "I didn't make you a whore."
"You did," she insisted. "I din' wanna."
"No, Karen," I repeated more forcefully. "Don't you remember? You decided to be a whore yourself."
"No," Karen said weakly, shaking her head.
"Yes," I said implacably. "I offered you a deal and you took it. If I bought you something, you would suck my penis. That's what happened, Karen. You remember, I know you do. No one made you a whore but you."
"I din' wanna," Karen insisted. Her shoulders shook harder as she wept. "You made me. You hate me. Moira hates me. Renee hates me. Mommy and Daddy hate me. God hates me," and she dropped her head onto her arms and dissolved in wracking sobs.
"Oh, honey, no," I repeated, getting up and moving to sit beside her. "I don't hate you. I love you. I love you so much, and that's why I had to teach you how to be a good whore." I put a hand on her back. Her skin was sweaty and sticky and burning hot. I stroked gently down the length of her curved spine, fitting a finger into the cleft of her buttocks and squeezing a cheek gently. "God doesn't hate you. I don't know why He gave you such a hot babycunt, but He doesn't hate you. He wants you to have fun, to have lots and lots and lots of sex, and get fucked every day." Karen cried harder. "You're a good girl," I insisted. "God made you a whore, and whores get fucked. You're doing what God wants." I put my other hand on her chest as I spoke, leaning in to stroke across her pre-breasts. I gently twisted a nipple between my fingers. Karen gasped, then hiccuped as the rhythm of her sobbing broke. "Yes, that's it, isn't it? You're such a horny, horny whore." I slid my hand down across the tight folds of her belly and over her slimy crotch. My rampant cock poked her side as I leaned forward, smearing Moira's cunt juice and my own precum onto the child's skin.
Karen's legs twitched and she tried to straighten up as I flicked her grotesquely swollen clitoris but I had a hand across her shoulders now, holding her in place. She groaned and squeaked as I slid a finger into her. A stranger's cum squished out around my digit as I moved it gently inside the fifth-grader's stretched cunt. "Moira doesn't hate you. I know she's mean sometimes, but that's just the way she is. She's a mean whore, but she wants the same as me, for you to grow up to be a good whore, strong and smart and sexy and, and, uh, fuckalicious." I shrugged at the look Moira gave me. "That's why she taught you how to find boys to fuck. Every whore needs to know that, and now you do, don't you?" The child nodded through her tears.
I gave Moira a warning glance as she moved to sit on Karen's other side. Her arm slid around the girl's slim waist. "I'm sorry I hurt you, kitten, really I am." Her voice was throaty and soft. She blew gently into Karen's ear. "But I don't hate you. I think you're cute," she kissed Karen's temple, "and sexy," she licked at the glob of sperm dripping down her cheek, "and mmm," she turned Karen's head gently and kissed her. Karen's eyes opened wide then fluttered closed as Moira shoved her tongue into the little girl's mouth. Then she was kissing back. Tears still leaked from her eyes as she mashed her lips hard against Moira's. My penis throbbed at the sight of the eleven-year-old child and the college girl kissing passionately. Then Moira sat back. "There, kitten, isn't that nice? That's how a whore kisses."
Karen was starting to pant now as I slowly pumped my finger in her preteen cunny. Her vaginal walls squeezed and twisted around me as she shifted her balance in the awkward squat. "Mommy and Daddy don't hate you," I continued deliberately. "They don't hate you because they don't know you're a whore. They think you're just their pretty little girl, and there's no reason to tell them different, is there?" Karen shook her head, gasping as I pushed deeper into her. "No, there isn't. As long as they don't know you're a whore, they'll still love you the same as they always have."
But then Karen stiffened, "Noooo," she cried, tossing her head back, and broke into wild crying again. Her eyes were puffy and red now and snot ran freely from her nose, mingling with the traces of male mucus still dotting her lips. Her cunt grasped my finger hard as her diaphragm spasmed. "Noooo, Renee," she gasped out.
"What is it, sweetie? What about Renee?" I had the naked child held tight against me now. I had one hand across her thin shoulders, the other pumping into her spread vagina. My shorts were open and my cock pressed against the hot, sweaty skin of her side, sliding over the bumps of her ribcage. Moira sat back, watching. Her legs were spread with one heel at my knees and the other leg curled behind Karen. She had opened her short dress completely and was masturbating herself with two fingers.
"Peed on her," Karen managed to gasp out between sobs. "Broke my promise...hates me. She hates me. Din' wanna be a whore. Love her..." she trailed off incoherently.
"Karen, Renee doesn't hate you," I said with just a trace of impatience. "She's your sister and she loves you." But the child was inconsolable. Her whole body shook with the force of her crying.
Reluctantly, I slid my finger out of Karen's cunny; her breath hitched but she continued sobbing. "You can take care of her for a few minutes?" I asked Moira, who nodded as I pushed myself to my feet. "Remember, be nice." Moira smiled as I gingerly pulled my zipper up over my drooling erection. Then she placed her hands on either side of Karen's face and began muffling the little girl's sobs with kisses.
I scanned the crowd of dancers, finally spotting Renee and her partner. They were dancing apart from the main group. The man held both of Renee's hands in his, holding up her arms as they did some half-assed box step together. He had put on a pair of lurid purple board shorts. Renee, of course, was still naked. Her strap-on bobbled and jiggled with her dancing. As I approached she stopped for a second and dropped into the wide-legged half-squat that signaled another small vibrator-induced orgasm.
"You look like you're having fun," I said to her as I walked up. Her hair was slightly mussed from dancing. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright in the firelight. She was smiling from ear-to-ear. The man dropped her hands and stepped back sharply, looking at me with the run-shit-or-go-blind expression I knew rather well from the inside. I gave him a quick smile, but my attention was focused on my preteen lover.
"This is Billy," Renee introduced me. "Did you see his thingy?" she demanded. She was bouncing up and down on the balls of her feet with excitement. "It was sooooooo big!" she declared, holding up her arms like a pint-sized Atlas. "I had to open really, really, really wide, and when he squirted, there was so much! I swallowed a little, but I did like you showed me with my tongue and I didn't choke or anything."
"I see where most of it ended up," I chuckled. The little girl's lips and chin were dripping with semen, and several long trails were drying on her flat chest and her round, childish belly. Renee grinned back and swiped her forearm across her mouth, succeeding mostly in distributing the pearly goo more evenly over her lower face. She was still a messy eater, cum no less than chocolate ice cream. "I'm glad you both had fun," I continued, sparing another smile for her adult sex partner to forestall his heart attack, "But I have to talk to you now, OK? Let's go over here." I took her hand and led her a few steps away from the dancers and the bonfire until we were almost in darkness. I knelt down in front of the child, reaching up to finger-comb her long brown hair back from her smiling face. I put my fingers lightly on her shoulders, brushing them down over her puppyfat boobies, lightly tweaking her tiny, pointed nipples, and tracing the inverted vee of her ribcage. She smelled pleasantly of sweat, baby shampoo, and just a little of the sharp tang of the semen drying on her face and body. Her strap-on hummed quietly, wobbling slightly as it pointed straight out at my sternum.
I put a serious expression on my face and leaned in close so we could look right into each other's eyes in the dimness. "Karen needs your help, Renee. She thinks you hate her."
"I don't hate her! She's my sister!" Renee exclaimed.
"I know that, sweetie, but remember what we talked about on the way over here?" She nodded. "You've been kind of mean to Karen ever since she started whoring." I continued gently chafing her upper arms and stroking her nips and belly as I spoke. "I know she bugs you sometimes, but that's normal. You do stuff that bugs her, too, I'm sure. I know you love her, but you haven't been showing that very much lately and now she's all upset. I need you to help her now. I need you to apologize and show her that you don't mind that she's a whore. Can you do that?" Renee's smile had faded, replaced with the penetrating gaze that was so incongruous on a child of her age. She nodded vigorously, causing a blob of semen on her chin to stretch into an elastic droplet. I caught it on my finger and pushed it gently into her mouth. She slurped it up, then I took her hand and led her slowly back as I explained what I wanted her to do.
Moira had pushed Karen down to lie on Renee's discarded beach towel. The girl and the young woman lay facing each other. They were kissing vigorously, their tongues entwined. Karen's hands cupped Moira's ample breasts and Moira was likewise tugging gently on Karen's budding nipples. Karen gasped and groaned softly under the older girl's touch. Her legs twitched with each tweak at her chest. Her heels raked across the towel, making little hillocks in the soft sand. Her gaping, raw vulva was oozing into a growing stain on the nubbly fabric. She was still crying, tears tracking her mascara-streaked face. "Karen!" Renee cried.
Moira broke their kiss sat up. At the sight of her little sister, Karen broke into fresh sobs. She rolled to the side and covered her face with her hands. "You hate me!" she wailed. "'M sorry, sorry...I din' wanna be a whore, din' mean to pee on you. Sorry, I'm sorry," she blubbered incoherently.
Renee looked taken aback by the force of her sister's reaction. She dropped to her knees, distress plain on her face. "Karen, I don't hate you! I love you! I'm not mad, you're my sister and I love you!" But Karen just shook her head, pressed her hands over her eyes, and sobbed harder.
It was time for me to get involved. I knelt at Karen's head and rolled her over onto her back, then gently pulled her hands away from her face, holding her arms up over her head. The child was nearly hysterical, tossing her head from side to side as she wept. I nodded to Renee who moved around until she was kneeling between Karen's spread legs. She bent forward, reaching out with her short arms until her hands rested on Karen's tiny pre-breasts. Then she pinched the bigger girl's puffy cherry-sized nipples, not hard, but enough to get her attention. Karen opened her eyes and tried to focus as Renee repeated herself. "It's OK, Karen. I love you. I'm sorry I teased you. I don't care that you're a whore, you're my sister and I love you."
Slowly the meaning of the words penetrated Karen's drugged brain. She shook her head to clear it and blinked tears out of her eyes. Then they widened in shock as she really looked at Renee's nude form kneeling between her legs. Renee looked at me for her cue. I nodded. The nine-year old grabbed the latex cock strapped to her with one hand and waggled it. "Do you like it?" She said, just as we had rehearsed. "Do you like my big penis, whore?"
Karen's mouth dropped open in shock, then she made a noise like "eep!" as Renee fell forwards onto her, the two children's naked bellies meeting with an audible slap. Karen gasped as Renee's hips forced her own open and she felt something stiff and cool rubbing against her burning clitty. It was the strap-on. "Oh! Gah...guh...oh!" she twitched and sighed as Renee clumsily ground herself against her big sister.
"I love you, Karen," Renee repeated, fitting her head into the hollow of Karen's throat as she pressed herself full-length against her. "I know you're a whore, and I know you need to get fucked to be happy. I want you to be happy, Karen. I want you to get fucked a whole lot so you'll be happy." As Renee spoke I guided her hands under Karen's arms to grip her shoulders from behind. Then I reached down between Renee's legs. Hot juice from Karen's swollen, feverish babycunt smeared across my knuckles as I got a grip on the rubber cock pressed between the girls.
"Do you hear that, Karen?" I asked. "Your sister loves you. She wants you to get fucked so you'll be happy. She wants you to get fucked...right...NOW!" As I spoke I bent the dildo to align it with Karen's gaping hole, and then pressed my other hand against the base of Renee's spine. The little girl pulled with her hands, pressed down with her butt, and the latex cock slid easily into her big sister's gaping cunt.
"AIEEE!" Karen cried out in shock. Her legs jerked up, her feet bicycling in the air. Her eyes filled with horror as she realized she was being penetrated by her little sister. "Nuh...nuh....noooOOOO!" she moaned. She bucked wildly, but Renee held on tight. She pumped her bubble butt clumsily up and down, pressing hard so the vibe built in to its base sent shocks of pleasure into her baby clit even as she ground against her sister's. Karen was screaming and crying wildly again, her brain rebelling against the realization that she was having sex with her own sister. She had committed all manner of perverse acts with me, with Moira, with dozens of strangers, but Renee had extracted her promise not to "bug" her for sex, and for the most part she had kept it. This was the ultimate betrayal - a betrayal of her sister but also a betrayal by her own body which, no matter how her mind filled with shame and fought against it, shivered and burned with pleasure as the dildo slid deeply into her. "Oh, God! Oh, God! Stop, please, God, don't! NOOOO!"
But I was there, too, speaking into Renee's ear. "Good girl, Renee. You're doing it just right. Remember, Karen likes it when it hurts a little. You're hurting her just right when you fuck her."
"Fuck the little whore!" Moira's voice chimed in from the other side. She looked raptly down at the two children locked in their incestuous embrace. She had shrugged out of her dress and sat naked. Her hand was a blur at her crotch, two fingers plunging in and out of her brown-furred snatch. "Fuck her harder, oh shit, fuck her!" she cried, mashing her thumb against her clitoris. The sounds of her fingers squishing in and out made a counterpoint with the juice squelching out of Karen.
And then I saw it. I saw the moment when Karen broke. Being assaulted by her own little sister who insisted - as I had each time I had had my way with the little girl - that it was done out of love, was the final straw. The weeks and months of unrelenting sexual abuse had opened a bottomless well of need in her, and finally she let go. She let herself sink into that well and drown. Her hips stopped bucking and instead her tanned legs fell open wide. Her feet came up, their pale soles and the pads of her delicate toes catching the orange firelight as she locked her heels around Renee's waist. I was looking right into the eleven-year-old's eyes. Her expression of horror and shame went blank, her eyes emptied of fear and resistance, leaving nothing but dumb, animal pleasure. Her childish voice climbed to a screech as jagged heat boiled up from her stuffed cunt and overwhelmed her. "Noooo, noooo, nuhhhh, uh huhhh, haaahhh, aaahhh, ahhhh, my babycunt! Fuck my babycunt! Oh, God, fuck my whore babycunt, fuck it, fuck me, fuck meeEEE, AH, AH, AH, AIEEE, EEEE!" She threw her head back and screamed as an orgasm broke over her, overwhelming her drugged brain and driving out all other thoughts, all other emotions, leaving nothing but raw lust burning through her preadolescent body.
"EEEE! EEEE! EEEE!" the fifth-grader squealed as each spasm squeezed her cunt tight around the rubber dildo and smashed her oversized clitoris against its vibrator. Juice squirted out of her, sliming her little sister's stomach and thighs, coating her own crotch and ass and staining the wrinkled beach towel they lay on.
It was that moment when Karen's eyes went empty that did it. I couldn't take it any more. I felt my own cum begin to boil in my balls. I jerked my shorts off and got to my knees, looming over Renee's pumping bubble butt. I leaned down to stick my cock between the two children and coat it with Karen's baby honey. Their feverish skin writhing against my shaft made me gasp and moan, and I had to grab myself and squeeze tight to keep from blowing right then. I seized Karen's thin ankles in my hands and jerked her legs apart, then I pressed the head of my cock between Renee's sweaty asscheeks. It took me a second to find her clenching sphincter, but then I dropped my weight onto her and pressed. "Aaarrgh!" I grunted as my cock pushed past the resistance of the nine-year-old's tight anal ring and surged into her colon.
"Uurgh!" Renee groaned from the unexpected penetration as I dropped my weight onto her back. She drew her legs up, froglike, to ease the pressure of the intrusion. That pushed Karen's further apart. I put my palms on the ground, spreading the fifth-grader's legs further still. She squealed again beneath my weight as the dildo bottomed out inside her childishly shallow vagina.
I leaned down so my face was next to the girls'. I licked their cheeks each in turn, tasting Renee's sunblock and sweat and Karen's tears. "Oh, God, Renee, I love your sweet, tight little ass," I husked. "Let's fuck your big sister now. Let's fuck the whore hard!" And I began to thrust. Renee grunted each time my pubes mashed against her tender cheeks and my cock surged into her rectum, the hot shaft scraping in and out against her sphincter. Karen trembled and howled as wave after wave of her orgasm washed over her. She fought for breath beneath the combined weight of me and her little sister. I grabbed her skinny ankles again and lifted them up to my shoulders so that the slender eleven-year-old was bent almost double. I rubbed my hands over the children's' bare flesh, hardly sure which was which as I plunged again and again into Renee and her hot, tight, squirming ass wrenched my long-delayed cum out of me.
"Uhh! UHH! OWWW!" I yelled as fingers closed around my scrotum and pulled. Moira had moved behind us and grabbed me. The next thing I knew, a cold, slippery finger was probing at my own anus. "Hey!" I looked over my shoulder, tossing sweat-soaked hair out of my eyes just in time to see Moira looming over me wearing the other strap-on she had brought. It was a thick, black, knobbed and ridged monstrosity fully a foot long and a good two inches in diameter. I had a split-second to realize what was about to happen, then she pushed up my shirt and pressed her warm breasts against my back. Cold rubber jabbed at my ass. "Aaarrghhh! IiieeeEEE!" I squealed like a little girl as my former lover sodomized me with relish.
Now all four of us were connected, with poor Karen bearing the weight of two adults and her little sister and all of them pressing right on her swollen clitoris and stuffed vagina. Her toes nearly touched her ears as her ankles were folded against my shoulders. I could hear her fighting for breath but I was beyond caring. Moira had her arm around my neck for leverage and was pumping viciously into my back passage. I spread my legs, shifting my weight from my knees to my pelvis, bearing down on Renee and shoving my cock as deep as it would go into her nine-year-old ass. My penis burned inside and out as Moira hammered my prostate with the oversized dildo. "How'd'ya like it, you sumbitch?" she growled in my ear. "How'd'ya like taking it up the ass?" One thrust, two, three, and I howled as I boiled over. My orgasm rushed up from my toes and blew off the top of my head. What felt like half a gallon of jizz burned the length of my organ and overflowed Renee's ass.
"OOOoooOOOoooOOO!" Renee keened as squirt after squirt surged out of me. Each one felt like a cluster-bomb going off in my nuts, an explosion of mingled pleasure and pain that barely faded before the next detonation. My vision filled with streaks of light then went grey and dim as I fell forward onto the children. I writhed against the excruciating fullness and burning as Moira continued to fuck my ass with abandon.
Renee's weak struggles brought me back to full awareness. Her face was pressed into Karen's chest, her ass filled to painful depth with my cock. I felt a stab of concern and reminded myself that I was responsible for her good time. With a heave I pushed my ass back against Moira. I almost grayed out again from the pain as that forced the dildo deeper inside my own rectum, but I managed to lift myself off the children and roll Moira over onto her back. Renee's reddened sphincter stretched out and away, grabbing at my cock as it withdrew. I lay panting atop Moira, my legs spread wide around the black monster. Moira's boobs were hot against my back, her breath harsh in my ear. She pumped her hips and I groaned as the pressure against my prostate painfully forced a few more drops out of my wilting cock. My head flopped back so I was cheek-to-cheek with Moira. She nuzzled my ear and ran her hands down my hairy chest.
Karen groaned as Renee sat back on her heels. Her chubby thighs and butt cheeks were splashed with a froth of semen and less savory juices. The dildo made an audible slurp as it popped out between the older child's bald vulva. Renee stood shakily and took two bow-legged steps to stand at my feet. She had both hands pressed against her violated asshole, but her eyes were fixed on my own backside. She got painfully back down to her knees and leaned forward. I gasped as I felt gentle little fingers cupping my nutsack and lifting it up out of the way. "Wow," she said. "Is that what it looks like when you put your thingy in my butthole?"
"Pretty much," I gasped. "Hairier." Moira chuckled and pumped me again, but then all three of us turned our heads in response to Karen's low moan.
The child's legs were spread wide, feet twitching randomly on the wrinkled beach towel. She arched her back, pointing her stiff, swollen nipples proudly at the night sky. The firelight gleamed on her sweaty skin. She had a hand pressed between her legs. The shiny, raw tissues of her wide-open cunny peeked between her fingers as she flicked at her painfully swollen clitoris. It was almost eggplant in color, bruised-looking and pulsating. "Ooooh, my babycunt," the fifth-grader moaned as she masturbated. "My whore babycunt. It's sooo hot, please, someone fuck my babycunt. Pleeease..."
I marveled at the child's stamina. I was exhausted but she was shamelessly begging for more, masturbating herself in the middle of a party on a public beach. She really had become a total whore, which made me feel both proud and relieved. Of course, at the moment she was also a totally-coked-to-the-gills whore, which maybe explained her staying power. Whatever, I intended to see that at least tonight she was satisfied. I rolled onto my side, groaning again as I at last freed myself from the oversized dildo. My ass felt strange, throbbing painfully but at the same time cool and empty until my sphincter began to close up. I had never found being a bottom particularly pleasant; only the bizarre eroticism of this situation and the feel of Renee's own hot little ass squeezing my tool had carried me through. I reached out and took Renee's hand in mine. "Renee, your sister wants to keep whoring, but I'm too worn out. Will you help her?"
The third-grader looked from me to where her big sister lay writhing and moaning next to us, her face showing no emotion. "I don't want to fuck her any more. My butt hurts and my legs are tired."
"That's OK, you don't have to. I just want you to help her." I dug in Moira's beach bag, coming up with the vial of cocaine and the dog leash that had been attached to Karen's collar earlier in the evening. I put the vial around Renee's neck. The thin gold chain gleamed against her tan skin. She giggled when I hung the handle of the beach bag over her wobbling strap-on. "She's a little too confused to ask properly, so you can walk her around and ask all the boys if they want to fuck a whore. When they say yes, you take their money and put it in the bag. If Karen starts getting sleepy you can let her have a sniff of the powder. You put just a little on your finger and put it under her nose. Just a little, though, and only one sniff at a time. You can do that while Moira and I take a nap, OK?"
Renee thought it over. "What if they don't have any money?"
"Well, I think plenty of them will have money. The ones that don't, I don't think they should get to fuck her tonight. This part is important: Your sister's so whory right now, she'll do anything to get fucked. You have to make sure that everyone's nice to her. If any of the boys are mean to her, you tell them to stop. If they won't, you say, 'I'm telling! I'm telling you're fucking a little girl!' That should scare them and make them stop. I'm counting on you to protect Karen. Can you do that?" Renee nodded, her round face serious. "Good girl. Here we go."
I gave Renee one end of the leash, then clipped the other to the black leather dog collar that was still Karen's only adornment. I pulled on the leash but Karen's head just flopped back limply. I had to grab her under her armpits and lift her to her feet. She swayed and almost fell. She put one arm out for balance, shifting her bare feet on the uneven ground. Her other hand stayed between her legs, rubbing her slit and gently pinching her slick, swollen clit. Her eyes were closed and her mouth hung open. I spoke softly into her ear. "Are you ready for more sex, sweetie? Do you want to fuck more?"
Her response came low and slow. "I'm a whore. My whore babycunt's burning. Someone, fuck my whore babycunt." I smiled.
"Here, Renee, let's give her a little sniff to get her started." I watched carefully while Renee's fingers fumbled with the vial but she was able to unscrew it and put a tiny bit of the flake into her palm. She held it up to Karen's face and we both said "Sniff!" together.
Karen obeyed unthinkingly, inhaling deeply then snuffling as the cocaine burned in her nasal passages. She shivered and her mouth twisted into a grimace. Her hands balled into fists and she pressed them against her budding chest. "F-f-fuck!" she stammered. "F-f-fuck...m' babycunt! Hot babycunt!"
"Great," I smiled at the children. "Off you go. I'll be right here." I gave Renee a gentle push in the direction of one of the kegs where a bunch of people stood around drinking. She started off, then had to stop and tug gently on the leash to get Karen moving. The older girl trudged after her, eyes on the ground. Moira was already asleep, snoring gently on her back. The black strap-on waved gently back and forth. I pillowed my head on her breasts and let my eyes drift closed.
* * *
Karen was floating. She was floating somewhere far above the bonfire, looking down on the beach. It was funny, because it was like she was in two places at once. She was floating, but at the same time she was on the beach. Even though she was far away, she could feel everything. The white powder she had been sniffing made her skin super-sensitive. Since she had been on vacation she had gotten almost used to being undressed outside, but tonight her whole body tingled, like the fear and excitement she had felt the very first time she'd gone naked, running through the parking lot in the pouring rain wearing only her camisole, or her Hallowe'en night clad in nothing but the bodypaint she had earned by whoring herself to Mister Nate. Every breath of air, every brush of her skin against the sand, every touch of hands or lips or cock against face or belly or nipples, toes or knees or butt, asshole or vulva or throbbing, burning clitty, lit up her nerve endings like neon. She quivered inside with the intensity of the sensations. And yet she was way up above watching herself tremble and gasp. It was weird, but she didn't think too hard about it.
...Karen lay on her stomach on a picnic table, arms akimbo, knees bent, feet waving languidly in the air. The worn wood was smooth and warm against her naked belly. One nipple poked into the crack between two planks. She writhed, humming in pleasure as the wood gently pinched the puffy little nubbin. As she moved her torso from side to side the nipple popped out of the shallow channel. She gasped as it dragged across the wood grain and her other nipple settled into a different crack. Her head was turned to the side, pillowed on her sticky, tangled blonde hair. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open, drooling saliva thickened with the residue of several swallowed ejaculations. It gummed her hair to her cheek.
Her ass burned as the man sodomizing her grunted and thrusted, making her butt cheeks jiggle and bounce. He pumped faster and deeper until Karen moaned from the vibration and pressure transmitted to her tender button smooshed against the tabletop. "Ah!" she sighed explosively as strong hands gripped her thighs and spread her legs farther apart and she felt a sudden flow of liquid warmth filling her colon, quickly merging with the sloppy mixture of gooey sperm already oozing out around the penis stretching her sphincter. She sighed again as she felt the man pull away. She tensed, gripping the softening head with her butt muscles the way she knew men liked.
Karen took several deep breaths. Cum bubbled between her lips as she exhaled. Then she felt a different set of hands stroking her legs and hips. They traced the slight curves of a figure just beginning to blossom, then placed fingers on her hipbones and lifted. She raised up half on her knees, thin feet still waving in the air. A hand pressed between her cheeks then slid forward and down until it rubbed against her sloppy, spermy bald slit. Her whole body jerked as two fingers found her clit and tugged gently at the swollen wrinkle of flesh. Then the familiar blunt heat of a cock pressed between her labia. She moaned in disappointment as whoever it was missed their aim and the shaft slid up, popping over her perineum. He tried again and this time it slid home. Karen pressed one clenched fist against her open mouth as the man started fucking her with slow, long, even strokes. Her breath came faster, rasping in her throat as she felt the heat building in her grasping, stretched preteen cunny. Her button twitched as her labia swelled against it. Then, almost too soon a harsh male voice groaned and hot, thick spurts filled her insides. It was just enough to trigger another series of orgasmic spasms. She yelped, scraping her knees on the edge of the picnic table as her body convulsed more and more strongly. Brilliant red stars exploded inside her closed eyelids, then inside her head, then all around her...
Karen was warm and hot and burning. Her skin was hot. Sweat oiled every bit of her naked preteen body. She was hot on one side from the leaping flames of the bonfire, hot all over from the muggy breeze caressing her sticky skin. Her babycunt was burning. She felt scraped and raw inside. Grains of sand itched as they were fucked up into her, then washed out by the steady ooze of semen and her own secretions. Her button was burning. Even the slightest breath of air made it swell and ache with pleasure. When it was actually touched by fingers or a penis or pressed into the ground or against a table, a jagged spike drove the little girl's breath from her lungs.
But while the heat smothered her, and the burning threatened to consume her, the warmth sustained her. The warmth was knowing that Renee loved her. She followed the younger girl blindly, knowing that her little sister would take care of her. She let herself be led by the leash, stood by as Renee offered her to an endless parade of men, smiled as Renee collected her money. She was grateful, ever so grateful that her sister forgave her and loved her so much.
...Karen straddled a fat man wearing a grimy sleeveless tshirt. He had black tufts of hair under his arms and curling on his chest. His shorts were around his ankles and his cock sprouted from a thick nest of black pubic hair. Karen curled her fingers around it, jacking slightly as she held it against the length of her bald slit. She sighed as she rubbed the pointy head against her clitty, then pushed it down and let her knees slide open. "Yesss, my babycunt," she sighed as the familiar fullness pressed into her. She began hunching her ass up and down. She clenched her cunt hard as she raised up until only the head remained poking into her, then relaxed and dropped, feeling her insides shift as the hot, stiff flesh filled her. "Ooooh....ahh!" she sighed. She leaned forward and put her hands on the man's chest for balance. Her tangled hair hung down, blocking her vision of the smug smile on the man's piggy little face. He had hungry eyes. She didn't like them so she tried not to look. He had his fingers laced behind his head. Karen wished he would play with her aching nips, but she couldn't seem to get the words to come out right to ask.
Then she felt the leash tugging at her collar. She looked over her shoulder to see Renee taking to another boy. Her little sister's cock bobbled as she took some money from him and put it in her bag. In doing so she had accidentally tugged a bit too hard on the leash. Karen let her eyes drift closed and dropped down once more on the fat man's penis, concentrating on the way the skin felt as it slid through all the jizz already filling her. Her cunny squelched obscenely with each thrust and cum oozed out all around the shaft. Her belly was smeared with it, her thighs thickly coated with globs and oozing trails. Sand unevenly crusted her knees and shins and labia and ass, glued there by drying spunk.
Karen started as she felt another pair of hands rub her back. They felt good stroking over her shoulder blades. Those muscles were getting a little sore, just like her thighs which ached and burned from being spread so wide for so long. Then the hands pushed her forward. Her arms collapsed and she lay over the fat man's stomach. The tangle of chest hair at the neckline of his shirt tickled her nose. She pressed herself back, impaling herself deeply on his penis. Then she felt the hands spreading her butt cheeks, air cool on her cum-soaked sphincter. "Uuuurgh!" she groaned as she felt a second cock bump against her anus, then push. She pushed back, relaxing the muscle and the head popped right in. "Ah! Ah! Ah!" Karen sighed as she clenched and relaxed her butt, feeling the tight ring rub against the intruder. Then the man surged forward, burying his cock to the hilt in her ass in a single stroke.
Karen had been setting the pace but now she was helpless to control the depth or speed of her double penetration. She straightened her knees, digging her toes into the sand. Both men pistoned hard into her, trying to find a matching rhythm. Karen's mouth opened in a soundless "O" as she felt the two flesh poles rubbing together inside her. She had been fucked individually in the pussy or ass countless times, had even been gangbanged while a vibrator hummed in her rectum, but two hot, living shafts was a new experience for the fifth-grader. The pain in her ass twinned with the pleasure in her cunny, each surging in turn, each tool squeezing her stiff, blood-flushed clitty against the fat man's hairy crotch. The little bud burned hotter and hotter. "Oh...ohhhhh...ohhhh...OHHH...AH...AH...AIEE!" Karen screamed as pleasure burst from her burning clitoris and rocketed around her slender body. Her arms and legs flew out, twitching and thumping against the sand. She lost control of her bladder. The man's grunt of surprise as hot urine poured out on his thighs was the last thing she heard...
The whore was back. Karen watched from above as the whore used her body, panting and grunting and groaning in her desperate quest for ever-more sexual pleasure. Karen let her. It wasn't like before when the whore shoved her out of the way, hiding the little girl, keeping at bay the fear and pain of being raped and coerced into every kind of perverse sex. No, now they were working together. The little girl had learned to enjoy the delicious explosion of orgasm, and more, to crave it. She wanted it but she had to remain the demure child, the one who always behaved in school, the one who always had her homework done, the one who never said bad words or was mean to anyone, the one who went to church and prayed to God. The one whom Mommy and Daddy loved.
That little girl couldn't get caught playing with her bald cunny, shoving her fingers deep inside herself at night under the covers, biting her pillow to muffle her moans. She couldn't even masturbate, never mind fucking boys and men until cum oozed from between her raw, swollen labia. But the whore could. The whore did. The whore loved fucking, loved the feeling of a hot cock jumping in her hand as it squirted gooey sperm into her mouth. The whore didn't have to care about what anyone thought. So now they were partners. The little girl would keep anyone from discovering the eleven-year-old whore with the damp panties and the hot babycunt, and in return the whore would give the little girl the orgasms she craved so badly. And when the hot wind of orgasm blew so hard that the little girl blew away entirely, the whore stayed in Karen's body, because she was tough. She could take it. She would take it and beg for more.
...Karen leaned back against the boy, enjoying the feeling of his lightly muscled chest and stomach against her sweaty back. It was the same boy who had gazed at her cunny with such wonder when she was bound to the bench at the party, the same one she had glimpsed having his hairless wiener sucked by the old man who had brought him, as her uncle had carried her down to the beach. He was kneeling upright, and Karen was sitting on her heels and leaning back against him. She wiggled her toes, feeling sticky goo and wet clumps of sand between them. The boy held her with one arm around her chest and she twitched and shivered as his fingers gently twisted her nipples. His other hand was between her legs, rubbing inexpertly and vigorously at her raw slit and erect clitoris. Karen blushed at the sloppy, squishing sound it made. Cum and her preadolescent sex juices oozed around his fingers. She was hot. The heat came off the bodies of the men who crowded around them. She could almost see steam rising from them into the close, humid air. Whichever way Karen looked she saw stiff cocks pointing at her.
Karen grunted softly and wiggled her butt between the boy's spread thighs. He'd been reluctant when she'd told him he could put his skinny, hairless penis into her behind. He hadn't wanted to hurt her. It did hurt, just a little, but it was the good kind of hurt, the stretching and the warmth of living flesh stuffing her full, the pain that triggered pleasure. She'd wanted to explain, but she couldn't get the words out. Instead she just smiled jerkily and sighed.
The boy was a year or two older than Karen, and she wondered that he seemed completely at home to be kneeling in the center of a circle of naked, aroused grownups. He wasn't a whore. Or maybe he was and he just didn't realize it. He was telling her how he hung around with his "friend", the old man who brought him to Moira's, when his parents weren't around. His friend taught him to like having his wiener sucked. Taught him other things, too, and took him around to meet other grownup men who liked boys. That's why he'd been reluctant at first to penetrate Karen, because in his experience it hurt. And to hear him tell it, he didn't get much more than a couple of beers, maybe taken to a movie for his trouble.
That didn't sound quite right to Karen, that all the boy got for an assfucking was a movie ticket. But he had caught the rhythm of pumping her and his fingers tugging at her clitty felt so good, so hot, that she just stretched and purred and relaxed against him. Her leash hung loose, the smooth links of chain brushing back and forth across her bare belly as she undulated.
Renee was sitting in a camp chair nearby. Her legs were too short to quite reach the ground and she swung them back and forth, kicking up little puffs of sand with her toes. She had one hand on the rubber cock she wore, wiggling it up and down. It was shiny with juice and Karen blushed as she realized it was her juice, out of her babycunt. Her mind spun: her own little sister had fucked her. There was supposed to be something wrong about that, she thought distantly, but she couldn't pin it down. All she remembered was Renee's warm belly rubbing against hers, the delicious rising heat as the fake penis slid into her, the way her heart swelled as she realized Renee didn't hate her, and how that outpouring of love merged with one of the strongest orgasms she had ever had.
There were two men standing on either side of the third-grader. Both their penises were sticking out; one had taken his shorts entirely off. Renee jacked at the two hairy adult cocks in turn, switching her free hand back and forth. As she leaned forward to flick her tongue across one dripping glans she caught Karen's eye and smiled at her.
Karen tried to smile back but at that moment a penis loomed close in front of her. She cast her eyes upwards and smiled at its owner instead. A hand came down heavy on the top of her head and the cock pressed between her lips. She opened willingly but it slid in too far, too fast. She made a soft choking sound and pulled back as the head hit her soft palate, wrapping her hand around the shaft to better control the depth of penetration. She hummed in the back of her throat as she slipped her tongue over the pee-hole, slurping up the precum. She pulled back until the leaking tool just rested on her lower lip. "Mmmmm, it's a nice one!" she exclaimed as she had been taught, then swallowed it back into her mouth and began pumping.
Karen inhaled sharply as the boy's hand pressed hard on her clitty, pinching it. She looked over to see that he, too, was sucking some adult's cock, but he didn't seem to be enjoying it. Strong hands held the back of his head, forcing the cock too deep into his throat. He gagged and tears leaked from the corners of his eyes. Karen reached over and wrapped her free hand around the base of the cock and pulled. "Ow!" the man cried as the boy's teeth scraped across the cock as it popped out of its mouth. Karen looked up and before the man could get angry she spit out the cock in her mouth already and stuffed the other one in. But the first man wasn't about to give up his place. He crowded in, his hairy thighs pushed against his neighbor's, and before Karen knew it her lips were stretched wide around two penises side-by-side. She gagged a bit and coughed out drool as she fought to keep both the cocks at a manageable depth. After a few seconds she realized she was comparing the different feel, size, and even smell of the two organs as they pistoned awkwardly in and out.
But not for long. One of them began to twitch and pulse in her mouth and with only that warning a bolus of gooey sperm hit into the back of her throat. She couldn't swallow with her mouth stretched so wide, but the man pulled out. Fisting his jerking organ he sprayed hot sperm first across Karen's face, then turned to shoot at the boy as well. He whipped back and forth, painting pearly trails across the two children's foreheads, hair, and cheeks.
Then the second man's orgasm hit and he, too, pulled out, depositing most of his load on Karen's cheeks and chin. Before he was finished she felt something warm and wet in her ear. She turned her head in surprise and caught a glob of sperm from yet a third masturbator right in her eye. It stung.
Through her good eye all she saw was a forest of hairy thighs and cocks poking at her. She and the boy were surrounded by men, all trying to be the next to fill her mouth. Someone sneered, "Look at the dirty whore!" She opened her mouth to snap back, "I'm not dirty!" but before she could speak her face was stuffed again with hot man-flesh. She groaned as the boy pushed his hips forward, pressing his penis deeper into her ass. Spunk seemed to rain down on them from all directions, plopping into her hair, coating her face, streaking down her shoulders, arms, and chest. It even dripped down onto her sloppy bald quim as the boy rubbed harder and harder. Her clitty seemed to swell beneath his hand, swell and burst and then she was screaming around a mouthful of cock, screaming and gargling sperm as her body spasmed again and again...
Karen didn't know how long she had been cumming, but the orgasmic surges never really stopped. They lessened, but the burning, pulsing pleasure never completely faded from her overstimulated clitoris. Over and over again the heat roared up from her center and shot through her from head to toe. It was like a huge wave that crashed down on her as she floated, smashing her down into her body, crushing the breath out of her with the sheer overload of stimulation. Her vision went black each time, and then when she opened her eyes she was in a different position, a different place, with different cocks pushing into her mouth, her asshole, or her raw, burning babycunt. The only constants were the leash swinging as her body jerked and writhed and at the other end of it, Renee watching over her, taking care of her.
Her entire body was on fire. Hands might be touching her on her nipples, her shoulders, her back, her legs, her feet. A cock might be filling her mouth or her babycunt or her ass, but she felt every bit of it everywhere. If she closed her eyes, she had no idea where skin actually touched her skin. It felt like...like...in Sunday School when they taught her that nothing was better than being touched by God. God was touching her. He was holding her in His hands and rubbing them together as the heat grew, and grew, and grew, and then He squeezed and another orgasm filled her with liquid fire and He squeezed harder and her soul squirted out of her like a watermelon seed and flew up to the sky. And then it fell back into her and she opened her eyes and it started all over again. "Thank you, God," Karen said...
...she was on her back on the sand being fucked hard by a skinny redhead...
...her head was pillowed in another girl's hairy crotch, her mouth filled with the pungent flavor of adult female arousal...
...she inhaled the scent of sweaty male crotch as a wilting penis slurped out of her mouth. She parted her lips and pushed her tongue forward, showing the man a solid line of white goo oozing over her puffy lower lip and down her chin...
...fingers stretched her asshole as she knelt between a very sunburnt man's thighs. His hand was clamped on the back of her neck as she sucked hard on his cock. She choked and cum dribbled out her nose...
...she lay curled up in a girl's lap. Her eyes were closed as she suckled at one ample breast and fondled the other. Then she jumped and squealed as the girl brought her hand down, SMACK! on her bare pussy. Karen struggled but the girl clamped one arm around her chest, holding her tight. "Nasty little whore!" she said as her hand came away dripping goo from Karen's mound. She spanked Karen again and again squarely on her distended clitoris until the stinging ecstacy tore a scream from the child's throat...
...a black man danced with her impaled on his cock. She wrapped trembling arms around his neck and writhed, clamping her legs around him and yelping as he penetrated her too deeply. Another man pressed against her back and she squealed as another cock forced itself deep into her butt...
...she was spread-eagled on a picnic table. She was surrounded by men pulling on their penises. She had one in each hand. They were squirting all over her - every few seconds she felt hot mucus hitting some part of her body. Another penis bobbed in front of her mouth, but it wasn't a real one, it was...it was Renee, sitting on Karen's chest with her knees framing Karen's head. Karen saw the love in her eyes as she giggled, "Suck my penis for all these nice men. Suck it, Karen!"
"Mmm," Karen replied, smiling up at her little sister. "I love sucking your cock." She stuck out her tongue and lapped at the rubber stalk...
..."Thank you, God," she whispered, as consciousness slipped away, "thank you for making me a whore."
* * *
Someone was shaking my shoulder. I opened my eyes blearily. It was Renee. Adrenaline jolted through my body as I realized her face was tear-tracked and twisted in fear. "Wake up," she cried, "Oh, please wake up! They're peeing on Karen!" I was on my feet, stumbling over Moira's prone body and drawing a groan from her. I followed Renee's pointing finger, only after four steps realizing that I was naked except for my unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt. I didn't stop.
Karen was on her back, draped over a segment of concrete pipe. Her legs and arms dangled limply. Her head hung backwards and her ribcage pressed out against her narrow chest. Three young men wearing Greek-letter ballcaps were urinating on her face. The eleven-year-old choked and sputtered as the hot, pungent liquid splashed up her nose, into her mouth, and ran into her long, tangled blonde hair.
One of the frat rats saw me approaching and half-turned to face me, holding his limp penis in his hand. I shuffle-stepped to the right distance and then threw what was probably the most perfect front kick of the holiday season. The breath huffed out of him as I connected solidly with his testicles. I let the kick carry me another step closer and as he pitched forward I grabbed his ears with both hands and pulled his head sharply down. His face met my knee coming the other way with a satisfying crunch and he dropped bonelessly to the ground, blood spurting from his fractured nose.
But that did for the element of surprise and I was almost immediately in trouble. I was trained but his two friends were bigger, heavier, and younger than me and I quickly realized that they were drunk enough to be inured to pain but not drunk enough to be slowed down much. Right away I was on defense, pulling my arms in close to my head and blocking their clumsy but powerful punches. My heel hit a rock and I half-stumbled, just enough for one of them to ring my chimes good. He probably broke a knuckle on my forehead but that was small consolation as I stepped back, trying to keep them from closing with me until my vision cleared. I caught a glimpse of Renee standing off to one side, her face white with terror and both hands pressed against her mouth.
There was a pale streak in the corner of my eye. It was Moira. Naked and howling she leaped over the concrete pipe and Karen's supine form, throwing a lightning-fast roundhouse kick that collapsed a knee. She followed her victim down to the ground, landing with the full weight of her knees on his chest. She jumped to her feet and proceeded to kick him senseless. He covered his head and she hit his ribs and stomach. He rolled over and she stomped his kidneys. He writhed onto his back and she connected solidly with his balls.
The whirlwind of naked female black belt distracted the third punk for a decisive second. I slapped at a wild roundhouse and as the added momentum turned him past me I stepped forward and to the side, putting all of my momentum and power into a ridge hand strike to his ribs. I had done this countless times in sparring sessions but never to someone not wearing pads. My sensei had told me it took less than 12 pounds of pressure to snap a rib cleanly. It turned out to be true. I pivoted on my front foot and drove my fist twice into his kidney. He toppled and curled onto his side, moaning.
And that was it. Well, that was it except that Moira had her hand on the second guy's throat and was slapping him, backhand and forehand. His face was a bloody mess. She grunted with each strike. "You come to MY house...ugh!...drink MY beer...ugh!...smoke MY pot...ugh!...fuck MY whore...ugh!...and this?! Motherfucker!" she hissed. "Motherfucker!" She stood up in one smooth motion and planted her feet wide on either side of his head. I knew what was coming. Sure enough, she squatted and a stream of hot urine splashed on the beaten boy's ruined face. He sputtered and choked. When the last drops dribbled out from between her tattooed labia, she reached down and snatched his ballcap off his head. She wiped herself and dropped it on his chest.
I was gasping for breath. Through the blood pounding in my ears I heard Renee crying. I swooped down and gathered her in a hug. Her strap-on penis dug into my sternum as I held her tightly in the flickering firelight. "I tried to stop them," she sniveled, "I said I was telling, but they, they pushed me, and, and..."
"Shhhh, shhhh, sweetie, it's alright. You did your best. It's OK now, don't cry." Then I felt another set of arms go wrap around us and realized with surprise that Moira had knelt too and was pressing her naked body against Renee's back. Renee looked at her and instead of fear or distrust, I saw a new expression: hero-worship.
When my breathing slowed to something near normal, I stood up. I wasn't sore yet, but I could tell already I'd be feeling this in the morning. Moira stood with me and together we lifted Karen gently off the concrete pipe and set her on her feet. Her knees buckled once, but then she stood, shakily but unassisted.
Karen was drenched in semen and urine. She had so much jizz in her hair that it was like she was Scotchgarded. Rather than soaking in, the piss dripped off the ends of the lumpy cum-matted dreadlocks that had formed. In the dimming firelight, the liquid had darkened her beautiful honey blonde mane to a dull brown. Clumps stuck up unevenly in back where she'd been lying on it. The long, uneven dreads clung to her neck, back, shoulders, and chest, coming loose and swinging back to stick again as she shivered, splashing little runnels of stinking, acidic yellow that made wet trails over her tanned, sperm-spattered preteen body.
Her face looked like she'd been bobbing for donuts in the glazing bowl. Her eyelashes were matted. Clumps of goo had dried in her eyebrows. Ejaculate and pee ran freely down her forehead into her red-rimmed eyes. Blobs of cum oozed down her face, filled her ears, hung from the end of her small upturned nose. Her chin was thickly coated with what from slight differences in texture and color were obviously multiple different loads. Both nostrils were clotted, and as her breath rasped in her throat bubbles formed and popped between her teeth. She licked at her lips repeatedly, coating her long tongue with still more jizz, mixing it with saliva that ran from the corners of her mouth, hung from her chin and ran down her neck. She hawked and tried to spit but only succeeded in drooling diluted spunk over her swollen lower lip.
Her body had pearly splotches and streaks all over, and her skin was also mottled with patches of damp grit where sand adhered to the gooey protein. Her bruised, swollen nipples were coated, and a long string of jizz swung from the right one. The scabs on her knees had been rubbed open, and a thin trail of sand-crusted blood oozed down each shin.
Both her vagina and her rectum were full to overflowing. The crack of her ass was completely clogged with the silvery-white fluid, from the dimples at the base of her spine down to where her cheeks curved under the thighs which were just beginning to lose their preadolescent skinniness. Beneath its sheen of cum the inside of her left asscheek bore a splotchy, red-brown stain of drying blood. Her bare, prominent mound, like her chin, was thickly and multiply coated. Her vulva was swollen and raw, mottled with an angry rash from hours of friction against coarse pubic hair. It made a fat red parenthesis around her gaping hole. Just the tip of her grotesquely swollen clitoris peeked out from the thick, milky reservoir. The stench rising off the tall, thin eleven-year-old was nearly eye-watering in intensity: sweat, the odor of her aroused preteen cunt, the thick, sharp smell of semen and the pungent reek of alcoholic urine. I breathed through my mouth.
Moira went back to get our clothes and Renee's towel. I took one of Karen's hands and Renee took the other, and we slowly started walking towards the dunes and Moira's car. Renee carried the beach bag in her free hand. It bulged with cash. With each shaky step Karen took, slimy globs oozed from her vagina and her ass and slid sluggishly down her thighs. Some reached her ankles before drying. Even her thin, pretty toes were webbed with strands of cum. She seemed barely awake, walking slowly with her eyes nearly closed and her head drooping.
As the false energy from all the cocaine she had snorted drained from her preadolescent body, Karen whimpered from exhaustion. Her hip joints and knees protested with every step. Her shoulders were sore. Her jaw ached from being held open so wide for so long. Her throat was raw from panting and screaming. Her labia burned and itched, and her cunt - her cunt felt sandpapered. Notwithstanding their thick coating of lubricating cum, the abraded tissues of her rectum and vagina protested with every footfall. And despite it all the fifth-grader's nerves still sizzled with orgasmic pleasure. Every few steps we had to pause as she was wracked with tremors from head to toe. Twice, her knees gave way and she moaned as a fresh stream of clear juice dripped down her thighs.
Karen's shudders had gentled but still not completely stilled by the time we reached the car. Moira refused to let her in the passenger compartment, and I had to agree she was right. There was no way we could risk her being seen by anyone. Touching Karen as little as possible I picked her up and gently tumbled her into the trunk. We closed the lid, dressed, and got in the car to head back to Moira's apartment. Karen was going to need a long shower before bed.
EPILOG - four months later
Karen sat on the large sectional couch that dominated the family room of her house. She kept her expression politely alert even though she didn't much care what the grownups were talking about. She mostly cared about the feeling of sperm draining slowly out of her cunny. Her panties were getting soaked and her face heated as she worried about getting a stain on her Sunday dress. She shouldn't have done it, she knew she shouldn't have. She shouldn't have let the whore come out to play in church, and for sure she shouldn't have let Thomas fuck her without one of those condom thingys. But he was seventeen and very cute, and she hadn't had anything but fingers in her babycunt for almost a week. And he had twenty dollars. So she had walked out of her Sunday school class to use the bathroom but instead she had let Thomas lead her around the back of the sanctuary to an empty office and the fifth-grader had taken off her panties and squatted over his lap as he sat in one of those rolling office chairs. He had a nice cock, thick but not too long just the way she liked them. He had squirted much too soon, but then she sat on the edge of the desk and insisted that he lick her until she got her own good feeling.
Now she had to sit and listen to Mommy and Daddy make boring grownup talk with the new pastor who was visiting their house. She didn't follow much of the conversation, but she certainly followed the way the fat man's watery eyes kept wandering to the neckline of her dress. He was old and gross but she teased him anyway, just a little, idly tracing her fingers along the edge of the thin fabric, letting them dip down to almost touch the top of her growing bosom. Her uncle said they were nearly titties now.
But enough was enough. "Mommy?" she spoke up. "May Renee and I go to the park, please?"
"Thank you for asking so politely," Mommy smiled at her. "Yes, you may. Change your clothes first."
She raced her little sister up the stairs and they bolted into their respective bedrooms, emerging moments later in their playclothes. For Karen it was a dark blue tank top and a matching skirt with sneakers and ankle socks. For Renee it was a grownup-sized "They Might Be Giants" tshirt and a pair of loose skorts and sandals. There was just a hint of a suspicious bulge down the inside of the third-grader's stocky thigh, and Karen felt herself blushing with anticipation. The two girls walked sedately downstairs and left the house hand-in-hand. Jenny and Rob looked fondly after their children. They seemed to be getting along so well lately.

Once out of the house they broke into a run, still holding hands, heading for the woods at the back of the park three blocks over. As they ran they sang quietly so no one heard but them. "Karen is a who-ore, a whory, whory, who-ore, Karen is a who-ore..."
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