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Little Maureen_s Family Pleasures


CHAPTER 1
NEWSLETTER! NEWSLETTER! NEWSLETTER!

Hi. And for you new members ofTheFamily Fun Club, welcome!
My name is Maureen, I'm 11-years-old, and this is the monthly newsletter of the secret incest swinger's club my grandparents started years ago. My mother and father run it these days, ever since my grandparents retired to Florida.
I write the newsletter each month on my pink netbook computer, with my mother's help, because my parents think it's appropriate (for a secret incest sex club) that a participating daughter do it. By 'participating,' it means I'm an underage daughter who's sexually active with both my father and my mother. I've been sexually active since I was an overly-curious little 9-year-old.
Sexually active means fucking, of course. It also means licking pussy. Or getting your own pussy licked. In this case, mylittle pussy. As you can imagine, I love getting it licked. Who wouldn't?
As you can probably tell, I'm a little girl who likes to talk dirty. It's exciting and fun, and most of the kids in the club would agree with me. They're all just as sexually active as I am.
It's not a big secret that I love to fuck. Or that I'm a little cum-freak. Those of you who've met me know that I never say 'no.' My father says it's like I was born with a stiff cock in my mouth. And another one up my little asshole.
So here I am.
Any and all family members are invited. Incest is what we're all about. Meaning fucking within the family. No one here is shy about that.
Fathers fucking daughters, mothers fucking sons, brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles, nieces and nephews, all fucking in every way. All are welcome. Kissing cousins are also invited to join in on the family fun.
The more the merrier.
But please be warned: our parties are all the 'on-site' swinger-style, so a lot of up-close nudity, oral sex and open fucking takes place. And is encouraged. All of us like to watch, so don't be shy.
As my father says, fucking is the most fun you can have with your pants off.
Most parties also have a theme.
To give you an idea of what to expect, past themes have included 'Gangbang Daughter Night,' 'Lick Your Mom's Pussy Night,' 'Strap-on Dildo Night' and the always-wild 'Dog-Fuckers Only Party,' which takes place every other month.
Mothers and daughters love that one! I know I do.
If any of this offends you, we're not the club for you. Although new family membersareinvited to watch before deciding whether to join in. More than one curious family has eagerly jumped into the dirty fun after watching the rest of us feverishly going at it.
The sexual energy at our parties is contagious.
As stated, we're also a highly secret club, available by invitation or referral only. We require complete discretion regarding outsiders. In other words, don't tell anyone else about us!
For those of you who haven't attended a club incest party yet, most of our naked activities take place at The Pink Flamingo Motel, which my parents also own. It's a huge old place on the edge of town, impossible to miss.
We're out on old route-27, right past the burnt-out tire plant.
If this weekend will be your first party, please introduce yourself to me.
I'll be the skinny little blonde 5th-grader in the black garter belt, nylons and crotchless panties. If that's not enough to find me, my dad says I've got the sweetest little starter-boobs in town. Two small perfect handfuls. Also, my pink nipples are always pointy and ultra-sensitive! And, last but not least, my little-girl pussy doesn't have a single hair on it yet. I guess I'm a late-bloomer.
My stick-on nametag says, �Hi, I'm Maureen! Make me come!�
I hope you will.
As always, we start at 9:00 p.m. Saturday and go all night. You can register at the front desk, then go to room 201, which is a large suite connected to rooms 202 and 203. All three rooms are located in the private section at the back of the motel so we won't be disturbed. Or disturb other guests.
There'll be snacks and soft drinks and it's BYOB for alcoholic beverages. Sorry, but drugs aren't allowed, not even pot-several of our secret members are part of local law enforcement and frown upon it.
Our next party's theme is 'Double-Decker Daughter Night.' You can all guess exactly what that means.
See you there.

****

The theme of our last party was 'Cum Fun Night.'
A great time was had by all 43 sexually adventurous members who attended. It was after dawn Sunday morning before everybody headed home or went on to church.
As most of you know, our latest members, the Chang family, moved to our small community from the big city of Birmingham to open an optical outlet store at the Greenbriar Mall.
They're the first Asians to join us and because it was their first party, they chose to merely watch instead of participate. Mr. and Mrs. Chang earlier belonged to an on-premise swinger's club in Birmingham, but family fucking wasn't allowed so they dropped out.
They're an extremely good-looking couple in their early 30's. Their beautiful young daughter, Ling, who just turned 13, and their handsome young son, Ju-long, 15, also attended. After the party got going, the entire Chang family decided to join in the dirty fun after all.
As often happens, and as I mentioned, watching us all openly fucking got them too sexually aroused to hold back.
In keeping with the 'Cum Fun' theme, my close little friend Kimberly (she's an 11-year-old, too, in the same grade as me!) got naked as soon as she arrived, then got down on her knees. She put on a great show, doing a gang-suck for her father, her uncle, and seven other boys and men, including my own dad.
While we watched, they all surrounded her and gave her one hot mouthful of semen after another. She was drenched, her perfect little face covered with it, her blonde hair soaked, sticky little rivers of it running down her naked front.
Cum fun!
Kimberly even did the cum-swap thing with our other close friend, 14-year-old Noelle Henderson, who hasn't missed a single party with her folks in 5 years! Gorgeous dark-haired Noelle (always showing off those fantastic big tits of hers!) swallowed the gang's cum each time it rolled out of little Kimberly's mouth. She even licked up the excess dripping off the younger girl's chin.
And both girls repeatedly French kissed to get that last drop!
After that, it was fun, fun, fun!
Our favorite local dentist and his super-slutty wife (that's a compliment!) brought along their sexy little daughters, Violet, 11, and Dot, 10, as well as their heartthrob of a son, Tommy. He's a great-looking 12-year-old, with a stiff young cock that's always ready for fucking.
I can personally attest to that. He's 'participated' in many exciting gangbangs of mine, usually taking two or three turns on me!
And little Violet's a chip off the old mom, taking on 11 members (young and old) in what my dad calls a 'round-robin-fuck-and-suck' in her well-lubricated little pussy and her asshole. In keeping with the theme, every one of the guys pulled out and ejaculated into her mouth. It got messy!
Cum fun!
Her little 10-year-old sister, Dot, did the same thing, lying next to Violet on the same cum-smeared queen-sized bed. She got fucked so many times that those of us trying to keep track (me, for my newsletter) lost count. If you've never heard Dot having multiple orgasms, I'll just say it's a good thing we were at the rear of the motel!
Also, a couple of the younger boys (I won't embarrass them with names) couldn't pull their spurting dicks out of tight little Dot fast enough, so her mother got down between her skinny legs and licked their young cum right out of her daughter's wetly overflowing pussy.
Talk about a giant wet spot. More cum fun!
Our favorite hypersexual divorced-mom, Courtney, still beautiful at 29 (like my own mom!), arrived late, with her daughter, Lucy, 10, and her son, James, 12, always a favorite with the older moms! Seriously, the mothers line up to get their hands (and mouths!) on James.
Heejaculates(my dad's word!) a real big load, too.
Courtney and her kids were late because they stopped to pick up two new friends, who they're hoping will become members: Sharon, who's a hot young Goth beauty of 19 (married but whose husband wouldn't approve!), and her kid sister, a skinny super-slinky slut, little 10-year-old Tara.
Both Sharon and Tara came ready to fuck, so wasted no time getting naked and into the whole sex party mode. I spent time with both of them and, let me tell you, those two oversexed sisters love licking pussy and sucking cocks just as much as they love regular fucking.
Of course, they both fucked, sucked and licked the entire night away.
It was the Changs, though, who ended up being the center of attraction, evenbeforethey joined into the all-around fun.
As the newest of the newcomers, everybody wanted to spend time with them, especially with little Ling, their darling daughter. The Changs are nudists as well as swingers, so as soon as we all got naked, they got naked, too. Nudity is not a big deal to them.
Not one of them had a single tan line!
And as they sat on a couple of chairs in the corner watching, their naked and adorable 13-year-old daughter knelt between her father and her older brother and masturbated them, using both small hands.
If you weren't there, I'm reporting for all:
Ling has the sweetest little bare tits with the most suckable brown nipples I've ever seen. Her pussy is slickly pink and succulent, her labial lips thick and dark and naturally parted slightly open-and her glistening pink hole is all the more obvious because her sweet pubic hair (pitch black, short and straight) is only at the very top of her perfect little slit.
Which, by the way, is straight up-and-down like the rest of us girls, not sideways as erroneously reported last month in my newsletter. I didn't realize it was all a big joke, told to me seriously by a young member I won't mention (but who Iwillkill one of these days!).
Anyway, jacking off her father and her brother, Ling was joined by her slender and beautiful mother, who brought out a simple white vibrator. Mrs. Chang used it on her young daughter's sweet cunt, both fucking the young girl with it and pressing it against her clearly-quivering clit, bringing the gorgeous little 13-year-old to several delicious-sounding orgasms.
To break the ice even further, my mom and dad (as the hosts) soon joined them in the corner, calling me over as well. For you new members who haven't yet been with Melissa (my mother), she's a high-velocity fuck (again, my dad's words), who looks even better naked than with her clothes on.
My mom's natural blonde hair goes all the way down to her slim waist, her firm boobs tilting upward. Her big pink nipples are amazingly sensitive. She always has her cunt Brazilian-waxed over in the big city, so it's as smooth and hairless as a real Brazilian. In addition, her clit's so wildly responsive I made her come once just by hotly breathing on it.
That part's true, as most of you know.
It was on my 9th birthday and my mom was teaching me how to lick pussy. Of course, once I got my mouth between her legs, it turned out I was a natural. I even licked her hot slick asshole while she masturbated. She reciprocated, licking me front and back for over an hour, making me squirm all over and bringing me off nine times in a row.
Once for each year.
My father then spanked my bare little ass nine times, which made me laugh, partly because he kept sticking his finger in my asshole and thinking it was funny.
Right after that he turned me over and fucked me so hard I could barely breathe. It was my first time with a real dick in pussy (not a warmed up hot dog or a well-lubricated hair brush handle!) and I came so good I couldn't stop shaking.
It was all a very happy 9th birthday! After, we even had chocolate cake and vanilla bean ice cream, my favorite.
Anyway, with Mr. Chang's consent, my mother sat me right down on his standing cock, facing him on his chair and slowly taking his somewhat short but very thick penis all the way into my slippery 5th-grader's cunt.
He nodded with clear approval, his beautiful almond-shaped eyes focused intently on mine while I-straddling him-gradually settled my receptively slick crotch entirely onto him with a series of little downward thrusts.
�Very young American pussy,� was what he said to me. �Always excellent.�
�So is your dick,� I told him, smiling. �Excellent. I can feel it throbbing like crazy inside me. In my young pussy. My veryyoungAmerican pussy. I'm only eleven.�
�Just so,� he smiled. I liked him at once, so polite. �You're very wet and tight inside, like my own daughter, little Ling. Such a hot pussy.�
�Thank you,� I nodded at the compliment, polite right back. Then I offered, �You can stick your finger in my butt, if you like.�
I'd learned that a lot of adults liked doing that to me.
He already had his hands inside my lacy crotchless panties, holding onto the firmly rounded little cheeks of my ass, and he nodded as he slid one finger forward and touched lightly at my puckered anus. It caused me to jerk slightly in reaction, my butthole twitching, and he then slid his finger entirely up my butt.
�I'm real sensitive back there,� I said, encouraging him. �Please finger my asshole while I fuck you��
�Of course, young lady.�
And (no surprise) I then fucked him until he ejaculated, my small hands gripping his bare shoulders as I worked my juicy cunt up and down and back and forth on his stiff cock. I loved every second of it and his probing finger in my squirming butt was almost immediately joined by a second one.
We were both soon groaning and panting for breath.
When he started coming in me, his sharply jerking cock clearly signaled it. So I slid up and off his lap in a hurry and took his spurting cock into my mouth, swallowing as much of his cum as I could. He came alot! I even licked up the excess, sucking it off my slim fingers and wiping it off my chin.
It got in my hair and in my face and everywhere! It was even up my nose.
Cum fun yum!
Next to us, as soon as my sexy blonde mother had sat me on Mr. Chang's lap, she took it upon herself to straddle his 15-year-old son, sitting right down onto the boy's rigid cock. Ju-Long moaned as he slid up into her, his hands holding onto her firm bare ass. In about two seconds, she was fucking the boy half-to-death. She had her arms around his neck and her hot mouth glued to his, her solid boobs squirming wildly against his bare chest.
My mom's hips were jerking back and forth like a jackhammer on his lap.
Everyone watching kept urging her on and even applauding.
My dad, in the meantime, gently pulled Mrs. Chang up onto her knees from where she'd been vibrating her young daughter's cunt. Then he entered Mr. Chang's wife from the rear, doggy-style, slipping into the dark-haired beauty's hot cunt while pulling her back toward him with his hands on her bare hips.
�Oh, yes,� she nodded softly. �Yes, yes��
She took his big cock easily into herself.
Yet her expression never changed, not even when he began energetically fucking her. In fact, her expression didn't change even when he took the vibrator she'd been using on her little daughter's cunt and slipped it into Mrs. Chang's tight asshole, all the while continuing to fuck her.
My dad later said the word to describe that ability is 'inscrutable,' which sounds like she couldn't be screwed, but really means unreadable-that it's hard to tell what a person's thinking.
My dad did say, though, that Mrs. Chang's pussy was first-rate, hot and slippery and tight and filled with those little cunt-muscles inside which she used continually. She kept sucking at his cock with her vagina the entire time.
And when he next fucked her pretty daughter, Ling, who eagerly took her mother's place on her hands and knees, that little 13-year-old's sweet cunt did the same thing-her inner pussy-walls kept contracting strongly, both wetly and persistently, on his stiff cock right from the beginning.
My dad said she and her mom really know how to use their vaginas!
That'll be my next assignment, he told me, learning how to do that. Down south here, in Alabama, he said it's called 'snapping-turtle pussy.' It sounds like fun, to learn how, whatever it's really called.
Anyway, folks: these were just the highlights, hope you enjoyed 'em-if you want all the filthy details, feel free to email me or call me and I'll fill you in. Y'all know how much I enjoy talking dirty and doing phone or computer sex.
Sinfully yours,
Little Maureen

CHAPTER 2

After I emailed out The Family Fun Club's secret monthly newsletter, I closed my pink netbook and finished getting dressed in clingy blue cotton shorts, my tiny training bra, a simple white pullover top and my flat plastic sandals.
It was a steamy morning in August, a particularly hot month always in southern Alabama, and I planned on spending most of the day outside.
Then I brushed out my shiny blonde hair and used a baby blue scrunchie matching my eyes to put it into a ponytail. To anyone who didn't know me, or who hadn'thadme, meaningfuckedme, I looked like the sweetest little 11-year-old girl imaginable, a perfect 4'7� picture of freshly scrubbed virtue and innocence still several years away from emerging into young womanhood.
And that was my problem.
In contrast to my angelic appearance, I was an oversexed little slut, an elementary school girl with an always-itchy pussy who'd already experimented sexually in every way. Yet I'd stupidly allowed myself to hopelessly fall for a sweet boy from another school. A boy who had nothing to do with our family fun sex club.
And who assumed I was still an innocent little lamb. A virgin, like himself.
More than once, I'd cried myself to sleep at the futility of the situation. I knew he'd be gone, leaving me as soon as he learned about the real me. It wasn't fair, not to meorto him, but I had no choice:
I could only go on seeing him, and hope for the best, if I kept lying to him.
We lived at our huge ramshackle motel, my mother and father and I, in a new two-story apartment attached to the main building. When I sat down at the kitchen table, my dad looked up from reading the paper and smiled. A handsome man, not particularly tall but not short, either, at 5'10", he was lean and dark-haired.
He seemed far younger than his 32 years. And I loved him very much.
�Is it done, angel?� he wanted to know, meaning my newsletter. �Did you put in the part about 'snapping-turtle pussy?'�
I looked to my mother before answering.
It was early and she was still in her shorty silk robe and slippers, putting my breakfast in front of me. Cinnamon pancakes, bacon and orange juice. I could tell she was naked under her robe, the front only sashed loosely together.
Her big solid boobs were jiggling provocatively inside of it and I kept getting glimpses of her perfectly smooth cunt. Of course, it wasn't anything I hadn't seen before or had my face in. About a thousand times, actually.
�Momma?� I asked, picking up my fork. �Is it real, 'snapping-turtle pussy,' that daddy said? Doyouhave one, like Mrs. Chang and her daughter, little Ling?�
My mother gave me a smile.
�Darling, I think they call it something different over there,� she answered. �But I guess I do. When we were young, at the drive-in movies, we'd lay under a blanket in the bed of your dad's pick-up truck. He'd put his dick inside me and I'd tighten the slippery little muscles in my pussy until he came-without either one of us moving.�
I nodded. Interesting.
�Your momma could suck me off like that,� my father threw in, a little too proudly, I thought. �With just her cunt. People walking by couldn't tell we were fucking. They thought we were asleep. It was great.�
I gave him a look.
�Really?� I said to him. �It sounds so lazy, you lying there like a slug while my poor mother did all the work with her pussy. I'd hate to encourage you, letting you fuckmelike that, after I learned how to do it-�
My dad gave me a look back and shook his head in disagreement.
�Maureen, sweetie, it was erotic, not lazy,� he said. �Your mother's pussy was the best in town. It still is. If anybody's got a legitimate 'snapping-turtle pussy' in these parts, it's her.�
I kept eating.
�You two would know,� I admitted. �You've both fucked pretty much everybody you ever met. Including your innocent little daughter, me.�
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw them share a quick look, and then a reassuring smile. They were considered to be the most happily married couple in the entire county and it was absolutely true. That I happened to be a part of their sexual happiness wasn't even an issue to them, I knew.
And I'd never seen or heard them in an actual fight.
Although when I was just a kid, I'd sometimes burst in on them fucking, my mother making so much noise I'd think she was getting murdered. Of course, they'd smile indulgently and send me back to my own room. But they'd keep fucking.
And sometimes they'd have 'overnight guests.' My mother loved young boys and multiple cocks. Gangbangs. And young girls. For licking pussy.
She still does.
Of course, that night of my 9th birthday when I'd burst in, my parents finally pulled me into their hot marriage bed to join them instead of sending me away. That had been a highly-charged night of pleasurable discovery.
They'd both put their mouths on every single part of my little naked body, not a dirty part missed, between my spankings and my fucking and our pussy-lickings. It drove me absolutely wild!
�I just don't want to get laughed at again,� I shrugged, looking to them both. �That thing about Chinese girls' slits being sideways, that I put in after Tommy told me. How was I supposed to know what one looked like?�
Tommy was 12, a member of our club and my girlfriend Violet's older brother. I was seriously angry at him. And yes, I'd let him fuck me at the last party, but that didn't mean I'd liked it. Okay, Ididlike it. And I came like a racehorse (one of my father's sayings), but I was still annoyed.
Just because you let a boy fuck you, it didn't mean you had to like him at that particular moment.
�Now you know what one looks like,� my father said. �A Chinese pussy. And watching you and Ling going at it, you know what one tastes like, too. Anyway, it was funny, last month's newsletter, and even the Changs laughed when they saw it. They thought you were kidding around.�
I finished up my breakfast without further comment on the subject.
A minute later, my dad put down his paper and looked to me.
�Sweetie, getting your perfect little pussy to do the 'snapping-turtle' thing, you need to slide a hot dog up there,� he said. �Then spread your knees apart and keep tightening the muscles in your cunt until you can shoot it out.�
What?!
�Daddy, you can't be serious!� I shook my head. �That's like the video you showed me from Tijuana, the girl shooting all those hard-boiled eggs out of her cunt into the crowd-�
He nodded with a wide smile.
�Exactly!� he said, his sudden excitement evident. He was clearly imagining his little underage daughter doing the same thing at our next party. �That's what 'snapping-turtle pussy' really is!�
�Daddy!�
But he wasn't to be deterred.
�I mean it, sweetie pants,� he went on. �If you'd learn to shoot hot dogs out of your little cunt, we could get some buns and have a combination cook-out and sex party at the end of summer! Talk about original! That'd even out-do those big Birmingham swinger clubs that think they're so hot.�
And he stared at me expectantly, waiting to see my reaction, my young brow knitting in concentration, picturing it all. Until he and my mother couldn't keep straight faces for another second and finally just burst out laughing.
My God, I was taking him seriously. And mortified at the idea.
�Daddy!� I finally laughed, too. �You and momma are insane!�
He picked up the paper again.
�It was just a thought,� he said, with a little shake of his head. �But I'm serious about the hot dog up your cunt. You used to fuck yourself with 'em all the time, as I remember. Do that a few days, trying to shoot it out of your pussy, and the next time I fuck you, it'll be a test.�
I exhaled slowly.
�Maybe I don't want to wait a few days,� I told him.
I said it while standing up and pushing in my chair.
And I was serious about not waiting-no one made me come as hard, fucking me, front or back, as my own father. I guess it was partly due to the absolute wrongness of it. The terriblesinof it all.
So, of course, we did itconstantly.
He fucked me more nights than not and just as often in the middle of the day. Like, if we found a place where we wouldn't get caught, he'd pull down my pants and we'd do it right there. Or, if it seemed like a place where wemightget caught (by the dumpsters behind the mall!), I'd pull aside the crotch of my little shorts and panties and he'd fuck me really fast like that.
But even that added to the excitement, thinking we might get caught. And my mother had no complaints-she usually joined us. Or acted as a look-out.
My father also carried these little plastic packets of flavored lubrication he got at the Adult Video store, to use in my butthole on a moment's notice. That was one of the first things we did, before I got on birth control-me taking my dad's dick up my ass.
Even when we started and he could only get the lubricated head of it in me, he'd ejaculate so much I'd always have his wet cum running down the backs of my skinny thighs as soon as he pulled out.
He'd usually say, �Maureen, you little sweetie pants, you made me come sohardwith your perfect asshole!�
�You didn't even go all the way in,� I remember saying, early on. I was bent over in the bathroom of a fast food place as he cleaned me up with a wad of napkins. �Before you came.�
He gave my bare ass a gentle slap.
�It's too exciting,� he told me. �Your tight little butt squeezed it right out of me.�
Of course, now Iwason birth control, because no slutty little schoolgirl like me could handle as much sexual activity as I did, fucking somuch, at home or at our sex parties, without getting pregnant.
And standing beside the kitchen table that morning, I added to my father with a little shrug, �Daddy, IknowI don't want to wait. I'm sort of all itchy and tingly, down there. In my pussy. So you need to fuck me tonight. Or else I want another ride on mom's new fucking machine-�
Oh, yeah. There was that. It'd been even more fun than I'd ever imagined.
�We'll see,� he nodded, going back to reading the comics page.
He'd told me he read that only the smartest people read the comics, so he made certain he always did. And to my mother, he said, �Melissa, take a couple of those hot dogs that plump up out of the freezer and let them warm up on the counter. We don't want our little girl getting frostbite in her pussy tonight.�
�Yes, dear.�
I just shook my head again and went on out the side door.

CHAPTER 3

Down by the creek where most of us played, I met Tim; orTe-im, as his folks called him, in the Southern way, as if his name had two syllables instead of one.
They were regular people, his parents, who worked 9-to-5 and sent their kids to public school and watched TV every night and who had only the vaguest notion of any weirdness going on out at The Pink Flamingo Motel.
Our secret incest swinger club was exactly that: a big secret.
So even though the odd dark rumor occasionally surfaced, it never seemed plausible enough to the so-callednormalpeople to be considered more than that: an extremely dark rumor.
�Hey, Maureen!� the boy I had a giant crush on smiled at me when I walked up. �Are you ready?�
�Hello, Tim,� I smiled right back. �Let's go.�
He was a tall but slightly built 12-year-old, somewhat gawky even, I guess, but good-looking in that way where you knew he'd be real handsome as a grown-up. He was a year ahead of me, in the 6th grade, but he went to a different school, William Henry Harrison Elementary.
Thank God for that.
Since almost all of us kids who participated in my parents' sex club for some reason went to St. Katherine's Academy, there was little chance of Tim hearing anything weird about me from someone he went to school with.
Weirdlybadabout me, I mean.
Like that I was a dirty little slut who fucked every boy I met, as if I couldn't ever get enough sex. And that I loved sucking cocks. And swallowing cum. And licking other girls' cunts, old or young.
As I mentioned, I was doing everything I could to keep any idea of the real me from him. I didnotwant to give him up.
He held up two fairly new tennis rackets, which he'd brought from home. I took one from him and hefted it.
�I've never played,� I admitted. �We just knock the ball back and forth?�
�You'll see,� he told me as we started walking to the nearby park where the courts were. �It'll be easy.�
�Okay.�
He and I loped along, two skinny normal kids, me blonde, him dark-haired like my dad, carrying our rackets as if we knew what we were doing. In truth, I doubted that Tim played a lot of tennis himself, since he didn't seem particularly athletic.
I was thinking it was more or less an excuse on his part to spend time with me. This was an idea that made me deliriously happy.
�What'd you do last night?� he asked me. �Anything interesting?�
I glanced to him with a girlish look of pure innocence.
�Nothing much,� I said, giving him a little shrug. �Watched television and read some boring stuff.�
The truth, I knew, would've ended what little chance I had for a sweet romance with him. I was certain Tim was still a virgin and I knew he assumed I was, too. I also knew he couldn't even imagine the life of wanton and sinful debauchery I was enthusiastically living.
Like I said, it'd crush him to know the real me.
And the night before, I'd done some reading, all right, but it was actually the instruction manual to my mom's expensive new sex machine, a put-it-together chrome contraption for fucking she'd ordered on the Internet. It took my mother, my father and me all evening to build it.
After that, of course, we had to try it out.

CHAPTER 4

�Are you comfortable?� my father asked my mother. �Do you want a pillow under your head?�
It was just after 10:00 p.m. the night before, the sex machine finally together. My mom and I were wildly excited about using it, but, of course, my mother wanted to go first. I couldn't blame her. Just studying it, a machine built for the express purpose of sexual pleasure, got me wet to the knees.
Seriously, my little bare pussy was dripping.
Temporarily positioned in the middle of our living room, it had a solid-looking chrome frame with an adjustable padded narrow bench to lie on. It also had adjustable padded foot-pegs to more or less chose the degree of penetration a girl wanted, and a pistoning arm to attach a variety of multi-sized dildos.
The dildos were all different colors.
�No, I'm fine, dear,� my mother said. �Put it in me.�
The pistoning arm was attached to a strong but nearly-silent electric motor of variable speed. A smaller pistoning arm was available to be attached underneath the main one, in case someone wanted one dildo fucking her pussy and another dildo fucking her asshole at the same time.
My mother was going with just the one dildo to begin, but I knew she'd soon be trying the two-dildos-in-two-holes option before the night was through.
Like me, she had a thing for anal sex, a certain pleasurable responsiveness in that tight little hole back there. In other words, we both could achieve orgasms simply getting screwed in our butts.
Without even touching our clits.
As I already said, this was a fun fact my dad loved, since he'd screwed us both in our slickly gripping assholes many times.
The very first time he'd tried it with me, in their bed, I was an eager little 9-year-old, no longer a virgin in anything except my young rectum.
To help out, my mother got me up on my hands and knees and squeezed a packet of flavored lubrication inside the crack of my butt. Then she pressed her face in there and licked my sensitive little anus for a very long time, gently relaxing me.
It felt weird, my mom's tongue going in and out and around my asshole, but it felt good in an interesting way, too. Like, dirty but fun.
�Rub your pussy, honey,� she suggested. �While I do this. It'll make it all feel even better.�
And I did as she asked, my fingers going immediately to my tiny clit, which was already swollen and excited. With just my fingertips, I massaged it slowly at first, the slippery little center of it so sensitive it sent needle-sharp shivers of pleasure racing through my cunt.
So I did it faster, until I was breathing shakily.
�I'm relaxed enough, I think,� I finally told them both, my face in the pillow. �It feels like my butthole's open enough, anyway.�
�Let's try it, then,� my dad said. �Just keep your butthole completely relaxed, sweetie-pie.�
Using more of the flavored lubrication, my father pressed the fleshy head of his hard cock between the slickened cheeks of my butt. And against my excited little asshole. He held it warmly there for several long minutes, without trying to go in farther, until it finally gave, my puckered little hole opening up slightly with just the tiniest throb.
Of course, when just the very tip of his dick went into me, stretching my anus open for the first time, he came immediately.
I felt the head of his cock jerk, his hands tightening on my bare hips, followed by a sudden spreading of liquid warmth as he filled my hot young rectum with spurting streams of semen.
�That feels funny in my butt!� I told him breathlessly.
By then, I was masturbating feverishly, rubbing my slippery clit but also pushing my small fingers as far as I could into my cunt. That, plus the throbbing head of my father's cock shooting cum up my stretched-open butthole pushed me over the edge.
�Daddy, I'm making myself come! Uhhh! It feels so good, it feels so good!�
And I came long and hard, my stunning climax making me gasp aloud as waves of indescribable sexual release swept over me. My cunt and my asshole were spasming wildly, my little-girl body suddenly drenched in sweat.
�Daddy, it feels sogood,� I kept saying, over and over. �I love it, I love it!�
My father later explained that he'd come so fast because the indecent excitement of actually sticking his big cock up his daughter's little-girl ass was just too much to bear. And after that first time, we had many similar experiences whenever he tried getting his dick up my asshole.
Like the time in the bathroom at the fast food place.
It'd taken a few weeks of slippery effort tofinallyget my father's thick cock entirely up my ass, which was thrilling to both of us when it finally happened. But by then several younger boys at our parties had already screwed me back there.
And each boy wentallthe way into me, right up my well-lubed asshole, butt-fucking me hard and filling my ass with loads of cum.
I guess that was the clear advantage to having a smaller dick.

****

Anyway, my mother was more than eager to get started on her new toy.
�Is that the biggest one?� she asked, as I knelt beside her. I'd slid the metal arm forward with my hand and slipped the rubber head of the huge black dildo into the well-lubricated lips of her cunt. �God, it feels so good already!� she said.
Naked, she was lying flat on the padded bench, her feet braced on the foot-pegs that gave her the maximum penetration. She had her knees up and spread wide, her firm bare inner thighs tense with anticipation.
�It's the biggest,� I told her. �They go by color, all the way down to the little pink one that's like a small butt plug.�
�Just checking,� she smiled at me. �I think we're both going to love this thing.�
I smiled and nodded in agreement. I couldn't wait.
�Are you ready?� my father asked her.
He had one hand on the control, the other on his standing cock, gently squeezing it. He and I were both as naked as my mother, knowing it'd be a long, fun night for all three of us.
�Okay, Melissa�?�
She swallowed hard, then nodded.
Her bare breasts were large, but so firm they barely sagged to the sides, her swollen pink nipples seemingly ready to burst with her erotic excitement. This would be our first experience with an actual fucking machine, though we'd studied as many as we could on the Internet, before finally deciding on one.
I knew I'd be doing a report on it in a future club newsletter, so I was paying extra attention.
�Oh, my God!� my mother gasped when he turned it on.
The thick black dildo disappeared entirely into my mother's pink cunt, slowly, stretching her open, and then just as slowly cycled back out, shiny with her slippery wetness.
�It's perfect!�
My father gave me a look, to which I nodded, and then he gradually turned up the speed, the pistoning black cock slipping in and out of my mother's pussy with a wet suction sound. Within moments, her breath caught in her throat as the machine began fucking her for real, her breasts rising and falling rapidly as she groaned hoarsely with pleasure.
�I can't believe this!� my mom gasped, her entire nude body vibrating with the sensations coursing through her. �This thing is fucking me so good! Yes, yes, yes! My God, I love it so fucking much!�
I was spellbound, kneeling beside her and watching intently as the big black rubber cock relentlessly pistoned into her juicy cunt, my mother's bare thighs visibly trembling with her building excitement. Her slick pink pussy was so wet she was nearly gushing, the padded bench her bare ass rested upon already shiny with a slick coating of her excess lubrication.
In fact, the entire room already smelled like her sweet pussy.
�Ohhh, God!� she continued to moan, over and over. �It's so good, it's just sofuckinggood!�
Knowing her urgent needs as well as I did, I reached out and lightly touched her cunt just above where the dildo was pistoning into her, at her clit, the slippery pink little pearl swimming in wetness. She jerked with another groan as my fingertips stayed there, gently massaging the most intensely sensitive part of her entire body.
�Keep doing that, sweetie,� my mother moaned, her bare ass rising up slightly off the soaked bench as her feet pressed into the foot-pegs. �You're going to make me come real fast! Uhhh, yes, yes! I'm getting fucked to death here!�
And as I expertly masturbated my mom while her new machine fucked her, my father slid in behind me and knelt down. I felt his hands going around my skinny waist. I smiled at his touch, knowing what he wanted. So I spread my knees apart on the carpet and stuck my bare ass slightly out.
He wanted to fuck me from behind and I wanted him to.
I'll admit again, and again: I love fucking (and coming!) more than anything I could think of. It's my all-time favorite thing to do. Luckily, my parents had a swinger's club where I could get all the fucking I wanted.
And I did.
There were sex parties where I'd get fucked by 10 to 12 different guys, boys and men, from the youngest to the oldest members. My pink preteen pussy would get so wetly excited it was like a little river was running out of me.
And I'd come over and over, moaning and squirming and urging them on. I never wanted it to end once I got started.
Anyway, as I knelt beside my mom's fucking machine, my father's stiff cock slid into my pussy from behind. He entered me with a series of delicious little thrusts that quickly had him buried to the hilt in my wetness.
�Oh, Daddy!� I gave out with a little groan, at that indecently wrong but delicious sensation I knew so well, as my father's cock speared into me. �Do what youwantto me-I'm your filthy little slut in every way!�
Of course, I knew it was a huge sin, a sickness, needing my own dad's dick like that, but it felt too good in my underage cunt to stop. Or resist. The depraved pleasure of it was almost more than I could bear.
�Daddy, I love it when you fuck me,� I breathed to him, a fact he knew well. �Your big hard dick's so deep in me! I'd rather fuck you than anybody else! Really! I love you so much��
He gripped my narrow hips with both hands, holding me tightly as he started fucking me. When my father was fucking me, it blotted out everything else. It instantly became all I could think about, my concentration so intense at the insane pleasure I was getting overriding everything else in my very young world.
�I love you too, Maureen,� he told me, thrusting the entire length of his cock into me until I was breathing so hard I was shaky. �But you're not my filthy little slut, you're my little sweetheart!�
�No, Daddy!� I insisted, panting. �Iamyour little slut! A dirty slut! I like fucking somuch, I must be! A slut, a filthy little slut! Oh, God, keep fucking me! Harder, Daddy, fuck your dirty little slut of a daughter even harder!�
With my father fucking me from behind, and with my fingers still massaging my mother's quivering clit, I leaned forward and took one of my mom's distended pink nipples into my mouth.
Then I started sucking at it wetly.
�Oh God!� she groaned. �My nipples are so sensitive! You know all my good parts, Maureen, you really do!�
�I'm your dirty little slut, too,� I told her. �I love you, Mom, I do! And Daddy's fucking me so good! Uhhh! My pussy's goingcrazy!�
And my naked, squirming mother had her first orgasm of the night, her body tensing with a sharp groan escaping her lips, the sleek muscles in her bare thighs showing in sharp relief as she jerked up off the bench.
�I'm coming!� she gasped. �I'm coming sohard! Ohhh God! Yes, yes, yes, keep rubbing my clit, sweetie, keep at it! Uhhh! Uhhh! I love you so much, I love you sofuckingmuch!�
My gorgeous blond mom squirmed as if she was suddenly on fire, her swollen nipple hardening even more between my lips, her hips shaking uncontrollably as she climaxed a second time.
The machine fucked her without letup, that huge black dildo pumping into her spasming cunt with a life of its own as she squirmed and strained.
�It's like it's killing me!� she groaned yet again. �Ohhh, God!�
And after panting her way through still athirdorgasm, she went limp with a shuddering gasp.
At the same time, I felt my dad's rigid cock jerk tightly in my cunt, his cum suddenly spurting up into me in thick jets that filled me with further hot wetness. My bare inner thighs were soon soaked with his semen running out of me.
�Daddy!� I thrilled, the sensation of my own father ejaculating into my pussy triggering my own orgasm. �I'm coming, too! Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me evenharder! Fuck me!�
And he did.
His fingers dug into the soft flesh of my skinny hips as he poured all the semen he had into my cunt, shooting it up into me. He fucked me like a madman, pumping his dick into me in an even more furious tempo than the chrome machine had relentlessly fucked my mother.
�Don't stop, don't stop!� I pleaded with him. �Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me as hard as you can! I'm still coming! Uhhh! Oh, God, I love tofuckso fucking much! Uhh! Just fuck your dirty little slut of a daughter all night!�
And fuck me he did, until it was my turn on the machine.

CHAPTER 5

When Tim and I reached the tennis courts in the park that morning, we discovered every court was taken, with more players sitting around waiting to play next. It would be a long wait.
�We should have gotten here earlier, I guess,� he told me, shaking his head. �Sorry, Maureen, I didn't realize it'd be so busy.�
�It's okay,� I said, then smiled. �Let's go over to our picnic table.�
He gave me a look when I mentionedourpicnic table, knowing what I was suggesting.
The park had many picnic tables scattered throughout its grounds, with several of them fairly private in wooded areas. This was especially true of the picnic setting we'd discovered two evenings earlier, roaming around, just talking and getting to know each other.
It was a small clearing, mostly hidden from view by trees and high bushes, with a wide, rough-hewn picnic table painted dark green. Next to it was a cement and iron-grated barbeque pit.
�All right,� he agreed, nodding. �Maybe the courts will open up a little later.�
�Exactly.�
As we headed over to the table, I took his hand, a bold move for a normal little 11-year-old girl, but not for me. The two of us were silent as we neared it and I was glad to see no one was using it. Tim was clearly nervous, even though this wasn't the first time we'd held hands.
And, of course, we'd already had our hands in each other's pants.

****

When we'd found the picnic table two evenings earlier, I'd taken Tim's hand then, too, and led him into the partially hidden clearing. He swallowed hard, but then gently tightened his hand on mine, thrilled-I'm certain-that I'd made the first move.
�This looks like a nice spot,� I said.
It was a place I knew very well, actually. But I acted as if we'd discovered it together, Tim and I. A romantic little setting. It was perfect for a couple of elementary school kids not certain what to do next, but with both of us liking the idea of some privacy to explore our options.
We'd known each other for almost two weeks, having met at the Greenbriar Mall's food court one happy afternoon, but we hadn't touched each other. Not even once in our many times together.
Not even 'accidentally,' if you know what I mean. Which I was usually pretty good at orchestrating.
�Let's sit in here awhile,� I'd smiled up at him, taking him right to the table. �It's more private.�
He nodded, but he obviously wasn't certain where this was heading. Boy-girl wise, that is. And it clearly made him nervous, though at the same time he seemed excited at the prospect of being alone with me.
�I can't stay out too late,� he said with an apologetic little shrug. �It'll be dark soon and my parents-�
I climbed up and sat on the table top, pulling him with me, so that we ended up next to each other. We were still holding hands, with our feet on the rough wooden bench seat below. He was in jeans and a pullover shirt and I was in my usual shorts and tee-shirt and sandals.
I kept my small purse at my side.
�We can just sit here a little while,� I suggested, innocently. And then, I turned to him and asked, �Have you ever kissed a girl?�
To which he awkwardly looked away.
�We played 'spin the bottle' at a party last month,� he admitted. �And they put me in the closet with Janey Whitlock, a girl in my 6th grade class. We kissed in the dark a few times. But when they opened the door, she told everybody I wasn't any good at it.�
I had to laugh.
�She said that?� I asked him. �What a little bitch!�
Tim just shrugged again, clearly uncomfortable with the memory. It even looked to me like he might be blushing.
�It was really embarrassing,� he admitted. �Later, Janey told me she only said it so the other girls wouldn't want to kiss me. And she wanted me to kiss her again. But I wouldn't do it.�
I had to shake my head.
So this was the kind of romantic adventures going on a year ahead of me, with public school kids-preteen girls already using their feminine wiles to protect what they wanted, namely boys, from other girls.
Girls like me.
�Do you want to kiss me?� I asked, giving his hand a little squeeze. �We can find a bottle and spin it, if you want��
The tall gawky boy next to me shrugged at the suggestion, but then clumsily leaned into me. I puckered up and he closed his eyes and pressed his warm lips against mine, giving me a quick smack and then pulling away.
He opened his big brown eyes and looked to me expectantly.
God, I thought, he was such a good-looking boy! That Janey girl was an idiot, not to justgo for itwhen she had the opportunity with him in the closet.
I'd have locked the door and kept him in there, party or no party.
�That was fun,� I assured him about the kiss, smiling encouragement and giving his hand another quick squeeze. �Let's do it again.�
So Tim leaned forward and kissed me again. And again. And still again.
Until I put my free hand lightly on his smooth face and kept him there, his soft lips pressed against mine. When I opened my mouth slightly and darted the tip of my tongue against his lips, he responded in kind, his tongue cautiously slipping into my mouth to find my own.
The two of us, at last, were making out.
�You're such a great kisser!� he exclaimed, when he finally pulled back. �You must have a lot of experience��
But he didn't say it as if accusing me of anything. It was rather as if he was terrifically impressed. I smiled to him, knowing my blue eyes were shining with the pure attraction I felt for him.
�I've been kissed a few times before,� I admitted. �I guess boys like me. But I like kissing you the best, so far.�
And I meant it.
Of course, I'd already made out with many boys and girls, before, during and after sex, but I wasn't about to admit that to him. Ever. Some of it had even taken place on the very picnic table we were using.
At the beginning of summer, for instance, my father brought me down to the park late one night with several young boys from the club. And they'd taken turns on me. Fucking me. It was like a field trip, he'd said, which every one of their parents (all members, all who were with my mom that night, fuckingher!) approved.
He'd first put a blanket on the picnic table itself, but then finally moved it down onto the grass, where it was much easier on my back. Or my skinny knees, doing it doggy-style.
Then he and the boys all fucked me hard for over two hours. I'd also sucked every one of their young-boy cocks, of course, another fun activity for me. I'm absolutely addicted to dick, especially using my mouth.
My dad liked to fuck me first, 'heating up' my pussy, he said, and then again after all the boys were finished.
By then, with all of them taking two or three turns on me, the very young having that ability, my slippery little pink slit was so filled with their warm semen it splooshed wetly out of me with every stroke of my father's cock pumping into me.
It was messy but great fun for both of us.
And I always came my brains out on those nights, my gangbang nights, wanting every moment of pulsating pleasure I could get. All that non-stop fucking just made me want more. I'd also swallowed a lot of hot cum, like I said, sucking every single cock before we were through.
I'd even taken several boy's dicks straight into my puckered but eager little asshole. My dad always brought along plenty of that flavored lube.
And yet, with all the sexual experience I'd had at my young age, I found Tim to be the boy I most wanted to spend my time with. There was something about him I couldn't actually define, that made me want to be with him as much as possible.
�Really?� he asked, seeming not to believe it. �You like kissing me the best?�
I gave him a look.
�What's wrong with that?� I asked. �You're cute and smart and sweet and everything else a girl could want. I'd be your girlfriend in a minute. If I was, you could do more than kiss me.�
That sort of put the brakes on. He froze up, then looked into my eyes.
�Likewhatmore?� he wanted to know.
He was smiling, but seemed to be growing more tense by the moment. I think he was afraid of getting in too far over his head. �Have you already done more than kiss?� he asked.
I held onto his hand, then finally nodded.
�I've already had a boyfriend,� I told him, true enough. �An older boy. Because we were going steady, I let him do some stuff.� I gave him a worried little look. �Not like all the way, just some�stuff.�
I could tell my confession bothered him slightly.
But it also had him thinking we could do some stuff, too, he and I. If I was his girlfriend. But when he looked back to me, I suddenly shook my head and abruptly turned away from him.
�I don't want to talk about it,� I said, not looking at him. �I shouldn't have said anything. I don't think I'm ready to do anything like that again. Anyway, I'm sorry I told you��
We sat silently for several long, awkward moments, my back turned to him, until he finally said, �I didn't mean to upset you, Maureen. I like you a lot. And I'd love for you to be my girlfriend.�
I turned back to him, almost shyly, smiling slowly.
�Okay,� I nodded, then gave him another of my little shrugs. �But let's not do that other stuff yet. I'm not really ready for it, so soon.�
Tim nodded happily, glad to merely be getting along with me again. Boys or men. They're always so easy.
�But can we kiss some more?� he wanted to know. �Just kissing.�
�Sure.�
And so, sitting side-by-side on the picnic table two evenings ago as it grew steadily darker, we again began kissing. But this time it was as boyfriend and girlfriend, a time-honored commitment to romance that meant a little more was expected.
Sexually.
Tim was a fast learner, and I was an excellent teacher (I'd been told!), so before too long we were French kissing like we'd been doing it all our lives. And breathing so hard we were both shaky.
I could feel my heart pounding away in my thin chest and I knew his was doing exactly the same thing.
The rough top of the picnic table had grown hard against my skinny little butt, though, and then just as hard along my side when I lay back and pulled him down next to me. We kept kissing, slow wet kisses that had us both panting, the awkwardness of our position on the table virtually unnoticed in our excitement at being together.
But soon enough, I suggested, �Let's get down on the grass. It'll be softer.�
Tim needed no further prodding.
It was nearly dark by then, the bright full moon already overhead and providing all the light we needed. Without really disengaging, we slid off the table down onto the grass and kept at each other.
It was soft and sexy and somehow natural. It was also obvious the park was nearly deserted.
�You're getting me all excited,� I admitted to him, continuing to kiss him so hotly I knew he was as aroused as I was. �You know, between my legs.�
�Really?� he breathed back to me. �I'm all excited, too.�
And as if I'd never even considered such a thing before meeting him, I slid one slim bare leg over one of his and tightened myself to him, pressing my crotch into his denim-covered thigh as if I was humping it.
Kissing him fervently still, I was starting to grind against him, making little moaning sounds as I did so.
�You've got me so hot!� I panted. �I've never felt this�turned on.�
And I took his hand in mine and guided it down the back of my shorts, under my panties, his fingers easily finding my bare little 5th-grader's ass and squeezing it. I jerked with another little moan at the sensation of his warm hand, finally, in my pants, then squirmed against him as if I was already having an orgasm.
�I love your hand on my bare butt,� I breathed hotly to him, my lips still touching his. �Keep squeezing it like that��
�Oh God, this is so great,� he said shakily. �I can't believe we're doing this.�
As if I'd just thought of it, I gave him a nervous little giggle and unsnapped his jeans, a moment later finding his zipper easily enough. I tugged it slowly down, my mouth against his, my tongue still working fervidly against his own.
He jerked slightly as he realized what I was doing, but then put up no argument as I slid my small hand into the front of his jeans and squeezed his throbbingly-hard cock through his underwear.
�Oh, Maureen!� he swallowed, kissing me even more ardently. �That feels unbelievably good!�
�I'll bet,� I told him somewhat breathlessly. And then, �I'm only doing this because you're my boyfriend.�
�I know.�
Our lips stayed together, kissing and sucking at each other, as I fished out his rigid cock and started jacking him off. He moaned again, low in his throat, his cock exactly what I'd expected from a 12-year-old boy.
It was slender and not all that long, but it was so stiff it was throbbing uncontrollably under my fingers. I worked it out into the moonlight, wanting to see it, and wanting to see it even closer when he ejaculated.
I loved watching a guy's cum shoot out.
I also wondered if I should go as far as putting it in my mouth, his dick, but then decided that'd be too much for a first time.
�Is this okay, Tim?� I asked him shakily, my hand moving up and down. �Am I doing it right?�
�It's great!� he managed, his hand still in the back of my shorts, gripping my small rubbery-firm ass tightly. �You're doing it just right��
�Do you want to touch me?� I murmured, hesitantly. �You know, in front�?�
He pulled away from me then, looking into my eyes. And then nodded.
We ended up facing each other, lying on our sides in the grass under the full moon, my hand still tightly holding his stiff young dick, my shorts and panties down around one ankle as he explored my sweet cunt with eager fingers.
I had one knee cocked up so he could better get at me. With my knee up like that, it made my pussy slightly more open.
�You're so wet in there,� he said, his fingers probing deeply into me. �And so hot and slippery.�
�I love your fingers in my pussy,� I told him, my crotch alive with sensation. �Do you want to make me come?�
That again stopped him.
He was unsure, I was certain, how he might do it.
�Let me show you,� I whispered hoarsely to him. �I'll make you come and you make me come. Okay?�
He didn't have to be talked into it.
I let go of his slender dick long enough to guide his slickened fingers to my clit, then showed him how to massage it, using just two fingers, to give me all the pleasure I needed to have an orgasm.
�Just do it like this,� I instructed him. �Right at the top. You can stick your fingers inside me again after you make me come.�
�Okay.�
Then I went back to jacking him off.
�This is unreal!� he laughed, the two of us masturbating each other. �Maureen, I'm already going to come! Uhhh, man, here it comes!�
And his 12-year-old cock jerked under my fingers, twitching, the sudden rush of his cum surprising me with the amount that spurted out. The first long stream of it covered my slender wrist and became the start of a shiny puddle on the ground between us.
�Don't stop, please!� he begged me. �Oh, Maureen, it's so great!�
I kept jacking him off, my hand a sudden blur (the way I knew boys liked it), and the river of his semen jetted out in several erratic spurts before finally ebbing to a little sticky drop hanging from the tiny slit in the head of his dick.
I wanted to take his cock into my mouth, to suck even the last drops of his cum from him, but I knew better than to overplay my hand.
�Okay,� he finally gasped, �That's enough.�
I let go of his cock then, but put my other small hand over his, the one he still had between my legs. I was still lying with one knee up, giving him open access to my young cunt.
I began moving his hand on my clit, pressing his fingertips into it.
�Let me help,� I said to him.
He nodded enthusiastically, then let me masturbate myself using his slippery fingers, pressing them into and back and forth on my quivering clit until I was far shakier all over and breathing so hard I was gasping.
�Yes, Tim, yes!� I panted, pushing my crotch out at him. �I'm almost there. Kiss me when I start to come��
And my orgasm burst within my little 11-year-old pussy while my new boyfriend's fingers manipulated my throbbing clit. The sudden pleasure coursing through me was so intense I was almost seeing stars.
And not the ones overhead.
�I'm coming!� I announced, and Tim suddenly pressed his mouth to mine. �God, I'm coming so much! Fingerfuck me and kiss me, kissme!�
And, our mouths hungrily glued to each other, we squirmed together as one after another rippling wave of indecent pleasure tore through the very center of me. My pussy was alive with shuddering spasms that nearly knocked me out.
�I'm coming,� I kept gasping. �Ohhh God, it feels sogood, so damn good! I love it, it's like my pussy's on fire.
And Tim stayed right with me, squeezing my entire crotch with his hand, his fingers slipping into my cunt even as he managed to stay right at my clit. I groaned directly into his mouth, squirming like a little live wire next to him, before I was at last sagging into the grass.
�Okay,� I finally gasped. �I think that's enough. Oh, God, Tim, I came sofuckinggood! You're so good at it-you made me come like crazy!�
When we separated at last, lying under the moonlight, I quickly hopped up and found my purse, then pulled out the wad of tissue I'd brought along. Just in case. In case I got lucky. He took them from me and wiped off the head of his dick, which was still hard from his evident excitement at bringing me to a climax.
�Tim, are you still hard from when I jacked your off or did you get excited all over again fingering me?� I asked him.
He gave me a look and shrugged.
�Both,� he told me. �You just got me so excited. I've never touched a girl's pussy before.�
I gave him a smile, but kept it as shy as I could. Almost innocent, but not quite. I mean, I'd grabbed his dick so fast it must've been obvious I was no real beginner when it came to sex.
�Do you want me to jack you off again?� I asked. �I will, if you want.�
He looked down to himself, at his slim dick sticking out from his crotch. �Okay,� he said. �If you don't mind.�
�I'd love to,� I told him. �And stick your fingers up my pussy again while I'm doing it. I want to come again, too. I'd love that.�
Yes, I would.

CHAPTER 6

The first time I used my mother's new fucking machine the night before, it almost killed me.
Not killed me as in any murderous or terrible way, but more like killed me from too many orgasms. More like I died-and-went-to-heaven type of killed.
�Holy fuck,� my mother had gasped. �My cunt's flowing like a river where the dam broke.�
After she'd had about ten climaxes in a row on the chrome-plated sex toy. In fact, every time my dad and I thought she was finally done, so I could at last get a turn, she'd lie there panting for breath for a few moments, then make us turn it on still again.
�It fucked me and fucked me and fucked me,� she finally said. �Without ever slowing down or needing a sandwich. I wanted it to never end.�
�That's how I feel doing a gangbang,� I told her brightly. �The more they fuck me, the more I want it.�
She gave me a knowing look.
�Maureen, I guess you really are a dirty little slut!�
My dad laughed, but gave each of us a look.
�You're both dirty little sluts,� my father said, as he and I helped her up and off the narrow bench, slippery with her juices. �But getting fucked by that machine, Melissa, you reallylookedlike a dirty slut.�
�It was unbelievable,� she said. �Maureen, sweetie, this thing's going to fuck you to death.�
She was drenched with sweat, her shapely legs so weak she couldn't stand on her own. Rather, she dropped down to the carpet beside the machine and sat cross-legged, still trying to catch her breath.
Her swollen pink nipples were so erect I was afraid they'd simply explode, her perfectly-waxed cunt still dripping her own oily moisture-there was an immediate wet spot on the carpet under her.
�Seriously,� she said to me. �You have no idea.�
�I'm ready,� I laughed, standing. �I want to get fucked.�
My dad's thick white cum was still oozing out of my pink slit, tiny rivulets of it running down my bare inner thighs. He looked to me, shaking his head. �Sweetie, you justgotfucked, remember? I just fucked you.�
I gave him a helpless little shrug.
�Daddy, I know, but I wantmorefucking,� I told him. �Like momma just got fucked. But put on a smaller dildo. Like the red one.�
�No problem,� he nodded.
I grabbed a towel from the downstairs bathroom and wiped off the padded bench, not wishing to lie in my own mother's pussy-juices. Yes, it's true I'd licked her cunt many times, starting on my 9th birthday. But if I was going to sit my bare ass in a wet spot, I wanted it to be my own.
�You're all set,� my father said, showing me. �Look at this.�
He'd attached the red dildo, a thick rubber cock about 6� long and slightly curved at the tip. It was a so-called 'G-spot' shape. I nodded my approval to him, then threw a skinny leg over the bench.
�I want it from the rear,� I told my parents. �Doggy-style.�
Unlike my naked blonde mother, I lowered myself face-down, much like riding a racing bicycle. My tiny tits were pressed against the bench, my bare little ass in the air with my bare feet tight against the foot-pegs.
Behind me, my father slid the chrome-arm forward until the curved tip of the red rubber dildo slid into the slick opening of my little slit. Then he lined it up with the G-spot curve face-down, slid it forward another inch into me, and caused me to swallow at the pleasant sensation.
I was a little girl who always liked getting my overly-sensitive pussy touched, even (apparently) by a robot's rubber cock.
�It feels good,� I told him. �So far.�
�Steady,� my dad said.
He put a hand on my bare hip and inched me back until the red dildo was over 3� inside of me. My slick hairless cunt-lips were gripping the rubber shaft of it wetly.
�Now just relax,� he advised. �Let the machine do all the work.�
�Right.�
And as I braced myself, certain I knew what to expect, my father turned the control just slightly so the red rubber dildo slid effortlessly into my little 11-year-old cunt. It paused for less than a micro-second, it seemed, then cycled back out, the slippery friction inside my young pussy almost getting me off right that second.
�Oh, God!� I groaned. �Daddy, I already love it!�
And he turned it up then, increasing the speed with each shivering thrust of the rubber cock going all the way into my cunt. My breath was soon coming so hard and fast I was afraid I'd simply pass out.
�Uhhh!� I panted, squirming my bare little ass in a tight little circle as it fucked me from behind. �It's like nothing I've ever felt! It's killing me, fucking me like this! Oh, God, I'm alreadycoming! Daddy, I'm coming!�
And I came like I'd never felt before.
The knowledge that the fucking machine would continue to do that, fuck me, without ever slowing down or stopping, just a relentless big cock pounding into my cunt until I was exhausted from one orgasm after another, made me come all the harder.
�Don't let it stop, don't let it stop!� I was moaning, squirming as if snakes were crawling all over me. The lewd pleasure in my grade-schooler's pussy was almost too much to bear. �I love it, I love it! God, I'm coming again! Uhhh! Uhhhhhh! Oh, fuck, it's so fucking good!�
And my father, knowing what I loved so well, reached out and gave my sweaty bare little ass a quick squeeze. A moment later, I felt two of his fingers sliding into my slippery asshole.
He began fingerfucking my quivering butt while the fucking machine did its own thing, fucking me until I was almost turned inside out.
�I don't want this to end!� I panted, pumping my narrow hips. �Daddy, daddy, I love your fingers in my asshole, but I'd rather have your dick in my mouth! So I can suck you while I'm getting fucked! I want you to come in my mouth��
And he laughed.
�That won't be a problem, sweetie��
And by the time my father moved around to the front of me, his cock hard and throbbing with his need for my mouth, my mother slid over beside the fucking machine and slipped two ofherfingers up my asshole.
�I'm almost melting here,� I croaked, overwhelmed by the sensations in my pussy and my butt. �I'm going to need this machine in my room! Ohhh, God! It's like I'm being fucked to death here!�
My dad positioned himself in front of me, the fleshy head of his cock easily finding my mouth.
I sucked at it wetly, using my small moist tongue to lap wetly all around it at the same time, knowing exactly what it took to make my father come. He nodded down to me with a smile, that smile widening even more when I used one of my hands to start quickly jacking him off.
�Come in my mouth, Daddy,� I urged. �Come in your dirty little slut's mouth!�
He must've been genuinely excited to come so fast, and so much, because his cock went off almost immediately. My father's thick cum rushed out, filling my 11-year-old mouth with warmth, overflowing my lips and running down my chin, and then-amazingly- filling it once again.
I swallowed it hungrily, eagerly, knowing it was turning him on even more to have his little preteen daughter be such a dirty slut.
�Maureen, Maureen, Maureen�� he kept saying, as I kept sucking the semen straight out of his grown-up balls through the throbbing head of his dick. �You always make me come somuch!�
With the fucking machine pounding wetly into my cunt, and my mother's fingers up my butthole, I was only moments from coming again. So my voice was all quavery as I spoke up, but I just wanted him to know:
�I'msupposedto make you come so much, Daddy-I'm your sweet little whore of a daughter, after all!�

CHAPTER 7

It was still the middle of the morning when Tim and I reached our secluded picnic table. There was no one else around that we could see. We put our tennis rackets on the table top and wandered around the small clearing somewhat aimlessly, looking into every corner, kicking at the brush, both of us suddenly nervous at being alone again.
Finally, I reached out and took his hand.
�Do you want to kiss me again?� I asked, the bolder of us two. �Even though it's broad daylight?�
He gave me a hopeful look, then shrugged as if uncertain what to say.
�Okay,� he finally nodded. �But what it someone comes along?�
It was my turn to shrug.
�They'll just think we're a couple of goofy kids,� I assured him. �Messing around. No grown-ups ever think kids know how to do anything too dirty.�
�Yeah�? They don't?�
�Not really,� I said. Then I suggested, as if just thinking of it, �Or, we could go back down by the creek. I remember an old abandoned van down there, so overgrown with weeds and brush no one can see it. It still has a backseat, I think.�
Tim gave me a surprised look, then sort of shrugged again.
�An old van?� he asked, almost too casually. �Have you ever been in it?�
I gave him an innocent look.
�Just as a kid,� I told him. �Playing around. It's been there for years. I never made out in it or anything like that.�
Which was a lie. A huge one.
And I hated telling it, but the truth would have broken his heart. And then broken mine, when he realized what a slut I was and left me. I was certain a boy at that age couldn't handle the reality of my crazy sex-filled life.
�Is that what you want to do?� he asked, giving my small hand a warm squeeze. �Go there and make out?�
I shrugged.
�Ifyoudo,� I said. And I looked straight into his dark eyes. �I'm already getting excited thinking about being with you.�
And I took his hand and slid it down into the front of my shorts and underpants, letting his eager fingers find my already-slippery pussy. He swallowed hard, but then explored my slick pink opening with a nervous smile.
�See how wet I am?� I told him. �It's all just for you��

****

Down by the creek, I led my new young boyfriend to the abandoned van, a battered old VW hippie bus so overgrown with brush that it was almost impossible to see from any distance. It was a sort of faded blue, mixed with a dirty shade of gray.
To get inside, we had to climb through brambles and push aside several thick bushes, which-being a young gentleman-Tim did for me.
�It really is hidden,� he said. �I never even knew it was here.�
�Most people don't.�
The sliding side door was long gone, the rear compartment filled with dead leaves and beer bottles. Only half of the windshield and a small part of the passenger's side window remained, the rest of the glass broken out ages ago.
�Watch where you step,� I cautioned. �The flooring's all rusty.�
The front passenger seat was gone and the dashboard was dented in several places as if someone had kicked it many times, hard. Tommy, actually. More beer and liquor bottles littered the floorboards in the front.
But the entire rear bench seat was mostly intact.
And the bottom part of the wide rear seat was covered by a relatively new light blue blanket. From our motel, in fact, though I'd never admit it. Also, many used condoms and condom wrappers had been tossed haphazardly onto the rusted floor.
�How old is this thing?� Tim wanted to know. He gingerly picked up part of an ancient Playboy Magazine. �This magazine's from 1978,� he said.
I could only shrug again.
�This van's always been here,� I told him. �My dad showed me how to get in here a year or so ago��
�Your dad?� Tim asked, brightening as if everything was fine then. I mean, that sounded safe enough to him, I was sure, my own father showing me around here. �He did?�
�He sure did,� I remembered, secretly smiling at the long ago thought. �It was a lot of fun.�
It really was.
I was a limber blonde 10-year-old at the time, a little 4th-grader last year, and my father brought me to the hidden van one warm afternoon and fucked me on the old VW's back seat. But first he carefully put down one of the light blue blankets from our motel, for us to do it on.
�I don't want you getting your perfect little bare ass all dirty,� he'd told me. Then he added, �Your mother and I used to fuck in here all the time. It's been here for years and years.�
While my father took off his pants, I looked around the battered interior while slipping my own shorts and panties off.
�Daddy, it's like a private little fort in here,� I smiled. �Like a hideout!�
�Exactly.�
We both kept our tops on in case somebody who knew about the van wandered by, just so we could get dressed in a hurry. And with me soon lying on my back with my skinny legs spread wide, my father knelt between them on the seat with his cock standing straight out in front of him.
I was already so wet a little river of moisture was running out of me, right out of my bald slit and down into the crack of my bare butt. I'd been fucking my own dad an entire year by then, but each time was always just as exciting to me.
Maybe it was because even as a child I understood it was about the worst thing a father and daughter could possibly do. Of course, I guess that was part of the filthy appeal.
�Your cunt's so perfect, Maureen,� he told me, spreading apart the delicate lips of it with his fingers and looking straight up me. �It's like a pink, wet little work of art.�
I shrugged with a little smile.
My dad was always complimenting me on my pussy or my bare butt or my sweet little knockers. And I knew he meant it by the way he loved using his mouth on my skinny little body, all over me, every chance he got-sucking and kissing my nipples and my boobs, my pussy and even my asshole.
In fact, he and my mother loved licking my asshole and my pussy at the same time, one in front and one in back, such a dirty thing to do together, to their own daughter.
Especially when I'd come so hard with their mouths on me. It just got them both so outrageously excited.
�Thank you, Daddy,� I'd said in the van. I genuinely appreciated his appreciation of me. And his appreciation of my 10-year-old hairless little cunt. �But you're just saying it because I'm your kid.�
�Hardly,� he shook his head. �Your sweet cunt is the sweetest little cunt I've ever seen. Or tasted. In my entire life.�
I gave him a disbelieving look.
�Sweeter than mom's?� I wanted to know. For about the hundredth time. It was a little game we always played. �Is my cunt sweeter thanhercunt?�
And he always gave me the same answer. �Your little cunt's even sweeter than your mother's cunt,� he affirmed again. �But don't you ever tell her. We don't want to hurt her feelings.�
See? He did appreciate me.
Anyway, the older kids that always used the old van's backseat for sex still used our motel blanket. I knew because I'd been back there more than once after that first time with my dad.
Usually it was with one or more boys (once with five of them!) for exactly the same reason-to get fucked senseless, until I was groaning and sweaty and squirming all over.
I was quite the little gangbang girl, even at that tender young age.
Of course, that was also my fear, bringing Tim to the van. It was more than possible that Tommy or Paul or James or Randy or Keith of any of the many boys who'd fucked me on that very backseat would unexpectedly show up.
Which would take a lot of explaining on my part. Lying, I mean.
Anyway�
�Tim, It looks like a lot of kids have sex here,� I pointed to the many condoms. Almost as if I was shocked at the discovery. �It must be a make-out place now.�
He was studying the floor, too, then nodded. �I guess.�
I think it unsettled him a bit, the obvious evidence of a great deal of sexual activity in the van, even a soiled pair of some girl's silky panties left stuck to the floor. They were partly under the driver's seat.
So maybe the fact that I'd brought him here, me being no stranger to this particular location, caused him concern as well.
I took Tim's hand then and led him to the backseat, pulling him down onto the blanket with me. I could still see the particular cum stains my father had left on it our first time there: an array of dark splotches when he'd pulled his still-spurting cock out of me, his semen jetting out in multiple ribbons between my wide-open young thighs.
And I knew the stains he'd left were mingled with my own little-girl juices.
For some reason, my little pussy always got amazingly wet. Much more than normal, I'd been told many times. It was like I had an endless little oily river in there, that never stopped overflowing.
We'd spent about three hours on that seat, my father and I, in several interesting positions, my dad getting hard repeatedly and fucking me again and again. Of course, I'd sucked his thick cock between each time, to keep getting him stiff.
So that helped.
And it was kind of fun to taste my own juicy lubrication on my father's dick, each and every time I'd done it. We'd both been insanely aroused, crazily so, and I'd had one trembling orgasm after another.
It was the purest father-daughter quality time I'd ever spent with him.
�Tim, you can kiss me,� I prompted, beside him. �I really want you to.�
And so he did, the young boy leaning into me and pressing his mouth eagerly into mine. Our tongues once again found each other as his hands groped at me. I took one of his hands and slid it under my top, straight to my training bra. Then I helped him undo it so he could get to my budding breasts.
�Oh, God,� he breathed as his hands squeezed my bare boobs gently. I was positive they were the first tits he'd ever felt. �They're so firm!�
�It's because you've got me all hot,� I breathed right back. �My nipples are both all stiff, too!�
As if the prove it to himself, Tim's fingers immediately found one of my rubbery pink nipples and pulled at it. He rolled the tiny protuberance between his fingertips and got a dreamy little sigh from me.
It was like electric sparks were going straight from my overly-sensitive nipples down to my even more overly-sensitive clit.
�Keep doing it just like that!� I encouraged him, my breath growing steadily more ragged. �Squeeze my tits. You can suck on them, if you want.�
If he was shocked at my explicit talk, he didn't show it.
Instead, he wasted no time, pushing up my pullover top and my training bra and instantly fastening his eager mouth to first one of my small firm breasts and then the other. Within moments, he was sucking at my pointy nipples hungrily as my breathing kicked up from fast to faster.
�Let me jack you off,� I said then, undoing his jeans and unzipping them. �I want to feel your dick in my hand again.�
Still sucking and kissing my taut pink nipples, Tim nodded.
Then he jerked with a little moan as my fingers enclosed the warm shaft of his cock. It stood up straight and proud from his crotch, the many thin, light blue veins adorning it pulsing along the sides. I gave it a quick squeeze, feeling it twitch quickly in response, then slowly began working my hand up and down.
The head of his hardened penis was swollen a deep red, a single glistening drop of clear fluid at the tiny slit at the very tip.
�I want to suck you,� I offered hesitantly, not certain how my new boyfriend would respond. Was I being too bold, too soon? �Is that okay with you?�
Tim pulled his face away from my bare breasts and sat up, looking into my wide blue eyes. I could tell he was extremely excited at the thought of it, but uncertain about me actually doing it.
Giving him a blow job.
�Really?� he said. �Suck me? Are you sure?�
I nodded. �You're my boyfriend. I want to give you pleasure.�
But he just bit his lower lip, saying nothing, maybe deciding.
So without waiting, I bent down and took his young cock into my mouth, my lips wetly enclosing the swollen head of it as my tongue began licking across it.
�That feels fantastic!� he gasped, a 12-year-old boy getting his first blow job from his first girlfriend. �Use your hand, too, Maureen.�
Still sucking at his throbbing cock, I began jacking him off again, slowly, my small hand moving up and down.
He groaned low in his throat, his hips shifting on the ancient van's seat as I sucked harder at him. I loved the feel of his young dick in both my hand and my mouth, the hardness of it, the smoothness of his flesh, the way the rounded fleshy head of it throbbed the entire time.
�You can come in my mouth,� I let him know. �You're my boyfriend. I'll swallow your cum, if you want.�
He seemed not to hear me at first, but then Tim began gently pushing his skinny ass up off the seat. He was actually fucking me in the mouth. I bobbed my head faster, my hand speeding up, wanting to taste his young cum, to swallow all of it, in fact.
Like I'd said, I was addicted to dick, including the sensation of warm semen filling my mouth. Even the taste of it going down my throat.
I was probably more of a little cum freak than most of the younger girls in The Family Fun Club, swallowing mouthful after mouthful of it at every sex party. Good thing I was so skinny-my mom said there's serious calories in semen, but I still couldn't tell if she was kidding me.
She and my dad loved to kid me all the time.
Anyway, I pulled Tim's jeans open wider and slid a hand into them, my fingers finding the fleshy sack of his balls and squeezing it gently. He still had almost no hair down there.
He moaned softly, then pushed his rigid cock still deeper into my slippery mouth, my tongue working around the smooth head of it in little circles that quickly had him trembling uncontrollably.
�This is unbelievable!� he breathed. �I love it, Maureen!�
I nodded, still sucking him with a series of little slurping noises, then reached up and pulled off the blue scrunchie holding my pony tail in place. I tucked it into the corner of the bench seat we occupied.
�Tim, grab my hair!� I told him. �Grab it tightly while I'm blowing you.�
It seemed to puzzle the boy for a long moment, but then his slender fingers entangled themselves in my blonde hair. When he closed his grip on the handful he had, I nodded that he'd done exactly what I'd wanted.
�Pull it a little more,� I said to him. �Pull my hair tighter. It turns me on!�
Which, for whatever reason, it did, that sensation of my blonde hair being pulled tightly at the roots, as if stimulating my scalp maybe. For whatever reason, it made my cunt (already wet) even wetter.
My mom had taught me that when I'd first started eating her pussy.
And so Tim gripped a much bigger handful of my hair and tightened his grip on it until the sensation went straight down my entire body to my 11-year-old cunt. And, of course, made it even wetter.
�I want you to come,� I murmured to him, still sucking and masturbating him. �I want to taste your cum!�
It turned out I didn't have long to wait.
With a shuddering gasp, Tim suddenly stiffened and poked his hard cock even deeper into my mouth as that first tiny jet of his young cum spurted against my tongue. A brief moment later, further warm ribbons of it filled my mouth, my tongue working quickly at the tiny hole it poured from.
�Oh, God, yeah!� he gasped again, his fingers in my hair and his dick throbbing repeatedly as his balls unloaded every drop of his warm liquid into my mouth. �Maureen, my God, this is so great!�
In my heart of hearts, I prayed he'd feel the same wayafterwe were done.
Boys, all boys and men alike, actually, think and talk very differently before and after they'd had their way with a bad girl.
They often only fully appreciated her, it seemed to me, until they'd shot their rocks off. And then they barely knew her. Until the next time.
Little bastards.
Anyway, I sucked Tim while continuing to jack him off, my hand a blur in his lap until the final small spurt of his cum ebbed out. Then I licked gently at the smoothly-firm tip of his cock until it was clean.
�Did that feel good?� I asked with a sly smile, sitting up and well knowing the answer. �I wanted you to love it.�
Still trying to catch his breath, Tim nodded and slumped back into the seat, yet his slender cock remained hard, still wet and shiny from my mouth. He wasthatyoung, after all, with more erections in him than even he knew.
�Ididlove it,� he admitted. But then he gave me a curious look and asked, �Have you ever done that before? Sucked a guy's dick?�
Of course, I'd been expecting such a question all along, but I still wasn't entirely prepared for it.
�Well��

CHAPTER 8

�Well�� I started, not looking at him. �Like I already told you, I had an older boyfriend, so we did things that I'm starting to do with you��
Tim was still breathing hard, lying back on the bench seat of the VW van, but he nodded with a look suggesting he remembered my earlier admission. I could tell he was thinking it all over, considering what Imighthave done.
Or how experienced I might really be.
But I knew his imagination was no match for the reality of who I was and what I'd done. Even compared to many older women, I was a cock-crazed wild-child who'd already been fucked more times than I could remember.
�So you sucked him off,� my new boyfriend said slowly, clearly trying to put it all together. �What other stuff did you do with him?�
He was acting like it wasn't really a big deal, just an idle question born of pure curiosity, but I knew better. Boys, especially young boys (but yes, even men!), were insanely concerned when it came to comparing themselves to other boys. Particularly when it came to sex.
I guess they were afraid of looking sexually incompetent, or stupid, or maybe it was just a territorial thing when it came to us girls.
Like we were one of their toys and they wanted first crack at us when we were still new. The virgin thing, I mean. So I really wasn't certain how much to admit, but I knew the truth would end our boyfriend-girlfriend relationship right then.
�Tim, I was the girlfriend of an older boy,� I told him, patiently. �We did stuff together that girls my age might not normally do. Sex things. I'm sorry if that upsets you, but I'm willing to do those same things with you.�
He was looking at me as if afraid to hear the worst.
�Sex thingsonlywith you,� I added. �Because you're my new boyfriend.�
The boy slowly nodded then, seeming to accept what I'd said.
But I knew there'd be more to it. Much more. Even the boys I'd been with at my parent's sex club sometimes got jealous when I was naked and doing sex things with other boys (or even girls).
It was as if they'd fall in love with me during a gangbang, pumping their stiff cocks into my little pussy and all the while saying desperate, romantic-type things to me. Yet well knowing there were six or seven other boys and men waiting right behind them to climb on top of me and fuck me next.
Weird.
�Well, okay�� Tim finally said, exhaling slowly. �So, what stuff can we do�?�
I shrugged my narrow shoulders.
Then I gave him what I thought of as an inviting smile, pulling him down on top of me. With my mouth again fastened to his, I was wedged into the corner of the bench seat, both of us lying together as one.
At my urging, his hands once again began feeling my bare breasts under my top and training bra.
�Take my shorts and panties off,� I told him. �And push down your jeans.�
He looked surprised for a brief moment, but then we wriggled together for several moments, ending up with his jeans and underwear down around his knees and my shorts and panties down around one ankle.
It was not even noon yet, the inside of the abandoned van bright with sunlight that poured in through the broken windows. Tim was holding himself up with one hand, staring at my young cunt, seeing it for the first time in broad daylight. More like studying it, actually.
My pink slit was swollen with anticipation and parted wetly open.
�You can touch my pussy,� I told him. �I want you to, actually. Stick your fingers in me again��
He nodded slowly, then reached down and slid a finger along the full length of my slit. Making my breath suddenly catch in my throat. Then he slipped first one finger, and then a second, into my glistening hole, causing my bare thighs to spread slightly wider apart for him.
�Move closer to me,� I told him hoarsely, taking his stiff cock in my hand. �I want the head of your dick touching my pussy.�
And holding onto his slender throbbing cock with one hand, I pressed the warm swollen head of it against my cunt. I put it just inside my slick outer lips, moving it slowly up and down the entire length of it.
�That feels fantastic,� he moaned. �It's even better than your mouth.�
I smiled at him, sliding his dick even faster up and down my slit. �It's supposed to feel better,� I told him. �Your dick belongs in my cunt.�
He flinched slightly, finally reacting at my use of such harsh language and clearly not expecting it. But he still said nothing, watching silently as I continued to slide the head of his cock up and down the length of my pussy.
The sensation soon was making both of us tremble with excitement.
�I can come like this,� I told him. �Do you think you can?�
�Heck, yes!� he gulped, pressing his hips forward so he was even tighter against my entire body. �It's unreal, how good it feels.�
I nodded to him, then pulled on his cock a little, inching just the smooth tip of it slightly more into the warm wetness of my cunt. I wanted to let him feel what it would be like, to push even deeper into the very tight opening of me.
�It's like you're fucking me,� I whispered to him, moving my hand a little faster so that itwaslike he was fucking me. �Do you want to go in deeper?�
He was breathing hard, shaking all over, in fact, but he looked to me nervously and asked, �Do you want me to? To go in deeper?�
I was trembling every bit as violently as he was, my breath racing as I nodded and told him, �I want you inside of me, Tim. I want you to fuck me.�
It took no more than that for him to suddenly push his hips forward.
At least half of the shaft of his slim cock suddenly slid into me. I gasped with a little shudder, then let go of his cock and put my hand on his bare hip, slowly pulling him the rest of the way into me.
�I'm inside of you!� he informed me, swallowing hard. �All the way. We're actually doing it.�
I smiled at him, giving him sort of a wicked little look.
�You're fucking me,� I told him. �I'm your new girlfriend and you're going to fuck me really good, right?�
He gave me a look back, then nodded.
�I'll fuck you really good,� he promised. And then, �But what if you get pregnant?�
That stopped me for a moment, unsure how to respond. Then I said, �My parents found out about my older boyfriend and were so mad they made me get on birth control. Just in case. I never stopped taking it.�
He just looked at then, realizing two things at once, I assumed: one, I wasn't a virgin and two, he could have sex with me.
�So you won't get pregnant if I come inside you?�
I just shook my head. �Now that I'm your girlfriend, you can fuck me all you want, any time and anywhere. Just always fuck me real good.�
�Iwillfuck you real good,� he promised somberly.
And, with his throbbing young cock still inside of me, he finally started fucking me, slowly at first, but gradually with longer and faster in-and-out thrusts that made me believe him.
Wedged into the corner of the seat as I was, I cradled him between my warm bare thighs, beginning to move against him with a series of little upward thrusts. My young cunt was sucking at his throbbing cock as I did so, and I started tightening up the slick little muscles within me-going for the 'snapping-turtle pussy' thing my folks had told me about.
And my new boyfriend reacted immediately.
�You're so tight inside!� Tim marveled, his rigid dick pumping into me. �Your pussy's grabbing at me!�
So I kept it up, tightening my slippery cunt around his slender dick with every jerky pump of his narrow hips, my arms going around his neck and holding him against me as I brought myself closer to the orgasm I wanted.
�You're fucking mesogood,� I breathed to the boy, squirming beneath him. �Don't stop, don't stop! Keep fucking me!�
He continued thrusting into me, a little awkwardly at first, even with the long, hard strokes he was giving me. But a few moments later, our jerky motions against one another gradually became more synchronized.
And a lot faster.
It was the kind of perfect fuck I'd been waiting to get from him since the first day I'd met him.
�Oh, God, Tim, yes!� I panted, urging him on with my skinny thighs squeezing his naked hips �Fuck me harder, harder! Ohhh, I love it, Tim, I love it! Uhhh! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!�
He came first, of course, his overheated 12-year-old cock jerking suddenly within my 11-year-old pussy. Not that I was surprised.
It was the second time that morning his young cum erupted, this one spurting deeply into me. But I kept him at it, grinding my pubic bone up into his own, as we urgently squirmed together.
I was bringing myself off using the slick pressure of his hard pubic bone pressing repeatedly against my quivering clit. In truth, I was a little preteen angel who knew how to come underanycircumstance.
Or a dirty filthy little slut. You decide.
�I'm coming,� I let him know. �You're making mecome! Don't pull out, don't pull your dick out of me yet! Uhhh, it's so fucking good! I love it! Oh, God!�
And with both of us still panting and grinding our crotches together, we soon were wrung out like a couple of limp dish rags, our skinny bodies shiny with sex sweat, our breathing slowly returning to normal.
Tim looked at me then, a long curious look, then asked exactly what I knew he eventually would.
�Maureen, was it better than your first boyfriend?� he wanted to know, so sincere about wanting to please me it almost made me cry. �A better fuck, I mean?�
I gave him a reassuring smile.
�Way better,� I told him, again lying my little 11-year-old bare ass off. �He could never even make me come��
That got a wide smile out of him.
It always did, with any boy, when I said that.
Like I said, they all wanted to be the first atsomething. Making me come the first time while fucking was just as good as anything else I could come up with.
�That's great,� he smiled. �I'm so glad to hear it.�

CHAPTER 9

As I've already mentioned, the very first time I joined my mother and father in their bed for a night of hot sex was the day I officially became a 9-year-old. It was my birthday, of course.
It was just after midnight and I'd been asleep in my own bed, when suddenly I was awake, alerted by my mom's urgent cries. She was moaning loudly, �Don't! Stop! Don't! Stop! Please! Oh, God, Don't! Stop!�
Which, of course, was really her coming her brains out as my father fucked her half to death, so that she was really begging him, �Don't stop! Don't stop! Please, oh God! Don't stop!�
Duh.
But at my tender young age, and half-asleep anyway, I'd raced down the hall to my parent's bedroom, thrown open the door and found my naked sweaty mother up on her hands and knees on their bed. My father was kneeling behind her with his big hard cock pounding in and out of her pussy.
�Mom!� I gasped. �Are you okay?�
She merely turned a smiling face to me at my childlike concern. And my dad, without missing a single stroke as his big cock kept plunging deeply into her, said, �Come and see for yourself, Maureen.�
And so I did.

****

But in reality (which I've never admitted to either of my folks), I'd known all along what they were doing: fucking like crazed weasels. And I'd merely wanted to join in on their dirty fun.
Because, even though that was my first time for sex with my own parents, I'd been eagerly instructed in a few sexual adventures well before that. And it was a secret I'd kept for a long time, not wanting to get anyone in trouble.
When I was still a child-like girl in the 2nd grade at St. Katherine's Academy, a sweet little 7-year-old with no more thought regarding sex than any other dumb kid at that age, I'd been approached by gorgeous Noelle Henderson.
Back then, dark-haired Noelle was a 10-year-old cheerleader at our school, a long-legged, tall and coltish slender girl with the very real beginnings of firm breasts and a rounded perfect ass to kill for.
She was genuinely beautiful in the classic sense, with a sweet face like an actual angel. Her large expressive brown eyes and bright smile even then drove boys and men wild.
I didn't know it at the time, but she'd already been willingly and enthusiastically participating in The Family Fun Club parties at our motel with both of her parents (and withmyparents!) for over a year. She was a real favorite there, too, a hot little preteen nympho famous for being fucked relentlessly all night by every member.
Yet still wanting even more of the same.
In fact, even though she was considered to be one of the very 'good girls' at our school, who only hung around with other 'good girl' types, Noelle was the single most oversexed girl I'd ever met. Then or now.
But I sure didn't know it at the time.
�Maureen, we need to talk,� she said softly to me one day at school, suddenly walking beside me in the hall. �Meet me in the second floor girl's bathroom at lunch. But don't tell anyone.�
I looked up to her, shocked that such an older and popular girl at St. Katherine's Academy would even know who I was.
Really. She was three years older than me, an eternity in grade school years, and spent her time with a crowd of older girls already making plans for getting into the proper college.
�Okay,� I said, nodding. �Are you sure it's me you want to talk to?�
I mean, maybe she was confusing me with another little 2nd-grader, a girl more in her own league. I was a pretty enough girl even then, I knew, and popular enough. And boys in my grade were beginning to notice me.
But that didn't mean I'd ever have a friend as beautiful or as popular or as old as Noelle Henderson herself.
�Don't worry,� the smiling 10-year-old told me. And she reached down and gave my small hand a quick squeeze, which surprised me. �I just want to talk privately with you, for a few minutes.�
I nodded, standing and watching her walk away, but wondered whatever in the world she could possibly have to say to me. As it turned out, it was about a million times more interesting than I ever could've imagined.

****

At St. Katherine's Academy, all the kids in all the grades in the entire school ate together in the huge cafeteria. So everyone else was busy with lunch when I slipped into the upstairs girls' bathroom.
�Hey,� Noelle said to me when she saw me. �Maureen.�
�Hi,� I said nervously. �I'm here.�
We were alone in the brightly lit tiled room.
There were four porcelain sinks with mirrors above them on one side, four stalls with closed gray doors on the other. Two old-fashioned paper towel machines were attached to the nearest wall, on the farther wall a machine which dispensed feminine napkins.
Noelle was standing in front of one of the sinks, with her well-formed butt resting against it.
�I appreciate you coming,� she started. �Do you know who I am?�
�Of course,� I smiled to her. �You're Noelle Henderson, one of the most popular and beautiful girls in the whole school��
�Maureen!� she said, surprised. It even seemed she might have blushed. �I don't think I'm allthatgreat.�
We were both in our St. Katherine's schoolgirl uniforms, dark plaid skirts, crisp white blouses and dark blue knee socks. I had my blonde hair tied back with my usual blue scrunchie and in those days I was still wearing silver braces on my teeth.
�Well, everybody else thinks you are,� I informed her. �And so do I.�
She exhaled slowly then, shaking her head with a little smile.
�That's sweet of you to say,� she said. �Anyway, I thought we should get to know each other. I don't know if you're aware of it, but I'm averyclose friend of your mother and your father. And I've seen you around the motel-�
I gave her a look.
�Our motel?� I interrupted. �The Pink Flamingo?�
She nodded.
�I've been to some of your parent's secret parties out there,� she told me. �My mom and dad always take me. But I don't think you're supposed to know about them yet. You're too young.�
I could only stare at her.
Even at my young age, as a naive little 7-year-old, I was acutely aware thatsomethingwas going on at our motel every week. And sometimes a couple of times a week. But I was always told they were adult get-togethers, not anything I was to be concerned with. And that my bedtime was always 9 p.m. on those particular nights, instead of the usual 9:30.
Of course, I had my own television and DVD player in my room, so I'd often stay up later with the sound turned down low. But, in all that time, I never snuck out to see what was going on at the rear of our motel, in the larger connected suites.
After all, my parents told me not to.
�Secret parties?� I said to Noelle, not understanding. �Like, if they're secret, what do you do there?�
And besides, Noelle was only a bright little 10-year-old girl herself, not an adult, so why would she be allowed to go to any of my folks' adult get-togethers? It didn't make any sense, and I told her so.
�It's a little complicated,� the tallish young cheerleader explained. �I don't want to get into trouble, so if I tell you about it, you have to promise to keep it a secret. Do you think you could do that?�
I thought it over. Wow, this was getting weird. But I was definitely curious.
�Maybe,� I said slowly, not wanting to seem too eager. �But, I've never lied to my parents, so I don't know-�
Noelle stepped away from the sink then and took my two small hands in hers. She squeezed them, warmly, just like in the hall earlier. And I'll admit, it was an interesting sensation, having my hands held by another girl like that.
Especially one so popular. I thought I might even be blushing.
�You don't have to lie to them,� she promised. �Just don't volunteer that you know what I'm going to tell you. And show you.�
�Show me?� I asked, looking up at her.
My God, she really was gorgeous!
Even as a 10-year-old, Noelle had what seemed to be real breasts, and I was just about at eye level with them. They were big enough so it was obvious she was wearing a real bra, the lacy edge of it peeking out at me through the slight gap in her white blouse.
I looked away, not wanting her to think I was staring.
�How can you show me?�
She let go of my hands, then turned back to the sink and reached into her purse, which was sitting there.
�Here,� she told me, handing me an unmarked DVD in a paper sleeve. �My dad makes a lot of homemade movies, mostly with me as the star. There's both old stuff and new stuff on here. I made a copy for you, but they'd kill me if they found out I gave it to anyone. Promise me you'll keep this all a secret.�
I looked at it, then slipped it into my own small purse and nodded.
�I promise,� I said. But I was dying to know, �So, Noelle, what's on it that's so secret?�
She looked to the door, nervously, as if expecting someone to walk in.
But then she turned back to me with an odd little smile. �It's nothing terrible,� she said. �It's actually fun, in fact, just a lot of fun stuff that I've done. But it's sort of dirty. With my mom and my dad. And with your mom and your dad. And a lot of other people, too, at the nighttime parties out at your motel.�
�Really? It's dirty?�
I was starting to get a weird feeling by then, my young imagination starting to run away with me. In fact, I was trying to picture the dirty 'fun stuff' that took place out at our motel. Especially the kind of fun stuff that was so secret Noelle would get in big trouble for telling me.
�Watch it by yourself,� she said. �Don't let anyone else see it. Then we'll talk again, some place where we can be alone.�
I wasn't certain what was going on, and was getting even more confused by the minute. But I was also getting progressively more nervous. Extremely so.
�So what's really on it?� I wanted to know. �Please tell me.�
Noelle gave me a long look, sighed, then glanced at the bathroom door again.
It was still only the middle of our school lunch break downstairs, so it was unlikely anyone would be coming in. And I could tell she was dying to tell me, but that she was unsure about just how much to say.
�Noelle, at least give me a hint,� I urged. �I promise I won't tell.�
She was silent for several long moments, apparently thinking it over. But then with a little shrug, she said, �Come into a stall with me.�
Weird, weird, weird! Maybe it reallywasa big secret, I realized. Like in a spy movie or something!
So I followed her into the farthest stall and she latched the door and turned back to me. We were sort of wedged in, standing almost pressed together in front of the toilet bowl, but she moved even closer to me and put her mouth to my ear. I could feel her warm breath on the side of my face, could even smell the peppermint-flavored chewing gum she'd obviously been chewing earlier.
�Are you going to whisper it?� I asked, confused.
�Yes, but first��
And instead of whispering to me, Noelle actually kissed my ear instead, her warm lips lightly brushing it as one of her hands dropped down and gently touched my narrow waist. I stood frozen in place, uncertain what was taking place, and she then put her face into the crook of my neck and kissed me there as well.
�Noelle��
But instead of responding, the dark-haired 10-year-old next kissed my young cheek, lingering there. And a moment later she turned my face with a quick touch and pressed her own lips lightly to mine. She kissed me full on the mouth, then let just the tip of her moist tongue graze along my lower lip, following my cheek.
Until she'd again reached my ear.
I was trembling by then, my knees absolutely wobbly. And I could feel my face was flaming hot-this time I was certain I was blushing like crazy!
�It's about sex,� she finally whispered to me, her voice suddenly a little hoarse. �We do sex things there, really dirty, fun sex things there. All night. We all get naked and we get together in every way possible.�
�I don't-�
�Shhh, Maureen,� she breathed into my ear, and then her tongue flicked out and licked into it. My ear. It made me swallow hard. �You're an extremely cute little girl,� she told me. �I always wish you were there, at the sex parties, but your mom and dad think you're too young to do all that dirty stuff�yet.�
Noelle had a hand on my slender hip then, just resting it on my plaid skirt, and with her other hand she began unbuttoning her white blouse. I watched, paralyzed, I guess, as she unsnapped her bra in front.
�Oh, God�� I breathed, suddenly afraid but even more curious about what her boobs might actually look like. �Noelle��
As her bra parted and fell to each side, her bare breasts came into view. They were spectacular for a 10-year-old girl, small but perfectly tanned and fully rounded. Her dark nipples were so big around and erect it was clear she was sexually excited at what we were doing.
Or about to do.
�Kiss my boobs,� she asked me gently. �Or just my nipples. Whatever.�
And like a little robot, or a girl entirely under an older girl's spell, I swallowed hard again and leaned forward, taking one of her dark nipples into my mouth. I sucked at it, feeling the puckered flesh of it harden still further.
Then I jerked slightly when I felt Noelle's hand on my back, as if she was holding me briefly in place.
I was still all tensed up at what I was doing to her with my mouth, and even at her touch, but I didn't move away or resist because I desperately wanted to know the truth about what was supposedly taking place at our motel.
But also because it was all so strongly, strangely, exciting.
�It's all about sex,� she whispered to me again. �Maureen, do you even know what sex is?�
I swallowed hard at the word. Sex. It was a subject I knew a little about, but not all that much.
I mean, all us 2nd-grader girls in school already talked about it. A lot. And I'd looked up some things about it on the Internet, whenever I was alone with our computer at home.
I also knew that a 7-year-old girl sucking a 10-year-old girl's swollen nipples had very much to do with sex as well. But, in general, admittedly, there wasn't very much I knew absolutely for sure.
Of course, I didn't want to seem like an idiot to an older girl like Noelle, so I just nodded.
At the same time, I noticed that her breathing (and mine!) was coming faster than normal and that my own heartbeat was in my ears. I could even tell that my own tiny pink nipples were hard and tingling.
She was standing so close to me I could feel the heat from her body, as I went from sucking one of her nipples to the other. That I did on my own, without her asking. But I pulled my mouth back after several moments, looking up into her dark eyes.
My curiosity was overwhelming.
�Noelle, what kind of naked sex things do you all do together at our motel? With your parents and with my parents?�
I couldn't really believe it, of course, thinking she was somehow pulling some kind of prank I didn't understand. In fact, I really thought it had to be about anythingotherthan sex. That just didn't sound right, not involving my own mother and father, at least. I mean, come on!
But I urgently wanted to know whatreallywas going on.
�You'll see it on the DVD, lots of sex,� she said. And then, �Maureen, do you know what fucking is?�
I sort of shrugged in response.
�I know the word,� I told her. �It means having sex.�
�Right,� she said to me. �That's exactly what fucking is. Having sex. And that's what's on the DVD-all of us fucking.� She looked at me very seriously then. �Maureen, have you ever had an orgasm?�
I swallowed hard.
Even as a little girl, I'd discovered the intense joys of manipulating my own pussy with my fingers every night, doing it until I reached a point of exquisite release. It was always a shuddering jolt of gasping pleasure that left me limp. And every night, after only a few minutes of catching my breath, I'd do again.
And again.
I might not have known the specific word for it, but I definitely knew what Noelle was talking about. My God, I could not believe we were discussing such a thing. Something so extremelyprivate.
I was suddenly wildly embarrassed, not certain what to say next.
But Noelle slowly moved her hand around my hip, then down under my plaid skirt so it was suddenly on my bare inner thigh. When I tensed up even more, she just sort of gave me a gentle squeeze there, my legs suddenly trembling even more, almost violently, actually, at her touch.
And then she slid her hand upbetweenmy bare thighs and squeezed my small crotch through my underpants. As if it was the most natural thing in the world. And she kept her hand there, and began gently squeezing my pubic mound.
�Oh, God!� I said, jerking with even more surprise.
My breath caught in my throat, but it felt so good, I'll admit, her touching me like that, that I didn't resist. Little shivers of that electric-like pleasure I already knew raced through my 7-year-old pussy, causing my skinny legs to almost buckle.
�Ummm�� came out of me, unexpectedly, like a little yummy sound. �Ohhh, I can't believe this��
Through the thin fabric of my underpants, Noelle used a single fingertip to slowly trace up and down the length of my little-girl slit, pressing into it. At the same time, she continued to rhythmically squeeze the slightly bulging mound of my young cunt with her entire hand.
�Noelle!� I breathed, my pussy suddenly filling the flimsy crotch of my panties with the slick wetness that had been building in me ever since she'd first put her hand on my hip. �What are you doing to me?�
�I'm going to give you an orgasm,� she told me. �I'm going to make you come.�
�Oh, God-�

CHAPTER 10

I was stunned to find myself unexpectedly in the middle of an adult sexual experience that I wasn't prepared for. I just stood there, frozen, while Noelle's finger finally slipped under the edge of my panties and touched my bare pussy.
�Oh!� I gasped, but not in a bad way. And I breathlessly admitted to her, �That feels really good!�
�Of course, Maureen,� she said. �You're going to like this.�
And she pulled down my panties from under my skirt, me all the while just going along with it like this type of thing happened to me every day. As if I was routinely seduced by a gorgeous older girl who clearly had something of a very weird sexual thing for me.
And as if I routinely put my mouth on another girl's bare breasts. Or sucked her distended nipples.
When my panties dropped to the floor, I stepped out of them.
�Noelle, what if we get caught?� I had to ask, though by then my attention was pretty well riveted to the older girl's actions-as I watched, she lifted her own plaid skirt and pushed down her own panties.
I said, �I'm a little scared��
�Don't worry,� she assured me. �We'll just fingerfuck each other. But, sooner or later, I want to lick and suck your little cunt��
�Oh.�
Like me, she stepped over her panties (pale blue, light flimsy cotton), then picked mine up with hers and put both pairs of them in her purse.
Then she bunched up her plaid skirt, holding it up to show me her crotch. I admit I stared at it.
Her young pussy had just the first hint of fine black pubic hair, dark tightly-coiled little wisps that did nothing to conceal the generous slit beneath it. Her pussy-lips were swollen with arousal, I could tell, the slick pink center of her hole already glistening with an oily moisture that formed a dewy sheen from top to bottom.
�Do you like it?� the older girl asked me. �My cunt?�
Swallowing hard, I nodded numbly.
�You're all wet,� was all I could think to say. �You're dripping.�
My God, it was a beautiful thing, gorgeous Noelle's perfect little 10-year-old cunt, and studying it like that sent a little shiver of excitement through me. Clearly, she had more in mind than merely showing it to me.
I knew that at any moment I'd get to touch it as well, maybe even get to explore inside of it.
The thought further turned my already shaky legs to Jell-o. I realized I genuinely wanted to touch it, her pussy, to wetly probe her slippery pink inner secrets with my small fingers.
�Being with you makes me so wet,� Noelle said then. �I told you, you're a very cute little girl�beautiful, actually.�
Which I didn't believe, though I desperately wanted to. What little girl didn't?
Then, still holding her skirt up, Noelle turned in a half-circle so I could better see her firm, rounded bare ass. Her cheeks were so flawless, so perfect in their shape and size, it sent another of those little shivers through me.
�Touch me, Maureen,� she offered with a smile. �My pussy or my butt. You can take your pick.�
And I did, reaching out tentatively at first and pressing a finger against the smooth flesh of her bare bottom. The touch of her firm ass excited me in a way that I barely understood. Noelle turned slightly then, letting me feel her bare ass with my entire hand, but a few moments later she turned back.
Then she took my small hand in hers, and pressed my fingers against the gentle bulge of her pussy.
�Put your fingers in my cunt,� she asked me.
�Okay.�
I slipped two fingers into her slippery wetness, surprised that they met no resistance (like my own little cunt), but rather slid easily all the way into her hotly gripping hole. She started with a quiet little sigh when I did it, spreading her legs wider apart so I could get at her more easily.
�Put another finger into me,� she said simply. �Three of them. And fingerfuck me until I come. I'm sure you know how.�
At the same time, Noelle slid one of her own fingers into my little pussy, sliding it up and down the length of my tiny slit. It made me quiver all over with the delicious feel of it. She went immediately to the distended little nub at the top of my child-like pussy, finding it easily under the pink fleshy hood that covered it.
�You have such a sweet little clit,� she breathed to me. �It's all swollen.�
Of course, it was!
What she was doing to me was even more exciting than what I normally did to myself, lying in bed at night and rubbing my quivering clit until I had one breathless orgasm after another.
Noelle then began expertly massaging my 7-year-old clitoris, using her slick fingers to expertly masturbate me.
�That feels really great,� I had to admit. �But I'm shaking so bad I'm afraid I'll fall down in here.�
�Good God, you get so wet,� she told me. �Just like me. I love it!�
So we stood there, me half-leaning against the older 10-year-old girl as I eagerly fingerfucked her, while Noelle slowly massaged my little-girl cunt (actually, my clit, as I said!) until I was so shaky and wet my natural lubrication was pouring out of me.
And she was easily as wet as I was, her slick warm juices soaking my entire hand as I fingered her.
She was also squeezing my bare little ass under my skirt with her other hand, then surprised me when I felt one of her fingers slip up into my butthole. It just poked into my anus easily because of all the wetness running out of me.
In fact, we were both so sexually aroused there were shiny little drops of our wetness on the tiled floor, right between our legs.
�Noelle�!� I gasped again, her fingers working feverishly in both my pussy and my butthole. She was getting me so close to that shattering relief I knew so well that I could almost taste it. �It feels sogood!�
And, turnabout being fair play, I slid my free hand up under her skirt from behind and cupped one of her perfect butt-cheeks, squeezing it and again marveling at the rubbery firmness of it. A few moments later, I slipped a finger into her hot sweaty butt-crack and probed into her asshole as well.
�Maureen!� she giggled, breathlessly. �You're learning! Keep fingerfucking my asshole like that until I come! Do me front and back, too! Uhhh! Oh, yes, yes, I love this! Do it faster!�
With three of my eager fingers deep in her pussy and one of them from my other hand stuck up her wetly-gripping asshole, I went back to sucking her exposed nipples. I locked my lips onto first one, kissing and sucking it wildly with the insane excitement coursing through me, and then moved over to the other one.
And then Noelle came, gasping with a little shudder that caused her to suddenly jerk taut from head to toe.
�You're making me come so good!� she announced, her pussy and her asshole spasming closed on my fingers. �Oh, God, Maureen, keep doing it! Ohhh! Yes, Yes, you're making me come so hard! Uhhh!�
Which pushedmeover the edge.
My own climax rocked me back on my small feet, my pussy exploding as if a string of firecrackers was going off in my crotch. My legs were suddenly so weak I was hanging onto Noelle weakly.
�I'm coming, too,� I gasped, my pussy and asshole throbbing. �I can't believe how good it feels! Ohhh! It's going on and on! Uhhhh! I'm going to pass out! Oh, God, Noelle, hold me up!�
And as I continued coming, my quavering orgasm with the 10-year-old schoolgirl the best and longest of my young life so far, I sucked at her pulsing nipples hungrily, but oddly wished it was her sweet cunt in my mouth instead.
I mean, I had no idea why at the time, but I really, seriously, wanted to lick her pussy for some sick reason.
I guess I was just as weird as she was.

CHAPTER 11

The rest of the school afternoon took forever, my classes dragging by, the DVD in my small purse making me completely crazy. I was dying to get home and watch it, dying to know what secret dirty stuff Noelle had done with my parents.
Secret sex stuff.
Of course, I knew by then it reallywasabout sex, their secret parties, fucking and all, what with Noelle giving me a taste of it right there in the girls' bathroom at school. She'd made me come so good it still made my mouth water and my tiny pink nipples all tingly, just thinking about it.
There was no reason for Noelle to lie.
�I've got reading to do for school,� I told my mother, as soon as the bus dropped me off and I walked in the door. �I'm going to do it up in my room.�
My mom gave me a look.
�Okay, honey,� she said. �Do you want me to help you with any of it?�
I shook my 7-year-old head.
�I'm fine, mom,� I told her. �I'll let you know if I need any help.�
And I gave her a nice smile.
She was a great mom, after all, as was my father a great dad, both of them always helpful to me and as decent as possible. They never used bad language in front of me or ever hit me. They also taught me the difference between right and wrong, made me feel loved and appreciated in every way possible, and just generally proved to be the best parents ever.
What little daughter could ever in a million years guess that they were both perverted swingers, having secret dirty sex parties with a group of other parents and kids from my very own school�?
Certainly not me.

****

I made certain my bedroom door was closed and locked.
Then I carefully hung up my school uniform, slipped on a t-shirt and a pair of cotton shorts (no underpants!) and put the DVD into my player. I sat close to the television, on the floor, and plugged in my headphones.
I'll admit I was shaking.
Whether it was from sexual excitement at what I was about to see, or fear I might discover something terrible about my parents that I couldn't handle, I couldn't tell. My heart was pounding in my skinny chest, though.
Noelle had kept my panties in her purse after we'd left the girls' bathroom, so I'd spent the rest of the day naked under my plaid skirt. It felt deliciously wicked, spending the afternoon with my 7-year-old pussy and my little ass secretly bare like that, though I was worried I'd start dripping on the floor again.
Luckily, it didn't happen. I don't think.
But I did manage to accidentally get myself all excited a couple of times in class, re-living every detail of Noelle and I eagerly masturbating each other at lunch time. In fact, I'd had to make myself think of really boring stuff (fractions!) to get my mind off it and to calm down.
But mainly to keep my over-active pussy from overflowing.
Anyway, when Noelle kissed me goodbye in the stall, she'd told me she was keeping my panties because she wanted to smell them (the crotch, she said, meaning my little-girl pussy!) the next time she used her fingers to make herself come.
She said it'd make her come harder, thinking of me.
I believed her.
And then, with the naughtiest smile a little 10-year-old schoolgirl could muster, she'd taken her own silky panties out of her purse, pressed them up into her dripping wet cunt for a moment and handed them to me.
�Here,� she said. �You can think of me, too, next time you finger yourself. Or just throw them away.�
I'd hurriedly stuffed them into my own purse, without answering or even meeting her eyes. The thought ofwhatshe was going to use mine for, and the reason she'd given me her own panties, made me blush madly all over again.
Weird, I know. And dirty.
But oddly exciting somehow, too. Veryexciting.

****

As soon as the DVD started, I recognized a younger Noelle.
It turned out she was just a healthy-looking 8-year-old at the time. Her last day as one, in fact. It was the night before her next birthday.
Her ninth.
It started out in what looked like her living room, an overstuffed couch and chair in the background. All the drapes were closed even though it seemed to be daytime. Yet it was lit up brighter than normal. It was as if her dad had set up a few extra lights in the room.
�This is our little daughter, Noelle,� her father announced. He clearly was the one aiming the camera at her. �It's her birthday tomorrow. She'll be 9-years-old. Say 'hi' to everyone, sweetheart.�
And beautiful young Noelle, well-tanned as always and with her dark hair in a short ponytail, nodded to the camera with a shy but bright smile.
She was standing in the middle of the room with her skinny arms crossed, in a tiny sleeveless red sundress. It seemed likely she was naked under it. Her small feet were bare and as perfectly tanned as the rest of her.
The camera then moved to a good-looking young woman sitting in an overstuffed chair in the far corner.
�This is Noelle's wonderful mom,� her father announced, and went in for the close-up on her. �She's a nymphomaniac, which means she can't get enough sex. Shealwayswants to fuck. Say 'hi,' to the folks at home, Suzanne.�
It was like he was filming a television show for an audience or something.
Noelle's mother, Suzanne, seemed to be in her late 20's.
She was an exceptionally sexy and genuinely beautiful brunette, just like Noelle herself. She was also extremely well-tanned and completely naked. She had full, heavy-looking breasts. They were firm and perfectly rounded on the bottom, with huge nipples that were already pointedly erect.
Her long, shapely legs were spread wide open.
�And here's Suzanne's pussy,� her husband announced. �She's been fucked a million times, by countless 10-year-old boys, young teens, grown men and even girls and women wearing strap-on dildo's. But even with all that fucking, her pussy's still fantastic.�
�Thank you, dear,� Noelle's mom said.
�It's as tight and as wet and as hot as any young schoolgirl's cunt,� her husband continued. �Even averyyoung schoolgirl's cunt.�
The camera zeroed in on Suzanne's crotch and it was easy to see her dark pubic hair was trimmed back neatly. Neatly enough, in fact, so that the deep pink slash of her very wet cunt stood out in sharp relief.
The camera was clearly one of high definition.
Every drop of moisture in her slick cunt was glistening, every tiny black pubic hair that remained on her pubic mound vividly clear. Even her tight-looking little asshole was in extremely high focus.
It was as if I was right there, only a few inches away from her crotch. And it excited me to realize I was staring at my new friend Noelle's mother's cunt. Staring directly into it, actually.
�Hi,� Suzanne said, on camera. �I hope you enjoy watching us have some dirty fun with our daughter. I also hope you join us, Jim and Noelle and I, for some dirty fun of your own. We're taking her to a party for her birthday tomorrow night, a sex party. She's really looking forward to it.�
So the filmwasfor an audience, I realized.
And she was talking about the sex parties at our motel! With my parents. Obviously, they were using the video in hopes of enticing some new members into their club. New family members.
My God! I started shaking all over again.
Suzanne then smiled warmly and began using her fingers in her cunt, openly masturbating as her husband filmed her. And as her young daughter watched. The sound was so good, you could easily hear the wetness within her.
Her fingers were soon dipping into her pinkly-defined slit with an ever-increasing urgency.
Clearly Noelle and her mom and dad had done all this before. Not one of them seemed to be the least embarrassed or self-conscious. In fact, they all three kept smiling and laughing at everything.
�Noelle, show everybody what you love doing to your mother.�
�All right, Daddy,� Noelle smiled at him. And she gave a sort of little hop as she turned back towards her mom. �Watch me!�
And the camera followed the little girl as she giggled her way straight back to her mother and dropped down onto her knees in front of her. Her mom, Suzanne, smiled at her gorgeous dark-haired daughter and then moved her hand aside as the slender girl leaned forward.
�You're such a sweet little girl,� her father told her from behind the camera. �Your mom and I love you very much.�
�I love you both, too, Daddy.�
Noelle then put a small hand on each of her mother's smooth bare thighs, smiled back at her dad as if to make certain he wasn't missing anything, and leaned forward. She began licking into her mother's wet cunt as if she'd done it a hundred times.
Which I was betting she had.
She'd pressed her perfect, angelic face right into the older woman's sopping crotch without a moment's hesitation. Her small moist tongue was licking into her mom's pussy as if it was the last bit of ice cream in the bottom of a deep cone.
And her small cheeks were immediately slick with her mother's pussy juices, a fact easily picked up by the high-def camera.
�Oh, yes, Noelle, you're such a good little girl,� her mom moaned. �You're doing such a grown-up job, licking me like this! Uhhh!�
She started pushing her slender hips forward so that her pussy was pressed even tighter into her little daughter's mouth. I noticed she was then also massaging her large breasts, her fingers manipulating both of her brownish nipples. Pinching them, hard, it seemed to me.
�Lick me up and down like that, Noelle!� her mom went on.� Stick that sweet tongue of yours right into the center of my twat. Oh, God, dear, yes, yes, yes, make mommy come��
And Noelle, clearly no beginner, licked her mom's juicy cunt until the older woman was groaning and squirming her bare ass in the overstuffed chair. By then, Suzanne had moved her hands down to hold her cunt open for Noelle's tongue, her large breasts heaving with her ragged breathing.
The little girl then moved her mouth up to her mother's pink clit, which was already peeking out from under the fleshy little hood covering it. Noelle fastened her young lips onto it eagerly, sucking it intensely (and nosily) until her mom was half-crazy with the concentrated pleasure of it.
Suzanne's shuddering groans filled the air.
�She's really doing it,� I half-whispered to myself, realizing-disturbing or not-that the scene was exceptionally exciting to me. �I can't believe it! Noelle's licking her own mother's pussy!�
With one hand on the remote, my other hand was already in my skimpy shorts, slowly rubbing my own slippery little pussy.
I was building myself to a climax I knew would almost knock me out.
Using two fingertips, I was staying near my super-sensitive little clit but not touching it just yet. Instead, I was manipulating the slick pink rise of moist flesh covering it. Circling it with my fingertips. In other words, I was slowly teasing myself into a heightened state of sexual arousal.
Even as a little 7-year-old elementary school girl, I knew exactly how to get myself off in the best way possible.
But the scene I was watching then shifted to Noelle herself, lying on her back with her red sun dress pulled up to her skinny waist. She had no tan-lines, a little girl who obviously tanned completely naked, wherever she got her sun.
On the living room carpet, the camera showed there was now a white sheet folded twice into a large square. Little Noelle was positioned in the center of it. Her slender bare thighs were spread wide, her dimpled little knees up.
Directly under her small bare ass there was already a dark wet spot, from the wetness oozing out of her preteen cunt. The slit of her pussy was very pink and looked very slick. She was smiling eagerly, as if pleased at showing off her good parts, exposing herself, in that way.
�Here's my cunt,� Noelle said, and used her fingers to open her slit. She held the small lips of her cunt open for the camera. �I'm already all excited. Make sure you get a close-up of how wet I am.�
Yes, the eager little 8-year-old was definitely participating.
�That's our daughter's sweet little pussy,� her mom's voice cut in, apparently now operating the camera. �And as Noelle herself said, her pussy gets very wet, meaning she gets very excited, sexually. She's really a little nympho, just like me, always ready for fun.�
The camera then pulled back slightly to include her husband in the shot.
�Her dad's got a big hard cock that won't quit,� Suzanne announced. �He can fuck all night.�
Noelle's trim-looking father sat cross-legged beside her, naked, his hard dick sticking up between his legs. He was a good-looking man in his early 30's, dark-haired like his wife and daughter.
His dick was as stiff as a tree branch, but it was bent slightly, curved almost, so that it canted off to the side. The head of it was extremely large, round and swollen, seeming even larger than might be expected, considering the fairly slender shaft of it.
That was my opinion later, actually, after I'd seen many, many hard cocks myself, including Noelle's father's (in person). But it's mostly how I remembered my first look at the DVD as a little 7-year-old.
At the time, I gulped at the sight of her dad's rigid dick, my first view ever of one, especially one that was fully erect.
Noelle was lying beside him with her knees still spread wide apart, the tiny slit of her still-hairless cunt so wet it was glistening. Her small fingers opened herself even more so that her mom could get a great shot right up her pink pussy.
�What a delicious little cunt,� her father told her.
�You should know,� Noelle gave out a little-girl laugh. �You and mom have licked it enough to know if it's delicious or not. I only get to taste it on your cock, when I suck it after you fuck me.�
�That's true,� her father laughed.
Then he reached over her skinny bare thigh.
He touched just the top of her juicy pussy, his fingertip lightly massaging her young clitoris, which got a quick smile from Noelle. She spread her slim thighs even wider, jerking with a little moan when he slipped his entire finger into her pussy.
�Ohhh�� she moaned.
He slowly began fingerfucking her for the camera, keeping his thumb pressing into her clit while he did it. The camera caught every detail.
�I like that, Daddy,� the slim little 8-year-old breathed, her entire body trembling uncontrollably with the sexual arousal coursing through her. �Make me come, please�do it faster. Don't stop, Daddy, please don't stop! Faster, please, Daddy, faster! I need to come.�
But her father merely smiled at her, continuing to slowly fingerfuck her.
�Didn't mommy make you come?� he asked her, apparently referring to a scene either deleted or not filmed. �Just a few minutes ago? When she licked your sweet little pussy until you were squirming all around?�
Noelle was breathing hard by then, her dad fingerfucking her just the slightest bit faster, and she pulled up her red sun dress the rest of the way. Almost to her narrow shoulders, as if she was too hot to stand it.
With her narrow bare chest exposed, I could see she had the slightest hillocks for breasts, starter-boobs like mine now, really, but boobs nonetheless, and her dark pinkish nipples were already large and puffy for an 8-year-old girl going on 9 at midnight.
Noelle reached up as her father continued manipulating her young cunt and began massaging her nipples, pulling at them with her fingers. Much like her mother had done to herself.
They were obviously very much alike, even then.
�Didn't mommy make you come real hard?� her dad asked her again. �I know I heard you come.�
Noelle's natural lubrication was flowing, her pussy slick and shiny with the oily juiciness of it. Her father's hand was already soaked.
She'd dug in her small heels, the white sheet bunched around her feet, her knees still spread apart, and started jerking her narrow hips off the floor every time his fingers disappeared fully into her cunt.
He started fingerfucking her a little faster, pumping three adult fingers into her at the same time. This was a shock to me-little Noelle, at even a younger age than when she'd seduced me in the school bathroom, could already take three fingers from her father. Entirely into her little pussy!
I guess she wasn't kidding when she said she'd done a lot of fucking at my parents' sex parties.
�Yes, but I wantyouto make me come, too, Daddy,� she panted. �Do it even faster, with your fingers.�
But in response, her father surprised her when he stopped fingerfucking her altogether, suddenly pulling his hand away from her hairless crotch. Noelle opened her dark eyes wide, looking to him as if she couldn't believe it.
�Daddy�!�
�I know, sweetheart,� he said to her. �Just be patient. You'll get to come real good soon enough.�
She gave him a little-girl pout.
�It'sneversoon enough,� she said sweetly. �And I can come again and again, so I like it when I come real fast, a few times in a row�so please put your fingers back into my cunt, Daddy.�
As the camera kept rolling, though, her dad got up onto his knees, his somewhat curved cock dangling between his legs. His wife did a close zoom on his penis then, the slick tip of it wet from his obvious pre-cum.
Like I said: high definition.
�Noelle, can I fuck you instead?� he asked her.
She nodded before speaking.
�Sure, Daddy,� she said, smiling, then asked, �Should I get on top?�
This obviously wasn't going to be her first time.

CHAPTER 12

On my television, while I listened intently through my earphones, I watched utterly spellbound as Noelle's father lay flat on his back on the white sheet. His rigid cock was hard, standing up on its own.
His young daughter moved into place beside him.
But instead of mounting him, she casually took his dick into her small mouth and began sucking just the round tip of it. I watched, amazed at her boldness, but only a few scant moments later her head was bobbing up and down enthusiastically as she gave him a blow job that any father (I was already starting to think like a little slut myself!) would appreciate.
I could even hear the faint slurping sounds her wet lips were making around his cock as it disappeared repeatedly into her 8-year-old mouth.
�Oh, my God�� I moaned softly, to no one. I still couldnotbelieve what I was seeing and I hadn't even gotten to the part about my own mother and father. �This is almost too much! I must be going crazy.�
I said that last, about going crazy, because what I'd seen so far had electrified me, sexually. My 7-year-old pussy was so wet and swollen it was throbbing. Even when my fingers weren't busy in it.
And, almost as if I was out of my control, I'd earlier put my DVD player on pause, then taken Noelle's panties out of my small purse.
When I started the DVD again, I was holding the crotch of the older girl's panties to my face, breathing in the decidedly feminine aroma of them. Of her young cunt. That faint odor, her youthful wet pussy smell, took me right back to our mutual fun in the bathroom stall.
At the same time, it fed my recent fantasy of sticking my face in her crotch.
I desperately wanted to lick Noelle's cunt, exactly-I imagined-as much as she wanted to lick mine.
�God, I'm so excited,� I moaned, again to myself. �I can't believe this! I'm not a good little girl anymore.�
That thought had come to me in the middle of watching the DVD and masturbating, the level of my sexual arousal growing more intense by the moment. Fueled by the clearly sick activity on the screen.
And even more so by my own sick activity, sitting there smelling Noelle's cunt using the surprise gift of her used underpants.
While I watched, Noelle lifted her head from where she'd been sucking off her father onscreen and told him, �I want you to fuck me now, Daddy.�
The camera stayed on her youthful face a long moment, then followed closely as the little brunette threw a skinny but shapely leg over her dad's hips and straddled him. The stiff tip of his twitching cock was just beneath her hairless pussy, her bare thighs spread widely across him.
Her bare little ass (as tanned as the rest of her, of course) was visibly trembling, as were the smooth backs of her supple young thighs. I couldn't tell whether this was from her excitement at soon fucking her own father or from merely holding herself up over him like that.
�Go ahead, sweetheart,� her mother urged from behind the camera. �Just do your thing.�
�Okay, mom.�
Noelle's mother had the camera down low, shooting from between her husband's fairly muscular legs so that his hard dick and hairy balls were in sharp definition. Also in very sharp definition, from behind, was Noelle's bare butt and the tight pink slit of her cunt.
�Give your daddy the kind of fucking he loves.�
Noelle looked back at the camera with a smile.
�The kind of fucking I love, too,� she insisted. �Daddy says I'm a fuck-a-holic!�
She had her small hands on her father's bare chest, leaning slightly forward. At the same time, his hands were cupping the small cheeks of her perfect little ass, gently squeezing them.
�Are you ready, mom?� Noelle asked, all little-girl eagerness. �We're going to start fucking now.�
Her mother kind of laughed, the camera nodding slightly as she did.
�I'm all set,� she told her daughter. �It's a great close-up of your dad's cock and your sweet little cunt. And the way he's spreading your butt open, I can even see your cute little asshole from here.�
And so could I, see her cute little asshole. Which sent another little unexpected shiver through me.
The high definition view of the little girl's bare ass, her smoothly-tanned cheeks spread apart by her father's hands, was so perfect on the screen that the tight darker ring of her puckered anus was highly visible.
Seemingly only a couple of inches away.
Slowly then, with a series of short little breaths as if she was doing gymnastics or something, Noelle lowered her young pussy onto her dad's cock. Her skinny legs were shaky with the effort, her little pussy so wet that the first touch of it-as it met with the upright head of her father's dick-left a shiny glimmer on it.
This wetness was particularly visible when she raised herself slightly back up, her young thighs trembling, to better position her slick little cunt. A moment later, she'd pushed herself back down.
I was masturbating like mad by then, my slim young fingers working feverishly as-at the same time-I continued breathing in the scent of my new little friend's pussy.
�Daddy, it's starting to go in,� Noelle said, shakily.
Yes, it was, I could see.
Her father gave her bare ass another fond little squeeze.
And then her mom moved the camera up slightly, so I could see a wider view of little Noelle straddling her father, her small well-tanned naked body going through the urgent motions of trying to spear herself on his standing cock.
�Noelle, you're going to be a 9-year-old tomorrow,� he told her. �So you can come to the sex parties with us.�
�I know,� she said. �I can't wait.�
And the camera returned to close-up mode, focusing on the activity taking place between little Noelle's legs.
On her next attempt at lowering herself, the little girl miraculously took the entire round head of her father's cock into her, the well-lubricated outer lips of her pussy stretching wide open around it as it went in.
I stared, not believing how easily that big of an object, the tip of her own dad's cock, had just slipped up into her.
�It's going in farther,� she breathed again, slowly rocking her small hips back and forth as another inch or so of the curved rigid shaft disappeared into her. �Mom, can you still see what I'm doing?�
By then her mother was breathing hard as well, her excitement evident. �Yes, I can, dear,� she told the girl. �But I'm going to set up the tripod so I can join you.�
And that's what she did.
A few moments of weird camera angles later, the camera was put into a stationary mode from about a foot off the carpeted floor, apparently standing on its own small tripod.
The angle was still from behind Noelle and her father so that the gradual penetration of his large cock up into his little daughter's slippery wet cunt was first and foremost as the subject at hand. And the resolution of their camera was flawless, the images leaving nothing to the imagination.
For the next few minutes, Noelle moaned and panted as she worked her slim hips back and forth and up and down in a determined effort to take her father's cock entirely into her.
Her cunt was dripping a virtual flow of wetness, the ever-thickening slippery lips of it more than once seeming toalmostswallow the entire shaft for a moment, but then just as suddenly sliding slightly back off of it. For whatever reason, she couldnotget the last couple of inches of his dick up into her.
Although young Noelle was not the least bit frustrated.
It seemed to be all the more fun for the little girl-playful laughter coming from her all the while she sat partially-speared on him-with every downward thrust of her tight little preteen pussy.
�Is your cock bigger now, Daddy?� she wanted to know at one point, pushing her wet cunt down with a real effort. �Did it grow somehow?�
Her father began slowly pumping his hips from below, his hands moving from her bare ass to gripping her slender bare hips. He kept meeting each of her single-minded downward motions with one of his own.
�I think your cunt's getting tighter,� he told her with a laugh of his own. �But as you get older, you're supposed to get bigger in there, not smaller.�
�Don't you like my cunt being so tight?� Noelle asked then, the slightest trace of concern in her youthful voice. �You told me you loved being in my sweet, tight little cunt.�
Her dad just laughed.
�Sweetheart, I do love your sweet, tight little cunt,� he assured her. �Every time I get inside it, I'm always amazed.�
Then it was her mother's turn to encourage the little girl.
�Are you nervous about the camera, Noelle?� her mom suddenly asked, from off-camera. �Is that it? Are you tightening up the muscles inside your cunt? Daddy's cock usually goes in a lot easier.�
Without seeing it, I could almost feel Noelle shaking her head emphatically.
�I like making dirty movies,� she insisted to her mother. �It's fun, watching myself getting fucked. Or sucking Daddy's cock. It gets me so excited.�
And then, as if to prove her point, Noelle gave a forceful downward thrust with her slim hips so that her slick little-girl cunt finally slid completely down her father's standing cock.
�Oh, Jesus!� he said at the sensation. �That'smy little girl!�
Noelle gave out with a little gasp at the sensation herself, her pussy fully encasing him finally. Then she sat there, apparently catching her breath. A few moments later and ever so slowly, she began gently rising and lowering herself onto his dick.
Fucking her own father.
�See?� she said (a little shakily) to her mother, who was still off camera. �I told you. Iwantto fuck, and I love doing it in front of the camera. Mom, tomorrow at the sex party, I'm going to leteverybodyfuck me.�
And I could tell Noelle was absolutely telling the truth.

CHAPTER 13

The DVD was longer than I'd expected.
So long, in fact, that my mother called me down to dinner before I was even halfway through it.
What I'd managed to see so far was Noelle's father fucking her from below with wild abandon. The camera on the tripod had been moved back again for a wider view, and raised slightly, to take in the full show. I watched entranced as her dad's thrusts up into her hot little cunt raised her into the air as if she was riding a bucking bronco.
A bucking bronco that had a big cock spearing repeatedly up into the center of her very young cunt.
She rode him like an 8-year-old champion, her bare thighs gripping his hips, her small hands grabbing at his chest. Her dad fucked her as if she was an adult, pounding his dick up into her so rapidly that, within moments, she was almost unable to catch her breath.
Yet she still wanted even more of the same.
�Fuck me harder, Daddy,� she kept groaning. �Make me come! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Fill my little cunt with your hot cum! Ohhh, God! Yes, fuck me, Daddy, fuck me even faster!�
And as I raptly watched, my fingers were working quickly in my own little cunt. My free hand finally abandoned the remote so I could continue pressing Noelle's panties into my face. It excited me insanely to breathe in her essence.
But I was suddenly riveted by what I saw on the screen.
�Oh, yeah, mom,� Noelle suddenly gasped. �Push it up my asshole!�
The camera had been moved just slightly to the side, giving me an interesting angle to watch.
The little sex-fiend (as I now thought of my new friend) was leaning forward, pressed against her father's bare chest. Her narrow hips kept pumping up and down, her sopping cunt wetly sliding the full distance from the top to the very bottom of her dad's stiff cock.
But it was her mother I was suddenly watching.
The way Noelle was leaning forward gave her gorgeous brunette mom open access to her bare butt. As I stared, the beautiful woman pressed the tip of a long flesh-colored vibrator into the hot crack of her daughter's squirming ass.
Not an easy task with Noelle pumping her hips like that.
But, apparently able to gauge what she needed to do, the shapely older brunette managed to spread the cheeks of little Noelle's ass apart and push the first inch or so of the vibrator into Noelle's asshole without missing a beat.
I could hear it humming away, even over the fucking sounds pouring through my headphones.
�It's going in, mom,� Noelle moaned. �Stick it all the up my butthole when I start to come! I love it! Uhh! Ohhh, God, I'm almost there! I'm so close�so close!�
And as I watched, her mother slowly pushed the vibrator into her daughter's slickly shining asshole. She worked it wetly in and out until it was buried almost entirely in Noelle's hot little anus.
I honestly couldn't believe that the little 8-year-old's asshole could stretch open that much. Especially because she was seemingly loving it, not crying out in pain, all the while her father fucking her even faster.
In fact, at that moment, his expression abruptly changed.
�I'm coming,� her father suddenly gasped, his hips jerking up off the sheet in a sudden frenzy of motion. He started fucking my little schoolmate was if it was the last day of his life. �Fuck me faster, angel, fuck me faster!�
And Noelle, always eager to please, complied, the slender muscles in her slim bare thighs standing out as she strained to give her dad all the lewd pleasure she possibly could.
She was literally fucking him like the little sex maniac she would soon become.
�Fuck me, Daddy,� she kept groaning, panting and fucking him with every ounce of her youthful sexual energy. �I'm coming, too, I'm coming real hard! Oh, my pussy's throbbing away!�
And with her father fucking her wildly from below, and her mother fucking her asshole with the vibrator, perfect little Noelle squirmed and panted through her orgasm, a very strong one that left her sweaty and limp before it was finally over.
Of course, I allowed myself to come at the same moment, the sudden release of my built-up orgasm like a tidal wave washing over me. My moans of indecent pleasure were so intense I had to muffle them with Noelle's cunt-scented panties pressed against my nose and mouth.
�Oh, God, Noelle, I'm coming so hard!� I groaned into her panties, as if she was beside me. �I want to lick your cuntsomuch! Ohhh! I'm coming so hard! Ohhh, God! My little cunt can barely take it! Uhhh!�
And at the same time, on-screen:
�Oh, God, Daddy and Mommy,� Noelle was breathing raggedly. �I loved coming like that-front and back, I mean.�
She was hanging onto her father's neck with both hands, her perfect face buried in the crook of his shoulder. Her mother sat up, but was already squeezing her little daughter's bare ass gently with one hand as she slowly pulled the flesh-colored vibrator out of her panting daughter's taut asshole.
�That's was so good!� my little schoolmate and new best friend said shakily to her parents. �I came so hard, it was the best! Please, let's do it again��
And that's exactly when my mother called me down to dinner.
Virginia K.G. Ryder
Little Maureen's Family Pleasures

CHAPTER 14

It was perplexing for me at dinner that night, though my parents had no idea what I was really thinking.
I sat at the table with them, their always obedient, always polite, always sweet-tempered little 7-year-old daughter, eating my fried chicken, mashed potatoes and black-eyed peas as if it was the only thing on my young mind.
�Did you get your reading done, sweetie?� my mother asked.
�Not all of it,� I said, smiling to her. �I'll finish it after dinner.�
But what I wasreallythinking was that my mother and my father were both only pretending to be normal parents, which they definitely werenot. Not in the least. If the DVD I was watching in my room continued to be as revealing as it had been, I'd soon be seeing both of them naked and having a lot of dirty sex, fucking, with a lot of other people.
Including little Noelle and her parents.
�Are you okay, Maureen?� my father asked, genuine concern in his voice. �Honey, you're being awful quiet.�
I just shrugged my narrow shoulders, confused and bothered by what I now knew, but somehow weirdly excited by what I also knew I'd soon be seeing. It was more than my little-girl brain could easily handle.
In fact, it was the single biggest shock I'd ever had.
I mean, my parents were having sex parties with other families in our small town, and even with my new little best friend, Noelle, who was only 8-years-old when the DVD was first made.
And who I'd apparently developed a girl-crush on.
If that's all it was. Even then, at the table, I couldn't stop thinking about her. About her mouth. About her body. About her pussy.
�I'm okay, Daddy,� I said to him. �I'm just a little tired.�
�You're not getting sick, are you?� he asked. �Sweetie, are you really okay?�
I smiled at him then, at his authentic concern for me.
If nothing else, regardless of how secretly wild and crazy my parents might be, I knew they genuinely loved me. Both of them. That warm thought alone helped me suddenly relax.
�I'm fine,� I said then, looking to each of them. �Really.�

CHAPTER 15

Back in my room, pretending I was still doing a reading assignment for my class, I again locked the door, put on my headphones, and turned on my television and DVD player.
I also took Noelle's flimsy blue panties from under my pillow and breathed in the smell of her crotch again. The delicate smell of her cunt put me immediately back into that bathroom stall, she and I feverishly kissing and masturbating each other.
But as much as I'd enjoyed the newfound excitement of sucking her erect nipples and touching her young pussy, I found myself even more enamored at the sexy kissing we'd done.
At the weirdly romantic nature of it.
I loved having her warm lips on mine, having her twisty little tongue exploring inside my mouth.
Honestly, I think it was more than a typical schoolgirl crush-I think I was almost falling in love with her. Of course, at that age, as a sexually emerging little 7-year-old, who could say?
I mean, wasn't it merely puppy love?
Anyway, I put my hand back in my shorts, my fingertips this time going straight to my clit. I intended to come as many times as I could.
And my little pussy was already soaking wet.
�Okay,� I said to myself softly, hitting 'play.' �I hope I can handle this.�
As the next part of the DVD started, I immediately recognized one of our bigger rooms, an actual suite used for very large parties. It was near the back of our motel. I often helped my mother and father clean back there.
I tensed slightly at what I was about to see, yet slowly started fingering myself. Like I said, my pussy was full of wetness, extra-slippery and literally dripping, as much from pure anticipation as anything else.
On the way back to my room, in fact, I'd taken a bath towel out of the upstairs hamper and was wisely sitting on it. I didn't want to try explaining a huge wet spot on my bedroom carpet if my mother or father suddenly knocked at my door.
My super-sensitive clit, under my fingers, was fully engorged, tingling and ready for anything. But, in truth, I onlythoughtI was ready-it turned out I wasn't remotely prepared for what I suddenly was seeing.
�Oh, God,� I said quietly when the picture came up. Actually, I was reeling, as if I'd been punched in the face. �I don't believe it! Mom!�
There were about 15 people in the very large suite.
They were standing in a circle, all ages, it seemed, mostly parents and their kids, I thought. They were also in various stages of undress, but most of them were entirely naked. A 10-year-old Noelle and her mom were there. As was my naked dad, with the very haircut he currently had.
So this part of the DVD was recent!
My father was standing next to Noelle and she was casually holding onto his standing cock, sort of absently jacking him off.
Wow!
I quickly put the machine on pause and took my first good look at my own father's cock-it was rock-hard, I could tell, even thicker than Noelle's father's. I swallowed at the sight of it, suddenly envying my little schoolmate.
She'd told me she'd had my dad's dick in her pussy and her mouth and I believed every word she'd said. I just shook my little head at the thought of it, not certain whether to be angry, jealous or excited for her.
Then I again hit 'play.'
Onscreen, Noelle's mother was on the other side of her, her fingers slipping in and out of her daughter's wet cunt, while the young boy next to her (who I vaguely thought I might know from school) was fingeringherwet cunt at the same time.
In fact, as they all stood in the circle, it quickly became apparent they were each masturbating the person next to them as they watched the live sex show taking place in front of them.
A live sex show my own mother was enthusiastically putting on.
I realized quickly enough it was Noelle's father again using the DVD camera-I recognized his voice as he gave some of the partygoers instructions. As always, the clarity of the ongoing images was flawless.
The people in the room were all watching my naked mother, watching her activity, that is, which was sick, sick, sick, beyond even wild or depraved-it caused my breath to stop for several long moments.
Even at 7-years-old, I was thinking I might simply drop dead from shock!
Because my loving mother was on her hands and knees on the carpet, panting and groaning for all she was worth, while a very large black dog fucked her like crazy! The astonishing sight of it sent my world spinning out of control.
A big dog! Fucking my own mother!
I'd expected sex, of course, a lot of it, in fact. Even filthy and excessive sex, based on what I'd already seen and what Noelle told me. But at that innocent young age, I'd never in a million years expected anything like that.
Yet I couldn't look away.
My little-girl eyes were locked onto the unfolding image of my mom-looking like she was having the best time of her life-with a big black Labrador namedGood Boy(as I later learned from Noelle) screwing her brains out!
�Fuck me, Good Boy!� she was panting. �Fuck me to death! More, more, fuck me even more! Ohhh, yes! Yes! Fuck me!�
Which was exactly what the dog was doing.
He was buried to the hilt in her, his giant pink dog-cock ramming into her with a relentless fury. It was so intense, she had to tightly grip the carpet with both hands just to stay in the same spot.
�Fuck her good!� little Noelle yelled, watching and laughing. �Daddy, I want to do it next! Please let Good Boy fuck me when he's done! God, look how big his dick is! It's so huge! I want to see if it'll go in my cunt.�
I just shook my head. I was right: little Noelle was very much a sex fiend.
The large dog named Good Boy had white socks covering his front paws, both of those paws wrapped around my mother's slender waist as he held her tightly and fucked her like a dog gone wild.
And she was easily taking every inch of his hugely swollen cock into her sloppy wet pussy, wetness running out of her with every forceful thrust the big black Lab took.
�He's killing me!� she gasped, her face a mask of both pleasure and pain. �I love it, God, I love him fucking me! Ohhh! It's going in so deep!�
And it was, his big cock, I mean, going so deeply into her.
I'd never seen anything like it.
Or, at that very young age, even imagined such a thing was possible.
On the other hand, after the initial shock slightly wore off, I found myself again fingerfucking myself as I watched, my excitement mounting as my mother started having orgasms that left her breathless.
�Oh, fuck, I'mcoming!� she groaned, pushing her sweaty bare ass back into the panting dog's pumping crotch. �Fuck me, Good Boy, keep fucking me! He's making me come so much!�
And as we all watched, me at home and the rest of them in that room at our motel, she came again, groaning and panting and squirming like she was getting the single best fuck on her life.
�He's fucking me so hard!� she gasped. �I love it so much!�
And for many more minutes, not caring one bit if my mom was finished or not, the big black dog kept ramming his cock into her while she held on for dear life. My mother, of course, helpless in his grasp, managed to have at least two more groaning orgasms during it.
Finally, the camera captured Good Boy's swollen dog-cock thrusting into my mother's cunt even more furiously than before. This was followed by a sudden river of white dog-cum pouring out of her stretched-open pink cunt, the excess spilling out around the slippery juncture of their fucking.
�He's coming!� Noelle's dad said then, excitedly, getting a good close-up. �God, look at that! Good Boy's filling her pussy to the brim!�
It was true, of course.
The release of his cum was too much for my mom's cunt to hold, the backwash of it running out and gushing down the backs of her firm thighs, a large puddle of it ending up on the carpet.
�Oh, God!� I put the DVD on sudden hold. �That stain.�
And, since I often helped my parents clean up the rooms, even the large suites at the rear of our motel, I particularly remembered a stain on the carpet, thatstain, that never fully came out.
�Someone must have spilled something sticky,� my mom said when no amount of scrubbing with carpet cleaner entirely removed it. �Don't worry about it, dear. You did a great job and it's not that noticeable anymore.�
I shook my head at the thought.
The stain I'd worked so diligently to remove was the huge deposit of dog-cum that'd poured out of my own mother's cunt during one of their very recent sex parties. I shook my head again.
Were my parents actually crazy, or just so wild and oversexed they were willing to tryanythingto get sexual pleasure? Even dog-fucking? I guess I was really too young at that point to fully know or decide.
In any case, I hit 'play' on the DVD again and began seriously masturbating where I'd left off. I still hadn't had any of my own orgasms yet from watching the DVD, but I definitely intended to.

CHAPTER 16

That entire incident with me watching the DVD happened when I was an impressionable young 7-year-old, easily shocked by the rampant sexual nature of my parents, little 10-year-old Noelle, her parents, and everyone else who belonged to our incest-driven sex club back then.
I'd successfully kept the secret Noelle passed on to me, never letting anyone know she'd told me about the sex parties at that young age. Or that she'd seduced me, knowing full well my parents wouldn't have approved.
After that, she and I met secretly as often as possible, becoming eager lovers who simply couldn't get enough of each other.
And when I finally began having sex with my mother and father nightly in their bed, I was allowed to join The Family Fun Club myself. From then on, I could openly get together sexually with the older Noelle and I did.
By the time I was an oversexed 11-year-old, and writing our monthly newsletters, I'd participated in everything: fucking every boy and man there, live pussy-licking sex shows, gangbangs, cum swallowing contests, vibrator nights, double-penetrations and more.
I'd even gone on to commit the horrible sin which had so shocked me when I'd first seen my mother doing it: dog-fucking.
I'd even eagerly sucked off a few good-sized dog cocks and swallowed their cum.
On a good night, I'd often let more than one dog fuck me. The sheer wrongness of it, multiple dog-fucking, made me come harder than anything!
In other words, as an innocent-looking little blonde 11-year-old in the 5th grade, I had absolutely no limits.
And full parental approval.

****

While Tim and I were walking away from the abandoned VW van, the worst thing possible happened.
We'd spent another hour or so inside of it, breathlessly making out and eagerly exploring our sexual options. It hadn't taken much effort to get his young dick hard again. And the second time he fucked me on the bench seat, it was even better than our first time.
Which I knew was almost always the case-but also knew better than to say.
�Hey, Maureen,� I heard a boy's voice call out to me. �Maureen, stop! Is that your new boyfriend?�
And Tim and I, holding hands, slowly turned to find Tommy and two of his 12-year-old school friends walking up to us. They were all laughing, clearly glad at finding me. But I knew they were mostly thinking I'd put out for all three of them-if they could only get me alone.
Which was usually true.
I'd done all three of them before, of course, often at the same time, Tommy and Keith and Randy. Several times, I'd had their young dicks in my slippery pussy, my elastic little asshole and in my mouth, all at once.
I always said I was a dirty little slut and I wasn't kidding. Taking on three boys at the same time was pretty normal for me.
With the three of them, we usually did it in the abandoned VW van Tim and I'd just left. But we'd also fucked plenty of times back at the hidden clearing with the picnic table, the one that my new boyfriend and I'd first kissed on.
I'd also taken on all three of them at Tommy's home, sometimes with his kid sisters Violet and Dot joining in.
Those type of energetic naked orgies usually happened behind their father's huge work shed at the back of their property. He was a dentist and they owned a very large home. We'd even hidden an old waterproof sleeping bag in the bushes back there, for us girls to lay on for sex.
The boys would sometimes take turns on us all afternoon or evening until we were exhausted.
And the three boys standing before us had fucked mesomany times, you could tell they assumed I always would. Like whenever they wanted me.
In this case, though, they were wrong.
Keith was the tallest of the three, dark-haired and with a great smile. I knew he was Violet's off and on boyfriend. Randy, who was shorter and heavier, with lighter hair than either of the other two boys, was still handsome enough for any girl to fall for.
Especially a younger girl, a little 11-year-old like me. And, yes, I liked Randy a lot, but still not as much as I liked Tim.
We all stood there awkwardly, the three of them looking from me to Tim, sort of studying us both.
�Hello, Tommy,� I finally said, to their so-called leader.
All three boys regularly had sex with both of his younger sisters, too. And like their parents, both little girls and Tommy were members of The Family Fun Club. So even though Keith and Randy didn't knowanythingabout our secret incest club, they knew Tommy's younger sisters were both little sluts.
Like me.
Little sluts who always wanted to fuck. And who sucked cocks like it was no big deal. And who put on live sex shows for them, sisters-licking-each-other's-cunts shows, even before the real fucking started.
Because of that, Keith and Randy almost automatically looked up to Tommy as their unofficial leader, their sole (almostmagicalto regular kids that age) provider of their nonstop sexual fun.
�What are you guys doing out here?� I asked.
I tried not to show any attitude, but I was annoyed at them finding us.
We were only a short distance from the abandoned VW van, after all, but even from there it was almost impossible to see it. I covertly glanced toward it, more nervous than I was willing to show.
Then I looked back to the three new arrivals.
I didn't want any of them saying anything about the VW van, especially with my new boyfriend Tim thinking I'd only been there long ago. And even then, believing it was only with my own father instead of a group of horny boys.
Actually, multiple groups of horny boys.
�This is Tim, my new boyfriend,� I told the three of them. �We were just down by the creek, hanging around. See ya��
I hoped that would settle it, as I turned away.
But Tommy surprised me by putting out his hand, offering to shake with Tim.
�Hi, Tim,� he said, friendly enough. �I'm Tommy and this is Keith and Randy. We all go to school at St. Katherine's Academy with Maureen, but we're a year older. She's a reallyclosefriend of ours.�
I flinched at his obnoxious emphasis on the wordclose, which could mean many things. But Tim seemingly ignored it. Or didn't notice.
Instead he nodded back, shaking hands firmly like a regular grown-up. Instead of just another awkward 12-year-old boy.
�Good to know,� he said. �I go to Harrison, downtown.�
And then he shook hands with the other two, Keith and Randy, who were sort of snickering to each other. I gave them both a dirty look and both boys immediately got serious. They knew better than to get me mad, even though I was the youngest one there.
More than once, I'd made them beg for pussy. Of course, I always ended up giving it to them, anyway.
Thinking back, I realized with a guilty little sigh I'd never once seriously turned them down for sex. Ever. But now, I needed them to keep their big mouths shut and just let Tim and I walk away.
As quickly as possible.
But Tommy looked to me with a knowing little smile, then gave a backward glance in the direction Tim and I had just come from. It made my heart skip a beat, seeing that, and I knew exactly what he was going to say.
I also knew he liked me (more than merelylikedme, actually), and he couldn't have been happy at finding Tim and I together.
Especially with us walking hand-in-hand away from the old van. Tommy was actually one of the boys who occasionally got jealous about me at our sex parties, sometimes in the middle of a gangbang where I was having one orgasm after another.
Not that he ever said anything there; except after, and then only to me.
His parents, and my parents, approved of everything I did before I even did it, including gangbangs and just general all-night fucking and sucking. And, besides, Tommy's father had fucked me as many times as anybody else.
Of course, in the middle of the huge overgrown field, there was no one in authority nearby to hold him back.
�Were you two over in the old Volkswagen van just now?� he asked me. �We were cutting through, Maureen, down by the creek, and we all thought we heard you. It suresoundedlike you, anyway.�
Which, to any idiot (or Tim, who'd just been fucking me!) meant they'd heard me panting and groaning and making those little sharp moaning sounds I always made when I fucked. Like begging for even more of the same, urging the boy on, wanting him to fuck me faster, right about the time I'd start to come.
I gave Tommy a hard look, not daring to look at Tim.
�That wasn't us,� I lied.
Randy was studying me, too, and then he said, �Tim, if that wasn't you guys, you should get Maureen to show you that old abandoned van. It's like a motel room in there.� He pointed. �It's right through all that brush over there, in case Maureen forgot where it is. We all go there together every chance we get-�
�Shut up, Randy,� I said abruptly, taking Tim's hand to lead him away. �Anyway, we're going.�
They finally shut up as we left.
Tim didn't say anything as we walked away, but I knew he was thinking about what he'd just heard. I waited until we were out of earshot before I said, �Tommy and his friends are idiots.
He seemed entirely pre-occupied.
�They seemed okay,� he told me, vaguely. �They were just being guys.�
But he'd let go of my hand and was walking quickly through the field, almost as if he was on his own. I kept up with him anyway, feeling my eyes starting to tear up at what I knew was the beginning of the end of our sweet time together.
It was the only normal relationship I'd ever had.
�Tim, that Tommy kid was my old boyfriend,� I admitted. �The one I already told you about. I don't want anything to do with him, or any of them, now that I'm with you. Can we just forget we ran into them?�
He stopped then. And gave me a weird little look.
�Sure,� he said, nodding slowly. �No problem. Anyway, I've got to get home, so I'll see you around.�
�Tim�!�
But the tall dark-haired boy I'd been so intent on making into my one real boyfriend ever just turned away and walked off without another word.
Or even a look back.
Leaving me standing alone in that field, crying my eyes out.

CHAPTER 17

The three idiot 12-year-old boys who'd been the cause of my untimely break-up with Tim had apparently been watching our little drama unfold from where they'd run into us in the middle of the field.
�Hey, Maureen,� Tommy said, walking up behind me as I watched my ex-boyfriend turn the corner at the far street and disappear. �Where'shegoing?�
All innocent, like.
I turned around to face the three of them, my eyes blurry with tears, enraged at what they'd done to me. They'd all betrayed me in the worst possible way, three older 6th-grade boys I'd always given open access to my entire body.
I mean, I'd let them doanythingsexual they'd wanted to me! And here they'd turned against me.
�You goddamn fuckers!� I screamed, shaking so hard I thought I'd fall right down at their feet. �You did that on purpose!� And I just started crying so hard I couldn't even see, just stood there like an idiot myself. �I really liked him! I really did, and you assholes ruined it!�
The sudden shock all three of them felt at my crying hysterically and screaming at them was instantly apparent. They went from stunned dead silence to all three of them apologizing and trying to calm me down.
�Maureen�!� Tommy blurted. �We're sorry, we're sorry! We thought he was just some dumb guy!�
Randy and Keith were every bit as surprised at my outburst.
�We were just kidding around,� Randy said, trying to take my hand. I snatched it back from him. �Honest!� he said. �We thought you'd think it was funny. Come on, Maureen, you're our favorite girl in the whole world!�
�Yeah, right,� I sniffled. �Because I let you fuck me.�
Tommy crossed his arms and stood just a little straighter at my comment.
�Hardly,� he told me. �You know we're all crazy about you.�
�Drop dead!�
�Wearecrazy about you!� Keith said. �You're the coolest girl any of us know! You say 'fucking' or 'pussy' or 'cock' like it's nothing. And you're the best-looking girl we know, too, more beautiful than any girl in our whole grade.�
Randy said, �Maureen, you're the best-looking girl in our gradeandyour grade, or anyone else at St. Katherine's.�
I knew they were just trying to stop my crying.
�You're all crazy,� I told them. �I know I'm not beautiful, not like Noelle Henderson or the other cheerleaders she hangs around with. Stop lying just to try making me feel better-�
Weirdly, all three boys suddenly stopped talking and just stared at me.
�What�?� I said, wiping at my eyes. �What are you morons looking at?�
�Maureen�� Tommy started, shaking his head. �Are you fucking insane? You're the best-looking girl in the whole goddamn school. You're even more gorgeous than Noelle, but you're just younger. Why do you think everybody's in love with you? You're like a little movie star��
Now he was making me even more annoyed.
�You're not funny.�
Randy and Keith were suddenly shaking their heads and walking back and forth, like around me, as if they couldn't believe it. Keith suddenly stopped and gently grabbed my face with both of his hands, staring into my eyes.
�What the fuck is wrong with you, Maureen?� he almost yelled at me. �Look at your face! It's gorgeous! We're all in love with you, you little idiot! When you come down the hall at school, don't you notice everybody looking at you?�
That stopped me.
Sure, I realized a lot of the other kids, older and younger, even the teachers, often looked at me in school. Secretly or otherwise. Even out of school, guys did it (old men even!) at the Greenbriar Mall, in the park, or a lot of other places.
But that was normal, just horny guys looking at a girl, anygirl, thinking about sex, the whole hormones gone wild thing.
�You're all crazy,� I said slowly, but I suddenlywasthinking it all over. �I don't believe you.�
Of course, I was always the first choice for sex at my parents' sex parties.
With my own dad or mom, or course, but also with almost every boy or man or girl or woman there. But it was because I was willing to doanythingsexual, and also because I was the informal little hostess-the oversexed preteen blonde daughter of the horny couple that owned the swingers' club and the motel.
That's why I was usually the center of attention, I was certain, not due to any special beauty or perfection I possessed.
And then I again thought of Tim, who always treated me as if I was made of delicate glass or something, something fragile. Almost like I was priceless, even.
He'd appreciated me more than anyone I'd ever met.
�Get away from me, you bastards,� I suddenly said to the three boys, realizing I'd lost whatever chance I'd had at happiness with Tim. Due to them. �Just go fuck yourselves and go to hell. Tim will never talk to me again because you let him know I was such a big slut, damn you.�
�Maureen!� Tommy tried again. �He'll come back.�
I gave him a withering look. What was he trying to pull now?
�Seriously,� he went on. �I always want tokillyou for all the fucking you do, with any guy with a dick, but I can't stay away from you. You're just too�too beautiful. And too fantastic a girl to get over.�
I looked at him, his voice suddenly so tremulous with genuine emotion I wondered if he was actually telling me the truth. In fact, I could tell he was almost in tears, trying not to let the other boys see, who were suddenly looking away.
But Randy looked back to me then.
�We're not lying, Maureen,� he said, as straightforwardly as he could. �You're the best looking girl in the entire school, even though you're just a kid. By the time you're a gorgeous 16-year-old, guys will be committing suicide over you. For real. The three of us are all in love with you, and that's the ridiculous truth.�
I just looked at Randy, then at Keith, who looked down awkwardly but nodded, and then to Tommy, who was pulling himself back together. He surreptitiously wiped at his eyes, then faced me.
�Anybody who ever met you would marry you in two seconds,� he said. �If you were old enough. It's a miracle you haven't been kidnapped by a bunch of weirdo's. That Tim guy willnotbe able to stay away from you��
�He won't,� Keith chimed in. �We guarantee it. You own him, you little idiot. You ownallof us��
And, suddenly, I was stunned to realize they weren't kidding me, weren't just trying to make me feel better. My God, they seemed to believe every word of it.
Whether it was true or not.
It wasn't just the sex I handed out so easily, either. They seemed to actually appreciate me, even though I was the biggest slut any of them ever met. Not one of them seemed to be judging me for it, condemning me.
As Tim had done.
I studied their faces, wiping at my eyes as well.
�Do you really think he'll want to see me again?� I asked, looking to each of them. �I mean, really, seriously, truthfully, honestly? You're not just saying it so you can get back into my pants?�
Tommy laughed then, followed by Randy and Keith.
�Give that kid a couple of days without you,� he promised. �He'llbegyou to come back.�
�I hope so,� I said, wistfully. And then I realized I was also upset about something else. Not just losing him. �But I can't believe Tim just walked away from me. It makes me so mad, knowing I wasn't good enough for him.�
�He's a dope,� Randy said. �We'd never leave you.�
I gave him a look, then looked to the other two before giving them a little shrug. �I reallyamon my own again, I guess.�
They got real silent then.
Next they were looking to each other, waiting for one of them to make the obvious move. It was clear they wanted me, right then. But not one of the boys would speak up. It was like their odd impromptu confessions about 'loving' me made them all suddenly afraid for some reason.
Afraid of asking me for sex.
Finally, I said, �What? I can see you're all thinking ofsomething. Something dirty, probably-likefuckingme to make me feel better.�
Tommy laughed nervously.
�Well�� he started, ��if your boyfriend broke up with you, maybe itisthe perfect time to go back to the van-�
I put my small hand on my narrow hip, just for laughs cocking it like a far prettier 11-year-old girl might do, one who was extremely sure of herself. Looking to each of them with a knowing little smile, I asked, �To do what?�
Tommy shrugged then.
�You know��
�No, I don't. Tell me, Tommy.�
He exhaled slowly before he answered.
�Well�� he started, ��iffuckingmakes you feel better, maybe we should all just do that.�
I gave him a look and finally rolled my eyes with a little laugh.
�Maybe weshoulddo that,� I agreed, turning and starting across the field toward the VW van. �But only if you promise to fuck me really good. And let's do it before I start crying all over again��

CHAPTER 18

Less than ten minutes later, I was wearing only my tennis shoes.
Otherwise, I was completely naked, a skinny little blonde 11-year-old sitting on the rear bench seat of the abandoned old VW van between Tommy and Randy with my knees spread apart.
Both boys were also naked in only their tennis shoes. The floor of the old van was simply too nasty to put our bare feet on.
Keith, as naked as the rest of us, was standing shakily in front of me as I avidly sucked his erect penis for him. I concentrated on the smooth head of it, alternating between running my moist tongue around the slightly rubbery outer edge and just quickly sucking the whole swollen tip wetly in and out of my mouth.
I knew he particularly enjoyed that from me. And it was fun.
�Your mouth is so great!� Keith kept telling me. �It always feels as good as your pussy!�
The building excitement at once again being with the three of them, andknowingexactly what they were going to do to me, was rushing through me like the raging rapids of a wild river.
It caused my heartbeat to speed up, my breath to raggedly quicken.
It never got old for me. Fucking. And the fact that I could come so easily, having one panting orgasm after another, so fast and so often, especially with all three boys ready to fuck me again and again, only made me want it even more.
�Maureen, you're so good ateverythingabout sex,� Keith continued. �You make it all so much fun��
��because I love sex so much,� I finished his thought.
Still using my mouth, I was also jacking him off, my small hand moving jerkily up and down. The stiff shaft of his young cock was fairly thick for a 12-year-old boy and it was already throbbing like crazy under my slim fingers.
We were all so aroused at being together once again, it was as if our young naked bodies were about to simply explode.
�I want to do it all the time,� I added breathlessly. �I just can't get enough of it.�
�We'll give you enough of it,� Randy promised.
He was sitting on one side of me, Tommy on the other.
While I sucked off Keith, the other two boys had their hands between my bare young thighs, their fingers slipping feverishly in and out of my slickly wet cunt. Their combined effort, eagerly fingerfucking me as a team, was making my little ass squirm wildly on the blanket.
Which was already soaked under me with a growing wet spot.
I could barely catch my breath, in fact, sucking and jacking off Keith even faster, my cunt so alive that my little clit was justoutthere. And as if it was a race or a competition, each boy beside me was ever more rapidly sliding two or three of his fingers into my sopping pussy at a time.
Their joint activity between my trembling legs was making me nearly insane.
I could literally taste the approach of my first orgasm, my mouth getting that little coppery electric sensation I knew so well before going off, even with Keith's cock sliding quickly in and out between my lips.
�More, more, more,� I managed. �Fingerfuck me faster! Do my clit, too, do it!�
And when one of them (who knew whose fingers were whose?!) began slickly rubbing my clit, pressing into it with his fingertips, I came instantly.
�Oh, God, that's it,� I cried out. �That's it! Keep doing my clit, but don't stop fingerfucking me! I'm coming! Oh, yes, yes, yes! I'm coming so hard!�
My bare ass jerked up off the seat, my slim thighs spreading wider and the rubber soles of my tennis shoes pressing against the van's floor. I groaned with each spasming shockwave of my climax, squirming under the joint-masturbation I was getting from the breathless boys on either side of me.
The excitement of it all caused me to suck Keith's cock even harder and I was suddenly rewarded with a hot mouthful of his cum.
�I can't hold back!� he panted, his jerking dick pumping several liquid streams of his youthful semen into my mouth. �Keep sucking me, Maureen!�
And I did, sucking him even more excitedly and managing to swallow most of the cum jetting down my throat as I continued wriggling wildly through my own pulsating orgasm.
The four of us strained together as one for what seemed like an exceptionally long time, me breathing hard and shaking uncontrollably, before I suddenly relaxed all over with a drawn out little sigh.
The abrupt release of my climax, followed by the powerful relief of it as it then ebbed away, caused my muscles to go limp.
�Nowthatwas an orgasm!� I finally gasped. �God��
But I was still panting, my eyes closed as I tried to catch my breath.
Settling back into the seat between Tommy and Randy, I could feel the cum that'd overflowed from my mouth dribbling down my chin and slowly dripping onto the almost nonexistent cleavage between my small boobs.
�I think you guys have killed me�and thanks.�
They all laughed. Then:
�Maureen, whenever you're in the mood�� Tommy offered.
Meaning: whenever I was ready tofuck.

****

Finally.
It'd been oddly awkward when we'd first climbed into the abandoned van through the side door, as if something had weirdly changed within our little group. Not one of the boys, who'd I'd been withsomany times, seemed willing or brave enough to just put his hands on me to get started.
I'd looked to each of them, then shook my head. They might've gotten shy all of a sudden, but I sure hadn't.
�Who wants a blow job?� I asked.
And I slipped my t-shirt over my head. Then I undid my little training bra and tossed it onto the bench seat next to my purse. It turned out the sight of my small bare boobs just popping into the open like that was all they needed.
�You're so sexy,� Randy said, immediately fastening his mouth to my firm young breasts. �Your tits are so perfect!�
He began kissing them all over.
�They're so little,� I gave him sort of an apology. �But at least the tips are super-sensitive.�
It was true-I'd learned I could often come just getting my nipples sucked, or even gently chewed on. As if a delicious little hotline went from their very tips straight down to my always alert clit.
And, taking my cue, Randy began sucking at my pointy pink nipples as if he hadn't touched them in a year. In reality, it'd only been about two weeks. Ever since I'd met Tim and been staying away from the three of them.
�Oh, God, Randy�� I breathed to him. �You're getting me all worked up. Keep doing it just like that.�
And I reached down and gave his young cock a quick squeeze through his jeans, feeling it jump in my hand. Still sucking at my tits, he didn't resist or complain when I pulled down his zipper and slid my small hand into the opening.
�Oh, Maureen�� Randy breathed back to me when my fingers closed around his slender cock. �You're the one gettingmeall worked up!�
A few minutes later, I'd slipped off my shorts and panties, then dropped down onto the bench seat I'd earlier fucked Tim on.
What I wanted, really, was to pretend Tim didn't exist. At least while the three boys were giving me as much pleasure as I could handle. I could cry over the tall, handsome dark-haired boy later, but for now I was rightly furious that Tim had abruptly left me- he'ddumpedme.
So I wanted him out of my mind.
And when the boys all got quickly undressed and Keith stepped forward to where I sat, to collect the blow job I'd offered, it did exactly that-let me get my mind off of Tim, at least for the moment.
�I'm so wet,� I said around Keith's cock, mouthing it. �God, I'm so turned on, I'm just shaking.�
And I was, literally trembling with excitement as soon as we'd started.
�Maureen, we'reallturned on,� Tommy laughed. �Look how hard our dicks are!�
I looked. He wasn't kidding.
I had three young 12-year-old cocks staring at me, each one as stiff as could be, each one with only my sweet little cunt in mind. And I'll admit, I loved being the absolute center of attention.
I also considered three horny boys and one highly oversexed girl to be the perfect combination for an afternoon of dirty fun.
�My pussy needs attention,� I suggested then, spreading my knees apart so that my cunt opened slightly, my already brimming wetness apparent. �It's all slick and tingly inside.�
Which was when Tommy and Randy each dropped down onto the seat beside me and began their joint effort to get me even more sexually excited. With their slim fingers wiggling deeply into my cunt, and the third boy's cock in my mouth, I was getting all the perverted attention I could ever want.
I say 'perverted' attention because even at my young age, I knew that three boys on one girl might be great fun but it probably wasn't all that normal. Not for most 5th-grade elementary school girls, at least.
�You're always so wet, Maureen!� Randy said, his fingers pushing even faster into my slippery cunt alongside Tommy's. �I love your pussy, I love it!�
Tommy gave him a sudden look. Then looked to me.
�Wealllove your pussy, Maureen,� he said. �Not just Randy.�
�I know,� I managed to say around Keith's dick in my mouth. �That's why I always give it to you��
Which had then led up to that first fantastic climax I'd had with them in the abandoned VW van.

****

It never took me long to recover from an orgasm. And want another one.
�Get on your back, Tommy,� I suggested to him, my youthful sexual needs emerging again and suddenly so great I wanted all three of them inside me at once. �So I can sit on your dick.�
We all stood up then and he did as I'd asked.
Lying on the seat with his bare ass in my huge wet spot, his always-ready cock was standing up as hard as ever. He put his hands behind his head with a dark little smirk, knowing I'd do whatever it took to get his dick inside of me.
He could just lay there and let me do all the work.
�You'd better fuck me real good,� I smiled to him. �Like you promised. You better not just lay there��
�We'llallfuck you real good,� he said. �After all, we're only here to make you feel better.�
I shook my head at that with a laugh.
�Right.�
I climbed onto him, straddling his hips, one knee on each side. Then I took his stiff dick in my hand and guided it into my young pussy.
�Oh, God, yeah�!� Tommy said with a little groan. �That's the way.�
The fleshy head of his dick slipped up into my slippery cunt easily, wetly parting the delicate lips down there and making me tremble all the more. I spread my knees wider and steadily pushed my hips down.
We all watched as the entire shaft of Tommy's twitching cock slowly disappeared up into me as I lowered myself on it.
�Oh, Maureen!� the boy under me gasped as my pubic mound met his. �Every time we get together, the best part is that first time my dick slides into you! You're always so damn wet and hot and tight!�
�I love it, too,� I admitted. Then, �Randy, get behind us on the seat and stick your dick up my asshole. You know how much I love getting it from both of you at the same time.�
�I sure do,� he said.
And Randy, always agreeable, climbed up onto the VW's bench seat directly behind me. Kneeling between Tommy's legs, he used his fingers to spread the firm cheeks of my bare ass apart.
I suddenly felt wide-open back there.
�Like what you see?� I asked him with a little laugh.
�Heck, yes,� he told me with a laugh of his own. �I love every dirty thing about you, Maureen.�
Which I guess was sort of a compliment.
Anyway, I could tell he was studying my asshole, excited at the sight of my pinkish-brown 'backdoor' opening. Then he stuck just his fingertip into the twitchy little center of it. I could feel my butthole instantly throb wetly at the intrusion.
�Go ahead,� I encouraged him. �Put your finger all the way in.�
And, gradually, he pushed his finger all the way up my rubbery anus, making me moan softly with the subtle pleasure of it.
The sensation of taking his finger up my butt while Tommy's stiff cock was fully encased in my tight pussy was almost overwhelming. I took a steadying breath, knowing Randy's young dick would be going up my asshole next.
�Your butthole's as slippery as your pussy,� he told me, slowly sliding his finger in and out of my butt. �You get so juicy, it goes everywhere.�
He was right, of course.
As I mentioned, my little pink cunt always got so overly-lubricated it covered my entire crotch with slick wetness when I got going-including filling the crack of my ass and lubricating my anus.
Getting fucked in my asshole was very easy when I got excited, with or without any other lubrication.
But I always carried those little plastic packets of flavored lube with me, so I motioned for Randy to hand me my small purse. When he did, I took out one of the mango-flavored tubes, carefully tore off the end, and handed it to him.
�Squirt that in my asshole,� I told him. �It's mango-peach, by the way, Randy, your favorite.�
He gave me a quick smile, then sheepishly looked away.
He was one of the few young boys willing to lick my asshole and I knew mango-peach was the flavor he liked best. And, to his credit, when I'd first asked him to stick his tongue up my butt while I got myself off masturbating (pulling my knees up to my chest so he could better get at me), he'd gotten right down there and done it without a second's hesitation.
I came like crazy the first time he did it to me, too, fingerfucking myself like mad while he slipped his tongue in and out of my butt.
But I understood that licking a girl's asshole seemed a littletoodirty for most young boys, so we only did it when we were alone. And he was still somewhat embarrassed about doing it to me.
Knowing that, I didn't say anything further. Instead, I then looked to the boy I'd just sucked off.
Keith. I smiled at him.
My breath was getting shaky because Randy was pressing the slippery head of his cock into my slickened asshole while Tommy, beginning to tremble underneath me, was purposely holding himself in place. He wasn't fucking me yet, but his cock was pulsing inside of me.
�It already feelssogood, you guys,� I murmured, leaning forward with my starter-boobs against Tommy's bare chest. Randy's dick was sliding into my young butt inch by throbbing inch. �I love having both your cocks in me!�
I swallowed at the sensation, at the delicious fullness of taking two hard young dicks at once, one in my pussy and the other in my asshole. My clit was tingling so much I thought I'd come again right then.
And we hadn't even really started yet, our pleasurable efforts spent just getting into position for the double-fucking I wanted.
If anything could get my mind off the boy I'd lost, it was that.
�You guys are too good to me,� I laughed. �Keith, put your dick back in my mouth so I can get you hard again.�
�Anything you say,� the tall boy agreed.
And a few moments later, I was on top of Tommy, naked, his rigid cock going rapidly in and out of my cunt from below while Randy, behind me, was holding onto my narrow hips and just as eagerly fucking me in my well-lubricated asshole.
Keith, standing in front and slightly to the side of me, had his semi-erect dick back in my face as I sucked him. He was pumping his hips slightly back and forth so that he was gently fucking me in the mouth.
The four of us naked kids were moving together like a well-oiled machine.
At least at first. Our motions were fluid in the beginning, but then gradually started speeding up to become more noticeably jerky and erratic as our excitement mounted to an almost unbearable pitch.
�This is unreal,� Tommy groaned, thrusting his bare hips up off the bench seat even harder so that his throbbing cock speared more deeply into my pussy. �I sometimes forget how great Maureen's cunt is-I think she could out-fuck anybody!�
Randy's slippery-wet cock was pistoning deeply into me, sliding past my tightly-gripping sphincter, that little elastic ring of muscle in my asshole throbbing with his every thrust. I loved getting anal sex, knowing that my hot rectum was clenching at him and wetly squeezing the boy's entire cock.
I was literally sucking his dick with my butthole.
�Shecouldout-fuck anybody,� Randy agreed with his friend. �Maureen's the best fuck in the whole city, I bet!�
�I probably am,� I told them dreamily, my eyes closed. �I've had so much practice at fucking��
Keith's cock was getting progressively harder, the smooth head of it (my favorite part!) beginning to pulse in my mouth. I used the tip of my pink tongue to toy with the tiny slit he both ejaculated and peed out of.
�How many guys have fucked you, Maureen?� he asked me as I blew him. �Like, around a hundred?�
I laughed as best I could with my mouth around his still-hardening cock.
�Probably more,� I admitted. �I lost count a long time ago.�
My skinny 11-year-old body was alive with the pulsating sensations I knew would soon lead to another orgasm for me. Or to many more.
But as I eagerly concentrated on pleasing myself and all three boys sexually at the same time, entirely lost in the enveloping physical bliss of so much fucking and sucking, top, bottom and in front of me, an unexpected sound from outside made me suddenly open my eyes.
And that's when I saw Tim, standing alongside the old van at the open door, listening in shock and staring in at the four of us as if he couldn't believe it.
�Tim�!� I called out to him as best I could, my words coming out garbled because of Keith's dick in my mouth. �Oh, God, Tim�please don't just stand there and believe your goddamn lying eyes!�
It was from an ancient Richard Pryor comedy bit my dad played for me once.
But Tim didn't laugh.
Either he didn't hear me. Or he didn't care.
And a moment later, he was gone.
�Oh, God, no!� I cried out. �No, no, no!�

CHAPTER 19

Tommy and Randy and Keith were dead wrong.
Tim did not find me or beg me to come back, not the next day or the next week or even during the next week after that. Of course, I could hardly blame him. The look of pure shock on his handsome young face when he discovered me naked and eagerly fucking three boys at the same time was something I'll never forget.
Or ever get over.
In fact, it was such a shock to both of us, I'm surprised Tim didn't have a heart attack and fall down dead right then and there outside that stupid van, 12-years-old or not.
�Oh, God,� I'd started crying again, as soon as he disappeared. �Oh, no, he'll never forgive me now! What have I done�?�
And, of course, this was followed by the usual crying and pulling my hair and trying to figure out a way to repair the horrible damage done, but-in the end-we all four realized there was nothing to be done about it.
He was gone and that was that.
We'd all stayed in the van the rest of the afternoon, talking and trying to reason out my next best move, even crying together and, yes, still naked and fucking off and on, but by the time I walked home I was too exhausted, too fucked-out and too cried-out to even shed another tear.
I felt like I'd died. Or just wanted to be dead.
Virginia K.G. Ryder
Little Maureen's Family Pleasures

CHAPTER 20
NEWSLETTER! NEWSLETTER! NEWSLETTER!

Hi! And welcome to any new members ofThe Family Fun Club.
My name is Maureen, I'm only 11-years-old but I'm already a dirty little cock-crazed slut and a half. This is the secret monthly newsletter of our secret incest swinger's club. I'm not feeling all that well these days, and I have a lot of extra homework tonight, so my dad said I could be fairly brief.
As all of you know, incest is what we're all about.
Incest, as in fucking your own father. Or sucking his cock for him. Or even licking your mom's pussy while taking your dad's dick up your asshole. In short, it's doing every filthy thing you can think of as a family.
That's what we do at our sex parties and we're not one bit shy about it. I'll admit right here: I love to fuck and I can prove it.
As a sex-crazed little 5th-grader, I especially love getting fuckedsenselessdoing gangbangs.
It makes my little-girl cunt feel so alive, a half-dozen or more hard cocks sliding in and out of me, one after another, until I start to come. And once Istartto come, I can come again and again.
It's the best sensation possible, I think, having that first toes-spreading orgasm but getting tokeepfucking through many more orgasms.
So I promise, if you want to fuck me, I won't say 'no.' Because I'm such a horny little slut. It's a fact that I can go all night. And that I'm always wet. I usually dress up in slutty little crotchless panties with my bare pussy sopping and on full display, and then I fuck the entire night away.
I can also take a dick in my firm little ass and one in my mouth, so feel free to take a turn on me.
Even if you see me already getting fucked ragged. Get in line. Help fuck me to death. Or at least fuck me until I'm barely conscious-a nearly-endless stream of fucking and orgasms will sometimes do that to a little girl.
I want your cock in my pussy, in my asshole or in my mouth, so please don't be shy, give me a try.
It'll help take my mind off of any and all problems I might have.
Seriously.

****

The theme of our last party was 'Double-Decker Daughter Night,' and a great time was had by all 51 incest-friendly members who attended.
All of us slutty little daughters had to pick out two male members to get started. Most of us picked our own fathers and also a young boy (usually a young boy with a smaller dick) because 'double-decker' means just that: a daughter taking one cock in her pussy and another cock in her asshole at the same time.
The double-penetration thing.
For young girls who've done it before, like me, it's great fun, the feeling of two cocks sliding in and out of both of your slippery holes, filling you to the brim. Talk about some great orgasms.
Especially when both guys come, too, that throbbing sensation inside of you as they both shoot off at the same time, pressing their naked bodies into you as their hot cum fills you up front and back.
Serious fun.
The Changs were again very popular, our new Asian family, with little 13-year-old Ling new to the double-penetration idea. She'd had her father's hard dick and her older brother's hard dick in her cute little asshole before, but never while she was fucking at the same time.
Everyone wanted to help! And watch.
Of course, I got right in there to assist.
Because Ling was a little nervous, we both decided her 15-year-old brother, Ju-Long, would be the best choice in her sweet pink cunt, instead of her thicker-dicked dad. She was already bare-assed naked, with a slenderalmost-grown-up body with small but perfect tits, and as she walked around she got a lot of great looks.
And speaking of great looks, she'd shaved the jet-black hair off the top of her pubes so that the smoothly perfect swell of her sweet-tasting cunt was even more prominent than before.
I know I couldn't take my eyes off of it. Or keep my fingers out of it.
I started fingerfucking little Ling as we stood deciding which young boy would be the perfect one to put his dick up her ass while her brother fucked her. She nodded almost imperceptibly when I reached between her legs, then swallowed softly when I slipped two fingers up into her slippery young cunt.
�Maureen, you're so good to me,� she said, a slight tremor in her lyrical voice but only the merest trace of an accent. Unlike her parents, she was mostly raised in this country. �You're going to make me come before we even start.�
And I managed to keep one hand on her pussy as she and I pulled a straight-backed chair into the middle of the floor (like I said, everyonewanted to watch her first double-dick fun).
I kept fingerfucking her with every step. Like me, she got wet really fast and her little Asian cunt was dripping as my fingers quickly slid in and out of her.
�Ju-Long, please sit here,� I said to her brother, pointing with my free hand. �Your little sister's going to sit on your lap, facing you, to begin.�
He smiled at me, politely thanked me for helping, and then sat on the chair.
I'll tell you, his handsome face made my heart skip a beat and his longish slender cock was already hard. I slid my fingers out of Ling's cunt and put them around her brother's erection, her slick wetness allowing my hand to rapidly slide up and down it for a quick moment.
�That feels so nice, Maureen,� he said. �May I be with you later tonight?�
I bit my lip with a shy little look, then nodded and told him, �You'd better. But for now, let's get you fucking your kid sister��
Ling slid one slim leg over her brother's lap, then stood facing him with her bare feet apart and flat on the carpeted floor. Slowly, she lowered herself, her hairless cunt taking the boy's standing cock easily into her.
�It always feels good,� she murmured. �My older brother's cock, going into me so deep��
Ju-Long put both hands on her bare ass when she was fully settled upon him, squeezing it gently. Then he spread her firm cheeks apart for the next step. All of us took a good look at her pussy and her puckered brown asshole. Her brother's stiff cock, fully encased within the girl, was an exciting sight, I'll tell you!
I was already imagining it inside my own pussy when they were done.
�Let me help some more,� I volunteered, dropping to my knees behind her. �To relax you, Ling.�
And I pressed my face into the space between the cheeks of her ass, Ju-Long still holding her open while my tongue went straight to her asshole. I licked into her butt to great encouragement from the folks watching, then opened a packet of tangerine-flavored lubricant and liberally smeared it on-and into-her tight little anus.
When I poked a finger up Ling's butt, I got a soft little gasp out of her. I worked my finger in and out of her anus, to get her ready, then pushed a second finger up her. She was already trembling.
�I'm going to come fast,� she calmly told me or, actually, toldallof us. �My beloved brother stays hard and fucks me very good, so I know I will. Mother, please bring over the small boy to put his penis in my asshole.�
But it wasn't just one boy her mom brought to her-it was four of them, each an already-erect and naked boy of 9- or 10-years-old.
As Ling and her mother and I'd earlier discussed, if our incest club members wanted a live sex show, the little 13-year-old would provide it for them. It was the main reason she was doing her first double-fucking on a narrow chair instead of a bed-so everyone could get a better view of the carnal activity she was to engage in.
The four small boys were smiling nervously, their standing slender cocks so stiff they were almost humming with anticipation. I suddenly wanted to suck every one of their precious young erections, or at least suck and kiss their hairless balls.
But, as they say, the show must go on.
As we all watched, Ling's older brother kissed his beautiful little Asian sister on the mouth, her response to hotly kiss him right back. Their kissing quickly became even more passionate, their breathing erratic, and within a few short moments both of his hands were suddenly gripping her bare little ass still harder.
Without pumping her slim hips in the least, I could see that the sleek little muscles in Ling's bare inner thighs were tensing rhythmically-she was already fucking her brother using her 'snapping-turtle pussy' on him!
She was clearly a sex-crazed little girl like me.
�I'm already coming,� Ling murmured to us through their wet kiss. �But it's just the very beginning of my sexual pleasure, so please start the young boys fucking me in my asshole.�
At our last party, when I'd licked her pussy as she had one orgasm after another, Ling also showed almost no reaction when she came. Yet she claimed it caused a more intense sensation deeply within her pulsing cunt, a self-contained chain of pleasure-explosions that rocked her world sexually.
And silently.
But she did tell me she was wildly excited about taking two cocks into her at the same time, even if it made her a bit nervous-she expected her multiple-orgasms would be even stronger that way.
Anyway, I chose the boy with the skinniest cock to start, a bright-looking kid named Brad with blond hair and blue eyes like me. He'd been a member for less than a year, but he'd already spent time at several parties fucking me so hard and fast I was always amazed at his stamina.
I'd always liked doing it with the young boys, even the very young ones, just as much as my sexually super-charged mom did. Even though their erect cocks were usually very small.
I'd learned that boys that age made up for a lack of thickness and length by getting so ridiculously hard it seemed it must actually hurt them sometimes-the sheer stiffness of a young boy's dick seemed to make it almostvibratewith the sexual tension pulsing within it.
That almosthummingthing I'd mentioned earlier.
Plus, the youthful energy of a boy that age is impossible to beat. Like my mom always loves to say, boys from 9 to 14 can fuck you all day and fuck you all night, and then still fuck you some more.
Amazing.
And when they ejaculate, their cum is usually more clear than milky, so it's usually more sweet-tasting than salty. More fun to swallow. And it's usually more forceful in shooting out.
I've jacked off 10-year-old boys whose jerky streams of cum spurted out right over my head and into my hair. Landing on top of my head! I also remember another good-looking little boy at a party who surprised me by coming so much, so fast, that I couldn't even start to get his wildly spurting dick into my mouth.
His cum went everywhere, even onto the other laughing boys and girls intently and excitedly watching us. That was fun.
But I digress (my dad's word). By the way, he's reading this over my shoulder as I write it, and fucking me very slowly doggy-style-to keep me focused.
Seriously.
So, anyway�as soon as young Brad got behind Ling and slipped his skinny cock into the beautiful Asian girl's well-lubed little asshole, she groaned with the sensation, almostrevealing that she'd had another orgasm.
But whether she had or hadn't gotten off with both cocks in her, Brad ejaculated immediately into her perfect little butt after only one stroke. He claimed, �Her asshole made me-it grabbed my dick and squeezed all my cum out!�
�Next!� I said, all of us laughing at the boy's sullen expression. �Relax, Brad, you can fuck her in the ass again when you get another boner.�
And that's how it went:
With little Ling sitting naked on her brother's lap, making out the entire time with his cock buried in her sweet 13-year-old cunt, all four enthusiastic young boys took multiple turns fucking her in the ass.
And they were soon joined by a few older boys, teenagers, who managed to get their cocks up the slender girl's butt as well.
She didn't turn down a single one of them.
Ling's small brown asshole was quickly so filled with cum it continually oozed out of her, soaking the edge of the chair's thin cushion and the carpet beneath her.
And when her brother finally allowed himself to come, pumping his cock up into her while the last boy was still embedded in her ass, she clung to him for dear life, her hips suddenly pumping madly.
According to my mom, those two Asian kids really know how to fuck. Or at least know how to come. True to his word, Ju-long fucked me (and later on, my mother!) good and hard before the night was over.
To quickly sum up the highlights, and taking far longer to write this than I'd first planned:
Twig-like little 10-year-old Dot, who's Tommy and Violet's kid sister, did the double-penetration thing on a chair as well. She excitedly straddled her father with his dick wedged in her small cunt as James, the 12-year-old son of always-horny Courtney, stood ready behind her to do the honors in her hot little 'backdoor'.
�Dot, you little sweetheart!� her dad, the local dentist for most of us, told her. �Your pussy's so tight, I don't think you'll be able to get a stiff dick all the way into your little butt tonight!�
She just looked at him.
�Daddy, Tommy and his friends have already done it to me,� she admitted. �Fucked me in both my holes at the same time. We did it right behind your big work shed. That's where all us kids go to fuck when you're not home.�
�Really�?�
I'll bet her father becomes a permanent fixture atthoseexciting little orgies.
And James then slid in behind Dot, spread the cheeks of her child-like ass apart, and used half a tube of anal-lube his mother handed him. As we all watched, the boy worked at getting just the head of his cock into Dot's tiny asshole, pushing gently until it finally popped into her.
�See, Daddy?� the little 4th-grader said, the smooth tip of the boy's hard cock undeniably throbbing inside of her butthole. �I told you so.�
And with her father's cock filling her little cunt, Dot then tensed up slightly when James slowly pushed another inch of his slim erection into her clearly-giving asshole. It took a few attempts and some effort, but the rest of his dick finally slid into her-and it was obvious it wasn't the girl's first time.
She started rocking her hips back and forth, clearly wanting a good fucking from the two of them.
�This always feels so dirty,� she giggled, visibly trembling. �But I love it!�
I'll let you all guess the rest.
Needless to say, all of us daughters had a great time, fucking the night away as usual, but with the added thrill of that extra young cock in our backsides. It was some of the best fucking ever, as any of us would attest.
On another note, there was another fun event at the party.
My dad and a couple of the men brought out my mother's new chrome fucking machine, setting it up so all the girls and women could give it a try. Talk about a high level of anticipation! We had to draw numbers to see who went first.
Dot's older sister, 11-year-old Violet, was the winner.
�Oh, my God!� the slender little blonde girl groaned through an orgasm after less than a minute on the thing. The pistoning dildo arm drove her frantic. �I'm coming like crazy! It's fucking me so good!�
And, of course, that new toy kept everyone eager and alert until well after dawn.

****

The theme of our next get-together is the infamous 'Dog-Fuckers Only Party,' always a hit with the ladies.
But any and all members wanting to merely watch are welcome. You'd be surprised (or maybe you wouldn't) at how many girls and women start by watching but soon decide to try it themselves.
Like my mother once told me, a good man is hard to find but a really hard dog that can fuck you many times all night is sometimes better.
Or something like that.
Also, according to my dad and on a more prideful note, I've finally learned how to do the 'snapping-turtle pussy' thing, just like young Ling and her mother.
With a lot of practice and prodding from both of my parents, I figured out how to work those little cunt muscles of mine to make a guy too lazy to fuck ejaculate-anybody who wants to try it with me at our next party can judge for themselves.
I made my father come a huge load the first time I did it and now he wants me to do it like that all the time. Men.
Slutfully yours,
Little Maureen

CHAPTER 21

It was only when I finally talked privately to thebestof my best friends, beautiful 14-year-old Noelle Henderson, that she came up with a brilliant plan to ease my seemingly never-ending heartache when it came to Tim.
Although she wouldn't tell me what it was.
�I just can't get over him,� I'd cried to her, my eyes again full of tears. �It's been weeks and I just can't get him back. He won't even talk to me. I have no idea what to do!�
It was early on a sunny Saturday afternoon and I'd taken a key from the front desk without either my mother or my father noticing.
Noelle and I were in one of the vacant motel rooms away from the main part of the buildings. She'd stripped off her clothes as soon as I closed and locked the door behind us, her bare breasts literally bursting free from her bra when she unhooked it.
�There, that's better,� she breathed, coming straight at me. �Come here, you hot little nympho.�
It still took my breath away seeing her naked, her athletic body one of tanned, absolute perfection. Her teen breasts were large and solid-looking, her dark nipples huge. And they were fully distended, I knew, with her excitement at being alone with me.
More than once over the years, while we were making out or helping each other come, she'd told me she loved me. In fact, she told me she was sort ofinlove with me. And that the best sex sheeverhad was with me.
Her best orgasms, at least.
And every time I looked at her cunt, I breathed a little faster, her entire pubic mound shaved so perfectly. The deep pink slash of her slippery cunt-hole was exactly where I wanted my 11-year-old face to be.
But she beat me to it. Bringing up the cunt-licking part, I mean.
�Let me suck your pussy while I think your problem over,� she'd said to me. �Let's get your pants off.�
I was in jeans and a t-shirt that day, barefoot, no panties or bra, and Noelle unsnapped my pants and pushed them down over my skinny hips. Then she pushed me back onto the bed with a little laugh so that my bare feet were in the air.
�I can't wait to get my mouth on you,� she informed me. �You know how I feel about you, sweetie. You're my own little slut.�
�I love you, too,� I told her. And meant it. �But this ex-boyfriend problem of mine is making me nuts.�
�I understand.�
And she grabbed the ends of my jeans and pulled them roughly off my skinny legs, tossing them aside. I spread my slender bare thighs for her to see my preteen pussy, the slippery little lips that formed my delicate slit already swollen with arousal.
I used my fingers to hold my pussy open for her, showing her the slick pinkness inside me.
�I'm all wet just for you,� I told her. �And my little boobs are all firmed up, too, just waiting for your mouth.�
Noelle jumped onto the bed beside me.
�Leave your t-shirt on,� she told me. �It's sexier that way.�
And she tweaked my tiny pink nipples through the flimsy fabric of it, making them tingle even more than they already were. I reached out at the same time and squeezed one of her firm breasts, loving the weight of it as I watched her puckered nipple slowly harden into a pointy tip.
�I wonder if my tits will ever be as big as yours�?�
�Probably not,� she told me. �I'm a bigger-boned girl than you. You're more like the super-model type, skinny and gorgeous and perfect. Maureen, your tits will be plenty big enough, believe me.�
�Super-model!� I laughed. �You're so crazy.�
She looked at me, then lightly kissed me on the mouth, her tongue darting in against my own for just a moment. But I kissed her right back, holding it, the two of us glued together until we were both trembling with the excitement building within our developing young bodies.
In reality, she was just a young teenager after all and I wasn't even that, just a preteen girl hoping for the best (bigger tits!) when I finally matured.
�You underestimate yourself,� Noelle told me. �What Tommy and those other boys said, about being in love with you-they weren't kidding. I'm in love with you, too, and you're just an 11-year-old kid. I mean, an 11-year-old slut.�
I just shrugged the little-girl shrug I'd perfected by then. Innocent and sweet, I thought. Even though I was anything but.
I guess it was my feminine wiles finally coming into play.
�But how can I use that to get Tim back?� I asked. �It makes me so mad, that he dumped me, but I loved being with him. Almost as much as I love being with you, Noelle.�
�I have an idea,� she said. �It's brilliant and original, I guarantee.�
�Yes, yes, yes�? What is it?�
Noelle lay on her back without answering and, with her knees up, spread her shapely thighs apart so that her wet cunt opened as well. Even the faintly delicious odor of it made my heart race. I raised up on one elbow and looked into her sweet pussy, admiring the pink inner recesses of it, her slippery glistening opening the one I best loved putting my face (and my probing tongue) into.
It sometimes made me wish I had a dick, to fuck her with.
Of course, at our sex parties, I'd fucked Noelle many times with my mom's strap-on dildo, pumping my narrow young hips furiously between her sweaty open thighs. I'd ride her through one gasping orgasm after another.
Our girl-on-girl fucking was always a huge hit with the regulars.
And it was exciting, remembering all the sex fun we'd had, but a moment later I was right back to moping over Tim.
�Fuck,� I sighed. �I guess I'm a real loser.�
Noelle brought her knees up to her substantial boobs, hugging them to her chest so that she was even more wide open, down there, the backs of her smooth bare thighs tautly rounded.
�I've changed my mind,� she told me. �You can lick me first, while I fine-tune my plan to get your boyfriend back.�
I looked to her with a smile. She'd gotten my attention, all right.
Her pussy and her puckered pinkish asshole looked like something out of a porno movie, I thought. Both of her holes were shiny with her excessively flowing juices, both holes were almost imperceptibly throbbing, and both of her holes clearly wanted my attention.
Noelle smiled at me and said, �Lick my asshole while I fingerfuck myself and I'll tell you my idea. I love having your tongue up my butt when I'm coming.�
�Don't I know it,� I said, remembering my occasional but secret anal-licking fun with Randy. �I guess all girls love it, even if they don't realize it yet.�
I reached out and touched Noelle's gorgeous cunt first, slipping a fingertip into the tight wetness of it. I wiggled it within her, getting a little sigh from her, then pushed two more fingers all the way into her cunt.
�I love your pussy,� I told her, honestly. �From the first time I tasted it, back when I was only a naive little 7-year-old, I knew I'd always want to lick it.�
She laughed.
�We'd be great lesbians,� she said. �Except we both love fucking too much to ever give up boys. There's nothing like a nice cock inside a girl's cunt to make her heart beat faster.�
�Sadly, that's true,� I admitted. �Even when I don't want to think about it, I always want to fuck. It's like there's a little motor in my pussy, wanting all the attention in the world. And all the cocks.�
�Slut,� she smiled at me. �Oversexed nympho slut. Just like me.�
Smiling back, I slid my fingers out of her dripping cunt and trailed my fingertips down her thickened pussy-lips slowly, teasingly, until I was probing lightly at her asshole.
It throbbed at my touch, opening just the slightest amount as if knowing what to expect. So I quickly slid down her fantastic body, lay on my side, and pressed my little 5th-grader's face right into her butt-crack.
�You're such a dirty little girl,� Noelle told me, beginning to masturbate. �You'll do anything. You'd probably even let me piss in your mouth.�
I gave her another little shrug.
�If you want to,� I offered gamely. �The piss thing, I mean.
After all, she'd had me piss inhermouth, just as an experiment when we were both younger. It'd been in the park one afternoon, and great fun, seeing my stream of little-girl pee filling and then overflowing Noelle's eager mouth.
But we'd never tried it the other way.
I think it was because we almost got caught and so had to hurry up and act like nothing too weird was going on.
�You can piss in my mouth right now, if you want,� I said.
�God, you are such a slut! What dirty thingwon'tyou do?�
But instead of answering, I pressed my lips against her warm asshole, then used my moist tongue-tip to probe into the even warmer center of it.
More than once, I'd managed to get my pink tongue so far up Noelle's throbbing butthole it was like I was tongue-fucking her anus. And that's what I ended up doing right then, stretching my tongue as far as I could into her asshole, then sliding it in and out.
�Oh, Maureen, yes,� she moaned softly. �You dirty little slut! Licking another girl's asshole after telling her she could piss in your mouth! God, you're sofilthy! I mean it, I fucking love you!�
�If I'm a little slut, you're a big slut,� I laughed, between tongue-fucking her butt and licking moist circles around the taut little opening. �Remember, Noelle, you actually let me piss inyourmouth!�
She continued feverishly fingering herself with one hand.
�And it was fun,� she breathed to me. �Both watching you piss from so close and drinking it from your cunt.�
�You spit it out,� I corrected her. �After I filled up your mouth.�
�Not all of it.�
I kept licking eagerly into Noelle's rubbery asshole, loving the hot elasticgiveof it under my tongue, the puckered texture of her anus twitching wildly at my attention. I kept at it until she was moaning hoarsely and rocking her butt-crack up and down against my face.
What was her brilliant idea concerning Tim?
I'll admit I was dying to know.
�By the way,� she said then, brightly, �I almost forgot-I've got that big black vibrator that makes us both come so good in my purse. Why don't you get it and stick it up my asshole? Then I'll do it to you��
I just smiled.
After all, who could argue with that?

CHAPTER 22

�I can't believe we're doing this,� I said to Noelle, my nerves already shot. �This is so crazy.�
It was the next day, Sunday, just after noon, and the two of us were lurking down the street from Tim's house. We were half-hiding behind a huge magnolia tree as if we were just two goofy girls playing some kind of game.
We were both in skimpy shorts and halter tops, Noelle's idea. Our blatant sex appeal apparently had a great deal to do with her plan.
Which, she assured me, was brilliant. Whatever it was.
�It'll work,� she insisted. �You just don't get how sexy you really are. Or how beautiful. I'm telling you, you're impossible to resist. But when we meet him, just let me do all the talking.�
�We're like stalkers,� I said.
Of course, that was true enough of me anyway.
Over the last couple of weeks, ever since the handsome dark-haired boy I was in love with silently walked away from me, and then came back only to catch me having insane sex in the old van, I'd found myself spending time in his neighborhood.
Near his house, near his school, even hanging around at the Greenbriar Mall more than usual. Hoping against hope to see him. To, by chance, talk to him.
But it was crazy and I knew it.
No normal 6th-grade boy (still hopelessly naive at that age) could watch a little 5th-grade girl he cared about being eagerly pin-cushioned by three boys' stiff cocks and ever forget it.
Or forgive it.
It was painfully clear I was just too much of an out-of-control little cock-crazed dirty slut for a normal relationship with a normal boy. And I knew it.
�But what exactly are you going to say?� I wanted to know. �Please��
But, instead of answering me, Noelle pointed.
�There he is,� she said, and I looked around the big magnolia tree. It was Tim all right, walking the other way. In the direction of the Greenbriar Mall. �Come on, Maureen,� she said. �Let's go.�
�Oh, God��

****

Inside the Greenbriar Mall, Noelle and I followed Tim at enough of a distance so he wouldn't know we were there.
He was in the standard almost-a-teen outfit, jeans and a black t-shirt, his tennis shoes untied in that 'cool' way that might one day get caught in something mechanical or dangerous that'd kill him. But, besides that, he looked great to me.
So much so, in fact, that I was having trouble catching my breath.
�I can't breathe,� I gasped to Noelle. �Seriously, I have to sit down.�
She just gave me a look. Then she pointed to a wooden mall bench.
�Stay here,� she advised. �I'll go talk to him right now.�
�You will?� I stammered, but dropped down onto the bench. �I thought we were both going to do it��
Noelle smiled down at me.
She looked genuinely irresistible in her skimpy cotton shorts, light blue, with both the butt and the crotch of them clinging to her in a way that left little to the imagination. As gorgeous as she was anyway, the obvious bulge of her clearly defined cameltoe at the front of her flimsy shorts made her even more divine.
Sexually, at least.
And her large round boobs, under a halter top that displayed her slim middle but was barely able to restrain either their size or their heaviness, made her look every bit as if she was a well-endowed young adult. Instead of the mere 14-year-old schoolgirl she really was.
I had to shake my head with a little laugh, thinking about it. Noelle was really something, in anybody's book, but she was still just a kid. But then, with a start, I realized the same could be said about me.
God.
�I'll bring him over here to you,� Noelle promised. �Once he sees you in those little shorts and that halter, without a bra or panties, it'll kill him. I want to eat you up myself, just looking at your crotch and your tits. He'll be dying to go with us �
I looked up at that.
�Go with us?� I asked, puzzled. �You didn't say anything about that before. Go where?�
The super-hot 14-year-old cheerleader, my friend and lover, just shrugged.
�You'll see,� she told me. �Just sit tight. And try not to wet your pants. On second thought, go right ahead. A nice wet spot on the crotch of those tight little shorts couldn't hurt.�
And then she walked straight over to where Tim was looking into the window of the video game store.

CHAPTER 23

I couldn't watch. Literally.
When Noelle reached Tim and he turned to her-clearly surprised-at whatever she said, I covered my young face with both hands. I'd dreamed about seeing him again, even fantasized and planned every word I'd say. But now, facing the reality of talking to him again, I had no idea what to do.
And God only knew what Noelle was saying to him. Whatever it was, it seemed to be taking a long time. A very long time, making me all the more insanely nervous. And curious.
She was right, though, about what I was wearing.
The skimpy little pale pink shorts I had on hugged my firm young ass and my gently bulging crotch perfectly, the outline of my 11-year-old cunt obvious to anyone who took a good look between my skinny bare legs.
The actual indentation of my entire slit was right there!
My little halter top, altered to fit by Noelle herself, was flimsy white cotton, my bare stomach perfectly smooth and flat. And the pointy tips of my little nipples were just as obvious as my young cunt. My nipples themselves were merely a pale pink, too light to be seen through the fabric, but my small boobs were youthfully firm and high even without a bra.
The natural jiggle to them as I walked was certain to get Tim's attention. Now if I could just figure out what to say.
�Maureen, hey,� I finally heard Tim's voice. �How are you doing?�
I slowly lowered my hands from my face, looking up to him as if struck dumb. But then I quickly tried to recover. After all, whatever it took to do it, Noelle had actually delivered, bringing the tall dark-haired boy right up to me.
�Hello, Tim,� I said as steadily as I could, standing. My legs were weak, my knees wobbly. �So you met my best friend, Noelle, huh�?�
�Yeah,� he nodded. �She seems real nice.�
The mall wasn't that busy yet and the three of us stood away from anyone who might overhear us. Tim stood awkwardly in front of us both, looking to Noelle, then to me, then back to her again. And sort of half-smiling, a little nervously, it seemed.
But, amazingly, he seemed in no hurry to get away from me again.
Whatever subtle words Noelle had used, whatever brilliantly persuasive things she'd said to get his attention-and to keep it on me-had clearly worked.
�So�� I said, uncertain what the next move might be. I looked to Noelle. �What are we doing now�?�
But it was Tim's turn to smile.
�I really missed you, Maureen,� he said, exhaling slowly. �Your sweet face is always in my mind somewhere.� He shrugged. �When I saw you naked in the van, doing�you know�that with all three of those boys, it shocked me so much, I couldn't handle it. That's why I ran away. It was too much to take, especially considering the way I felt about you.�
I almost started crying full out, right then, but shakily held back.
�I'm so sorry, Tim,� I told him, with just the slightest little sniffle. �I'm really, really, really sorry. It was just so stupid on my part.�
He looked away for a moment, maybe remembering the shock of it all, but then looked back to me. �I kept coming to the mall these last couple of weeks, hoping to run into you. I've been really miserable not having you around.�
I just stared at him. Stunned. Thrilled. Relieved.
�Really?�
�And now I'm going with you,� he said. �Just like Noelle said.�
I looked to Noelle, my savior. I couldn't believe what was happening. It was wonderful. She took my hand and moved me over to Tim, then took his slender arm and put it around my bare waist.
�Shouldn't you two kids kiss or something?� she said, pushing us even tighter together with a little laugh. �Come on, I know you both want to��
Which was true.
So with his arm still around my waist, Tim leaned down and kissed me warmly on the mouth, a long lingering kiss that left me thrilled just to be alive. Our eager mouths were as one, our tongues entwined as we got to know each other all over again.
Maybe it would be a fresh start for us, a new beginning.
�Noelle, you sweetie,� I said, looking to her. �What did you say, to get Tim to start talking to me again�?�
Noelle merely shrugged like it was no big deal, causing her large breasts to jiggle under her halter in that way that drove men (and boys!) wild. Then, glancing around to make certain no one else was near, she subtly reached down with one hand and with her fingertips lightly grazed the front of Tim's jeans. Like, just touched him, right where the head of his dick would be.
Which caused me to look down there more closely. Good God, was that a boner he had, straining to get free?
�I told him to come to the motel,� Noelle said matter-of-factly. �To fuck us both. In our assholes, our cunts, whatever, after watching us lick each other's cunts. Also, that we'd both suck his cock until he came in our mouths or faces. And that we'd do any dirty thing he'd ever dreamed of, no matter what it was.�
I just stared at her, stunned all over again.
�Oh, yeah,� the horny brunette cheerleader who'd introduced me to sex at 7-years-old suddenly remembered: �And I told him it was a one-time offer, that if he turned us down he'd never see you again, and if he missed out on fucking us, he'd regret it for the rest of his life��
Tim laughed nervously, looking around.
�Until my dying day,� he said quietly. �And even a dopey 12-year-old guy like me knows when he's given the offer of a lifetime.� He looked into my eyes. �I'll be your boyfriend as much as you want, or as little. Noelle said you love to fucksomuch, you can't help yourself. So I'll try to, uh, understand.�
I couldn't believe it.
�She said all that?� I gave her a cross look. �Noelle�!�
But the tall boy with his arm around my bare waist didn't seem to notice my sudden agitation.
�She said I'd be better off as one of the guys fucking you, instead of just going crazy,� he went on. �And that you'd both fuck me to death, any time I wanted. She also told me a lot of the dirty stuff you've done. Which�� and here he paused, thinking it over, I guess, ��was real exciting, actually, hearing about it. Maureen, did you really start fucking when you were only a little 9-year-old?�
I said tightly, �Noelle, I need to speak to you. Privately��
But she just laughed.
�Hey, sweetie, relax that tight little asshole of yours,� she said. �I wanted him to know the real you. And, believe me, now he does.�
�Oh, God, this isn't good��
I wanted to just slink away.
What terrible things had she told him? I was certain she hadn't mentioned our sex club, fucking our own parents, stuff like that, the club being the biggest secret any of us had. Yet there was still plenty to tell about me without bringingthatup.
I swallowed hard, suddenly light-headed.
But Tim tightened his grip around my skinny waist, then went on as if I hadn't even interrupted him.
�Anyway, I've missed you every second we've been apart. So�can we go back to your family's motel now?�
Noelle raised her hand.
�I vote 'yes,'� she said. �We're here talking about sex, but we should be at the motelhavingsex. A lot of it.�
I looked to each of them, not sure whether to be sad or glad.
But then, I realized I was getting exactly what I wanted: Tim as my steady guy.
Really getting it, but with the oversexed 14-year-old schoolgirl I loved thrown into the mix as well. Complaining about any of it would be insane. And would leave me right back where I'd been.
Miserable.
�If we're going back to the motel to fuck all day,� I said, taking Noelle's lead, and then her hand, �I guess we'd better get started.�

CHAPTER 24

Back at my parents' motel, with Tim in tow, Noelle and I led him into the room I'd stolen the key to the day before. I knew no one would be checking into it, what with plenty of rooms available, so the three of us kids could have as many hours together in the afternoon as we liked.
�Well, here we are,� I said, closing the door behind us. �No one even knows we're in here.�
�Someone's already been in the bed,� Tim said. �It's a mess.�
I turned around to find Noelle and Tim on each side of me. He seemed slightly more nervous than before, but my 14-year-old girlfriend seemed even more sexually excited than her usual horny self. If that was possible.
In fact, I swear I could already smell the faint aroma of her juicy cunt, probably even juicier than in its usual wet state.
�Noelle and I messed up the bed earlier,� I told him. �We snuck in here yesterday, got naked and made each other come. I licked her pussy and she licked mine, then she brought out her vibrator and we came some more.�
He nodded, as if he heard stuff like that every day. But I knew he was hiding his unease at suddenly being alone with us.
�I've never been with two girls before,� he admitted. �Actually, Maureen, you're the only girl I'veeverbeen with. Naked, I mean. So you'll both have to show me what to do.�
Noelle laughed, then leaned over and unzipped his jeans with a little flourish.
�We never plan our time together,� she informed him. �Whatever happens, just happens.� Fishing out his rigid-again cock with her fingers, she said, �Ah, there it is! What a sweet-looking dick you have-no wonder Maureen's so much in love with you��
I gave her a sharp look.
�Noelle! We've never said anything like�that, Tim and I.�
He seemed suddenly awkward as well at the turn in the conversation, but Noelle had already dropped to her bare knees in front of him. His stiff cock was sticking out through his zipper and she casually took it into her hot mouth.
�Let's get your pants down,� she said, around her mouthful of my boyfriend's throbbing dick. �Damn, you're sohard!�
And still sucking him, she reached up and unbuckled his belt, unsnapped his jeans, and pulled them and his underwear down. His pants slid down his skinny white legs, landing around his untied tennis shoes.
He looked to me helplessly, as if embarrassed thatshewas blowing him instead of me. But I gave him a smile to let him know it wasn't a problem.
�She's got a great mouth, doesn't she?� I asked him. �She eats my cunt so good, I come like crazy every time.�
The boy I was wild about nodded.
�She's almost swallowing the entire thing,� he said, watching her mouth taking in his dick, then wetly sliding back off it, slowly at first but gradually speeding up. �And she's right-I don't think I've ever been this hard.�
I moved to the side of him, taking his hand.
Noellewasalmost swallowing Tim's entire dick with each quickening bob of her gorgeous head, mostly because boys that age aren't that large and the sexy little 14-year-old slut had sucked and fucked more well-endowed men than she could ever count.
As had I.
�What are you thinking about so hard?� he asked me, his expression genuinely curious. �Maureen��
He was staring at me, then smiled when I suddenly smiled back at him. I was so glad we were together again.
So I kissed him on the mouth as Noelle continued to suck his stiff dick. She was making little slurping sounds, the suction of her lips around the slender shaft of it more than evident.
�Stick your fingers in my pussy,� I told Tim, moving his hand to my shorts. I pushed his hand under the elastic waistband and down into my warm crotch. Then I gave him a little smile when his fingers slipped into my wet slit. �That's it, Tim��
Anyway, itwasa little odd, the boy I'd been moping over and dreaming of for weeks standing there with his young dick in my best girlfriend's mouth and his fingers exploring the slippery hole of my sopping preteen cunt.
All the while, my head was spinning at the possibilities for the afternoon.
Weirdly, I wasn't really jealous, not even with Noelle's superb body certain to be naked before him at any moment. My only real concern was that her large perfect breasts were more than I could ever hope to compete with.
I guess I'd deal with that issue when we got there. Or maybe I could just keep the boy's attention on my tight little cunt. Of course, I sighed, boys loved tits, a fact I couldn't deny.
�God, you're soaked in there,� he said to me, his fingers wiggling in my cunt. �I know this'll sound odd, but tell mewhatthose three guys were really doing to you in the van when I caught you�it looked so dirty.�
I gave him a sharp look.
�Tim�! I don't think you want to hear about that��
But Noelle stopped sucking his cock long enough to look up to me with a sexy little smile. Her big brown eyes were wide with excitement, her large nipples almost poking completely through the flimsy halter top she wore.
�I think he does,� she said. �Want to hear. At the Mall, I told him you were a little sex fiend, the horniest girl in the 5th grade. Who couldn't stop fucking. And you loved sex too much to stop being a slut. I said he could either join us in the fucking or just completely miss out.�
Tim laughed then.
�I chose to join in,� he told me. �But it got me so excitedhearingall the dirty stuff you'd done, Ihadto come here. I don't want to miss out on any of the fun stuff with you, ever again��
I nodded, surprised to say the least.
It wouldn't be the first time a boy who liked me wanted to hear about my dirty past, every filthy detail, in fact. It was as if, unable to stop me from fucking other boys, and not certain how to deal with it, some boys decided that going along, just being part of the fun, made it all somehow seem okay.
Or at least easier. If that makes any sense.
It was as if hearing all about it put them right into the middle of the action. So maybe jealousy's as much about feeling left out as anything else.
�I want to know everything,� Tim said again, his breathing growing slowly more ragged. �God, my dick is throbbing like hell!�
Noelle suddenly used one hand to pull down her halter top in front, over her big breasts, both of them suddenly bouncing free with a firmness (considering their size) that had to be seen to be believed.
Which Tim saw, and believed, his eyes wide and staring at them.
�Good God!� he gasped, unable to look away. �They're huge!�
I laughed, a little self-consciously, then said, �She's got the best tits in our entire school. Even some of the teachers can't help staring at her. But it's her delicious cunt that'll make you wild.�
He gave out with a nervous laugh.
�This is better than anything I've ever done,� he said. �Obviously.�
I just looked to him with a provocative little smile.
�And we're just getting started, Tim,� I told him. �Wait until Noelle and I really get going��

****

The position we decided we all liked best, after much slippery and naked fun experimenting, was for me to lay on my side with my legs apart, Noelle and I doing an eager '69' while Tim screwed me in the ass.
His stiff cock slid up my little asshole easily, aided by two small packets of flavored lube (which got me a look when I took them out of my purse), and then Noelle and I dove right in, sucking each other's cunts wetly while Tim watched intently from over my bare shoulder.
As he screwed me in the butt. It was great fun, to say the least.
Earlier, though, I was up on my hands and knees and Tim was lying underneath me, enthusiastically licking my pussy and clit from below while I alternated between sucking his standing cock and jacking him off.
Noelle was kneeling behind me, licking both my asshole and as much of my pussy as she could reach. She also set her vibrator, the thick black one about 8� long, to 'full-speed-ahead.'
Then she'd slid it deeply into my cunt-hole, where it was buzzing away as they both licked at me around it.
It was then, when I was so turned on by what they were doing to me I could hardly think straight, that I'd told Tim about the great fucking the three boys had given me in the van.
�They fucked mesogood,� I admitted, shakily, my pussy wildly alive with the mix of intense sensations from the vibrator and their tongues. �Tommy was in my pussy and Randy was fucking my asshole while I sucked off Keith. But you saw that part. It wasafteryou stormed away, even though I kept crying and wishing you'd come back, that they really fucked me the hardest and the best��
�Unbelievable�� Tim managed, between stretches of sucking my clit. �So, how many times did they fuck you? And how long did they do it to you?�
�Are you sure you want to hear this�?� I asked.
I was trying to catch my breath, only moments away from having another orgasm, my fifth climax of the afternoon with these two. The vibrator was humming steadily in my pussy, bringing me closer to the edge of it every second.
And Tim's stiff cock in my hand was beginning to throb even more noticeably, the swollen head of it pulsing as if getting ready to do something as well: like shooting a large load of his semen into my face.
Which would be great fun, too.
�Idowant to hear it,� he told me. �As nuts as it sounds, it's like I'm right there when you tell it-and it makes my dick really hard.�
�I can tell.�
And I started to continue, but before I could go on with my description of that tearful afternoon of nonstop fucking, I felt the first contractions of my orgasm, my overheated pussy suddenly spasming into full-bloom flame.
�Ohhh God,� I'd moaned. �You two are making me so close! I'm going to come�rightnow! Uhhh! I'm coming, I'mcoming! Ohhh, yes! Yes! Suck my pussy, Tim, keep sucking it! Stay on my clit!�
And I came so hard it was like I was adrift in another world. The indescribable pleasure of it filled my naked little body from head to toe, radiating out in pulsing waves from the center of it all-my sloppy wet cunt.
�Don't stop, don't stop!� I moaned to both of them, my bare hips jerking as I pushed my cunt even tighter into Tim's face. �Fuck, fuck, fuck! It's so fucking good, I can't stand it! Ohhhh, God, I love to come so much! Uhhh!�
Tim and Noelle managed to keep their mouths glued to my pussy and my asshole, the humming vibrations of her black toy rippling through my crotch adding even more intensely to the final release of all my tensions at once.
And Tim, aroused beyond anything he'd ever done before, suddenly ejaculated hugely as I pumped his cock with my hand, his cum spurting wetly into my face. I opened my mouth, managing to get at least some of his semen down my throat, but it was mostly my face that received it.
Which excited me nearly as much as it did him.
�I never did that before!� he laughed, finally, after my own long and satisfying climax began to subside. �What fun!�
�Ohhhh God�� I groaned then, simply falling to my side on the bed, his cum dripping off of my lips, nose and chin. I wiped my face off on the sheet, figuring I'd worry about cleaning it up later. �That was so great!�
I lay there, sweaty and naked, panting and shaking.
Noelle gave my bare ass a playful slap, then put her hand around Tim's still stiffly standing cock. He swallowed at the sensation, smiling when she began gently squeezing his dick with her warm fingers.
�I'm starting to get soft,� he informed her, then looked to me. �That was terrific, Maureen, coming in your face. I mean it.�
�I'm glad you liked it.�
�Let's get you hard again,� Noelle said to him. �I want some of that, too.�
�Okay,� he managed.
And Noelle looked to me.
�Maureen, tell him about the big gangbang you did with those older boys in the park last month,� she said to me. �That should get him stiff again.�
�Noelle�!�
�He wants to hear it,� she said. �Don't be shy.�
I just shook my head, then raised myself up on one elbow. One glance at my skinny boyfriend's eager face looking to me, as my naked best friend started masturbating him, told me all I needed to know.
Hedidwant to hear every filthy thing about me. And it was kind of exciting, really, to be so open with someone I cared about.
Like, sick and yet exciting.
But instead of starting with my story, I said, �Noelle, why don't you tell him how you made me piss in your mouth? I bet he'd like to hear about that-�
But she waved me off with a little laugh.
�Fine,� she agreed, still holding Tim's dick. �But you first. It's a better story and a lot more exciting��
Tim looked first to her, shaking his head at (maybe) imagining me squatting over her gorgeous face and filling her mouth with my piss, but then back to me with a smile, very much warming my little insides.
I exhaled slowly, then started.
�It was after dark,� I told him. �And these five older boys in a new SUV tried to pick me up. At first, I didn't want to go along with it, since I didn't know any of them, but one of them said they'd heard about me from a friend of theirs��

CHAPTER 25

As I think I already mentioned, I was lying on my side on the bed with my legs spread, doing a wet and wild '69' with Noelle while Tim was vigorously fucking me in my well-lubricated ass.
I'd been telling him the story of my gangbang with the older boys in the park, at gorgeous Noelle's urging while she jacked him off, but when I got to the details about one of them fucking me in the ass, he said he wanted to fuck my butthole, too.
So, of course, I let him.
�It makes me crazy,� he admitted. �Hearing it all. Instead of making me mad, it makes me want to be part of the next gangbang you do�to see you fuckingsomuch and comingsomany times��
I gave him a little smile and a shrug.
�Okay,� I agreed. �Noelle and I know some boys we can call. They've done us both at the same time��
This seemed to surprise Tim, thebothof us part, as if I was theonlybig whore in the room.
�Noelle, you, too?� he asked her. �You've done gangbangs?�
And with that, I turned to her.
�Noelle, now you tell Tim about the gangbangsyou'vedone, the all-night fucking where you still couldn't get enough��
She nodded with a little smile.
�Fine,� she said, sliding her hand off of his dick and down to her own crotch. She began fingerfucking herself, getting in the proper frame of mind to tell her story. To Tim, she said, �You're going to know a lot of dirty stuff about both of us.�
And that led to the three of us going at it with his once-again hard dick up my asshole and Noelle eating my pussy while I ate hers, which is just about where you came in�

****

At a sudden metallic scraping sound from the outside door, we all looked over from the bed in surprise.
Which caused a startled Tim to freeze at first, but then slide his dick wetly back out of my asshole. Where he'd been screwing me and only moments from making me come again. With Noelle's assistance, of course, as she sucked at my clit.
�Hey!� he said. �What's going on�?�
The door opened suddenly and my father and mother simply walked into the room, using their master keys. I could see plenty of sunlight behind them, which meant it was still just the middle of the afternoon.
�Maureen!� my dad said, walking over to the bed. �What are you kids all doing in here?�
As if he couldn't tell.
Noelle and I both immediately sat up, our nakedness no concern in front of my parents. But Tim grabbed the sheet and pulled it across his lap, hiding the very stiff erection he'd just pulled out of my 11-year-old asshole.
�Oh, God, no!� was how he reacted.
He was clearly terrified, a 12-year-old boy caught in bed with his naked underage girlfriend, by his girlfriend's parents yet! And with a naked 14-year-old schoolgirl in bed with them, besides.
I could tell he had no idea what might happen next, but he expected it to be bad, I was sure. Very bad.
�Daddy, what areyoudoing?� I asked. �We're in here having fun, is all.�
Which clearly wasnotwhat Tim expected to hear from me.
Noelle slid off the bed then, standing naked and wiping a drying strand of Tim's semen from her bare inner thigh. Then the big-breasted teenager picked up her black vibrator from the bed, turned it on briefly to check the batteries, nodded and looked to my parents.
�I'm going to clean up a little,� she said simply, as if nothing out of the ordinary was taking place. �I've got cum on me.�
And we all, Tim and I and both of my folks, watched silently as Noelle's perfect bare ass disappeared into the bathroom.
I slid off the bed then and stood naked in front of them as well, seeing no reason to pretend I was in any way embarrassed. Tim was looking shocked, to say the least, his erection still under the sheet as he stared from me to my mother and to my father and even to the bathroom.
Noelle had left the door open and was in there noisily peeing.
To Tim, I'm certain, it was like finding himself in an insane asylum. An insane asylum filled with naked people and sexual weirdness he just couldn't believe. Or in any way understand.
�Just relax,� I advised him. �This will eventually make sense.�
My blonde mother was smiling.
She looked to the handsome young man who was once again my boyfriend, checking him out, I knew. She loved sex with young guys, the younger the better, as I'd said, and Tim was a boy very much in her range of preferred ages.
�Maureen, introduce us to your new friend,� she said. �He looks a little embarrassed, I'm afraid. But he's very cute-and obviously aroused.�
Which made Tim flinch, then cover his hard-on under the sheet with his hands as best he could. He still hadn't said another word. My mom just smiled at him, then told me, �Maureen, tell your little friend it's okay, that neither your dad nor I bite. Unless we're asked to.�
Which got a funny look from Tim.
But I just ignored her, looking instead to my father.
�How'd you know we were in here?� I wanted to know.
�Magda was cleaning in the other hallway and saw all three of you sneaking into this room,� he said. �So she told us. We figured we'd give you time to have your fun, then see what you were up to��
Great. I turned to Tim.
�I know how odd this seems,� I said to him, shaking my head. �But you're not going to get into trouble. It's a big secret but we're all nudists. It's a very healthy lifestyle, like from Sweden, but people here wouldn't understand.�
And with that lie from me, finally, Tim seemed to relax slightly.
�That makes sense,� he said, nodding to himself. But then he looked to my father and my mother as if he might not believe it. �Are you really nudists?� he wanted to know. �Does she meannakednudists?�
My mom gave him a warm smile, then walked over to his side of the bed.
She was in a little yellow sundress and I could tell by the way her unfettered boobs moved that she wasn't wearing anything under it. The dress was so short, in fact, that it openly displayed her full cleavage on top andalmostshowed the cheeks of her firm ass in back.
Tim had to look up from where he sat to see her, but look he did: even he could tell she was naked under her skimpy covering. It was probably her big pointy nipples almost sticking clear through. He took a deep breath, then licked at his lips nervously. She excited him.
I couldn't blame him, though-my motherdidhave a shockingly sexy body.
I gave her a warning look, but she said brightly, �We can prove we're nudists, if you like, by getting bare-assed naked with you kids right now.�
His mouth dropped open.
�She's just trying to be funny, Tim,� I said quickly. �Aren't you, mother?�
And my mom shrugged, saying, �If you say so, dear. But your young man has a hard-on under that sheet and I'll bet he wants you to do something about it.� And to Tim, she said, �Isn't that right?�
But before he could even try to come up with an answer tothatone, my father (seeing my obvious discomfort) interjected, saying to my mother, �Let's just leave the kids to themselves. Come on, Melissa, let's go.�
And my mom, clearly wanting to stay for some dirty fun of her own, took a deep breath, but added, �Maureen, you and Noelle stay and have fun with your new boyfriend here. We'll see you at dinnertime.�
Finally.
�Thanks, Daddy,� I smiled at him. And at her, �Thank you, Mother.�
But as they turned for the door, Noelle stepped naked out of the bathroom with her black vibrator still in her hand. She gave me a naughty look, then walked straight up to my parents before I could stop her.
�Don't leave,� she asked them. �We're teaching Tim how to lick pussy. He's a real quick learner, and a great fuck, but another sweet-tasting pussy for him to practice on wouldn't hurt.�
Which got a quick laugh from my mother and father.
But it also got a look from Tim that made me realize he was definitely aroused by my mom's hot body.
Especially when Noelle, as playful as always, reached out and lifted the front of her little yellow sundress, showing the boy my mother's smoothly-waxed cunt before quickly slipping a finger up into it.
�You always have the wettest pussy!� Noelle told my mom. �If Maureen's boyfriend doesn't want to lick it, I sure will.�
I'd been watching Tim all along and it was as if he suddenly lost the ability to even breathe. It was like he was paralyzed, just watching all the sexually-charged craziness going on around him.
I dropped down onto the bed next to him, and gave his standing cock a warm squeeze through the sheet. It jerked under my hand, as vibrantly alive as I'd ever known it to be.
I was a little girl who knew when to quit. And also when to just go right along with the flow.
�Tim, you know how much I like you,� I said to him. �But I just have to ask-do you want to fuck my mother?�
He just looked to me, and then swallowed.
�It's okay,� I told him, seriously. �You can fuck her all you want. And you can fuck me or Noelle after, no problem. So, simply, doyou want to fuck my mother?�
He stared at me, apparently never expecting that particular offer, and then glanced over at her. Noelle was still fingering her pussy and my mom gave Tim a big smile and a little nod.
She was going for it, and making it obvious.
Tim slowly looked back to me.
�Yes, I do,� he said slowly.
But then he looked down, not meeting my eyes, as if either embarrassed or maybe even ashamed that he could have such a wicked and clearly unhealthy thought. I just smiled then.
And I stood up to make room for my mom on the bed as she slid away from Noelle, pulled her sundress over her head and came to us, naked and so aroused I could smell the wetness of her hot pussy immediately.
Noelle turned and was quickly helping my dad get undressed.
I knew they'd be fucking right beside us on the king-sized bed any minute. My father loved anal sex and she loved getting fucked in her asshole, so it was sort of a natural match.
I sat back down next to Tim, turned his face up to me, and kissed him, long and hard, my moist tongue exploring his mouth as I pulled the sheet away that'd been covering his rigid young cock.
And as my small hand closed around it, I whispered into his ear, �I'm going to fuck your brains out every time I'm with you. So will my mother and so will Noelle and so will every other slutty girl I know.�
He just looked to me, numbly, I thought, but clearly very much aroused by the idea of it all.
�You're going to love it,� I went on. �And in every gangbang I do, you can fuck me first, last and whenever, or come in my mouth or jack off in my face, or doanythingfilthy you want to me. If that's okay, just nod.�
And with the start of a little smile, Tim, my ex- and current and hopefully future boyfriend still, simply nodded.
I gave his hard cock another quick squeeze.
�Tim, welcome to the family.�
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