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Author’s Notes: comments_readers: About a year ago, I came up with the setting and premise of sex at an all-girl’s school that might be good for three or four stories. Here we are at part 38. Although I have ideas for more Claridge stories, I think it’s time to leave the girls to their diligent studies and move on.

I hope you enjoyed it.

- mv



Section Content

Part 01

The new headmaster at the Claridge Academy, a prestigious K-12 boarding school for girls, discovers that the school has been a front for pedos since its founding in the ninetteenth century. Honored to carry on the tradition, he selects a five year-old named Gretchen to receive some private orientation on her new school.

Part 02

With the intent of just watching his first little sex toy at play, Headmaster Eddings is attracted to a somewhat older preteen. Eleven year-old Naomi becomes the next visitor to his office. And the headmaster gets to be the first to taste Naomi’s brand new breasts - along with being the first to sample other goodies.

Part 03

Five high school girls who have dubbed themselves the “Bitch Brigade” excel at creating trouble at the school. Their latest stunt involves a fifth grader who becomes the unwilling partner of a drunken teacher who mistakens her for a boy.

Part 04

The Bitch Brigade is ready to party with a rough crew of men in town. But Brigade member Sue also has some nasty plans for her 5yo sister, Meagan. Meagan unwittingly brings a friend. And another Brigade member’s 9yo sister also comes along with one of her friends. None of the younger girls is remotely aware of what is coming - and cumming - their way. But they’ll find out soon enough.

Part 05

9 yos Beth and Veronica and 5yos Meagan and Whitney are taken to a mysterious estate for the weekend. The first night finds them blowing a room full of guests and leaves them wondering what will happen next.

Part 06

The second night of the weekend-long party is another busy one for Beth, Veronica, Meagan, and Whitney. The men get to know the nine year-olds a little more deeply while the five year-olds become tasty little treats for the ladies.

Part 07

As if having sex with a five year-old wasn’t kinky enough, Headmaster Eddings discovers something about little Gretchen that makes her next visit to his office even kinkier.

Part 08

Claridge teacher Roger Hillman is sober when he receives a visit from Kathy, the ten year-old he sodomized in a drinken haze nearly two weeks earlier. Pretty soon, he needs a drink.

Part 09

5yo Samantha is quite shy and finds it hard to make friends. But her big sister showed her a special game that two girls can play, so she decides to show her roommate, Whitney, how to have some fun after bedtime. Maybe now they can be really good friends.

Part 10

Five year old Maggie and her new best friends from Claridge, Lauren, fly to her family’s estate for the weekend. She’s delighted to see her thirteen year-old cousin, Jimmy, there. And Jimmy and his equally hormonally-overloaded friends are even more thrilled to see the pair of kindergarteners - for much different reasons.

Part 11

Headmaster Eddings receives a DVD from The Five, starring his favorite five year-old sex-pot, Gretchen. But not everything is what it seems at first, not that he’s complaining by the film’s end.

Part 12

Meet Abby, a pretty ten year-old attending the school. An accomplished dancer, she is very sweet-natured and demure - which is hard to do when damn near every man, woman, and girl wants to have sex with her.

Part 13

Headmaster Eddings has five year-old Gretchen return to his office for a litttle “counseling” session. But this time, he has her bring a friend, Meagan. It isn’t long before the headmaster has two juicy little kindergarteners making all kinds of messes in his office. Fortunately, these are messes they can simply lick clean.

Part 14

Kathy returns to see Mr. Hillman after losing her cherry to him the last time. But now, she wants to be “treated like a boy”. The teacher is more than happy to oblige the ten year-old.

Part 15

Headmaster Eddings spends an evening with eleven year-old Naomi and, by special request, five year-old Samantha. Little Samantha gets to taste her first cock as well as having it rammed up her sweet little virgin ass. And between cums, Eddings has the girls play with each other.

Part 17

It’s back to the estate for another weekend for nine year-olds Beth and Veronica and five year-olds Meagan and Whitney. It’s Friday Night and all four are the main act on stage as their cute little asses take their first cocks, courtesy of some young teeneage boys. Then it’s time to meet the audience up close and personal - plenty of horny men and women…and an amorous Great Dane.

Part 18

It’s Saturday Night at the estate and now the four girls are split up and sent to private rooms for some “specialized treatment” from the people who bid on them. Each one gets something different that will leave a lasting impression and shape their further experiences at the estate.

Part 19

It’s an evening of revelations for a pair of kindergarteners - Meagan and Gretchen - when the two are taken to meet some of the men who control the school’s “extracurricular activities”. Meagan’s activivites are exposed to Gretchen, but Gretchen is stunned to see what she herself as done while drugged. It makes for a great movie night - especially when they both are shown the movie they had made together while under the influnce. There’s no popcorn, but the five year-olds are hot-buttered by night’s end.

Part 20

10 year-old Kathy pays another visit to the well-hung Mr. Hillman, this time with ther eight year-old sister, Eva in tow. After double-teaming the teacher’s cock with some oral action, they retire to the bedroom. Kathy holds her sister Mr. Hillman comes knocking on little Eva’s backdoor.

Part 21

Kindergarteners Maggie and Lauren are taken to the estate to be “evaluated” by Ilsa, a dominatrix. Ilsa is assisted by four young teenage black boys and then one of the men who works there also stops by for a quick fix. After all, it takes an estate to raise a slut.

Part 22

Eleven year-old Kay is a bookish girl who loves mysteries. When she senses something mysterious about a classmate’s visits to the school’s headmaster, she decides to investigate. But things don’t go as planned and her evening could be titled ‘The Case of the GangBanged Virgin’.

Part 23

Kindergarteners Samantha and Whitney get interviewed by members of The Five about all of their intimate little secrets. But The Five are also men of action, not just talk, as both girls soon find out. While all this is a bit too much for sweet little Whitney, Samantha is thrilled and begins her path to slutdom.

Part 24

Ten year-old Lucia has an obsession for her pretty schoolmate, Abby. And although she’s been sexually playing with Abby for a while, she’s now about to take it to another level.

Part 25

The day after losing her cherry to her roommate, ten year-old Abby gets broken in anally by her dance instructor. They watch five year-old Whitney through a one-way mirror as Abby is fucked and the instructor makes some suggestions about the kindergartner that help make Abby cum.

Part 26

It’s time for eight year-old Eva to lose her cherry, but she’s a bit too small for Mr. Hillman to fit. Fortunately, Eva’s big sister Kathy is there to lend a helping hand - and some other body parts.

Part 26

Kindergartners Maggie and Samantha spend the evening with two members of the The Five. Samantha gets her cherry popped and both girls enjoy some bouncy lap rides.

Part 28

Kindergartners Lauren and Whitney feel very abandoned. But the new roommates soon learn that they have some…mutual interests.

Part 29

Now that her virginity is gone from her pussy and ass, Abby winds up in a sapphic sandwich between her aunt and her ballet teacher. The ten year-old ballet dancer gives the performance of her life as she gets her first double penetration from the front and rear.

Part 30

Five year-old Gretchen is taken to see the school’s headmaster, who wants to show off his first conquest to a former headmaster who has come to visit. And being such a bright little girl, she knows that one cock plus one cock equals lots of fun.

Part 31

Ten year-old Abby invites five year-old Whitney to spend the night in her dorm room. Whitney is in awe of the older girl and they both soon discover a shared interest in certain fun little games.

Part 32

Retired headmaster LaGrange has come back to Claridge for a weekend. Then he meets a former student whose cherry he took long ago. Now she presents him with her three year-old daughter - and a special request.

Part 33

It’s another wild weekend at The Estate. First up are kindergarteners Maggie and Samantha, who are eager to show what they can do with their little bodies. When the men leave the girls a very sticky mess, the ladies arrive to conduct some serious deep-cleaning.

Part 34

While at The Estate, nine year-old Beth is puzzled to find that she is to act as a cheerleader during a basketball game between some young black teens. But the nine year-old blonde soon learns a thing or two about victory parties.

Part 35

Five year-olds Meagan and Gretchen are the next act at The Estate’s dinner theater. First they show the ladies and gentlemen just how runny they can make their little pussies. But they’re not done - some honoroed guests arrive and give the girls something bigger than fingers. Gretchen is becoming well seasoned at this and Meagan finally gets to lose her cherry.

Part 36

Fresh from their stage show where Meagan gave up her cherry and Gretchen took yet another cock, the two little girls retire to a private room. They are manacled and blindfolded when they receive a special visitor who has been anxious to be alone with these two hot little sluts.

Part 37

Kay was very nervous as she waited backstage. The eleven year-old was in the sixth grade at Claridge Academy and had been brought here to a place simply called the estate. It was a large mansion with numerous other guest houses on the vast grounds. Kay was of average height with frizzy brown hair and glasses (now removed). Over the summer, she had gone from having a flat, boyish chest to sporting a pair of firm, apple-sized breasts that jutted noticeably from her thin frame.

Over a week ago, she had been snooping around the school, enthralled by the possibility of some sort of mystery when she had been grabbed and taken off campus to a place where five men in masks had introduced her to oral sex before she lost her virginity. In the end she had swallowed each man’s cum and then had taken five more loads in her deflowered pussy.

Part 38

The weekend at The Esate continues as Veronica finds herself taking the same HUGE cock in her nine year-old ass as she had before. While she struggles with her anal effort, she gets a visit from someone she has secretly been lusting for.


Sandra is looking forward to a luxurious night with five year-old Whitney. When Sandra’s friend doesn’t arrive, Sandra is also left with Whitney’s friend Lauren. But Sandra is resourceful enough to come up with enough activities to keep two little girls busy and entertained.







Claridge Academy, Part 1

Marshall Eddings, the new headmaster, sat with the faculty on stage as the students filed into the auditorium for the first day of the new school year at the Claridge Academy. The girls’ school was established in 1872 and had an impeccable record of producing graduates of scholastic achievement and social graces. It was also rare in that it taught students from kindergarten through high school. This was to accommodate parents who worked overseas in industry or the diplomatic corps or otherwise had professional lives that provided little time at home.

The dormitories had “dorm mothers”, woman who looked after and counseled the children outside of the classroom setting. There was typically one dorm mother for every six students. This made it easier for the girls to adjust to and thrive in their lives away from home.

Eddings had been a teacher at Claridge for a little over twenty years and, with the retirement of Headmaster Farley last spring, became the school’s sixteenth headmaster at the age of fifty-eight. He watched the girls come in wearing the traditional Claridge school uniform - white blouse, dark blue blazer with the school crest on one pocket, gray skirts that were roughly knee-length (allowing for growth spurts), white stockings that stopped below the knee, and black patent leather shoes or loafers.

To many people, the girls in their uniforms looked charming. For pedophiles, they looked mouth-watering; the stuff of fantasies as to what they might look like - and feel -like, under their innocent attire. And Eddings definitely fell in the latter category.

He loved the smooth bodies of the prepubescent girls - their soft faces, bell-like voices, and tantalizing figures that were still quite early in the bud. The youngest were simply adorable with their traces of puppy fat, small limbs, and curious nature. The older ones were just as fetching in a different way as their personalities developed and their bodies’ babyish curves grew slim and longer.

During his teaching career, he had a never-ending parade of eye-candy in his classes. And he was always an enthusiastic booster at their sporting events where they were often in shorts or, thank heaven, swimsuits.

He had boxes of school activities photos that had been the staple of his masturbation fantasies for years, along with pictures carefully clipped from store catalogs. By the mid-90’s, the internet provided him with unlimited sources of treasure and his photo collection was eventually scanned so they his collection might be stored more discreetly.

Never had he acted on his impulses with any child in person, for the fear of exposure and humiliation was too great. He thought his predilections had gone unnoticed until he saw the letter on his desk that morning.

The envelope was made of fine paper and simply bore his name on the front. Looking around his office, he searched for a clue as to how it had arrived since he kept the room locked while he was not there. He opened it as he slowly sat in his chair and noticed that it also contained an old key along with the letter.

“Dear Headmaster Eddings,

Congratulations on your new promotion. We are sure that Claridge will flourish under your direction.

Please allow us to introduce ourselves. We are simply known as The Five. We are all members of the academy’s Board of Trustees - a minority considering that there are eleven board members, but we always know how to ensure our wishes are met.

Additionally, we know that you have a deep sexual attraction to little girls.”

The room was quite comfortable at precisely seventy-two degrees, Fahrenheit, but Eddings felt his gut grow cold as sweat broke out on his forehead. He steadied his trembling hand and continued to read with a lump in his throat.

“There is a part of Claridge Academy’s history that is not recounted publicly for obvious reasons. The school’s founder, Josiah Claridge, started the school in part so that he might have access to the young girls he found desirable. His tastes ran from the ages of eight to thirteen, but we feel the old boy would have approved of our decision to lower the admission age to five as we did in 1965.

We, The Five, continue his tradition and have followed you progress from even before you were approached with an offer to teach here all those years ago. Your professional and academic records were more than satisfactory for the job, but it was your other attributes that made you perfect as a prospective headmaster.”

Eddings realized that he must look like an idiot with his mouth agape, but he paid it little mind as he read these revelations.

“First and foremost, your discretion concerning your desires has been excellent. We monitored you closely and never did you show any untoward attention to any girl at Claridge. And if you did succeed in having your way with one, then bravo, sir, for it was accomplished with the utmost care and stealth.”

Eddings shook his head in wonder. He had never attempted such a thing and it seems that it was just as well that he didn’t since he had apparently been under surveillance.

“Secondly (and this is a most delicate issue - please excuse our directness), your male anatomy is on the small side which means that with proper technique, you should be able to safely penetrate even the smallest pupil here.

Lastly, you are skilled at writing narrative prose. This is very important to us as we shall shortly explain.

You’ll notice an old oak filing cabinet in the corner. Its bottom drawer takes a separate key that only you and we will have. Yours is in this envelope. Contained inside are copies of the record books of Claridge’s previous headmasters.

These books contain the photos of the girls that each headmaster has taken into sexual congress. Additionally, there are narrative descriptions of each encounter. They describe each child’s reaction, the intimacies of their bodies, and, of course, the actions performed. What we require form you is a photo of each girl - the school photos are what is usually used - and a narrative of each encounter. Please place them in the drawer and they will be collected at our leisure.

Additionally, some headmasters have seen fit to add additional items such as a lock of hair or a scrap of cloth from an intimate garment. Two of your predecessors actually included a drop of blood on a handkerchief from each virgin they had. Then there was Headmaster LaGrange in the 1970’s and 80’s who tape-recorded the little ones during the act. We’ve digitally re-mastered these recordings and have them on a flash drive taped inside the cover of his book. These additions are completely optional and may be done as you desire or not.

Also in the drawer is a bottle containing a draught that serves three functions - a muscle relaxant (quite useful for those little holes), a painkiller (to a degree, still treat the little ones gently), and a sedative. The sedative portion is quite brilliant in that the child is awake and compliant throughout the encounter, but does not remember anything afterward.

Old Josiah, who as you know made his fortunate in early pharmaceuticals, concocted the original formula in the late 1860’s. We’ve been able to refine it over the years for even better results. The drug dosage depends on the girl’s weight, which is easily obtainable through school records. It is essentially flavorless and his best administered in a beverage such as tea or lemonade. We will refill the bottle as necessary as you leave it in the drawer.

Now it’s obvious that the girls may require a certain amount of cleaning and possibly care after you are done with them. Not to worry as this is the job of the dorm mothers and they are quite ready to do this.”

Eddings gasped in amazement. The letter continued.

“No doubt that you gave just gasped in amazement (ha!). Please forgive us our little moment of amusement.

To continue, each dorm mother at the school has been especially screened and selected to support our special program here. They will ensure that the girls you select receive proper care and help ensure that the girls remain unaware of what has happened to them.

However, we must stress that you never discuss any of this with them for reasons of maintaining secrecy. Having certain staff members exchanging winks and smiles with the headmaster could draw unwanted attention. All you need to do is simply inform them when you want to see whom and they will bring them to you and collect them afterward.

By the way, we may ‘sample the wares’ so to speak of any girl you select. We may have them for an evening or a weekend - all arrangements will be made with the dorm mothers. Our selection of them does not preclude you from enjoying them at any later date. On occasion, we may request that you do not have relations with a certain student. This will be no reflection on you; it is merely that we are making plans. And as you read the narratives of Headmaster Farley, your predecessor, you may find that some of his selections appeal to you. By all means - please enjoy them!

One final note: You are undoubtedly aware of a troupe of rather troublesome girls entering their junior year of high school - Sue Andrews, Marti Kessler, Shawna Abrams, Luann De Soto, and Tori Miller. They have charmingly dubbed themselves the “Bitch Brigade”. Quite apropos, in our opinion. By the way, none of these five has ever been selected by us or the headmaster.

Miss Andrews and Miss Miller have been granted to permission to drive automobiles for the weekend off of school grounds. This is a rare dispensation, usually reserved for more deserving students of the best behavior, but we have our reasons for giving these two more freedom in search for more mischief. We will be keeping tabs on them.

As you know, Miss Miller has a nine year-old sister, Beth, who has been a student here since kindergarten. Whatever the elder sister’s behavioral issues are, the younger Miss Miller has been a model student, much to the relief of you and your staff, I’m sure. Miss Andrews has a younger sister, Meagan, who is part of your new kindergarten class. We have no idea as to how she’ll behave, so we wish you only the best of luck in that regard.

We shall be in contact with you in written form such as these letters, left in the file drawer. In the mean time, please enjoy the well-earned perks of your new position!”

Sincerely,

The Five

Eddings mind returned to the present as he heard and then saw the quintet of the “Bitch Brigade” make their entrance into the auditorium. As usual, they were making snide comments and snapping their chewing gum. All five were attractive enough, if not beautiful. And he noticed that each had her skirt hemmed just above the knee at the highest height the dress code allowed. Usually, girls began the school year with their skirts a little lower as their legs would grow and raise the hem.

He scanned the seats in the middle rows of the auditorium and spied Beth Miller sitting and quietly talking with several of her fourth grade classmates. Thank goodness she was nothing like her older sister.

Several dorm mothers were herding the new kindergarteners to the front row. The little girls craned their necks and stared at their new surrounding, so they required a little extra help in getting seated. Students had begun moving onto the campus three days ago, but this was the first time the five year-olds saw this grand old room. Eddings couldn’t help but to smile at their awe.

He glanced down at the small booklet that listed all students by class, with a face photo and a small description of each girl. This was particularly useful with the new class of youngsters. He looked at the book and back up at the little ones until he found Meagan Andrews.

She was average-sized for her age with a round face, Cupid’s bow lips, and expressive brown eyes. Her reddish brown hair was cut to just below the top of her blazer collar in the back. She was giggling and talking with her other new classmates and seemed decent enough at first glance.

Eddings spied another girl standing by herself near the front row. She seemed too young to be here and he scanned the kindergarten pages until he found her. Whitney Bell. She had turned five two days ago and was quite small for her age. As she had scored well on her exams and her parents had an excellent reputation, she had been admitted to the school with no problem. He noticed that due to her parents’ schedule (they were flying to the Far East on an embassy assignment); she had just been delivered to the school this morning.

Whitney looked like a little china doll. Her skin was milky white with a touch of pink on her cheeks. Pulled in a long pony tail with her bangs hanging in the front, Whitney’s hair was light blonde, almost white. Her light hair and complexion contrasted with her berry red lips and startlingly deep blue eyes.

The little girl had become separated from her dorm mother in the bustle and now had no idea what to do as others walked around her. The poor thing did not know anyone here yet and Eddings could see her eyes brimming with tears. Then he saw Meagan look her way and hop down from her seat. If she was anything like her sister, Meagan would undoubtedly see a smaller girl about ready to cry and would pounce at the opportunity to make her miserable.

Eddings held his breath as a smiling Meagan walked up to Whitney. He was ready to intercede, but he saw Meagan say something to Whitney and then the blonde girl nodded with a huge look of relief on her face. Meagan took her hand and walked her back to where the other girls were sitting and introduced her new friend to them all. Whitney climbed into a chair and gleefully joined whatever conversation five year-olds found compelling.

Eddings exhaled with relief. It seemed that Megan would not be the problem her sister was. He scanned the first row of little girls, deciding that his first sex mate should be from this new class. But who to choose from?

Meagan was certainly very spunky and cheerful and her lips looked very tasty. But then, so did Whitney’s. And Whitney was such a small child. What was the old pedophile’s joke? A five year-old with the body of a four year-old?

Eddings wished their skirts were a little higher so that he could see above the adorable little knees of the entire first row. A minute later, he saw another kindergartener suddenly drew her legs up and put her feet on the edge of her seat. The skirt slid down her thighs, which were spread just enough for Eddings to see the pretty flesh of her legs and the thin white cotton of her underpants displaying a juicy looking camel toe.

Eddings enjoyed the view until one of the dorm mothers lightly tapped the girl on the knee and said quietly something to her. The little girl smiled in response and promptly straightened her legs. She had light blue eyes and wore her yellow hair in a single braid down her back. Eddings checked his book. Gretchen Larsen was her name. And her little impromptu display had just won her the honors of being the new headmaster’s first child.

“I really like birdies,” Gretchen said enthusiastically as Eddings handed her a cup of drug-laced fruit punch.

The little girl remembered her manners and thanked the headmaster before she began to drink. Eddings had waited a week for usual frenetic activity of the first week of school to subside before he had the girl brought to him.

They chatted a little longer in Eddings’ office until Gretchen was only mechanically responding to questions. Her eyes had a glassy look to them and Eddings knew from the additional instructions for the draught that she was ready.

“Gretchen,” he said quietly. “Please remove all of your clothes.”

The child obeyed and within two minutes Marshall Eddings had his fantasy standing completely nude in front of him. He picked Gretchen up and stood her on his desk where he could see every part of her delightful little body. Slowly, he brushed his fingers over various parts of her, relishing the delicately soft skin that was nicely tanned from the summer. The pale outline of skimpy panties and the two small white triangles on her chest told him her parents had dressed her in a bikini while at the beach.

He placed his hands over the triangles on her chest and massaged her flesh, rolling his thumbs over her nipples until he felt them respond. The headmaster nibbled on each tiny nubbin as they grew erect as he slid his hands down to her round little ass. He squeezed and rolled her buttocks in his hands before running his hands down her legs. Languidly, he caressed his way back up Gretchen’s perfect young limbs until he reached the tops of her thighs.

The kindergartener’s pussy was completely hairless, a small bulge between her legs with a little slit that was slightly dimpled at the top. Trying to remember to breathe, Eddings kneaded the warm gobbet of flesh in his fingers, spreading the chubby mound apart so he could gaze at the inner flesh, so pale and pink and ready for him. Bringing his nose against her spread opening, he inhaled deeply. To his slight disappointment, she smelled the same as she did everywhere else - like a well-scrubbed little girl. Of course, she was still perfectly dry in there and Eddings was determined to change that immediately.

He grasped her ass once more to holder her fast while he licked her little mound, then eased his tongue into her slit. He pressed against her hymen and diddled her clit with the tip of his tongue. After a few minutes, he was rewarded with a unique, slightly salty taste from her sex as she began to lubricate. Gretchen’s only verbal response was a quiet “ah”.

With his cock beating at the door of his fly and threatening to make a mess inside his pants, Eddings placed a folded towel on his desk and laid Gretchen down on top of it. He completely removed his pants and underwear, not wanting anything to interfere with his first girl, and spread her legs. He took a digital camera from the door and snapped a picture of Gretchen’s tightly closed twat.

Setting the camera beside her, he slathered some KY Jelly on his cock head in a thin film. Gretchen watched his cock with drug-induced detachment as he held it up between her legs.

“I’m going to put this inside that sweet little pussy and make you mine now, darling. Is that alright with you?”

Uncomprehendingly, but completely open to suggestion, Gretchen simply answered, “Yes.”

He rubbed his cock head up and down her little slit. While he was painfully aware of how small he was in length and width, he still looked huge against the child’s quim. Pressing inward, he saw and felt the kindergartener’s pussy begin to bulge apart. As his head moved in, he could feel it squeeze through the narrow opening of the inner lips and then press against the tiny membrane that guarded the little girl’s virgin passage.

Eddings adjusted his hold on Gretchen’s hips and forced his cock in further. For a brief moment, the little girl’s cherry stubbornly refused to break and only stretched inward. Despite the drugs, Gretchen made some noises in her throat to express her discomfort. Then her eyes flew open all the wider as the membrane finally gave way and gave Eddings’ cock full access to her innocent pussy.

“Oh!” the little girl cried softly as her virginity was lost.

Eddings kept feeding his cock into her tight little hole until he felt it reach bottom. He had managed to get another inch or so inside of her past his head. He pulled out and gave the child’s pussy a few more thrusts. The hot tight grip inside her vulva was exquisite as his cock slid through her liquid lined sheath. A few beads of blood had worked out of her pussy and now stained his cock and the smooth skin of her intimate flesh.

Eddings took another picture of this and then resumed fucking the little student entrusted to his care. He grabbed her legs behind her knees and pressed them up toward her sweet young body, presenting her pussy for slightly deeper fucking. Gretchen showed no signs of pain and only responded to each inward thrust with an “ungh” grunted in her sweet little voice. The soft flesh above her pussy flexed each time he plunged into her. Eddings could take it no longer and let himself cum.

The little girl’s pussy could only take so much and soon his jism was overflowing from her tight cunt with pink streaks where her virginal blood was forced out with it. Eddings leaned forward and planted his hands palms down on his desk, panting. Once he regained his composure, he straightened up and looked down at where he cock was still embedded in the little pussy.

Courteously, he thought he should give the little girl some pleasure before he withdrew. He began to massage her clit and then proceeded to alternately push in on it, flick it, and pinch it between two rubbing fingers. This went on for many minutes until Eddings felt Gretchen’s pussy give a quick shudder on the inside. Gretchen looked at him and said “oh!” and continued to look at him through eyes that weren’t completely focused.

The old headmaster assumed he had just given the child her first cum and was amazed when he felt himself begin to stiffen inside her. This was by far the fastest he had ever recovered in a long time and he decided to make the most of it.

He began to fuck his little prize again. This time her baby cunt felt and sounded much wetter with his jism and her new juices bathing both of their organs. He increased the pace of their copulation until he felt his balls surge and release again. The five year-old’s little pussy, completely virgin less than an hour ago, accepted its second load of cum.

When he pulled his cock out, a nice stream of semen oozed from Gretchen’s precious cuntlet. There were still a few telltale spots of blood on her crotch and some pinkish streaks in the male cum that indicated her recent deflowering. Eddings took one final picture before dressing himself and cleaning Gretchen’s messy little crotch.

While the little girl mindlessly dressed herself at his request, Eddings called her dorm mother and told her that his conference with Gretchen was done. A few minutes later, the woman politely arrived and escorted her charge back to her room.

With the sex still fresh in his mind, Eddings typed out his narrative on his computer, saving the file directly to a flash drive he had inserted. Then he loaded the three photos to the drive, printed copies of everything out for his scrapbook, and finally placed the drive and book in the file drawer. He made sure it was securely locked before he picked up the soiled towel from the floor behind his desk. He rinsed the loose fluids from it in the small bathroom attached to his office and stuffed the towel into the middle of the laundry bin in the gymnasium.

At the beginning of every school year, he, like every headmaster before him, announced that the coming year would be the best in the school’s history. Eddings now truly believed that this would at least hold true for him.

Claridge Academy, Part 2

(Note: This takes place two days after Part 1.)

Headmaster Marshall Eddings went to the gymnasium after the classes were done for the day. On Wednesdays, an open play session was held in the gym for the younger girls in kindergarten through second grade. He wanted to see how his little sex-mate, Gretchen was doing after losing her cherry two nights earlier.

The little blonde-haired girl was involved in a spirited game of tag with her classmates, her long single braid of hair bouncing on her back as she ran and dodged. All of the girls were wearing shorts and school t-shirts. Eddings loved to see their bare little limbs in motion.

Several girls in the sixth and seventh grade were helping watch the younger girls. These were all volunteers who enjoyed working with the little ones. Near where Eddings stood, one eleven year-old was playfully hoisting a first grader as she repeatedly tried to throw a basketball through a net. At last, the little girl succeeded and squirmed in the older girl’s grip as she was let down. Her hand inadvertently brushed against the eleven year-old’s chest as she dropped to the floor.

“Hey, you’ve got boobies now,” the little girl exclaimed. “You didn’t have any last year. How come you’ve got them now?”

The older girl, Naomi Chandler was her name as Eddings recalled, blushed.

“It’s not polite to mention these things, Wendy,” she chided the younger girl. “It will happen to you too when you get older.”

“Oh, sorry,” Wendy replied. “Thanks for helping me make a basket!” she continued before running off to another part of the gym.

Naomi smiled and shook her head before jogging off to where some other girls were. Eddings watched Naomi’s rump shift beneath her shorts as she ran. The girl’s t-shirt had been too loose for him to notice anything on her chest, but he was intrigued at what the preteen might have there. Naomi was a slim girl with brunette hair and dark brown eyes. Although he certainly wanted to have Gretchen again, this eleven year-old would make a fun diversion.

Naomi was back in her school uniform and somewhat nervous to be summoned to the headmaster’s office when her dorm mother dropped her off. Eddings had reviewed her file which matched what he knew about her as a student - no behavior problems and good grades.

He had her school file open as she took a seat in front of his desk. He remembered her embarrassment about her chest development and decided to have a little fun with her before having a great deal more fun.

“Hello, Naomi, please relax. You are not in any trouble. As the new headmaster, I would like to try to talk to as many students in private as I can. It’s just a way of getting to keep myself in tune with the student body, as it were, since my new duties prevent me from interacting in the classroom.”

Naomi visibly relaxed before Eddings continued.

“I’m sure that you had an enjoyable summer, yes?

The girl nodded enthusiastically.

“Good. And I hope you continue to thrive here at Claridge. But this is also a time when a girl your age will begin to experience certain…changes.”

Just as Eddings had hoped, Naomi’s face turned scarlet as she feared he would discuss her recent body development. The headmaster tapped Naomi’s file with his pen.

“You and your classmates will find the curriculum in the sixth grade to be much more challenging. These changes are not always easy, but with the proper application and effort, you will find it to be most rewarding as you will have an opportunity to choose more electives to your liking in the higher grades, assuming you have the grades to do so.”

Naomi gave a silent prayer of thanks. The old man was only interested in her classes. Eddings then sat up abruptly.

“Please forgive me! Where are my manners? Would you like something to drink? I don’t care much for carbonated beverages, but I have fruit punch, lemonade, and iced tea.”

“Oh…..iced tea, I guess.”

Eddings pulled a jug from the mini-refrigerator behind his desk and poured two glasses with his back to the girl, blocking her view as he added a dose of the drug to her glass. Being careful to remember which glass was which, he handed Naomi her laced beverage and continued to chat with her about her classes.

A few minutes later, her answers shortened to simple yeses and no’s - nothing that required her to formulate a new thought or opinion. The slightly vacant look in her eyes confirmed to Eddings that she was ready for him.

“So, Naomi,” he continued conversationally. I understand that you’ve grown some breasts - is this correct?”

“Yes.”

“Did this happen over the summer?”

“Yes.”

“Excellent. Now please strip down to your underwear.”

Naomi calmly did as he requested until she stood before him in only a training bra what poked outward and a pair of plain white panties. Eddings walked behind her and, after some fumbling, undid the small clasp of the girl’s first bra. He slid his hands around her ribs and slipped them under the loosened bra where he could feel the soft mounds beneath it. He massaged the tiny things for a moment before he pulled the bra from her.

Walking around to the front of the preteen again, he gazed at her developing chest. Like sweet little Gretchen two nights ago, Naomi had the pale silhouette of her bathing suit imprinted on her chest, although this extended down her belly as she must have worn a one-piece garment. Her breasts were forming nicely; gently rising mounds that stuck out from her chest about one inch. He cupped her left breast with his hand, kneading the new girl flesh while he gently tugged at the nipple on her right breast until he could feel it harden. The headmaster was growing hard himself as he stepped back from the girl.

“They feel wonderful. Do you feel them a lot?”

“Yes,” she replied, with no hint of the embarrassment she had showed earlier.

“In the shower?”

“Yes.”

“In your bed?”

“Yes.”

“Show me how you feel them.”

Naomi put her hands on her chest and brushed her fingers over each of her chest buds, softly squeezing and pulling on them as if she was testing some exotic produce. She rubbed the nipples and swirled her thumbs around the areolas. To his growing excitement, Eddings could hear Naomi’s breathing become more rapid. The sweet sixth grader was pleasuring herself.

“Take off you panties and lie down on my desk,” he barely managed to croak.

The young girl stripped off her panties and climbed onto his desk before lying face-up on it. Her crotch was equally as pale as her torso from where a swimsuit had shielded her from the sun. Eddings hastily stuffed a towel under her ass and pulled out his camera. Naomi’s little quim had not yet felt the touch of impending puberty as her chest has done. The eleven year-old’s twat was completely hairless. Breathlessly, Eddings eased her puffy labia apart and saw that she was nicely moist inside. A droplet of her own lubrication glistened in the narrow aperture of her hymen.

He snapped a picture of her inner treasure and another of her bald pussy after he pulled his fingers away. Dropping his pants and underwear, he brought his cock up to Naomi’s modest slit and readied himself. Where he had slowly worked his way onto Gretchen’s five year-old cunt until he reached her cherry, Eddings was too aroused for such niceties.

He heaved himself forward and plunged through the preteen’s maidenhead. Naomi grimaced and turned her head to the side as she felt her virginal entrance rupture. Her little twat was already damp on the inside and the addition of her hymenal blood made her tight sex easier for the older man to penetrate.

Eddings recalled some of the locker room taunts he had endure in his adolescence about his lack of male endowment. But now how many of those big and medium-dicked fools could fully bury their cocks inside of an eleven year-old?

Looking down between Naomi’s legs, he saw his wiry pubic hairs rustling against the girl’s smooth crotch. He slowly pulled his cock back two inches and watched as her bald pussy lips stretched outward with the motion. A slimy film of cunt juice and blood stained his shaft. He took a picture of the preteen’s defiled hole and then commenced to fuck the little girl in earnest.

“Wrap your legs around me,” he ordered as he hunched into the gasping eleven year-old.

Naomi tried but was too small. She could only dig her heels into his ribs where they began to curve back toward his spine, but it was enough for Eddings to pretend that she was desperate for more fucking. But the pressure in his balls was not make-believe as he hammered in and out of Naomi’s wet grasping pussy. He tried to stave off the flood, but could only last two more thrusts before he shot his load into the preteen cunt.

The old man and the young girl were panting heavily as he finished and withdrew from her. Naomi’s little snatch was flushed from its first fucking and Eddings snapped a beautiful picture of it just as a blood-streaked gob of cum leaked out of it and plopped onto the towel.

Eddings took another towel and put it on the floor by his desk before telling Naomi to get off the desk and stand on the towel. Ever mindful of a mess, the headmaster took few chances in leaving any incriminating stains in his office.

Naomi stood with her legs spread. Eddings leaned back in his swivel chair, gazing as small rivulets of fluid escaped Naomi’s torn open snatch and trickled down her firm young legs.

“Do you know how to play with you pussy?” he asked the child. “Yes.”

“Then do it.”

Naomi immediately rubbed her hand over her pussy, slipping her fingertips into the narrow slit that was already tightening after its first fucking. As she jabbed an index finger inward, a puzzled look crossed her face as the entire digit slipped into her tiny cunt. Her drug-laden mind did not connect her fucking with the fact that she could now reach deep inside while masturbating.

Eddings was sure she would face that mystery again when she was fully conscious, but would have no way of knowing what happened and would be too shy to mention it to anyone. Besides, it would probably be too much fun for her to complain. But for now, the horny headmaster was eager to learn how such a young girl could be so skilled at fingering herself.

“When did you learn how to do this?” he asked.

“This summer.”

“Who taught you?”

“Miranda.”

“And who is Miranda?”

“My cousin.”

“How old is Miranda?”

“Fifteen.”

Eddings felt his cock jump as it began to harden again. He imagined some young teen girl seducing her little cousin into a lesbian relationship.

“Did Miranda also teach you how to play with your titties?”

“Yes.”

“Did she touch them for you?”

“No.”

“Did she touch your pussy?”

“No.” Eddings was disappointed as he little daydream evaporated.

“Did she let you watch her touching herself?”

“Yes.”

At least that was something, Eddings mused. He looked at Naomi as her panting increased with little high-pitched sounds. Her nimble fingers fairly flew at her hairless mound, squishing into her little pussy as her lubrication coated her hand and flew in all directions as little droplets.

“Damn!” he exclaimed. “Let’s do it now, right here!”

He shoved his feet under his swivel chair, making it shoot forward into the little girl. Eddings grabbed Naomi and lifted her onto his lap, batting her frantically working hand away from her crotch. The preteen’s juicy twat was hot and tight and on the verge of climax as he shoved her down onto his cock. Feeling the hardness plunging into her, Naomi made a strange undulating sound from her mouth as she came.

Naomi’s head lolled on her neck as Eddings lifted her up and down on his cock. Her battered pussy oozed more juices with obscene slurping sounds as she was forced to ride his prick. As he plowed into her little sheath, Eddings leaned forward and snatch Naomi’s little right breast with his lips. He was easily able to suck the entire bud of girl flesh into his mouth and was tempted to give it some hard nibbling, but refrained for fear of leaving unexplainable bite marks.

“Yuh. Yuh. Yuh.” Naomi panted as she was strongly fucked and sucked.

Eddings couldn’t stand the wet squeezing Naomi’s little cunt was subjecting him to and he planted more of his sperm into her lithe young body. He let go of her titlet and leaned his head over the back of his chair as he felt his load shoot from his cock in stemming pulses.

When he recovered, he lifted Naomi from him and used yet another towel to clean and blot her completely inseminated little pussy. Twenty minutes later, she was sitting demurely in her school uniform when her dorm mother came to collect her. Eddings smiled sheepishly as he rinsed all of the gooey and stained cloths in a sink before bringing it to the gym laundry bin. He seriously considered requisitioning more towels for the school.

Claridge Academy, Part 3

While Eleven year-old Naomi Chandler was getting her cherry popped in the headmaster’s office, the five members of the self-styled “Bitch Brigade” met in Marti and Shawna’s room. Luann and Tori shared another room and Sue, the group’s leader, had a room to herself. For the past few years, Sue had seen to it that any roommate she has was requesting another room in a matter of weeks. This year, the staff had simply made sure she had no roommate.

“We’re going to do something nice for Mr. Hillman,” Sue announced, referring to their English teacher who, coincidentally, actually hailed from England.

“Why?” asked Shawna. “We never do anything nice for anyone else, especially a damn teacher.”

Sue smirked and nodded to Tori, who was her unofficial second-in-command, to speak.

“I had heard some rumors about some sort of mysterious scandal in Hillman’s past, so I did a little digging on the internet this summer and found some vague information on him in England. Then I asked one of the computer guys in the security group of my dad’s company - the guy’s a weirdo and has a crush on me - to do more digging.”

“Go on,” asked Luann, eagerly leaning forward.

“It seems that Hillman has a thing for buggering little boys. It got him fired from a boy’s school near Yorkshire. They couldn’t prosecute him for it because none of the victim’s families wanted their kids to have to go to court, so he walked away. It wasn’t long before he got a job here. Another country, a school with no girls, and he probably had some connections.”

“O.K.,” said Shawna. “So why do we want to be nice a pedo fag?”

“For blackmail,” Sue answered. “Unless you like writing twenty page essays for him.”

“That makes no sense,” Marti chimed in.

“Hear me out,” said Sue. “Remember how we always saw him coming back to campus drunk every Thursday night last year? Well, he did it again last week, so we’re going to set him up with a ‘date’ tomorrow. We catch him in the act on video and, presto, we coast to an ‘A’ in English for the rest of the year.”

“Sounds good,” said Luann. “But who’s the date? It’s not like there are any boys around here we can use.”

“His victims were between the ages of eight and eleven,” replied Tori. “From the rear, any kid that age is going to look the same, so we’ve selected a ten year-old volunteer.”

“Shit!” said Marti. “You got someone to volunteer?”

“Yeah, but she doesn’t know it yet,” said Tori. “Kathy Stepnowski. She’s in the fifth grade.”

“Hell, Tori,” said Shawna. “Why not your sister, Beth? That would be a fucking blast!”

“I know, but she’s got long hair. Kathy’s is short. If we slick it down with some gel, have her tied face down over a table or desk, Hillman will see that cute little ass in the air when he gets back to his cottage and should go for broke.”

“Maybe Hillman likes them really little and we could use Sue’s little sister, Meagan,” Marti laughed. “Her hair’s kind of short.”

“I thought about it,” growled Sue. “But a regular ass-fucking is too good for the little bitch. She needs to be gang-raped.”

“Jesus, Sue!” Luann exclaimed. “When did she shit on your breakfast?”

“She exists. Fuck! I’ll I hear is ‘oh, Meagan’s so cute; she’s so sweet, blah, blah, blah’. And she’s a walking reminder that my parents are still fucking each other.”

“Ewww!” opined Shawna.

“Anyway,” Sue continued. “We’ll grab Kathy tomorrow evening after lights out, take her to Hillman’s cottage, and get her tied and gagged. Tori and I found a window at his place with a bad lock. One of us can get in through the window and let everyone else in through the front door. After everything is set, I’ll stay behind and hide with a video camera. On Friday morning, we’ll leave him a copy on his desk with a note telling him what we want.”

“I’ve got a couple of questions about the details,” Luann said.

“Save them for tomorrow,” replied Sue. “Tori and I will go over everything in the afternoon.”

As the meeting broke up, Marti tapped Sue on the shoulder.

“Hey, about your little sister,” she said. “Are you serious?”

“I’d like to see the little twerp suffer, yeah. I don’t care how.”

“What about our friends at the Brimstone Club? Maybe they could help.”

Last year, the five girls had tried to get into a nightclub using fake ID’s. They were thrown out, but met some men in their thirties and forties who immediately pegged them as being teenagers. They offered to take them to a private party at their club, the Brimstone. When the men learned that the teens were from the prestigious boarding school, they were really turned on.

The night was incredible for everyone. The girls had plenty to drink and had plenty of sex - from real men instead of the occasional local, pimply, teenaged boy they could find. The men, whom the girls later figured to be involved in organized crime, loved the idea of fucking some rich pieces of jailbait.

The five girls had to sneak back onto the academy grounds in the morning before their absence would be discovered. But this school year, all five had permission letters from their parents to spend the weekends away from the school. (All of their parents had been led to believe that one of the other girls lived nearby and that their daughters would be staying there.)

Sue thought about what Marti said. The girls were going to the Brimstone Club this Saturday for the day since the guys had to be out of town that night. Maybe they wanted something even more illegal. Or maybe make some kiddie porn; that would be a thrill to see her baby sister’s degradation spread all over the world. She nodded to her friend.

“I’ll call Garrett,” she said, referring to the man who acted like the boss. “This could be real damn fun.”

The next evening, the five girls donned ski masks and quietly slipped into the wing of the dorm where Kathy’s room was. They had come up with several contingency plans on how to get the girl out of her room without waking her roommate. But their plans went unused as they nearly ran into the ten year-old as she was exiting the bathroom at the end of the hall.

Shawna clamped a hand over the youngster’s mouth and warned her to be quiet or else she would get hurt. By the time they got her out of the dormitory building, Kathy had looked at all of them and blurted “I know you - you’re the mean girls in the eleventh grade.”

The group abruptly stopped and Marti ripped her mask off.

“Shit! How did you know?”

Kathy gave her a cross look.

“There’s five of you and this sounds like something you’d do. I’m going back to my room.”

She turned and started to walk away before Sue grabbed her wrist and gave it a hard twist, stopping the younger girl in her tracks.

“Since you know who we are, you know we’ll fucking hurt you,” Sue growled. “And you’ll go where we tell you to go.”

Kathy’s bravado vanished as she knew she was outnumbered and outsized. Sullenly, she walked with the other girls until they reached one of the small cottages on the school grounds that served as homes for the faculty.

“This is Mr. Hillman’s house,” Tori told her. “We’re going to introduce you to him when he gets back tonight.”

Then Tori jimmied open the window she had found before and climbed inside. Moments later, the front door opened and she let the others in. The door led directly into the living room.

“Get your clothes off, kid,” Luann said to Kathy.

“What?” the fifth grader exclaimed.

Shawna flicked a small knife open in front of Kathy’s nose.

“Do you want us to repeat what she just said?” she asked in a disturbingly mild tone.

Kathy immediately removed her pajamas.

“Panties, too,” Shawna said.

Kathy’s eye began to tear up as she slipped off her panties and stood nude before the older girl. She covered her pussy with one hand in some attempt to preserve her modesty.

“Don’t worry, Kathy,” Marti said. “Hillman isn’t interested in your pussy.”

The older girls laughed as Kathy became more confused and frightened. Tori came back into the room.

“I checked out the furniture in the kitchen and bedroom - I think the kitchen table will be best.”

Luann took Kathy’s arm and brought her to the kitchen. They made the scared little girl lie face down on it with her legs dangling over the edge. Her legs were spread with the ankles tied to the table legs on that side while each wrist was tied with a rope that went ran over to the edge of the table and was secured to another leg. This arrangement left the girl’s body in the shape of an X bent ninety degrees at the middle.

Tori opened a tube of hair gel and smeared it into Kathy’s hair. Then she combed the hair down so it looked more boyish. When she was done, she backed away and bowed theatrically to Sue. Sue came to the table and swiftly strapped a ball gag into Kathy’s mouth.

“Cool,” said Marti. “When did you get that?”

“Last Christmas,” Sue joked. “I told Santa I was a very naughty girl and he brought me this.” She looked done at Kathy and asked, “How does that feel?”

“Mmmggghh! Mff!”

Sue looked at the others as her face lit up.

“Did you hear that? She loves it!”

Tori shooed them out of the kitchen and turned off the lights. She turned a lamp on in the living room that cast enough glow into the kitchen to dimly reveal Kathy trussed up on the table.

“Perfect,” she said. “Sue, if you have the video camera in the hall on the other side of the kitchen, you should get all the footage you need.”

“Okay. You guys go. I’ll call you when it’s done.”

When the other left, Sue put on a latex glove and took out a tube of KY Jelly from her purse. She walked behind Kathy as the other girl tired to turn her head to see what was happening.

“Time to get your ass greased, girl, because it’ll be party time before you know it.”

Shortly after midnight, Hillman staggered to his door and noticed an envelope taped to it. He took it down, unlocked the door, and stepped unsteadily inside. He walked over to the lamp that Tori had left on and read the note inside the envelope.

“Dear Mr. Hillman,

Please accept this gift which we’ve left in your kitchen as a token of our appreciation for your excellence in teaching.”

The note was unsigned. In his inebriated state, Hillman didn’t stop to consider that his house had been broken into. He looked into the kitchen and stared at the vision that greeted him. A young child was tied to his table with its rump facing him. He walked into the kitchen and flicked the switch for the overhead light, but it didn’t come on (courtesy of Sue removing the bulb). But there was still enough light to see the slim, hairless form stretched on the table.

Hillman caressed the smooth round buttocks and pulled them apart to reveal the small puckered hole that glistened in the dim light. His cock strained at the zipper in his pants.

“Well, my boy. It seems you’re ready for some good old fashioned loving in the Greek manner,” he muttered.

“Mmff?” Kathy tried to reply.

“No need to worry, now. I’ll do all of the work here,” the drunken teacher said to her.

In the hall, Sue gawked as she saw Hillman pull out his thick tool through the view screen on her video camera. Damn, that would be a fun ride, she thought.

Hillman positioned himself behind Kathy and gripped her slender waist as he aligned the bulbous head of his prick against her tight rear entrance. Kathy shook her head frantically as she felt the hot flesh begin to press into her asshole.

“Gmph! Mmmf!”

Hillman patted the side of one silky ass cheek.

“Patience, young man. All in good time. I must say, you have quite a lovely little arse. Better perhaps, than any I’ve had before with maybe the exception of that young lad in Leicester.”

Hillman swayed slightly and regained his balance.

“I don’t know what school you go to, boy, but do they teach you Shakespeare?”

“Mmmgg.”

“Well then, we shall turn to Henry V, Act Three, Scene One. ‘Once more unto the breach, dear friends; once more.’”

And with that, Hillman heaved himself against his captive partner. Kathy screamed into her gag as the teacher’s thick cock bored its way through her virgin anus. The jelly-coated interior of her passage allowed Hillman an easier time working his way into the tight flesh. He sighed in content once he was in as far as he could go. The heat of the ten year-old’s slick, clenching rectum seemed to invigorate his prick.

He began to fuck the little girl’s ass in earnest. Her little buttocks made a satisfying slap at the end of each of his forward strokes. The young flesh seemed to grab at his cock as it rammed in an out of Kathy’s tender anus. Gradually, the girl’s cries petered out to helpless moans and the occasional grunt as he gave her a more forceful thrust.

Several time, he stopped as he felt the pressure rising in his balls. It had been so long since he had a boy that he wanted to prolong the pleasure has much as possible. Ten minutes passed; and then another ten. Kathy’s backside was stretched to the limit inside and still the teacher plowed on. After yet another ten minutes, he stopped again to regain some control and then applied even more force to get to his climax.

“Mmmuggg. Mmmuggg,” the young girl grunted with each inward jam of the teacher’s prick.

She felt something happening to the invading organ inside her and then something scalding and wet exploded inside her rectum.

“Mmmgguuuuu,” she moaned in disgust and humiliation as she felt her invaded passage fill with thick goo.

“Ahhhh, there’s a good lad,” Hillman crooned as he pumped the last of his jism inside the little girl.

He waited a few minutes before he withdrew and then blearily considered the stretched and reddened pucker between those beautiful, tight round globes of the childish ass.

“I daresay that you were a first-timer back there,” he said, patting Kathy’s buttocks affectionately. “Well done. Well done.”

He staggered to his bedroom with his cock dangling out of his pants and collapsed facedown on his bed. Sue had ducked out of the hall just before he entered it and the deep snoring from the bedroom told her that she was free to move again. Pulling out her cell phone, she called Tori.

By the time Sue had reinstalled the bulb in the kitchen light fixture, the other four had arrived.

“Damn!” Tori exclaimed when she saw Kathy’s abused anus. “Did he lay into you with a baseball bat or something?”

Kathy was untied and helped back into her pajamas by Shawna and Luann. Sue had told them to leave the girl’s panties off. When all evidence of their having been in the house was removed, including the note, Sue asked them to wait one more minute. Taking Kathy’s panties, she crept into Hillman’s bedroom and stuffed the little girl’s underwear in the bottom of one of Hillman’s dresser drawers.

The other snickered when she told them what she had done.

“That should freak him out,” said Marti.

“The video looks good,” Tori observed as she played it back on the camera. “The color is not great because of the night setting we used, but the clarity is excellent. So, Kathy, if you decide to tell, not only are we going to beat the shit of you, but this video will be shown all over the place. “We’ll call it ‘Little Kathy and the Poop Chute Bandit’.”

The little girl sniffled and hung her head while the others giggled.

They brought Kathy back to her dorm building before going back to their rooms. Sue burned a copy of the video and left it with the blackmail note on Hillman’s desk in his classroom.

In the early hours of the morning, Sue was completely unaware of the shadowy figure that crept into her room and switched her copy of the video with the same movie he had also left on Hillman’s desk in place for the blackmail disc. When his tasks complete, he called and reported that everything was done. The Five complimented him on his expediency.

Hillman awoke the next morning in a state of confusion. His cottage was just as it always was and yet his dream of the night before had seemed so real. An examination of the skin on his prick confirmed that he had certainly had some pleasure, but there was no sign of the boy and the kitchen light was now working. Vowing for the countless time to curtail his drinking, he went to soak in the shower.

With his hangover demanding that he skip breakfast, he went straight to his classroom where he found the note and the disc on his desk. Frowning after he read the note, he placed the DVD into his laptop computer and began to watch.

The five teens snickered in the dining hall as they watched Kathy walk very slowly and carefully to her table. The little girl’s face was quite pale and she flinched as she gingerly sat down.

They had English for their first class of the day. As the period ended, Hillman asked the quintet to stay a moment.

“I take it that you were behind this?” he asked, waving the disc and note.

“Yes,” said Sue with a triumphant grin.

“I see,” he said, scratching one ear. “But I’m not sure what leverage this movie provides you over me, aside wasting my time with absolute cinematic shlock.”

He put the disc in his computer and played it. The girls looked at each other in confusion as the opening credits rolled for ‘Surf Nazis Must Die’, a tenth-rate film from the 1980’s.

“Now I don’t know what you were planning,” he said reprovingly. “But by the looks on your faces, your scheme has gone awry. Therefore, I think some extra work is required to keep your devious little minds occupied. By next Wednesday, you will each submit a twenty, no, a thirty page essay on why Hollywood insists on producing such drivel instead of the more enlightened works of The Bard, Ibsen, and Chekhov. And please don’t insult me by copying each other’s work. You are dismissed.”

“What the fuck?” Luann shouted as they reached the hallway, drawing stares from other students. “What did you do, Sue?”

“I’ve never seen that movie before in my life,” Sue retorted. “And keep your damned voice down. I’m going to make another copy of that disc right now and shove it up his hairy ass.”

“We’ll be late for math,” Marti warned the others.

They stopped and stared at her.

“Uh, never mind,” she said meekly.

They got to Sue’s room, checked the DVD in the video camera, and played it.

“‘Surf Nazis Must Die’.” Sue muttered as the same movie began again.

“How did this happen?” Tori asked. “I mean, who knew. That little twerp couldn’t have done it - she could barely move at breakfast.”

“I don’t know, but we had better watch our asses,” Sue warned the other others.

“Thirty fuck pages,” Shawna moaned as she slumped back on Sue’s bed. “God, I hate essays.”

“At least we have tomorrow at the Brimstone Club,” Tori reminded the group.

“Yeah, but they guys are going out of town in the evening,” Marti complained. “The rest of the weekend is going to suck.”

“One good thing, though,” Sue announced. “I called Garrett yesterday and Meagan has a date with them tomorrow.”

Claridge Academy, Part 4

(Note: This takes place the day after Part 3.)

Sue, Luann and Marti were waiting by Sue’s and Tori’s cars for Sue’s little sister to show up. Garrett had promised Sue that Meagan would be “taken care of” when they arrived at the Brimstone Club and had only asked that the little girl wear her school uniform. Apparently, that would be part of the show in the unsuspecting five year-old’s first porno movie.

Sue frowned as she saw Meagan walking their way with another little girl who smaller than she was. The other girl had light blonde, nearly white hair and deep blue eyes. Like Meagan, she was wearing her school uniform, although they were not required on the weekends.

“What’s this?” she asked her little sister, pointing to the other girl. “Is there a pre-school here, now?”

Meagan’s companion said something in a small voice that Sue couldn’t quite hear.

“What?” Sue shouted as she bent down toward her sister’s friend. “Speak up, twerp!”

The little blonde looked like she was ready to cry, but Meagan spoke up.

“She said she is five. She’s just small for her age. And don’t call her names. Her name is Whitney.”

Whitney nodded vehemently. Sue turned to her sister.

“Why is she here?”

“Because Mommy and Daddy said when you go somewhere in your car, I can take a friend. Those are the rules.”

Sue rolled her eyes.

“Fine, but there’s going to be something you have to do when we get to where we’re going. And Whitney can’t be with you then.”

“Here come the others,” Luann said.

Tori and Shawna approached the parking lot, followed by Tori’s nine year-old sister, Beth, and a Japanese girl about Beth’s age. Tori looked pissed off and nodded to Sue as they got near.

“Let me guess,” Tori said, jerking her thumb at Meagan and Whitney. “Your parents have the same rule about taking your little sister and a friend as mine do.”

“Yup,” Sue confirmed. “They must have spoken with each other this summer. Assholes!”

Sue’s and Tori’s families belonged to the same country club and yacht club, so it was very likely that this had happened.

Beth ignored her bitchy sister and gave Meagan a hug.

“I haven’t seen you since school started. You look all grown up in your school uniform! But did you know you don’t have to wear them on the weekends?”

Meagan looked at her sister, then back at Beth before answering.

“Sue told me I had to wear mine today. Oh, and this is Whitney, she’s my friend.”

Meagan pulled Whitney to her and the little blonde smiled shyly. Beth, whose blonde hair was several shades darker than Whitney’s, smiled back at the tiny girl.

“Wow! I thought my hair was light, but yours is really light, Whitney. How did you do that?”

Whitney shrugged and both she and Meagan giggled at Beth’s silliness. Beth introduced her friend.

“This is Veronica. She and I started here together when we were in kindergarten.”

Tori impatiently spoke up.

“Now that we know everyone’s life stories, can we leave now?”

They arrived at a nondescript, gray building in town and went in through a door in the back. Eight tough-looking men were sitting in a room with a pool table and a small bar.

A man with dark curly hair and a five o’clock shadow stood as the girls entered.

“Hello ladies. It looks like we have more visitors than we planned. What’s up?”

“Hi Garrett,” answered Sue. “Parental involvement is what’s up. Tori had to bring her sister and each of our sisters got to bring a friend.”

“Huh,” said Garrett as he rubbed his chin. “Okay, you two,” he pointed to Beth and Veronica, “can wait in that room over there - we use it for meetings.”

Looking a little unsure of what was happening and feeling rather intimidated, Beth and Veronica left as Garrett turned his attention to the two youngest girls. He liked what he saw.

The brown-haired girl had a Cupid’s bow mouth and the smaller blonde’s lips were nicely red and plump. In short, both had mouths that were begging to be stretched around a good hard cock. And those school uniforms! All prim and proper until they would be ripped off to reveal the succulent little bodies beneath them. But arrangements had been made for only one and he had to report to other people who were in control.

“So which one of you is Meagan?” he asked.

Nervously, Meagan raised her hand.

Garrett told Whitney to join Beth and Veronica in the meeting room and wait until they were done. But both little girls were getting frightened by all of the men leering at them and Whitney stayed put, clutching Meagan’s hand.

“Listen, kid,” Garrett warned. “You don’t want to be around for this. Do you know what we’re going to do to your friend, Megan, here?”

Whitney shook her head while Meagan’s eyes grew wider. Garrett continued.

“Did your parents ever teach you what a ‘bad touch’ is?”

“You mean on my private parts?” Whitney asked.

“Yep. Well, we’re going to give Meagan a lot of bad touches. And then we’re going to give her some really, really bad touches.”

Meagan began crying and Whitney put her arms protectively around her friend.

“Don’t you hurt Meagan,” she said in a stern little voice. “That’s not nice.”

Several of the men had gotten up and were approaching the small pair.

“Fuck it,” said a very large man named Benny. “We’ll take Blondie instead.”

Meagan clutched Whitney’s arm and screamed “no!”

Hearing the commotion, Beth and Veronica came back into the room and saw both little girls holding each other and crying.

“What are you doing?” Beth asked angrily.

“Aw, they’re just sad because they’re going to lose their itty-bitty cherries,” Tori said.

“What?” Veronica asked.

“They’re gonna get fucked every which way but loose,” Garrett bluntly told her. “Come to think of it, they’ll be loose, too, by the time we’re done with them.”

The other men laughed, but Beth held her ground.

“Please don’t hurt them. They’re so little,” she pleaded.

“Yeah?” Garrett leered at her. “Are you going to take their place?”

Beth was very frightened. She looked at the two crying kindergarteners, closed her eyes, and nodded at Garrett.

“Ha!” Sue laughed and punched Tori playfully on the shoulder. “Your sister is craving some cock.”

Garrett stared hard at Beth, who finally opened her eyes.

“Okay, kid. You’re in. But we were about to take both of them and there’s only one of you.”

He looked over at Veronica and gave her an evil grin. Biting her lip, she stepped next to Beth and took her hand. Both girls remained silent but had tears running down their cheeks. Garrett turned to Sue and asked for all of the girls’ names.

“I just want to make sure we get them right on the screen credits,” he said after she gave them the names. “I don’t suppose you and your friends are going to look after Meagan and Whitney while we’re banging the other two, are you?”

“Hell, no!”

Garrett gave an exaggerated sigh.

“We can’t have young children running around here unsupervised. That would be unsafe. So in the interest of the children, we’ll have a party with all four. Let’s go.”

As his men ushered the four sobbing children into a large back room, Garrett took out an envelope and handed it to Sue.

“Here’s the cash for Meagan. But we’re not paying for the others since we didn’t ask you to bring them here.”

Sue shrugged.

“I don’t care.”

“Then we’re settled,” Garrett said. “Why don’t you ladies help yourselves to the bar while we make some movie magic?”

Garrett walked to the back room which had been converted to a studio with cameras and lighting set up around a pair of mattresses on the floor. His henchmen and the four girls were waiting.

“Okay, girls. Clothes off - now! No undies left on, no nothing. I have to make a call and when I get back, I want to see four naked kiddy cunts.”

Beth and Veronica sobbed quietly as they removed their clothing. Meagan and Whitney were crying so hard that they were still fumbling with their shirt buttons when the older girls were done. The nine year-olds helped the smaller girls with the rest of their clothes and then all four stood naked in front of seven men with obvious bulges in their pants.

Garrett called the man he reported to and updated him on what had transpired.

“And here’s the kicker,” he concluded. “Neither five year-old would let us take the other one. They were trying to protect each other. And then Veronica and Beth tried to take their place. You got to give them credit for that. But what should we do now? I mean, that Sue is one sick piece of shit to think she could sell her baby sister like that. And some of my guys are hung pretty big - they’ll rip those little girls apart if they to stick their meat in them.”

“Your concerns are well-justified,” said the man at the other end of the line. “Please wait a moment and we’ll discuss this.”

The man put the speaker phone on ‘Mute’ and turned to the other four men in the well-appointed study. They were the group who referred to themselves as The Five. The group had existed to run things behind the season ever since Claridge academy was founded by a rich entrepreneur who was also a closet pedophile. They discussed the matter at hand before Garrett’s contact turned the mute button off.

“Here’s what we will do,” he said.

Garrett walked into the room.

“Change of plans, guys. No cunts and no assholes.”

He turned to the four sniffling girls.

“Since you tried to help each other, we’re going to go easy on you today. In fact, we will not be doing any filming at all. We’re going to have a school day.”

Beth and Veronica looked at each other quizzically while Meagan and Whitney stared at Garrett.

“My name is Professor Garrett. Today, I - along with my staff of devoted teachers here - will teach you girls how to suck cock.”

“I figured we’d be hearing them scream by now,” said Shawna as she sipped a beer.

“Kind of hard to make much noise if they’ve got dick meat in their mouths,” Luann pointed out.

In the studio, “school” was in full session. Beth was on her knees in front of a man, learning the best way to lick a cock while fondling a large, hairy ball sack.

“Don’t be afraid to use lots of spit,” her teacher instructed her. “That’s a girl. Now get the head.”

Beth’s young tongue hesitantly worked on the mushroom-shaped bulb of flesh. With encouragement, she wrapped her tongue harder around the meat and was soon rewarded with a blast of cum in her face. She was directed to wipe the mess from her face and eat it. As she was swallowing another wad, she heard Veronica make a surprised sound in her throat as the cock head in her mouth sprayed her tonsils.

Garrett watched his cock saw in and out of Meagan’s mouth. Her spittle was beginning to foam around the junction where her lips tightly met his shaft. He could only get a little more than his head inside, but the small thrusts were like heaven as his head met the soft wet pillow of the little girl’s tongue.

He loved the sight of her flushed little cheeks bulging as she was stuffed. Then he gripped the back of her head so she couldn’t pull away as he came in her little oral cavity. The five year-old choked on his load, but was finally able to get all of it down her gullet. Garrett pulled his dripping cock from Meagan’s face and tousled her hair.

“That was very good, Meagan. Are you sure you’ve never done this before?”

Meanwhile, Whitney was standing and servicing Benny. It was a humorous sight to the other men, watching the smallest girl taking on the largest hung man.

“Hey Benny,” on of the others joked. “You could jam your monster down her throat and still get to cum in her ass!”

Whitney could barely fit his entire prick head in her mouth and sucked on it while wanking his wide shaft with her tiny hands. Benny stood with his hands on his hips and watched the little girl work with her first ever cock. When he exploded in her mouth, Whitney coughed and sputtered.

She reflexively jerked her head back and the last of Benny’s spurts landed on her chest. She looked up at him with her big blue innocent eyes.

“I’m sorry I spilled some, Mr. Benny,” she apologized. “I tried to swallow it all like you said. I really did.”

Benny smiled and patted Whitney on the top of her head.

“I know you did, Blondie. But don’t worry, Uncle Benny and his friends are going to give you a lot of practice.”

The hours wore on, with each girl taking load after steaming load of sperm in their little bellies. After numerous pairings and orgasms, the men got a little creative with their young partners, trying different positions. Garrett laid on his back while Beth kneeled over him, rapidly bobbing her head up and down on his shaft until he emptied himself down her throat.

Meagan’s partner at the time pulled out of her mouth just before he came and painted each of her baby nipples with his cum. The next man waited his turn with her while she carefully wiped her chest clean and then swallowed the mess on her fingers.

Veronica was on her hands and knees when the man with his cock in her mouth told her to take a deep breath. When she did, he rammed himself down her throat since he knew her head was at just the right angle. “Remember Pearl Harbor!” he cried. Veronica was gagging, which only felt even better as her mouth and throat convulsed around his shaft. Soon, she felt the now familiar sensation of hot gobs of thick fluid burning their way to her stomach.

It was just at the end that Benny came for the second time that day on Whitney’s mouth. This time, she gripped his cock head with her lips as he spewed and managed to swallow everything. Benny picked her up and gave her a loud kiss on the cheek.

“See? I told you that you could do it!”

Several other men clapped in appreciation. Beth leaned back from her last man and saw Benny holding the naked little girl by the ass with one massive hand that completely covered the tiny cheeks as it cupped them from underneath. Whitney looked around in wide-eyed confusion, still overwhelmed by everything that had happened to her this day.

Garrett pulled himself from Veronica’s drooling mouth and looked around the room.

“Anyone up for another cum?” he asked his men.

No’s and groans were returned from all of them.

“Looks like you little girls wore us out. Go ahead and get dressed.”

Garrett pulled his pants on and walked out to the bar where the five teenagers were sitting.

“How did it go? Do you have a DVD copied for me?” Sue asked eagerly.

“No movies today. Your sister and her little friends spent the day with their mouths full, that’s it. Of course, they can never claim to be vegetarians after today.”

He chuckled at his joke as pulled four bottles of Coke from the refrigerator behind the bar. As the girls, now fully dressed, came into the room, he handed each one a bottle.

“Good work, today, girls. If you keep behaving yourselves like you did, no one will have to smack you around.”

“But I thought you-,” Sue started to protest, clearly angry that her little sister had been fully abused as she had hoped.

“Shut it,” Garrett said. “The people calling the shots decided on something different. “Now, all nine of you are invited to a party next weekend. It’s at a country estate an hour away. Just show up here right after classes on Friday afternoon and we’ll take you there. You’ll be brought back Sunday afternoon. No need to pack any clothes, if you catch my drift.”

“Why are you doing this to us?” Veronica asked timidly.

“Because you little sweeties are hot and there are a lot of people who want to sex you up,” he answered. “Don’t worry. You cooperate like you did today, and you won’t get hurt.”

The girls piled into the two cars and went back to the school. Tori let Beth and Veronica out and the two girls walked silently back to their dormitory. She called to Sue, who had pulled up next to her and said she was heading to the mall. Sue answered that she would meet them there.

“Watch this,” Sue whispered to Shawna as Meagan and Whitney climbed out of the car.

Sue got out and called to her little sister. Meagan and Whitney both turned around as Sue approached them with a big smile on her face.

“Way to go, Meagan!” she said, holding a hand up. “High five me, little sis!”

Meagan was taken aback. Sue was actually being friendly and usually her older sister’s idea of being friendly was to ignore her. She slowly lifted her hand and let Sue lightly smack it.

“You were so fucking awesome at the club,” Sue laughed. “You had Whitney fooled and she must have taken so much cock, thinking she was protecting you. Hysterical.”

Meagan gaped in astonishment at the bald-faced lie her sister had just told. She turned to Whitney, but the other girl was already crying.

“Whitney,” Meagan stammered. “I didn’t…”

“Leave me alone!” Whitney wailed and fled down the slope toward their dormitory.

“Oh Shit! That was too funny,” Shawna gasped as she leaned against the car. “Good one, Sue.”

Meagan turned to her big sister, her tears running hot as they streamed down her face.

“Why did you say that?” she screamed.

“Because I thought the little shit would fall for it. And she did”

Meagan yelled and lunged at her sister. Sue easily held the five year-old at arms length while Shawna came from behind and picked Meagan up by the armpits. Meagan still lashed her arms and legs at Sue. The teen timed her motion to avoid Megan’s flailing limbs and landed a punch in the little girl’s stomach, knocking the wind out of her. Shawna dropped Meagan to the ground, where she sat gasping for air.

“Same score as always, Meagan,” Sue sneered. “I win. You lose. Oh, and I guess you’d better find yourself a new friend.”

She and Shawna got back into the car and drove off to the mall.

Meagan trudged into her room, still rubbing her stomach where Sue had hit her.

“What happened?” asked her roommate, Gretchen.

“My sister hit me.”

“Oh. Did she hit Whitney too? Because she came back crying and went to her room. She won’t talk to anyone.”

“Sue was mean to her and told her a lie.”

Meagan went to the room next door with Gretchen following after her. Samantha, Whitney’s roommate, let them in. She was a quiet girl with light blue eyes and dark curly hair. Whitney was lying facedown on her bed, sobbing into her pillow. Samantha tapped her on the back and told her that Meagan was there. Whitney raised her head and looked at Meagan and told her to go away before planting her face in the pillow again.”

“Whitney, I didn’t know what was going to happen,” Meagan pleaded. “Honest. I didn’t.”

“And Meagan’s sister hit her,” Gretchen added, not sure of what had happened but hoping this information would help.

“And Sue lied when she said I knew,” Meagan said. “Please believe me.”

“Meagan’s sister is really mean,” Samantha agreed. “My big sister is in the third grade and she says Sue tells lies and does bad things to other people.”

Whitney lifted her head and saw that Meagan had been crying too.

“Really?” she asked.

Meagan and Samantha nodded. Whitney sat up.

“I’m sorry I yelled at you,” she said to Meagan.

“It’s okay,” said Meagan as Whitney climbed off the bed and the two little girls hugged.

“I know where there’s a robin’s nest outside,” Gretchen piped up, hoping to change the conversation because she hated to see anyone sad. “You want to see it?”

The other three girls eagerly followed her outside.

The dorm rooms were arranged with two girls to a bedroom and three bedrooms and the dorm mother’s suite shared a common room. It was seven-thirty that night and all the girls were bathed and in their pajamas in the common room. Dottie, their dorm mother passed out bags of popcorn and juice boxes to the girls as they settled in for their weekly “movie night”. It was the second Saturday of the school year and once again the girls had chosen a Disney DVD with a princess as the week’s movie. Four girls were settled on the couch while Meagan and Whitney cuddled together under a blanket in a large, overstuffed chair in the corner.

Dottie smiled at the pair as she handed them their snacks.

“Are you two doing alright?”

“Mmm hmm,” they replied.

Dottie kissed each one on the forehead and went to start the movie before retiring to her suite and watching her own television. She knew something had happened when the two girls went with Sue and the others to town. The previous day, she had been told in advance by her contact from The Five that something might happen to Meagan, but that their group would monitor it. She typed an e-mail to let her contact know that Whitney was also there. And instant reply informed her that her contact was aware of this and that both girls would be away next weekend.

Dottie leaned back in her chair and sipped from a glass of wine. She was an attractive woman in her late twenties and this job at the academy was perfect. The pay was good and she had free room and board.

And being around all of these little girls was a benefit that she couldn’t turn down. While she couldn’t have access to any of her charges for sex, they did provide plenty of fantasy material for her. What better way to start the mornings by seeing six little girls in tight panties running around as they got washed and dressed? And the school-paid trips to a certain spa gave her a chance for release with some young bodies.

After two years of having girls who remained untouched during their kindergarten year, it had been a busy week. Gretchen had gotten her cherry popped by the headmaster while in a drug-induced haze on Monday night. She had complained of a little soreness between her legs the following morning, but Dottie had assured her that was just from playing hard. By mid-day, the girl was fine.

And now something was going on with two more of her tykes. She closed her eyes and imagined what it was like for those little girls to be introduced to sex. She had received a copy of the headmaster’s narrative from Gretchen’s session and she could hardly wait to read about Meagan and Whitney.

In the common room, Whitney cuddled closer to Meagan as they watched the previews.

“I’m still scared about what will happen when they take us away again,” Whitney whispered.

“So am I,” Meagan replied.

“Maybe if we stay together, they won’t hurt us,” Whitney suggested.

“I hope so. We’ll stay together.”

Claridge Academy, Part 5

(Note: This story begins the Monday after Part 4.)

Headmaster Marshall Eddings stood still and held Naomi Chandler’s thighs far apart as the eleven year-old attacked her clit with one hand. Access to the rest of her pussy was blocked by his fully inserted cock. As the preteen came, the churning inside her twat pushed Eddings to the brink and he released his second load of semen into the little girl that evening.

When he pulled out, the girl’s tight pussy expelled some large gobs of cum onto the towel Eddings had placed beneath the girl. He told her to clean herself off and get dressed while he did the same for himself. The young girl obediently complied in her drug-induced state. As before, she would not remember anything after her dose wore off which, in Eddings opinion, was a shame. Naomi was quite adept at fingering herself.

After Naomi left with her dorm mother, Eddings wrote his narrative for the evening’s events and placed it in the bottom drawer of the file cabinet that was used to pass along information with the mysterious group he only knew as The Five. When he placed the printout in the drawer, he noticed an envelope that he hadn’t noticed when he pulled the liquid drug from the cabinet before Naomi arrived. It had slipped to the side inside the drawer and he was rather distracted with anticipation an hour earlier.

He plucked it out and saw his name on the front; it was a communiqué from The Five. Opening it, he breathed a sigh of relief when he saw today’s date in the top right corner. He had been concerned that he might have missed something too late. He read the letter.

“Dear Headmaster Eddings,

Thank you for your narrative tales concerning little Gretchen and young Miss Chandler. They were absolutely delightful; as were the girls, we’re sure. And the “Before”, “During” and “After” photos of their deflowering were a very creative touch. You have certainly made your mark in such a short time.

As we mentioned in our introductory letter, there may be times where we ask you to refrain from any sexual liaisons with certain students. There are four such girls we will require a “hands off” policy from you.

Beth Miller, aged nine, fourth grade

Veronica Isigawa, aged nine, fourth grade

Meagan Andrews, aged five, kindergarten

Whitney Bell, aged five, kindergarten

As you are aware, Miss Miller’s and Miss Andrews’ older sisters are part of that troublesome quintet in the eleventh grade. These four girls we listed, along with the aforementioned “Bitch Brigade”, will be away from school grounds this coming weekend for an exclusive orgy of sorts.

The younger girls are not willing participants and are only attending under the threat of physical harm if they do not cooperate. You may rest assured that we will see to it that they are not overly abused as they all seem to have delightful and kind personalities and do not deserve to endure anything too harsh.

Sincerely,

The Five”

Eddings put the letter back in the drawer and pondered what might be in store for these little girls.

“Party Time!” Tori yelled as the girls got into the two cars.

“Woo hoo!” Marti chimed in as she sat in the back with Beth and Erica. “Hey you two don’t look like you’re ready to party.”

Veronica looked like she was going to be ill. Beth called out to her sister in the front seat.

“What is going to happen to us?”

“I can’t say for sure,” Tori answered truthfully. “But we’ve given them some suggestions. By the way, do you have enough money for cab fare?”

“What?” Beth blurted.

“Well, in case we don’t feel like driving you back, you’ll need to find a taxi because you two and the other two little shits won’t be in any condition to walk.”

In the other car, Shawna sat next to Whitney in the back seat and gave the little girl’s leg a playful squeeze.

“If you can take care of one thing, you’re going to be fine, Whitney,” she said in a syrupy sweet voice.

“Really?” the five year-old asked hopefully, grateful that one of the big girls was finally being nice to her. “And Meagan and Beth and Veronica, too?”

Shawna shrugged.

“I don’t know. But there’s just that one thing. Remember the size of Benny’s cock?”

“Uh huh,” Whitney replied as she shuddered, remembering how just the tip made her mouth stretch wide open.

“You’re just going to have to figure how you’re going to fit the whole thing in your little cunt without your whole body exploding.”

Whitney burst into tears and Meagan joined her. Sue, Shawna, and Luann roared with laughter. Sue could see Tori and Marti doing the same in the other car while Beth and Veronica looked like they were about to faint.

At the Brimstone Club, Garrett directed all of the girls into an extended passenger van, which Benny was going to drive to the country estate. Sue asked Garrett if he and the others were coming along.

“No. Benny’s just dropping you off. None of us will be there this weekend. He’ll pick you back up on Sunday afternoon.”

“Hiya, Sweetness,” Benny grinned as he scooped Whitney up and placed her in the front passenger seat and buckled her in.

“Mr. Benny?” the child asked in a quavering voice.

“Yeah?”

“Are you going to put your pee pee in my privates and make me e’splode?”

Benny frowned as Sue, Shawna, and Luann snickered in the back.

“I’m not going to be there, Blondie. But if you remember what you learned last week, you’ll be fine.”

He turned to face Meagan, Beth, and Veronica, who were seated in the bench seat behind him.

“That goes for you three as well, okay?”

Benny dropped the girls off at the main house of the estate. A tall woman with auburn hair greeted the five teens.

“I’ve heard much about you,” she said. “Please come with me and you can get ready for this weekend’s festivities. Carmen, here, will take care of the little ones.”

Carmen was a short, wiry man with spiky red and blonde hair and an effeminate manner. Veronica couldn’t be sure, but she thought he was wearing lip gloss. He clapped his hands together and had the four young girls follow him to a large room with four beds, two padded tables, and a big-screen television. A table with covered trays and three pitchers of different colored liquids sat against one wall.

“This is where you’ll be staying this weekend when you’re not at the parties. Those will be tonight and tomorrow night. There will also be activities for the grown ups during the day on Saturday, but you needn’t worry your pretty little heads about that.”

He looked at the frightened four who stared at him with large eyes. They were still wearing their school uniforms and he couldn’t help but to shake his head.

“Ugh! Simply dreadful, those things they make you wear. I mean, who picked out those colors?”

Beth and Veronica turned to stare at each other. What was with this guy?

“Anyway,” he continued. “I’ve had some hors d’oeuvres from the party and some fruit juice put on the serving table over there. Help yourselves and I’ll be back shortly with your evening wear.”

Carmen flitted out the door and left the girls alone. No one was hungry and they were still standing in the same spot when Carmen returned with four bright yellow paper gift bags, each with a girl’s name on a pink tag.

“Here we go,” he said as he passed out the bags. “Now I worked with the measurements they gave me, so I’ll need to check them for proper fit before you go to the party. Put all of the clothes you’re wearing in the hamper in the corner. They’ll be ready for you on Sunday. You can put any valuables in the nightstands by the beds.” He glanced at his watch. “I need to call Richard, so you go ahead and get into your outfits while I speak to the man. I’ll be back in a swish.”

“Do we even have to take off our panties?” Meagan asked.

Carmen smiled and gave Meagan a gentle poke on the nose.

“Of course you do, you silly little goose!”

After he left, the girls stripped and pulled out their “evening wear”. For each girl, it consisted of a red satin g-string and not top. Beth groaned inwardly as she put hers on. It was too small, she decided once it was in place. The shiny red material at the crotch barely covered her pussy slit and left most of the smooth flesh of her sex uncovered. I must have gotten Meagan’s or Whitney’s by mistake, she thought.

She looked at Veronica, who was having the same issue with hers. The only difference was the light golden coloring of her skin versus the pale white of Beth’s. Beth turned to Meagan and Whitney as they worked their g-strings into place. There was no mistake as their plump little mounds were just as exposed as hers and veronica’s were.

Carmen came into the room and had the girls line up side by side. Smiling widely, he walked down the front of the row and then behind them.

“Just scrumptious,” he simpered. “Almost enough to make me change my orientation. Well, everyone is waiting.”

He led them down a hall to a closed set of double doors where they could hear music and loud noises emanating from behind them.

“Richard is the emcee. He’ll greet you inside and tell you what to do. Make me proud, girls!”

Carmen opened the door and Richard greeted them. He was a powerfully built man in a tuxedo with his hair slicked back.

“You’re looking good - damn tasty in fact,” he said with a wide grin. “Follow me to the stage. I’ll have you stand in front on the floor while I make introductions. Then people will call you to them. When you’re done, just walk around until someone else needs your services. I doubt you’ll get bored.”

The girls were still quite confused and very self-conscious about their nearly-nude state as they followed Richard. The room was filled with finely-dressed people sitting at round, linen-covered dinner tables. Waiters and waitresses were gliding through the room with trays of food and drinks. The din in the room died down as Richard took the stage and a spotlight shone on him.

“Welcome, everyone. We’ll start with the stage show shortly - eleven acts tonight. For the men, we have in front of me the following: Nine year-old Beth, whose sister, Tori is in Playroom Number Two tonight and through tomorrow evening. Next, we have Beth’s friend who’s also nine, a sleek, stylish import from the Land of the Rising Sun - Veronica!”

The crowd clapped and cheered for the two girls. Meagan and Whitney shuffled closer together and clasped each other’s hand.

“And coming to us in the first month of kindergarten, we have another mouth-watering pair. Say ‘Hello’ to Meagan. Her big sister, Sue is in Playroom Number Three and will take the main stage here with her four friends tomorrow after midnight. And lastly, we have Whitney. Don’t let her size fool you, she’s a full five years old and ready to take on all comers.”

Megan and Whitney drew more claps and cheers and a few call of ‘aw, aren’t they cute?’ from the crowd before Richard continued.

“These four will be our blowjob girls tonight. We’re even letting them stay up past their bed times. Now these are well-behaved girls, so no rough stuff, no trying other holes, and so on. But as you can see, they are dressed to show off the goods, so please feel free to pet, squeeze and fondle. Oh, and Ilsa, no ‘accidental’ body piercings tonight, alright?”

The crowd roared with laughter as a statuesque blonde stood, waved, and took a bow.

“Act One will start shortly, so sit back and enjoy - everything,” Richard concluded.

The lights dimmed and Richard came down from the stage and gently pushed the girls toward the tables where flies were unzipped and fingers were beckoning. Beth found herself on her knees staring at a huge brown cock.

“What’s the matter?” the prick’s proud owner asked. “Haven’t you ever seen a black man’s cock before?”

Beth shook her head and everyone at the table chuckled. The man leaned forward and placed his hands on either side of Beth’s head and pulled her in.

“Well have a taste, too. It’s sweeter than chocolate.”

Beth opened her mouth and took in her first cock of the night.

Veronica’s mouth moved quickly along the man’s dick at another table. The feel of her tightly wrapped lips along his shaft and the wet pillow of her nine year-old tongue on his head were sensational.

“I’ve always admired the Japanese work ethic,” he opined to several associates who nodded their heads sagely.

Megan and Whitney got off to a delayed start as they refused to let go of each other’s hands. Richard gently but firmly pried them apart and handed Whitney over to a woman in a deep purple evening gown who carried her off to her table. Another woman took Meagan’s hand and brought her to her table where several men waiting with hard pricks in their hands.

“I think it’s obvious that you and that little blonde girl are in a relationship,” she told Meagan as the girl’s mouth was stuffed with cock. “Is it just a casual, oral thing or a more committed relationship - you know, with dildos?”

Meagan had no idea what she was saying and tried to concentrate on rubbing the man meat with her mouth without choking.

Whitney was sucking on a cock while rubbing the head with her tongue. To the table’s crowd’s amusement, she kept staring up at the man with her big blue eyes.

“Watch out, Maureen,” another woman said to the woman in the purple dress. “She can’t take her eyes off of your husband.”

“He’s just going to have to learn how to share,” the woman retorted as she fondled one of Whitney’s tiny ass cheeks.

Several cocks later, Beth’s pert young ass was also receiving some attention. He had been placed face down on a portable folding stand the wait staff used for larger trays. She was deep-throating one man while a second rubbed his prick between her firm cheeks. The thin strap of the thong was pressed into the crack as the man rubbed himself to climax. Bath could feel the warm gobs land on her back while the prick in her throat exploded in a hot gush of semen that sped straight to her stomach.

Veronica was standing slightly bent over as she blew a standing man. She felt the touch of fingers fondling her pussy through the thin stain and wondered how much protection the small bit of fabric could provide. Soon, she found it was not much as the front of her g-string was pulled to the side as the fingers rubbed and probed her intimate spot. She was startled to feel the long fingernails - her molester was woman!

“Mmmm, this reminds me of Thailand,” a woman’s voice crooned in her ear. “Do you ever play with your clit? I bet you didn’t - at least not before tonight. Oh! You’re getting wet. Is it me or the cock in your mouth?”

Veronica’s eyes teared up in frustration and embarrassment as she felt her body betray her. Aside from the occasional and accidental arousal, she had never felt anything in there before and she had some vague awareness that this part of her body would become more important to her in the future. But now it was feeling warm and wet as the woman stroked her with one hand and fondled her flat chest with another. Then a blast of cum in her mouth signaled that it would soon be time for her to move on again.

Whitney wiped a drop of cum from the corner of her mouth as she was called to another table near the stage. Suddenly, a black-furred Great Dane who was being led on stage spotted her and bounded off the stage. Whitney was delighted as she loved animals and was not put off by his size.

The huge dog sniffed Whitney as his handler scrambled after him. He smelled semen on the human pup which excited the animal that had been trained for sex. As he brought his nose lower, he could detect a light scent between the legs that meant the pup was a female. The dog licked Whitney on her face, chest and belly as the trainer finally pulled him away from the scantily-dressed little girl.

“I think Roscoe likes you!” someone at the table yelled.

The little girl grinned and turned to the man.

“I think he wants to play!” she said as everyone at the table roared.

“I know he does, but so do I,” the man said as he took her hand and guided her to his rampant prick.

Meagan was worried that the woman would think she had peed when she felt her private place getting moist as the woman rubbed her. Meagan didn’t know why she was getting wet, but she knew it wasn’t pee. Her private place did feel a little tingly, which was very unusual to the little girl. But the woman didn’t say anything and she kept rubbing the little girl’s twat until her husband came in the child’s mouth.

Meagan was walking to another table when another woman grabbed her arm.

“Did you just blow Karl?” she asked, pointing to the distinguished looking man who was casually placing his cock back in his pants.

Meagan nodded and the woman quickly scooped her up into her lap.

“God! It’s been so long since I had him. Let me have a taste!”

She held Meagan tight as she plunged her tongue into the surprised child’s small mouth, desperately swabbing it for stray traces of Karl’s cum. The woman also took the opportunity to rub one of Meagan’s round buttocks and belly.

Some time later, Beth’s partner of the moment pulled his prick from her mouth just before he came. Instead of creaming down her throat, he aimed and plastered her chest with his jism. Then he picked her up and laid her face-up on the table where several women plunged down like a pack of ravenous wolves to lick the little girl’s chest clean.

Beth felt her thong being pulled aside as another hand explored her virgin sex which had become quite damp from repeated manipulations through the night. By the time her chest was clean, Beth could feel several drop of liquid trickling from her tight little slit. She was helped off the table and was escorted to another, where several people commented on her tiny nipples which were now standing erect from the gleaming wet skin of her flat chest.

After rapidly swallowing another huge load of semen, Veronica left the last man at the table she had just serviced, hoping the people were done with her. Then she noticed a woman with wavy brown hair motioning her over to her table. She thought she had seen Meagan working this table earlier, but it was getting late and she was tired and somewhat disoriented.

The woman hiked up her dress as the little girl approached to reveal an eight inch prick at full erection. Veronica’s almond-shaped eyes widened at this unimaginable sight.

“What’s the matter, Sweetheart?” the ‘woman’ asked. “Don’t tell me you’ve never seen one of these ‘cause I know you’ve been gulping them down all night.”

The she-male’s tablemates chortled and one of them called out “Way to go, Steve!” Veronica sighed, bent over, and opened her mouth.

Meagan saw Whitney first and scooted over to her friend. The two five year-olds hugged each other and several nearby mouths watered at the sight of the nearly naked little bodies pressed together. Both girls’ thongs had been pulled on so much that their little behinds were completely uncovered as the rear straps were buried well between the ripe young buttocks.

“Are you okay?” Meagan asked.

“Yes,” replied Whitney. “Oh! I saw a big doggy earlier. He jumped up and licked my face and tummy. He was so silly!”

“I think I saw him too,” Meagan said. She shook her head as she tried to recount what she saw.

“He was on the stage and was pushing his pee pee into a lady’s private place.”

Whitney’s jaw dropped in disbelief. She held that look for a moment until someone from a nearby table called to her.

“While your mouth’s open, I’ve got something to fill it for you.”

Whitney went to the table while a smiling rotund man took Meagan’s hand and walked her back to his seat.

It was after midnight when the four weary girls were ushered back in front of the stage. Steve was back at the microphone.

“We still have a few acts to go, and then there’s the ‘after party’, but let’s give a round of applause to our young crew here for services rendered.”

The girls stared out into the audience as they were applauded and cheered. Their mouths and chests and bellies were stained with traces of hum and their tiny satin thongs were soaked from the involuntary lubrication of their virgin cunnies. All they wanted to do was go to sleep. Steve led them to the double doors where Carmen was waiting outside.

“You were all the belles of the ball,” he gushed. “Come, let’s get you ready for bed.”

“What’s going to happen to us in bed?” Beth whispered to Veronica. “A lot of the grownups kept telling me they wanted me in bed and I’m scared.”

“So am I,” Veronica whispered back. “Not that I like tonight, but it could have been a lot worse. I’m still afraid of what your sister and her friends are going to do to us.”

Carmen led them into a room with a small shower room. One of his assistants was there with the small yellow bags that had held their g-strings. Carmen turned to his little charges.

“I know a bath would be lovelier but you kids are just worn out. This will be quicker. Give Rodney here your little g-strings and he’ll put them in right bags. Richard is going to auction them off after the last stage show.”

“Aren’t you going to wash them first?” asked Veronica.

“Oh no, this is just the way they them. Now hurry along in the shower - big girls help the smaller ones. I’ll be back in a jiff.”

The girls stripped and handed their thongs to Rodney, who put them in the appropriate bags. After the evening’s events, they didn’t feel any more naked with them off. They went into the shower as Rodney left the room. By the time they were done and drying off, Carmen returned with four white fluffy robes.

The girls bundled themselves into their robes and followed back to their bedroom where the smell of warm chocolate greeted them. A plate of fresh brownies was on the serving table along with a pitcher of cold milk. Carmen barely gestured to the table before the four girls pounced on the brownies. As they ate, another of Carmen’s assistants poured their milk.

After several brownies and a glass of milk each, they went into the bathroom where Carmen pointed and found toothbrushes and toothpaste waiting on the counter with two sinks. After everything that was in their mouths that night, each girl scrubbed their teeth well.

“All the beds are the same,” Carmen informed them. “Just pick the one by the night table you used for your belongings. I’ll take your robes.”

“Where are our pajamas?” a sleepy, naked Whitney asked him as she handed him her robe.

“You’ll sleep au natural,” he said. As four small faces returned blank expressions to him, he explained, “You can just sleep in the nude.”

“What’s going to happen to us next?” asked Beth.

“Oh, where are my manners? Well, you just sleep well tonight - you’ve certainly earned it. Tomorrow you will just relax and I have a wonderful surprise for you. Then tomorrow night, you’ll be getting as much pleasure as you gave tonight. Trust me, the hard part of your weekend is over.”

“These sheets are slippery,” Meagan exclaimed as the slid between the satin covers and mattress.

“Only the finest for such baby smooth skin, my dears,” Carmen told them. Once they were all in bed, he turned out the lights and bade them sweet dreams.

Claridge Academy, Part 6

(Note: this takes place immediately after Part 5.)

Beth was the first to wake in the morning. The nine year-old stretched her nude body beneath the covers of her bed, luxuriating in the caress of the satin sheets on her smooth skin. After hours of giving oral sex to the men at the estate’s dinner show last night, the four little girls had been told that the rest of the weekend would be much easier, even pleasurable for them.

Beth had no idea where exactly the estate was, who owned it, or who the people were in attendance. The party was supposed to last all weekend long and she didn’t want to contemplate what else was going on after seeing some of the bizarre acts on stage last night while she was servicing male members of the audience. No doubt her sister, Tori, and Tori’s friends were in the middle of it and having the time of their lives. At least she and Veronica and the two five year-olds were no worse for wear, aside from getting their young bellies filled with sperm the night before.

A short time later, she heard Veronica stirring. She called softly to her friend, and the little girl of Japanese descent quietly answered. A dull gray light was beginning to seep into the room around the edges of the floor-length curtains on one wall. In the dim light, Beth could make out Veronica’s slim form as the fourth-grader slipped out of her bed and walked across the room and disappeared in the shadows.

After some rustling sounds, Veronica padded over to Beth’s bed and handed her one of the bathrobes they were given last night. Beth slipped into it as she got out of bed and stood next to her friend, who was also wearing a robe.

“What now?” Veronica asked.

“Let’s check the others.”

They went to the bed where Whitney slumbered, unmoving. The five year-old’s nearly white blonde hair shown brightly even in the gloomy light. Meagan was mumbling something in her sleep. They could see the little girl’s mouth moving and Beth wondered if she was reliving last night in her dreams.

Next, Beth and Veronica went to the door and tried to open it. Much to their surprise, the knob turned freely in Veronica’s hand and they were free to exit the room. The hall was brightly lit and they saw a note from Carmen, their eccentric minder, taped to the wall opposite the door.

“Good Morning Sunshines! There’s a phone by the door of your room. When you’re ready for breakfast, just give me a ring at 6969 (oh, snap!).”

“Do you get this guy?” Veronica asked.

“I think he’s what my great-aunt Beatrice would call ‘festive’.”

The two waited for the Meagan and Whitney to stir before they turned on the room lights. Beth handed the younger girls their robes while Veronica called Carmen.

“Hello girls!” he called out as he sashayed into the room. He pulled one of the curtains aside and gave a theatrical shudder. “It’s supposed to be cold and rainy all weekend. But they say we’re still supposed to have an Indian summer for the rest of September. Personally, I’ll settle for an Indian pool boy or two. So, who wants breakfast?”

All of the girls were ravenous, so Carmen pulled out a pad and told them they could have anything they wanted. A half our later, Beth and Veronica were eating omelets while Meagan and Whitney each had pancakes piled high with whipped cream and chocolate syrup.

“I like our breakfast better,” Meagan announced as Whitney giggled.

“Well, Beth and I are acting like refined ladies,” said Veronica with exaggerated snobbishness before punctuating her statement by sticking her tongue out at Meagan. All four girls were still laughing when Carmen sauntered back into the room.

“Glad to see you’re enjoying yourselves. Since the weather is ghastly, you should stay indoors. There are movies and video games in the stand by the television. When you’re hungry for lunch just call and the chef will make whatever you want. Then this afternoon, I’ll give you my surprise - you’ll just love it!”

“What will happen tonight?” Beth asked with a worried look.

“Nothing you need to worry about. You’ll have a light dinner and then have the time of your life.”

After lunch, Carmen brought in two huge men with brown skin and jet black hair and eyes. The girls eyed the muscular strangers with apprehension as they brought a small cart with a warming tray on it to the two padded tables.

“Okay, Beth and Veronica get to go first. On the tables and robes off, girls.”

Nervously, the two girls climbed up on the tables and slid their robes off, holding them in their laps so they wouldn’t be naked near the brawny twosome. One of the men reached under the cart and then stood up with two towels clutched in one enormous hand.

“Would the little missies like towels to cover with?” he asked in an accent of the South Pacific.

Both girls nodded and he handed one towel to his partner. The man politely directed Veronica to lie face down on the table. Awkwardly, the girl moved her robe around so that she was able to keep her buttocks covered with it once she was in place. The man draped a towel over the robe and deftly removed the robe from underneath, leaving the little girl’s modesty intact with the towel covering her from just below the waistline to just above the bottom of her rear end’s curves.

Beth followed the same routine and was soon lying on the table just as Veronica was. Lifting the lid of the warming tray, the first man pulled a small bottle from it and the other man did the same. Beth gave a small gasp of surprise as the man by her poured a small amount of rubbing oil from the bottle down her spine. Then he spread the liquid over the back and began kneading the muscles in her shoulders.

“What are they doing?” Meagan asked as she and Whitney watched, entranced.

“It’s a massage, dear,” Carmen told her. Henry and Ernest here have the most wonderful hands. You’ll practically feel yourself turning to jelly before they’re done.

“I like jelly,” Whitney announced.

“You two can watch or keep playing,” Carmen told the younger pair. ‘Your turn will be in about an hour.”

Veronica was relaxing as the strong hands squeezed and rubbed her sleek young body, but tensed slightly as she felt the hands approach her buttocks. But the masseur stopped just at the towel line. Later when he was massaging her legs, he worked his way up her thighs but never got above the towel line or too perilously close to her pussy. She sighed and let herself become lost in the soothing touches.

When Beth’s masseur was done with her back and legs, he gently rolled her over, keeping her crotch safely covered by the towel. She felt embarrassed that her flat chest was left exposed, but his massages there did not carry any trace of molestation.

When they were finally done with the girls, they let them slowly sit up and handed them their robes. After Beth and Veronica had dismounted from the tables, the men patted the tops to let Meagan and Whitney know it was their turn. The little girls were so eager to try something that the older girls had obviously enjoyed that they forgot to wait for any towels as they shucked off their robes and climbed onto the tables. Beth and Veronica laughed at the two pairs of cute little buttocks squirming on the table as the five year-olds waited for their first massage.

The men didn’t seem to mind and soon set to work applying oil and rubbing it in. They were more careful in massaging these little girls whose tiny bodies were largely covered by their hands. They had never done anyone so small. While massaging the back muscles on either side of the spine, their fingers could wrap around the torso work the chest muscles at the same time.

Meagan cooed as she felt her little self get manipulated while Whitney actually dozed off. She awoke as Ernest was starting to roll her over. He caught the look of embarrassment on the little girl’s face and stopped while she was on her side. He took another towel and covered her pelvis as he finished rolling her onto her back. Whitney gave him a grateful smile. While she wasn’t as embarrassed about her bottom, she was still very shy about exposing her private parts, which had been made embarrassingly public the night before.

Henry followed Ernest’s cue and covered Meagan before he rolled her onto her back. The five year-old happily hummed as he rubbed her chest and belly. After they were done, they handed the girls their robes and then left, wheeling their cart out with them.

After a light dinner, Carmen handed each girl some pills that he said would help them tonight. All four received a valium to help calm their nerves and make them more compliant along with another pill he only described as a vitamin supplement. It was actually a concentrated aphrodisiac. The two older girls also received a painkiller which he only described as an additional vitamin tablet since they were bigger girls.

“Now you two wait here,” Carmen said to Meagan and Whitney. “We’ll get Beth and Veronica started with their part and then I’ll fetch you.”

“Are men going to put their pee pees in our mouths again?” Whitney asked with a grimace.

“No, but you and Meagan will get to do something different than your two friends here.”

Carmen brought Beth and Veronica to the main room again, took their robes, and waited outside while Richard brought the naked little girls to the stage. There were two chairs that looked something like dentist chairs on stage except that the lower part ramped up and was widely split apart. The valium kept the girls somewhat calm, but they were still apprehensive as they were strapped into the chairs with their legs raised and spread apart.

Video cameras were put in place to catch the girls’ bodies, including their crotches, form various angles. The images came up on a series of screens on and above the stage. Richard, the emcee, took some gobs of a gel and smeared them onto their little pussy slits before grabbing the microphone.

“Okay, will our two highest bidders come up and get this party going?”

The crowd cheered as two men bounded up on the stage and pulled their hard pricks from their pants. Beth and Veronica were frantic, shaking their heads and begging the men to stop as they saw the adult cocks get pressed against their small hairless pussies.

“Fuck the countdown - GO!” Richard yelled.

Both nine year-olds screamed as their hymens were ruptured by two bulldozing cocks. The continued to wail as their little orifices were stretched seemingly too wide as the immature vaginas were opened up all the way to the cervix. Beth was thrashing in her restraints and tired to squeeze her invaded cunny to force the intruder out, but to no avail. Veronica arched her back dug her fingers into the armrests of the chair.

Once they bottomed out, the men began fucking their auction prizes with precision. By the fifth or sixth thrust, each girl had stopped crying as new sensations aided by the aphrodisiacs began to override the receding pain in their pussies. Surprised grunts and moans came from their wide-eyed faces as they each felt shivering waves of sensation running emanating from their sexes.

Beth was feeling an intense pressure building up inside of her as her man came, completing her deflowering with a rush of semen that slid into her womb and overflowed from her little cuntlet. The man held up his bloodstained cock where she could see.

“Thanks for your cherry, Beth,” he said with a smile as he left and let another man take his place.

Beth’s tiny quim was now slick on the inside, but still mind-blowingly tight as the next man slid his cock into her. She looked over and saw Veronica’s first man pulling out. Looking down, Beth could see a few drops of blood on the floor below the junction of her friend’s spread legs. But then the waves and the pressure increased and Beth could not concentrate on anything until she felt an explosion of sensation inside her.

“Got her!” the man between her legs shouted as the crown cheered.

“What happened?” she asked weakly.

“You just came - had your first orgasm.”

“Oh, then I’m done?”

“Done?” he replied, laughing. “Oh, Sweetheart, you’ve only just started. We’ve all got a lot of cumming to do tonight.”

Veronica kept her eyes shut as another man rutted inside her. Despite his being the third one, her small vagina still felt painfully pulled apart inside every time he pushed into her. These new strange sensations were helping, though. She had heard Beth make some strange moans a few minutes earlier before asking if she was done. But by the answer she was given, both girls were in for a long night.

As she felt the first spurt of hot liquid from this current man splash inside, she felt a sharp quiver in her newly initiated pussy. The quiver multiplied and coalesced until she felt her breath leave her all at once as her pelvis involuntarily jerked against her restraints. The man finished flooding her twat and pulled out.

“She was stubborn, we I got her going,” he told the cheering crowd.

Another man stepped forward and waited a moment for the stream of semen pouring from the nine year-old’s bald slit to lessen before he planted his cock inside of her.

Carmen could tell by the screams when Beth and Veronica lost their virginity. He had waited until they were popped before getting the other two because he didn’t want them to be frightened by the commotion. He led the two little girls to the back of the room, removed their robes, and sat them on top of two high, linen-covered cocktail tables.

“The dinner was a sit-down affair, but the dessert for the ladies will be buffet style. Namely, you! The first two women were high bidders to see who would get to give you your first climaxes. So you just lie back and enjoy yourselves.”

Meagan and Whitney watched as a group of very hungry-looking women surrounded the table. They were eyeing the pair of naked five year-olds with unnerving desire. Whitney tried to reach out for Meagan’s outstretched hand, but the tables were a little too far apart. Two women emerged from the crowd and approached the girls. They pushed them onto their backs before lifting and spreading their legs.

“Bon Appetite, you lucky bitches!” someone cried out to the two ladies. They all laughed as the two lowered their faces down to the smooth cunnies of the little girls.

Whitney whimpered as she felt her plump little snatch get chewed and licked. If the ladies were going to have dessert, she thought, ice cream would be a lot better than her private parts. The woman’s tongue burrowed into her tiny slit, jabbing her clit before pressing against some mysterious barrier that kept her from going deeper. The little girl could feel the tug of the barrier on the walls of her pussy, but couldn’t understand what was happening.

Fortunately for her and Meagan, the rules had already been laid out that the pair was to keep their cherries this weekend. It added to the titillation and anticipation of the guests as to when these two would finally be deflowered. Meanwhile, the two little tykes kept turning to look at each other for small some measure of comfort.

As the licking on and just inside her special little place continued, Whitney felt something coiling and growing tight between her legs. The woman must have sensed something because she began to lick harder. Suddenly, the tightness uncoiled and Whitney nearly blacked out as intense waves of pleasure cascaded from her lower belly.

The woman raised her head triumphantly from between the writhing little girl’s legs only to hear someone announce “We have a tie!”

The woman looked over as her competitor smiled with a dripping mouth as Meagan yelped and gasped as her little butt bounced on the table.

“Well,” the woman conceded. “I heard they do like everything together.”

Meagan tried to get her breath as she recovered from her first cum. It felt like she had been burned down there, but it felt good instead of hurting. She didn’t know how else to describe it. She turned and saw that Whitney must have had the same thing happen to her.

Meagan looked up as she felt a hand on her ankle. Another woman licked her way down the one of the kindergartener’s smooth little legs before beginning to munch on the innocent bald twat she found at the end. As Meagan moaned with the renewed oral attack on her quim, another woman standing to her left gently pinched chest to make her nipple and surrounding flesh bulge between her fingers. She leaned down and began to suck on the makeshift kindergarten titty.

The little girl stared in disbelief as she saw and felt her chest get sucked. She turned to her right for any support from Whitney, but saw that the little blonde not only had a woman suckling on her chest, but had yet another one with a lip-lock her mouth. Meagan could see the woman’s jaws working as Whitney vainly struggled beneath the three horny adults.

A hand reached under Meagan’s chin and turned her head back in time for her to see a third woman at her table. The helpless child opened her mouth to say something but her words were reduced to a squeal as a grownup tongue plunged between her parted lips.

Beth gratefully took a sip of cool water as the man held her head up off of the chair. After so many cums (she lost count after twelve some hours ago), she lacked the strength to do much of anything. The man set the empty glass down somewhere where she couldn’t see then stepped between her legs. He groaned in satisfaction as he entered her juice-filled tunnel, which felt like a warm elastic sheath around his prick.

Veronica twitched with yet another forced orgasm as she gradually lost awareness of where she was. The only concrete reality left to her was the continuing shockwaves that were induced deep inside her preteen sex. Her slim, light golden body shimmered with a sheen of sweat beneath the hot lights of the video cameras and stage. The man inside of her must have also cum but she was so filled with fluid that it didn’t register. She was only aware in the vaguest sense as another cock forced her narrow cuntal passage open again with a wet squelching sound as it penetrated her.

Meagan thought at first that they were done with her as only one woman was feasting on her; a stiletto-thin, raven-haired thirty-year-old who was probing the child’s soft navel with her tongue. It was one of her last coherent thoughts of the evening. Then she felt something thick and gooey drizzling onto her twat.

When she was done, the woman placed the jar with its sticky contents to the side of the girl and stepped back to let the others admire her handiwork. Meagan’s little pussy was now a rich golden color, its tight curves glistening before an appreciative crowd. The woman stepped forward again and began to dine. “Sweet honey-cunny,” she murmured as she dove into her precious snack.

As she saw the action on stage and on the video screens, Whitney dully noted that the men were pushing their pee pees into Beth and Veronica’s private parts. Had she been more alert, she would have been concerned about the girls’ well-being since they had been so nice to her, but too many orgasms had ripped through her little body - a body not yet prepared for any such thing - that her mind began to shut down from sensory overload like her friends’ were doing. She was aware of everything she was seeing and feeling, but she couldn’t register much of a response aside from more climaxes.

She was carried to another table and placed on a table in a sitting position. Several women gathered around, but one woman was clearly in charge. She was Ilsa, the tall blonde from the previous evening that Richard had singled out.

“Keep her sitting up. I want her to see me eating her.”

Ilsa sucked and nibbled on the tender flesh and smooth skin of Whitney’s inner thighs as the little girl turned her attention to the stage to see the cylinders of meat plunging into the hairless, nine year-old pussies at all angles on the screens. Finished with the child’s beautiful little limbs, Ilsa gazed at the bald childish cunt, glistening and soft, which waited for her.

“Look down here,” she called to Whitney.

One of the other women tilted the girl’s head down so she could see Ilsa poised at her little snatch. The woman slowly stuck her tongue out to reveal the metal stud in it. Keeping eye contact with Whitney, she forcefully rubbed the tip of her tongue and the stud against the little girl’s baby clit. Despite its exertions through the evening, Whitney’s body jolted with the shock of the double-tipped attack on her sex. Ilsa snaked her tongue and stud as far into the child’s slit as the hymen would allow and clamped her lips around the rest of the fleshy mount.

This produced an even more powerful orgasm in Whitney than she had experienced all night and she cried wordlessly as wave after searing wave pulsed through her. Ilsa swallowed all the juice Whitney’s tiny cunt could still produce, amazed at how tight the little slit had remained after tonight’s attentions. She stood up and smiled at the little girl, whose mouth hung open and whose deep blue eyes had fresh tears running from them.

“What an adorable baby slut you are,” Ilsa cooed. “I wish I could take you home with me and eat you up every day.”

Whitney was far beyond being able to produce a response.

Beth noticed a small blonde girl crying out on a table near the stage. She had no idea who it was. She did feel something thick pushing its way between her legs, making her wet inner flesh flex and pull. And then there was another familiar tidal wave wising up inside of her…

Henry and Ernest followed Carmen down the hall, each cradling a barely conscious nine year-old. Two of Carmen’s assistants brought up the rear carrying two exhausted kindergarteners. They went into the shower room and after a fruitless effort to get any of the girls to stand upright; they laid them on the floor and washed them there. The older girls proved to be a little harder to get clean as more semen kept oozing from their hairless slits, but eventually all four were clean.

Carmen managed to get each one to swallow a small dose of liquid that contained a sedative. He gestured to the other men and they brought the girls back to their beds.

It was late morning when the girls finally woke up. The previous night was still largely a blur, but they recalled enough to know what had happened. Veronica tried not to blush as she remembered being on the verge of another climax, begging the next man to hurry and put his cock in her after the last one had just flooded her pussy with cum.

Beth had a recollection of seeing Whitney crying somewhere near her. She sat up abruptly and winced at the soreness between her legs. Carmen was sitting nearby, clucking to himself and shaking his head as he read an issue of ‘Cosmopolitan’.

“Carmen,” she whispered fiercely as she gestured toward Meagan and Whitney. “Did the men do anything to…?”

“Oh no, Honey. It was strictly lesbo. And their little membranes are still intact, in case you were wondering. Oh, here. And you too, Veronica.”

He handed each girl a painkiller and a glass of water.

“I’ll have more for you to take back to school. You may be a little sore for a day or two. Then you’ll be right as rain.”

“How would you know?” Veronica muttered as she eased herself out of bed and got into her robe.

“Oh, Honey. I’ll have to tell you sometime later about my first glory hole party on Fire Island.”

Meagan sat up and looked over at Whitney.

“Are you okay?”

“Uh huh.”

“Did the ladies lick your private parts and do other stuff a lot last night?”

“Yeah. And one lady put her finger in my bottom.”

“Did it hurt?”

“No. It just felt funny.”

Carmen cleared his throat to get everyone’s attention.

“All right girls. Here are your school uniforms are hanging up over here, all cleaned and pressed. By the way, Meagan and Whitney, I don’t care much for the patterns on your ‘My Little Pony’ and ‘Strawberry Shortcake’ panties, but with these drab colors for your uniforms, my compliments on doing what you can for color.

Now lunch or brunch is whatever you want. Take your time getting dressed and have a leisurely meal. We have a limo that will take you directly back to your school. Whenever you’re ready, you can leave.”

“Carmen?”

“Yes, Beth.”

“I haven’t seen my sister since we got here. Will she and her friends be riding back with us? Because their cars are at that place we drove to on Friday.”

As she said this, it suddenly occurred to Beth that last Friday afternoon, not even forty-eight hours past, seemed like years ago.

“Um…no. They’ll be taken back separately.”

“Where are they?” asked Meagan.

Carmen stalled for a moment.

“Wait and I’ll get Julia.”

A few minutes later, the auburn haired woman they remembered as having greeted the five teens when they first arrived.

“Hello, I’m Julia. You girls had quite the busy weekend. Is everyone doing alright?”

All four nodded and mumbled something affirmative. Beth and Veronica noticed that the soreness between their legs had disappeared with the combination of medication and movement.

“Follow me and you can see Sue and Tori and their friends.”

She led them to the sliding glass door behind the curtains. A blast of cool wind greeted them as they followed her out onto a wide wooden walkway. It was cold and drizzling, but a protruding overhang from the roof kept them dry. Julia and the girls walked to the end of the building’s wing and gestured out to the gently sloping lawn that led to some woods.

All four girls gasped at what they saw. The five teens who had tormented them and others at school were naked except for leather dog collars which were chained to stakes in the ground. Their bodies were covered with welts and bruises. With their hair matted down by the rain, they looked like refugees from the sewer.

“Wha-…what happened to them?” Beth finally managed to ask.

“It was quite simple, really,” Julia replied coolly. “They had given us a list of things they wanted to see done to you. We simply did it to them instead. They deserved it.”

The woman turned and eyed the four girls critically.

“You may think you don’t deserve what happened to you this weekend, but now you understand that you were treated with relative kindness. It is simply a matter of this: we have the power and you don’t. But you do have character, as you demonstrated when each of you tried to protect at least one other last weekend at the Brimstone Club. Character can go a long way. Who knows? Perhaps one day you might become members here.”

“Will we have to come back here now? I mean, while we’re kids?” Veronica asked.

Julia smiled and stroked the girl’s shiny black hair.

“Perhaps. We would certainly look forward to having you back. I wouldn’t waste any time worrying about it. You will not come to any permanent harm if we bring you back.”

After lunch, the girls insisted on saying goodbye to Carmen. He grew flustered as Meagan and Whitney hugged him and pecked him on the cheek.

“Goodbye, my little sweeties. Be good, but also a little bit naughty every now and then. It makes for good practice.”

Claridge Academy, Part 7

(Note: This begins on Monday morning, the day after Part 6.)

Headmaster Marshall Eddings was contemplating having Naomi Chandler pay him another visit tonight. The sixth grader’s juicy little twat remained stubbornly tight (not that he minded) since he took her virginity less than two weeks ago. This was followed by three more ‘private tutoring’ sessions in his office last week, each one culminating in two loads of sperm getting dumped in her preteen cunt.

Although he had planned on more time with Gretchen Larsen, the five year-old he had initiated at the beginning of the school year’s second week, but Naomi had been the exclusive focus of his attention. The eleven year-old’s small, tender breasts were delicious mouthfuls for him to snack on as he plowed his way into her hairless cunny. In his first session with her, he had discovered that her older cousin had taught the girl how to masturbate, providing him with an excellent floor show each night while his wilted prick recovered from the first fucking.

Before sitting at his desk, Eddings checked the bottom drawer for any news from The Five. Sitting in the front of the drawer was the now familiar white envelope. Eddings reclined in his chair and opened the letter.

“Dear Headmaster Eddings,

We trust this letter finds you in good health. It seems you are quite taken with Miss Chandler and we look forward to making her acquaintance some time in the near future.

This past weekend was a busy one for several of your students. The members of the self-proclaimed ‘Bitch Brigade’ were taught a lesson in humility after trying to arrange the rather brutal rapes and torture of the two younger sisters of their group, Beth Miller and Meagan Andrews. Whether or not this lesson stays with them (we doubt it will) remains to be seen.

The younger Miss Miller and the younger Miss Andrews, along with their little friends Veronica Isigawa and Whitney Bell, were guests at a very large, prolonged party this weekend. Having previously asked you to refrain from any intimacy with them, we shall provide you with an update. The two nine year-olds, Miss Miller and Miss Isigawa, are no longer virgins and you are free to have them any way you wish.

However, the two five year-olds, Miss Andrews and Miss Bell, must remain with their hymens intact. We haven’t made any plans for their deflowering at this point, but the ladies in our club find their little vaginas quite succulent and enjoy teasing the little ones’ maidenheads. Although please feel free to have these children provide you with any oral pleasure you desire. All four girls, in fact are now, experts in this area.”

Eddings lowered the letter as he tried to imagine what had happened. Beth and Veronica’s cunnies getting opened up while Meagan and Whitney were introduced to lesbian sex. Here it was, barely after eight in the morning and his cock was stiff and begging for release at the mere thought of what might have happened to his young students. He returned to the letter and its last paragraph.

“After these girls were sent back to the academy, we had your first little lover, Gretchen Larsen, over for a more intimate gathering. I must say, she was quite the life of the party as the enclosed photograph shows. Due to her small stature, you should refrain from any sex with her for a day or two as she may need a little time to recover from our attentions. Given time and a few years of growth, we’re sure she will become as resilient as the lusty Naomi. For now, please grant her a little patience in the event you decide to tear your attention away from Miss Chandler.

Sincerely,

The Five”

Eddings looked in the envelope and found a photo that he had missed when he removed the letter. In the picture, Gretchen was lying naked on what appeared to be a fine oriental carpet. Her eyes had the slightly glassy look from the drug he used on her and Naomi and he could see a trickle of white liquid coming from the corner of her slightly open mouth.

A larger puddle of liquid, undoubtedly semen, was gathering between her spread legs. A slimy trail of jism drained from the child’s bald cunt into the small pool. Looking closer, Eddings could see a small but distinctly separate stream dripping from the youngster’s tiny asshole. It must have been quite a party.

Tucking the photo and letter away in the drawer, Eddings fished out one of the old headmaster’s scrap books. The photo had left him fixated on Gretchen and he needed some material to pleasure himself with until Gretchen would be ready again. Despite his urgent need, the headmaster made a mental note to wait until Wednesday evening before summoning the little girl to his office. In the mean time, he would read some narratives about other headmasters and the kindergarteners they enjoyed.

The book he had taken was one of Headmaster LaGrange’s volumes. He was the wicked man who had tape-recorded his sessions. These recordings had since been transferred to digital media in the form of a flash drive which he inserted into his computer. The sound files were listed by date to make it easy to find the match for any girl LaGrange had put in the book. Ensuring his office door was locked and the volume on his computer was set fairly low, Eddings commenced with his reading and listening.

Tuesday was a busy day for the headmaster with department head meetings. It wasn’t until the evening that he had an opportunity to select another of LaGrange’s books. The man (who was still alive and quite spry), had been a prolific writer and lover of little girls.

As he was listening to the recording of a five year-old having sex for the first time, he was amused at how little had changed in the sounds the little ones made when getting their cherries popped and their tiny cunts filled with cock. This one sounded so much like Gretchen. Looking at the picture in LaGrange’s book, he was struck by the facial similarities of the strawberry blonde from years ago and his Gretchen. Then he peered closer - there was definitely a resemblance. This girl’s hair was reddish blonde and worn differently than Gretchen’s light yellow braid, but the eyes and mouth were eerily the same.

Eddings paused the recording and tapped some commands into his computer, retrieving the alumni database. The girl in question, Leslie Tanner, had graduated from Claridge. After college, she married one Gregory Larsen and - yes - had a daughter, Gretchen, who had started at Claridge this year. Eddings smiled as he realized that two generations of kindergarteners in one family had lost their virginity on this very desk in front of him.

The next night, Gretchen’s eyes glazed over as the drug in her fruit punch took hold. Eddings played with her, asking perfectly ridiculous questions in such a way that the drugged child would agree. The tendency to do as asked also extended to agreeing to a posed suggestion with little or no thought.

“I would look much more distinguished if I dyed my hair purple, wouldn’t I?”

“Yes,” she answered plainly, with no hint of smile at the humorous image.

“Now get undressed.”

After Gretchen had disrobed, he laid her on his desk and began nibbling on her flat chest. While he missed Naomi’s new little buds, there was something just as erotic in the innocence of the younger girl’s completely undeveloped body. He caressed her smooth legs before bringing his hand up to their juncture and squeezed the fat little piece of girl meat he found there.

He put one finger in his mouth to wet it before returning it to her hairless pussy. As he resumed munching on a nipple, he twisted his finger to get it into the little girl’s tiny hole. For someone who had been gangbanged this weekend, she was incredibly tight. Not that Eddings himself had any other five year-olds to compare her to (at least not yet), but she felt as tight as she was when he had deflowered her. Gradually, her vaginal muscles loosened as he massaged her twat and then he could feel the beginnings of her self-lubrication. He worked his finger more until her insides were soaking.

He turned the girl over and had her get on her hands and knees. Then he walked over to a small video camera he had set up and verified the angle. It was set up to catch all of Gretchen’s body and would only catch part of the front of someone standing behind her. After making a few adjustments, he turned the camera on.

He held a picture of five year-old Leslie Tanner in front of the camera before setting it on his desk so that Gretchen could see. When she had first come to his office, he had shown her this picture. The child had been delighted to see a picture of her mother at the same age that she now was.

“Who is that little girl?” he asked as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants.

“My mommy.”

“Did you know that your mommy was a cock slut when she was your age?”

“No.”

He hadn’t phrased the question correctly, but it was no matter. Gretchen’s bald cunny was a ripe target between her cute young thighs. Eddings worked his prick head between the plump lips and shoved his cock into her snug little hole as far as he could go.

“Um,” was all she could manage when he reached her cervix.

“Well, she was a cock slut. And you are a good little cock slut, too. Aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

The video camera captured the motion of an adult cock pumping in and out of the little girl’s body from behind. Despite how small the headmaster’s cock was, it still looked quite large compared to the five year-old. The camera also faithfully recorded the wet sounds of the pedo-fucking and the subdued gasps and other small sounds from Gretchen.

“You sound just like your mommy,” Eddings said as he tapped a key on his computer.

The similar sounds of Gretchen’s mother from years ago joined those of her young daughter as her baby quim was used by the current headmaster.

“Like mother, like daughter,” Eddings murmured. “Look at your mommy’s picture. You like cock as much as she does, don’t you?

“Yes.”

“And you loved getting gang-fucked this weekend, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe someday soon, you and your mommy can get gang-raped together by a bunch of escaped convicts. That would be fun, wouldn’t it?”

“Yes.”

As if fucking Gretchen’s slight, tight hole wasn’t enough for him; Eddings was getting even more turned on by this word play.

“Who’s your best friend?”

“Meagan.”

“Meagan should put on a strap-on dildo and shove it up your precious little cunt, shouldn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“And you could eat your mommy’s cunt while she was doing that. Would you like that?”

“Yes.”

“And then your daddy could shove his big prick in your little asshole. That would be fun, right?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, you little slut,” Eddings grunted as he picked up his pace.

He let out a long groan as he blew his load inside the five year-old, quickly overloading her twat with jism. Reaching under her, he placed his hand on her lower belly, fantasizing that he could feel her miniature womb expanding as he filled it with sperm.

He withdrew from the little girl’s squishy quim with a loud plopping sound and staggered over to the video camera. Pulling it from its mount, he went back over behind Gretchen and zoomed in for a close-up as her small, hairless cunny was still leaking his spunk in heavy streams down the insides of her thighs while the sounds of five year-old Leslie getting fucked still played from the speakers.

Eddings turned off the recording after he returned the camera to its mount. He got behind his desk again and ordered Gretchen to turn around.

“Lick my cock - you made it all messy.”

The obedient child began cleaning Eddings’ prick with her small red tongue.

“You love the taste of your cunt slime on my dick, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

Eddings felt himself begin to harden again. The power of these little ones to rejuvenate his sex drive was simply amazing.

“Now put as much of it in your mouth as possible and start sucking.”

Gretchen took his entire head and a little of his shaft in her mouth and began to put a vacuum on it. She rubbed the underside of his meat with her tongue after he directed her to. Eddings used his thumb and forefinger to stroke the base of his cock.

As he wanked himself, he gazed at the little girl’s mouth straining to keep a suction on him. Bits of spittle gathered around her lips, but she continued to do as she had been instructed. His eyes wandered down her small body, coming to rest on the tiny buttocks that looked so inviting, even from his angle above her head. He felt the surge begin in his balls and happily fed his young student an evening snack.

As he spewed the last of his load into her mouth he pulled out and told her not to swallow it. He retrieved the camera and brought it in front of Gretchen’s face.

“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

Gretchen did so, revealing thick gobs of cum.

“Now swallow it all.”

She did in several gulps.

“Open your mouth again and stick out your tongue.

The child obeyed, revealing a clean interior.

“That’s a good little cock slut.”

Eddings cleaned the girl up and had her get dressed. Her dorm mother, Dottie, retrieved the girl and bade him a good night, never revealing that she knew of the abuse (which he knew she did). The headmaster made a copy of the video, which he added to his narrative once it was complete. Sealing it in an envelope, he placed it in the bottom file drawer and locked it before leaving his office while whistling a happy tune.

Dottie applied some healing salve to Gretchen’s nicely fucked little cunny and pulled her panties up. The girl was alright, but a little medicine would keep her from feeling much of any after-effect from her session. As she noticed the signs of the drug wearing off, Dottie chatted with Gretchen about how the girl and her headmaster had a wonderful time talking about some of the birds that could be found on the school grounds. This planted the suggestions in the girl’s head about what happened during her time alone in Eddings’ office.

After all six of her girls were in bed, Dottie furiously masturbated herself while fantasizing about having sex with Gretchen. She also knew that Meagan and Whitney were being used although their pussies had not yet been fucked. Jus thought of any of those girls’ small, perfect bodies being used for the pleasure of adults made Dottie’s cunt wet.

She typed an e-mail to her contact, who she had never met, updating him on Gretchen’s status.

“I wanted to lay Gretchen down on the floor and eat her little cunt for hours,” she wrote. “Obviously, I didn’t but if you could have seen her, you’d understand the temptation. I enjoy the trips you provide me to the spa and its little workers, but is there any chance I could ever have one of the girls I’m watching here?”

After she sent it, she sat at her desk, considering what she had written. She supposed that no one would have known if she had taken some fun with Gretchen, but she knew she had a good thing going here and didn’t want to risk it. Suddenly, her computer chimed with an e-mail reply.

“Thank you for the update - we are looking forward to the headmaster’s report. Concerning the other matter - we understand the temptation and we greatly appreciate your frankness. It shows you can be trusted. It is rare to have a dorm mother have more than one or two of her six girls, if any, getting used. So we can understand what you must be thinking now that three of your charges are ‘active’. We may make arrangements for you to have one of these in the future. Barring that, we will provide some other suitable compensation.”

Dottie exhaled slowly, relieved that she hadn’t overplayed her hand. She left her room and walked into the common room. A laundry hamper stood near the door, ready for tomorrow’s collection. She lifted the lid and rummaged through the clothes, rubbing the tiny pairs of panties in her hand with the girls’ names written inside the waistband. Gretchen, Meagan, Samantha, Whitney, Lauren, Maggie. It was quite a delicious menu.

Claridge Academy, Part 8

(Note: Part 8 takes place on the Tuesday after Part 7.)

It was just after lunch and Meagan Andrews paused on a paved path to watch some squirrels apparently chasing each other. It was a warm and sunny day and the kindergartener giggled as she watched the animals at play.

By a stroke of unfortunate luck, Meagan’s older sister, Sue happened to be walking in her direction. The sixteen year-old was in a foul mood, having received a ‘D’ on a history exam she had barely studied for. Why she should have to waste time learning about people long dead was beyond her. The sight of her little sister enjoying the weather and laughing at some stupid fucking rodents just increased her anger.

Sue paused to look around. This area of the path curved around the science building at one end and was hidden by trees at the other bend. There was no one else in sight, so she decided to relieve some frustration. She began to run toward her sister, who was oblivious to her presence. As she reached Meagan, she gave a sweeping kick to the side with her left leg, planting her foot firmly into the little girl’s stomach.

Meagan gave an “oof” sound as the breath was knocked out of her. Sue turned sharply off the patch and jogged on the grass past the side of the science building, only slowing once she knew she was safely out of view of anyone else of anyone who might approach from either end of the path. Sure enough, she soon heard some voices crying out and peeked from behind the corner of the building as several small figures raced to where her sister was lying on the path. Feeling a little better about herself, Sue casually walked away.

Roger Hillman was enjoying his stroll when he heard several young cries of alarm. He increased his pace on the path and spied several girls clustered around a small form lying on the ground. Breaking into a run, he quickly reached the group. A little girl was clutching her stomach and rocking herself forward and back with no sound coming from her open mouth. Her face was red and her eyes were wet.

Having taught rambunctious young boys in his native England before coming to Claridge a little over a year ago, he recognized the problem and gently sat the little girl upright and gave her upper back. The child gasped and took in a deep, rattling breath before she began crying out loud. Hillman had been correct - the girl had gotten the wind knocked out of her.

The teacher looked up at the other girls. As he was just starting his second year at the school and taught high school English, he did not recognize any of these children as they were all too young for his classes. Two were quite small, particularly the one with white blonde hair. He guessed that they were in kindergarten, perhaps along with the crying girl. The other three girls were several years older. One of them had short brown hair and, for some reason he couldn’t fathom, seemed to regard him with fear.

“What happened?” he inquired.

“I don’t know,” said one of the older girls. “Linda, Kathy and I were walking when we heard these two yell. We came over and saw this other little girl on the ground. Then you got here.”

“Did you see anything?” Hillman asked the younger pair.

They both shook their heads, their eyes wide with fright at the sight of their friend in distress.

“Right. Well, we’d better get…what’s her name?”

“Meagan,” the little girl who wore her more yellow blonde hair in a single thick braid volunteered.

“Thank you. We’d better get young Meagan here to the infirmary just to make sure she’s alright.”

Hillman easily scooped Megan up in his arms and began walking briskly to the infirmary. The other girls had to jog to keep up with him.

Emily Bernstein, the nurse on duty was taking inventory of some medical supplied when the front door burst open with a teacher cradling a crying child in his arms strolling through. Several other girls arrived shortly after him.

“You have a customer, Ms. Bernstein,” he announced.

“Put her on the table, Mr. Hillman.”

The nurse was a small woman in her early fifties who kept her graying hair tied neatly in a bun. She was constantly bustling about in her quick, efficient manner but always took the time to put her young patients at ease.

“What happened?” she asked Hillman as she smiled warmly at Meagan and stroked her hair to calm the child.

“No one has the specifics, but apparently someone came from behind young Meagan, here, and gave her a nasty blow to the stomach, knocking the air from her. I felt it best that you examine her just be sure there are no further issues.”

“Uh huh. Good call.”

Emily pressed on Meagan’s abdomen in several places. The girl winced when the nurse touched the area where Sue’s foot had struck.

“Alright Megan, I’m going to take your clothes off down to the underpants and socks so we can get a better look at you,” Emily told the girl.

Meagan laid still while the nurse quickly removed her blazer, blouse, skirt and shoes. Hillman had started to move away from the examination table when Meagan looked to him with pleading eyes. Well experienced with young students Emily called to the teacher and then addressed Meagan’s companions.

“Mr. Hillman, I think Meagan would feel better if her rescuer stayed by her side. You other girls can stay in the room if you’d like, but please remain quiet.”

Hillman smiled down at Meagan as she reached to take his hand for comfort.

“But screw your courage to the sticking place, and we’ll not fail,” he recited, much to the little girl’s confusion. “It’s ‘MacBeth’. Are you not familiar with the Bard of Avon?”

Meagan shook her head as Emily laughed to herself.

“Mr. Hillman, I believe they are teaching ‘The Three Little Pigs’ in kindergarten. Shakespeare is a few years off.”

Hillman leaned closer to Megan and whispered theatrically “I recommend you implore your teacher to start now. You don’t know what you’re missing.”

Meagan started to giggle, but then flinched as Emily probed where she had been struck. Hillman stood upright again and watched as the nurse worked. Although his preference was for young boys (after his marriage to a woman his age ended quite nastily), he found himself admiring the little girl’s soft body. Her skin was smooth and hairless like a boy’s as was the flat chest. Her brown hair, cut to end just below her ears, was barely short enough to be suitable for a longer haired lad. There was even a small bulge in the crotch of her panties, but he knew the hidden contents were entirely female. Still, he found his prick beginning to stir.

“Stop it!” he thought to himself. This was not the time or place, particularly with a little child in pain. He looked over to the other two kindergartners, who with their clothing and long hair still looked safely girlish.

“And what are your names?”

“Gretchen,” said the little girl with the braid.

“I’m Whitney,” said the even smaller one.

Hillman smiled at them both before turning back to Meagan.

“Don’t worry, young Meagan,” he said loudly enough for the other girls to hear. “Your friends Gretchen and Whitney are here to see you through this ordeal.”

Meagan looked over to see her friends standing on the other side of the room.

“Well, Meagan,” Emily announced. “It looks like you got kicked.”

“How do you know?” Hillman asked.

“Look at the welt,” the nurse replied, tracing a finger over a puffy red line forming on Meagan’s stomach. “That’s from a shoe. I should know - I’ve seen plenty of them here, though usually on the shins after a pick-up game of soccer. She’ll be alright, but I’m going to have her stay here for a while with an ice pack to keep the swelling down. The only question is who would do this?”

“Her big sister is really mean,” Whitney said solemnly as Gretchen nodded in agreement.

“Who’s her sister?” Emily asked.

“Her name is Sue,” Gretchen replied.

“As in Sue Andrews?”

“Uh huh.”

“That would explain a lot,” Emily muttered to Hillman. “I pity Meagan for having someone like that in the family.”

“Yes, she has been more than a handful,” Hillman agreed quietly.

He turned back to the girls again. One of the older ones, perhaps nine or ten years old, with the short brown hair who had been eyeing him strangely had gone pale at the mention of Sue’s name.

“However troublesome Susan Andrews has been, we cannot rightly accuse her if there were no witnesses. Now, since Nurse Bernstein has matters well in hand with our friend Meagan, we should all proceed to our classrooms. I’ll write notes to your teachers explaining your tardiness. As for me, I shall have to face the wrath of my eager students who will no doubt be put off by the delay of my lecture on Chaucer.”

That evening at six o’clock, shortly after a sandwich instead of dinner in the dining hall, Hillman was relaxing with a drink in his cottage and some man-boy porn playing on a DVD. As Wednesdays were usually the day he made essay assignments due, those evenings were spent busily grading papers. Hence, Hillman reserved his Tuesday nights for gratuitous pleasure. On screen, a man-sized cock was working at great speed in and out of the well-greased ass of a nine year-old boy when Hillman heard a knock on his front door.

Sighing, he set his drink down and paused the DVD. He went to the door and opened it, finding the brown-haired girl who had been acting strangely around him this afternoon. Now, she looked even more uncomfortable and perhaps frightened.

“Mr. Hillman?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I…I need to talk to you about something.”

Suspecting she had perhaps seen Meagan’s attacker, but was too scared to say something earlier, Hillman invited her in and had to prompt her to introduce herself.

“My name is Kathy. Kathy Stepnowski.”

“I am pleased to meet you, Kathy. Do you know something about Susan or one of her friends - particularly with what happened this afternoon?”

“No. But almost two weeks ago, they did something very bad to me one night.”

“Have you told anyone?”

“No.”

“Well, I’ll do what I can to assist you, but why come to me?”

Kathy squirmed and looked like she was on the verge of crying.

“Good God, child. What is it?”

“Well…you did something bad to me that night too.”

This startled and confused the teacher, who could not recall ever having laid eyes on Kathy before today.

“You must be mistaken, I…”

“No! It was two weeks ago on Thursday. Sue and her friends grabbed me and brought me here. They made me get undressed and tied me down. And they put a gag in me so I couldn’t talk. Then you came in all drunk and saw me and then you…then you…”

The girl couldn’t finish as she collapsed into tears. Out of instinct, Huggins steadied the girl and hugged her to him. She kept crying and he could feel her tears seep through his shirt and t-shirt onto his shoulder. He tried to discern what could have possibly happened. Whatever it was, Kathy was certainly not faking her distress.

Hillman was a creature of habit and Thursdays were the night he often went to an English style pub within walking distance of the academy for Newcastle beer on tap and Premier League action on the television. He often over-imbibed but didn’t worry about driving. Now, two weeks ago…

Hillman felt an icy know form in his stomach. His memory of that night was quite hazy, but he remembered waking up that morning thinking he had buggered a young boy. Could that have been Kathy?

“Oh no,” he croaked. “Did I…? I mean, I may have…but I didn’t know…couldn’t have known…I…I am so sorry. I will tender my resignation at once.”

Kathy stood up and wiped her eyes.

“After you had gone to bed,” she continued. “They took my underpants and put them in one of your dresser drawers.”

Hillman went to his bedroom and rummaged through his dresser. He returned looking deathly pale with a small pair of girl’s panties in his hand. He handed them to her

“I will tender my immediate resignation,” he said quietly. “I will turn myself into the police, if you wish. I will do whatever else you ask.”

“But if you didn’t mean to…” Kathy protested. “I don’t want to get you in trouble. I just couldn’t keep it a secret anymore and had to tell someone. When I saw how nice you were to Meagan and the other girls, today, I thought I could talk to you.”

She began crying again. Hillman led her to the couch and they sat down together. The teacher let her lean against him and cry until she was done. As her tears slowed, Kathy felt comforted by the teacher as he slowly rubbed his hand on her upper back.

“Thank you,” she said. “Your hand felt nice.”

“I’m sure your father does the same for you.”

“He used to, but that was a long time ago. He and my mom died in a plane crash when I was four and Eva was two. She doesn’t even remember them now. We went to live with our Aunt Angela, who treats us okay, but doesn’t like to do hugging or anything like that.”

“I take it Eva is your sister?”

“Yes. She’s in third grade here. I think Aunt Angela is glad we’re here. She doesn’t have any kids and doesn’t know what to do with us. But she’s kind of rich. So she sent me here when I was five and then Eva two years later.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. You seem like such a lovely child.”

“Thank you. Eva’s really nice, too.”


They sat in uncomfortable silence until Hillman leaned forward and took his drink from the coffee table. He emptied the contents of the glass in one swallow and looked forlornly at the clean bottom.

“I need another drink,” he announced. “Do you want one?”

“Oh!” Kathy replied, quite startled. “I don’t think I’m supposed to…”

“I think we went well past ‘supposed to’ two weeks ago. Don’t worry; I know a concoction that will taste fine. After carrying your burden for all this time, you deserve a drink more than anyone else I know.”

He returned a few minutes later with his whiskey replenished and a tall glass of brown liquid for Kathy.

“It’s called a Long Island Iced Tea. It tastes like iced tea, but drink it very slowly because it packs a very healthy punch.”

Kathy took a tentative sip, then another, before asking him another question.

“So…on that night, you thought I was a boy. Why do you do that to boys?”

Hillman sighed, trying to figure out how to explain this to a ten year-old.

“Part of it is physical attraction. And part of it was that my relationships were consensual and uncomplicated. If you knew what my marriage was like, you’d understand.”

“Oh. So you did things like that?” she asked, pointing to the frozen image on the television screen.

Hillman nearly choked on his drink. He had completely forgotten about the DVD when he had put it on pause. When he had gone to answer the door, he had thought it would be a momentary interruption.

“Er, yes. Like that.”

“Could I watch?”

Hillman stared at Kathy, wondering what she was up to. But the girl was looking at the television, trying to make sense of what this was all about. The teacher reached for the remote and resumed the video. The pair sat on the couch and watched. As Hillman relaxed, he found himself becoming erect. He glanced over at Kathy and was surprised to see that the little girl had her hand on her skirt, softly rubbing it into her crotch as she stared open-mouthed at the television.

“So you’re enjoying this too?” he asked, bemused.

“Huh? Oh!”

Kathy blushed as she jerked her hand away, obviously mortified at what she had been doing.

“It’s alright, you know,” he assured her.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know why I was doing that.”

“You mean you’ve never pleasured yourself before?”

“Um. A couple of times something felt good when I was washing myself in the bath, but I didn’t do it for very long.”

“Well you should. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

Kathy looked back at the action on the screen.

“Could you show me how to do it?” she asked.

Her face was flushed. Hillman looked at her glass and saw that it was half empty. It was probably a combination of the alcohol and the video that had the girl aroused. Since he had already gone well past the point of return two weeks ago, he figured he had nothing to lose. Besides, he was finding himself becoming aroused by a little girl for the second time in one day.

“Alright, just sit back on the couch and relax.”

To help preserve her modesty, Hillman left her completely dressed and simply slid his hand up one smooth leg and under her skirt. He reached the soft cotton panties and began to caress the small mound he found between her legs. Kathy sighed and opened her legs a little more as she continued to watch the video.

As he continued to rub the fifth grader’s crotch, he could feel her slit through the panties. He alternated between squeezing the soft flesh of her pussy and sliding a finger along the narrow trough. He pressed his finger in at the top of her slit and eventually felt her clit become erect. He rubbed the cotton cloth over the sensitive flesh, eliciting some small moans from Kathy.

“This is so good,” she murmured as she stroked his arm.

Whenever they tried to have sex, Hillman’s wife had always complained if he wasn’t doing something exactly the way she wanted. It took him years to realize that no one in their right mind should be shrilly chastising their partner during sex. Now he had someone who was grateful for everything he was doing. Then she asked him another question.

“When you were…doing stuff to the boys, were they always naked?”

“Yes.”

“Should I be naked too?”

“I’d like that, but only if you want to be.”

Kathy stood up on wobbly legs and removed her blouse before unbuttoning her skirt and sliding it down her legs. She pulled it from her ankles and remained bent over while she took off her shoes and socks. When she stood upright, Hillman spied a small damp spot in the crotch of her panties. Kathy was fiddling with her waistband when she noticed this too.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said as her face grew even more flushed. “I didn’t know I had peed a little.”

“You didn’t - the fluids you see are much different. That’s just your body’s way of saying it’s enjoying what we’re doing.”

Relieved, the girl slid her panties off and stood before him naked. At first, she held her hands in front of her crotch, but then she nervously moved them to her side. She stared hard at the floor, unable to look Hillman in the eye.

For his part, Hillman was more than happy to gaze at Kathy’s naked body. She was quite slim with a perfectly flat chest that had not yet begun to show the slightest hint of any breast development. Her legs were nicely formed and from his angle he could see one thigh flare out into the firm and gentle curve of a smooth buttock. Her small pussy was completely hairless and nestled snugly between her thighs.

“Very nice. Very nice, indeed. But please come a little closer.”

Kathy shuffled closer and Hillman reached out to continue his fondling. The smooth skin of her sex was quite warm to the touch and she gasped as she felt his hand touch her bare girl flesh. He rubbed and squeezed the soft mount on either side with his outer fingers while his middle finger snaked along her tight slit and teased her clit form time to time. Kathy began breathing more heavily and started to hump herself into his hand. She was not completely aware of what she was doing but was acting on instinct.

Hillman could feel Kathy’s quim and his hand becoming wetter and wetter and the pressure between them increased. Suddenly, Kathy’s half-closed eyes flew open and Hillman felt her cunny clench a little. With a surprised “ah!”, Kathy’s knees buckled, with Hillman catching her as she pitched forward.

It took Kathy a minute to recover. She slid off Hillman’s lap and straightened her position on the couch.

“What happened to me?”

“You had an orgasm. It’s what happens when sex is good.”

“Oh,” was all the girl could say as she looked down at her pussy in wonder.

After a while, she spoke up again.

“When you have an orgasm, is that when your penis squirts that white stuff.”

“Yes. It’s my sperm.”

Kathy considered this before she asked her next question.

“Could I please see your penis?”

Hillman started to unzip his fly, but decided instead to remove his pants and shorts so that she could see everything. Kathy reached a tentative hand out to touch his penis. Gradually, she grew bolder; gliding her fingers along his hard shaft and fondling the rubbery head at the top. She was thinking of something and finally worked up the nerve to ask.

“If you put your penis in a boy’s rear end, do you put your penis in a girl’s vagina, too?”

Hillman’s prick jerked in the girl’s hand at the thought. It had been years since he had been inside a pussy and he had never been in one so young.

“Yes,” he croaked. “Do you want to try it?”

“Uh huh.”

He had the girl get on his lap and up on her knees. And he lined his prick up to her virgin pussy.

“I should warn you, it will hurt when it first goes in. But then it will get better.”

“You promise?”

Hillman looked directly into Kathy’s eyes.

“I promise.”

Kathy put her hands on his shoulders as he gripped her waist and lowered her onto his cock. The child’s bald cunt lips spread apart as she pushed his way in up to her hymen. He paused to allow her to adjust to this initial intrusion, and then firmly pulled her down a bit more. Kathy cried out as she felt her membrane break apart. Something else began to feel warm and wet inside of her. She looked down and saw where there bodies were joined; the top of the man’s penis disappearing between her spread legs.

Slowly and carefully, Hillman pulled the girl further onto his cock until he reached her cervix about three inches inside of her. She was breathing heavily and had let out a few moans, but was taking her first penetration quite well. He rubbed her lit with his thumb. Between her recent orgasm and being stretched and pressed against Hillman’s turgid meat, Kathy’s little button was overly sensitized and she had a small, nearly instantaneous orgasm.

Hillman pulled her up until only his head was still inside her. Her freshly opened cunt resisted releasing him, only letting his cock break free with a wet sucking sound. He could see the smears of blood on his shaft from her deflowering, but there didn’t seem to be anything to be concerned about. He pushed her down again, and then moved his hands from her waist to her gloriously smooth and tight ass. The young flesh felt luxurious in his hands as he fondled her firm little cheeks.

Gripping her by the ass, he raised and lowered her with increasing speed on his cock. A sleeve of wet friction was wrapped around his cock, making the cum begin to boil in his balls. He paused briefly to get himself under control so he could enjoy this longer. Kathy leaned forward and put her head on his shoulder and hugging his neck as he resumed fucking her.

Kathy felt herself being pushed apart inside with each downward thrust, then squeezing back together as he pulled her back up. The intense rubbing of her pussy walls was more than the little girl could stand and she felt another climax build as she bounced helplessly on his cock. She was unable to say anything except for some meaningless mumbles. Then she felt his cock expanding even more inside of her.

Hillman though Kathy had cum again but didn’t bother to ask. The girl was talking wordlessly as he raised and lowered her and even her high voice was arousing to him. As he felt the first wave of semen burst from his balls, he pulled Kathy down and held her there with his prick pressed tightly against her cervix. As he came, he wanted to plant as much of his seed as deeply as possible inside the ten year-old’s body.

Kathy felt her already liquid insides get pumped with even more contents. She hugged Hillman’s neck fiercely, burying her face in his chest. After years of being deprived of simple physical affection, she now had intimate contact both outside and in. She stayed this way for several minutes before she heard Hillman regretfully say it was getting late.

She looked at a clock on the wall and was surprised to see it was nearly eight, the time she had to be back her dorm. Hillman gently lifted her from his cock and set her standing on the floor.

“Oh! I’m bleeding!” she yelped as she saw a trickle of blood accompany the draining jism from her pussy.

“That was just from your first time - it won’t happen again. You can no longer count yourself among the ranks of the virgins, my dear.”

He helped Kathy clean herself up, and then wiped his prick as she was getting dressed. After putting his pants back on, he escorted her to the door and gave her a kiss on the mouth.

“Usually, people do at that first,” he chuckled. “But I must admit that this has not been a usual relationship. How are you now?”

“Good. No, wonderful. Thank you for being so kind!”

She threw arms around his sides and hugged him fiercely. He patted her back and gently rubbed the top of her head. Reluctantly, Kathy let him go. Hillman opened the door and let her through, bidding her a good night. She waved back with a small smile. Then she started to walk away before she paused and turned around.

“Mr. Hillman?”

“Yes?”

“Can I come back again some time?”

The following morning, Hillman was walking leaving the dining hall with several other teachers after breakfast when he felt something suddenly wrap around his leg. Startled, he looked down to see Meagan hugging his leg and smiling up at him. Five other little girls her age were standing nearby, smiling at him as well.

“Thank you for taking me to the nurse yesterday,” she said.

“Oh. You’re welcome. I see you appear to be feeling better.”

“Uh huh. Do you remember my friends? And I’ve got more friends here today!”

One of the other teachers chuckled.

“We’ll leave you to your new fan club, Roger.”

As they walked away, Hillman looked at the group, recognizing Gretchen and Whitney.

“Let’s see,” he said rubbing his chin and feigning concentration. “You are Griselda and Boopsie, right?”

All of the girls started laughing.

“No, Silly!” said Meagan. “They’re Gretchen and Whitney. And this is Samantha,” she pointed to a blue-eyed girl with long, dark curly hair.

Hillman greeted each girl as he was introduced. Maggie had brown eyes and curly blonde hair that stopped just above her shoulders. Lauren had straight, brown hair that hung down to her shoulder blades and striking green eyes. All six girls lived in the same cluster of dorm rooms, sharing the same dorm mother. Twenty-four hours earlier, Hillman would have just thought of them as cute little girls. He still found them cute, but now idly wondered about the little panty-clad treasures that they had concealed beneath their skirts.

“Mr. Hillman?” asked Gretchen. “What kind of stories does Mr. Shaky write?”

“Who?”

“Mr. Shaky. You now, the man you talked about yesterday.”

“Ah, you mean William Shakespeare. He wrote many wonderful plays and sonnets.”

“Did he have any princesses in them?” Lauren asked, hopefully.

“Why, yes, he had plenty of them. And in ‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream’, there were even fairies!”

Six pairs of little eyes lit up at this information.

“Could you read us some stories some time?” Meagan asked, eagerly.

Hillman had a brief, rather lurid thought about having the six in his cottage, but quickly shook that from his mind.

“Perhaps I will discuss that with your teacher and do this during a free period one day soon.”

The little girls smiled and thanked him before scampering off. Hillman could see flashes of their incredibly adorable thighs as their skirts flipped up slightly as they left the dining hall. The hems didn’t rise high enough to reveal any panties, but it was no matter to him.

“There is a tide in the affairs of men. Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune,” he said to himself, quoting from Shakespeare’s ‘Julius Caesar’.

Claridge Academy, Part 9

(Note: Part 9 takes place on the Saturday after Part 8.)

It was Saturday night; the night that the six kindergarten girls under Dottie’s care gathered in the common room for a movie and some popcorn. But Maggie had gone home for the weekend with Lauren, which left only four girls, or so Whitney thought. She knocked on the door of the room that Megan and Gretchen shared, but no one answered.

“Have you seen Meagan or Gretchen?” she asked her roommate, Samantha.

“Miss Dottie said they got to go on a special field trip overnight,” Samantha replied. “But we can choose our movie together - just the two of us!”

“Oh, I didn’t know they were gone. Meagan never told me.”

Whitney was so disappointed that more of her friends were gone that she didn’t notice the crestfallen look on Samantha’s face. Samantha rallied and tried to get Whitney’s attention again.

“So what movie do you want to see?”

“I don’t care; you go ahead and pick one.”

Samantha went to the small cabinet by the television and picked a Disney movie that she set by TV. She was rather shy and found it hard to make friends. Whitney and the other four girls in her group, as well as all of the other girls in her kindergarten class, were all very nice to her, but she still didn’t feel like she fit in. Within her own group, Maggie and her roommate Lauren were practically inseparable. And Whitney often spent time with Meagan and Gretchen.

The two girls had changed into their pajamas and were on the couch when Dottie came in with a large bowl of popcorn and some juice boxes.

“I made too much popcorn,” said the dorm mother, a young woman in her late twenties who was part counselor and part nanny for the six little girls in her care. “I’m not used to only having two of you here, so I’m only putting some of it out. I don’t want to have a pair of sick little piggies on my hands.

She tickled Samantha’s and Whitney’s tummies, eliciting giggles and squeals from both of them. The feel of their soft bodies beneath their pajamas aroused the young woman. Having six of these little sweeties under her care and supervision was a constant temptation, but she knew the rules and knew the rewards as long as she resisted her urges while she was with the students. Her contact with the mysterious group known as The Five sent her on regular trips to a spa where the young attendants, girls imported from South America and Asia, provided Dottie and other dorm mothers with much needed release.

Samantha was a slender girl with pale blue eyes and long, dark curly hair. Whitney’s eyes were a darker shade of blue and her light blonde hair was nearly white. Dottie had assigned the two girls to the same room because she thought they would be a good match. Samantha was naturally quiet and shy while Whitney was a little insecure about her size. Turning five just before the school year, she was already the youngest girl in the school. On top of that she was quite small for her age.

Dottie had also been watching Samantha closely to see if she was doing anything with any of the other girls. Her contact had reported that Samantha’s older sister, an eight year-old who also attended Claridge, had been fooling around with her over the summer, playing a game that had been either invented by or introduced to some girls decades ago, according to some clandestine records. The game had been passed down from older girls to younger ones over the years. So far, there was no evidence that Samantha had played it with anyone else.

Dottie left the girls to watch their movie. When it was over (and after several denied requests from both girls to stay up and watch another), she sent the girls to brush their teeth and then off to bed.

Samantha could not fall asleep. She had hoped to have more time with Whitney and become closer friends this weekend, but it was not happening. She remembered Whitney and Meagan cuddling together in the large chair in the corner for a movie night two weeks ago after Meagan’s mean older sister had done something bad to Whitney. Tonight, the two girls had happily shared their popcorn and laughed at the antics of the Disney characters, but it wasn’t quite the same.

Samantha missed her big sister. They saw each other from time to time during the day, but here in the dorm, she had no one she was especially close to. She didn’t know why it was so hard for her to make friends and she found herself crying softly as she rolled over and faced the wall.

“Samantha?”

Samantha felt a tapping on her shoulder. She quickly rolled over and saw Whitney standing by her bed, her already wide eyes open even more with concern.

“Why are you crying?”

“Oh, I didn’t mean to,” Samantha sniffled. “I was just feeling sad.”

“Why?”

“I don’t have any friends here and I miss my home.”

“But we’re all your friends. I like you. Megan and Gretchen like you. I think all the girls like you.”

“But you’re always doing stuff together without me.”

“Oh,” Whitney was startled. No one had meant to exclude Samantha; she had always seemed to be more comfortable by herself.

“Then just join us,” Whitney suggested. “You don’t say much so we thought you liked being alone.”

“Really?”

“Sure, everything will be more fun if there’s another girl with us. They are going to have ballet classes after school soon. I told Miss Dottie I wanted to do that. Do you want to do that too?”

“Yes!” Samantha exclaimed.

Whitney paused, thinking about the other thing Samantha had mentioned.

“I feel homesick, too,” the little blonde confided. “But my mommy and daddy had to go to a place call Thailand. It’s really far away, so I only see them when Miss Dottie turns the camera on her computer so we can talk and see each other at the same time.”

“My parents live in another state, so they’re far away too.”

“When I feel sad, my mommy and daddy always give me hugs. Do you want a hug, Samantha?”

“Uh huh,”

Whitney leaned over and the pair shared a tight, squeezing hug. Then Whitney went back to her bed and climbed up.

“Good night, Samantha.”

“Goodnight, Whitney.”

Samantha lay in the dark, feeling much better. And she had really liked the hug. Crawling out of bed, she went over to Whitney’s bed.

“Whitney? Can I sleep with you tonight?”

“Huh? Yeah, I guess.”

Samantha slid under the blanket and could feel the warmth radiating from Whitney as she settled close to her friend. She kept thinking about the game her sister had shown her this summer and wondered what Whitney would think. She didn’t want to scare off her friend, but after several minutes, she decided to ask.

“Whitney, do you want to learn a special game?”

Whitney rolled over to look at her.

“We’re supposed to be asleep. I don’t want to get in trouble.”

“But this is a game we play in bed.”

“Okay.”

Samantha sat up and quickly removed her pajama top.

“What are you doing?” Whitney asked.

“You have to take off all your clothes to play this game.”

Whitney eyed Samantha warily. For the past two weekends, grownups had made her take off her clothes. Then the men had put their pee pees in her mouth until they squirted some strange, salty stuff. And the woman put their mouths all over her body - even on her private part. But Samantha was just another girl; she wouldn’t do that. So Whitney joined her friend in removing her pajamas. When both girls were completely naked, she turned to Samantha.

“Now what?”

“This game is called the Rubbing Game. The bigger girl is on top and the smaller girl is on the bottom. I had to be on the bottom when my sister showed me this game. But since you’re littler than me, I get to be on top now.”

Whitney bit her lower lip. She wished she was bigger, but there was nothing she could do about it. Following Samantha’s instructions, she lay on her back and spread her legs as wide as she could. Samantha then climbed on top of her and explained what they were about to do.

“First, we kiss each other and there’s a surprise.”

Samantha lowered her mouth to Whitney’s soft lips and kissed her. The smaller girl stiffened when she felt Samantha’s tongue begin to slide into her mouth. But unlike the aggressiveness that Whitney had endured before at the estate, Samantha was gentle with her probing. Reassured by her friend’s touch, Whitney slowly brought her tongue to meet Samantha’s. Both five year-olds felt a slight warmth begin in their loins as their small tongues slid against each other. Finally, Samantha broke the kiss to tell Whitney what would happen next.

“I’m going to rub my wee wee against yours. If we do it right, our wee wees will get wet, but don’t worry ‘cause it’s not pee. And then our wee wees will get really warm and then we’ll feel kind of wavy all over.”

Samantha propped herself up by her arms and positioned her cunny on top of Whitney’s. Slowly she began to rub her crotch up and down between Whitney’s legs. The soft, smooth flesh of their tiny pussies felt incredibly good to each little girl. Whitney shifted a little as Samantha settled in against as she continued to rub. Whitney’s clit began to stiffen and she gave a small gasp as Samantha’s pussy grazed it just the right way.

“See? This is what happens. And it will be even nicer the more we do it,” Samantha said.

Whitney thought that these sensations were only things that grownups knew how to make happen. That another little girl could also do this to her had never crossed her mind. It also helped that Samantha was her own age and close to her own size, which didn’t overwhelm the tiny blonde like the grownups had. She began squirming, moving her hips to produce more rubbing as Samantha slid up and down.

Samantha felt a special thrill with being on top for the first time. Now she was in control, although at her age, she didn’t understand the concept of dominance. She just knew she liked it there instead of being pinned to the bed. Soon, she felt herself and Whitney getting wet down there. That meant she was doing everything right.

Both girls were losing themselves in the sensations emanating from between their legs. The room was filled with small moans and whimpers and the liquid sounds of soaked flesh being squeezed and massaged together. Samantha began rubbing harder and faster, making her and Whitney’s bald pussies become even juicier as they pressed together.

Samantha suddenly stopped as an orgasm exploded inside her. As the ripples subsided, she looked down to see Whitney trying to buck her hips against her. She knew from when she had played with her sister that their wee wees didn’t always tingle at the same time, so she resumed rubbing and quickly brought her partner to climax.

The curly haired girl was greatly satisfied to see the pleasure she had produced, but found herself becoming aroused again so she kept rubbing to bring herself off again. It was always easier the second time. Whitney’s pussy was extremely sensitive, having just completed her climax, and the petite blonde weakly tried to put her hand down between her legs to sop Samantha’s rubbing.

But the other girl was too strong and too far along to stop, so Whitney slumped against helplessly the mattress. Before long, she felt the pressure building up inside her own pussy. She looked into Samantha’s eyes and tried to say something, but could only produce an odd sound from her throat. Samantha knew what was happening as she felt herself reaching the crest and could only nod back at Whitney. A second cum cracked through both little girls at once and Samantha fell on top of Whitney’s heaving chest while waves of pleasure wracked their tiny bodies.

Samantha slid partially off of Whitney and the two girls stayed that way, waiting to recover. But as they did, they drifted off to sleep.

A few minutes later, Dottie quietly walked into the room to check on the girls. The first thing she saw was that Samantha’s bed was empty. Thinking that the youngster must have left to use the bathroom, she looked over to Whitney’s bed and was surprised to see two small figures there. The dorm mother took out her cell phone and pressed a button to make it illuminate. This was a trick she learned when she started her job to provide a little light without turning on the room light and waking her charges.

Samantha’s cute little bare butt greeted the pale blue light from her phone and Dottie quickly realized that both tykes were completely naked. Samantha was laying face down, still halfway on top of Whitney. Dottie quickly realized that Samantha had decided to initiate the Rubbing Game on her own.

Slowly, Dottie rolled Samantha off of Whitney and then moved the cell phone up so she could see the two of them. Both tiny, hairless quims shined wetly in the electronic light - the girls must have just finished their game. Dottie carefully pushed her finger into a small wet spot that had formed on the sheet below Whitney’s pussy. She closed her eyes as she tasted the fluids on her fingertip, immediately identifying it as juices from some very young vaginas.

As tempting as the sight of two naked, recently sexed kindergarteners sleeping below her, Dottie restrained herself from touching their little bodies. Instead, she took a quick photo with her phone before pulling the blanket up to the girls’ necks.

Returning to her room, Dottie loaded the picture from her phone to the computer, then e-mailed it to her contact with the simple message, “We have a new development.” (The computer’s e-mail system was encrypted which is why she used it instead of her phone for this communication.) Then she lowered her panties while staring at the image on her screen and went to work with her hand.

Claridge Academy, Part 10

(Note: Part 10 takes place during the same weekend as Part 9.)

The Lear jet roared from the runway of the private airport not far from Claridge Academy. In the passenger cabin sat two very excited kindergarteners. Maggie Hilliard had dark brown eyes and a mop blonde curly hair that hung nearly to her shoulders. Lauren Clausen’s straight brown hair was long, about a third of the way down her back. Her bright green eyes were framed by long, dark lashes.

Maggie’s family was very wealthy and had sent four generations of girls to Claridge. Earlier in the week, her parents had arranged for a jet to bring their daughter home for the first time since the school year had begun and the little girl was even more thrilled when her roommate and new best friend Lauren received permission from her parents to accompany Maggie. By jet, the Hilliard estate was a mere two hours away.

The pair was greeted at the main house by Maggie’s grandmother, Millicent Hilliard.

“Margaret,” she called out warmly. “It is wonderful to see you wearing the Claridge uniform like all of the other Hilliard girls have done. And who is this delightful young lady with you?”

“This is Lauren. She’s my roommate.”

“I see,” said Millicent as she peered over her eyeglasses at Lauren. “And what is your last name, Lauren?”

“Clausen,” Lauren peeped, a little unsure about this imposing woman.

“Clausen,” Millicent mused. “I don’t seem to recall any Clausens in the Claridge register. Have any of your family ever attended the school before.”

“No,” replied Lauren, wishing she could sink into the ground.

But Millicent smiled and gave her a friendly pat on the head.

“There is nothing to be troubled out. You must consider yourself a trailblazer in establishing a new family tradition. Now, then, dinner is at eight which leaves you time to swim, as I’m sure Margaret is looking forward to that. Margaret can show you to her room. And Margaret? You will be pleased to know that James and two of his school mates are also here for the weekend.”

“Jimmy’s here! Great! Come on, Lauren!”

Maggie scampered past her grandmother with Lauren quickly following. When they got to Maggie’s room, they began changing into their swimsuits.

“Why does your grandmother call you Margaret?” Lauren asked.

“She calls everyone by their full names, like she calls my cousin Jimmy, James.”

Maggie shot a look to the door before turning back to Lauren with an impish grin.

“One time, one of my grandfather’s friends called her Millie,” she said in a low voice. “You should have seen her face turn red.”

Both girls giggled. After their swimsuits were in place, Maggie led Lauren to a huge indoor pool where Jimmy and two of his friends were already swimming.

“Hey, look at my little cousin, all grown up now that she’s in school,” Jimmy called.

Like Maggie, he had blond hair, thought his was slightly wavy instead of curly. At thirteen, his voice was beginning to lower.

“Hi Jimmy!” Lauren said. “This is my friend, Lauren.”

“Hey Lauren,” Jimmy waved. “These are my buddies, Keith and Mike. Jump in, the water’s great.”

The two little girls were soon splashing with the boys in the pool. Maggie clearly adored her older cousin while he and his friends were happy to have the girls as company. After a while, the girls got out of the water while Maggie showed Lauren around the huge room. One end that opened to the back lawn was completely made of glass, affording the girls a perfect view of the lawn and the woods beyond it - all of it being Hilliard property.

“Look at all the birds over there. Gretchen would love that,” Lauren said.

“Uh huh,” Maggie agreed. “I hope some day that I can bring her and Meagan and Samantha and Whitney out here. We can have a big slumber party!”

Maggie’s remark reached the ears of the trio still in the pool.

“Six girls out here at once?” said Keith, rubbing his cock below the waterline. “Man, that would be something else.”

“Yeah, but we’d have to check with Mr. Brewster, first,” Jimmy cautioned him. “Remember what he said about Lauren.”

“I know. I know. But still - I bet he’d want us to do more if there were more of them here.”

“Yeah, but let’s just do what he says so we can do more next time.”

“But look at those two. Tomorrow’s gonna be fun,” Mike pointed out.

Len Brewster was a guidance counselor at the boys’ boarding school. Well versed in dealing with boys in the throws of puberty, he had arranged for these three to get some extracurricular education in the art of sex by two high-priced call girls who loved to teach young boys the art of pleasuring female bodies.

Brewster had been doing this for years, sometimes providing his students at the request of the mysterious group known as the Five who ran Claridge Academy behind the scenes. Apparently, there was a similar group at the boys’ school, but Brewster was a master of discretion and asked very few questions. For this, and his services, he was well compensated. He and his contact had arranged for some action to occur this weekend when they discovered that the children would be together.

As late as this past summer, Jimmy had seen his little cousin in a swimsuit plenty of times and never given her any thought beyond being a little kid. But now all three boys carefully appraised the two five year-olds with their round little bottoms wiggling beneath the stretched material and the small, inviting cunny bulges tucked between their legs.

The next morning was spent horse-riding with Maggie’s parents, Jimmy, and his friends. Like most little girls her age, Lauren had a fascination with horses but had never ridden one. She rode with Maggie’s mother, sitting in front of her as she gripped the horn on the pommel of the saddle.

After lunch, the kids were left on their own and soon they were all playing in the pool. After a while, Lauren’s excitement from the last twenty-four hours caught up to her and she fell asleep in a lounge chair by the pool. Jimmy saw this as an opportunity to get things started. He sent Mike and Keith ahead to the sauna room and then invited Maggie to join them.

“I don’t like that room, it’s too hot,” the little girl complained.

“I know, but we turned down the heat so it’s not as bad,” Jimmy explained truthfully. “Come on, it’s what grownups do.”

Maggie followed Jimmy to the sauna. The boy knew that the room’s thick walls were virtually soundproof from the outside, which would serve them well. When they arrived, Mike and Keith were sitting on benches with towels wrapped around their waists. Maggie was startled when she saw her cousin step out of his swim trunks. His adolescent cock and balls weren’t particularly big, but they were still a sight the kindergartener had never seen before. The shapes of what she termed his ‘boy parts’ were interesting, as was the small, thin tuft of blonde, curly hairs above his groin.

“What are you doing, Jimmy?”

“Huh? Oh, you don’t wear your swimsuit in the sauna, just a towel.”

“Is that what grownups do?”

“Yup.”

Wanting to show her cousin and his friends that she could act like a grownup too, Maggie slid her swimsuit from her torso and down her legs. She didn’t notice how the boys greedily surveyed her innocent little body.

Her flesh was completely smooth and hairless, planed in the soft curves of early childhood with miniscule traces of baby fat in all the right places. Her completely undeveloped chest was of little interest to boys enthralled with women’s breasts, but the pudgy mound of her sex looked very inviting. Inside the very tight-looking slit in the bald girly flesh was a pleasure the boys were hungry for, as they were for the small hole concealed between her pert ass cheeks. And if she had much to say against that, it wouldn’t do her much good as her mouth would soon be otherwise occupied.

Maggie sat next to her cousin and, like the others, soon had a fine coating of sweat covering her. But she soon got bore just sitting and began to squirm on the bench. Between her movement and her slick skin, the towel slipped off and revealed her naked body. She quickly tried to retrieve the towel but Jimmy caught her hand.

“Maggie, do you want to try something else that grownups do?

“But I’m naked, Jimmy!”

“So? Now that we’ve already seen you, what does it matter?”

Maggie still looked nervous, but acquiesced and left her towel on the floor. Jimmy stroked one of her small thighs, amazed at how soft his little cousin’s flesh felt in his hand. He pulled the leg away from the other one to expose her crotch and then firmly placed over her babyish pussy.

“Jimmy!” Maggie squeaked. “That’s a bad touch!”

“Then I’ll make it into a good touch,” the boy promised her.

He began caressing the powdery smooth skin of Maggie’s little twat. With the women that Brewster had procured for him and his friends, he had run his fingers through the wiry curls of their pubic hair; something very exciting at the time. But his little cousin’s bare flesh felt so much nicer.

As he had been carefully taught, Jimmy began to slide his finger up and down Maggie’s slit while still manipulating the rest of her pussy. The little girl squirmed uncomfortably at first, but soon began to produce some moans in her throat. Jimmy grinned at his friends as he felt the first moistness of her lubrication.

“She’s getting wet,” he informed them.

“I didn’t pee! I promise I didn’t!” the little girl protested.

“I know. This kind of wet means you like what I’m doing. Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Yes,” Maggie admitted, still very embarrassed that her cousin was touching her wee wee, especially in front of his friends. And now it was getting even wetter, although it did feel very good.

“Good. That means you’re ready to try something else that grownups do.”

He had Maggie get up from the bench and lie on the floor. He removed his towel and Maggie was shocked to see how much his boy parts had grown. His dangling thing was now bigger and straight. Why had it done that? Then she noticed that Keith and Mike were also standing nearby with their towels off and their boy parts all stiff.

Jimmy knelt down between Maggie’s spread legs and brought his cock up to Maggie’s little quim. He rubbed the head up and down her slit, giving himself a little lubrication.

“Jimmy, I’m scared,” Maggie whined. “Please stop it.”

But although he genuinely loved his cousin, Jimmy was running on hormonal overdrive and wasn’t about to stop. He moved up and positioned his body over hers and pushed his cock into her tiny pussy. He progress was stopped by a fleshy barrier he knew to be her hymen. Maggie wailed as she felt herself being stretched.

Jimmy tried pressing in, but the little girl’s maidenhead refused to surrender her virginity too easily. Knowing that he wouldn’t succeed this way, he pulled out a fraction of an inch, and then slammed his hips downward. His thin, adolescent cock punched through the barrier and drove deeply into the five year-old’s virgin cunt.

Maggie screamed as she felt herself tearing on the inside, then being pushed apart even deeper. Jimmy stopped when he reached the bottom of her tight channel and lifted himself up so he could see where their bodies were joined. The small, fat rolls of Maggie’s hairless pussy were pushed wide apart around his cock, most of which was now buried in her deflowered body.

‘I did it, guys! I’m in!” he crowed as Mike and Keith cheered him on. “It’s okay, Maggie, the hard part is over.”

But Maggie was having none of this. The sobbing girl tried in vain to push her cousin off of her. She thought she was succeeding when she felt him withdrawing from her abused hole, but then he pushed himself back in. When he pulled out again, Mike interrupted him and waved a camera.

“You know Mr. B. will want some pics,” his friend told Jimmy.

“Go for it,” Jimmy agreed.

Mike took a photo from the side, with the view showing an adolescent boy (with his head cut off at the top of the frame) pressed between the little blonde’s spread legs. Then he got some close-ups of Jimmy’s cock spearing into the bald little quim with beads of blood forming around the tight entrance, proof that the child’s virgin days were recently ended.

Jimmy was sorry that Maggie was still crying, but had been well taught on how to pleasure a female, so he resumed fucking the little girl. With every other stroke, he altered the pressure of this thrust and lifted his cock on the withdrawals to press against Maggie’s previously untouched g-spot and clitoris. Gradually, the girl stopped crying, reduced to sniffles and then some little moans. She still felt uncomfortably full inside, but Jimmy’s motions were also making her feel warmer and tingly there.

For his part, Jimmy couldn’t get enough of Maggie’s hot little snatch. The child’s slick pussy gripped his cock tightly and he fucked her harder. Then her entire tunnel pulled even snugger around his member and the girl let out a surprised whimper as she had her first ever orgasm.

Maggie didn’t know what was happening to her as her body shuddered and something that felt like a thick bubble bursting went loose between her legs. Her older cousin paused as she came, then he resumed his in-and-out movement.

Brewster and the call girls had taught the boys that if they made a girl cum every time they fucked her, she’d be their willing slave. And sweet little Maggie, who had known nothing about sex a half hour earlier, was quickly falling under their control. But now it was Jimmy’s turn as he felt his balls aching for release and he dumped his barely pubescent sperm deep into his baby cousin’s pussy and womb in great spurts.

After he was done, Jimmy slowly climbed off of Maggie and let Keith take his place. The next boy lined his cock up to the tiny slit that was oozing semen mixed with trace amounts of virginal blood. The five year-old’s sex hole was completely wet and ready for him, but it was still incredibly tight, much tighter than the adult prostitutes had been, as it clamped his cock in a warm embrace.

Like Jimmy before him, Keith was careful to control himself and make Maggie cum before he did. After he was done, Mike impatiently replaced him. Five minutes later, the little girl had her third climax just before she received another load of sperm inside her.

By this time, Jimmy was ready for more, thanks to his thirteen year-old libido. This time, however, he had Maggie get on her hands and knees. The boys could see their cum drain more quickly from Maggie’s tiny quim as it soaked her inner thighs. Scooping some of the goo, Jimmy rubbed it into Maggie’s ass crack as he told her to push her bowels like she was on the toilet.

“But I don’t have to poop,” Maggie said.

But she did it anyway. The action loosened her anus so that Jimmy could plow his cock into her ass and take her second virginity from her. The little girl yelped in surprise as she learned about another hole that boys would use. Jimmy pumped firmly into Maggie’s tight rear channel. Her anus gripped his cock almost enough to hurt while the rest of her insides were warm and oily as they expanded around his prick.

Jimmy gripped Maggie’s waist with one hand while he kneaded one scrumptious ass cheek with the other. Then he slid his hand from her ass and around her waist to her pussy, where he began to pull at her clit and finger her slit. Maggie’s groans told him that she was becoming aroused as her pussy was molested and her ass was fucked.

“Jimmy, can I have her mouth?” Keith asked desperately as he gripped his newly revived cock.

Jimmy nodded his assent and Keith knelt in front of the little girl. Jimmy told her to open her mouth. Overwhelmed with the sensations in her backside and over-stimulated cunt, the little girl obeyed and soon took her first cock in her mouth. It tasted funny and she knew it was from the stuff the boy had squirted and from the wetness she had made in her wee wee. Just the idea made her feel…funny. She followed Keith’s instructions, pulling a tight vacuum with her lips and using her tongue to massage his prick.

Jimmy groaned behind her and the little girl felt a thick load of seed spread through her rectum. He kept himself inside the girl long enough to bring her to climax with his hand on her pussy. After he pulled out, Keith took his cock from her mouth and moved behind the girl to plant it in her rear end. As he began pumping his spit-slick cock into her backside, Mike fed the kindergartener another penis to suck on.

The two boys thrust into the little girl from each end while Jimmy sat next to her and began to finger her baby cuntlet again, leaving Keith’s hands free to maul her little butt. He gripped an ass cheek in each hand, holding her in place as he squeezed her tender flesh while slamming his meat into her petite hole. As Jimmy made Maggie cum again, Keith poured another load into her backside. Mike was content with the little girl’s mouth and soon gave her belly its first ever spurts of sperm.

The boys finally took some time to rest before starting anew with Maggie. Jimmy stretched out a bench with his legs dangling off the end and laid on his back with his member standing erect. Keith picked Maggie up and guided her onto his friend’s prick and slowly pushed the girl down, impaling her tiny pussy inch by inch. The little girl leaned forward, propping herself on Jimmy’s chest while Mike moved behind her.

The bench Jimmy was lying on gave him and his cousin a more height, which allowed Mike to insert the tip of his penis into Maggie’s ass. The little girl protested as she felt this second penetration, but could do nothing to stop Mike’s progress. As much as one cock in either orifice stretched the poor girl to the limit, getting both holes filled at once was more than she could handle and the tears began to quickly roll down her face.

“Jimmy,” she pleaded. “I don’t want to act like a grownup any more.”

“Shh. It will be all right,” he answered as he began to massage her clit against his shaft.

Maggie shook her head at first, but could only manage some lessening protests.

“Nuh. Nuh, Ungh. N-. Ohhh,” she murmured as her pussy’s nerves began to overcome her discomfort.

“See?” Jimmy told her. “I knew you’d be all right. You’re doing such a great job because you’re so pretty and so tight.”

To make her feel a little better, Jimmy began massaging her completely flat nipples with his thumb. He was rewarded as the tips stiffened under his touch and now his little cousin had two new points of pleasure to contend with.

As Maggie’s eyelids lowered halfway, the boys knew she was once again under their power. Keith stood next to Maggie and turned her face toward his crotch. When she saw the prick pointing at her, she silently opened her mouth and took Keith in.

“Yeah! We got her airtight!” Keith muttered as all of the five year-old’s holes were now filled with thrusting, adolescent meat.

“Let’s time it to cum together,” Jimmy said.

The boys adjusted their pace as they fucked the little blonde. With Mike in Maggie’s ass, Jimmy’s cock was pressed toward the front of the little girl’s pussy, making him rub against her clit with every stroke. This pushed the child over the edge and she came hard once, only to feel another climax boiling up again as the three boys kept thrusting inside of her as they neared the end. Just as Maggie came again, all three boys erupted, drowning her tender passages with more semen.

“Woo! Practice makes perfect,” Mike cheered.

The boys rested again before taking Maggie’s cunt one at a time in the missionary or doggy style positions. And each time another boy took over, Maggie was made to cum again before her pussy was washed down with sperm.

Lauren awoke by the pool to discover that she was alone. She wandered around the big room, but found no sign of the others. She opened one door and found a large closet stocked with pool cleaning supplies. Another door revealed a room with stacks of tables and chairs used for parties by the pool. Another one opened to a small corridor. She began walking down it when a door on the left opened and she saw Mike stick his head out.

“There you are!” he called. “Come on in. We’re having a party.”

With a wide smile on her face, Lauren scampered into the room and stopped suddenly, the smile fading on her face when she realized that everyone else was naked. And Keith was on top of Maggie, moving kind of funny. As her innocent green eyes took in the scene, she realized he was pushing his…his boy thing into Maggie’s wee wee!

“Don’t worry, Lauren,” Jimmy said. She’s having lots of fun. Aren’t you Maggie?”

By this point, the little five year-old blonde had become nothing more than a compliant cum bucket. She turned her head to Lauren and gave a small nod.

“But…but why are you doing that to her wee wee?” Lauren asked.

“Because it feels good - for her and for us,” Jimmy answered.

Lauren felt Mike’s hands on her as he stood behind her, sliding the straps of her swimsuit from her small shoulders. She stood rigidly as he pulled the tight garment down her chest and stomach, away from her pussy, and down her nicely formed, smooth little legs.

“You’ve got a very pretty pussy, Lauren. Just like Maggie’s,” Jimmy said as he took in an eyeful of Lauren’s tight and hairless little quim.

“Pussy?” the little girl asked, confused. She couldn’t see any cat in the room.

“Pussy,” Mike repeated, chuckling. “Your cunny, your - what did you call it? Your wee wee.”

“You think it’s pretty?” Lauren asked. “But you’re not supposed to look at it.”

“We’ll do more than look at it, Mike said as he held her arm and slowly pulled her to the floor until she was on her hands and knees.

“Are you going to put your thing in my wee wee?” she asked tearfully.

“We’d like to, but the rules say we can’t,” Mike said as he aimed his cock at the little pink rosebud of Lauren’s anus. “Now push like you’re pooping and you’ll get a nice surprise.”

Frightened by what was happening, the little girl refused at first. But Mike didn’t get angry. He just gently stroked her hair and asked her again nicely. The boys had been taught by their female instructors that being nice would go much farther than brute force. Finally, Lauren relented and did as he asked.

“Um…oh!” was all she could managed as her virgin ass was opened to Mike’s prick.

Mike closed his eyes in pleasure as he sunk his cock deep into the little girl’s tight, churning ass. His cock had still been coated with sperm and cunt juice from the last fucking he had given Maggie, so he had enough lubrication to start on Lauren. After several strokes, he felt her insides acquire an oily texture as they were coated with the same fluids.

Lauren grunted with each of Mike’s thrusts, unable to comprehend why this was happening. It hurt a little, but was mostly just very uncomfortable.

“Do you like this?” Mike asked.

When Lauren shook her head, Mike looked at Jimmy. The boys had rehearsed this situation with Brewster after he told them that females rarely felt pleasure by just anal sex alone. Jimmy motioned for him to stop, which Mike did with his entire length buried inside the little girl.

Jimmy leaned down and whispered something into Keith’s ear. The other boy nodded and pulled out of Maggie’s pussy with a wet popping sound. As Jimmy took his place between his little cousin’s stretched legs, Keith went over to Lauren and knelt in front of her.

“Getting fucked in the cunny is what feels best to a girl. That’s what is making Maggie feel good. But since we can’t fuck you in yours, you should try licking her cunny juices. That will make you feel good.”

Lauren stared at the boy meat bobbing in front of her apprehensively. She stuck her tongue out and gave his dripping head a careful lick. The wetness on it was slightly tangy and…something she couldn’t identify.

“That’s it,” Keith prompted. The more of Maggie’s cunt juices you drink, the better you’ll feel. It’s like medicine. That way, when someone plays with your cunny, it will really feel good.”

As Lauren took a few more licks, Mike began fingering her delicate little pussy. Soon, her tiny clit became erect and Mike’s fingers probed deeper, brushing against her cherry. As he rubbed as far as he could inside her virgin twat, the innocent child began to lubricate for the first time in her life.

Spurred by the intense new feelings radiating from her most intimate place, Lauren began to suck as much of Keith’s cock as she could handle, believing that Maggie’s cunt dripping were indeed a magic potion to make her feel good. She was puzzled when she felt the prick in her mouth begin to jump. Then something wet burst against the back of her throat as Keith sent gobs of jism down the unsuspecting child’s gullet. Her green eyes were wide as Keith pulled out of her mouth.

“Don’t worry,” he said, ruffling her hair. “You just made me feel good. Do you want more of Maggie’s juices?”

When the little girl nodded, Jimmy pulled out of Maggie’s snatch and quickly fed his cock into Lauren’s mouth. Now Mike resumed fucking Lauren’s ass as Keith worked his fingers on the girl’s sex.

Lauren felt something coming to a boil deep inside of her as she sucked all traces of Maggie’s wee wee from Jimmy’s boy thing. Then a jolt shot through her, followed by another, and then a wet release from deep between her legs. She started to collapse from the sheer volume of this feeling, but Jimmy held her head while Mike gripped her hips. As her first ever climax subsided, she felt Mike’s cock doing something and then her rear end was awash inside with the same stuff that Keith had squirted down her throat.

As Mike used a cleansing wipe to clean his cock (Brewster had cautioned the boys to do this after every ass fucking to avoid the possibility of making their partners sick and they had rigidly followed his directions today), he saw Jimmy clench his jaws as he spewed his seed into Lauren’s mouth. Unlike Keith’s load which had mostly gone straight down her throat, Laurent took the full brunt if this one in her mouth. She coughed and lost some of it, but managed to swallow the rest as Jimmy coaxed her to do.

While the boys rested again, Lauren crawled over to Maggie and curled up next to her, unsure of what to do next. The little blonde was content to lie on her back as her body tried to recover from an uncounted number of orgasms. The boys whispered to each other and then approached their new little fuck toys as their cocks became erect again.

“Lauren, do you want to feel good again?” Keith asked. “We know a way you can and make Maggie feel good, too.”

“Okay” Lauren replied.

“Good. The key is to get her cunny juices straight from the source. Here’s what you do.”

The boys had Lauren get on her hands and knees again, bending her head down between Maggie’s legs. The little blonde gave a small cry of surprise as she saw her friend begin to lick her bald pussy. The boys instructed Lauren on how to lick Maggie’s fat little mound, suck and nibble on the clit, and drive her tongue into the tight slit. As Maggie’s juices began to flow, Lauren knew she’d soon get those good feelings back again.

Jimmy got behind Lauren and began to fuck her in the ass while Mike fingered the little girl’s pussy. Keith knelt by Maggie’s head, guiding the girl’s mouth onto his cock. And so the boys rotated, dumping loads of cum in Maggie’s mouth and Lauren’s ass while the third brought Lauren’s wet little quim to repeated climaxes. For her part, Lauren kept munching on Maggie’s sweet, miniature twat, drinking the juices that drooled from her friend’s small hole. She never let up even when Maggie came, which she did again and again.

But there were limits to even the sex drive of thirteen year-old boys and finally they were spent. They had taught Lauren out to finger her pussy to orgasm by herself, still making her believe that drinking Maggie’s drippings was part of the secret to cumming. The trio sat and watched one five year-old masturbate as she gave oral pleasure to her same-aged friend. Both girls came several more times before completely tiring.

They retrieved their swim trunks and helped the girls get back into their suits. Neither girl could walk too steadily as they had been pumped full of cock and cum. The boys helped them to the pool where the water cleansed the sperm from their bodies and helped them get the strength back in their legs.

Jimmy gave each girl a pill - a painkiller to help ease the soreness they would be feeling. After a long nap in Maggie’s bedroom, both girls were famished. Maggie’s parents chuckled as they watched the two devour their dinner and ask for seconds.

“I hope you boys didn’t play too roughly with them,” Maggie’s father remarked to Jimmy.

“Nope. We made sure they had lots of fun, too,” the boy answered.

He and Keith and Mike would have loved to have had more sex with the five year-old’s that night, but they knew from what they had been taught to let the girls rest. Jimmy gave them each other pill before they went to bed. In the morning, both girls were a little sore; Maggie in her pussy and ass, and Lauren in her ass which had received much more fucking then Maggie’s. But by the time they came down for breakfast, the soreness had eased away as they moved and stretched while getting dressed.

After breakfast, everyone took a nice walk through the woods, enjoying the lingering warmth of September that would end quickly enough. After some hugs and goodbyes, the girls were on the family jet, heading back to Claridge with more experience than when they had left not two days earlier.

Back at Claridge, the girls’ dorm mother, Dottie, received a message from her contact from The Five informing her of the weekend’s events concerning Maggie and Lauren. The woman’s jaw dropped. In her first three years at the school, all of the girls in her care had remained untouched. Now, with only a few weeks into her fourth year, all six of her charges were active in some way. She shook her head and wondered if the other kindergarten dorm mothers were having this issue. Probably not; which meant that she was having the most fun.

That night, Maggie and Lauren were dressing for bed. Gretchen and Meagan had arrived back at the school at the same time they had, but only offered some vague descriptions about an overnight field trip. It seemed to Maggie that neither girl had a very good idea about what they had been doing. All four had received a cheerful welcome back to their dorm section from the other two girls, Samantha and Whitney.

Maggie had put on a clean pair of panties and decided to wear her favorite nightgown, pink with white trim, instead of pajamas. She stood facing her bed, collecting a few items there to put away, when she felt someone tapping on her shoulder. She turned to see Lauren staring intently at her.

“Please, Maggie. I need to feel good again.”

Without another word, Lauren dropped to her knees in front of her friend and ducked her head underneath Maggie’s nightgown. Maggie felt her panties get pulled down her legs, followed by the wet sounds and touches as Lauren began eating her pussy. Once her mouth was nicely settled on Maggie’s quim, Lauren slid one of her hands inside her own pajama bottoms and began massaging the smooth flesh between her legs.

Closing her eyes, Maggie placed her hands on the back of Lauren’s head through her nightgown and pulled her closer. Somewhere deep in the little girl’s sex, her juices began to flow again.

Claridge Academy, Part 11

(Note: The video in Part 11 was “filmed” during the same weekend as Parts 9 and 10. The opening of Part 11 takes place the Monday following Parts 9 and 10.)

Headmaster Marshall Eddings arrived at his office earlier than usual on Monday morning - before breakfast. There was no particular reason for this change in schedule except that he had woken on his own well before his alarm clock buzzed and decided to take the opportunity to get ahead of his weekly work.

As he sat at his desk, he checked the school calendar was pleased to see that ballet classes were beginning this week. These classes were strictly elective, held during the last portion of the academic day. Students were encouraged to take electives to keep their minds fresh and to provide some variation to the usual academic courses.

A myriad of art and music classes were offered, along with some more specialized studies, but none of them but ballet had their young students dressed in tights and clinging leotards. As a mathematics instructor in prior years, he had little opportunity (or alibis) to watch the students practice, but now as headmaster he had free reign to wander and observe wherever he wished.

Before addressing a small stack of paperwork, the headmaster checked the bottom drawer of his file cabinet for any messages from The Five. In the front was a larger-than-usual white envelope with his name written in a now very familiar script. Inside were a letter and an unmarked DVD. He read the letter first.

“Dear Headmaster Eddings,

We are pleased to report complete success with a modified formula of the draught you’ve been using with our girls. The new drug still retains all the qualities of keeping the girls compliant and leaving them without memory during the time they were ‘medicated’. However, we have improved the strength of the aphrodisiac which should allow our little sweethearts an even more enjoyable time, even if they cannot remember it.

But even more importantly, you will find them more normally responsive instead of being slightly catatonic. They will smile, laugh, and be able to follow more complex instructions, as this video shall demonstrate. Since it will be more difficult to determine when the drug takes effect, we recommend you continue as before by asking the girl a nonsensical question. An affirmative answer will let you know that you may proceed with your planned activities.

As always, we wish you much success and happiness and look forward to your reports.

Sincerely,

The Five”

Eddings shredded the letter and examined the bottle of the liquid drug. Like the last formula, it was completely colorless. He unscrewed the lid and sniffed, but could not detect an odor. He put the bottle back and mused as to who would be his first partner with this new and improved product. Unable to reach a decision at the moment, he slid the DVD into his computer and began to watch the video.

On screen, a little girl with her blonde hair held back in a single thick braid down her back was pretending to cook dinner on a play kitchen set. She was wearing a blouse and a skirt and was happily humming to herself when the sound of a door opening and closing off-screen was heard. Eddings immediately identified her as his first little sex partner, five year-old Gretchen.

A little boy about Gretchen’s age dressed as a biker sauntered up to her. He was outfitted in blue jeans, a white t-shirt with a black leather vest, and biker boots. His expression was difficult to discern beneath his dark sunglasses. A red bandana covered his head.

Gretchen was clearly pleased to see him as she threw her arms around him and kissed him on the mouth. The camera zoomed in on their heads as they quickly progressed to deep tongue kissing. Gretchen arched her back and leaned against the play set’s sink in a clearly submissive pose as the boy’s kissing became more aggressive.

While still greedily slurping at Gretchen’s mouth, the boy began to unfasten the buttons on Gretchen’s blouse. Gretchen helped him and soon her blouse flapped open, revealing a tiny bra with completely flat cups covering her nipples. The boy stared at the garment briefly and then pulled on it. It stretched, but did not come loose. Another hard tug and the bra tore, revealing the little girl’s smooth chest and pale pink nipples that were barely visible.

The little boy roughly rubbed Gretchen’s nipples in a bizarre parody of groping a woman’s breasts. Gretchen simply moaned and leaned back further to give her young boyfriend more access to her succulent body. As the little blonde presented herself, the boy commenced to nibble and lick the soft flesh of her chest. He sucked hard on both nipples, leaving two tiny, wet points sticking out from the little girl’s torso.

Standing straight, the boy began unbuckling his belt. Gretchen dropped to her knees in front of him and helped him drop his pants and step out of them, which wasn’t easy while still in his boots. Unlike his tough outer wear, he was wearing a very small set of Spiderman briefs more suited for his tender age.

Eddings’ eyebrows raised in appreciation as Gretchen began fondling the prominent bulge in the front of the boy’s undies. The kid had quite a package on him. Gretchen rubbed and kissed the fabric over the little boy’s crotch. The boy in turn grabbed her head and pressed her face more tightly between his legs.

Gretchen squeezed the little boy’s ass cheeks and began tugging on the waistband of his underpants. The boy let go of Gretchen’s head and she proceeded to pull down the little pair briefs. Eddings gaped as the boy’s cock was revealed to be a slim, three-inch long black dildo held in place with a harness. The camera panned up as the boy slid his vest off and removed his sunglasses while Gretchen pulled his t-shirt up. When the shirt slipped over his head, the bandana came with it, letting the brown hair it had been covering fall to its regular bobbed cut.

Eddings chuckled as he recognized the “boy” as Gretchen’s five year-old roommate, Meagan. The little brown-haired stood with her hands on her hips while Gretchen hiked up her skirt and removed her panties. Then Meagan guided Gretchen back to the sink where the blonde bent over the edge with her back to Meagan.

Meagan stepped behind her and raised her skirt. Gretchen’s fat little pussy hung invitingly between her legs; its smooth skin wet twinkling with beads of dew from her foreplay. The tiny slit looked more like a thin line than an opening, but the soft girl flesh parted just enough to allow Meagan’s black dildo to slowly penetrate the five year-old sex.

“Mmmmm,” Gretchen hummed as the other little girl filled her immature pussy.

Once she was fully inserted, Megan gripped Gretchen’s hips and fucked her slowly for a few strokes. It was evident by the squishy sounds and the added sheen to the dildo that Gretchen was completely lubricated. By the sixth stroke, Gretchen began fucking her partner harder and faster.

The view changed to a camera in front of Gretchen. The girl’s eyes were closed and her mouth hung open as she cooed and moaned with every hard thrust from Meagan. Her blouse hung open and Megan moved her hands from Gretchen’s hips to her chest and tweaked the blonde’s miniscule nipples while she kept on fucking her. Gretchen’s moans became more highly pitched in response.

Now the view switched to the side, capturing both girls’ entire bodies. Gretchen’s skirt was hiked up onto her back, revealing the piston action of Meagan’s black dildo as it skewered her baby twat. Meagan looked quite butch in the nude with only her black boots as she pummeled the other girl’s body with her thrusts. She was breathing heavily and gasping as well, but these sounds were drowned out by the long scream from Gretchen as she came.

The blonde girl’s legs buckled beneath her, but Meagan kept her from falling as she withdrew her dildo from her partner’s succulent quim. Gretchen clapped a small hand to her oozing twat while she tried to catch her breath.

Meagan walked across the room to a small, low bed, sat down, and removed her boots. Then she patted the mattress beside her and Gretchen came over as she dumped her blouse, skirt, and faux bra to the floor. The little blonde stretched out on the mattress with her legs far apart. Using her fingers, she spread the hairless lips of her vulva apart in an invitation for her lover.

Meagan crawled between Gretchen’s legs and promptly filled her friend’s hole with her dildo. When she was fully inserted, she lowered her body to Gretchen’s and proceeded to kiss her. As before, the kisses became deep, but this time there was no sense of urgency as the little girls enjoyed the slow, sensuous feeling of each other’s mouths.

Meagan began hunching in small, slow cycles against Gretchen, massaging the inside of the little girl’s tight cunny with one-inch strokes. The brown haired girl’s adorable little ass flexed and tightened as the child pleasured her fellow five year-old. And judging from the gasps that came from her mouth, Meagan was becoming quite stimulated as well from the combination of the drug and her own pussy getting mashed and squeezed inside the dildo harness.

The smooth small bodies of the little girls gleamed with sweat under the hot lights of the movie sweat and from their own exertions as they remained pressed together. Breaking her kiss with Gretchen, Meagan lifted herself up and held her position there to move her dildo more deeply into her partner’s cunny. A gossamer string of saliva hung between their tongues for a moment before breaking.

As Meagan lengthened her strokes into Gretchen, the other girl wrapped her legs around Meagan’s waist with her heels digging in just above the ass. The bed creaked in time with the wet slapping of flesh on flesh. A camera close-up showed tow tiny clitties grinding together at the end of each forward thrust from Meagan.

“Uh! Uh! Uh!” Gretchen cried just before exploded into another orgasm. Her body shook before Meagan collapsed on her. Gretchen slowly regained control of herself and looked up at Meagan’s face as the other girl stared blankly at the headboard. Gretchen looked at someone off-screen who obviously gave her some unheard directions.

Gently, she rolled Meagan off of her and onto her back. The black dildo stood upright, soaked with the fluids of Gretchen’s immature sex. Gretchen propped Meagan’s head up on a pillow, and then started to unbuckle the dildo. As the straps loosened, heavy streams of clear juice streamed out from beneath the black latex harness. Meagan was in dire need of some release.

Gretchen removed the dildo and handed it to Meagan who began to lick the head and shaft in languid strokes of her tongue. Turning to the camera, Gretchen gave a small smile and used her fingers to spread the outer lips apart on Meagan’s sopping mound. The camera zoomed in and focused on the tiny pink membrane inside the little hole. For all that had just occurred, Meagan was still a virgin.

While her lover kept licking the sex toy, Gretchen began massaging Meagan’s hairless snatch, diddling the clit and stroking just inside the slit while making the occasional pass over the smooth, flawless skin of the child’s outer girl-flesh. Meagan closed her eyes and sucked hard on the dildo as her chest and tummy rose and fell in sharp heaves. An urgent groan came from her stuffed mouth. The camera panned back to her crotch as more juices flushed from her slit, coating Gretchen’s already wet hand with another layer.

Gretchen cleaned her hand with a series of satisfied-sounding sucks. She lay down again next to Meagan and the two kindergarteners cuddled together and pretended to go to sleep.

Eddings caught himself panting as the screen when dark. After wiping his brow with a handkerchief, he looked at the clock and saw that he had plenty of time to watch the movie again before breakfast. Clicking the ‘Play’ icon again, he hoped the hours would pass quickly enough before the first ballet class began.

Claridge Academy, Part 12

(Note: This can be enjoyed as a stand-alone story. Part 12 takes place later the same day as Part 11.)

The afternoon could not arrive quickly enough for Headmaster Eddings. After watching the video of Gretchen and Meagan, he was eagerly looking forward to the first ballet class. Although he had been looking forward to the class with its young students in their tight costumes, he hoped he would see these two particular girls as the kindergarteners who wanted to learn to dance were having their session today.

He casually strolled into the dance room shortly after the class had begun and gave a quick nod and smile to the teacher, a striking black woman named Monica Wiley. He took a seat on the bench and opened a folder with some papers he had brought to maintain his cover as simply watching different classes while reviewing whatever mysterious paperwork that headmasters had to contend with. Actually, it was an easy façade to maintain as he had already established this habit for real, feeling that a headmaster who always stayed in his office soon lost touch with the school around him.

There were fourteen girls from kindergarten, all of them dressed in form-fitting black leotards and white tights. Eddings was disappointed that Meagan and Gretchen were not among them, but they were still fun to watch as they learned their first basic dance steps, completely oblivious to how attractively their little bodies were displayed as they bent and stretched.

At one point, a child whose long red hair hung in unruly curls fell down as she tried to pivot on one foot. After she got to her feet, another five year-old helpfully brushed the dust from the redhead’s rear end. Now there was a job that the headmaster would have loved to have had.

Eddings spied a tiny blonde who was smaller than her peers and recognized her as Whitney, the little girl he had seen in the auditorium on the first day of school when Meagan befriended her. Another girl with black curly hair stayed close to Whitney during the class and was constantly looking at her. Eddings couldn’t blame the dark-haired girl as Whitney was quite wonderful to watch. The horny headmaster imagined she’d even be more wonderful to taste under her dance clothes.

After Monica dismissed the class, Whitney and her friend stayed behind to watch an older girl practicing by herself in a corner. Eddings had been so enthralled with the five year-olds that he had completely missed this girl.

She looked to be about nine or ten, with glossy brown hair tucked in a ponytail for dance practice and soft brown, doe-like eyes. Her mouth was full and perfectly formed with smooth red lips. Clad in a pink leotard with pale pink tights stretched lovingly over her slender body, she was oblivious to everyone else as she slowly and gracefully moved to the music playing form a small mp3 player rigged to a speaker. Eddings admired her lovely form from her delicately sculpted neck to her legs which were very well-toned without being thick or bulky in musculature.

He nodded his head toward the girl as Monica walked over to him.

“I’m no expert in judging ballet, but she looks quite good,” he remarked.

“She’s exceptional - easily the best student I’ve here,” Monica replied. “And I’ve had some good ones. She also does very well in her studies - top grades and all, but she could very well have a future in the ballet if that’s the path she chooses. But she has plenty of time to decide either way.”

“How old is she and what’s her name.”

“Abby Dumont. She turned ten in… July, if I remember right. She’s in the fifth grade. And she’s a really sweet kid - very kind and thoughtful of others; something a lot of adults can’t say for themselves. Now that you’re headmaster, I’m sure you’ll be seeing her at the end of the year when you are passing out academic achievement awards.”

“I will look forward to it,” Eddings said as he glanced at his watch. “I must be going.”

Eddings was certainly looking forward to meeting Abby. A few minutes earlier, he had visions swimming in his brain about sampling that little redhead’s ass and of Whitney lying on his desk, squirming with pleasure under his mouth, perhaps while her friend was feasting on his cock. But now Abby was definitely on his menu tonight.

Abby closed her eyes as she moved through the last two minutes of this routine which she had done many times before. The song had been one of her late mother’s favorites. This had made her sad at first, but now it gave her some quiet joy to know that somehow her mother knew that her eldest daughter was dancing to it.

Her family lived only four hours away from Claridge. She had proven to be quite brilliant when she was a toddler and her parents had weighed against having their daughter go away to boarding school when she was five. But Claridge had an excellent academic reputation and that won out. Fortunately, the school maintained several guest houses on the grounds and her parents were often there every other weekend for those first two happy years.

Then her mother had been diagnosed with cancer while she was pregnant again. The doctors had wanted to abort the fetus and begin chemotherapy, but Madeleine Dumont was fiercely protective of her unborn child and refused. She carried the child to term and delivered a girl they named Lisette, after Madeleine’s mother. Then Madeleine began her medical treatment, but it was too late and within six months she was gone.

Abby’s father, who owned a small but very successful consulting firm, did his best to raise his daughters, despite pleas from family members on both sides to hire a nanny. Abby continued to attend Claridge while her father, Stephen, found away to juggle his business demands with raising Lisette, who was now three. During Abby’s breaks form school, he always arranged to have more time to spend at home or taking trips with his two girls.

Stephen’s older sister, a childless woman in her late thirties, also proved to be a huge help. Pauline Dumont was a cheerful, powerfully-built woman with heart of gold and a sharp wit who would take care of Lisette when Stephen had to travel. Since Abby’s father could not visit Claridge as much, Pauline made it a habit of visiting Abby at the school at least one weekend a month.

The first time she came to Claridge, she caused quite a stir as she rode her Harley-Davidson with a sidecar up the school gate. The flustered guard matched her driver’s license to the approved visitor list and was forced to let her through. With her short-cropped hair, muscular build, and her penchant for heavy boots, motorcycles, and muscle cars, she might have been considered a bull dyke lesbian. She wouldn’t have taken any offence - because that’s what she was. Any discomfort that some people might have felt about this was quickly put to rest by her blunt, sometimes outrageous humor about her orientation.

Abby finished her dance as the song game to an end and was startled to hear some enthusiastic clapping. She turned to see two bright-eyed little girls smiling at her.

“You’re the best dancer ever!” said the blonde one as the other nodded in agreement.

Abby flushed at the praise as she toweled some sweat from her face.

“Well, there are a lot of people better than me, but thank you anyway. You must be in the new class. What are your names?”

“I’m Samantha,” said the curly-haired curl.

“Whitney,” said the blonde, softly. She seemed a little embarrassed by her earlier burst of ebullience, but Abby simply ruffled both girls’ hair.

“So you want to be dancers?” she asked.

The two five year-olds told her all about their first class, trying to reproduce their first, clumsy steps. Abby just smiled and patiently listened to them, then tried to answer their inquiries as they peppered her with questions. When they finally stopped, Abby unplugged the mp3 player from the speaker and put it in her bag.

“I have to bring the speaker back to Miss Wiley’s office. Why don’t you get your sneakers on until I come back? If you promise to take good care of it and return it, I have a book about a little girl mouse who became a ballerina. My dad gave it to me when I started dancing at your age.”

Samantha and Whitney were clearly thrilled that this bigger girl was paying so much attention to them. They ran to get their sneakers while Abby brought the speaker back to Monica’s office.

“I was watching you just now,” the teacher said. “Congratulations on your new fan club.”

Abby smiled shyly. “They’re so cute,” she said.

“Oh, yes,” Monica agreed as her eyes narrowed in thought. “Damn cute - and mighty tasty-looking, too. “I’ll bet that dark-haired one is a tigress between the sheets.”

Abby looked shocked at Monica’s statement, but the woman just smiled as she walked over to the girl.

“But you, Abby, are still my favorite hottie.”

She bent down and kissed Abby on the mouth, snaking her tongue inside the child’s mouth as she slid a hand up the back of one thigh and squeezed on one tight ass cheek. Abby met Monica’s tongue with her own, as she knew she was supposed to do. After a moment, the teacher broke their kiss.

“God, we’ve got to get some sack time together, and soon,” Monica said in a husky voice. “Is your aunt coming to visit this weekend?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Maybe she’ll share. Now go get your little friends. Oh, and Abby?”

The girl stopped at the door and turned to look at her. Monica looked back with a serious expression on her face.

“You earned their applause. Your dance was beautiful.”

Abby dropped her eyes and smiled, thanking the teacher for her heartfelt compliment. Samantha and Whitney were waiting for her.

“Come on,” she said. “We’ll get the book from my room.”

“We get to go to your room? I’ve never been in a big girl’s dorm room before!” Whitney exclaimed.

“I’ve been to my sister’s room once,” Samantha told Abby. “She’s a big girl, too. Her name is Wendy and she’s in the third grade. What grade are you in?”

“The fifth,” Abby replied. “We’re in the same building as your sister, just on a different floor.”

Abby reflected on what Monica said as she walked to her dorm with the two little girls in tow. She would be staying with her aunt at one of the school guesthouses. And only one bed would need to be made each morning.

Five Years Earlier:

Abby was so excited to see her Aunt Pauline. Although she had only been at the school for two weeks, the kindergartner took great pains to point out everything she had learned about the school as she took her aunt on a tour of the campus grounds. Although the students were allowed to wear any clothing after school hours and on weekends, Abby was proud of her school uniform and wanted to wear it all day.

That night, Pauline had taken her niece out to eat in town. The pair drew startled looks from people as she drove her motorcycle through town with a little girl in the sidecar wearing a helmet and a Claridge uniform. After dinner, they settled into the small living room in the guest house and watched a movie.

By the end of the film, Pauline was stroking one of Abby’s thighs. The little girl didn’t think much of it as her aunt had done that in the past as a sign of affection. As the movie credit began to scroll, Pauline moved her hand up under Abby’s skirt and began stroking her between her legs.

The kindergartener gasped in shock as she realized that her aunt was touching her right on her panties! Maybe she didn’t know how far her hand had reached.

“A-aunt Pauline,” the tot stammered. “You’re touching my special place.”

“I know. And it feels very special.”

“But you shouldn’t do that.”

“Are you sure? We’d better take a look to make sure.”

Abby looked on in shock as Pauline casually flipped her skirt up and peeled her panties down her legs. Holding the panties, Pauline lifted Abby’s legs and slipped them off over her feet. Abby’s legs dropped down and slightly more apart, giving Pauline the first look she had gotten of Abby’s cunny in three years.

“Oh, Baby,” Pauline breathed. “You look so damned good!”

The plump cleft mound between the child’s legs was dainty and smooth. Pauline returned her hand to the delicate flesh and resumed massaging it, now unimpeded by the thin cotton material that has covered it.

“But you’re not supposed to,” Abby whined as her breathing intensified.

“But doesn’t it feel good?” Pauline asked. “Haven’t you ever touched yourself there and felt good?”

Pauline could tell by the flustered look on her nieces face that she had.

“Yes,” she said meekly. “But it was when I was washing it in the bath.”

“Did you tell your mom and dad?”

“No.”

“That’s right, because it felt good and you were not hurt. Don’t ever let someone hurt you there, but if it feels good, it’s a nice, special secret and you can keep about your nice, special place’, okay?”

The little girl nodded as she felt her tiny clit stiffen under her aunt’s fingers. Something felt warm deep between her legs and she could see her aunt’s finger tip poking and going…inside her special place! The finger stopped when Abby felt it push against something inside her hole. Pauline did not push her finger any further but kept caressing the little girl’s quim both inside and out. Then she felt her finger tip becoming damp.

“Mmmm. You’re getting wet.”

Pauline was startled when Abby burst into tears. She quickly pulled her hand away from her niece’s groin and held her.

“I’m sorry, Honey. Did I accidentally hurt you?”

“No,” Abby sobbed. “I didn’t mean to pee. I’m not a baby!”

Pauline chuckled and hugged the girl to her.

“It’s okay. You didn’t pee,” she said, rocking the little girl. “That’s just how your special place responds when it’s feeling good. How about if I show you how I can make it feel even better? Would you like that?”

“Uh huh.”

Pauline carried Abby to the mater bedroom, skipping one hand beneath the girl’s skirt so she could feel her bare buttocks. Gently, she laid Abby out on the bed and started to remove the school blazer (which Abby had insisted on wearing, even inside the house), but reconsidered. Leaving the jacket on, she unbuttoned the child’s blouse and un-tucked it from her skirt. She pulled the front of the shirt open and pulled her skirt up, leaving Abby’s torso and crotch bare.

Pauline straightened up and admired her work. The combination of Abby’s soft child’s body with her undeveloped chest and hairless pussy along with the carefully undone prim school uniform gave the little girl a look that was both innocent and sluttish. The woman had been waiting for this moment for three years.

When Abby was a baby, Pauline had changed plenty of her diapers without a second thought beyond the job of cleaning and drying the girl. But one day shortly after Abby turned two years old, Pauline came to visit and was told by Madeleine that Abby was now toilet-trained. When she heard her favorite aunt’s voice, Abby came running into the room.

“Look at me!” she proudly announced as she stripped down to her brand new underpants. The toddler proudly walked around the living room to show that she was now a big girl who didn’t need diapers anymore. Seeing that cute, pudgy little body with only a small piece of fabric protecting the private places made Pauline want to yank those undies off and eat the little girl on the spot. But naturally, she thought her brother and sister-in-law might object.

But now she had her niece on her bed, looking just as adorable as ever, and looking up at her with trust in her big brown eyes. Pauline quickly shucked her clothes off and climbed into bed next to Abby.

“I’m going to make you feel very, very good. Than I’ll show you how you can do the same to me.”

Abby nodded and stared at the ceiling as her aunt began to bring more strange feelings come to life between her legs. After a few minutes, the tiny muff was quotes with fluids, allowing Pauline to rub the mound’s soft outer skin harder and faster without hurting the girl. She placed one arm under Abby’s shoulder and lifted her into a sitting position so she could see her aunt’s hand at work between her splayed legs.

Abby began whimpering as the feelings inside her immature sex began to tighten and intensify. They seemed to compress until a sharp release let everything loose. The little girl was unprepared for the sensations coursing through her young body, sensations meant to be felt at a much more mature age, and nearly fainted.

Pauline held her little niece until she came to her senses.

“What happened?”

“You had an orgasm. It’s called cumming. Did you like it?”

“Uh huh. My special felt like it was dancing inside.”

Pauline wiped her fingers over Abby’s pussy slit, coating them with the juice from the child’s first ever cum. She sucked her fingers one by one, savoring the taste of her precious little niece’s introduction to sex. She dipped another fingertip into the narrow slit and this time offered her finger to Abby.

“Try some. Your cunny is delicious.”

The little girl sampled her dew, tasting her own sex for the first time. With Pauline coaxing her, she used her own fingers to draw more juices from her snatch, but then surprised her aunt by offering her small hand to her. Pauline licked the child’s hand clean then wiped more cum juice from Abby’s pussy and fed it to the little girl. They sat like this, feeding each other fingers coated with Abby’s drippings until her little pussy was clean.

“Aunt Pauline?”

“Yes?”

“What did you call my special place? A cummy?”

“Cunny. It’s just another word for your special place.”

“I used to call it a pee pee, but that was when I was little,” the five year-old said. “Can I call it a cunny, too?”

“Sure. Now that you’re getting to be such a big girl, how about if I show you how to make your aunt feel good, too?”

Abby nodded vigorously. She had always been a thoughtful child and was delighted to see how she could make her aunt feel really nice, too.

By the time Pauline’s next visit was over, Abby had been given her first, and very wet, lessons in oral sex. Abby was such a delicious little treat, from her scrumptious lips to her cute chest and tummy, and all the way from her dainty toes. Of course, her niece’s miniature hairless pussy was always the best dessert.

Abby proved to be an excellent pupil in bed - as well as on the floor, on the couch, and in the bathtub. Pauline had never had children, so she was in heaven as she felt a small mouth contentedly sucking at her breasts. She had always taken a long time to cum, but she never got impatient as she watched her niece’s head moving as it was buried between her legs. She would even play with the girl, trapping the child’s heads between her muscular thighs. But Abby would return to her aunt’s twat as diligently as she did with her schoolwork and her dancing. In the aftermath of cumming, Pauline loved to see Abby’s smiling face, shiny with her aunt’s fluids, rise up from her crotch.

A favorite position of Pauline’s was for Abby to eat her while lying on her aunt’s stomach with her rear end toward Pauline’s face. While lying on her back, Pauline found that her breasts flattened just enough to get a good view of Abby’s posterior. She loved playing with the five year-old’s perfect little ass and massaging her bald quim until the little girl came. Pauline would smear her breasts with Abby’s juices and, after the little girl made her cum, would have the little girl lick her own essence from her aunt’s body.

A month later, Abby was awakened in bed with the room completely dark in the guesthouse. Pauline apparently wasn’t sated by their sex before and after bedtime and was busy running her hands and tongue all over the little girl’s body. Abby lost track of where she was being fondled as it seemed in so many places at once until she realized there were more than two hands molesting her.

“Aunt Pauline?” she called out fearfully.

Pauline lifted her head from one pretty nipple she was trying to suck into a miniature tit.

“It’s okay, Sweetie,” she assured her niece. “I invited a friend.”

“Just relax, Sugar,” came a familiar voice from behind Abby. “We’re gonna take you to heaven in bed before you know it.”

Abby gasped as she recognized the voice of her dance teacher, Miss Wiley. Then she felt the woman kiss her way slowly down her back until she stopped to nibble and suck on one of her little buttocks.

Abby soon learned that her aunt was never short on ideas to pleasure and surprise her little niece. Some of these were outright shocking. But throughout it all, Abby retained her gentle, quiet nature, knowing that her aunt would never allow her to come to any real harm.

When she was six, Pauline took her to see the classic Christmas ballet, ‘The Nutcracker’ and had even rented them a private balcony box for the show. During the first act, her aunt wondered aloud how large a dildo the young girl playing Clara could take up her ass. At intermission, Abby was on her knees in front of Pauline and brought her to climax just before the curtain was raised on Act II. During ‘The Dance of the Sugarplum Fairy’ Abby’s pretty red velvet dress was bunched around her waist with her panties at her knees as Pauline diddled her little quim to the beat of the music, bringing the first grader to an orgasm just as the dance was over.

Then there was the Halloween party two years later. Pauline brought her to a nightclub whose only guests were lesbians with a fondness for young girls - and their young guests. Pauline’s costume was a spiked dog collar with a leash with very little else on her body. Abby held the other end while wearing a pint-sized, black latex dominatrix outfit. No other woman tried to do anything with her (those were the club rules), although a short brunette named Barb gave the girl her phone number, much to Abby’s embarrassment.

“Here we are,” Abby told Samantha and Whitney. “Samantha, your sister’s class is on the first floor. We’re on the third.”

As they climbed the stairs, both little girls became concerned about how the other big girls would treat them. The other third graders were nice to Samantha when she was here, but then she was with her sister Wendy. (Wendy would show Samantha her dorm room, then induced her little sister to strip and lie on her bed so she could play the Rubbing Game with her for the first time since school had started.) And Whitney knew two fourth graders, Beth and Veronica, who had been very nice to her and Meagan.

But these were even bigger girls - already in the fifth grade! They might laugh at the two kindergarteners and call them babies, even if Abby told them to stop. Samantha and Whitney were beginning to think this was a bad idea.

But their fears were put to rest when they went into the common room that Abby shared with the five other girls in her unit. Four other girls were already there and they quickly fawned over the small pair and had them sitting on their laps while Abby went to her room to get the book.

“So are you two going to be dancers like Abby?” asked a girl with short brown hair named Kathy.

“Uh huh,” Whitney answered.

“I was in dance class with her when we were your age,” Kathy continued.

“You’re a dancer, too?” asked Samantha.

“No, Abby danced. I mostly fell on my butt,” Kathy explained as everyone laughed.

Abby came out with the book and gave it to Whitney. She looked over at Kathy and was glad to see she was happy again. A couple of weeks ago, she had suddenly become moody and withdrawn. Then last week, she seemed to snap out of her funk.

“Do you want me to walk you back to your dorm?” Abby asked the kindergarteners.

Although they were capable of getting back themselves, they were thrilled with the idea of showing up at their dorm in the company of an older girl like Abby. They were heading toward the door when a young Hispanic girl came in and greeted everyone.

“Hi, Abby,” the girl said as she looked at Samantha and Whitney. “Do we have some new roommates? We’re out of beds, so we’ll have to put them in the closet.”

The girl gave the five year-olds and exaggerated wink to show she was kidding.

“Samantha, Whitney - this is my roommate, Lucia,” Abby said. “If she ever moves in with you guys, you can stuff her in the closet.”

This prompted more laughter in the room before Lucia stopped Abby as she started to leave.

“Before I forget, Abby - Mrs. Stovich said that the headmaster wants to see you right after dinner. And don’t worry; you’re not in any trouble.”

“Like she would be,” one of the other ten year-old girls added, good-naturedly.

Headmaster Eddings was puzzled as he received a text on his cell phone from a blocked phone number. The message simply read, “Check you desk.” Intrigued, he cut his walk around the campus short and returned to his office. On his desk was another white envelope with his name written in the elegant script of his contact with The Five. He opened it up to find a short note.

“Dear Headmaster Eddings,

Congratulations on your fine selection of Abigail Dumont. We were wondering when you would notice her as she has been the object of many desires. Despite this attention, she remains a virgin in her vagina and her posterior, in accordance with some prior arrangements. We must ask you to adhere to this as well, although you’ll find that she is quite skilled with her mouth.

Headmaster Farley had her when she was five and she became a frequent guest in this office during the remainder of his tenure here. Despite the draught’s effect on the memory, the girl seems to have retained some memory or reflexive response to a penis in her mouth, so enjoy! And any oral or digital focus on her other parts are fine as she has been subjected to this in the past as well, though bear in mind that her hymen must remain pristine.

Sincerely,

The Five”

Eddings sighed with disappointment. But he always told his students to make the most of every opportunity they received and he intended to live up to his own advice.

Abby was nervous as she walked to the headmaster’s office. Although she knew she hadn’t done anything wrong in class, she was concerned about having to see him. If he ever learned what she had done behind carefully closed doors, she would be mortified, even though much of it was not instigated by her. While she never started any of what happened there, she knew how good it felt and that caused her some internal conflict with her normally demure personality.

She remembered having visited Headmaster Farley during her first five years at the school, but never because of any trouble. He was very kind and understanding during several visits shortly before and after her mother’s death. Aside from those sessions, she could recall very little in the way of details of her other ones with him, but she attributed that to being so nervous.

Headmaster Eddings greeted her warmly and offered her some iced tea. He complimented her on her ballet, having watched some of her practice that afternoon. While Abby sipped her drink, the headmaster opened her school file and discussed her class load and grades - all of which were first rate.

Eddings looked closely at Abby but could see none of the telltale glassiness in her eyes that had been indicative of the drug he had been previously given to put girls under his control. But enough time had passed, so he tried asking a ridiculous question to see how she would respond. An affirmative answer would mean the drug had taken hold. It had been another mild and sunny day on campus, so he had used this as his reference.

“Abby, it was so wonderful to see so much snow on the ground. You did enjoy it, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she answered with a ready smile.

“Good. Then kindly get undressed and come to me.”

The ten year old removed her clothes, taking time to carefully fold them and place them on her chair. Then she stood before him where he could admire and fondle her little dancer’s body. He groped her slim legs, feeling the curves of her muscles beneath her silken skin. Turning her around, he continued his exploration and he cupped her firm buttocks in his hands and squeezed them gently.

At his direction, she turned to face him again and he licked the taught flesh of her flat chest before sucking the dime-sized nipples until they became erect. The girl’s breathing had become heavier and a gentle probe of the ten year-old’s bald pussy revealed that the aphrodisiac portion of the drug was working quite well as a drop of little girl juice gleamed on his fingertip. He was pleased that she was already aroused, but so was he and as headmaster, he had seniority.

Get on your knees, child, and suck this,” he ordered as he produced his small but rigid cock from his pants. Abby leaned forward, bracing herself with one hand on his thigh. Even that small touch made him horny, but it was the soft, wet warmth of the fifth grader’s mouth surrounding his cock that was pure heaven. As the letter described, the young girl was quite accomplished at oral sex in her drugged state.

As Abby’s head bobbed up and down, Eddings watched his shaft get squeezed by those perfect red lips. Unseen behind them, her tongue washed his cock with long, loving swipes. He tapped the back of Abby’s head, wondering if she would take him deeper. Without releasing her oral hold on his prick, the girl stood and bent over, changing the angle of her head and neck so that she could take his entire cock through her mouth and past her tonsils. He didn’t have the length to go any farther than that, but it was plenty and he soon fed the child a steaming load of cum.

Eddings told the girl to sit on his desk, facing him with her legs spread. The flawless skin of her quim beckoned him and he wondered how Farley had managed to keep himself from cock-diving into that delicious young mound.

“Abby, suck your thumb very hard, like it was a cock,” he ordered.

Abby immediately obeyed, looking rather coquettish sitting on the antique desk in the nude while sucking her thumb like a toddler. Leaning between her legs, Eddings inhaled the faint scent of her aroused sex and then began to lick the little female mound she presented him. She was delicious with a subtle taste that was not strong like that of a woman’s. A deeper lick confirmed the presence of her maidenhead and he felt a pang of envy for the man who would finally have it.

The ten year-old shuddered as he orally mauled her slit and clitty, but she kept faithfully sucking her thumb as she had been instructed. Eddings could tell be how the flesh of Abby’s pussy had suddenly tightened that he had given the girl an orgasm. But now his cock urgently demanded some payback with a rather stiff announcement.

He had Abby get off the desk and service him with her wonderful mouth again. This time, it took him a good twenty minutes before that old magic feeling was tickling his balls again. Not wanting to overfeed the poor child her second course all at once, he made her stand up straight whole he wanked himself to climax, using her body as target practice as he scored a direct hit on one nipple, a near miss on the other, then sprayed the rest on her belly.

“Oh dear, Abby. You’ve managed to get quite a mess on your tummy.”

The girl glanced down at her cum-splattered stomach and looked back up at him with concern in her yes.

“Should I clean it up?” she asked.

Eddings loved this new version of the drug. She was responding without getting frightened or alarmed. And she would never remember a thing.

“Yes, but since you worked so hard to make all of this happen, you should spread some of it around between your legs first.”

“Like this?” she asked has she smeared a handful of white goo over her hairless snatch.

“Yes, and don’t be afraid to put some in your slit. Ah, very nice. Now scoop it up one finger at a time and eat it.”

Eddings took his video camera and recorded Abby carefully pulling his jism from her little cuntlet and eating it. This would make a fine addition to his report to The Five.

“So what did you and the headmaster talk about?” Lucia asked.

“The school might do a midyear dance recital,” Abby replied. “Plus he may have me taking one or two sixth grade classes next semester to challenge me. And it would move me ahead and let me take more electives when I’m in the high school grades.”

“Wow, you’ve got everything going on. Hey, what about those two little girls you had with you today?”

“Samantha and Whitney - what about them?”

“Are you going to share? We could teach them all about the Rubbing Game.”

“Lucia!” Abby scolded her as she turned scarlet with embarrassment. “It’s nothing like that and they’re too young?”

“Too young? We were just six when Emma and Paige showed us.”

Lucia was correct. When she and Abby were in the first grade, two very horny thirteen year-olds invited the younger girls to their dorm room and showed them the game that had been passed down through generations of students at the all-girls school. One girl would lie on top of the other while both were naked and would rub her pussy against the other girl’s sex until they both came. For many adolescent and prepubescent girls at Claridge, this was their first introduction to sex and the feelings their bodies could produce.

Lucia, who was becoming quite sexually experienced at the age of ten, had enjoyed several clandestine meetings with Emma, now a senior, over the years. She thought that Abby was done with Paige after their first adventure, but Paige had kept after the younger girl; never forcing her to do anything, but always managed to find her alone and initiated some act or another.

Paige was more interested in performing sex on Abby then receiving any, which provided at least some small sense of relief for the young girl since she did have to actually do anything besides receiving Paige’s attentions. Just last week, Abby had been walking in the woods when Paige suddenly appeared from behind a tree. Five minutes later, Abby was on the ground between some bushes as Paige held her by the ass and feasted on the ten year-old’s hairless muff.

“Just please give it a rest, Lucia. You’re starting to think about this stuff way too much.”

Lucia just tossed her hair and smiled at her friend.

“Girls can’t only play with dolls forever.”

Abby sighed.

“Okay, but please don’t do anything with them, okay? I’m going to take a shower.”

Abby collected her pajamas and a towel and when to the shower room attached to the bathroom on their floor. There had once been a storage closet at one end of the shower room, but several years ago, it was renovated and two additional shower stalls were added. The storage room’s old wall and door were still in place, providing anyone who used these last stalls with a little more privacy if they were changing outside the shower stalls.

As both were vacant, Abby chose one of those and was quickly soaking herself under the streaming water while she thought about her roommate. Ever since their first meeting with Emma and Paige, the little Hispanic girl had been fascinated with sex. It was Lucia who always started the Rubbing Game between the two of them and insisted on being the one who rode on top. When they returned to school this year, Lucia’s fascination with carnal activities had turned into an obsession.

During their first day back, Lucia breathlessly told Abby how her uncle had seduced and deflowered her over the summer.

“At first it was scary ‘cause it hurt the first time he put it in me and there was all the blood after. But then it was great. He’s huge, but he was always sweet and slow with me, you know?”

During the summer break, Lucia’s uncle had pleasured himself and his niece in all three of her holes. One day, her aunt walked in on them while they were on the couch. Lucia wasn’t sure how he explain this innocently while she had four inches of her uncle’s prick buried in her ass. But her aunt just scolded her uncle for not telling her he has already begun sex with their nice. From then on, Lucia learned about all kinds of perverted fun from - and with - an adult man and an adult woman. And often at the same time.

Abby yelped jumped a few inches in the shower when she felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Jesus, Abby! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to scare you.”

Abby turned to see Lucia staring at her. The other girl was stark naked.

“Lucia. I…Uh, you’re naked.

“I’m in the shower. Duh!”

Abby tiled her head and raised an eyebrow.

“You can’t wait for an empty shower?

“The other one in this room is empty. And I shut and locked to door to the rest of the room,” Lucia told her as she moved closer to her friend.

Abby backed away until she was cornered.

“Come on, Lucia. Knock it off. It’s bad enough you always want to do the Rubbing Game, but we’re not even in bed.”

“Yeah, but if we’re gonna make each other wet, why not do it where it’s wet?”

“Lucia, please. I need a break. Can’t you find someone el-“

Abby was interrupted when Lucia put a lip lock on her and jammed her tongue into Abby’s mouth. Although Abby had been taught about deep kissing by her aunt, she hadn’t shared this with Lucia. (In fact, she never told Lucia anything about what happed with her aunt, Paige, or Monica Wiley.) So Lucia thought that everything that Abby knew had come from her.

Abby slumped as she felt Lucia’s fingers exploring her tight little quim. The running shower water allowed Lucia to get a finger in Abby’s slit without making her wet on the inside. She found Abby’s cherry and rubbed her fingertip against it. She loved feeling the membrane inside her friend’s sex as it reminded her how she was much more experienced now.

Holding the kiss and licking Abby’s molars, Lucia pressed Abby against the wall and began feverishly humping the other little girl. Their smooth wet pussies glided easily against each other and soon Lucia could tell that the wetness was changing from water to lubricant produced by their cunnies.

Abby felt her body responding to Lucia’s pressure and rubbing. She felt the warmth and pressure growing inside her lower belly and knew that her friend would time her humping so that they both came together. Despite her initial reluctance to Lucia’s advances, Abby whined desperately into her friend’s mouth as her sexual center exploded in a climax.

Lucia released Abby and eased her to the floor when Abby’s legs buckled. Lucia stood above her friend and shoved a finger as far as it would go inside her little twat.

“Mmm…that’s good,” Lucia murmured as she licked her juices from her finger. “Do you want some, Abby?”

Abby could only shake her head while her nerves were recovering. Lucia bent down and kissed her friend on the cheek and patted her neck.

“Well, you always know where you can get some when you’re in the mood. Enjoy your shower.”

Lucia sauntered out of the stall with an exaggerated wiggle of her ass, something that always made Abby laugh since they were in kindergarten. Only now was there more of a sexual connotation to the action. Still, she heard Abby unsuccessfully try to stifle a laugh. She turned and winked at her friend and left the room.

Claridge Academy, Part 13

(Note: Part 13 takes place the day after Part 12.)

It was Tuesday evening and Headmaster Eddings was glad to see the day winding down. The morning had been spent with an accountant conducting a headache-inducing budgetary review. The school was in very sound financial shape with a huge reserve of cash far beyond its routine needs, but the accounting firm was strict about their detailed analyses, so Eddings spent half of his day swimming in spreadsheets and aspirin.

Then a severe (by Claridge standards) disciplinary problem arose that afternoon. To the headmaster’s complete lack of surprise, Sue Andrews, the head of the so-called “Bitch Brigade” was the instigator. The brigade was a quintet of troublesome sixteen year-olds who should have been expelled years ago if it weren’t for their families’ influence with the academy’s board of directors.

Sue had received a well-deserved “D” on a history assignment and cursed out the teacher in the middle of class. She was now on restricted privileges and some detention. Eddings thought he had put the matter to rest when he received word from his contact from The Five that Sue must be allowed to leave school grounds this coming weekend. Although he didn’t know the reason for this, Eddings had already sent a memo that the troublesome teen would be allowed off of school grounds this coming weekend for “family” reasons.

He didn’t know what else he could do about the bratty adolescent, except perhaps to blow a wad into her baby sister’s mouth. This is exactly what he did as he emptied his balls down the throat of five year-old Meagan Andrews. She and her roommate, Gretchen, were in his office and readily compliant after drinking his draught-laced lemonade. The Five had requested that he leave the Meagan’s lower two orifices alone until told otherwise, but her mouth was fair game - and came highly recommended.

Unlike Meagan, little Gretchen was no longer a virgin in any hole, although she had no idea what a little cum sponge she had become since the drug erased all short-term memory while the user was under its effects. But now, she stood completely naked and watched calmly as her equally nude little friend ate the headmaster’s seed.

After watching the video The Five had sent starring Meagan and Gretchen, Eddings had been looking forward to a group session with the little pair. Although he had made arrangements before Sue’s outburst, the timing of the summons to the headmaster’s office had frightened poor Meagan. The little girl thought she might be in trouble for the way her sister had acted (word had spread quickly through the school), but took some comfort in the fact that Gretchen had also been requested.

But the headmaster had quickly soothed Meagan’s fears and had kindly served some lemonade to both children. Ten minutes later, two sets of very small school uniforms and underwear were lying on his office floor while Meagan had as much of his cock stuffed in her little mouth as she could take. She used her hands to stroke his remaining length while her adorable Cupid’s bow lips pulled a hard vacuum on the end of his prick until he came hard against her busy tongue.

When he was done emptying his balls into the little girl’s mouth, he pulled out his cock and playfully bopped Meagan on the nose with the head, leaving a small spot of cum on it. Both five year-olds giggled at what he had done. Eddings liked this improved drug much better as it made his young partners much more responsive. It was also proving to allow the girls to recall certain things while under the influence that they otherwise forgot after the drug’s effects wore off. This was proven in what he did next.

“Meagan,” he said. You are such a good little cocksucker.”

“Thank you,” she answered with a smile.

“Since I put so much in your mouth, I think it would be very nice if you shared some with Gretchen. Why don’t you two use your tongues to share?”

This was where the drug really worked well. Eddings did not have to say anything more as the two kindergartners, recalling what they had been taught for their little porn film, embraced and began kissing. The headmaster felt himself growing hard again as he saw the two cute little bodies pressed tightly together in all of their natural splendor.

He took a moment to caress Gretchen’s little bubble butt; making a mental note that he should try that hole one of these days. He knew that at least one member of The Five had sampled her back door wares, but he had not yet had the pleasure. But since he had only been able to use Abby’s mouth the day before (having the same restrictions with her as he had with Meagan), Eddings was in dire, or at least horny, need of some little kiddy cunt. He stepped to the side where he could see Meagan and Gretchen’s mouths pressed together with their jaws constantly moving as they tongued one another.

“Please show me what you’re doing,” he requested.

On cue, the girl’s mouths parted a little so that he could see their little tongues, coated with man slime, flicking and caressing each other.

“Very good, girls, that’s enough. Now please look at me.”

They broke their kiss and turned to look at the headmaster. Before proceeding further, Eddings cleaned the spot of cum from Meagan’s nose with a finger and stuck it in the child’s mouth where she sucked it clean. Gretchen giggled.

After settling in a chair, Eddings leaned forward and started to fondle each girl’s pussy. The five year-olds sighed happily as their smooth little cunnies were fingered and they wriggled on the headmaster’s digits to pleasure themselves even more. Soon, the sloppy sounds of wet pussies reached Eddings’ ears as the kindergarteners whined and moaned. Gretchen clutched his arm to steady herself as Eddings felt a tremor in the little girl’s sex. Meagan joined her friend in cumming a short time later but was barely able to stand on her own as her legs weakened.

The headmaster sucked the little girl juice from his fingers, one by one, alternating between hands to enjoy his “mixed drink” from the two very young pussies. The he picked Gretchen up and set her on his desk, lying on her back with her legs dangling off. He spread her legs while she looked on without a fuss. Meagan also watched, curious to see that would happen next in her drug-induced calm. Using his fingers to spread Gretchen’s hairless pussy apart, he pointed to the miniscule pink hole he exposed and turned to Meagan.

“See how little Gretchen is there?” he asked. “I could really use your help to make sure I get it in right.”

“Okay,” Meagan replied, always eager to help like the good little girl she was.

Following the headmaster’s instructions, Meagan grasped his cock with one small hand just behind the head. She guided the spongy tip of flesh to the delicate slit nestled in the small bald mound of her dear friend’s vagina. Although Eddings’ penis was quite small by adult standards, it looked gargantuan in the youngster’s hand and butting up against Gretchen’s tiny quim. Meagan pulled her hand away and both she and the headmaster watched as the cock pushed into the little blonde girl on the desk.

The smooth pussy flesh spread apart to allow Eddings’ prick into Gretchen’s little hole, and then thinned out as it tightly stretched around the invading shaft. Gretchen gasped as she felt her petite channel flex to accommodate an adult cock once more. To Eddings, the fiver year-old’s narrow sex tube felt as tight as it did the day he deflowered her on this same desk. It was hard to believe it had only been three weeks ago.

It was now a month into the new school year, only late September. A month earlier, Eddings’ sexual involvement with young girls had been limited to masturbation accompanied by photos, videos, and some explicit stories. Since then, he had taken the virginities of a five year-old and an eleven year-old, had pleasured himself in the mouths of those same girls, and had oral sex with a ten year-old and now another five year-old. It occurred to him that he had yet to sink his prick into a tight preteen ass. Perhaps Naomi, his eleven year-old sex mate, would be the right candidate later this week.

But for now, it was on to the task at hand. He slowly slid his cock in about two and half inches until he reached the baby cervix. Was it his imagination or had he gotten a little more length into Gretchen’s precious cunny than he had before? He knew that a vagina would lengthen when aroused to accommodate a penis - something he never needed to concern himself with adult partners in the past because of his smaller-than-average equipment.

He fucked the child at a slow tempo, enjoying the wet grasp of her little sheath stretched around his cock. He could see the slight rise of flesh above her pubis every time he pushed in. Gretchen was just too small for him to sink his cock into without leaving some clue as to where it was. Unprompted, Meagan put her hand on that spot of Gretchen’s body to feel him on his next thrust.

“Is that your pee pee?” Meagan asked innocently.

“Yes it is. Doesn’t that look fun?”

“Uh huh.”

“Perhaps some day if we’re both lucky, I can put myself in your little cunny. Would you like that?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl. Now see that little spot on Gretchen’s cunny? Why don’t you rub it while I fuck her little brains out?”

“Okay,” said Meagan and she began to rub Gretchen’s clitty.

To some measure of truth to Eddings’ words, Gretchen was going out of her mind (with brains still intact) as her pussy was bombarded by a cock and her best friend’s hand making her clit scream. Her breathing became ragged as her insides were deliciously churned by the headmaster’s prick. And now the insistent agitation at the hand of Meagan made her feel like she was about to burst.

“I…” Gretchen gasped. “I…um, ungh…ooooh!”

The little blonde’s flawless body trembled and then seemed to deflate a little as she came. That triggered Eddings’ balls and he released his sperm inside the child’s sex. The post-climax haze in Gretchen’s head was cleared away as she felt the hot flow of jism course inside of her body. Eddings mercifully pulled Meagan’s hand from Gretchen’s pussy where she was still rubbing.

“Now, Gretchen, I’ve just put a lot of cum inside Gretchen’s cunny. Could you please be a good girl and lick it up when I pull out?”

“Sure,” came the sweet reply.

True to her word, Meagan clamped her mouth onto Gretchen’s freshly fucked little twat when Eddings pulled out, gobbling up the headmaster’s semen mixed with Gretchen’s pussy juice. She noticed the difference in taste compared to only the sperm before and decided that she liked it better when it tasted a little like Gretchen’s pee pee.

“Be sure to save a mouthful for Gretchen,” Eddings advised as he put his pants on.

He felt his cock twitching a little as he watched one five year-old eat another five year-old’s cunt. He should mention the cunnilingus in his report in case The Five decided to film a sequel with these little coquettes.

Judging that Meagan had cleaned her friend’s pussy as well as it could be, Eddings picked Meagan up and set her a couple of feet from his desk. Then he got Gretchen and set her in front of Meagan before patting the backs of both of their heads. The two girls understood what she wanted and embraced again to swap cum between their tongues.

He did have to remind them to show him their tongues as Gretchen fed on her own pussy juice and his cum from Meagan’s tongue. Kneeling down, Eddings got a better view of the little girls’ wet, hairless snatches as they pressed together. He put one hand up from underneath, capturing both smooth little mounds and squeezing them together. The girls wriggled their hips as they felt the pleasure and were surprised at the delightful feelings they received from their cunnies.

Eddings considered whipping his cock out again but he didn’t know if he was ready for a third go around at this time. It was getting late and soon the girls’ dorm mother would be coming for them. Instead, he kept squeezing the tiny vaginas together while the kissing tots rubbed sideways. Their timing was just perfect, with Gretchen perhaps starting her climax a second or two before Meagan.

Eddings got up to see the two girls standing with their arms loosely around each other, no longer kissing but starting open mouthed into each other’s eyes. With a light swat on each adorable little ass, he got them moving to get dressed again. They were seated in their chairs and he at his desk when Dottie, their dorm mother, knocked on the door.

The headmaster bade her to enter and the young woman with short, curly brown hair came in to collect her charges. Feeling some genuine, non-sexual concern for Meagan, he took Dottie aside for a moment.

“I am concerned about Meagan,” he said. “I don’t want her to feel that her sister’s actions reflect in any way on her.”

“I understand,” said Dottie. “And Meagan’s been such a good child. Actually, I’m lucky as I have six really sweet kids this year. But I’ll make sure to keep a close eye on her and give her a little extra attention every now and then.”

After Dottie and the girls left, Eddings wrote his report of the evening’s encounter with the Gretchen and Meagan. He also mentioned his intent to try some anal sex with Naomi later in the week. He was surprised the next morning when in a note, The Five countered with an unusual request.

Claridge Academy, Part 14

(Note: Part 14 takes place at the same time as Part 13 - just with different characters and a different orifice.)

Roger Hillman paused to enjoy the warm weather while walking to his cottage on the campus grounds. It was just after dinner in late September and before everyone would be bundled in coats with their heads bowed to avoid the chilling winds. While he was standing there, he spied to small figures walking toward the administration building.

He recognized five year old Meagan Andrews and her friend…Gwen? No, Gretchen. He waved to them and Gretchen waved back. Meagan seemed preoccupied and was staring straight ahead. The teacher had heard about sixteen year-old Sue Andrews’ outburst in history class today and imagined that Meagan had too. But the little girl was completely different than her problem case older sister, much to the relief of her present and future teachers.

Since they were heading to the administration building at this hour, he imagined that they were to meet with the headmaster, Marshall Eddings. The new headmaster, like his predecessor, liked to meet with some of the students one-on-one or in small groups to see how they were doing and to better keep in touch with the mood of the school. Hillman was sure that Eddings, who seemed like a decent fellow, would be sure to counsel Meagan that her sister’s horrid conduct in no way reflected on her. Hillman hoped that the child would carefully digest whatever the headmaster had to give her.

After returning to his cottage, he resumed typing an exam for the next quarter. Pausing, he mused about the coming winter and how the students would look like with tights on beneath their skirts instead of just their bare legs. Last year, he wouldn’t have paid any attention to this, but after his previous encounters with fifth-grader Kathy Stepnowski and getting a close-up view of luscious little Meagan in only her underpants, he found his thoughts taking an erotic drift toward these young girls. After years of cavorting with young boys in his native England, Hillman had accepted his pedophile preferences. So he wasn’t shocked to see where his predilections had taken him here at an all-girls school.

A knock at the door interrupted his reverie. He opened it and was surprised to see a young boy standing there. But a second look showed him that it was not a boy but ten year-old Kathy. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt along with a baseball cap over her short brown hair. Hillman was sure that the look was intentional.

He greeted the girl and let her in. When they sat together on the couch, they exchanged brief pleasantries before Kathy stood up and then knelt between his legs. Although he was delighted by her direct approach, he didn’t want her going too quickly.

“Er, Kathy, there’s no need to rush.”

“I know,” she said as she unzipped his fly. “But I want to be just like a boy to you. Please tell me if I’m not doing this right. I looked it up on the internet.”

She took out his cock, which stiffened in her hand as she looked at it with a hint of nervousness. She took a tentative swipe at the head with the tip of her tongue. After looking at Hillman in the eyes for a moment, she bent over again and began licking his prick, slowly and lightly at first, then harder and faster as she became more confident.

“So far, so good,” he murmured as he praised whatever deity had blessed the school with obviously faulty internet filters on its servers.

Kathy smiled at him and then started to suck on the head of his prick. She tried a little too hard, pulling a vacuum until her cheeks collapsed inward and she lost the grip with her lips. After the second time, she grunted in frustration, making Hillman speak up.

“You don’t need to suck so hard. Just do it enough so that you’re still comfortable. And you can use your tongue as well.”

Kathy took his advice and relaxed her suction somewhat while she wiped his cock with her tongue. As she got more comfortable with this, she began carefully sliding her mouth back and forth along his shaft to take in another inch or so during each cycle. Becoming more aggressive, she wrapped her hands around the base of his cock (for he was far too big for her to take his entire length in her mouth) and began moving faster. The warm, wet massage of her mouth was sending the teacher close to the edge. And the sight of her slim, boyish figure kneeling before him with her bobbing head took him the rest of the way.

“Kathy, I’m going to cum,” he warned. “You may not be able to take all of it.”

But the little girl ignored him and kept her lips sealed on his prick as she shot his load. By the third squirt, she jerked her mouth off of him, sputtering. The last few spurts flew errantly and landed on her face. Hillman gave her a handkerchief while he patted her upper back.

“Are you all right” he asked as her coughing dwindled.

“Yeah,” she replied. “I thought I could swallow it all but there was so much. The women on the websites all do it.”

“Yes. Well, they are highly experienced, have much bigger mouths, and are prone to a great deal of exaggeration,” he explained as he stuffed his cock back in his pants.

Kathy grinned sheepishly and looked around for a place to set the soiled handkerchief. Hillman politely took it by one clean corner and deposited it in his laundry hamper. He returned with two filled glasses - orange juice for her and a whiskey for him. After handing Kathy her glass, he sat down next to her, contemplating what to do next. But Kathy took the lead again.

“How soon can you, um, do that again? Everything I read on the net was different.”

“Oh, give me a half hour and I’ll be right as rain.”

“Can we watch one of those movies before then?”

He knew what she was referring to and saw no point in being coy. So he inserted a DVD into the player and then sat back with her to watch some man-on-boy porn. Kathy’s eyes grew large as she saw young boys her size and younger taking large cocks up their greased rectums. Glancing surreptitiously at her, he could see her fingers creep down between her legs but said nothing.

Although he had sorely missed sex with the much younger set, he didn’t want to take advantage of her. But having become familiar with her family background (she and her sisters were orphans living with a maiden aunt who sent them to Claridge when each turned five); he suspected that she craved some adult affection as much as she did the sex. This was a way for her to be close to someone, and Roger Hillman gladly fit the bill. He resolved that he would do as much as he could for her and let her be the one to initiate any sex between them.

He heard her gasp and saw her shudder once as they were watching the video. The little minx had made herself cum while viewing little boys get their holes filled with cock. After a little more than a half an hour, she reached over and felt the lump in his pants. As she looked at him questioningly, he stood and took her hand.

“Let’s do this in a proper place this time,” he said as he led her to his bedroom.

He swiftly doffed his clothes so he could watch the youngster stripping. When she was down to her panties, he could see how the soaked crotch was plastered to her vulva. She quickly pulled the underwear down and stepped out of them. Her sleek young body was completely smooth, its skin accented with touches of orange-gold from the setting sun that beamed through the window.

“I see you’re already to go,” he observed as he reached for her dew-covered cuntlet.

Kathy suddenly clasped her hands protectively over her mound as she stared at his rampant prick.

“No, not there,” she said. “Treat me like a boy. Please”

He pulled her close to him and leaned down, kissing her deeply on the mouth and with his tongue through her lips. The little girl moaned in a high voice and responded with her tongue. Hillman slid his hand down her slim back and fondled her tight young buttocks, enjoying the feel of the pliant flesh wrapped in taut silky skin. When he slit his fingers into the tight groove between her warm globes, he was surprised to feel something slippery near her rosebud orifice. He broke the kiss and looked at her with wry amusement.

“Oh, uh, I put some stuff back there, and inside me too,” she stammered as she blushed. “A website told me what to use and how I can push with my butt and stuff so it doesn’t hurt when you go in me.”

“Well done. I hope you’re as diligent when doing research for class work. Shall we?”

He guided the young girl to the bed, where she laid facedown with her legs hanging from the edge. Hillman cold see that their relative height would still be an issue, so he took a pillow and tucked it under her crotch in order to elevate her properly. He pressed the mushroom-shaped head of his prick to her clenched puckered entrance and leaned in.

Kathy felt him against her and she pushed with her bowels like she had read. Her anus opened like an iris and she felt the teacher’s hard flesh begin to enter her. As he continued to push against her, her orifice kept stretching and stretching - far more than she could have believed. She only had clouded memories of fear and pain of the night she had been anally raped by him while he was in a drunken stupor. She couldn’t remember how much she had been stretched open then and only hoped she could do the same now. At least this time, it was uncomfortable with only a very small bit of pain.

But she didn’t want him to stop. She wanted him to want her again and again, so she said nothing beyond a few grunts that escaped her clenched mouth. Then the stretching of her asshole stopped. It felt like it was an elastic band pulled to its limits. Then it was her interior that was being pushed open as his cock drove deeper and deeper inside, filling her with an immense presence of hot, hardened flesh.

Hillman stopped several times to let the little girl adjust to his invading member. Finally, he had five inches buried in her rear end and did not want to risk injuring the girl, so there he stayed.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you?” he asked.

“Ugh. No, wait.”

“Are you hurt?” he asked, alarmed.

She could feel him tense and shift his hands on her hips like he was going to pull out.

“Don’t move,” she pleaded. “I’m just trying to get used to you being there. I feeling like I’m swollen.”

Hillman listed to Kathy’s ragged breathing and rubbed her back to soothe her. Looking down at her small, orb-like buttocks impaled from between and the slim lines of her hips and thighs, she could have easily passed for a boy. But as he slid his other hand underneath her from the side, the smooth, fleshy mound with the delicate cleft was definitely female.

“Uh, no. I want you to think I’m a boy,” Kathy pleaded as she felt him caressing her cunny.

“But you’re not and that’s just fine,” he replied. “Now just relax and let me do the work. Enjoy this part of being a girl.”

He probed her slit with a finger, trying to see if he could get a finger inside. But the girth of his cock embedded in the little girl’s ass made her cuntal passage press flat. The only way to get a finger in there would be to cause her some pain, so he contented himself with massaging Kathy’s hairless sex and teasing her clit.

“Oh, I…ah,” she gasped as they both felt her juices start to flow again from her cunny.

She knew he was going to make her cum and she was helpless to do anything about it while her ass was so heavily impaled. So she did as he suggested and simply relaxed, letting her stimulated pussy take her for a ride. When she came, the pressure in her rectum seemed to compress the waves of pleasure emanating from her sex, making them even more intense and last longer. She screamed wordlessly until her climax finally started to ease.

With the little girl lying in a limp heat on the bed, Hillman gripped her small waist and commenced to fuck her backside. After her orgasm, she was able to handle the movement of his thick cock inside her clenching rectum. As Hillman couldn’t recall much of their first meeting, he reveled in her hot, oily tightness with every thrust. Kathy let out a small hum in her throat each time she received him. The hum turned into a whine as he picked up his pace.

It barely registered to him that he was actually able to penetrate the child a little more after so many repeated thrusts. It was nothing conscious on her part; merely her young body opening itself more to his cock. He felt his balls quivering and gave two more might heaves through the little girl’s anus before his sprayed his sperm deep into her immature rectal cavity.

Kathy felt a small surge of satisfaction as she felt herself being flooded. She had done it - had provided him with pleasure that no one else had been able to give him for two years.

Hillman pulled his deflating cock out of Kathy’s bottom, grinning as he felt the tiny anal ring squeeze his meat just before he popped free. It was always this way with the young ones - boys and now girls alike. An expert at buggery, he took a towel he had grabbed on the way to the bedroom and folded it several times over Kathy’s ass. Then he rolled her onto her back, keeping the towel on her, so that her ass could drain into the absorbent material.

“Uh oh,” she said. “I think I’m leaking back there.”

“It’s all right. That’s why I had the towel ready.”

After a while, she walked unsteadily to the bathroom, where he helped her into the shower. Later, she sat with him on the couch (with the television and video off) and they simply talked about whatever she chose. He walked to her to the door so she could return to her dorm before curfew and kissed her on the forehead.

“As always, you are welcome back any time.”

“Could I…” she started, looking down and twisting the toe of one sneaker on the floor.

“Yes?”

“Could I maybe bring my sister over some time?” she asked, referring to her eight year-old sister, Eva. “She doesn’t have a grownup like a dad in her life, either.”

“If you feel like it is right, then yes. But remember that we must keep this all a secret because some people will not understand.”

“I know that,” she said with a relieved smile.

“Oh, one more thing, Kathy.”

“Yes?”

“That first time when those other girls brought you here - they made a movie of it, didn’t they?”

“Uh huh. I hoped they would never show it. Then one morning there was a note under my pillow that said that I didn’t have to worry about the movie. It was written on real fancy paper and who ever wrote it signed it from ‘The Five’.”

“The five what?”

“That’s all it said - The Five.”

“Now that I put things together, I believe they tried to use their video to blackmail me the next day, but there was some cheap shock movie in its place. They were quite surprised. It appears we have some guardian angels watching over us.”

The next morning, Hillman found a sealed envelope with his name written on it slipped though the mail slot in his front door. He thought about what Kathy had said as he felt the fine paper. Inside was a note written in an elegant hand.

“Dear Mr. Hillman,

“We have been watching you from afar and were quite concerned about the incident several weeks ago concerning you and Miss Stepnowski. She was deeply injured in spirit afterward and we felt we might have to intercede further. However, this crisis seemed to have passed following her next visit - her first voluntary one - to your home. We do not know the details of her two visits to you after that night except that we noted that she is much happier - happier in fact than she was before this whole affair began at the hands of Miss Andrews and friends. We commend you on however you have treated the young girl.

“There was a video taken of the events that first night, but it is no longer in the hands of those who would wish to cause either of you harm. We are quite aware of your sexual preferences and will not stand in your way as long as you do not injure our little ladies here. With that said; we wish you much enjoyment and may perhaps include you in some of our future endeavors. In the meantime, if you feel the need to contact us for some reason, there is a safely anonymous e-mail at the bottom of this page to use.

“Good Day,

“The Five”

Hillman stared out the window as he saw several groups of girls walking toward the dining hall. This was a damned curious piece of business. Well, he thought to himself, who says that a literature teacher cannot live a life of adventure?

Claridge Academy, Part 15

(Note: Part 15 begins the morning after at the same time as Parts 13 and 14.)

Having a nearly naked five year-old girl enter her room was an excellent start to Dottie’s day. Completely naked would have been better, the dorm mother for six kindergartners wasn’t complaining. The younger ones often needed help with things like their hair and tended to dawdle a little more than the older students who were more used to the school routine. So Dottie made it a point to wake everyone fifteen minutes earlier than the school-wide wake up to allow more time to get ready without undue stress.

This morning, it was Gretchen who knocked on her door and came in dressed in nothing but a pair of white cotton panties. Having just put them on, they were cinched up tightly, beautifully displaying her cute cunny bulge. And the orifice inside had already been well-used on several occasions, as Dottie knew, although Gretchen was oblivious to that fact as she had been drugged each time.

Last night was the latest episode, with Dottie having brought Gretchen and her roommate Meagan back from a session with the headmaster. Dottie had taken a good look at Gretchen while the girl was showering that evening and had seen the dried cum on the bald slit just before Gretchen soaked herself in the shower spray.

Meagan was still a virgin, as Dottie’s contact with The Five had told her, but her mouth was getting plenty of experience. But Gretchen’s little cherry had been popped by the headmaster just a few weeks ago during the second week of school and Dottie’s contact had let her know that The Five had enjoyed all of the child’s holes the following weekend. Dottie was itching to have sex with one (or more) of her girls, but knew she had a good thing going here at the school and would never start something without The Five’s permission.

“Miss Dottie, could you please braid my hair?” the sleepy-eyed girl implored.

“Sure, come here.”

Gretchen handed Dottie her brush and stood in front of the seated woman with her back to her. The little girl wore her hair in a single thick braid down the middle of her back, so Dottie began top brush her long hair to get the tangles out before braiding it. As she was brushing, Dottie noticed Gretchen’s right arm was moving strangely. Peering over the girl’s shoulder, she saw that Gretchen’s hand was buried under the crotch of her panties, rubbing away.

“What are you doing there?” Dottie asked in as casual a voice as she could muster.

Gretchen seemed surprised at what she was doing. Yanking her hand out of her underpants, the little girl turned to Dottie with a serious expression on her face.

“Miss Dottie, can I tell you a secret?”

“Go ahead. I won’t tell.”

“When I touch my pee pee up and down, it feels really good.”

“You mean when you rub it?”

“Uh huh.”

“And when did you learn that?”

“Last night. My pee pee felt kinda funny.”

This concerned Dottie in the event that the youngster might have some complications as a result of the sex she had been experiencing.

“Did it hurt or bother you in some way?”

“No, it just felt, um, funny. Then when I rubbed it, it felt good. Is that all right?”

“Yes, Honey. If it felt good to you, it was all right.”

“Do you want to see me do it?” the child asked innocently as she started to pull the front of her panties down.

As aroused as Dottie was, she maintained some control and stopped Gretchen.

“No, Gretchen, I’ve got to finish your hair and then get my pack of hungry little puppies to breakfast or they may eat their crayons in arts and crafts class.”

Gretchen giggled at the thought of eating crayons and turned around to let Dottie work on her hair.

“Can I still rub myself here?”

“Yes you can, sweetie, but don’t do it in class or anywhere else outside of these rooms. It’s not polite.”

“Uh huh,” the little girl agreed. “And it’s a secret.”

As Dottie resumed brushing her hair, Gretchen’s hand crept back into her panties. Dottie couldn’t help but to provide some guidance.

“Gretchen, at the top of your slit, there’s a little piece of flesh. Try running and squeezing that some and see how that feels.”

“Okay.”

Just as Dottie started braiding Gretchen’s hair, the little girl’s body jerked and Dottie heard a surprised “oh” come from the child’s mouth. Dottie thought it was too soon for the girl to have cum, but accurately guessed that the five year-old may have felt the first jolt of pleasure her little clitoris could provide. It happened again and then it appeared that Gretchen had gone back to rubbing her entire slit. When Gretchen’s hair was done, Dottie turned the girl around. Gretchen pulled her hand out and peered at her fingers for a moment.

“That felt very nice,” the little girl announced. “But now my pee pee feels kinda squishy inside.”

“It’s making itself wet so you can put your finger inside and rub yourself there.”

“Really?” Gretchen asked with great surprise.

She pulled the waistband of her panties away from her body to gaze at the suddenly mysterious body part between her legs. Then she let the waistband back and looked up at Dottie anxiously.

“I’d like to show Meagan, but do you think she could make her pee pee feel good? She’ll be sad if it doesn’t work.”

“I think hers will,” Dottie replied. She couldn’t resist adding, “Maybe you’ll just have to show her how. But be careful not to hurt her if you put your finger in her. She might not be able to take it all inside like you can.”

Dottie didn’t want to have to explain to The Five how Meagan lost her cherry on Gretchen’s finger. Then again, they might want to see that.

“I will,” Gretchen confirmed. “But I’d better ask her first because it’s not polite to touch someone’s pee pee unless they say you can.”

“Good idea,” Dottie replied, picturing a scene where Gretchen would casually walk up to Meagan and start fingering her without a word.

Then Gretchen abruptly changed the subject as only young children can do.

“Maggie said we’re getting ice cream cups for dessert tonight at dinner. Are we?”

Dottie couldn’t help but to be amused at how sex was replaced by ice cream the tot’s mind.

“I think so, but I’d have to check the menu.”

“Do you want ice cream for dessert?” Gretchen asked with her panty-covered, delicious-looking camel toe on full display

“Sure,” said Dottie although her mind and other body parts were screaming to have Gretchen’s pussy for dessert instead; perhaps after a full meal with Meagan’s pussy along with some others. Yes, Meagan’s and Maggie’s and Lauren’s, and Samantha’s pussies as part of a well-balanced meal. And since Whitney was small enough to still be in toddler sized clothes (Dottie had carefully noted the label on Whitney’s panties before), her baby cuntlet would make a yummy appetizer.

Pulling her head out of the clouds, Dottie glanced at her watch.

“Let’s get a move on, Gretchen,” she said.

As Gretchen scampered out of Dottie’s room and into the common room, Dottie caught a tantalizing glimpse of Lauren as the girl was shrugging off her robe as she returned from the bathroom down the hall. Then the door closed and Dottie leaned back and sighed. Mentally, she reviewed the status of her girls.

The weekend that Maggie had been “initiated” in all three holes by her cousin and his friends, they had also taken Lauren’s mouth and ass but left her pussy untouched aside from some vigorous rubbing and diddling while she licked Maggie’s cunt juices from their fingers and pricks. Then they had made Lauren eat Maggie’s pussy while rubbing herself, leaving the poor girl to believe that the only way she could reproduce those addictive feelings of cumming was to be munching on Maggie’s snatch while she fingered herself. So while they were still best friends, Maggie had become dominant over Lauren every time Lauren begged to eat her cunny.

Dottie wondered how a dominant/submissive dynamic would play between Meagan and Gretchen. It could go either way or they could stay on equal ground. With the last set of roommates, there was no doubt that Samantha, who was normally quite shy, was the dominant one over Whitney when the two played the Rubbing Game. The game basically consisted of two naked girls with one on top humping her pussy against the bottom one’s crotch. Samantha was always on top and was always the instigator with her tinier roommate.

As far as cock experience went, Maggie and Gretchen had been taken in all three holes (although Gretchen didn’t remember her experience) while Lauren’s pussy was her only remaining un-invaded hole. At the estate, Megan and Whitney had taken plenty of cocks orally (having first been taught how to suck by some unsavory types in town who worked for the Five), but were virgins in their pussies and rears. But both girls had had their little quims molested and munched on by plenty of women at the estate. That left Samantha, whose only sexual experience had been the Rubbing Game as taught by her eight year-old sister and then used on Whitney - no cocks.

In this respect, Dottie was not terribly surprised when she received a request from the headmaster asking to see Samantha that evening.

Headmaster Marshall Eddings looked at the two naked young girls in front of him with a critical eye. Completely under the influence of the draught he had slipped in their lemonade, they had calmly undressed as he had asked and were awaiting his next instructions.

His intent following the previous evening’s dalliance with Meagan and Gretchen was to have his first preteen anal sex with Naomi. The eleven year-old had become one of his mainstays during his first month as headmaster, dutifully taking load after load of his semen in her mouth and pussy (which he had personally deflowered). He had mentioned his plan at the end of his report to The Five of his little cum-fest with the two kindergartners. But he received a swift reply asking him to give five year-old Samantha her first cock session in her mouth and ass.

The note had made it plain that he was still free to do whatever he wished with Naomi, but that The Five would like Samantha taken care of before this weekend and, if it would not be too much trouble, to videotape the event as he had done a few other times. Eddings was hugely amused at concept that he was being politely asked to pleasure himself with the body of a five year-old girl. Well, he was a dedicated servant of the school, so would do as he must.

The Five had also sent him reports of what Samantha had done with Whitney. He had never heard of this Rubbing Game and was very intrigued at its history in the school over generations of students. He would address this with the little tyke in a short while, but first…

He placed the video camera in front of him to capture the forms of the two girls. Naomi was a lithe girl with small budding breasts on her eleven year-old chest and a very slight swell to her hips that signaled the bare beginnings of adolescence. Samantha’s shorter body was rounder, with traces of baby fat to make her belly slightly round and her overall frame a little softer. Naturally, her flat chest was years away from seeing the first bud grow beneath her nipples.

Both girls had long dark hair, with Samantha’s being quite curly compared to Naomi’s straight and glossy tresses. Their soft, succulent pussies were each completely hairless, but Naomi’s was a little sleeker when compared next to Samantha’s rounder, pudgy muff.

“Samantha, Naomi is very good at playing with her pussy. Would you like to see her do it?”

“Yes,” said the little girl.

“Naomi, please play with your pussy so that Samantha can see.”

Naomi went to work with her hand, at first squeezing her young mound and then quickly moving on to fingering her slit. The eleven year-old was gasping in pleasure as she pinched and pulled at her clit. Samantha watched in fascination and was completely enthralled when she saw one, and then two of Naomi’s fingers disappear inside her slit.

“Naomi,” the headmaster said. “Use your free hand on Samantha. But don’t try to put your fingers all the way inside - she still has her cherry.”

The sixth grader immediately began molesting the five year-old’s little cunny. The smooth, pliant flesh was manipulated by Naomi’s skilled fingers and she quickly had Samantha’s tiny clit erect. Samantha moaned as she felt her mons caressed and her hymen explored by Naomi’s nimble digits.

The aphrodisiac in the drug Eddings had given her had a powerful effect on the younger girl as she began to cum. As her knees buckled, the little girl grabbed Naomi’s arm in order to remain on her feet. Samantha moaned very loudly as her climax peaked, making Eddings appreciate the soundproofing in his office that one past headmaster had thoughtfully installed.

The smaller girl’s orgasm seemed to excite Naomi even more as her fingers rammed into her slit at a lightning pace. Her preteen pussy juice fairly flew, some of it landing on Samantha’s face. At Eddings’ direction, the five year-old looked into the camera and wiped the droplets from her face, licking her fingers clean while the video captured her and Naomi’s self-abused cunt. As Samantha was finishing her cleaning, Naomi came and she had to lean back against Eddings’ desk to support herself.

Next, Eddings had Naomi lie face up on his desk with her legs spread wide and partially hanging off the edge. After checking that the camera angle was correct, Eddings’ picked up Samantha and placed her facedown on top of Naomi with heir cunts pressed together.

“Tell me, Samantha,” Eddings said as he smeared his cock with KY jelly. “Have you ever played the Rubbing Game?”

“Yes.”

“Who showed you how to play?”

“Wendy. She’s my sister.”

“And how old is Wendy?”

“Eight.”

“Do you play with anyone else?”

“Uh huh. Whitney.”

“Why do you play with her?”

“She’s my roommate. And she’s smaller than I am, so I get to be on top and she has to do everything I say.”

“She is quite small for her age. Even her pussy is smaller than yours?”

“Uh huh.”

“Is it fun to make Whitney be your little sex toy?”

“Yes.”

“We’ll we’re going to play the Rubbing Game with Naomi, now. Except that you don’t have to do everything, just go along for the ride.”

“Okay.”

Eddings pulled Samantha’s tiny buttocks apart the wriggled his fingertip against the girl’s asshole. He told her to push like she was going to the bathroom and his greased finger into the surprised child’s anus. As Samantha became used to his finger fucking, he felt her body relax. Eddings pulled his finger out and replaced it with his short, narrow cock.

Seeing his undersized tool pressed between the child’s ass cheeks, Eddings was glad it was the size it was - just perfect for fucking the little ones. He told Samantha to push again and was rewarded has he felt his glans slip through the narrow ring of muscle. Samantha lay there helplessly as she felt her virgin rear widen even farther as her pussy was pressed against Naomi’s.

Noticing how the girls’ relative sizes aligned their bodies, he pushed Samantha’s head down onto one of Naomi’s half cupcake-sized mounds and told her to suck. The child immediately began sucking on the preteen breast, making Naomi sigh with pleasure and clasp her hands around the back of Samantha’s head to hold her in place.

“Do you like having a little girl suck your new titty?” Eddings asked Naomi.

“Oh yes,” she murmured with her eyes half closed.

Eddings was in near heaven as his prick was encased in the child’s warm, greased tightness. His shaft wasn’t completely buried, but three inches was enough for him to start fucking. Samantha’s little ass was gripping him so strongly that his cock did not move inside her; rather, he pushed to child up and down against Naomi’s crotch.

Thanks to Naomi’s earlier handwork, her and Samantha’s quims were still quite slick with their fluids and both little girls moaned with pleasure as Eddings fucked Samantha against Naomi, make their little bald muffs grind against each other. Again it was Samantha who was the more affected one and soon the five year old was squirming on Eddings’ prick and Naomi’s cunny.

The site of the small child wriggling as she was impaled on his penis made the headmaster thrust more aggressively. With Naomi’s body stopping Samantha, something had to give and the five year-old squealed as she felt another half inch of cock sink into her ass.

Eddings pushed down on Samantha’s hips and continued to fuck her. With the child held in place, he felt the magnificent friction of her baby ass’ interior as his prick moved in and out of her passage. Samantha felt the cock moving inside of her as her cuntlet slickly meshed with Naomi’s. The younger girl was crying out in a tiny amount of pain but mostly pleasure as her drug-addled nerves started firing in so many different ways. Her cries ceased abruptly as Naomi, of her own accord, pulled the five year-old’s mouth back to her engorged nipple.

The little girl sucked as hard as she could on the eleven year-old’s breast as she came. But the headmaster’s prick never stopped moving, making the two preteen pussies continue their humping. No sooner had Samantha’s climax died away when another began in its place.

Eddings knew Samantha was cumming again as he watched her struggle like a gaffed fish on his cock. He kept pumping into the little tot through her orgasm and felt himself losing control of the pressure in his balls. With a short yell, he dumped a huge load of semen into the five year-old’s ass marking her little rear passage as his conquered territory.

After he withdrew, he took the camera, which had captured the action from the side, and brought it around to zoom in on Samantha’s red and stretched anus, which was leaking his cum down her small legs. Naomi was weakly trying to hump her hips upward, having come so close to climax, but just missing it. Straightening a towel to the side of Naomi, he shifted Samantha onto it so that she was lying on her side, perpendicular to the sixth grader with her head on her chest.

After returning the camera to its mount and cleaning his cock from its adventure in Samantha’s ass, he told the little girl to start sucking Naomi’s breast again. She did this much less manically now that the passion of her fucking had been sated. This bit of relatively soft-core preteen lesbianism got his prick’s attention and it began to stiffen again. It still took a little while for it to become completely rigid, but once it was, he set about to scratch Naomi’s desperate itch.

Her wet, smooth slit made a perfect target and both the headmaster and the sixth grader took great pleasure as he filled her tight, slick pussy with the full if somewhat modest length of his cock. The preteen’s channel was so small and stretched that her clit was pressed against the top of Eddings’ cock as he slowly fucked her. With Samantha faithfully suckling her breast at the same time, the eleven year-old quickly climaxed.

Samantha had been mesmerized as she saw the older girl’s twat get split and filled with cock meat that kept moving in and out. After Naomi’s trembling stopped, the headmaster pulled his glistening rod out and pointed it in her direction.

“Look, Samantha. It’s covered in yummy cunt slime just for you. Now lick it off. That’s a good girl.”

Samantha wasn’t sure what to make of the taste of Naomi’s cunny drippings, but it was something new and interesting and she made quick work of her cleanup. Then the headmaster fed his cock into her mouth and she instinctively sucked on the flesh that had been stuffed into her oral hole. Eddings reached down and brought Naomi’s hand up to the five year-old’s crotch and Naomi took care of the rest. Samantha whined around his prick meat as Naomi diddled her sweet little cunny again.

Having just cum, Eddings’ enjoyed a lengthy blowjob from the little girl, whose mouth was also no longer virgin ground anymore. As he still had plenty of time before the girls’ dorm mothers were returning, he did not bother to stroke the base of his prick and instead let the pleasure on the head do its work until at least he shot a great spurt of cum against the child’s tonsils.

Instead of making Samantha choke on the rest, he jerked his cock from the sputtering girl’s mouth and emptied his remaining load on Naomi’s cute young breasts. When he was done, he had Samantha clean the sperm from eleven year-old’s barely developing chest with her tongue, which she lovingly did. Naomi purred with pleasure and stroked the smaller girl’s hair as her prepubescent chest was licked clean.

When the two dorm mothers arrived for their girls, everyone was fully dressed and seated in the office. The camera was tucked away with an extra video disc made for The Five and the soiled towels from cleaning the girls were hidden in a garbage bag behind the headmaster’s desk.

The effects of the draughts were fading and he was summarizing the imaginary conversation he had done with the girls concerning some of the school’s traditions (the ones the public could know about, anyway). This was to plant some recollections in the children’s hazy memories about what they had discussed with the headmaster. After the girls left, he poured himself a drink and raised the glass to toast himself and his magnificent benefactors.

Claridge Academy, Part 16

(Note: Part 16 begins on the Friday after Part 15.)

The four little girls sat silently in the back of the limousine, wondering what was in store for them at the mysterious estate that catered to an exclusive and libertine membership. Two weeks ago, they had spent the weekend there, subjected to all manners of depravity. The first night, they had been passed from man to man in a large room set up as a dinner theater, giving oral sex until their bellies were full of semen. Meanwhile, men and women alike had felt free to molest the children’s virgin genitals which were poorly covered by tiny g-strings.

On the second night, the two nine year-olds had been strapped down in special chairs on stage. Beth was a slim girl with straight blonde hair and Veronica was of Japanese descent. Both were quite pretty, which had undoubtedly made the bidding for their virgin pussies that much higher. After getting their cherries popped by the winners, the girls were subjected to a long line of horny men who added their sperm to fourth graders’ unready little wombs. The drugs that the girls had been given prior to the show made them climax uncontrollably during their long fuck session.

The two five year-olds had kept their hymens, although they were too young to understand what it meant to be (or not to be) a virgin. Meagan, like Beth, was the younger sister of one of a group of very troublesome sixteen year-olds who had set the unaware, younger foursome up on their sordid adventures. Meagan had short brown hair in a bob and brown eyes with a luscious little Cupid’s bow mouth. She had invited a friend, Whitney, along for what she thought would be a day of fun a week before the first estate visit, only to see the other little girl abused as she had been.

Whitney was very small for her five years. Her tendency toward shyness also added to the illusion of her appearing younger than she was. Her blonde hair which she wore in a ponytail was very light, nearly white. Her eyes were a very dark shade of blue which contrasted nicely with her milk white complexion, as did her full, berry-red lips.

On Thursday evening, they had been told they were being picked up for by a relative for the weekend and that they should pack their overnight bags. This was not an unusual occurrence for the girls at the boarding school, but none of the four knew what to expect. Beth and Meagan had each been led to believe that they were the ones with someone meeting them and that permission had been given for them to bring a friend.

When the two pairs of girls arrived in the parking lot on Friday afternoon, they were surprised to see the other pair and a long stretch limousine. Then an auburn-haired woman in a well-tailored suit and an equally perfect manicure stepped out of the car. The girls recognized her as Julia, the woman who seemed to run the estate, or at least was an important person there. She smiled at the children and swept her hand toward the open limo door.

“Change in plans, Veronica,” Julia said. “I wasn’t sure when we’d have you back when you asked the last time you were there. But you kids really captivated from hearts while you were there. Everyone wants to make you regular visitors.”

Meagan whined in her throat and Whitney clutched her arm, mutely staring at Julia with wide eyes. Beth slumped and Veronica spoke up.

“We have to go there every week?”

“No,” Julia answered with an even wider smile. “Unless you want to. But we have some interesting activities planned for you this weekend.”

Meagan found her voice and piped up.

“Are my sister, Sue, and her friends going to come? They’re always mean to us.”

Whitney nodded in solemn agreement and Beth also looked up to hear Julia’s response. Julia jerked her thumb over her shoulder at a utility van than was idling behind her.

“Yes, they are coming. And that’s what they’ll be riding in. You girls get to ride in style in the limo. Don’t worry; they won’t cause you any trouble while you’re there. In fact, call me if they harass you here or anywhere else. You’re now under our protection.”

She gave a business card to each girl, which they stuffed in their small bags. The chauffer took the small pieces of luggage and placed them in the trunk as the girls took their seats in the back of the limo. As they drove off, Julia offered them soda and juice which each girl accepted. What they didn’t know is that the drinks were laced with sedatives and muscle relaxants to calm the girls and prepare them for the night. The effects were not noticeable to the children, nor would they feel the affects of the aphrodisiac that had also been added to their beverages.

At the estate, they were escorted to the room where they had stayed before. Carmen, the short, effeminate man who had looked after them before was waiting with a measuring tape and a notepad. His hair had been spiked in red and blonde, but now there were also orange hi-lights mixed in, which Meagan immediately noticed.

“That looks pretty in your hair,” she told him.

Carmen fluttered his hands and then leaned down to hug her.

“Thank you so much, Meagan,” he simpered. “I’m trying to look more flaming. And…ugh! I see those Claridge people are still insisting that you wear those dull school uniforms. I must send them a note.”

Beth and Veronica tried to smother their giggles while Whitney, who had been trying to hide behind Meagan ever since they arrived, came out to give the funny little man who had treated them nicely before a hug. Then Carmen picked up his tape measure.

“Quickly, girls.” I need to get some measurements for your costumes tomorrow night.”

“Costumes? Like Halloween?” Meagan asked hopefully.

“Well, you’ll certainly be getting plenty of tricks and treats,” said Carmen as he started taking measurements on Beth. “Now, as soon as I get done, I have to get to work on your wardrobes. Some other people will look after you tonight, but I’ll see you little sweeties tomorrow. Should I send Henry and Ernest tomorrow as well for some massages?”

That earned him some enthusiastic replies from three of the girls and an affirmative nod from Whitney, who didn’t seem to feel like talking today. When he was finished, he took his note pad and left the room.

A few hours later, after a light dinner, the four children were escorted into the dining room to the heart applause of the well-dressed crowd at the tables. They were brought to the stage where Richard, the master of ceremonies during their last visit, introduced the girls to eager throng. Despite their medications, they were still nervous, standing on stage wearing nothing under their robes.

Beth and Veronica noticed the four padded frames with straps that had been set up on stage. Although they were configured differently, they reminded each fourth grader of how they had lost their cherries the last time they were on stage.

When Richard was done with his short speech, two assistants took Beth by each arm and led her to one of the frames. They removed her robe and had her turn slowly in a circle so the guests could admire her nude, preteen body. Then they positioned her on the frame so that she was standing with her legs spread and bent forward at the waist and strapped into place. By the time the straps were cinched up, her feet were a few inches off the floor. The latex coated padding had a smooth, raised ridge that pressed into Beth’s pussy slit.

She began to sweat under the hot stage lights as one of the assistants set up a small video camera behind and below her. When the monitors were turned on, Beth heard the audience cheer as one of the stage’s overhead screens showed her backside with her ass cheeks slightly spread and the bottom of her smooth pussy exposed. The little girl turned away from the screen and stared down at the floor in front of her, only to see a smaller screen displaying her wares from the same video feed.

Veronica and Meagan then received the same treatment, ending up strapped to similar frames with their own video coverage. Whitney was becoming frightened, afraid that she might be led away somewhere else. But when she was secured in place she felt comforted, despite her predicament, in that she was right next to Meagan.

Meagan looked at the screens on either side of her and saw that Veronica’s and Whitney’s hindquarters were displayed just as hers were. She thought this was very naughty. Then one of the grownups flicked a switch on her frame and she suddenly felt a vibration in the padding, thrumming through the ridge right where her pee pee was pressed. Judging by the other girl’s startled reactions, the same thing was happening to them.

The vibrating made her feel funny, just like when the women were licking and rubbing her pee pee the last time she was there. She could feel it begin to get wet - very wet - inside. She looked down at the screen and could see her hairless slit beginning to drool. Looking up at the audience, she saw waiters and waitresses serving dessert and drinks. The dessert looked yummy. It was so hot up on stage that the little girl thought that she would like some ice cream.

Then she heard Beth cry out. She couldn’t see what happened since they were all in a row. Veronica had her head turned in Beth’s direction to see what at happened when suddenly the Japanese girl straightened out with a stunned look on her face. “Oh!” was all she said before her body quivered slightly.

Meagan could feel a hot, tight feeling growing in her lower belly and realized that these machines were going to do the same thing those ladies had and make her feel tingly. She looked in the other direction and saw Whitney whimpering and struggling against her restraints. Glancing at Whitney’s screen, she could see that her fellow kindergartener’s cunny was leaking fluids as she was growing closer to an induced orgasm. Meagan wanted to say something to her, but felt the sharp jolt that signaled her own climax.

They were left like that, strapped down and forced to cum repeatedly for a half hour while the audience enjoyed their dessert to the chorus of little girl orgasmic sounds. Then, the crowd began to cheer and clap for no apparent reason. Then Beth spotted some movement off to her side.

Four naked thirteen year old boys walked out on stage, their greased cocks hardening as they saw the girls they were about to enjoy. Even though they were just little kids, the two nine year-olds and two five year-olds looked like they were going to be fun. Three of the boys, Jimmy, Mike, and Keith knew first hand from the previous weekend, when they had taken Jimmy’s five year-old cousin, Maggie, in all three of her virgin holes. Her friend, Lauren, had been made to service the boys with her mouth and her ass.

The boys had done this under the advance guidance of one of the teachers at their boarding school. Having proven their worth (and ability to follow orders as they left little Lauren’s cunny intact), they had been flown here for this weekend’s fun. Joining them was another friend, Oliver, who had received a crash course in sex with the seven year-old daughter of one of the school’s groundskeepers; a girl whose father had decided his youngest daughter was now old enough to be pimped out to the rich students.

Veronica heard Beth grunt loudly as one of the boys stood behind her and bucked his hips forward. The Japanese girl felt another boy’s hand on her hips and knew her pussy was about to be speared. But she tried to struggle when she felt him pressing against her too high. His aim must be off. Because that wasn’t the place where people had sex, it was her butt hole.

As she was thrashing her head, she spied the action on Beth’s screen and saw that her boy was pumping his cock in the same place. No! That would be too humiliating to be made to do it there! She tried to say something, but the combination of the drugs and her repeated cums had done away with most of her ability to resist and her anus opened to admit an adolescent cock.

Jimmy was thrilled to be able to do this again so soon. He didn’t know the two nine year-olds, but he had seen pictures of Meagan and Whitney and had heard Maggie talk about them as they were in the same group of six girls in her dorm unit. Meagan gave a surprised bleat as Keith thrust into her and Jimmy watched for a moment before turning his attention to Whitney.

He’d have to be even more careful with her than he was with Maggie and Lauren because she was smaller than them. Following some advice he had received back stage, he waited until Whitney had just cum before he pressed his cock into her anus. The drained little girl tried to protest, but her efforts were weak and her tiny ass reluctantly opened to accept its first cock. Jimmy clenched his jaw as he penetrated the child - she was tighter than his cousin and her friend had been. But in the end, her anal sheath was his all the same. He loved the hot, pulsing caress of her interior as it was made slick by the lubricants on his cock. His teacher had been correct - little girls were made for this.

The four little girls had been pushed to the edge already by their forced climaxes, but now things became more intense. Along with the pushing and stretching in their virgin rear ends, the buggering they were taking was pushing their cunts even harder into the vibrating ridges. There had been talk of letting male members of the audience jam their pricks into the mouths of the captive children, but the planners thought it was better for everyone to see the expressions on the girls’ faces while the screens showed their anal initiations.

There was little else where Beth could look. To her right, Veronica’s sleek body was being pummeled from behind while her friend’s head hung down - in exhaustion or shame, Beth couldn’t tell. To her left, Richard, the master of ceremonies, was leering at her. When she looked straight ahead, the faces in the audience were no better. And looking down gave her a close-up view of her own ass-fucking. She could hear the moans and cries farther to her right from Meagan and Whitney. She and Veronica had hoped to protect the smaller girls, but now they were all equally helpless.

The boy behind suddenly stopped and then the nine year-old felt the scalding blast of semen deep in her rectum. Meagan was feeling the same thing as her small ass, already filled to the brink, was hosed down with jets of young teen sperm. The boy with his pee pee in her butt and the boy who was pushing into Whitney had both been telling them what good girls they were, but Meagan didn’t feel like a good girl right now. She didn’t think Whitney felt that way either as her boy stiffened. He was probably squirting his stuff inside her too.

When her boy pulled out, Meagan looked down and saw that her tiny opening was now staying open a little, allowing the white stuff the boy had squirted in her butt to leak out onto her pee pee which was already wet from all the tingling it had done. The little girl closed her eyes so she wouldn’t have to watch anymore. She never saw the boys change girls, but felt the heat and pressure as her ass was violated once more.

An hour later, the boys were spent; having dumped several loads into the broken-in asses of their little sex mates. The girls were released from their bonds and the equipment was moved off stage in preparation for the next act. Judging by the minimal costumes worn by some other adults and some of the strange objects they were holding, these were the next group of performers.

Despite her sore rear, Beth was relieved that at least they were done for the night. She left the offstage room and was moving past some of the dining tables just behind Meagan, who was having some difficulty walking. Beth could empathize as she didn’t feel quite right in her backside either. She was about to help the five year-old when a woman from a nearby table scooped her up instead.

Beth was going to thank her, but she saw Meagan being placed on all fours on the table. The woman pressed her face against Meagan’s nicely shaped posterior, obviously licking the girl’s asshole or pussy - or both. Meagan meekly opened her mouth as a man in front of her fed her his cock.

Before Beth could say anything, she felt herself being lifted from behind. She was laid on her back on another table with her head hanging upside down over the side. Another man greeted her cock-first. With her head angled perfectly, the prick slid past her tonsils until the man’s balls slapped her eyes. Having no choice but to accept her role, she didn’t resist as the man fucked her throat, pulling all the way out to let her breathe often enough.

Then she felt something pleasurable between her legs. Someone was sucking and licking at her cunt. The little nine year-old focused on that, letting herself drown in those better sensations as the man meat, then a load of jism, went down her throat. Spreading her legs a little wider to help accommodate her mystery man, Beth kept her eyes closed until she had an orgasm of her own while the skillful mouth nibbled away at her smooth young cunt. When the last wave passed, Beth opened her eyes and raised her head to see the man who had pleasured her, only to see a woman’s grinning face between her legs. Beth closed her eyes and dropped her head back as the adults around her laughed at her shocked expression.

Whitney was tired and only wanted to go to sleep. She looked around for Meagan, hoping they could cuddle together in their bedroom. Meagan wouldn’t do naughty things to her bottom and she’d probably just want to sleep too. But she couldn’t find Meagan and then a lady picked her up and sat her in her lap. The other grownups at the table were all staring at her, which made her more uncomfortable. Maybe this lady would be nice.

“And how are you feeling now, little girl?” the woman asked kindly as she stroked the naked child’s back.

“My bottom’s all gooey inside,” Whitney said sadly.

The five year-old’s hopes for sympathy were dashed when the woman quickly slid on finger into her ass. Whitney tried to clamp her sphincter shut, but it was too late.

“Yes, you are gooey,” the woman announced to the delight of her table mates.

Then she pushed Whitney’s head down onto her husband’s lap next to her.

“Here, have some cock,” the woman suggested. “It will make you feel better.”

Veronica was laying belly-down on the seat of a chair. The woman eating her hairless quim paid no attention to the child’s shrieks of outrage. Another woman came along and grabbed Veronica by the head and shoved the girl’s face into her hairy crotch.

“Do to me exactly what she is doing to you,” the woman growled.

Veronica knew that struggling would be useless. She stuck her tongue into the woman’s slit and tried to mimic what she was feeling in her own little twat. Despite her revulsion, she could feel the heat beginning to bloom again in her pussy. Such was the fourth grader’s first lesbian threesome.

Meagan had nothing to say, which was just as well since the woman kissing her had sucked the child’s little tongue into her mouth. Down below, the woman was squeezing Meagan’s tiny quim, thrilled with the feel of the tot’s hairless girl-flesh. Four men surrounded Meagan, jacking off with their cocks aimed at her head. Within a minute of each other, all four had pumped their loads into the little girl’s brown hair. The woman brought both hands up and rubbed the jism into Meagan’s hair like shampoo until it was wet and slicked down, making her look like a little boy until one noticed what was between the thighs.

Beth had just taken another load of semen in her belly when she took a deep breath, glad to get some relatively fresh air. It didn’t last long before her head was grabbed and her mouth was shoved into a woman’s snatch. On the other end, someone jabbed a finger up her ass to feel the cum the boys had deposited there. Beth didn’t know if it was a man or a woman fingering her. It didn’t really matter anymore.

Then she thought she heard Veronica crying out, “No! Don’t let that happen to her!”

Whitney staggered away from the last couple who had been using her body. The woman had been kneeling and eating her cunny while plunging her finger into her ass which was already tightening up since her stage show. Whitney’s held had been tilted up and turned to the side to suck the prick of a man. Hearing a loud bark, she turned to see a huge Great Dane who had once again broken free of its leash.

“Roscoe!” the child cried, delighted to see a friendly face.

He had gotten loose from his handlers the last time she was there and had given her face a thorough tongue washing. This time, she got more of the same as the hound was clearly happy to see this little human pup. The pup giggled as he greeted her with a few tongue lashes to the face. Then he moved his nose down her body, smelling traces of human semen that meant the pup had been doing something that interested the dog.

But it was another scent that caught his attention, one coming from between the pup’s hind legs. Roscoe had been trained to lick human pussy and was quite used to it, but this was smelled much more intriguing than the others he had taken before. He plowed his nose between the pup’s legs for further investigation.

“No, Roscoe!” Whitney scolded as she tried to push the beast’s nose away from her tiny mound, “That’s my private part!”

Whitney stepped back and lost her balance, falling backward on the floor. Roscoe saw her position - on her back with her legs spread - as one of submission and lunged forward. Jabbing his nose between the human pup’s legs, he heartily drank the sweet, tantalizing nectar from human female’s furless cunt.

Whitney struggled to get away from the dog, but Roscoe growled and planted a large forepaw on the little girl’s soft stomach. Whitney ceased moving and Roscoe resumed his snack.

Now that the pup was behaving properly, Roscoe enjoyed her little sex which tasted better than other females’, adult and canine alike. The rest of the human pup’s body was also quite tasty, but the dog liked her cunny the best and kept returning to it after a few tongue swipes on her legs and tummy.

One of Richard’s assistants had quickly grabbed a camera so that the rest of the audience could enjoy Whitney’s doggy sex. The child had remained still on the floor, only moving her head as she searched in vain for some help. But when her eyes lost their focus, the now silent crowd near the girl knew that she had lost her struggle with Roscoe. The dog kept licking and snuffling against the five year-old’s bald muff until he sensed a change in her cunny and felt her body quiver.

Recognizing that the human pup had cum, the dog happily raised his head and licked his chops, clearing having enjoyed his feast. When Whitney rolled over and tried to crawl away, he saw that position with her rump presented to him and took it for meaning she was ready to be mounted. He had never had a human pup anywhere close to this young, but dogs lived for the moment and never quibbled about appropriate ages.

Whitney yelped as Roscoe bounded on top of her and squatted with his hind legs, trying to find an opening for his pulsing, red, ten-inch doggy cock. The little girl whined in fear. She liked Roscoe but didn’t want him putting his pee pee someplace where he shouldn’t.

Veronica had finished servicing a huge black man when she saw Whitney’s predicament nearby. She tried to run to rescue the younger girl, but another man grabbed her by the arm.

“No!” she shouted. “Don’t let that happen to her!”

The man jerked her arm, pulling her closer to him. Then he jabbed a thick finger up the nine year-old’s tight, hairless snatch to get her attention. As the little girl winced, the man said to her, “If that dog gets his doggy dick in her baby cunt, he’ll rip her apart. If you want to save her, do as I say.”

He gave her some instructions and Veronica nodded hastily. Then he pulled his finger from her pussy and gave it a long lick. With a slap on her butt, he sent veronica over the help Whitney. Veronica knelt to the side of Whitney, who was underneath the frantically hunching Great Dane. Looking down, she could see Roscoe’s cock occasionally slipping between Whitney’s as he sought a warm, wet place to put it. When it jutted through again, Veronica pushed Whitney’s thighs together, trapping the huge prick between the little girl’s thighs.

“Squeeze your legs together and hold them there,” she told the frightened five year-old. “That way he can…do what he wants to do without hurting you.”

The pressure from the little girl’s, soft smooth inner thighs, already slick with her cunny fluids and Roscoe’s slobber, was just what the veterinarian ordered. The Great Dane began fucking his favorite little pup between her legs. The ten inches of dog meat also rubbed along the plump wet cleft of the child’s bald muff, further agitating the inflamed clitoris. Whitney dropped her head and looked down her body to see what was happening.

“Oh,” she cried as she felt her sex churning again. “V-Veronica, the doggy is…he is…”

“I know,” said the nine year-old. “Just try to keep your legs together and I’ll help.”

The little girl came as the dog’s long prick continued to slide back and forth along her crotch. She felt something else hard and meaty slapping the backs of her thighs, unaware of what a dog knot was. Whitney’s orgasm went unnoticed by the canine, who was only interested in humping this little pup. He let out a short growl and sprayed the child’s body from chin to tummy with rope after rope of thick dog sperm.

Veronica let go of Whitney’s knees, having struggled to keep her face from getting hosed down by Roscoe’s cum shower. Aside from a few drops on her arms, she was successful. Whitney collapsed to the floor on her side. Roscoe gave a child a few loving licks on her ass then went to a corner of the room to lie down, well-sated thanks to this little pup.

The people at the table ordered Veronica to pick Whitney up and bring her to the table. The nine year-old lacked the strength to carry her any way except for hugging the girl upright to her down body and supporting her by her rump. Veronica grimaced as she felt Roscoe’s jism get smeared onto her chest and stomach, but there was little she could do about it. A woman took Whitney from her and put the girl on her back in the middle of the table.

“Dog Sperm!” the woman announced and Veronica groaned inwardly as she saw four women leap onto the table to lick and suck the mess from Whitney’s glistening skin. When they were done, one of them pulled Veronica to a chair and had her sit while another one helped Whitney get back to standing on the floor.

“Whitney?” one of them asked. “Veronica did a lot to help you. Shouldn’t you do something for her?”

Whitney looked at Veronica with her deep blue eyes and solemnly thanked her.

“That’s a start, but how about cleaning the mess off of her. And with that sweet little mouth of yours.”

“No, I can-,” Veronica started before she was shushed by the group.

Whitney was guided in front of Veronica and told what to do. The older girl was clearly not happy with having another girl orally clean her torso like that, but she knew that Whitney had as little say in this as she did. The five year-old was very gentle as she licked and sucked at Veronica’s skin. Her slow, deliberate pace was a nice relief from the manic sex that both had been subjected to tonight.

The fourth grader closed her eyes to shut out the surrounding adults and stroked Whitney’s hair. Despite her revulsion of female-female sex, she liked the feel of Whitney’s little mouth on her body.

When Whitney reached one of Veronica’s nipples, she was told to suck harder to make sure she got everything there. Veronica moaned in appreciation for the smaller girl’s attention and began to hope that the adults would just let them do this for the rest of the night. She would even do this to Whitney if it meant she didn’t have to have contact with anyone older the age of twelve again.

But when Whitney had finished lavishing attention on the nine year-old’s other nipple, the two little girls were pulled apart and taken in separate directions. Veronica knelt in front of a seated man with his cock jutting from his pants and went to work again.

When Roscoe was done spraying his cum on Whitney, Beth looked away from the large screen on the stage in relief.

“Don’t worry,” a short, plump woman told her. “I’m sure we can get a dog for you to fuck.”

Beth tried to protest that this was not what she wanted when the women pushed her to the floor and got on top of her, forcing the child into a lesbian sixty-nine.

“Damn, that’s a hell of an idea!” said the man with his cock ready to put into Meagan’s mouth. “Change of plans, kid.”

He took the little girl from where she had been standing and put her face-up on the table. Meagan whimpered when she saw his large cock coming near her tiny quim, but the man placed it on top of her slit with the head facing her. Then he grabbed her luscious little thighs and pressed them against each side of his cock. Like Whitney, Meagan’s crotch and legs were completely soaked, giving the man a slippery path for his cock as he began to thigh-fuck the five year-old.

As squishy as her miniature sex was, he felt the heat of fresh juices as they drained from her cunt. That induced him to thrust harder and bear down on her little twat, making Meagan shiver as her climax grew near.

“The little slut loves it!” he announced to the happy group at the table. Other men rubbed their pants and waited their turn.

Hour later, several of Carmen’s assistants helped clean the four little girls, who were barely awake and coherent. All four asses were gently rinsed out and Beth and Veronica got a little extra attention in getting their pussies cleaned from the deep fingering they had received. Neither of them had been fucked in their pussies that night and none of the four had been butt-fucked since they left stage.

With everything else that had been happening, they had never stopped to wonder why that was. After coaxing more sedatives down the children’s throats, the men tucked them into to their beds with the satin sheets caressing their smooth, young bodies as they slumbered.

Claridge Academy, Part 17

(Note: Part 17 begins on the Saturday after Part 16.)

While Beth was watching television, Veronica lay in her bed, staring at the ceiling. The two nine year-olds had just had a massage done under the strong and skilled hands of Henry and Ernest, two Polynesian men who had done this for them last time. Although both girls were feeling much better, Veronica was troubled by her reaction when Meagan and Whitney had shucked off their robes for their turn on the massage tables.

As they had done with Veronica and Beth, the two masseurs worked over the two kindergarteners’ bodies without a hint of any sexual purpose. The previous night, all four girls had received their first ass-fucking on stage before being turned loose for the gratification of the assembled guests at the dining tables. There, the foursome had been separated and subjected to all manners of perversion, except for taking any cocks in their pussies or asses.

Beth and Veronica had lost their cherries during the previous visit but Meagan and Whitney were still virgins, although their cunnies were the last remaining un-penetrated holes they had at the tender age of five. But there had been no further ass-fucking, either. They hadn’t been sure why until Julia, the manager of the estate had checked on them that morning and explained that they didn’t want to overuse the girls and wanted to keep them fresh for tonight. That sounded ominous, but the woman assured them that they would not be working the main area again. She even hinted that the girls would enjoy tonight.

Resigned to whatever was in store for them, Veronica shifted her thoughts to something that has happened last night. There had been several times where she had been forced into giving or receiving (or both at once) lesbian sex. She hated it, but when one group made her sit still while Whitney had been ordered to lick a huge load of dog sperm from the front of her body, she loved it. At first, she thought it was just because the tiny girl was slow and careful, unlike the marauding adults. But by the time Whitney was sucking at her breasts, Veronica couldn’t deny the bubbling she felt inside her sex.

She had pushed the thought out of her mind, only to have it re-surface when she saw the nude bodies of Meagan and Whitney before they were covered in towels for their massage. Unlike Beth and Veronica, who only removed their robes once they were on the table with the towels held at the ready by Henry and Ernest, the five year-olds were quite content to disrobe first, then climb onto the tables. The site of their small forms with muscles straining as they climbed and their smooth, round little butts and pussies exposed sent a twitch through Veronica’s cunt. Was she now attracted to very little girls? It was something she didn’t like to admit, but her body was stating its case.

“It’s wardrobe time!” Carmen sang out as he sashayed into the room. An assistant came in behind him carrying four covered hangers.

Meagan and Whitney had just finished their massages were being helped off the table by the men. Meagan ignored the robe that Henry was holding for her and immediately walked over to Carmen. She stood completely naked with her hands planted on her hips.

“Carmen! Some naughty boys put their pee pees in our butts last night and that wasn’t very nice!” the little girl said crossly.

“I’m sorry you didn’t like it,” Carmen replied, “But in some cultures, not to mention certain areas of Greenwich Village, that is simply something to die for.”

Henry had hurried over and wrapped Meagan in her robe. The five year-old looked at Carmen, considering his last remark. He was a very nice man, but he was a grownup which meant that there were lots of times he didn’t make any sense.

“Now Beth, why don’t you step into the bathroom first?” Carmen continued.

Ten minutes later, the nine year-old blonde emerged wearing a strapless, gold satin shift that stopped slightly above mid-thigh. The dress hugged her slender frame, but Beth tugged worriedly at the top of the dress, afraid her flat chest wouldn’t be able to keep it where it should be.

Veronica was next. When she came out, she was wearing an embroidered blue silk robe with her hair done up in a style similar to that of a geisha. But aside from some light rouge, her face was make-up free.

Whitney was reluctant to go next, so Meagan went in. The other girls could hear Carmen’s voice and Meagan’s laughter through the door. At least, she emerged in a black leather vest that ended just above her navel with no shirt underneath. A very short black leather skirt with slits on the side and black fishnet stockings minimally covered her below the waist, with small black leather boots on her feet.

“I’m a biker chick!” Meagan proclaimed with an ear-to-ear grin.

That even got a smile from Whitney, who followed Carmen back into the bathroom. Once there, however, she grew somber again.

“Are they going to put things in my bottom again?” she asked. “Cause after the boys squirted in my bottom with their pee pees, a lot of grownup put their fingers in me too.”

Carmen sighed and put his hands on the little girl’s shoulders as he knelt in front of her.

“You’re not really cut out for this wild life, are you?” he asked.

Whitney shook her head.

“Well, I’m not supposed to reveal anything,” he whispered. “But I think you might really like what happens tonight. Now, let’s get my little princess dressed.”

Whitney came out of the bathroom in a dark blue satin ballroom gown that matched her eyes with the sleeves pulled down to leave her shoulders bare. Her hair had been piled on top of her head to add to the effect of making her look like a little debutante.

“Beth and Veronica will go first. Then I’ll come back for Meagan and Whitney,” Carmen announced.

The two fourth graders were greeted with applause when they entered the dining room. As they were paraded around the room, Beth spied a familiar figure down on all fours - her older sister Tori. It was Tori and her friends, including Meagan’s older sister, Sue, who had gotten the four younger girls into this mess a few weeks ago. Now Tori and one of her friends, Luann, were on their hands and knees, wearing nothing but ball gags and dog collars with a large hooded man holding the attached leashes.

Although normally a mild mannered girl, Beth had no pity for her sister. She could tell that both teens had not been treated well, with fresh bruises and welts all over. There were even some bite marks on their firm young breasts. Beth remembered Tori teasing her about her flat chest (what was she supposed to have? she was only nine) and was glad to see that Tori was getting her just desserts. She walked over to her subdued big sister.

“I’m glad to see they’ve got you on a leash,” Beth snarled. “Mom and Dad should have done that years ago!”

Tori mumbled something around her gag and made to stand up before her minder jerked her leash. Glaring at her younger sister, Tori returned to the floor.

Beth and Veronica were show to a hallway. Beth was to go into the green door while Veronica was to enter the yellow one. They looked at each other silently, each hoping for the best, and then parted to their separate rooms.

Beth’s room was set up for a party. There was a table with snacks and sodas while something was playing on a large wall-mounted television. The little girl blushed as she realized it was a porno movie. Scattered on the two couches were the four boys from last night, Jimmy, Keith, Mike, and Oliver - the ones who had fucked all four girls in the ass while the audience watched. One of the boys, Oliver, looked away from the screen and straight at Beth.

“Welcome to our party,” he said with a grin. Veronica was surprised at how warm and misty the room was. The floors and walls were made of teak and a fountain bubbled in a small pool in one corner. The only furniture was a few thin mattresses.

“What is…” the girl started to ask before she was shushed by someone else in the room.

A Japanese woman dressed in a black robe appeared.

“You must not make any sounds, tonight, little one,” she told the nine year-old. “The absence of noise makes the other senses more acute. The mist in the air will thicken to cloud the sight. It has no scent and had no taste, so the last remaining sense will be touch which shall be used to its fullest.”

The woman led Veronica to a small bathroom. When Veronica returned a half-hour later, she was feeling quite indignant. The woman had given her an enema, something she had never experienced and was certainly not expecting. Her bowels still did not feel right, like everything was a little loose and even her butt hole didn’t seem like it was quite closed. Unknown to her, certain chemicals had been added to the cleansing solution to create this exact condition.

The young girl saw a figure step out of the mist. It was a huge man, well over six feet tall with an immense, muscular frame. He silently took her hand and led her toward the mattresses. He gave the sash of her robe a quick tug, untying it and letting fall open. Then he pushed the silk from Veronica’s shoulders. The slippery material soundlessly glided to the floor, leaving the little Japanese girl completely naked before the man.

With strangely gentle hands, the man caressed her face, then her neck and shoulders. He spent several minutes on her chest, rubbing her undeveloped nipples until they became erect. Moving farther down, he squeezed her hips and rubbed her belly. After fondling her tight buttocks, he kneaded the muscles in the child’s firm legs.

Finishing there, he cupped her chin in one hand while the other explored her most intimate place. His calloused fingers gently pinched and probed at the hairless flesh between her legs. The nine year-old’s almond eyes grew large and fearful as she saw the monster-sized cock growing stiff before her.

Holding hands, Meagan and Whitney entered the dining room as a spotlight tracked the tiny pair. They couldn’t help but to hear the comments as they passed, even if they didn’t make complete sense to the little girls.

“See? I thought they’d make a great couple.”

“I just knew the brown-haired one would be the bull dyke.”

“Did you see how well she handled the strap-on in the movie with the other blonde?”

Richard intercepted the girls and directed Meagan to a table in the back. He guided Whitney over to another group of tables to be admired. When the small child began to whimper in fear, the show’s emcee assured her that she would not be groped tonight - at least not in this room.

Meagan arrived at the table where she had been directed and found another group admiring her outfit while a tall man in a hood held a leash. She saw that Roscoe, the huge Great Dane that has been very naughty with Whitney last night, appeared to be jumping up and down. As she moved around the table for a better view, she saw that the leash was not attached to Roscoe, but to the ball-gagged sixteen year-old on her hands and knees - her big sister Sue.

Roscoe was hopping in a funny way behind her naked sister. As Meagan got a better look, the little girl’s jaw dropped when she saw what the hound was doing. She quickly scooted back to her sister’s head and tapped her shoulder.

“Sue!” the child gasped. “Roscoe is putting his pee pee in your butt!”

The bitchy teen, already humiliated, had no patience for innocent observations from her baby sister. She glared at Meagan and tried to speak around her gag.

“Mo mit!” she garbled. (Translation: No shit!)

Having received many compliments (at least half of them obscene), Whitney started to walk toward Meagan’s table. She was stopped at one table by a well-dressed man wearing large gold rings who asked her if she wanted to come with him to his country by the Persian Gulf and be his princess. Although she liked the idea of being a princess, she politely told him that she already had a mommy and daddy.

When she reached Meagan’s table, she saw Roscoe and Sue and was as shocked as Meagan had been. As Meagan had done, she frantically tapped Sue’s shoulder.

“Sue, did you know that Roscoe has his pee pee in your bottom?” Whitney asked with genuine concern.

All Sue could do was to hang her head and make an exasperated sound. The people gathered around them thought this was priceless.

“Isn’t it nice that your big sister is pretending she is a dog?” one man asked Meagan.

Meagan considered this. That would explain why Sue was wearing a collar, although the kindergartener still thought her big sister was being awfully naughty be letting Roscoe do that stuff to her.

“You’re right, she is playing doggy!” Meagan cried in delight.

Then she turned to Whitney.

“Now that Sue likes to play doggy, maybe she’ll place nice with us.”

As Whitney thought this over, Roscoe let out a growl and Sue responded with a moan. A minute later, the dog pulled out of the teenager’s ass (luckily for Sue, the knot did not get inside her) with a heavy stream of dog spunk gushing from Sue’s violated back door.

“We need a cleanup over here!” one of the people seated at the table called.

Less than a minute later, another handler with Tori and Luann on leashed appeared. He removed the two girls’ ball gags and pushed their heads toward the mess on the floor Luann grimaced and began licking Sue’s drippings. Tori hesitated and got a toe to the back of her head. She hunkered down and joined Luann. Meagan wrinkled her nose - this was very yucky.

Although he had just dumped a load in the adolescent female, Roscoe was clearly delighted to see his favorite his favorite human pup. She was wearing one of those coverings that humans liked, which didn’t make it easy to play with her like he wanted. He whined and shoveled his nose into Whitney’s dress.

“No, Roscoe!” the diminutive blonde told the beast. “I’m wearing a pretty dress. You can’t lick my private part or rub me with your pee pee.”

“Poor Roscoe,” a nearby man muttered.

Roscoe’s trainer clipped a leash on his collar and led the dog away. Richard, who had just come to the table, took Sue’s leash and handed it to Meagan.

“Why don’t you walk Sue to your room? You and she will go into the room with the red door and Whitney will go to the room with the blue door.”

Meagan looked at her big sister, who was fuming, and shook her head.

“Are you sure she won’t try to be mean to me?”


“Of course not - not if she knows what’s good for her. Besides, I think she enjoys being a dog.”

“Okay!” Meagan agreed and began walking her sister with Whitney at her side.

“Who’s your dog?” someone called out as they passed another table.

“This is my sister. She’s playing doggy,” Meagan said brightly.

“And Roscoe put his pee pee in her and squirted,” Whitney added.

All of the grownups were laughing and the two little girls thought it was great fun. Everyone was having a good time and none of the adults were trying to do anything to them. The scene was repeated twice more before the small pair and their “doggy” found themselves standing at the edge of the hallway.

They walked down the passage and stopped at the red door. Meagan looked at Whitney and the two little girls hugged. Then she opened the door and went inside with Sue. Now completely alone, Whitney trudged to the blue door.

As the red door closed behind her, Meagan looked around the room in wonder. There were chains and manacles hanging from the walls and racks with whips, dildos, and other objects that defied her comprehension. On one end of the room, there was a king-sized bed covered in a scarlet blanket with chains and manacles attached to the two corners at the foot. A pair of chains was mounted in the middle of the headboard with manacles on the ends.

“So, this must be ‘Bring You Pet to Sex’ Night. Hmm?” asked a tall, long-limbed blonde.

Startled, Meagan stumbled back before staring up at this strange woman. She was dressed in a red leather corset, a red leather thong, and knee-high red boots with stiletto heels. She lightly tapped a riding crop in the palm of one hand, but something told Meagan that she could hit someone much harder with it. Her ears had multiple rings and studs in it and Meagan could see a metallic gleam in her tongue that meant another piercing there.

“My name is Ilsa. I’ve been watching you during both your visits. The last time you were here, I enjoyed a delicious meal between your little friend Whitney’s thighs. But I chose to bid on you for tonight. Each one of you girls was bid on for private sessions. I can assure you, the competition was quite fierce - just the way I like it. But you will have to prove to me that you were worth it.”

Megan swallowed loudly, drawing a smile from Ilsa. She lightly chucked Meagan under the chin with her crop.

“Don’t worry, little one. I will make sure you know how to please. Tonight, I will begin your lessons on submission and dominance.”

Jerking Sue’s leash upward, she forced the teen to stand. It was obvious from the look in Sue’s eyes that she knew was Ilsa was capable of. The woman marched the sixteen year-old over to the wall and chained her wrists in place.

“You will watch us for now,” Ilsa told her. “And don’t let me catch you shutting your eyes.”

Ilsa turned to the trembling kindergartener with a sweet smile on her face as she tossed the riding crop on a table behind her.

“Now then, let’s begin, shall we?”

Whitney crept through the doorway, trying to be as quiet as possible. The door clicked shut behind her, sounding nearly as loud as a gunshot to the startled girl. There was a short hallway only a few feet long ahead of her. Once she turned the corner, the rest of the room was revealed.

“Hello, Whitney.”

The little girl gasped in surprise.

“My uncle won you for a night in an auction,” Jimmy told Beth. “So why don’t you join us?”

Beth reluctantly sat next to Jimmy on the couch and watched the porno action on the screen. She was feeling very uncomfortable and was shifting on the cushion nervously.

“This is making you hot, isn’t it?” Jimmy asked.

“No, I -“

Beth was cut off as Jimmy leaned into her and kissed her, forcing his tongue into the little girl’s mouth. One of his hands slid up and began to fondle her titless chest through her dress. She tried to struggle, but the older boy was too strong.

Jimmy brought his hand down and slid it under her dress. The nine year-old tried to fight him off in vain. He felt her preteen cunt, so warm and soft, through her thin panties and began to rub and squeeze it in a way he had been taught. From the other side, Keith pulled the top of her dress down to partially expose the little girl.

“This will help you grow some tits,” he murmured as be started to suck on Beth’s exposed nipple.

“Yeah, I knew she liked it,” said Jimmy as he continued to molest Beth’s little cunny. “She’s getting wet.”

Beth tried to kick out at anybody, but Mike and Oliver held her ankles and removed her shoes while Jimmy slid her panties off. Keith pulled her back onto the couch seat and pinned her arms down over her head while Jimmy shifted the rest of Beth’s desperately squirming body onto the couch. The thirteen year-old removed his pants and underwear and climbed over the little girl with his penis erect and eager.

“Please!” Beth cried.

“She’s begging for it!” Keith scoffed.

“Noooo!” the girl protested.

Jimmy held a finger up to her lips.

“Shh. You’re gonna feel great, soon. I promise.”

The boy lined up his rock hard dick to the slit in Beth’s hairless quim. Her outer lips parted easily as he pushed, but her inner labia were a little more stubborn before he found the right angle. Beth cried out as he entered her preadolescent sex.

As much as he loved their asses, Jimmy loved the wet grip of little girls’ pussies even better. And unlike his five year-old cousin, Maggie (whose two friends were behind the red and blue doors to learn of their fates), he did not have to be as careful when ramming his meat into this fourth grader since she could take a little more.

Beth cried softly as she felt the hardness sliding in and out of her. The boy kept jerking his cock up against her clit on the outward part of his strokes, agitating her body to arousal. The girl gave a sharp yip, and then bit her lip to keep from saying anything else, but Jimmy grinned knowingly.

“See? I told you you’d feel better.”

“Uh,” Beth said and tried to say something in protest, but her body was betraying her with its spikes of pleasure. She knew this would be a long night, so she ceased struggling and freely allowed the boy to take her. It wasn’t long before he planted his young seed inside her nine year-old body. Then Mike took Jimmy’s place at the juncture of Beth’s legs. At the verge of her own climax, Beth desperately welcomed him in.

Veronica tried to stifle a gasp as her cunny twitched again as the man’s thumb swiveled her clitoris. Sound was forbidden, but the man merely smiled patiently and put a finger to his lips. The little girl bowed her head, acknowledging her new teacher’s gentle admonition.

He turned her around and pressed his index finger against her anus. She was shocked by how easily the topically drugged muscle opened around his digit. Her enema had left an oily coating in her rectum and her teacher began flexing her tissues by hooking and releasing his finger. As she did the night before, she found her anal penetration quite humiliating. But some perverse part of her acknowledged that the man’s interior massage felt good.

First her attraction to Whitney and Meagan, and now this! Her parents had always stressed the importance of moral character. What would they think of their little girl now?

Veronica was able to remain quiet when she felt the man’s middle finger pressing against her anus. One finger was plenty; she didn’t know how to manage two. The man gave her buttock a mild slap. Then the girl remembered how the woman told her to push with her bowels when the penetration became difficult. She pushed and soon felt two fingers exploring her steamy depths.

When the man removed his fingers from her rear, she felt pulled open down there. He took hold of her hips and pulled her down onto his prick. When she felt the massive mushroom head burrow between the sculpted globes of her buttocks, she squeezed her eyes closed and pushed with her insides as much as she could.

As the head penetrated her ass, she felt her sphincter being forced open even further and further than it had before. She felt his head moving deeper inside of her, but still her little anus bloomed open. The discomfort was turning into pain with each additional bit of stretching until…her opening closed a little. She had clamped down just after the head where his cock narrowed slightly.

Maybe this is what he had wanted. Her body relaxed now that the entry was done. The presence of his cock head inside her was still immense, but Veronica felt that she could adjust. Then the man began to pull her ass down onto his cock again. The child’s asshole began opening again.

“Come closer,” Ilsa grinned as she beckoned to Meagan.

The blonde was sitting on the edge of her bed with her legs stretched straight out; one resting on each of Meagan’s shoulders. She had removed her g-string and now her blonde thatched cunt waited for the giver year-old. A few drops of dew glittered along the woman’s slit. Meagan took another tentative step further.

“Don’t be shy,” Ilsa said.

“I’m scared,” Meagan whined.

“I’ll tell you what to do. Now - all the way in.”

The little girl stepped up to the woman’s crotch. Ilsa gripped the back of Meagan’s head and pulled the child’s face against her dripping crotch. Once she had Meagan in position, she began to give her orders.

“Lick there, no deeper. Use all of your tongue…ah, yes that’s it. Mmmm…go up. Do you feel that? Nibble on it. Oh, guh…now suck…harder. HARDER! Move you mouth side to side. Now back to licking. Harder. Go faster, damn. Push your tongue as hard as you can. Now back up the top and suck. Just keep going up and down, lick, suck. Use your little teeth now and then. God…yes! Oh, you are such a good little cunt eater.”

Sue stood where she was shackled, watching her baby sister learn to service a woman. Ilsa looked up at the teen in triumph and licked her lips, slowly and obscenely. Keeping her eyes locked on Sue, she continued to encourage Meagan.

“You’re doing fine, but don’t let up on that pressure, Use every muscle you have in that wonderful mouth you have. Mmph! That’s it!”

Meagan was becoming a fast learner and even Ilsa, who prided herself on how she could control her body, had difficulty in keeping from cumming. But she held off for a half hour as the child chewed and sucked and licked at her cunt. Ilsa ground the five year-old’s face into her pussy, then clenched the little girl’s head between her legs, squeezing her thighs into Meagan’s cheeks as she came hard.

“FUCK! AUGH! Oh, damn, baby. That was the best.”

Ilsa released her leg lock and Meagan stumbled backward a step, her face flushed from her exertions and the woman’s leg grip. Ilsa chuckled as she saw the little tyke’s wide-eyed face with her dripping mouth. She removed a blonde pubic hair from the little girl’s nose and stroked her hair.

“Well done, little one. You’ve learned your first lesson in submission. Now you will learn about domination.”

“My name is Sandra,” said the pleasant, blonde-haired, blue-eyed woman. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you. Would you like some tea?”

Whitney looked at the table set with a tea pot, cups and saucers and several delicious looking small cakes.

“Is this a tea party?” the little girl asked hopefully.

“Yes, I figured that every little girl likes a good tea party. Why don’t you sit next to me?”

Whitney eagerly climbed up onto a chair next to Sandra. Looking behind her, she saw a large bed. Maybe that’s where this pretty lady took a nap. Setting up tea parties was hard work, as Whitney could attest to, having done the dame for her dolls and stuffed animals at home. She had even done one for all the girls in her dorm. Miss Dottie, their dorm mother, had even given her punch and cookies to serve. The thought of her dorm mates made her frown as Sandra placed several small cakes on the little girl’s plate.

“I hope Meagan is getting some cake,” she said.

“Knowing Ilsa, I’m sure she’s giving your friend plenty to eat,” Sandra remarked.

Sandra chatted with Whitney, setting her at ease. The woman was in her early forties and liked both men and women in bed. But her favorite was prepubescent girls. She could have bid for any of the four “guests” tonight, but the tiny blonde had definitely stirred her desire the most. Sandra was quiet by nature and avoided most of the wild orgies and shows at the estate’s gatherings. But her wealth and influence on the estate’s affairs was quite powerful.

Gradually, she had coaxed Whitney into her lap was able to stroke the girl’s hair and cheeks (the ones on her face) without unsettling her. They had been having a wonderful for over an hour. Whitney was currently doubled over in Sandra’s lap, in hysterics after hearing a story about how Sandra’s golden retriever had an unsuccessful argument with a grid of lawn sprinklers that had suddenly started with the dog trapped in the center.

When the little girl finally stopped laughing, she weakly leaned back on Sandra’s breast with her eyes wet from laughing so hard. Sandra kissed Whitney on the mouth and held her lips there. She felt the child stiffen, then slowly relax when Sandra did nothing more than rub the back of her neck for a minute.

Whitney was waiting for Sandra to suddenly shove her entire tongue in her mouth and grab at her private place, but none of that happened. The hand on her neck felt very nice. When Sandra finally did use her tongue, she only inserted the tip past Whitney’s teeth. Now Sandra was stroking one of Whitney’s bare shoulders. The little girl was relieved that this nice lady was not making her do anything. But she thought that Sandra wanted to touch tongues so she meekly pushed her tongue out to meet Sandra’s.

Emboldened by Whitney’s reaction, Sandra reached further with her own tongue - not much, just enough to politely explore some more of the little girl’s mouth. Whitney liked this. It felt very nice without someone trying to shove their tongue into her mouth.

After Sandra had tasted the five year-old’s mouth for several minutes, she broke the kiss and slowly started to slide the gown from Whitney’s shoulder. The little girl didn’t protest, but was =nervous as the shiny material fell away from her chest and belly and settled at her waist.

“Miss Sandra, are you going to make me naked and put your mouth on my pee pee?” Whitney asked somberly.

Sandra brushed her fingers over the little girl’s smooth chest as she answered her.

“Does that make you frightened?”

“Uh huh. Lots of grownups did that to me. It was scary.”

“Well, it’s just you and I here and I like to do things very slowly and very gently, just like we kissed. What if we leave your panties on and I can teach you how to make a woman feel good? Would you like that instead?”

Whitney nodded, looking very relieved. She let Sandra slide her out of her gown and then let herself be carried to the bed.

Sandra took off her dress and joined Whitney, wearing only panties and a bra. She smiled at the little five year-old who looked so cute and vulnerable in only a small pair of white silk panties.

“Why don’t you help me with the rest of my clothes, Whitney? Then we’ll get started.”

Jimmy started on Beth again. After each boy had given the fourth grader a good, hard, missionary-style fuck on the couch, Beth had crawled to her knees and went to the other end where she leaned forward with her chest on the overstuffed arm. Oliver was standing next to the couch with a new hard-on and little Beth, having cum three times during the first round, was now eager for more.

As she knelt on all fours, Beth sucked on Oliver’s prick. She felt the cushions sag behind her as Jimmy put his hands on her waist. She felt him pushing against her and whined in heat around Oliver’s tool as her anus irised open the teen cock sank into her ass.

The nine year-old was pummeled with adolescent meat from both ends. One of the other boys (she couldn’t tell who with her face positioned to take Oliver’s offering), shoved his hand against her hairless mound and slid a finger in her young snatch while he swabbed her clit with his thumb.

Beth came again just before she swallowed Oliver’s seed. A minute later, she felt Jimmy flood her nicely strained rectum. She let herself get turned around so that her legs were dangling off the heavily padded arm of the couch. Mike plowed his cock into Beth’s semen-lubricated rear passage. As Keith sat on the couch in front of her, he pulled her head down to his lap where she willingly opened her mouth to receive him.

Beth’s ass was still as tight as it was the night before when it lost its virgin status, but Mike had no problem fucking the youngster as she now knew how to shift her muscles back there. Jimmy’s deposit helped things slide along as well. Along with Keith and Jimmy, he had plumbed the tiny rectums of Jimmy’s five year-old cousin Maggie and her little friend Lauren. They were even tighter than Beth, but he had to be careful not to hurt them by thrusting too hard. Beth could handle a bit more force and on his next thrust inside the little girl’s smooth anal sheath, he thought he may have gone in an extra half inch.

The man’s cock burrowed another half inch into Veronica's body. The little girl couldn’t contain the sound of her breath as she sharply exhaled. But the man seemed to understand that this would happen since she was quite new at this.

Her asshole was now stretched to the maximum again as the huge rod of man meat had gone four inches past the head. Veronica now had to deal with her insides stretching in places where the boys’ smaller cocks hadn’t reached. After each increment of penetration, the man would pause and allow the little girl’s rectum adjust to his presence. Along with the width, there were some bends and curves in her tight channel that had to straighten to allow his next probe.

Although he never spoke, the man thrilled at the knowledge that each thrust now put his cock into previously virgin territory. As the nine year-old’s body recovered and adjusted with each deeper thrust, he would finger the child’s bald muff, bringing her to the point of orgasm before stopping and resuming his entry. It had been an hour since his cock tunneled through her anus. He judged that he had another hour to go before he was completely buried inside of her. No matter, he had all night.

“We have all night,” said Ilsa as she unshackled Sue and made the teen drop to all fours again. “Plenty of time for Meagan to learn another lesson or two. And you are going to assist me in teaching her how to dominate. Guess which end of that stick you’re getting.”

Sue hung her head as she was dog-walked to her little sister.

Meagan wondered what Ilsa was talking about. Domination? Was that like dominoes? She liked playing with them and it was a fun way to learn her numbers. Her roommate, Gretchen was almost as good as she was, but Meagan won most of the time. But somehow Meagan knew that Ilsa’s game, wasn’t going to be so innocent and whatever she was going to learn wasn’t going to be about numbers.

Ilsa knelt down by Meagan and pulled up the little girl’s leather skirt. Underneath was a tiny black g-string which the woman quickly plucked off. The little girl squirmed as her cunny was exposed to her big sister. Ilsa fondled the child’s bald muff, squeezing the plump flesh and pulling the lips apart to show Meagan’s pink hymen.

“Doesn’t this look delicious?” Ilsa crooned to Sue. “Such a beautiful little baby pussy - and you wanted to see it ripped apart by some hard cocks a few weeks ago, didn’t you?”

Knowing better than deny it to Ilsa, Sue nodded her head. Meagan’s eyes grew wet with tears.

“I can understand the attraction,” Ilsa admitted, but it was be such a waste of an adorable young cunt. And besides,” she continued, taking Meagan’s chin in her hand. “This little one has so much potential.”

Ilsa reached over and unbuckled one side of Sue’s ball gag. The teen let it drop from her mouth and worked her jaws to relieve the ache.

“Meagan,” Ilsa said to the little girl. “You are going to dominate your big sister. She is to stay on her hands and knees and eat your pussy, just as you did for me. I suggest you limit her to licking and sucking only. In fact, if she does bite you, I will personally remove her teeth one by one.”

“I don’t know what to do.” Meagan said.

“Just tell her when it feels good and when to try something else. You’ll get the hang of it. But be forceful when you make your commands. You may start now.”

“Sue, could you please eat my…my pussy?” Meagan said meekly.

Ilsa snorted and shook her head. Sue stared dully at her little sister’s cunny, hating what she was going to be forced to do. Not that she cared about Meagan’s feelings. But these assholes were always coming up with some new humiliation for her. Or maybe the little brat would start bawling and end this shit now.

“Try again,” Ilsa ordered. “Now!”

Meagan took a deep breath and then said, “Sue, eat my pussy. Uh…Now!”

Meagan looked up at Ilsa, who nodded in approval.

Sue began licking her sister’s bald slit as lightly as possible to reduce as much contact as she could. But Meagan barely felt anything and told her to lick harder. Sue complied, but it wasn’t enough.

“No,” Meagan said. “Harder, plea-. Uh, harder.”

Sue licked harder, pushing her tongue into Meagan’s slit as far as the child’s hymen would allow. When she flicked her tongue against Meagan’s clit, the little girl told her to suck there.

“Oh!” Meagan cried. “Don’t do it so hard there. Um…suck there than lick again. Do it again and again.”

Meagan felt her knees weaken as her pussy heated up. Ilsa chuckled and helped stead the child on her feet.

“Is your pussy getting wet inside?” she asked Meagan.

“Uh huh. Is that okay?”

“Absolutely! That means your big bad sister is obeying your commands.”

Meagan’s chest puffed out with pride. She had always been afraid of Sue, but now she could be the boss. That was as much fun as the way her pee pee, no, her pussy was feeling. Well, almost as much fun.

Sue felt a tingling in her own cunt as she felt Meagan’s five year-old sex respond to her oral sex. As if things couldn’t get any worse, now she was getting turned on by a little brat who was only a few years removed from diapers. Still, her excitement made her lick and suck more aggressively, making Meagan cum while Sue’s mouth was smothering her tiny quim.

After Meagan’s tremors had passed, Ilsa let go of the girl’s shoulder. Then she jerked on Sue’s leash and made her stand upright.

“No water for you,” Ilsa told the older girl. “I’d hate to wash away the taste of your little sister’s cunt.”

As she buckled the ball gag back in place, she sniffed the air and looked at Sue’s crotch.

“Why you little bitch!” she laughed. “You liked it! Meagan, see how the taste of your pussy made your sister all wet?”

Meagan saw the moistness on her sister’s crotch and looked up at Sue’s face in puzzlement. Still laughing, Ilsa walked Sue back to the wall and put her back in her shackles. Then she went to the bed, sat down, and removed her boots. As she started to unbuckle her corset, she smiled at Meagan.

“We’ll have playtime soon enough, little one. But first there is one more lesson. I hope you learn it well.”

Sandra sighed as Whitney showed that she had learned her lessons well. For over an hour, the little girl’s plump red lips and warm tongue had done nearly magical things to the woman’s vagina. At first, she fumbled as she tried to learn where Sandra best liked suction or caressing. But the woman only stroked Whitney’s hair and told her to take her time.

As her technique improved, so did her comfort with this grow-up she had just met. For a long time, she had lain between Sandra’s legs with her face nestled between the woman’s thighs. Then Sandra had her lying face down on top of her with Whitney’s mouth working on her pussy while the little girl’s lower end was available for Sandra’s viewing pleasure. The silk panties tightly covered the bubbly little buttocks and the tantalizing female bulge between the child’s thighs. Sandra stroked and kneaded the firm muscles and surrounding softer flesh of Whitney’s legs while the five year-old gave her two more orgasms.

Sandra tugged on Whitney’s arm and had the girl turn around so that her head was on Sandra’s breast. The woman took her nipple and held it to the child’s mouth. Although she had been weaned as an infant, Whitney’s instincts still remained and she suckled contentedly on Sandra’s breast. The woman cuddled her and caressed her silk-covered ass, but Whitney did not fear this touch.

Sandra had no idea they laid together like this. Nor did she care. But after a very long while, she pulled Whitney’s mouth away from her nipple so that she could look the child in the eyes.

“Whitney, can I make you feel good now?”

The little girl nodded.

Beth nodded when Jimmy asked if she was ready for him. She was standing upright, held at the hips by Mike, who had his cock planted in her well-fucked ass. But the little girl’s body quickly recovered from each entry and, once again, another cock was tightly wrapped by Beth’s slick passage.

The smooth lips of Beth’s small cunny were leaking a thin white fluid; the mixture of jism and her own lubrication. The nine year-old grunted as Jimmy’s cock speared into her narrow, slippery twat. With her ass presently impaled, the penetration of her pussy was all the tighter and her insides were stretched taut.

Once Jimmy was all the way inside the youngster, both he and Mike straightened their legs, lifting Beth’s feet off of the floor. It was late and the boys were getting tired. They couldn’t lift Beth up and down to fuck her like they had done earlier and simply settled for grinding their cocks around inside her tender holes.

Filled with cock and with the young teens pressing against her exhausted body, Beth’s head lolled to the side with her mouth partly open and drooling. Her saliva also had traces of white semen from uncounted loads she had taken there. When Mike and Jimmy came, their blasts were weak and small, having dumped so much into the fourth grader all night. But her slim, semen-flooded body couldn’t absorb anymore and these small amounts spurted out of her before the boys could take their dicks out.

Beth nearly collapsed on the floor before jimmy and Mike helped her stagger to an empty couch. She fell on the cushions after having her body filled to its limit.

Veronica’s rectum was filled to its limit - or at least she thought so. The little Japanese girl was afraid of what might happen to her tortured backside once the man was completely inside of her and he began to fuck in and out. She feared her insides would be ripped from their moorings.

But when she felt the man’s pubic hairs mash against her smooth young buttocks, the man stopped to frig her cunny just short of the climax point once more. Then he gripped her waist and squeezed hard. Holding her tight, he shifted his hands up and down, stroking his cock through the child’s slender body. He could feel the moving pressure on his cock while Veronica could feel her interior tissues pressed and worked against his member.

Every so often he would pause. Veronica realized that he was bringing himself to the brink of orgasm each time, just as he had been doing to her. Aside from his ands and her body, she could see little else in the room’s mist. The only sounds were the faint whispers of moving flesh as he pulled and pushed on her sides. The sultry heat of the room made the little girl sweat all over,

Veronica had no sense of time; she would have been shocked to know that the man had been inside her for four hours - half of the time penetrating her and the other half using her like this. But now the man began to manipulate her trunk with greater urgency. He was more forceful as he gripped her body and pressed against his stationary cock. He was essentially masturbating inside her rear end.

Veronica was getting near the end of her endurance. The discomfort of her anal impalement was mixed with his manipulation of her sex until they became as one driving need for release. She couldn’t help but to let out a short bark of “ungh!”. Whether it was her voice or just coincidence, but the man exploded inside of her. She felt the scalding jets shoot even deeper into her invaded colon.

The man’s balls had been enormous to begin with. He had also taken a mixture of herbs and artificial supplements to increase his semen load. The portion of Veronica’s colon not touched by the huge prick filled with more seed, stretching her even further. She looked down and saw her lower belly beginning to swell. Then a huge hand snaked around and attacked her cunt. After so many times at near-climax, her orgasm was mind-blinding. That last thing her mind recorded before she fainted was the sensation of him still pumping more jism into her ass.

Ilsa remembered how Meagan’s ass had looked the night before with jism leaking out. After removing her won clothes, she had stripped the little girl naked and laid her face down on the bed. Meagan started to whimper when she felt Ilsa’s greased finger pushed through her tiny asshole, but she remained quiet after the woman told her to stop in an even tone. Ilsa silently commended the child on her quick adherence to a command without the hint of a threat in her voice.

Withdrawing her finger, she pushed a small egg-shaped vibrator into the five year-old’s rectum. She could feel the girl stiffen as her anus stretched around the adult toy, but she made no sound. After the egg passed through, the little portal slammed shut around the thin wire trailing out of it. Ilsa rolled the girl onto her back and rubbed the little belly with its thin layer of baby fat.

“You took that very well, little one. I am pleased with you.”

Meagan was glad that short experience seemed to be over. She thought it would be polite to respond somehow, as she had been taught when a grownup said something nice to her. Looking for something to say, she eyed the gold rings with small ruby mounts in the woman’s nipples.

“I like your rings. They’re very pretty.”

“Why, thank you,” Ilsa replied, quite charmed. “If you’d like, I can put some in your nips right now.”

Meagan squeaked in fright and clamped her hands protectively over her flat chest. Ilsa laughed and ruffled Meagan’s hair.

“I’m just teasing, but we’ll do some work there in a little bit.”

She leaned down and kissed Meagan, quickly swabbing the child’s mouth with her tongue. She coaxed the little girl’s tongue out as she tried to respond. When Meagan’s tongue reached out far enough, Ilsa sucked the little morsel hard into her mouth and held it there. With the child distracted by this, she reached up with one hand (having been well practiced at this) and clamped the cuffs attached to the chains from the headboard over Meagan’s wrists.

Meagan tried to jerk her hands free, but the manacles had been made for a child and there was no give. Ilsa released her tongue and gently shushed the panicking girl. Meagan regained her control as best as she could, but couldn’t stop sniffling as Ilsa spread her legs and manacled each ankle separately.

With the five year-old helplessly secured in place, Ilsa gave her a kiss on the nose and another on the mouth. He tugged at the child’s lips for moment with her own mouth before moving on to her chest. She licked the tender flesh to set it then settled over one miniscule nipple. She sucked at it for several minutes until the tiny tip remained erect and straining from the little girl’s heaving chest.

Ilsa reached into a small box she had set on the bed and pulled out an alligator clip. The teeth on the inner clamping portion had been filed and coated in rubber. While Sue had not been given this courtesy, the purpose with Meagan was to teach, not to punish. She held the clip up so that Meagan could see it and let the girl’s eyes track it as she brought it to her stiffened nipple. Holding the clip open, she slipped it around Meagan’s nipple and slowly let it spring shut. The child groaned a little as her sensitive flesh was pinched and Ilsa allowed that.

Meagan groaned again when Ilsa started on her other nipple. Meagan’s response was partly from pleasure and partly from knowing what would happen next. A few minutes later, a second altered clip was in place. Ilsa moved up so that her face hovered over Meagan’s.

“The lesson here, little one, is how a little discomfort can give you pleasure. Even more so with pain, but you are not ready for that.”

She tugged on the nipple clamps, making Meagan whimper. She repeated this for several minutes, tugging on one or the other or both at once - never too hard. At first Meagan tried to move her torso. But Ilsa spotted a subtle shift as the little girl started squirming with her hips. The odd expression on her face told the woman what she needed to know. She spread Meagan’s pussy and saw that the pink interior was drooling slightly.

“You’re wet, little one. You’re pussy is using what you’re feeling. Done the right way, you could even cum without me ever touching your pussy. Do you understand?”

“I…” the child panted. “But why does it do that?”

“It’s how we are made. You don’t need to worry about that. All I wanted you to know was that it could be done.”

She brushed a tear from Meagan’s cheek and then swabbed one delicate ear with her tongue.

“School’s out,” she whispered in the little girl’s ear. “Now it’s time to play.”

Ilsa flicked a switch on the egg vibrator. Meagan jerked in her chains as she felt the forgotten device come to life deep in her ass. Ilsa wrapped her lips around the child’s hairless sex and delved into the little treat with her tongue. She used the tip and the metal stud to massage the five year-old’s pussy in a whole new way. Between the oral thrashing and her still pinched nipples, Meagan cried out as she came explosively.

Ilsa waited until Meagan calmed down and then renewed her attack. After two more very hard cums, the very weary kindergartener had clearly had enough. As Ilsa licked her lips to start again, Meagan shook her head and gave her a pleading look. Ilsa turned off the vibrator and waited until Meagan closed her eyes. When she was sure the girl was asleep, she eased the vibrator out, removed the clamps, and undid the manacles. Then she unshackled Sue and jerked on her leash.

“Come on, wench, we still have the rest of the night.”

Whitney opened her eyes as Sandra licked her way up one smooth little thigh. The tot was lying on the bed with her head and shoulders on a pillow so she could look down her body. Her chest and belly gleamed with the saliva that Sandra had left there. The pale pink nipples, barely discernible from the white smoothness of her chest were hard and pointed from Sandra’s oral efforts.

Sandra licked Whitney’s leg until she stopped an inch short of the leg band on the small silk panties. Then she took Whitney’s other foot and sucked on the girl’s plump little toes, making the kindergartner giggle. The giggling died away as Sandra tongued her way up that leg. The woman had taken her seduction of Whitney very slowly and gently - just the way that she herself liked to be taken. Now she would see if it worked.

Looking into the little girl’s eyes, she gave the waistband of Whitney’s panties a small tug. In response, Whitney raised her butt off the bed and let Sandra slide the silken garment down her legs. Whitney waited calmly as Sandra moved up and surveyed the scrumptious little feast waiting for her between the child’s creamy thighs.

The woman kissed and sucked on the succulent girl flesh of Whitney’s silky smooth mound. As she licked the tiny slit, she delved a little deeper with each swipe until she could feel the delicate maidenhead that guarded the untouched depths of Whitney’s sex. Using her thumbs, she pulled the upper part of the little girl’s slit apart so she should get to the baby clit at every possible angle with her tongue and her lips. She was rewarded as Whitney bucked her hips and cried out in her climax.

“Do you want more?” Sandra asked Whitney once she had settled down.

After a nod from the girl, Sandra devoured the five year-old’s pussy once more, drinking every bit of little girl cunny juice she could draw from the precious pink interior. She tried to prolong Whitney’s wait this time, bringing her close then pleasuring the child in a different manner while the little girl mewled desperately. When she felt a pair of small hands touch her hair Sandra knew it was time to make the tot cum again. With long, sweeping licks of the tiny muff, Sandra gave Whitney another release.

When Sandra started to ask her if she wanted to do it again, Whitney simply held her arms out. The little girl’s eyes were drooping and the recent exertions were probably enough. Sandra hugged Whitney to her and was pleased when she felt a small mouth envelope her nipple. The sucking only lasted a few minutes before Whitney’s head fell away from her breast in deep slumber.

Beth awoke the next morning on a couch. The boys were gone. Her shiny gold dress lay in a small heap on the floor, but she found a fluffy white robe lying nearby next to a glass of water and a pill. She recognized the pill as one of the painkillers that Carmen had given her and Veronica after their gang bang during their previous visit.

Her limbs moved stiffly and she did ache between her legs, this time in both holes. She could feel stickiness inside there and tasted the residue of stale cum in her mouth. Did she really do everything she remembered last night? She hadn’t wanted to at first, but then she couldn’t get enough. Was this what she was really like? It was all very confusing for such a young girl.

She took her pill and drained the glass. Putting on her robe, she opened the door and stepped into the hall.

Veronica woke up lying belly down on a pillow. Several pillows had been stuffed under her torso and head. Her legs were left draping off the end. As she shifted off of the pillows, she found a huge pool of drying cum on the mattress just below where her crotch had been. She moaned as she realized that this must have all drained from her ass as she slept.

It still felt funny inside, kind of stretched out of shape. Carefully, she felt her anus with her finger and was relieved to find it was closed. Her body was adjusting itself back to normal. She found the same kind of robe and pill that Beth had received. She took her medicine, donned the robe and stepped out into the hall.

“Hey.”

Veronica looked to her left and saw a very sleep rumpled Beth in a white robe.

“Are you okay?” Beth asked.

“Yeah. But I need a shower.”

“Me too”

The girls padded along in silence, finding their way back to the now deserted dining room. After a couple of tries, they found the right door that led down the hall to their bedroom. But before going there, they stopped at a shower room they remembered before. Fortunately, there was soap and shampoo already stocked.

They each stepped under a separate shower head after hanging up their robes. They washed themselves in silence, each scrubbing at some rather personal areas without regard as to what the other girl might see. They were far beyond that now.

“Remember those boys from Friday night?” Beth finally said. “They all…did it to me in my mouth and everywhere. It was like when we were here the last time. I wanted it more.”

“There was a man I never saw before,” Veronica replied. “He did it in my butt.”

“Just your butt?”

“Uh huh.”

“How many times?”

“Just once.”

“That’s not so bad.”

“His thing was really big and I think it took most of the night just to do it.”

“Oh.”

The bedraggled fourth graders returned to the bedroom and lay down for a while longer. Sometime later, the door opened and one of Carmen’s assistants ushered in Meagan and Whitney. Judging by the little girls’ damp hair, they had just showered as well. He took their orders for breakfast and left.

While the four girls ate, Veronica noticed that Megan kept peering down her robe at her chest.

“Are you okay?” she asked the younger girl.

“Uh huh. I was just remembering my lesson.”

Veronica shook her head at the thoughts of kindergarteners and went back to her breakfast.

It was shortly after noon when Julia came into the room. The girls were dressed in their school uniforms.

“Do you want to stay a little longer or go back to the academy?” Julia asked.

“Academy,” Beth and Veronica said in unison. Meagan nodded slowly.

Whitney approached Julia and tugged on the woman’s sleeve. Julia bent down.

“Is Miss Sandra still here?” the little girl asked softly.

Julia smiled.

“No, she had to go back home, but she would very much like to see you again. Would you like to see her, too?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’m sure she’ll make it happen. Oh, Meagan - this is for you.”

Julia handed the girl a small gift bag as they left to go to the limo. Once they were settled into the seats and on their way back to the campus, Meagan opened the bag to look inside. Whitney, seated next to her, looked too.

“Those are pretty,” the little blonde said.

Meagan had a crimson blush and an odd look on her face as she closed the bag. Inside were Ilsa’s nipple rings from last night.

Claridge Academy, Part 18

(Note: Part 18 begins on the Tuesday after Part 17.)

Despite being told they would not be harmed, the two five year-old girls were very frightened as they were strapped into their chairs by a pair of hooded figures. After dinner at school, Gretchen and Meagan had been told to report to the administration building next door, where a van was waiting to take them to a special class. They were driven off the school grounds to a nondescript building not far away and led inside.

To their surprise and dismay, they had been ordered to remove all of their clothing. They begged not to, but the voice coming from a hidden speaker calmly but firmly repeated the order until the kindergarteners meekly complied. The two hooded men, who remained silent, had then lifted the little girls and placed them into heavy, wooden framed seats. Anchored on each seat was a very small, pink, and well-greased butt plug.

Both girls squirmed in protest as they felt the blunt points probe their petite assholes, but the men pushed them down. They squealed as their anuses stretched as they were forced further onto the plugs. Then suddenly, they were passed the widest points and their anal rings slammed on the narrower portions just above the base. At first, this was a relief. Then each girl realized that they were completely closed down their and that they were now stuck on the rude little objects embedded in their butts.

Although their legs were left free (being so small, they could not be properly strapped to the chair legs anyway), the girl’s wrists were secured to the armrests. Gretchen pleaded to have something to wear because she didn’t want to be naked. One man nodded to her held up a finger, signaling her to wait. The other man returned with a pair of object, one of which he gave to his partner.

As one man approached her, Gretchen could see that he was holding a pink plastic butterfly with white straps attached. He pressed the butterfly against her small, defenseless cunny and strapped it in place around her waist and thighs. The back of the butterfly nestled slightly into the slit along its length, making Gretchen feel even more exposed with this strange thing pressing into her pee pee. No, pussy. That was the grownup word that Meagan was now using. Pee pees were for babies.

Satisfied that the butterfly was in place, the man slid a small switch at the top and Gretchen was startled to feel the butterfly begin to vibrate against her cunt. Then the man pressed a button on the chair and the plug in her bottom started to vibrate in a similar fashion. Gretchen looked over at Meagan. She appeared to be getting a similar treatment. Neither girl could squirm much with their little asses impaled. Their vaginas reacted to the stimulation and began to lubricate.

When Gretchen looked to the front, both men had vanished. The lights in the room slowly dimmed to black and the disembodied voice spoke again.

Three members of the group known as The Five sat in comfortable chairs, watching the little girls look around the room. Two of the video cameras were zoomed onto the girls’ crotches, capturing the first beads of moisture that leaked out from under the butterfly vibrators. Despite the low light, the cameras caught every small detail.

This was a bold step for the group. Meagan had been drugged for her encounter in the headmaster’s office and during the movie she had starred in, but she was fully aware of what she had experienced at the estate and at the hands of some of The Five’s henchmen. Gretchen was completely unaware of all of her activities - a situation that was about to be remedied.

It was not usual for the girls to be made aware of how they were being used, but it had been done a few times throughout the school’s history. The weekend party aboard a yacht involving some un-drugged seven and eight year-olds in the 1970’s was still the stuff of legend within the group and with its minions.

The two hooded members stepped into the room and took their seats. One member raised a microphone to his mouth and began to speak.

“Good Evening, young ladies. We are so glad you could join us. Are you enjoying your little toys?”

Neither child answered, though each was acutely aware of the rapidly growing flood inside their pussies. The voice continued.

“You have each done well and behaved properly in your classrooms. But tonight, we will discuss how you have been acting outside that environment. Let’s start with you, Gretchen. Have you been a good girl?”

The little blonde nodded.

“Please peak up, child.”

“Yes.”

“And have you been pleasuring yourself with your hands?”

“Huh?”

“Have you been using your busy little fingers to make yourself feel good between your legs?”

“Yes,” the little girl replied, hanging her head.

“And did you do this with anyone else?”

“Yes, with Meagan.”

“Did you like it, Meagan?”

“Yes,” the brown-haired girl answered in a trembling voice.

“Did you do the same thing to Gretchen?”

“Yes.”

“Mister?” Gretchen spoke up.

“Yes.”

“Meagan and me can’t do as much with her pee-, uh, her pussy because there’s something in there and we can’t get our fingers all the way in.”

Gretchen was clearly hoping that Meagan wouldn’t be in as much trouble since they hadn’t done anything as nearly as deeply as they had done in Gretchen’s twat. This got some chuckles from The Five.

“We know, Gretchen. Meagan still has her hymen. Do you know why you don’t?”

“No” she said softly, obviously afraid she was in more trouble because she had lost something important. “I didn’t know I had a…a high man. And I haven’t seen it anywhere.”

There was an odd noise from the speaker before it cut out. Inside the observation room, The Five were barely keeping in their seats as they laughed. Once they got themselves under control, the speaker keyed the microphone again.

“Oh, once it is lost, it is never to be regained. You lose it once you have a cock inside your pussy.”

“What’s a cock?”

“Meagan, please tell your friend what a cock is.”

Meagan turned to Gretchen and said, “That’s a grownup word for a man’s pee pee.”

Gretchen was mortified.

“I never did that!” she cried indignantly.

“Really?” said the voice.

A projector came on, showing a larger than life photo of Gretchen on the wall. She was completely naked and a man’s cock wedged partially inside her hairless pussy. Another picture showed her sitting naked in a man’s lap with half of his cock embedded in the tight clasp of her preteen cunt. Her head was turned to the side to accept another cock in her mouth.

A third picture took its place. Gretchen was on her back with her legs pulled up to let another prick bury itself almost completely in her ass. Three more cocks were near her head, held by their owner’s hands. One of them had something squirting out and Gretchen could see a lot of white goo on her face and chest.

The little girl was shocked and confused. She didn’t remember any of this but did remember having some funny feelings in her pussy and her bottom for which Miss Dottie, her dorm mother, would give her some medicine. She looked over at Meagan, afraid of what her friend would think, but Meagan only returned a sad, sympathetic look.

“How about this, Gretchen?” came the voice.

The photo was replaced by a projected video clip. It was one that the school’s headmaster had made of him and Gretchen in his office. The headmaster’s face was digitally blurred as were the background features of his office. The voice was also altered, but everything about Gretchen was perfectly real.

She was once again naked, this time on all fours while the man behind her pushed his prick in and out of her tiny, steaming twat. The audio cut in as the man and Gretchen were having a conversation.

“Who’s your best friend?” asked the man.

“Meagan,” replied the on-screen Gretchen.

“Meagan should put on a strap-on dildo and shove it up your precious little cunt, shouldn’t she?”

“Yes.”

Meagan gasped. Gretchen turned to her and tried to say something, but the video changed to a scene from the porn movie that she and Meagan had made while drugged. Gretchen was leaning over the sink in a play kitchen. Her blouse was undone and skirt was pushed up onto her back. Gretchen saw that her on-screen self wasn’t wearing any panties but didn’t understand what was happening at first.

She realized that Meagan was standing behind her in the video, completely naked except for…what looked like a boy’s pee pee strapped to her. The pee pee was black and Meagan was pushing it into Gretchen’s pussy. Gretchen tore her eyes away from the video and looked at Meagan for an explanation, but her best friend was staring at the movie in mute shock.

Looking back to the wall, Gretchen saw that she and Meagan were moaning a lot, but it didn’t sound quite like they were in pain. Had the butt plug in her chair not been attached to it, the five year-old would have jumped in her seat as her on-screen self screamed aloud. Then the scene changed and the pair was lying naked in bed. Meagan was on top of Gretchen and was pushing that black pee pee she was wearing into Gretchen’s pussy over and over again.

They were also kissing each other with their mouths moving a lot. Gretchen didn’t understand until their mouths parted and she could see their tongues rubbing. There were some close-ups of Meagan and Gretchen’s cunnies, joined together by the strap-on that Meagan was wearing. Gretchen could tell that her pussy was very wet by both the sight of it and the sounds of the black object sliding in and out. She heard herself yell again in the movie.

Gretchen looked down and could see that her pussy was also a drooling mess, creating a large stain on the seat. She felt kind of itchy and kind of achy between her legs, like something needed to happen but she wasn’t sure just what.

“Now what do have to say for yourself, Gretchen?” the voice asked.

“But I don’t remember that!” she protested.

“I don’t either,” added Meagan.

“We know you don’t,” the voice continued. “You were given special medicine so you’d forget this. But you certainly enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

“I guess,” Gretchen admitted.

“Good girl! And Meagan, is there anything that you do remember?”

“Yes.”

“Why don’t you tell Gretchen?”

Meagan reluctantly turned to her friend and spoke.

“A lot of men put their penises in my mouth and squirted their stuff in me. And some boys put their penises in my butt and squirted again and again.”

“And what else?” the voice asked.

Meagan sighed.

“And men and ladies rubbed and licked my pe-, my pussy. And I had to lick some ladies’ pussies.”

“Very good Meagan,” said the voice. “You have both been very cooperative. Now it’s time for you to be rewarded.”

The two hooded men appeared as the lighting increased. One man stood before Gretchen and put his hand on the buzzing butterfly strapped to her crotch. He pushed it in and moved it in circles, grinding it into the little girl’s aroused cunny. Gretchen whined as she felt something hot and tight growing inside of her. The aching increased until it burst apart deep in her sex. Gretchen slumped as she felt the tingling aftermath of her orgasm, unsure of what had just occurred but unable to deny how good it felt.

“Oh! Ooh! Oohhhhhhhh!”

Gretchen jerked her around head to the side and saw that Meagan was pressed against the back of her seat. Although the view was partially blocked by the chair, Gretchen could tell that the other figure was pressing Meagan’s butterfly against her and made her friend feel what she had just experienced.

The men removed the vibrators and un-strapped the girls’ wrists. Then with a sharp jerk, Gretchen was pulled out of the chair. The five year-old yelped as her asshole was quickly stretched as she was yanked free of the butt plug. A similar cry told her that Meagan had been pulled away, too.

The little girls were carried to a narrow platform with a stainless steel rod protruding from the center. They were laid on the bellies and then felt something pressing against their abused rear openings. Realizing what was about to happen, Meagan and Gretchen tried to struggle, but it was too little and too late.

The prolonged, stretched exposure to the vibrating butt plugs left their anuses stretched and weakened; no match for determined cock men. Each girl helplessly felt her ass spreading apart from the entrance to the channel leading deeper into her rectums. The men’s cocks were a bit on the small side, but they felt huge to the five year-olds as the filled the little behinds to the hilt.

Each man put his hands under his girl’s arms and pulled her upright against him. As the men turned toward each other, each little girl could see the other anally impaled with her bald, dripping pussy exposed for all to gaze upon. The man holding Meagan walked around to the other side of the platform and then both men stepped up to it on either side.

The kindergarteners’ small pussies were mashed against the stainless steel rod, which ended about an inch above their fat little mounds of girl sex. Their plump, hairless outer lips spread around the rod so that they were touching the other girl. One of the men nodded to a video camera and suddenly the rod began vibrating even more intensely than the butterflies had. Both children cried out in surprise as their baby twats were subjected to more heavy throbbing.

Then men began to thrust against the tykes, forcing their bodies together. With their cocks so tightly encased inside the five year-olds’ asses, all the men could do press against the girls - there wasn’t enough room inside the tiny rectums to actually fuck in and out. But the squeezing heat of the little channels were arousing enough for the men to keep at it as their cocks were massaged as the children’s bodies were flattened and slightly pulled back. This method would also keep them hard for a very long time.

Gretchen’s vision was beginning to blur as wave after wave of over-stimulation rose from her crotch. She felt Meagan’s smooth tummy and flat chest pressed against hers and she wrapped her arms around her friend to try to keep stable. Meagan did the same and the little girls clung to each other as they were pushed against each other with their adorable rear ends overstuffed with man meat.

“Kiss each other like you did in the video,” came the speaker voice which seemed to float in from somewhere beyond Gretchen’s haze.

Both men tilted the girls’ heads toward each other. Meagan and Gretchen pressed their mouths together.

“Don’t forget to use your tongues.”

Gretchen opened her mouth slightly and timidly pushed her tongue to the entrance. Meagan’s tongue slipped in before she reached there and Gretchen was surprised by the extra surge she felt between her legs when she felt the other little girl’s presence. Meagan’s tongue in her mouth felt very nice - not scary like the man’s pee pee in her butt. And it certainly made Gretchen’s pussy feel more…special, like it did when the man rubbed the butterfly against it.

Meagan suddenly gripped Gretchen more tightly and groaned into the little blonde’s mouth. Gretchen was frightened at first before realizing that Meagan had just done that thing again when her pussy felt very, very special. She knew because her pussy was feeling the same way the more the man with his thing inside of her pushed her against the vibrating rod. Then she felt the sharp surge from between her legs and knew it was beginning for her.

Meagan kept her open mouth pressed against Gretchen as she felt her friend cumming. She pushed her tongue in a little deeper and stroked Gretchen’s tongue while the other girl shivered in ecstasy. When Gretchen was done, Meagan broke her kiss and the two little girls stared at each other before looking down at their twats.

The sensitive, hairless flesh between each girl’s legs was still partially wrapped around the rod and in contact with the other cunny. The copious amount of fluid each tiny pussy was producing made the rod and each other’s sex so slick that they easily slid over every surface they touched. The vibrations in the rod further agitated the miniature pea-shaped slits and sent the children spiraling toward another climax. They joined their mouths together again and parted their lips for their tongues to meet.

Meagan remembered how Ilsa, the woman who had taken her during the last visit to the estate, had shown her how her nipples could make her pussy feel good. The memory made her tiny nips stiffen slightly and she began sliding her chest in short sideway movements across Gretchen’s chest. She could feel the other girl’s nipples and concentrated on rubbing her own nipples against them.

Gretchen didn’t understand what Meagan was doing until she felt the twin stabs of pleasure from her chest. She also moved against Meagan to assist in creating these feelings. As they were butt-fucked against a large vibrator, the two tongue-kissing five year-olds desperately sought even more stimulation by grinding their completely undeveloped breasts against each other. It worked almost immediately, overloading their tiny bodies and sending them into another orgasmic frenzy.

As both girls writhed in climax, each man felt his girl’s ass loosen slightly, allowing them a little movement inside the tight anal channel. The friction was exquisite and after nearly a half hour of having naked, cumming kindergartners riding their cocks, each man exploded inside the churning guts of their child.

Gretchen felt the hot, wet blast deep inside her bowels. She knew what that meant. Her pussy felt hot and wet and Meagan’s mouth felt hot and wet. She wanted everything hot and wet. Meagan must have felt the same way because the other girl started to press and undulate against her with greater urgency.

The two men eased their cocks out of the children, leaving a leaking trail of semen from each tiny ass. The little girls didn’t seem to notice as they continued kissing and humping the rod until they came again. After the climax, they still held on to each other until the men gently pulled them apart and let each girl collapse in a small, sweaty heap on the platform.

Cum was still dribbling out of each girl’s dilated asshole as the sphincters gradually closed shut. The bald, sopping mounds of their preteen pussies were shiny with each other’s juices and a little more leaked out of the modest cleft in each child’s sex.

“Very good,” said the voice from the speaker. “No, let me correct myself. That was magnificent.”

Meagan and Gretchen stirred, both suddenly and acutely aware of their nakedness now that their passion had faded. When the men handed them their panties, each girl grabbed them and pulled them up their legs. They hesitated as they got to the top, realizing how wet they were both front and back.

“Don’t be shy,” said one of the men as he grabbed Meagan’s panties by the waist and yanked them up tightly.

The material quickly absorbed the jism pasting her ass and fluids coating her pussy. Her smooth, plump muff was clearly displayed through the thin wet cotton of her panties. Gretchen received the same treatment and had her charms in plain sight as well. Slowly, the little girls pulled on the rest of their school uniforms.

“I hope you two have learned your lesson,” the voice proclaimed.

“That…that it’s naughty to play with our pussies?” Gretchen asked timidly.

“Oh, no,” the voice laughed. “Quite the opposite. You should use your bodies for as much pleasure as possible. In fact, be sure to tell your dorm mother - what’s her name? Dottie? Yes, be sure to tell her what hot little sluts you are.”

The two men led the girls out of the building and into the waiting van. On the short drive back to the school, Gretchen leaned toward Meagan and whispered, “What’s a slut?”

“I don’t know,” Meagan replied. “I think it means that you know how to make your pussy feel good.”

“Oh. When we tell Miss Dottie we’re hot little sluts, do you think she’ll be mad?”

“I hope not. Then she might not let us have dessert at dinner for a week.”

Dottie had already been informed by her contact with The Five about her two young charges’ evening. She had just sent her other four girls to brush their teeth and was waiting in the common area when Gretchen and Meagan entered, each walking a little gingerly. Dottie ushered the girls into her room and asked them how their evening went.

“We’re supposed to tell you that we’re hot little sluts,” Gretchen said.

Dottie fought to keep a straight face as the little girl made her announcement. It was obvious that neither girl quite grasped everything that term meant.

“That’s very nice,” she acknowledged.

“So you’re not mad?”

“Of course not. It means that you two are special little girls.”

“Um, Miss Dottie?”

“Yes, Meagan?”

“Our panties are all wet,” Meagan said as she shifted uncomfortably. “We weren’t peeing like babies. We, uh…”

“I understand,” said Dottie as she patted the girl’s arm. “And you don’t want the other girls to see them like that, right?”

Dottie smiled as both five year-olds nodded emphatically.

“Then why don’t you take them off here and I’ll make sure they are hidden.”

Dottie’s snatch was almost bubbling as she watched the two kindergarteners slide their wet panties from beneath their skirts and down their smooth little legs, leaving slick marks on their delicate skin. Dottie took the garments and sent the girls off to get ready for bed. After they left, she gazed at the children’s panties, so very small and innocent-looking with their flowers (Gretchen) and Snow White (Meagan) - and now so saturated with sex fluids. She carefully placed each in a sealable plastic bag and carefully hid her new treasures in the back of a drawer.

After they returned to their bedroom from their showers, Gretchen and Meagan took off their robes and started to put on their pajamas. Gretchen paused and turned to Meagan.

“Meagan, if we’re hot little sluts like that man said, are we supposed to make our pussies feel good before we go to bed?”

“I think you’re right,” Meagan agreed, nodding gravely. “‘Cause if we don’t, they won’t let us be sluts anymore and Miss Dottie might get sad.”

Gretchen put her pajama bottoms back on the bed and looked down at her freshly cleaned pussy.

“Can we play with each other?” she asked Meagan. “I think it feels better that way.”

“Okay,” Meagan agreed as the pair reached for each other’s bald muff.

The room stayed perfectly quiet except for the pair of high-pitched, gasping breaths and the sound of tiny wet fingers against soft young flesh.

Claridge Academy, Part 19

(Note: Part 19 takes place at the same time as Part 18.)

Roger Hillman, a British-born English Literature instructor at Claridge Academy, was somewhat amused by his inability to concentrate on the essay before him. This had been a common affliction as a student, but as a teacher, this was most unbecoming. Then again, so were his plans for this evening.

Kathy Stepnowski, the ten year-old he had been having sex with ever since that one night where she had been tied down by older students and he had been drunk, had visited him several times at his on-campus cottage - although these following visits had been much more consensual. A week ago, she had broached the possibility of including her younger sister, Eva, on their visits.

Hillman knew that both girls were starved for affection. Orphaned at an early age, they had been sent to live with a much older aunt who did her honest best for the girls, but just didn’t have it in her to demonstrate much in the way of love and warmth. He had been careful to provide a sympathetic shoulder for Kathy to lean on and found that he genuinely liked the girl.

Kathy knew about his attraction to young boys - an attraction that now extended to the opposite sex. When she came to his cottage twice last week, she had dressed like a boy. With her short hair and ten year-old body, it was easy to picture it as such. And although he had taken her hymen and given her a pair of orgasms in return during an earlier visit, she had preferred giving him oral sex followed by taking him in her ass “like a boy”, as she insisted.

After last Tuesday’s visit, he had received a mysterious note by a group who referred to themselves as The Five. The note explained that they were somewhat aware of his activities and even condoned them as long as he wasn’t forcing himself on any student (at least not while sober). Apparently, they had some significant access and control within the school as they, or people acting on their behalf, had taken custody of the original and a copy of a video made of Hillman’s first meeting with Kathy.

He had been drunk out of his mind and she had been seized by the older girls (who aptly called themselves the Bitch Brigade). Staggering back to his cottage one night after hours of heavy drinking, he had seen the trussed up figure of what he thought to be a young boy and commenced to having his way with the poor child. The girls had caught this on video and planned to use it against him as blackmail. But The Five had taken the copy they left for him and the original they had as well, saving him from blackmail and prosecution and Kathy from a huge embarrassment, although she had not been at fault.

Last Friday, he had asked Kathy if she knew anything about the video or this group. She had received a note as well on Wednesday morning telling her that the video would never see the light of day and that she was in safe hands with Hillman. She had originally thought that he had taken the video but now both were left with the mystery of this group, The Five.

On Friday night, after they were resting in Hillman’s bed (the students had later curfews on weekend nights), Kathy asked if she could bring Eva the following week, assuring the older man that her sister could be trusted to stay quiet about their affair. Hillman had another concern, but he and Kathy worked out a plan for that before she had to return to her dorm.

The same essay he had been staring blankly at for the last twenty minutes was still sitting on his kitchen table un-graded when Hillman heard the knock on the door. He let in Kathy and her young sister. Eva was eight and was quite similar to her sister with her slender build, brown eyes, and brown hair, although the younger girl’s had a slight wave to it. The teacher noted that she appeared to walk with a slight limp.

Once they were in the living room, Kathy immediately stripped down, quite eager to begin with her sister present. Eva moved more slowly in removing her clothing, but Hillman motioned to Kathy to be patient.

“Are you ready for this, Eva?” he asked.

“I think so,” the third grader answered in a small voice.

“She should be,” Kathy chimed in, handing Hillman a small bag.

He looked inside and saw two butt plugs, one a little larger than the other. He turned to Eva and asked, “Are you wearing the largest one, then?”

The little girl blushed and nodded her head.

“I couldn’t wear those things too much in bed because I was afraid Wendy would see them.”

“Wendy?”

“She’s my roommate and sometimes when we go to bed she wants to play the…ah, you know.”

“No, I’m afraid I don’t,” Hillman replied in genuine confusion.

Eva’s blush deepened to a dark crimson.

“It’s, um, called the Rubbing Game.”

“I see. It sounds stimulating. And how is it played?”

“Two girls get, um, naked,” Eva said. “Then one gets on top of the other and moves around so that both of their…um…rub, and….”

“I think I get the rest,” Hillman interrupted, saving Eva any further embarrassment. “And have you played this game, Kathy?”

Now it was the ten year-old’s turn to blush.

“No. I’ve heard about it. But Wendy started doing it last year and now she does it with Eva a lot and even her own little sister, Samantha.”

“Yeah, Samantha’s only in kindergarten and she’s really shy - except when she and Wendy are playing the Rubbing Game. Then she gets really wild. She wanted to play it with me, too, one time but I made an excuse to leave.”

Hillman thought for a moment, and then matched the name with the little curly-haired girl who was in Meagan’s group of friends. Very interesting - he wondered if Samantha was playing with Meagan or any of the other little ones.

“I think Mr. Hillman likes the Rubbing Game,” Kathy giggled as she pointed to the noticeable bulge growing beneath the teacher’s fly.

“What?” Hillman squawked in mock indignation. “Oh, this? Well…”

He unbuckled his pants and slid out of them. While Kathy eyed his thick meat expectantly, Eva moved back a step.

“Now don’t worry, Eva,” Hillman assured the girl. “It won’t hurt you. Let’s let your big sister show you one way to tame it.”

As Hillman sat down, Kathy got on her knees between his legs and beckoned Eva to come closer. Once her little sister was in place, Kathy started to stroke the cock and lick it. Eventually, she was able to coax Eva to join her. The eight year-old stared with huge eyes as she felt her first prick, hard and hot in her small hands. When she took her first tentative lick, she wasn’t sure what it would taste like. But it was fine - a slightly salty skin with a hint of muskiness.

While her little sister stroked and licked the teacher’s prick near the base, Kathy took over at the top, vigorously sucking the fat head while rubbing her hands on the shaft just below. Hillman made no attempt to control his climax. The sight of two very young girls, quite obviously sisters, attacking his manhood was incredibly erotic. He could see Kathy’s nostrils flare as she tasted his precum, well aware of what would happen next.

Eva felt Hillman’s prick begin to pulse in her hand and against her tongue. She thought this was the cumming that Kathy had described and looked up to see her sister frantically swallowing. Finally, Kathy gave up and pulled her mouth free as the last two spurts landed on her face. She closed her eyes tightly as the thick gobs painted her.

The three of them sat there quietly for a moment. Then Eva carefully traced one finger over the goo on one of her sister’s cheeks and then put the finger in her mouth. The stuff was salty and had a stronger taste then the man’s cock did on the outside. She didn’t care one way or the other about the flavor, but the realization of what was in her mouth and where it came from made her feel flushed all over.

The two naked little girls joined Hillman on the couch, cuddling in his arms. The teacher wanted to know all about Eva and they passed some pleasant time in conversation until his cock began to react to the soft, smooth young bodies in his grasp.

“It’s growing again,” Eva observed. “Does that mean you can do it again?”

“It certainly does.”

“And you’re going to put it in my butt, but not my vagina?”

“Yes. That’s why I gave Kathy those plugs to make you ready. I could barely get myself into her vagina and I’m afraid I would hurt you if I tried. Are you ready for your first time in your rump?”

“I hope so,” she said a little nervously.

“You’ll do splendidly, I’m sure.”

As they got up, he noticed that Eva was struggling to move properly with the plug still embedded in her backside. He scooped the youngster up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom as Kathy followed them. The older girl saw a towel on the bed and knew what that was for.

Hillman carefully laid Eva down face first on the bed. He gripped the exposed base of the plug and began to slowly pull on it while telling Eva to push. He could tell when the little girl complied and gave the plug a sharp yank. Eva yelped as the thickest portion of the plug popped through her orifice, followed by the long, tapered end. Hillman quickly walked the greasy object to the bathroom and dropped it in the sink for later cleaning.

When he returned, he took sometime to fondle Eva’s tight young buttocks, savoring the round smoothness of the flesh. Prying them apart, he saw her reddened, dilated hole stained with the lubricating gel from the plug. She was as ready as she was going to be.

Kathy wanted to watch him, but he had other plans. He had her lie on her back and then placed her little sister on top of her, face down.

“What are you doing?” Kathy asked.

“I think you should hold your little sister while she gets her first fucking, don’t you?”

“Could you?” Eva pleaded.

Kathy could tell Eva was getting scared, so she nodded and hugger her little sister tightly. Hillman didn’t want to waste any time and let Eva’s ass close up again, so he brought his prick to bear against the child’s entrance and began to push in. The young girl buried her face into her sister’s chest as she felt her interior being spread apart by the man’s hard flesh.

Hillman would push and pause, letting the child’s rectum adjust and straighten as he took her. Kathy, quite familiar with this process, reached down her pulled her little sister’s ass cheeks apart to assist with the penetration. Eva whimpered as she became more exposed and felt the steady invasion of her bowels. Hillman continued sinking into the greased, tight channel until he had a full six inches buried inside the eight year-old’s ass.

The little girl’s ass closed around his cock, sealing it in a hot and tight clasp. Her smooth tissues caressed the man’s thick cock as he slowly fucked in and out of her tender bottom. So intent on the drilling behind her, Eva shuddered in gasped in surprise when a sharp twinge shot from her clit. Holding her by her slim waist, Hillman had shifted her so that her cunny was mashed against Kathy’s.

Kathy realized it as well when she felt her little sister’s slit sliding over her clit before the two sensitive buttons made contact. Hillman couldn’t see Eva’s face but he grinned at the expression on Kathy’s.

“It looks like you’ll finally get to play the Rubbing Game,” he told the ten year-old.

Kathy shifted her body slightly and spread her legs more widely. She had already been getting wet again as she held her trembling sister, knowing that Eva was getting her first cock up the ass.

“K-Kathy,” Eva whispered. “My butt is so full and now my vagina is…I can’t do this.”

“Shh, yes you can. I’m holding you and…Ohhh!”

Hillman had shifted his angle on his next thrust; grinding Eva’s little pussy into Kathy’s hairless crotch. Both girls moaned with his second thrust. Eva’s anal channel had loosened a little more, allowing Hillman to thrust harder and longer into her still-tight rectum. He could hear wet squelching sounds from two sources - his cock plowing into Eva’s little ass and the lubricated stroking of the girls’ smooth, preteen pussies against each other.

Kathy was writhing furiously beneath the combined weight of Hillman and her sister while little Eva with her body so full of cock could do little but be pummeled from behind and rubbing of her virgin twat against her sister’s mound. The sisters came within a minute of each other while Hillman, sated from his earlier blowjob, kept control and continued to fuck the third grader from behind.

Kathy and Eva’s whining began again as their cunnies reacted to the continued pounding of the teacher from above them. Their bald muffs rode against each other, slick from the combined juices flowing from their modest slits. Each girl felt the growing pressure renew deep in their prepubescent bodies until it released in a mutual, incestuous orgasm that rendered both children limp and semi-conscious.

Hillman waited a few minutes before resuming his buggery of Eva. This third grader lifted her head as she felt the friction in her ass. As her little sister’s cunt rode over her own sex, Kathy’s eyes flew open.

“N-nuh. No,” she protested weakly, shaking her head.

Both little girls were at their limit, but Hillman thought they could stretched it a little more, just like Eva’s little eight year-old ass had stretched itself around his invading cock.

“Just one more time - and we all cum together,” he promised.

With that, he rammed into Eva, opening up the little girl’s ass one half of a virgin inch further. Eva moaned against the sweaty flesh of her sister’s flat chest. Soaked and inflamed, Kathy’s pussy quivered as her younger sister’s tight mound pressed into her slit, spreading her labia. Now as Hillman buggered Eva, the eight year-old’s hairless girl flesh slid against the inner surface of Kathy’s juicy outer lips.

Kathy bucked her hips upward in response, driving Eva’s tightly packed ass a little farther onto Hillman’s driving prick. Feeling her tiny mound kissed by the wet clasp of Kathy’s pussy, Eva began cumming again. As her sister’s quim jolted against her clit, Kathy followed suit.

Moving against two sweating, moaning little girls, Hillman sank his meat as far as he could into Eva’s body and blasted the child’s colon with his seed. Eva cried out as she felt the boiling eruption deep inside her bowels, knowing that her ass had been completely taken.

Reluctantly, he pulled his deflating manhood from Eva’s well-tenderized little rump. For a moment, there was nothing coming from her wide open anus as he had injected his sperm quietly deeply inside the third grader’s body. But he had the towel in place to catch his jism as the youngster’s ass finally began to leak. He rolled her over with the towel held against her and let the child drain.

“I’m still squishy inside,” Eva remarked a while later as she was getting dressed again. “But I did it, didn’t I?”

“I knew you could!” Kathy said as she hugged her sister.

Hillman gave Eva some toilet paper to pad her panties with after the two girls were once again primly attired in their school uniforms. Still recovering from her very thorough reaming, Eva walked a little awkwardly as Kathy helped her to the door. The fifth grader told her little sister that she would get better soon enough and that aspirin would help. Hillman went to his medicine cabinet and gave the girl something a little stronger from a leftover prescription, making her promise to only take one pill at a time.

“Can I come back with Kathy again?” she asked the teacher.

“After today’s exertions, I think we’d be lonely now without you,” answered Hillman with a wink.

Claridge Academy, Part 20

(Note: Part 20 takes place on Wednesday, the day after Parts 18 and 19.)

Ilsa eyed the two little girls standing before her critically. Maggie and Lauren had arrived at the estate a short while ago since the Claridge Academy had a half-day of classes to allow the teachers to attend some meetings in the afternoon. After being told they had been selected for a special surprise, the pair had been driven to the estate in a limousine. On the way, they had been served some juice that was laced with muscle relaxants and aphrodisiacs.

The woman knew the background of these girls. Maggie had taken her roommate, Lauren, on a weekend trip back to her family’s mansion a couple of weeks ago. There, Maggie’s thirteen year-old cousin, Jimmy, and his two friends had given the little girl her first ever fucking in all three holes. Lauren had been taken in the mouth and the ass as the boys had been told that her cherry was to be saved for later.

Having been instructed by one of their own teachers at their boarding school, the boys had tricked poor Lauren into believing the only way she could cum was to drink another girl’s cunny juices while her pussy was being rubbed. According to reports from clandestine observations by the girls’ dorm mother, this duplicity still held.

It was at least once a day that Lauren was on her knees, frigging her little pussy while eating Maggie’s hairless cunt. Maggie had grown accustomed to this treatment and was becoming more demanding, having Lauren lick her harder and harder. Lauren had asked Maggie if she could return the favor, but Maggie was completely uninterested in tasting the other five year-old’s twat. Two completely innocent little girls had been conditioned into a very grownup relationship with Maggie as the dominate partner and Lauren the submissive one.

“How are your little cunts feeling?” Ilsa asked the two kindergarteners.

“Juicy!” Maggie piped up, her blonde curls bouncing on her pretty head as she hopped in excitement. “Jimmy said that other people would play with us sometimes. Are you going to play with us?”

“A little,” Ilsa replied. “But I have some playmates for you who have just come to live here at the estate. They want to meet you - especially with their cocks.”

Maggie giggled. Her cousin had been sending her pornographic images in e-mails. Every student at Claridge had an e-mail account and the school did not check the contents very often, especially when students were receiving e-mails from accounts the families had listed with the school as safe. Although the sex had been a little scary when Jimmy and his friends started with her, she had been eager for more by the time they were finished.

“What about you, Lauren?” Ilsa asked.

Lauren squirmed and put one hand over the front of her skirt. The little girl had long brown hair and very attractive green eyes. Ilsa and other members of the estate, along with The Five, had been hoping she would become a raving little whore, but she didn’t seem to have the personality for it. This visit would verify this one way or the other.

“I don’t know,” she said softly, staring at the floor.

“Then we’ll just have to find out. Girls, take off your clothes and put them on the bench there.”

Maggie quickly stripped and looked expectantly at Ilsa. The woman picked up the naked child and tongue kissed her while holding her by the ass with one hand. With her other hand, she used one finger to find the tight folds of Maggie bald quim and introduced it into the little girl’s lubricating sex. Maggie sighed happily into Ilsa’s mouth. The woman finger fucked Maggie to a quick orgasm and then set the girl down. She turned to Lauren and frowned.

“The panties come off, too.”

Lauren reluctantly peeled the thin cotton underpants from her little body and stood naked before Ilsa. The woman held her dripping finger out.

“Suck this clean. You’ll like it - it’s Maggie’s cunt juice.”

Lauren did as she was told. When she was done, Ilsa grabbed the back of her head and forced the kindergartener’s face into her crotch.

“You like to eat pussy, so eat me now!” she growled.

The little girl did her best, probing at this slit that was so much bigger than Maggie’s and had hair all around it. Ilsa kept grinding her face harder against her steaming twat; barking orders as to where to lick, where to suck, and - to Lauren’s shock - where to bite. The little girl’s natural inclination was to take it slow and easy, but Maggie liked it harder and faster and this strange woman was even more demanding.

Finally, Lauren brought Ilsa to climax. The woman released the kindergartner, who stumbled back with her face soaked with grownup cunny drippings. Maggie giggled.

“That was barely adequate,” Ilsa sniffed. “Obviously, you’re limited. Come with me.”

She led Lauren over to a strange looking padded frame with straps. She tied the girl face down on it so that she was bent over with her backside nicely exposed. A firm ridge in the padding pressed into her tiny pussy slit. Lauren whimpered as she was secured in place.

“Oh, lighten up,” Ilsa told the frightened youngster. “It’s not like you’re the first kindergartener from Claridge to ride this. In fact, we had a pair of your little friends over last weekend - one of them was on this very one.”

Lauren gulped in surprise. Who could that have been? Meagan and Whitney were away last weekend - had they been made to do this?

What she didn’t know was that in fact it was those two, along with a pair of fourth graders, who had been placed on these things and had their anal virginity taken on stage by Jimmy and three other thirteen year-olds. The boys had been quite pleased with themselves and thought they were studs. Then Ilsa had taken on all four at once and left them exhausted on the floor in a guest suite a few hours later when she left to find some new fun.

Ilsa tapped an intercom on the wall and told someone to “send them in.”

Less than a minute later, four boys around twelve or thirteen entered the room. They were all black - very dark with no hint of racial mixing. And they were all quite naked. As they looked at Maggie, their cocks began to grow and stiffen. Each of the boys has a small smattering of pubic hair beginning to grow in groins.

“This is Curtis, Roy, Terrence, and Jay. I’ll just sit here and watch while they have fun. Boys, this is Maggie. She comes from some old money and likes to take cock anywhere she can. That thing tied down over there is Lauren. You can use her if you want, but leave her pussy alone.”

Lauren started to weep. What was wrong with her wee wee that Maggie didn’t want to lick it and nobody wanted to play with it. Part of her was glad because she was scared of the boys and their hard things, but it still made her feel inadequate.

Curtis had Maggie lie on the floor and got down on top of her. He pulled her legs up and back so she was nearly folded in half. In this position, her baby smooth cunny was completely exposed with the outer lips slightly parted. Curtis admired the pink interior as he brought his cock to bear.

Maggie felt a small jolt of fear course through her as she watched this cock press against her tiny mound. It was a little bigger than Jimmy’s and so dark. Would it hurt? She gasped as she felt the hot flesh make contact and begin to push in.

Curtis felt the wet, tight embrace around his cock head as it plowed into the small pale quim of the child beneath him. The meaty feel of her slippery hole made him want to cum at once, but Ilsa would not be pleased. As soon as he got halfway in, he started to fuck Maggie in earnest. With each thrust, he inched a little further into the youngster’s twat. Maggie’s drug-affected cunt expanded to meet his invasion and sent shivers of pleasure though her tight little body.

The five year-old was gasping and grunting loudly as the adolescent pounded his rock hard meat into her pussy. Ilsa fingered her own cunt in appreciation as she watched the little girl take everything she was given with enthusiasm that belied her tender age. Curtis needed to release and knew he’d have more than one shot at this hot little blonde, so he blew his load into the kindergartner’s cunny, filling her womb and sending the rest of his load squirting out of her pussy along with plenty of her juices in a frothy mess.

Lauren stared with her mouth agape as she saw Maggie’s trim little pussy that she loved to lick get stretched apart by the ebony cock. Now it was a dripping, reddened hole. Ilsa noticed her expression and said something to Jay. The boy eagerly greased his stiff cock while Ilsa turned Maggie over.

Jay expertly speared his black cock between the child’s small white buttocks. Maggie pushed with her bowels like she had been taught and felt her ass get plumbed by the boy’s turgid prick. Like Curtis, he was a little bigger then Jimmy and his friends, so little Maggie had her ass opened more than it had been. She was a tight fit and Jay had to twist a little to get all of his length past her clenching anus and into her warm guts.

With Ilsa’s assistance, he stood up with Maggie firmly planted on his erection. Ilsa helped him walk up to Lauren and stand in front of the captive girl’s face.

“Lauren,” Ilsa said. “Do try to be of some use and clean your friend’s cunt.”

Jay shuffled forward and gave Lauren a better view as he held Maggie’s legs apart. Lauren could see the base of Jay’s dark cock before the rest disappeared into Maggie’s milky-toned ass. Maggie’s little quim was dripping with the other boy’s jism and Lauren obediently began to lap at the smooth mound and stretched slit. She could taste the mix of adolescent sperm and five year-old pussy on her tongue as she slowly licked Maggie clean.

Ilsa hit a hidden switch that started the vibrator embedded in the padding pressed against Lauren’s pussy. Although she knew the vibrations were coming from outside her body, Lauren felt her pussy react and flood as she once again had her mouth at work against Maggie’s soft little mound and cleft.

Maggie’s cunt was on fire from the drugs and Curtis’ fuck. The presence of Jay’s cock in her overfilled ass and Lauren’s desperate-to-please tongue brought her to climax and she gave her friend a pussy juice chaser as the last of the sperm was licked away.

When she was done, Jay shuffled over behind Lauren. Terrence had put a stool there which allowed Jay to stand high enough to place Maggie on top of Lauren’s back with her pussy lying against Lauren’s buttocks. Gripping the little blonde’s tiny waist, He began fucking her sweet little ass. At the end of each inward stroke, he would pause and admire how his new dark pubes curled against the small child’s smooth white ass cheeks.

Maggie gripped Lauren’s shoulders and held on for dear life and Jay sodomized her roughly. It hurt a little, but she felt something growing in her loins because of it. It was far beyond the five year-old’s maturity to make sense of this, so she just let her feelings take over. Jay shifted her slightly so that her pussy moved from Lauren’s ass crack to lie flatly against the right cheek. The round little globe of ass flesh melded nicely with her own slippery cunt with the smooth skin of each girl smeared with Maggie’s fluids.

Lauren’s pussy was driven harder against the vibrating ridge in the padding from the pummeling that Jay was giving Maggie. She felt the slimy warmth against her buttock and knew it was her friend’s most intimate place riding there. Now as she could hear Maggie breathing heavily and grunting in her ear, the little girl came furiously. She tried to buck against the straps holding her in place, but she could not move. The vibrator continued to pulse mindlessly against the little girl’s spasming pussy.

“We made your friend cum,” Jay told Maggie. “She’s a whore, isn’t she?

“Yes,” Maggie breathlessly agreed as her rectum was abused for the boy’s pleasure. She didn’t know what ‘whore’ meant, but she was willing to go with anything he asked.

Lauren didn’t know the meaning of the word either, but didn’t think Jay meant it kindly. That Maggie thought she was a whore (whatever that was) too nearly broke her heart. Her mournful reverie was broken as Maggie yelped when she felt the first spurt of hot fluid erupt deep inside her ass. After he emptied himself inside the compliant five year-old’s bowels, he jammed a hand against her bald pussy and made her cum easily.

After he pulled out of Maggie’s weeping anus, he passed the little girl off to Terrance and Roy who brought her back to the middle of the room so Ilsa and Lauren could watch as Maggie was placed on her hands and knees. Roy fed her his cock, positioning the little girl’s head just right and telling her to hold her breath as he shoved his meat right down her throat. Maggie’s cure little nose was tickled by his few strands of pubic hair.

Jay’s sperm continued to trickle from Maggie’s dilated asshole and stain the plump hairless lips tucked between her legs below, not that she needed any more wetness there. Terrance slid his cock into the tiny cleft and watched as the outer labia spread to take his member. Soon both boys were avidly pumping in and out of the five year-old’s small but pliant holes. Maggie’s mouth and pussy gurgled with her fluids as she took stroke after stroke of cock into her immature body.

Lauren remained helplessly trapped as she watched the sordid scene. At the same time, her quim was signaling its reaction to the incessant attention of the vibrator. Jay remained behind her, but she couldn’t turn her head to see what he was doing was she felt his fingers on her buttock.

Jay was impressed by the copious amount of dew that Maggie’s orgasm had left on Lauren’s ass cheek. He swirled two fingers around on Lauren’s rump until they were coated, and then slid them into the crevice and down to the tightly puckered. As the air hit her now exposed orifice, Jay could see her sphincter clench even tighter. He grinned as he wriggled one finger against small target and worked it inside. Lauren’s ass was now being violated with the aid of Maggie’s cunt juice.

Lauren whined as Jay’s rude finger in her ass also pressed against her cunny, making the vibrations seem stronger. And being felt around inside her bottom was unsettling and made her feel a little better about not having been penetrated in her vagina. She felt her asshole being stretched even more and then another Maggie-lubricated finger entered her rear end. As he flexed both fingers inside the little girl’s rectum, Jay laughed as he felt her muscles straining to expel him. He kept at it for several minutes Curtis tapped him on the shoulder.

“She’s all yours, bro,” Jay said as he stepped back.

Curtis stepped up and spread Lauren’s cute little butt cheeks apart.

“Please don’t put your fingers in me back there,” she pleaded.

“Since you said please, I won’t,” Curtis promised as Jay covered his mouth to stifle a laugh.

When he saw the kindergartener relax, he made his move. Lauren was already feeling the familiar hot tightness coiling between her legs when she felt Curtis plunge his hot cock through her anus and deep into her rectum. The force of his thrust rammed her clit against the vibrating ridge and pusher her over the edge to a climax. The little girl screamed in shock, agony, and orgasmic pleasure all in one wail.

Even Ilsa turned her head in reaction to the noise, seeing Lauren’s body go rigid inside her bonds before the child slumped, completely limp. Jay was laughing and Curtis just shrugged as he pounded his way in and out of the little girl’s bowels.

“Mmph?” Maggie asked around Roy’s cock, her eyes wide and fearful.

“Nah, she’s all right,” Roy assured her.

Maggie relaxed again as Roy and Terrance resumed their pleasures with her body. Even though she thought Lauren was being a baby when it came to sex, they were still friends and she didn’t want to see her get hurt.

The door to the room opened and a large man with his dark hair slicked back entered, looking around. His name was Richard and he acted as emcee for the sexual stage shows that were held in the estate’s dinner theater.

“What the hell was that?” he asked.

“That little thing over there,” Ilsa said with a flick of her thumb. “Perhaps you can keep her quiet.”

“I’ll do my best.”

He walked over to Lauren and took her by the chin, tilting her face up to where he could see.

“Hello, there Miss Green Eyes. That was quite a yell you did. How about if I fix it so that you won’t have to yell again?”

Thinking this man would stop the enthusiastic buggering she was taking, Lauren nodded. To her horror, the man unzipped his fly and took out a prick that was even larger than any of the boys’.

“Did you see how Maggie was holding her breath when Roy shoved it all the way in? That’s what you have to do. Ready now, here we go.”

Although she was frightened, she quickly took a deep breath as Richard stuffed his cock down her throat. She nearly gagged and choked as her throat muscles expanded. But unlike taking a large swallow, the presence remained there, sliding in and out. After what seemed an eternity, he pulled out so that only his head was past her lips. Greedily, the girl took several breaths of fresh air.

Richard told her to start sucking and she used her mouth to pleasure his prick head. When he told her to take a breath, she did and once again felt her throat become clogged with man meat. While she suffered his deep throated presence again, the rubbing of her little cunny slit on the vibrating ridge made her cum and suddenly exhale through her nose. Richard realized what had happened and pulled his cock out prematurely so she wouldn’t suffocate.

Grateful for fresh air and in the afterglow of her latest climax, Lauren was feeling almost blissful when the sharp, scalding sensation in her backside announced that Curtis was sullying her rectum with his jism. As he saw the boy bury his cock between the creamy little buttocks one last time, Richard pushed his cock back into the unprepared child’s mouth and past her tonsils.

Lauren panicked because she hadn’t taken a breath, but quickly knew it would be over soon when Richard sent hot, sticky gobs of semen down her throat. The little girl helplessly felt his seed run freely into her belly, further tainting her reluctant, young body from the inside.

For Maggie, taking more sperm into her compact little holes was quite the obvious. The five year shivered as Roy and Terrance came almost simultaneously, driving their jism down her prepubescent throat and cunny. They pulled out, leaving her to lick a few escaping drops from her lips while Terrance’s load dribbled from her immature slit and down the smooth skin of her inner thighs.

Maggie eagerly looked around for her next cock as Richard zipped up his fly. He picked the girl up and cradled her in one arm as he slipped his middle finger into her tiny cunt hole. Maggie kicked her lower legs with delight as this new man finger fucked her fast and hard, making the remaining semen in her baby channel froth as it flew out of her. Turning so that Lauren could get a direct, close-up view of her friend’s pussy being freely penetrated, Richard mauled Maggie’s clit with his thumb and soon had the child quaking in his grip with another good cum.

When she was done, he lowered Maggie to the floor where she slid bonelessly from his arm. Then he deposited his finger in Lauren’s mouth so she could clean it properly. After making sure the little girl swallowed the mixed beverage of jism of cunny drippings, he removed his finger, gave Ilsa a nod, and left the room.

After a brief respite, Roy laid on the floor while Terrance and Curtis lifted Maggie up and lowered her ass-first onto his cock. The little girl moaned as the shaft slid through her anus and filled her bowels. Lauren got a perfect view of the black prick spreading the tiny blonde’s ivory-colored ass cheeks apart as Roy sodomized her. Once he had himself completely inside of the kindergartener, he pulled her shoulders down to him so that she was lying back on top of his chest.

Jay knelt down and pressed the bulbous head of his prick against the child’s smooth, delicate cunny lips. Although eager for more sex, Maggie gulped because she knew what was coming next, having been double and triple penetrated by Jimmy and his friends. Although she stayed quiet, she could hear Lauren moan as Jay pushed himself into her tiny mound.

Maggie bit her lower lip as her pussy was pulled wide to its endurance. The people at the estate had plenty of experience with defiling children and knew just how much a little girl of her age could take with the proper addition of muscle relaxants. At last, the boy had three inches of himself inside of her before he reached her cervix.

Roy held her under the arms and slid her up and down on his cock while Jay fucked her from above. Lauren could help but stare as she watched her friend be openly and consensually used this way. She squeezed her eyes shut but had top open them as she heard Maggie moaning as two vibrant, black adolescent cocks pumped in and out of the rich little girl’s creamy loins and bottom.

Terrance knelt beside Roy and tapped Maggie on the shoulder. She craned her neck and took his cock into her mouth. Roy stopped moving her and just thrust his hips to give her short strokes in the ass while she sucked Terrance and had her pussy rammed by Jay. Once they had become comfortable with their positions, the boys were able to fuck each small hole a little harder.

At the age of five, the tiny heiress from a long, distinguished family line skillfully took three adolescent cocks inside of her at once before she was simultaneously filled with a trio of black sperm. They left her panting on the floor with semen dripping from each orifice, staining her smooth white skin as it dried and crusted over.

Lauren looked at her well-used friend, transfixed by what she had seen. She jerked her head up in surprise as she heard Curtis shout. Ilsa was standing with her legs apart, holding the strong young boy by his ass as he pushed and pulled him, controlling all movement as they fucked. His body jerked spasmodically as he pushed his load into her. When he was done, the woman released him and dropped to the floor, completely spent.

She walked over to Lauren, stepping over the other boys and the well-fucked Maggie and looked at the child strapped to the frame.

“So, are you ready for all of this?” she asked Lauren. “We can find you more playmates.”

Lauren closed her eyes and shook her head. Ilsa chuckled and stepped over to the girl’s side.

“Well, I tried to give you the opportunity. It’s your loss, but here’s something to remember me by.”

“Wit ha strangely gentle touch, she grazed Lauren’s buttocks with her finger tips, swirling over each tight, round cheeks in slow, sensual patterns. Lauren sighed; this was so much better. Then Ilsa placed the fat of her hand against the little girl’s ass and savagely shoved her down, pressing the hairless pussy against the vibrating ridge in the padding. Lauren cried out as the woman moved the hand gripping her little rump, grinding her childish mound against the vibrator until her body betrayed her and made her cum one last time.

As she recovered, Ilsa turned off the vibrator. It took Lauren a moment to register that her pussy was no longer being pummeled by it. Ilsa took her by the chin and spoke again as she stared into the child’s vibrant green eyes.

“Such a disappointment. You would have looked so damn yummy in latex and leather and just the right amount of metal in all the right places. You and Maggie are clearly not compatible. So I’ll see her again while you…well, you’ll be placed with someone you’re more suitable for. Too bad you won’t be having fun with us - and with some of your other little friends.”

Ilsa left the room with the boys in tow after calling for someone to clean up the girls and bring them back the school. Lauren desperately wanted to get the taste of cum gone from her mouth and the slimy residue sticking in her rectum. Maggie thought the fluids squishing around inside her were fun.

Lauren sniffled on the ride back, refusing to look at Maggie until the blonde put her arm around Lauren’s shoulders.

“Lauren, are we still friends?”

“Yes, but I don’t want to play those games. They’re scary”

“Okay. Miss Ilsa said you can’t.”

“I know. But what are they going to do when she said I had to be with someone else?”

“Maybe they’ll play the games you like.”

“I hope so.”

Lauren went straight to the shower after they return to the dorm. Picking a shower head in the corner of the room, she soaked herself a vigorously scrubbed between her ass cheeks in fear there was anything left there from the afternoon. Finally, she stopped and looked down, delicately fingering her small genitals.

She didn’t understand why some things made it feel so good, even when she was scared like today and tied down. Until she started school, it was just a place where she peed and where her parents had told her not to let strangers touch. That taboo had well broken in the past few weeks, although none of the boys had penetrated her there like they had done with a very willing Maggie. If she wanted to keep playing that game, Lauren didn’t want any part of it.

She heard another shower start and looked to see what of her dorm mates, Whitney in the opposite corner with an odd look on her face. Lauren blushed - although she had been standing with her back to the other girl, had Whitney seen her touching herself between her legs? Whitney didn’t seem to act like that. In fact, she was washing her little bum intently, too.

“Are you okay?” Lauren asked the diminutive blonde. Whitney had a very gentle nature and maybe she was someone Lauren could talk to about all of these very confusing things.

“Um, I…uh huh,” Whitney answered, clearly lost in thought and not wanting to talk much.

“Good night,” said Lauren as she left the other girl in her reverie.

In their bedroom, Maggie wriggled into her night gown but left her panties off, pausing to allow Lauren time to kneel before her and lick her pussy, like she had done every night before bed since their weekend at Maggie’s family’s estate. Maggie saw Lauren start to climb into bed when the other girls stopped to look back at her.

“I’m just going to go to bed tonight,” Lauren said with a tinge of sadness in her voice.

“Oh,” Maggie replied. “Um…good night.”

“Good night.”

Maggie slipped her panties on and got into bed. She knew something was now different between her and Lauren. She hoped she hadn’t hurt her friend’s feelings. And a small, selfish part of her missed cumming with the other little girl’s mouth on her pussy.

Claridge Academy, Part 21

(Note: Part 21 takes place on Wednesday, the same day as Part 20.)

There had been a change in the routine when Headmaster Marshall Eddings summoned eleven year-old Naomi Chandler to his office after school hours. With the improved drug that made it appear that the student was functioning perfectly normally, the sixth grader’s complicit dorm mother would administer the drug before telling her to go to the headmaster’s office. This way, she would never even be aware that she was there if she was feeling anything odd in some intimate places afterward. There was always the suggestion made to her while she was still under the drug’s influence that she had been in the library or something else that was perfectly routine.

This worked well except in the case of one of her dorm mates, to whom it appeared that something was just not exactly right. Kay Daly was a thin girl with brown frizzy hair she tried to tame by keeping it in a ponytail. From the back, she could pass as a boy. But in front, the eleven year-old had sprouted a luscious pair of very firm, medium apple-sized breasts that appeared to be even larger when set against her slender frame. To her embarrassment, she had noticed looks this past summer when her modest bosom began to really blossom. The sidelong glances and outright stares came from boys her age, older boys, and even grown men when she and her family were at the beach.

For someone who preferred the company of books to most other people, this new attention was nearly unbearable. When she returned to school, several girls had complimented her on her maturing bust (and the many girls in her class who were still flat-chested or only had nubbins to fill their training bras were downright envious). Kay consoled herself that at least she hadn’t started growing hair “down there” yet like her thirteen year-old cousin. She didn’t mind growing up - she just didn’t want too much of it at once.

At least when she buried herself in her books, the characters never commented on her chest. She loved mysteries best of all, especially with girls like Nancy Drew and Hazel Green solving the mysteries. Kay felt that something was a mystery involving Naomi and these evenings where she went away for a couple of hours and could never exactly explain what she had been up to.

Kay watched from behind a tree as Naomi ascended the steps and entered the front door of the administration building. Why would any student be there after normal hours? The mystery was deepening. She waited for over five minutes before she worked up the nerve to follow her friend into the building. Reading about her heroines snooping around in places they shouldn’t be was one thing, but actually being here could land her in real trouble.

Cautiously, she tiptoed from one room to another, checking the ones that weren’t locked. All that was left on this floor were the offices of the department heads and of the headmaster himself. There were lights on in his outer office, so Naomi must be there. She had just worked up the nerve to enter this last hallway when a strong hand clapped a chloroform-soaked rag over her face and everything faded away.

As one of his students was being smuggled off of school grounds in a van, Headmaster Eddings was busy at his desk. Naomi was complexly naked and bent over, her budding breasts squashed against his blotter. They were both grunting in tandem as he rammed his unimpressive prick between the eleven year-old’s ripe young buttocks. The cylinder of meat probed the youngster’s tight rectum as far as it could reach. Soon it would wash the area in semen, but the headmaster had plenty of time and was able to restrain his cum while enjoying his little sodomy session.

Kay awoke in a dimly lit room with her wrists and ankles strapped to a chair. For some reason she couldn’t identify, her vagina felt warm and flushed. (While she was knocked out, she had received an injection in her groin that contained a very power stimulant.) But she was fully dressed, so she didn’t think anything like she had been vaguely warned about in the past had actually happened.

Five men in full head, face-concealing masks sat in chairs arranged in a semi circle in front of her. They were smiling calmly as she shook off her grogginess.

“It looks like our little snoop is awake,” said one.

“Where am I?” she asked.

“In a safe place,” another answered. “You’ll come to no harm here, although you might just have a life-changing experience.”

“What have you done to Naomi?” Kay demanded.

“Who?” said another man.

“I think she means the first girl who went into the admin building,” said the first one.

“That’s right,” replied Kay. “She’s with the headmaster for some reason. Something is going on that is very strange, and I wanted to find out what it is.”

“Something strange with the headmaster?” said another man. “That’s a laugh!”

“If she’s with Eddings, she’s probably in danger of falling asleep as he prattles on about the school traditions and academics,” said the first one, lying smoothly.

All five knew the purpose of Naomi’s visit and were quite happy for Eddings to have his way with her. What they didn’t want was for some nosy, would-be detective to walk in on them.

“However,” said the second man who had spoken. He continued to fabricate his hoax. “We have certain secret affairs that no one at the school knows about and we can’t risk being exposed at this crucial juncture of our research.”

“What is it?” Kay asked. She was on the verge of learning something big. And this is just how a detective would act; bolding confronting her captors.

“If we told you, it wouldn’t be much of a secret, now would it? No, we had best make sure that you don’t look any further and we know just where to start.”

“Have you any experience with sex?” asked another man.

“What?” Kay gasped. “Of course not!”

“Oh good,” chortled one of the men. “We get to attend a premiere!”

“Please don’t do anything,” Kay begged, suddenly feeling very timid and not caring about mysteries anymore.

“Oh, I think you’re more than ready,” scoffed another man. “What with those saucy little tits of yours jutting out. And I’ll be your pussy is steaming up at just the thought of what we might do.”

Kay realized that she was feeling very hot and (oh goodness!) very wet between her legs.

“Please. No!”

“Perhaps then we should enjoy the company of another student?” asked the first man, who seemed to be in charge.” What about her?”

He pressed a button on a small remote control unit in his hand and a photo was projected on a wall. It was regular school photo of a little girl in a Claridge uniform. Her brown hair was in twin braids and a pair of wire-framed glasses was perched on top of her cute button nose. She had a wide smile and displayed a gap from a missing front baby tooth in her lower jaw. Kay gasped - it was her little sister, Michelle, who was in the first grade!

“We could take out the other front teeth - that would make for a very nice blowjob,” one of the men suggested.

“A capital idea!” said the first man. “What do you think, Miss Daly?”

“No! Leave her alone! I’ll…” she paused and dropped her head. “I’ll do anything.”

“That’s the spirit!” the first man commended her. “Gentlemen, to the bed.”

Kay was released form the chair and led to a bed, where she was told to undress. With trembling fingers, she removed her school uniform and stood before the five mysterious men in only her panties and bra.

“And now the brassiere, Miss Daly,” the leader coaxed.

Kay squeezed her eyes closed and reached around to unclasp her bra. When she removed, it, her firm little breasts did not move at all and remained protruding from her narrow chest. They were snow white with nickel-sized, dark pink areolas. Her nervousness and the drugs coursing through her young body made the nipples stand erect. The men sat on the edges of the bed and the leader motioned Kay over to him.

With the little girl half naked before him, he reached out and took a breast in each hand, enjoying the heat of her incredibly smooth skin as he massaged the mounds of girl flesh. Kay shuddered as her new breasts were fondled for the first time. The man swirled his fingers over her nipples, making them stiffen even harder. A flash shot from between her legs and she fought to keep her knees from buckling. The man noticed this but did not mention it when he spoke.

“These certainly are a fine pair you have here. I’m sure your father must be proud.”

Kay whimpered something unintelligible.

“What? You mean Daddy has never copped a feel? The poor man must be dead from the waist down. These look good enough to eat, so…”

He leaned forward and opened his mouth wide to capture as much of the child’s left breast in his mouth as possible. Her budding flesh was quite succulent and he took a little extra time with his tongue to show is appreciation of the nipple. With a quick nip on the hardened bit of flesh, he let her go and leaned back. Kay felt even more exposed as she felt the air instantly cool the coating of saliva on her once private area.

She was gently prodded to the next man, who sampled her right breast with his mouth while he used his hand to examine her other one. The next man took one in each hand and drove his face between them. They were still small enough to be spread and not give the girl any cleavage yet. The man used this stage of development to lick and suck at the sensitive skin between her mounds.

On the third side of the bed sat the last two men. Simultaneously, they each took an eleven year-old titty in their mouths and sucked greedily at the nipples until Kate was moaning in shame and something else she couldn’t describe. And why did these men playing with her little boobies make her feel so strange in her crotch? When they were done with her, the leader got up and came around to her side of the bed.

“That was a fine appetizer, Miss Daly. And now for the main course - your panties off, please.”

Kay’s eyes welled with tears and she begged not to have to do this. The man patted her head gently.

“Now it’s not we don’t already have a good look at what’s inside, you know. Take a look.”

Kay looked down and was mortified to see that the crotch of her panties was soaked through. The thin cotton was plastered to her vulva, giving everyone a good view of her mound and cleft.

“Oh!” she squeaked. “I don’t know how…Oh, please don’t think I peed. I mean I…I…”

“You’re feeling quite different down there, no?” the leader prompted.

Kay was completely flustered by her body’s reaction. Dumbly, she nodded. Whoever these men were, at least they understood - even she completely didn’t. She slid her wet underpants down her legs and stepped out of them. She stood upright again wit ha small shiver.

“There’s nothing to be concerned about, young Kay,” the leader assured her. “You are growing up and you are simply doing what a growing young girl does when she’s pleasured. And this was only the start.”

The other two men slid aside as he sat on the bed and took her hairless sex in his hand. The sixth grader’s body went rigid as she felt his molestation. Using his fingers to caress her smooth flesh, he pulled her outer lips apart enough to allow one finger to slide up the moist slit and press against the tiny clit.

Kay let out a sharp groan and fell forward as her pussy seemed to convulse. The man deftly caught her and laid her across his lap. She was at the incredibly erotic age where her budding little breasts signaled the approach of adolescence while the mound between her legs remained smooth and quite childish. He spread her cunny lips apart again, tracing one finger tip over the pink insides of her narrow channel before coming to rest at the modest bit of membrane blocking the rest of her inner sex.

Twiddling the girl’s clit, he turned to one of the other men and said, “I believe it is your turn to be the first one, correct?”

“Yes, as I was a little too large to break open that little seven year-old ago at the party in Bonn last week. I appreciate your not taking that as a forfeit of my turn.”

“Of course not. And we appreciate your discretion. Fortunately, the young Swiss miss was quite accomplished in taking you down her throat before the evening was done. Anyway, Miss Daly should be able to provide just enough to accommodate you. Oops, here she cums now.”

Kay cried out as she had her first ever orgasm under the skilled ministrations of the leader’s fingers. The other man bowed slightly to the leader, who moved the gasping child from his lap to the bed.

Kay was in a slight delirium from her first cum and barely felt something being slid under her rump. The drugs now mixing with her elevated hormones made her pussy even more riled up while at the same time dulling her thought processes. A hooded man crawled over her and she was confused to see something jutting from out from his pants. It took her a moment to realize she was looking at a man’s penis.

Now that was something she didn’t see every day! No, wait, this was the first day she ever saw one aside from a drawing in the sex-education class all girls in her grade were currently taking. She had been so embarrassed at the illustration then and now here was the real thing, literally in the flesh and it was just…there.

The man lifted her thighs up and apart. Kay knew he could see all the way into her vagina that way and blushed. What a strange thing to be doing with his penis hanging out. And now he was touching her with that very same penis; touching her vagina, of all things. Why, that was…

“Oh! No, please don’t,” Kay begged uselessly.

The young girl’s pussy was well self-lubricated, easing the way as the helmet-shaped head of the man’s prick burrowed between her tight lips. The bald mound spread apart and Kay shuddered as she intimately felt the intrusion into her untried body. As the head pressed against the child’s maidenhead, the man stopped and shifted his body slightly. All of his prick head was buried between the hairless cunny lips which sealed themselves around his meat. Her inner labia were pulled wide and taut and only a fragile barrier remained to guard her innocence.

The man pushed down, forcing his cock through the prepubescent girl’s hymen, making it burst in a small bloom of virginal blood as he invaded her tight sheath. Kay exhaled sharply with a meaningless word as she took her initial penetration. She had felt the shredding and knew on some level that her virginity was gone. She couldn’t reason as to why this was significant.

What did dominate her senses was the massive intrusion which seemed to be changing the shape of her body on the inside as it moved in and out of her. She was pressed inward and apart as it moved in, and then seemed to tug on her insides as it moved out again before the next thrust. It was too much for her drug-infused system the impaled little girl churned around the man’s cock as she climaxed.

The hooded man increased his tempo as the eleven year-old mindlessly gasped and thrashed beneath him. Her tight little body was glowing with sweat as he pushed his way into the sopping heat of her preteen snatch. Kay’s hairless sex, so sweet and small, looked perverse as it undulated around his turgid, invading member. Thin bubbles of red froth began to stain her smooth cunny lips as if to desperately prove to the world that this little girl had just grown up in a very big way.

The pummeling of hard flesh into her tight young pussy gave way to a surge of liquid heat, followed by more as the man poured his seed into the youngster’s barely developing womb which was still too young to provide a viable egg to make the sixth grader a young mother.

The men admired their colleague’s work as he climbed off the child to fully reveal his handiwork. A pinkish slime oozed from her quim and onto a piece of white silk that had been placed under her before she was taken. The man wiped her conquered twat with the silk held up the soiled fabric like a battle flag.

“That was, in the vernacular of de Sade, quite an impressive pucelage.”

The others clustered around the bed and looked down at young Kay’s deflowered form. The leader nodded to another man who soon was plumbing the preteen’s snug, vaginal depths with his cock. The youngster barely registered the change in partners, only knowing that she needed more of this male presence that filled her body. That presence had been interrupted once and she didn’t want it to happen again.

Instinctively, he tried to wrap her legs around the man, but her limbs were too small. But she was till rewarded with more cock embedded her in her young sex until another series of hot, gooey surges washed deep into her, accompanied by her own delicious release. Then the presence was gone, but another took its place - again, and again, and again…

The clouds in Kate’s mind were dissolving as she regained her mind as she lay naked on the well-stained mattress. She knew what had happened, but couldn’t count the number of times she had….and they had… Her face turned crimson.

“Here, drink this,” a man’s voice said as someone helped her to a sitting position.

She opened her mouth as a cold glass was pressed to her lips. Gratefully, she drank the water, surprised at how dry her mouth and throat had become. When the glad was drained, she slowly looked down between her legs, where she felt more liquid than solid. Her little quim was still draining into a puddle of semen below it. Her crotch and inner thighs were coated with the stuff and she could see a few flecks of red.

“Am I still bleeding?” she asked with a tinge of panic to her voice.

“No, that only happened the first time. Here’s a towel to clean up with, along with a washcloth in that bowl there. Your clothes are on that chair over there and take these pills to help with the soreness you may experience later.”

The men quietly left the room to let the young girl clean herself and try to regain some of her modesty. She was tugging on her school blazer when they returned.

“What will happen to me now?” she asked.

“You’ll be taken back to school - your ride is ready.”

“So, this is it?”

“Oh no,” the leader chuckled. You know something about us and we know quite a bit about you. We will summon you from time to time to join us. You cannot deny the pleasure you felt, can you?”

“No,” Kay admitted, looking at the floor.

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of. You should enjoy it - and we will have even more fun together.”

Kay suddenly jerked her head up.

“You’re not going to…to do anything to Michelle, are you?”

“She is safe. In fact, if you cooperate with us, you’ll have the opportunity to attend some parties and some exclusive special events - concerts, stage musicals and, oh, mysteries.”

“I’d like that,” she said softly.

“Excellent. Now here are some pills for you. If tonight’s exertions were too much, these will help with the pain. Just follow the instructions. The pills in the unmarked bottle are to be taken once a day without fail. They will help you be ready for whenever we meet again. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

In fact, the mystery pills were for birth control. The men did not know how soon she would might able to conceive, but they didn’t want to take a chance. However, a couple of them fantasized about her budding little body suddenly becoming lush with the curves of pregnancy.

Everyone said their goodbyes and Kay left as directed toward the waiting van.

One of the men chuckled as they removed their hoods.

“I guess the school curriculum isn’t as advanced as we thought,” he reflected.

“What do you mean?” asked another member of The Five.

“Well, there we had one of the top students in her class and she didn’t even realize she had just agreed to become one of our whores.”

“Ah, ah, ah,” the leader corrected. “Claridge does not produce whores - only courtesans. After all, we have do have our standards.”

Claridge Academy, Part 22

(Note: Part 22 takes place on Thursday, the day after Part 21.)

“There’s certainly something to be said for déjà vu,” a member of The Five remarked.

“Indeed,” agreed another as they looked at the television monitor at the two naked little girls strapped into chairs in the adjoining room.

It was just two day after they had their previous pair of five year-olds in that very room. The men who comprised The Five were the power brokers who, among other things, controlled many unofficial activities involving the prestigious girls’ boarding school, Claridge Academy.

Things had been progressing rapidly with six kindergartners at the school, all of whom shared the same dorm unit consisting of three bedrooms with two girls each, a common room, and a suite for the dorm mother who watched after the girls outside of the class. Two days prior, two of the girls, Gretchen and Meagan, had been taken to this room in a building away from the campus where each girl learned about the other’s sexual activities. In the case of Gretchen, she also learned about her own since she had been drugged during her previous encounters.

Then both children saw themselves performing in a porn movie while both had been drugged. The night ended with two very tired and well-climaxed little girls with cum dripping from their precious behinds. They had been encouraged to pleasure themselves and each other as often as possible. To the continuing amusement of The Five and some of their extended group, the pair innocently thought that the phrase “hot little sluts” meant they were supposed to be very grown up and due grownup things with their bodies. Although this was quite true, their sincerity in using the exact phrase to describe themselves was very endearing.

Yesterday, another set of roommates were taken to the group’s estate where they were subjected to more sex with some of the other residents there. One of the girls, Maggie, had responded very well. The other, Lauren, had been more timid and clearing didn’t like some of the harder aspects of it. The Five also had some doubts about the predilections of the current two girls and were going to determine their paths tonight.

Last night, the five men had taken their pleasure with and eleven year-old from the school who lost her cherry that night while gaining a great deal of knowledge about her body. Tonight, it was back to the younger set.

Samantha had long dark curly hair and light blue eyes. Normally, she was quite shy. But a little surveillance by the girls’ dorm mother, Dottie, had shown that she was the aggressor when it came to the little girls playing the Rubbing Game. This was a decades-old game at the school in which two girls laid naked together, humping their pussies against each other until they came. There was another time where she had been drugged and taken the school’s headmaster’s cock in her mouth and up her ass. The normally shy child had practically been a hellion, cumming hard and furiously.

Whitney was very fair skinned, with dark blue eyes and light blonde hair that was nearly white and worn in a ponytail. She had turned five just before the school year began, making her the youngest in her kindergarten class. And she was also very small for her age while also made her the smallest in her class and a little timid at times. She and Meagan had been taken to the estate on two occasions and were well-versed in using their mouths for sex as well as having mouths used on them. During their last visit, they had also learned that their asses were made for taking the cocks of young adolescent boys.

When the group’s leader decided that Samantha and Whitney had been squirming long enough, he clicked on his microphone and spoke.

“Good evening. We are so honored to be visited by two of our favorite naughty little girls.”

The children gasped in surprise at the voice. Whitney tearfully mumbled something.

“What was that, Miss Bell?”

She mumbled again.

“Louder, please.”

“We’re not naughty,” she finally said in a voice loud enough to be heard.

“Really? And what would everyone at the estate have to say about that? The men and the women, and even Roscoe?”

The last reference was to a Great Dane at the estate who had taken a keen interest in the tiny blonde girl. Whitney blushed furiously and looked down at the floor.

“Who’s Roscoe?” Samantha asked, innocently.

“You’ve never told her?” the voice asked. “Oh, please do, Miss Bell. Please do.”

“Roscoe is a very big doggy at this place I had to go to,” Whitney explained quietly. “He licked my private part and made me feel all wiggly. Then he rubbed his pee pee on my private part and squirted stuff on me while I felt wiggly again.”

“Oh,” was all Samantha managed to say. More and more, she had to cajole the smaller girl into playing the Rubbing Game, so this other activity on Whitney’s part was quite a surprise.

“And you’ve been busy, too, Miss Lawrence,” the voice continued. “Even if you don’t remember it.”

A video began to play, projected onto a wall in front of the captive children. Samantha was naked in a room with a man and an older preteen girl whose breasts were beginning to blossom. The man and the older girl’s faces were digitally blurred to conceal their identities. And the background in the room was similarly digitally altered.

What neither girl knew was that the room was the school headmaster’s office and the man was the headmaster himself. The other girl was Naomi Chandler, an eleven year-old student who had been drugged just as Samantha had been. Naomi was on her back on top of the desk and Samantha was placed face down on top of her. Both girls were completely naked with their crotches touching. The man in the video spoke in a digitally altered voice.

“Tell me, Samantha,” the man said as he smeared his cock with some sort of whitish substance. “Have you ever played the Rubbing Game?”

“Yes.”

“Who showed you how to play?”

“Wendy. She’s my sister.”

“And how old is Wendy?”

“Eight.”

“Do you play with anyone else?”

“Uh huh. Whitney.”

“Why do you play with her?”

“She’s my roommate. And she’s smaller than I am, so I get to be on top and she has to do everything I say.”

“She is quite small for her age. Even her pussy is smaller than yours?”

“Uh huh.”

“Is it fun to make Whitney be your little sex toy?”

“Yes.”

Whitney sniffled as Samantha stared at herself on the screen. The little girl was entranced as man put his pee pee way up inside her butt and pounded her against the other girl. Samantha’s lips moved mindlessly in concert with those of her video self as she sucked at the older girl’s small breast. The man must have made her feel very good as she cried out on the video, doing what her big sister had called cumming - just like she did when she played the Rubbing Game with Whitney. As she came a second time (wow!), something else happed and the man pulled his pee pee out of her butt when she was done. Some white stuff was dribbling out of her stretched hole that the camera zoomed in on. Samantha couldn’t help but to giggle.

The action progressed as the man pushed his pee pee in and out of the older girl’s pee pee. When he pulled out, his pee pee was very wet all over from where the other girl had cum. Then he had Samantha lick him clean and then he squirted more white stuff in her mouth and on the other girl’s chest. Samantha’s eyes widened as she saw herself licking to goo from the other girl’s breasts. She just wished she had remembered all of this.

When the video was done, Whitney hung her head and quietly wept for her friend who she though would be painfully embarrassed by what they had just seen. Instead, Samantha asked if she could see the video again. After watching it again, Samantha repeated the request, clearly captivated by the images of herself being used so graphically.

During the third showing, one of the men in the other room looked closely at Samantha squirming in her chair. Had he legs not been spread apart by her bonds, the little minx would have undoubtedly been rubbing her thighs together.

“Zoom in on her crotch,” he requested and the video monitor quickly displayed a closer view.

The child’s bald cuntlet was slightly spread apart by the position of her legs. The camera picked up the shine on the pink interior and on the edges of her chubby outer lips. Without the aid of any injected aphrodisiac or the aid of any fingers, the five year-old’s pussy was drooling from just the sight and sounds of Samantha’s first porn video.

“Excellent,” the leader said. “A natural born slut.”

He turned to the others. “Gentlemen, are we ready to proceed?”

The others nodded and donned their full head coverings and entered the girls’ room just as the video ended.

The girls looked up at the five hooded strangers who came into the room. They were applauding Samantha’s performance.

“I see you were very excited by your video,” one of the men said as he pointed to Samantha’s damp crotch.

The little girl looked down at her moistness and giggled. Another man reached between Whitney’s legs and caressed the hairless flesh of the youngster’s dainty little pussy. As she was intimately felt up, Whitney squirmed at the touch but knew there was little she could do.

“And poor Whitney here is as dry as a bone. I don’t think she liked your movie.”

Another man snapped his fingers.

“I know! Samantha can show us how the two of them play the Rubbing Game!”

“I can do that!” Samantha eagerly agreed.

The two girls were untied and led to a small, upholstered platform. Whitney reluctantly lay on her back and waited for Samantha to lie on top of her. As Samantha was about to climb aboard her little friend, the men told her to stop for a moment while they spread Whitney’s legs as far apart as they could go without causing the tyke any harm. A spotlight was focused between her legs. Whitney shut her eyes and turned her head to the side as she felt the heat of the lamp between her legs.

Then she felt the smooth touch of Samantha’s little pussy against her own babyish mound. She looked up to see Samantha smiling down at her with her eyes alight with excitement.

“This is going to be fun!” Samantha crowed as she began to slide herself up and down between the smaller child’s legs.

Whitney swallowed hard as she felt Samantha’s pussy juices smearing all over her own cunny. Helplessly, the diminutive blonde girl felt her own immature sex react in a manner that belied her few, tender years; her clit stiffened and poked out from beneath its hood and the hot wetness grew deep within her slit.

Samantha was grunting furiously as she mashed her pussy against her smaller, weaker partner. She wished Whitney was enjoying this more, but there was little she could do about it until she could make her friend cum. That would certainly make her feel better. But in the meantime, Samantha found that being watched by all these grownups as she played the Rubbing Game made her feel even more hot.

The men shifted positions around the girls, enjoying the different angles as they watched one five year-old rut against the other - two small, smooth forms pressed together as Samantha undulated on top. Her pert little buttocks bounced as she jerked her hips up before thrusting down and forward between Whitney’s outstretched legs.

The two bald little quims were completely lubricated by each other, eliminating any skin-on-skin friction except where the tiny clits made contact with each other. Samantha gave a short yelp as she came, depositing more cunny juice from her petite cleft onto her and Whitney’s round and pouting little pussies.

After pausing to recover from her cum, Samantha resumed her rubbing, forcing Whitney closer to her own orgasm. Already very sensitive from her first climax, Samantha quickly found herself approaching another climax. Her heavy breathing and grunting nearly masked the tiny mewling sounds that Whitney was making. With a small gasp, the little blonde came. This drove Samantha to press even harder and she got her second cum just as Whitney’s climax petered out. Her arms gave out and she collapsed on top of Whitney as her body shuddered in mindless pleasure.

“Very nice, very nice,” the leader crooned.

One of the men lifted Samantha’s heaving form off of Whitney and set her so that she was on her hands and knees. Another man rolled Whitney over into the same position. Samantha watched as the man pulled his rock-hard cock from his pants and held it before Whitney. The tot knew what was expected of her and obediently opened her mouth.

Cooing in wonder, Samantha watched as her little friend took several inches of cock into her mouth. Whitney’s throat bulged as she shifted her head slightly to allow a straight line of passage for the shaft of meat to further penetrate her mouth.

“Can I do that?” Samantha asked plaintively. She hated to be missing out on something that Whitney could do.

“You sure can,” said another man as he fed Samantha his cock. He coached her on how to breathe and when hold her breath. When she got used to the meat in her mouth and throat, she was schooled in the finer arts of pulling suction and using her tongue.

Whitney was massing her man’s prick with her tongue as his shaft slid along her spit-slick lips. As was her habit, she turned her wide blue eyes up to look into the hooded face of her partner. Seeing that innocent face stuffed so deeply with cock matched the warm wet clasp of the little girl’s mouth and throat and the man shot his load. With the cock embedded well into her throat, Whitney didn’t taste anything as the thick ropes of semen went straight to her stomach. She could feel the warmth spreading in her little tummy as the man pulled himself from her oral hold.

After a few deep breaths, Whitney saw another cock placed in front of her. She opened her mouth and let the cycle begin again. This man ran his fingers through her fine, silky hair after he breached the space between her tonsils and kept plumbing even deeper.

“You’ve always been such a good little cocksucker, Whitney. Even those men who first showed you and the others how to eat cock always said you were the best.”

A soft, non-committal grunt was all Whitney could manage with her mouth full. Samantha heard this and began to suck harder on the cock she was feeding on. This could be a fun race!

“Do you want to taste some of it when I cum?” the man asked his little curly-haired whore.

“Mm hmm.”

Samantha felt a hot splash deep in her throat and then the man jerked his cock back to send the second spurt into her mouth. The salty, musky taste was nothing like the little girl could remember (with the headmaster’s cum erased from her memory by the drugs). She gagged and sputtered as her mouth filled, but she managed to swallow most of the load. The remainder dribbled down to her chin.

Samantha was breathing hard as she analyzed the taste. It wasn’t exactly yummy, but it was okay and the grownups seemed to like that she swallowed it. As another man took his place in front of her, he bopped the little girl’s nose with his cock head to get her attention. Samantha giggled and readily took her second course of the evening.

Neither child had kept count of the number of pricks each had taken. In truth, it was Whitney who was in the lead, thanks to her very skilled mouth. But Samantha was a quick learner and very enthusiastic and did her part. Through whispers and nods, the men knew they were nearly spent after an hour of feeding the five year-olds their heavy loads of sperm. While the girls were sucking on their finals cocks of the night, the two men who felt they had another shot in them rubbed their pricks against the smooth firm asses of the two kindergartners.

Whitney’s anus clenched tightly as she felt herself being probed. The man behind her snickered. Since these two little ones hadn’t been given any drugs or placed onto butt plugs when they arrived (unlike Meagan and Gretchen earlier in the week), they were in no danger of being anally sodomized as the men didn’t want to cause them any damage. But Whitney didn’t know that, so all she could do was to whimper around the prick in her mouth and try to keep her rear entry closed.

When Samantha felt the prodding at her back door, she wiggled her butt in response. She wondered what it would feel like for something to go inside of her there. It might hurt, but she hadn’t seemed to mind very much when that video was taken. As she tried to press against the dick, her asshole dilated slightly, allowing the tip of the head to slightly dip into the orifice. Samantha squealed in delight, which set of a final burst of cum in her mouth.

“Jesus! I think this kid could take it now if she had a little lube back there,” the man behind her announced. He gripped her little ass cheeks and rubbed himself against her as hard as he could. Samantha let him have his way as a slow thread of semen trickled form one corner of her slack mouth.

Whitney felt the small globes of her posterior being mauled in the other man’s hands as he used the modest valley between her buttocks to pleasure himself. She stiffened as the man in front of her dumped his sperm into her belly. After her mouth was free of his cock, she joined Samantha in gasping heavily as both children were subjected to a different version of the Rubbing Game.

When both men were close to climax, they nodded to each other and suddenly changed their angles of attack. Each little girl felt the prick head press against her anus and push it open just enough to give a path to the semen that erupted.

“Oooooh! Mmmmm!” Samantha cried as she felt her rectum get hosed down.

“Uh!” was all that Whitney got out as she felt the heated blast invade her body from behind. All of the rubbing against her sphincter had loosened it just enough that she could not clasp it shut in time before the prick head ever so slightly penetrated her.

When they were done, the men let the girls go. Samantha stood up on slightly wobbly legs, completely nude and unashamed in front of these strange, hooded men as she felt the sticky mess between her buttocks. Whitney sat on the platform and drew her knees up to her body and hugged herself into a ball.

“That’s all, girls,” said the leader. “You used us up.”

“Can we come back and play again?” Samantha asked to the delight of the group.

“Absolutely! Although I don’t think Whitney had as much fun, did you, Whitney?”

The little girl shook her head.

“Well, we’re sorry about that. We’ll just have to find something you like a little more - and I think I know what that is. And so next time, Samantha can bring a different playmate.”

After the girls returned to their dorm, Whitney made a bee line for the shower. Lauren, another girl in her dorm unit, was showering in one corner. Whitney chose the opposite corner and buried herself under warm jets of water. The little girl vigorously scrubbed a washcloth through the cleft between her buttocks to erase any vestiges of the cum that had been left there.

“Are you okay?”

Whitney turned to see Lauren next to her, eyeing her with concern.

“Um, I…uh huh,” Whitney mumbled. She was afraid of what Lauren would think if she knew what had happened.

“Good night,” Lauren replied and left.

Whitney sighed and resumed her cleansing. She wanted to be home, but there was no one there since her mommy and daddy were working in a place call Thailand, which Whitney knew was very far away. They spoke regularly by webcam, but it wasn’t the same. That nice lady at the estate, Miss Sandra, had kept her safe from all of those other strange grownups during her last night there, but she had no idea where the woman was now.

“So did you have a good time?” Dottie asked Samantha.

The little girl, normally quite shy, was quite exuberant when she answered her dorm mother.

“Yes, I was in a movie before and I didn’t even know it! And then we played some special games. The men there had masks on and they said I could tell you all about it.”

Dottie smiled at the little girl as she mentally made some arrangements to switch some room assignments within her unit of six girls. She patted her lap and invited Samantha to have a seat.

“I’d love to hear all about it.”

Claridge Academy, Part 23

(Note: Part 23 takes place on Thursday, the same day as Part 22.)

Abby tested the temperature of the water and then stepped under the shower head. The ten year-old let the heat from the nearly steaming water soak into her slender, nude body, soothing her muscles after a long ballet session. As was her preference, she used one of the extra shower stalls that had been built into an old storage room that had been part of the dorm floor’s shower room. There was a still a door that separated the two extra stalls from the rest of the room. She had left the door open and never heard it close while she was soaking under the streaming water.

A minute later, Abby sensed someone behind her and, startled, she spun around to see Lucia, her roommate since they were in kindergarten, casually leaning against the frame of the stall. The Hispanic girl had been very interested in sex since the pair of them were in the first grade and two eight graders showed them how to play the Rubbing Game in which two girls would lie face to face with the top girl humping her pussy against the bottom girl’s crotch.

It was a highly unofficial tradition at the school for decades and Lucia could never get enough of it and often instigated it with Abby. Lucia was much more aggressive (and Abby was much more passive and reserved) and had a natural physical strength that, as her roommate had long ago learned, was more than a match for the wiry muscle tone that ballet had given Abby. So it was often that Lucia pleasured herself (and her friend) while on top of the other girl. Their cunts became so sexed up that Abby had insisted on putting a towel under her butt to keep her sheets from getting wet. (Lucia always liked doing it in Abby’s bed as it gave her an extra thrill.)

It might have destroyed their friendship, but Lucia always knew how to make Abby laugh and was fiercely loyal and devoted to her. They seemed to naturally go well with each other for so long, so Abby endured the other’s sexual advances.

Over the past summer, Lucia had lost her virginity to an uncle and had become a regular and willing sex partner with him and her aunt. They had taught her many things and when school resumed, she was eager to try as many of them as she could with Abby.

Now Lucia was holding something black in her hands and riving it against her cunt. It took Abby a moment to register that it was hard rubber shaped like a cock (Lucia had shown her plenty of pictures of the real thing). Abby was embarrassed, which was still quite easy to do for her, despite being introduced to lesbian sex at an early age by her Aunt Pauline, who had an open and oddly humorous attitude toward sex.

As Abby peered closer at the thing Lucia was playing with, she saw a flat area like a base with loose straps dangling. Her aunt had showed her a strap-on dildo before but had never tried to use it on her niece, who was still a virgin when it came to cocks in her lower two orifices. Abby would have bee shocked to know that she was quite an experienced and skilled cocksucker.

Since she was five, the last headmaster had been feeding her his prick on a regular basis while she was drugged so that she could not retain any memory of it, although she had developed subconscious instincts on how to handle a prick in her mouth. She had also been used this way by members of The Five, the group that controlled many things of Claridge behind the scenes. Most recently, the new headmaster had sent some sperm swimming into her talented mouth.

“Lucie,” Abby said in exasperation. “What are you…oh!”

It was the squishing sound that gave it away. Behind the flat base of the dildo was another rubber cock. Lucia was gripping one end of the double-ended toy and brutally fucking herself with the other end. The girl’s eyes were closed and she was whispering something to herself when she suddenly went rigid. When her body went slack, Lucia opened her eyes and smiled at Abby.

“Lucia, that’s gross!”

“No, you just need to try it,” Lucia responded with a smirk as she pulled the dildo out of her dripping snatch.

It made an obscene sucking sound as it was yanked free of the preteen’s tight passage. The hairless skin of her crotch shined wetly with her juices. Abby turned to go back to her shower when Lucia called her name.

“Wait a minute, there’s something I need to ask.”

“What is it?”

Abby watched as Lucia pushed the dry end of the dildo into her cunt, sighing as it sank all the way to the base. The ten year-old deftly secured the straps in place and turned so that the glistening portion of the cock pointed directly at Abby.

“Suck my cock,” she ordered Abby.

“Lucia, I can’t…”

“Suck it, my little puta,” the Hispanic girl repeated, using the Spanish slang for whore.

She backed Abby back into the stall. Abby knew she could get by Lucia, but knew that once her friend got a perverted idea in her head, she wouldn’t let it go - not for minutes or hours or days.

“On your knees,” Lucia coaxed.

Abby did as she was told and closed her eyes as the dripping rubber cock approached her face. She felt the end bumping against her mouth, leaving wet kisses on her full, red lips. Keeping her eyes clothes, she opened her mouth and trembled at the feel of the hard rubber on her tongue and the taste of Lucia’s pussy.

When they were eight, Lucia had gotten the idea to make Abby taste her pussy juice after a round of the Rubbing Game. Ever since, she loved to watch her friend taste her cunt and had made Abby eat her during the first week of the school year. She was surprised at how well Abby did, unaware of Aunt Pauline’s years of instruction.

And now Lucia was equally impressed by Abby’s handling of the dildo. She sucked and licked it like a professional. Wondering how Abby would react, Lucia slid the rest of the five inches of cock into Abby’s mouth and the other little girl took it all without complaint.

The sight of her best friends’ mouth wrapped around the black rubber aroused Lucia. She could see Abby’s jaws working as she kept at it. The girl’s oral manipulations constantly stirred the other end of the dildo in the tight confines of Lucia’s quim. Lucia rode this to another orgasm, as she had found years ago that she could cum quite easily.

“Okay, Abby. You keep going and you’ll make this thing all soft,” Lucia laughed.

Abby’s eyes flew open and her face turned pink as she realized what she had been doing for all this time (it had been ten minutes, which would have really appalled her).

“Damn girl, where did you learn to do that? My Uncle Miguel would love to meet you!”

“I…I don’t know. I never could have, I mean…” Abby stammered, clearly flustered by her seemingly natural penchant for cock sucking.

“Okay, puta,” Lucia said with a knowing grin. “I’ll see you back in the room.”

Lucia left her dildo in place as she put her robe on, leaving a very noticeable and pointy bulge in the front. As she started out of the room, Abby frantically called out to her.

“Lucia! Wait! Your, um, thing is…”

Lucia turned to her friend and tossed her hair like a fashion model. She wiggled her hips, making the bulge in her robe shake.

“If you got, it, flaunt it, ” Lucia purred and then she walked out.

Despite herself, Abby couldn’t help but to laugh at her friend’s perverted boldness.

When Abby returned to their room, is what time for bed. As she was reaching to get her pajamas, she noticed the towel folded in half in the middle of her bed and groaned.

“Something wrong?” Lucia asked from behind as she pulled Abby’s robe from her shoulders.

Abby could feel the dildo Lucia was still wearing poking into her rump. She turned to look at her roommate.

“Come on,” she pleaded. “We just did…that thing in the shower.”

“Yeah, were on a roll,” Lucia said in a husky voice as she pushed the other girl onto her bed.

“At least take that stupid thing off,” Abby groused as Lucia crawled over her. The dildo bumped against Abby’s thigh and left some sort of thick residue.

“Ew! What is that stuff?” Abby asked.

“KY Jelly.”

“Ugh. Clean it off.”

Lucia propped herself up so that her face was directly over Abby’s.

“No, Abby. I think you’ll be glad I put it on.”

Abby started to protest when he felt the goo-coated head of the dildo press into the tight virgin slit of her hairless pussy.

“Lucia! No, don’t…”

“Shhh. It will be best if it goes quickly.”

Lucia clapped a hand over Abby’s mouth and slammed her hips down. The greased dildo easily bored through the sleek bald lips of Abby’s quim and obliterated the fifth grader’s hymen in one stroke.

Abby cried into Lucia’s hand in a mixture of rage over her violation and the blinding pain as she was torn open into womanhood. Lucia stayed where she was as she saw her friend’s soft brown eyes leak some tears. Then she sank the dildo down until its full five inches were embedded into Abby’s virgin twat. The young ballet dancer moaned into her friend’s hand as she felt her private tunnel stretched and opened for the first time. As she was penetrated, she could feel the hot touch of blood from her stolen innocence coating her vaginal walls.

“You’re so pretty, Abby. When you grow up, all the men will want you. Hell, so many of them do now. You can have anyone you want, but now when anyone puts his cock into you, we’ll know that I was your first.”

Lucia took her hand away and kissed Abby on the lips.

“Ever since Uncle Miguel took me, I wanted to do this to you. I know your Aunt Pauline is a lesbian, so I asked her how I could get you. She suggested the thing in the shower and even gave me this dildo to borrow. She was so happy that it was going to be a friend who popped your cherry instead of some boy who got your drunk.”

Abby lay there unresponsive. As the physical pain faded, the sense of betrayal by Lucia and her aunt still burned hotly.

“Hey,” Lucia said with a sly grin. “I’ve got another surprise for you.”

“No more surprises - just get out of me.”

“Nope,” Lucia chuckled as she pressed a small, rubber coated button on the base between the two ends of the dildo.

Abby jerked as the hard rubber dong buried in her little twat began to vibrate. Lucia purred and moved her hips to let her dildo throb deeply into her cunny. Then she pulled her hips up and thrust down into Abby again. The other girl groaned from the discomfort in her rudely opened cuntlet.

But there was also a spark of something else as the buzzing girth slid along her abused passage. A small appendage at the top of the dildo, just at the base, was designed for clitoral stimulation and Abby yipped as it butted against her flesh there. From all the coerced (and some not as coerced) sex she had experienced over the last five years, she knew her body was reacting independently of what her mind was doing. And there was nothing she could do about it except to let it run its course.

Lucia came soon after, but kept fucking her friend, determined to bring Abby off on the night she lost her virginity. On the bed, the two slender bodies of the ten year-olds undulated as Lucia’s light brown form humped against the writhing, milky figure of Abby beneath her. Abby gripped the blanket in her hands and twisted it in her white knuckled grasp as her prepubescent sex responded to the forced copulation with the other girl. But the fact that it had begun as forced was losing its hold in Abby’s mind as she was drowning in the intensity of the titillating invasion between her legs.

Lucia knew Abby’s defenses were down and used it to make her friend submit.

“Are you my little puta from now on?

Abby barely managed to shake her head. In response, Lucia jabbed harder into Abby’s muff and then ground her hips to make both dildos thrash inside the youngsters’ frothing pussies.

“Are you my puta? Always?”

“Uh…yess,” Abby relented.

“Say it.”

“I’m…I’ll always be your puta.”

Lucia came when she heard those words. This time, her small body was overcome and she had to pause in her fucking. Abby whimpered as she was very close to her climax. As her orgasm subsided, Lucia pulled the dildo out of Abby’s cunny until only the tip remained inside, and then gave a long stroke back into her friend’s wonderfully toned young body.

Abby’s perfectly flat chest heaved, glistening with sweat. One drop had rolled to her right nipple, making it sparkle like a jewel. Ducking her head, Lucia licked the nipple clean and gave Abby and other long in-and-out thrust. Then another, and on the next once, Abby clamped her mouth shut and made a harsh humming sound as her pussy exploded in climax.

When she was done, her mouth opened and she panted heavily. With fumbling fingers, Lucia turned the vibrator off and smiled down at Abby.

“I’m glad it was good for you, too.”

Abby was too weak to respond but knew that her friend was right - again. Lucia pulled out and removed the dildo, wiping both ends on the towel with Abby’s leaving reddened stains on the white fabric. Lucia tenderly blotted the pinkish froth that had bubbled from Abby’s slit while they were having sex and had stained her smooth pussy. Then she got the rest what drained from the other ten year-old’s quim and took the towel away.

She thought Pauline would like the towel as a memento of her niece while she neatly folded it and placed it in a gym bag. Next went the dildo into the bag. She looked back where Abby had curled up under the blanket. Lucia couldn’t tell if she was actually sleeping when she leaned over and kissed her friend’s cheek. Abby opened her eyes and looked at her friend.

“Now what?” she asked.

Lucia gave her a saucy grin.

“Now it’s open season for some real fun with whoever we want. Hey you want to do it again while we still have our friend, ‘Mister Double’, here?”

Abby laughed and then grimaced as she put her hand on her sore pussy.

“Don’t you ever get enough?”

“Oh, I hope not.”

Claridge Academy, Part 24

(Note: Part 24 takes place on Friday, the day after Part 23.)

On Friday afternoon, Abby walked into the dance room and began to stretch very carefully. She was still slightly sore from the night before when she lost her virginity to a strap-on dildo wielded by her roommate. It seemed surreal to her. Part of her felt cheated in that she had no say in the matter (although she couldn’t deny that she enjoyed once the pain had passed). But part of her felt relieved that it was over and done with. She had worried what would happen during her first time after Lucia’s graphic account (repeated several times) of losing her cherry to her uncle over the summer.

The fifth grader had finished her stretching when she saw five year-old Whitney practicing some basic moves by herself. The dance teacher, Monica, was working with some eight and nine year-olds. She went over to Whitney, whom she had befriended along with Whitney’s roommate Samantha. But it was with Whitney that she had really connected.

The little blonde girl was quite small for her age and had just turned five right before the school year began a few weeks ago. This made her very shy, but she had opened up to Abby, impressed that a “big girl” would be friends with her and idolized the ten year-old. Abby liked Whitney’s gentle nature, much like her own, and that having the younger girl around reminded her of her own little sister, Lisette, who was just three.

“Hi Whitney. Where’s Samantha?”

Whitney stared at the floor and answered, “She doesn’t want to come to dance class anymore. She wants to play some other games with Maggie.”

“Oh,” was all that Abby could say at first. “Well, that’s okay. Not everyone stays with dancing. Do you still like it?”

“Uh huh. And Samantha’s not my roommate anymore.”

“Oh no, did you two have a fight?”

Abby thought it was odd for girls to switch roommates during the school year. It was usually because of disciplinary problems, but she had hard time believing that was the case with these two. Dottie, the girls’ dorm mother seemed to be pretty easy going, too.

“No, I still like her. But she’s moving in with Maggie right now and Lauren is moving from Maggie’s room to mine. We’re all still friends but Miss Dottie is switching us because this way we’ll be more com…compable.”

“You mean compatible?”

“Yeah. Lauren is very nice. Maybe she won’t want to always play the R…um, this game a lot. Samantha plays it rough.”

Abby wasn’t quite sure but Whitney was talking about and assured her that everything would be alright. She gave the little girl’s ponytail a playful swat and got a smile from her. The she heard Monica calling her as the tall black woman was walking to her office. After Abby arrived, Monica pointed to the full length window facing the dance room.

“Oh, wow,” the ten year-old gasped.

Over the weekend, the teacher had the wall torn out and replaced by the huge, multi-pane window that actually was a two way mirror. On the dance side, it only appeared as a mirror with an adjustable dance barre mounted by brackets between the panes. This was so the girls could practice and check for correct form while doing so. This also allowed the lusty teacher to closely inspect the youthful bodies in their form-fitting leotards.

“You looked a little stiff out there today, Abby. Are you feeling okay?”

“Yes, just a little muscle strain from yesterday, I think.”

“Or maybe your pussy I a little sore from getting your cherry popped last night.”

Abby whirled around in surprise. “How did you know?” she gasped.

“Your aunt and I don’t share any secrets, girl. You know that.”

Abby sighed and nodded. Monica had sometimes joined Pauline and Abby for a threesome.

“And look what I got,” the teacher said, opening a desk drawer. “Remember this?”

She pulled out the double-ended strap-on dildo that Lucia had used last night.

“I told Lucia I’d pass it on to your aunt, but first I think I’d like to try it. It’s kind of junior sized. Each one of these dicks is five inches long. Were you able to take it all?”

“Yes,” Abby admitted. “But please, I’m still sore down there.”

“Don’t worry, I know a way to do this won’t make your honey hole hurt one bit. Now get that leotard off before I chew it off. Mm, mmmm.”

Abby peeled her thin pink leotard off of her thin body, followed by the pale pink tights. Monica had donned the dildo with one half in her cunt and was greasing up the end she was going to use on Abby with some kind of lubricant. She directed Abby to bend over her desk and was approaching the girl when she stopped.

“We have company,” the woman noted.

Abby looked up to see Whitney approaching the barre. It had been set at its lowest height but it was still a little too high to be at the proper level for the diminutive tot, but she was still able to use it.

“Change of plans - come here,” Monica ordered.

Abby followed her to the window, where the teacher made the nude ten year-old bend forward with her palms pressed against the glass. Abby whimpered softly when she felt the dong bump against the tight entrance to her bald muff, but then it moved away as she felt Monica grip her slim hips.

The girl closed her eyes and waited for the greasy touch on her cunny again but her teacher must have been having some problems controlling the thing because she felt it hit again, this time higher on her ass cleft. But it didn’t move away. Instead, Monica was pressing it in until it reached Abby’s asshole.

“No! Not there! I…Guh!”

Monica slammed the head against the girl’s sphincter, forcing it open.

“Act like you’re taking a shit. It won’t hurt you that way,” the teacher muttered.

It took Abby a moment to muster the courage with the pressure against her rear entrance. Finally, she did as Monica had directed and yelped when the hard rubber sped through her loosening anus. It took Monica two more heaves to bury the thing completely inside the little girl’s untried rectum. Abby gasped for breath as she was filled from behind.

Monica paused when she knew she had it all inside the child. She slid her hands down from the impaled girl’s hips to caress and fondle Abby’s tight, young buttocks. The skin that covered the compact little dancer’s ass was especially smooth, much like it was on the ten year-old’s sweet pussy. Monica felt no guilt because something like this had to be shared with others, especially when Abby didn’t appreciate just how scrumptious she was. Monica gave one firm buttock a mild slap.

“I guess it’s time for you to turn in your virgin’s membership card because you are now completely broken in.”

Through the window, Whitney kept practicing in her black leotard and white tights, unaware that just inches away, the girl she looked up had juts taken her first fuck in the ass. Whitney’s angelic face was stoic in concentration as she looked at her reflection and tired to do her exercises just right.

In the office, Monica fucked Abby’s darling ass at a leisurely pace as both watched the tiny five year-old blonde. Abby took some comfort in seeing how well the little girl was doing while Monica had some darker thoughts.

“Damn, this ass of yours is a lot work, being so tight and all. Let’s add a little fun to our labor.”

Monica pressed a button at the base of the dildo and the woman and the young girl both moaned softly as the sex toy began vibrating from one end to the other.

“Much better,” Monica sighed. “Now, let’s consider this little piece of sweet meat before us. Whitney really likes you a lot, doesn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“And what do you do with her?”

“I help her with her dance practice and we talk about how she missed her parents. I’ve told her about Lisette.”

“No, not that. I mean what do you DO with her? I mean look that cute little ass of hers, so round and tight-looking. It has a nice little bounce, but no wobble. Surely you’ve grabbed a handful or two of that.”

“No! I haven’t touched her!”

“Why not? I love her little mouth - those lips are so red and full. Do you notice when she’s really concentrating how she licks her lower lip? I want to suck her tongue out by the roots. You should have had her mouth eating your pussy after her first class.”

“Monica, please,” Abby whined.

“See that bead of sweat running down her neck. Look, it’s going to her collar…and there it goes. I’ll bit a little of it is still trickling down between her flat little titties. What shade of pink are her nips?”

“I don’t know.”

“You haven’t even checked those out? What are you waiting for? If you don’t act, some competition is going to beat you to it. Uh, oh, don’t look now.”

Another kindergartner, a girl with long red hair named Lizzie came over to Whitney and began talking to her. The glass was too thick to hear what they were saying, so Monica inserted her own dialog.

“Lizzie: Oh, hi Whitney. I see your leotard is really tight today.

Whitney: Thank you. I’m trying to advertise to other girls because Abby won’t throw me to the floor and molest me.

Lizzie: She won’t? How about if I tie you down and lick your cunt until you scream.

Whitney: Only if I can chew your on nipples.”

In the dance room, Lizzie’s eyes had grown wide with excitement as she was describing something. Monica continued her ad lib.

“Lizzie: I hear that magnificent bitch of a dance teacher has a huge double dong we can play with.

Whitney: Do you think we can fit it all in our, hot, sweet little pussies?

Lizzie: I don’t know. But we sure can try.”

Practically on cue, both little girls giggled. Then Lizzie scampered away as Whitney returned to her practice. After Monica’s little dialog was done, Abby was disturbed to feel a little dampness in her quim. It had to be the way that vibrating thing was pushing in and out of her butt and pushing against her vagina. Abby’s face flushed - she hoped it wasn’t because of what Monica had said.

“Now look at those legs of hers. I love how the muscles in her thighs bulge a little when she does her pliés,” Monica said, referring to the exercise where the dancer lowered herself by bending her legs with her heels together and toes pointing to the sides. “See how they make her tights stretch? It’s a good thing she’s still so little. Otherwise you’d have to tie her down to fuck her if she wanted to be somewhere else.”

Monica increased the speed as she churned the dildo in and out of Abby’s pert, clenching rump.

“Now the crowning touch of course is that luscious little bulge between her legs. I’m glad she’s wearing contrasting colors between her leotard and tights because it really puts her baby cunt on display. Do you think she’s playing with herself, yet?”

“No,” Abby whispered. She felt her own pussy growing warm. No, not because of Whitney - that would be wrong!

“She should be. You should really teach her. You know - a girl-to-girl thing. Better yet, a girl-on-girl thing. Haven’t you even thought about it?

“N…uh, no.”

“Huh? Oh, it sounds like you’re getting wet and horny. Is your pussy wet?”

“No.”

“Are you sure? If I put my hand there, what am I going to feel?”

Abby’s head slumped.

“I’m wet.”

“Uh huh. I thought so. Oh! Look at her now. She got some leotard in her slit. Oh shit! That looks fun. Don’t pull it out girl. Yeah, that’s right. Let’s all see that baby slit of yours. Damn, Abby, I could barely fit a dime in the slot. That’s why I tell the little ones they don’t have to wear anything under the leotards.”

Abby groaned as Monica started fucking her furiously. The ten year-old’s petite ass was throbbing with the length of hardness that sent waves of vibrations into her tenderized cuntlet. And now she was tried to block out the visions that her teacher was creating.

“She’s so lily-white, Abby. I bet her pussy is just that white on the outside. Of course, you spread those little cunny lips and she’ll be all pink and cute in the inside. I’d love to taste that. Can you imagine her little baby pussy all buttery and melting in your mouth while she’s twisting and squirming under you?”

Abby’s pussy jolted to signal the start of her cum. Monica laughed as she felt her young dancer tremble in her hands. She pulled Abby upright while she was still in the throes of her orgasm and pressed the girl’s pussy against the glass. Then Monica bent her legs and lowered Abby to her knees, leaving a trail of prepubescent pussy slime on the glass. Monica pulled the girl backward a couple of awkward steps with their bodies still connected by the thrumming dildo.

“Look up, Abby.”

The girl looked up at the glass and saw Whitney still practicing. From this angle, the thin film of Abby’s sex juice covered part of the innocent five year-old’s face. Monica was watching this too as she leaned over Abby, grinding herself until she came on her half of the dildo.

Ten minutes later, Abby was adjusting her leotard as she walked to the office door. Her ass still felt strange, like it was still open and greasy from Monica’s reaming. The teacher assured her it would return to normal before she knew it. Abby paused at the doorway and looked back.

“Monica, you won’t do anything to Whitney, will you?”

“No, she’s yours for the taking - whether you know it or not.”

“No, I meant that…I just don’t want you…you know.”

Monica wanted to laugh, but only nodded. She had been informed of what had been done to Whitney since she had been at the school by her network of connections.

“But she’s a sweet thing, Abby. I’m sure she’d like another girl’s touch.”

Abby’s face turned pink and she left the office. On the dance floor, Whitney called to Abby from a group that was being watched by one of the high school girls. The ten year-old looked at her and appeared to want to say something. But instead, she just smiled and waved goodbye.

As she waved back, Whitney watched Abby leave. The older girl was walking kind of funny. It reminded the five year-old of how she had walked after those naughty boys had put their pee pees in her bottom and squirted inside of her. But that couldn’t happen here because there were no boys, especially not in the teacher’s office. The little girl shrugged and resumed her ballet steps as Monica returned to the room.

Claridge Academy, Part 25

(Note: Part 25 takes place on the same Friday as Part 24.)

Regardless of the gender, Roger Hillman had no doubt that he was a dedicated ass man. It was still quite early in the school year and he had already sampled for the first time in his forty-odd years the rear ends of two preteen students; sisters, in fact. The English Lit teacher for the high school grades was passing the room where students interested in ballet practiced. A young girl of perhaps nine or ten nearly bumped into him as she was leaving.

“Oh! Excuse me!” she said, clearly startled. “I’m sorry, sir, I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going.”

Hillman gave her an affable smile. She was clearly a very polite girl, and quite pretty with glossy brown hair and soft brown eyes. She was dressed in a pink leotard with pale pink tights that accentuated her slender, undeveloped frame quite nicely.

“Apology accepted, Miss…uh.”

“Dumont,” the girl replied. “Abby Dumont. I’m in the fifth grade.”

“Pleased to meet you, Abby Dumont. I am Mr. Hillman. When you reach the tenth grade, I shall expose you to the wonders and joys of William Shakespeare and company.”

“I loved ‘Romeo and Juliet,’” Abby answered with a bright smile. “The ballet, I mean. But I know William Shakespeare wrote the play.”

“Excellent. Then I shall look forward to your discussion of said ballet when we explore the play and see how well it translated. Now I won’t keep you any longer. Good day, Abby Dumont.”

“‘Bye, Mr. Hillman,” Abby said as she turned away and walked down the hall.

Hillman watched the youngster as she went away admiring how her perky little bottom gave just the smallest bounce inside her tight costume. He felt his cock twitch as he imagined his member probing those round young globes of ass flesh. Shaking the vision form his mind, he took a look in the door as girls of various ages were practicing. The youngest once were putting some things away as their session was clearly done.

Monica, the ballet instructor, gracefully walked among her charges, giving out instruction or compliments and the occasional pat as she moved through the students. Hillman thought that if the woman was a pedo, she’d be in heaven with all of these children in their clingy outfits.

As the little ones entered the hallway, Hillman recognized one of them - a very tiny girl with white-blonde hair and dark blue eyes - as one of the friends of a kindergartner he had assisted when she was injured. The little girl, Whitney, was walking with a small redhead when she spied the English teacher.

“Hi, Mr. Hillman,” she called in a small clear voice. “Do you remember me?”

“Indeed I do, Whitney. Are you enjoying your ballet?”

“Uh huh. This is Lizzie,” she said, pointing to the red-haired girl next to her. “Lizzie, Mr. Hillman knows lots of stories written by a man a long time ago. And there are lots of princesses in them!”

Lizzie was suitably impressed and Hillman assured Whitney that he had not forgotten his promise to visit their kindergarten class to read them a story. In fact, he had found a children’s storybook version of ‘The Tempest’ and thought he could just as easily make Miranda and princess instead of merely the daughter of a Duke. He told Whitney that he would read them the story soon.

As the girls left, he got an eyeful of their cute little asses. Lizzie’s was a little plumper - not overweight, just a pleasing amount of extra baby fat. Whitney’s was slightly more trim on the sides had more definition as it curved away from her thighs. Both bottoms wriggled slightly as the children walked and Hillman would have loved to be able to feast on either one, although the tykes were far too small to take his rod between the soft little buttocks - at least not without some extensive preparation.

He had read quite a lot in the internet how small children could take an adult cock anally with the aid of muscle relaxants and lubricants. Most recently, he had breathlessly read daily updates on a blog for two weeks as a man readied his four year-old nephew to take his ten-inch long cock. He used the above method plus some stretching exercises to so the little guy could be able to safely take the width of his uncle’s prick. The man had no illusions about putting his entire length inside the child. Finally, he was able to penetrate the little boy and get a few inches inside before gently fucking the tot and christening his tiny ass with some incestuous sperm.

Hillman considered his cock, which was about the same size, and little Whitney, who was small for her age and was probably the size of a four year-old. It was possible, but he’s have a hard time explaining why he would need to spend so much time tutoring a kindergartener. And then there was the matter of how willing she’d be.

But it was no matter, as he had the very tight and willing orifices of ten year-old Kathy and her younger sister Eva. Glancing at his watch, he knew he had to hurry back to his on-campus cottage as his two little lovers would be there shortly. He could throw together some sandwiches for dinner if needed, but he had a feeling that no one would be interested in food.

An ignored plate of sandwiches later, Hillman and the sisters were naked in his bedroom. Both girls had very slim and boyish figures; not much of a stretch for a ten year-old and an eight year-old. They each had brown hair, kept rather short, which helped fuel the unisex illusion. Although Eva had sampled some of Hillman’s cum with her finger last time after Kathy could swallow no more, she was going to be the one to orally take his first load tonight.

While Kathy fondled the teacher’s rather large balls and licked around the base of his cock, Eva was vigorously licking and sucking on the head while she stroked near the top with her hands. The third grader’s technique was far from refined as she sloppily worked her lips and tongue on his prick, Hillman appreciated her enthusiasm. After a few minutes, he gently coached her to slow down and keep her lips on him while she stroked him with her tongue. The little girl looked quite adorable with her wide-eyed face stuffed full of cock.

Eventually, Kathy got out of the way and watched as her younger sister tried to coax a cum from the man with her mouth. Hillman reached around and caressed one of Eva’s flat nipples with his finger. Eva made a humming sound in her throat as the bit of flesh stiffened under the attention. With his other hand, Hillman gently pushed Kathy’s head toward her sister’s body from the other side of his dick.

At first, Kathy didn’t understand what he was doing. But as she saw what his finger was doing, his meaning became clear and, taking a deep breath, the ten year-old fastened her lips around the other small nipple of her little sister. The humming in Eva’s throat rose in pitch when she felt the wet clasp of her sister’s mouth on her body.

Hillman couldn’t actually see the lip lock, but he could see how Kathy’s head was moving and could hear the wet smacking sounds. Kathy was surprised to feel the small warm glow in her lower belly that had begun when she was sampling the man’s prick grow larger as she suckled on Eva’s smooth-planed, little-girl tit flesh. When Eva made a frantic noise and Hillman grunted, Kathy moved back to see her sister’s gullet working rapidly.

Eva was clearly struggling with the surge of semen that the teacher was feeding her. She tried to keep her mouth attached to his prick, but her lips came loose a couple of times, allowing dribbles of jism to escape. But she always returned until Hillman stopped cumming. Eva rocked back and tired to catch her breath. More white goo flowed from her mouth, but the little girl had managed to swallow most of the load. Her eyes fluttered and she pressed a hand to her belly as she felt the hot mass of jism spread inside.

“Well done, Eva!” the teacher complimented. “You must have been quite hungry.”

Eva and Kathy laughed as they cuddled against him. With some time needed for his manhood to recover, Hillman absently stroked the smooth curves of the preteens’ buttocks. Then he tested the flesh of their nicely toned thighs before resting a hand on each of their sleek little pussies. In short order, her had their bald quims leaking onto his hands as the girls moaned against his chest.

“Oh, here it comes again,” Eva observed has Hillman’s cock stirred to life.

“Right,” the teacher confirmed. “Then let’s assume our positions, shall we?”

“Um, what do we do this time?” Eva asked.

“Well, you get to lie here just like that,” Hillman said as he laid Eva out on her back on the bed. She noted the folded towel beneath her buttocks and the junction of her legs.

“Oh, are we going to do it like last time, except with me on the bottom?” she asked.

During their previous engagement, Hillman had taken Eva’s anal virginity while she laid face down on top of Kathy. The two girls’ pussies had mad mashed and rubbed together in the process, leaving both children with sopping wet crotches at the end of their orgasms. And Eva wasn’t about to forget her very sticky bottom afterward.

“Something like that, but with a twist,” the teacher responded with an air of mystery.

He took Kathy aside and pulled something form a drawer. Eva heard her sister exclaim something in surprise. Then Hillman was helping her sister with something. When they were done, Eva was surprised to see a small cock jutting out from her sister.

Hillman knew that Kathy had a fetish about being a boy as she had earlier insisted on being treated like one. Now she was wearing a flesh-colored, hard rubber dildo strapped onto her lithe frame. The fake cock was slim and only four inches long, but it looked quite generous on the young girl.

“Is she going to rub that against my cunny?” Eva asked as she eyed the prick with a bit of nervousness.

“Oh, she’ll do a bit more than that,” he answered as he applied some gel to the dildo.

“Don’t worry, Eva, it will be fun,” Kathy assured her. “It will hurt a little when it first goes in, but then it will feel really good - even better when were rubbing the - uh! - last time.”

Kathy felt something hit her clitty while she was speaking to her sister. There were some nubs and ridges on the inside of the dildo’s base that would stimulate her as well and Hillman had accidentally shifted the thing while he was applying the lubricant.

Kathy bent over the bed, right next to her sister, while Hillman finished greasing up his own cock. He loved the look of the ten year-old’s slender body and tight young buttocks that practically begged to be plundered. Gripping the smooth globes, he pulled them apart as he pushed his cock forward. Kathy knew how to work her muscles and her anus quickly stretched as the teacher’s manhood became reacquainted with the child’s body.

“Ummm…” Kathy whispered as she felt her rump invaded once more. Her taut anal tissues expanded to wrap the long, thick cock in a hot, slick embrace. She was getting better at taking him as he was able to put six inches inside of her. He knew by the time he came, he will have gained another inch or some of entry during their frenzied copulation. Holding Kathy’s torso in his arms, he sidestepped over to Eva and guided Kathy onto her whimpering little sister.

“Now Eva, I would have preferred to do this myself, but I didn’t want to risk causing you injury due to the difference in size.”

“But you got in my bum the last time!” she protested.

“Yes, but you can stretch a little more there.”

“But this won’t hurt too much?”

“No, and we’ll proceed at your pace once were all together,” he promised.

Hillman was amused by the eight year-old’s paradox. She was afraid of taking the dildo in her pussy, yet she was a bit put off by not getting his much larger cock in her quim.

Kathy watched as her rubber dong squeezed between the hairless lips of Eva’s cunny. She could do nothing about it as her movements were controlled by the hard, throbbing meet that was skewering her ass. As Hillman lowered her, she braced herself on the mattress with her hands. Both sisters looked down at Eva’s crotch as the dildo worked its way into the eight year-old’s innocent muff.

Eva grunted as she felt her inner labia slowly stretching around this intruder. The elastic flesh spread and then sealed itself around the hard rubber as the tip nudged the protective membrane inside.

“Ready now, girls?”

“Yeah,” breathed Kathy while Eva made a quick nod while clamping her eyes shut.

Hillman heaved himself forward and downward, sending Kathy crashing onto to Eva as her dildo tore open her baby sister’s virgin pussy. Eva cried out as all four inches sank into her untried depths. Kathy’s arms gave way and she fell ton top of her sister.

“It hurts! Please stop!” the third grader whined as she felt the addition of something warm and wet inside of her along with the rigid presence of the cock. She didn’t recognize this as the blood from her ruptured hymen.

“Don’t worry, Eva,” Hillman said in a soothing voice. “We’re in as far as we can go now, aren’t we, Kathy?”

Kathy lifted herself up high enough to look down and see nothing of the dildo which was now sunken in her sister’s pussy.

“That’s right,” Kathy replied.

Slowly, Eva lifted her head and blinked a few tears from her eyes. She looked down and could only see the flat rubber base between her and Kathy’s quims. It was then that it finally struck home that what she couldn’t see was what she was feeling inside of her body.

“Are you ready now?” Hillman asked after a minute.

Eva kept staring at the place where she and Kathy’s young bodies were interlocked. With muscles she had never consciously used before, she tried to clamp down on the dildo.

“Eva?” Hillman asked again, softly.

The little girl nodded.

Hillman slowly drew Kathy away from Eva and then pushed her back only slightly more quickly. He could feel the gurgling as fluids were pushed out of Eva’s tight cunt. The eight year-old trembled as she was slowly fucked, but Hillman could see the youngster’s body losing its tension as her tender sex was used for the first time.

Kathy felt her cunny watering heavily as she rode the prick in her ass up and down, driving her new dildo in and out of her sister’s childish pussy. The thought that she had popped Eva’s cherry was wild enough, but the fullness and heat of the cock stretching her rectum and the agitation against her cunny brought her to the boiling point.

Eva watched from below as her big sister and protector came while fucking her with a fake cock. The teacher increased the pace of his thrusts, transmitting them through Kathy’s slender body to the child pinned to the bed beneath them. Kathy’s body loosened up after her climax and Hillman was rewarded with the slick movement of his cock as it began to slide a little inside the ten year-old’s ass.

Kathy felt this new rubbing and was amazed to find a new climax begin to build. Hillman was fucking the sisters even faster and Eva felt the wet heat blooming inside her newly initiated quim and spread her legs as wide as she could to take a full pounding. Her pussy felt soupy and she craved the wetness, wanting more and more. Then her sister’s dildo began to feel even larger as the eight year-old’s pussy contracted.

“Huuuh!” Eva let loose with a loud exhalation as she came. Kathy’s second orgasm wasn’t far behind and Hillman could feel the young girl’s ass wrenching at his cock as she came.

But he wasn’t ready to cum, just yet. And if it meant making these two little sluts cum even more, then all the better as far as he was concerned. He ass-fucked Kathy harder; rocking his hips sideways as he buggered her petite rear end. This made the fifth grader’s dildo base grind against the smooth skin of her pubic mound while churning the rubber shaft inside the helpless eight year-old’s pussy.

Both girl’s were crying out in another orgasm when he gave a larger thrust and felt an fresh part of Kathy’s narrow passage give in to him by another half inch. His balls erupted and he poured several long, scalding surges of semen into the little girl’s quivering rectum.

He waited a minute, savoring the warm hold that Kathy’s body had on him before gently extracting his cock. Eva looked up at her older sister in a daze with her lips parted. On a whim, Kathy lowered her head and kissed her sister while sliding her tongue inside the younger girl’s mouth. Eva’s eyes widened but she played her tongue against Kathy’s for a little while before Kathy raised her head. Their reaction to this had surprised both girls and each secretly wondered about more intimacy with the other.

With Hillman’s assistance, Kathy pulled her dildo from Eva’s squishing cuntlet. The sisters felt a twinge of disappointment as their physical bond was broken. Eva watched as pink-tainted fluid leaked from the slightly parted entrance of her bald sex.

“I can’t believe that I…that we…,” the little girl murmured.

“Oh, certainly believe it,” said Hillman as he gently dabbed at the child’s pussy to make it clean. “And it’s a rare thing for a girl to lose her virginity to her own sister, so now you have something very special that you two will always carry with you.” After they were cleaned (and Kathy and Eva took special pleasure in wiping each other’s body off with wet washcloths), they returned to their respective dorms. Kathy felt proud that she had helped initiate her little sister into the world of sex. Eva could still feel where Kathy’s dildo had probed her little treasure box and imagined that she could still feel Hillman’s issue still floating inside of her. Neither girl was terribly surprised to wake up the following morning after a night filled with strange dreams and find their pajamas clinging damply to their smooth young crotches.

Claridge Academy, Part 26

(Note: Part 26 takes place on Friday, the day after Parts 22-23, and on the same day as Parts 24-25.)

Samantha’s long curly hair flew as she rushed to put her things away in her new dorm room. Her roommate, Maggie, was nearly bouncing with impatience and excitement. Like Samantha, she had curly hair but hers was blonde and was cut just above the shoulders. Both kindergartners had been invited to a “special party” - and they knew that meant that some men would play with their pee pees and make them feel all squiggly inside.


Dottie, the dorm mother for the six girls in her unit had moved Samantha to Maggie’s room that afternoon after informing all the girls that morning. Lauren, Maggie’s roommate, was taking Samantha’s place in the room she had shared with Whitney. Dottie got a charge out of knowing she was changing the room assignments based on the sexual compatibility of five year-olds.

Lauren and Whitney were passive and preferred to be more slow and gentle when playing any sex games. Both girls still had virgin pussies and had shied away from taking any cocks there, although both had been well used in the mouths and asses. With a heavy preference for preteen girls herself, Dottie was hoping this pair would soon enjoy each other’s sweet little charms.

Maggie and Samantha, on the other hand, were much more free-spirited when it came to sex. Dottie was amazed at how Samantha, who had begun the year quite shy, had become rather aggressive with Whitney, often coercing the smaller girl into playing the rubbing game. Samantha was always on top and loved to rub her cunt very hard against Whitney’s crotch. While Maggie had her cherry popped by her cousin a few weeks ago, Samantha was still a virgin there (her last remaining untouched hole). But that was scheduled to change tonight.

At last, Samantha’s clothes and other possessions were more or less put in place (with a five year-old’s precision). The two little girls scooted out of their room just as Whitney returned from her ballet class. The tiny blonde was still in her black leotard and white tights, looking so scrumptious that Dottie wanted to scoop her up and eat her right there in the common room. But the young woman had been very careful in her conduct around the girls.

“Whitney!” Samantha yelled. “We’re going to a party! Oh, and Lauren’s in your room now.”

“Oh,” was all Whitney managed to say in reply. Samantha was too happy to notice her friend’s somber mood and gave her a quick hug before she and Maggie dashed from the room.

“So, could I interest either of you girls in some ice cream?” one of the men asked them.

“Yes!” both girls chimed, bouncing in their seat across from him.

They were riding in a limo that had met the girls on the school grounds. Both men were members of The Five, the group that ran many aspects of the exclusive girls’ boarding school. A chauffeur drove, isolated by the thick tinted privacy window, although the man was well aware of the overall activities. He was well compensated in both pay and generous allotments of young flesh.

The men smiled as Maggie and Samantha moved around in their seat. Their dark blue, knee-length school uniform skirts rode up their legs and flipped as the girls bouncing, giving both men eyefuls of the little bilges beneath their panties. Samantha’s panties were plate white cotton while Maggie wore light blue decorated with Sleeping Beauty.

“You know our names, but what are yours?” Maggie asked.

The two men were prepared for this. All members of the five simply referred to one another by their number when dealing with anyone beyond their select group in delicate matters such as these.

“You can call me Two, and my partner, here Four,” one of them replied.

The girls thought this was extremely funny, but didn’t ask for their real names. They gave the girls some muscle relaxants, describing them as medicine that would help them play their games. It would take the edge from any nervousness they might have, and they would need the muscles between their legs very relaxed.

After going through a drive-up window lane, the men handed Maggie and Samantha their ice cream in the form of two small sundaes. It wasn’t long before Maggie had white cream smeared around her mouth. It was not an uncommon look for her, thought Four, who knew he was going to have the little rich girl jammed on his dick quite soon. He knew all about the two gang bang sessions she had experienced with some young teenage boys.

Two leaned forward as Samantha delicately scooped her treat and pointed to the small red fruit on top of the whipped cream.

“May I please have your cherry?” he asked the little girl.

“Sure!” Samantha replied and let him pluck it away.

“Mmmm…that’s some good, sweet cherry,” he remarked as he ate it. “Could I get another cherry from you?”

“I don’t have anymore, Silly,” the child giggled innocently.

While Samantha was laughing, she leaned back and spread her legs, making the skirt rise up her thighs by just enough to afford Two a nice view of her cunny bulge beneath the tight, white fabric.

“How about if I get one from you later?” he asked as his cock bounced against the inside of his fly.

“Okay,” she mumbled around her ice cream.

They arrived at the building where Samantha and Whitney had been taken before. Inside, they were led to a room with two comfortable chairs. Both girls noticed that the men had already removed their jackets and were loosening their ties.

“Can we take our clothes off now?” Maggie asked.

“Absolutely,” Four replied.

When everyone was naked, Maggie stared at the men’s penises. Although they were on the small side for adults, they were quite large to the five year-old who had only seen young teen organs. Samantha had seen - and felt - them this size, but was still a little shy in their presence.

The men picked up their respective girls and sat in the chairs facing one another. Each held a girl lying across their lap as they stroked the soft skin of their flat little chests and slightly rounded tummies. Two lifted Samantha up and sucked on her tiny nipples, making the pale pink nubbins stiffen. When Maggie saw this, she immediately insisted that Four do the same to her. He happily complied. The little blonde sighed as she felt her undeveloped breasts suckled.

Now both girls were set on the floor between the men’s legs. With hardly any instruction, the two five year-olds bent over and took the adult cocks in their pretty little mouths, lapping the meat with their cute pink tongues before pulling on the shafts with their soft young lips.

Four erupted into Maggie’s mouth and throat. The five year-old vainly tried to swallow everything she was given, but Four pulled out when she began to gag and painted her face with his last few spurts. For generations, the Hilliard family had amassed wealth and power, marrying well and producing exemplary offspring to be raised in a refined environment. And now it had come to this; the youngest progeny of a distinguished line was now a cum-faced little slut.

A grunt from Two signaled his ejaculation into Samantha’s mouth. When the little girl could take no more, he pulled out and sprayed the remainder on her chest. Samantha giggled as he massaged the mess into her skin, taking special care to coat her nipples.

“What’s next?” Maggie chirped.

Both girls were hauled back into the men’s laps. Maggie shivered in anticipation as her lovely thighs were parted to let the man’s large hand cover her hairless mons. He squeezed the child’s entire genitals over and over, making Maggie purr as her delicate inner parts were squashed and rubbed against each other’s surfaces.

Two preferred the two-fingered technique, rubbing a digit over the plump, bald flesh on either side of Samantha’s little pussy slit. She had such a nice little cuntlet, so tender and begging to be taken. She watched Maggie as the other girl moaned when her man inserted a finger into her soupy twat. The youngster stretcher her body in pleasure as she let her sex be completely violated.

“Guh!” Samantha grunted as Two added a third finger to his molestation of the little girl. His middle finger slid through the small crevice, spreading the drops of dew over the child’s inner cuntal flesh while agitating her clitoris. In an action born partly of instinct and partly from her experience playing the Rubbing Game, Samantha feverishly bucked her hips over and over. The kindergartener kept grunting as she humped her pussy against Two’s fingers, forcing herself to that hot, wet explosion inside of her that she so loved.

In the temporary delirium of her orgasm, Samantha heard Maggie cry out in a manner that was very similar to her own. Four’s cock was fully erect and straining against its own skin as Maggie’s ass rubbed against it while she came. Her quivering pussy acted as if it was trying to pull his finger from his hand.

With both girls limp and sated, they were pulled upright. Maggie was lifted and then felt the familiar presence of a cock head pressing against her tight slit. It was a little larger than any of those boys’ had been, but she didn’t want the man to think she was a baby. After all, she was already five years-old and could ride a bicycle (with training wheels - but still, it wasn’t a baby’s tricycle).

The little girl breathed heavily as she felt her immature sex expand once again to suit the pleasure of a male organ. She felt herself churning on the inside as Four’s cock took possession of her pussy, finally stopping at that mysterious, hard boundary that her cousin had called a cervix. Although nearly overwhelmed by the pulsing heat pressing against her straining pussy walls, Maggie was proud to see that over half of the man’s prick had been secured inside her vagina.

Samantha saw the flesh pushing through the very small area between her friend’s legs and looked down to consider the diminutive size of her own little slit.

“I’ve never had a pee pee in there. Will it fit?” she asked with concern.

“Yes it will. And you will feel something hurt the first time it goes in, but then you’ll feel good after that.”

“Why does it have to hurt?”

“There’s something called a hymen that little girls have inside. But when a girl is ready to start growing up, we have to get rid of it so she can become a big girl.”

“Oh. You’re going to help me grow up?”

“That’s right. Then you can do what Maggie is doing.”

Samantha saw her friend riding up and down on the other man’s big pee pee, assisted by Four’s hands on her little waist. Maggie’s blonde curls were bouncing and she was loudly breathing in a high-pitched tone as her kindergarten-sized pussy was fucked by the man’s cock. Then she realized that she was being lifted and felt her man’s prick make contact with her hairless, virgin twat.

Two shifted the girl back and forth, spreading her outer lips apart and wedging the head of his dick through the smaller opening of her inner labia. Samantha whimpered as she felt herself being opened in there for the first time and Two paused to pet her belly before proceeding. He felt the elastic resistance of Samantha’s hymen and moved the little girl to adjust his angle for the next part.

He slid his hands up her sides, stopping just short of her armpits. Her small size allowed him to play with her delightful nipples a little more until he felt her squirming on his cock. She was as used to his presence inside her as she was going to get, with only the better part of his head past her entrance. Grabbing her tightly, he shoved her down, ripping through the child’s maidenhead with brutal efficiency and getting his second cherry from Samantha, just as she had unknowingly promised.

“Owwww! No, no!” Samantha wailed as her small, immature pussy surrendered to its first invasion. There was something big and hard moving in her and it took the little girl a few moments to register that she was now just like Maggie. Two waited as he felt the child’s sheath adjust to his cock, grasping it wetly while her body trembled. When Samantha was calm again, he kissed her ear and slowly pushed her down some more.

Samantha flinched at first when the movement resumed, but she felt none of the sharp tearing from before. She felt the massiveness and heat pressing into her and there was some discomfort, but that was all. Then she felt him pressing against something else inside of her, but he stopped there.

“I think I’m all full,” she whispered.

“Yes you are,” Two confirmed.

With the spongy head of his cock was resting against the little girl’s cervix, Two knew that his cock was touching every surface of the five year-old’s virgin pussy. He was making her stretch and shift inside and offer every intimate female part her body for his use. It was her purpose in life right now and he had taken enough youngsters to know that this one would thrive.

He pulled her up until just his head was inside, and then drew her back down again. Samantha moaned as her little sex altered itself to serve its first master. But the fifth thrust, she was starting to use her legs to aid in her first vaginal sex. Looking down at where their bodies were joined. She was frightened to see some red smeared around her straining pussy lips.

“My pee pee is bleeding!”

“You’ll be fine,” Two assured her. “That was from the first time when it hurt.”

“Oh,” she replied as Two resumed their intercourse.

“Is it feeling good now?” he asked as her cuntlet became wetter from all of the stimulation she was receiving.

“Uh huh.”

“Yes, I’m sure it is. You’re becoming a good little whore just like Maggie over there. You love taking a hard cock in your little pussy, just like you did in your mouth, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And one of these days we’ll have some fun in your sweet young ass, too. Just like you had when that movie was taken, except this time you’ll remember it.”

“Uh huh…”

Two stopped when he saw that Samantha was trying to say something more. The video he was referring to was when the school’s headmaster (at The Five’s request) had drugged her and had fucked her in the mouth and ass, the latter while she was laying on top of a naked eleven year-old student. The drug’s effects included short term memory loss, so Samantha had quite the surprise when she saw herself taking cock.

“They said I couldn’t remember because of some medicine when I was here before. And then one man put his pee pee in my mouth. He squirted and another man squirted on my bum. Some of it got inside.”

“Yes, that was Four, there, working that end while Five gave you something to suck on. I was doing the same in your friend Whitney’s mouth.”

“Oh, Whitney didn’t like it a lot.”

“We know, but don’t worry - she’ll be happier with our new plans for her. Now let’s get back to work.”

Two resumed fucking the little girl, sliding his cock through the deflowered channel between Samantha’s legs. With both girls now used to the rhythm and using their legs to keep the pace, Two and Four were each able to free up a hand to massage the children’s clits until they came helplessly on the marauding pricks.

Then both men used two-handed grips on the girls again, increasing the speed and power of their strokes. They could hear the soaked sounds of hardened flesh plunging into the juicy little holes while the tykes moaned in mindless pleasure. This was a favorite pastime with The Five and their minions; fucking little girls until they were nearly senseless from repeated orgasms.

Although they didn’t understand the concept of arousal beyond the fact that they were experiencing some very intense feelings, Maggie and Samantha were each turned on as they looked at each other. The sight of seeing another little girl getting a hard cock shoved into her tight, dripping cunny was a turn on. They were amazed how their smooth little muffs, normally so plump and innocent-looking with a prim, narrow slit, were transformed into a widely stretched entrance to take in more heaving flesh.

Both kindergarteners came again just before the men in turn came inside their tiny pussies. Maggie leaned back on Four’s shoulder as she felt the hot waves of fluids surge inside her petite young body. Although Samantha knew the men would squirt again, she quivered as she felt the scalding sperm invading the recesses of her pussy and her unprepared womb for the first time.

It was several minutes before the girls stirred again. Four asked them if they would like to have some dinner before returning to school. Famished by the intense session they had just experienced, Samantha nodded. The Maggie spoke up.

“When the boys played with me before, there were more of them,” she observed.

“Are you saying we should have more men to play with you next time?” Four asked while trying to keep a straight face.

“Uh huh. Grownups get tired too fast and little girls like to play.”

Two tried to keep from laughing and Samantha wondered why he was making strange choking sounds in his throat. Maggie was right about playing.

“Don’t worry,” said Two as he stroked her soft belly. “We’ll have plenty of men to play with you next time.”

He gently pinched a small bit of the child’s baby fat, thinking about how different Maggie’s little tummy would look next time. Obviously, she and Samantha were too young to get pregnant, but if everything went as planned, they would certainly look the part.

Claridge Academy, Part 27

(Note: Part 27 takes place on Friday, the day after Parts 22-23, and on the same day as Parts 24-26.)

Whitney stood alone as the door to the hallway shut behind Samantha and Maggie, staring at the floor. Her lower lip was trembling and Dottie could see the little girl’s eyes were very wet. She had just turned five before the school year started and was very small for her age, which made her look even more pitiful now. Kneeling beside Whitney, she patted the girl on the back.

“I think Lauren could use some help putting her things away,” Dottie quietly suggested.

Without a word, Whitney trudged to her bedroom and closed the door.

Lauren looked up, startled. Her bright green eyes were reddened and she quickly wiped her face and scrambled to her feet, hoping that Whitney hadn’t seen her crying.

“I…I’m putting stuff away,” she stammered.

“Do you need help?” Whitney asked.

“NO! Uh, no. I can do it,” said Lauren as she turned her face away. She was flushed and could feel her cheeks burning over her unintended outburst.

Whitney crawled up on her bed and sat silently while Lauren finished her unpacking. Looking at the night stand between the two beds, she saw a brown teddy bear with a bright red bow around its neck.

“I like your teddy bear,” Whitney said, softly.

“Thanks. His name is Brownie.”

“That’s a nice name for a teddy bear.”

The awkward silence resumed and neither girl knew what to do. Finally, Lauren turned around and pointed to a light blue, furry object on Whitney’s bed.

“Is that a bunny?”

“Yes, his name is Flopsy.”

Lauren nodded and didn’t know what else to say. Whitney moved over to the night stand and placed her bunny next to the bear.

“Maybe Flopsy and Brownie can be friends,” Whitney said hopefully.

Lauren saw the opening and took it.

“I bet they’ll be really good best friends.”

“Yeah!”

“Uh, I’ve got a little more to put away, could you help me?”

“Sure.”

The girls made short work of Lauren’s remaining clothing, even managing to put a few items away neatly folded. When they were done, Lauren’s heart was pounding when she thought about what she was going to say.

“Whitney?”

“Yes?”

“Some boys put their things in my mouth and bottom. Then some other boys did it again.”

This surprised Whitney as she though that she and Meagan were the only ones who had received this treatment.

“Did they squirt stuff out of their things?”

“Yes. How did you know?”

“Some boys squirted in my bottom. And lots of men did it in my mouth. Their things are bigger and they’ve got a lot more hair all over.”

“Uh huh. One man squirted in my mouth too. He had a lot of stuff.”

“Did that happen to Maggie?”

“Yes, but she really liked it. She even let them put their things in her wee wee and then they squirted there, too. The boys and some big people liked to talk about wee wees.”

“Yeah, lots of grownups licked and touched my private part,” Whitney confessed.

“Is that what you call your wee wee?”

“Uh huh. My mommy said it’s more ding…dignified.”

“It’s sounds more grown up. I think I’ll call my wee wee a private part, too. Um, Whitney?”

“Yes?”

“I think there’s something wrong with my we…my private part.”

Whitney looked at her new roommate very gravely and was about to say something when she heard a knock on the door. The door opened and Meagan poked her head in.

“Come on, it’s time for dinner.”

Whitney turned to Lauren.

“I can’t go to dinner in my dance clothes. It’s against the rules. But we can talk about your private part if you want later.”

“Okay.”

After dinner, Meagan and Gretchen, who shared to room next to theirs, asked Lauren and Whitney if they wanted to play a game, but the girls declined and went back to their room and closed the door.

“I hope they’re okay,” Megan said.

“Yeah,” Gretchen replied as she put away the Dora the Explorer board game she had just taken out.

The two girls stood in the common room for a minute, wondering what to do before Meagan turned to Gretchen.

“Do you want to practice being hot little sluts?”

“Yeah! I want to be ready when we see Miss Ilsa again,” Gretchen answered, her eyes glittering.

They scampered back to their room, closing the door behind them.

“What’s wrong with you’re private part?” Whitney asked Lauren.

“It feels good when it gets rubbed. But I was scared to have someone put their thing in it. The first boys wouldn’t and the next time everyone said I wouldn’t like it. I lick Maggie’s private part a lot but she won’t lick mine. Maybe it’s ugly or scary.”

“You lick Maggie’s?”

Lauren blushed heavily.

“Uh huh. I thought it would be nice to do it soft, like petting a little kitty. But Maggie wanted it really hard. Sometimes my tongue hurt. There was a lady last time that also made me lick hard.”

“When I went away last time,” Whitney replied. “There was a pretty lady named Sandra who didn’t make me lick her hard. And she was nice and soft with me. I wasn’t scared. Samantha likes to rub me hard, but I never had to lick her.”

“The lady who had me didn’t lick me. No one will, so something must be wrong. Could you look at my private part and see what’s wrong?”

Whitney shrugged. She wasn’t sure what something wrong would look like, but maybe Lauren would feel better.

“Okay.”

Lauren hiked up her skirt and pulled down her Strawberry Shortcake panties. Her vagina was slightly round and completely bald. Her outer lips pressed together tightly to form the innocent little slit. In short, it was a pedophile’s vision of perfection, although neither little girl knew what the word ‘pedophile’ meant.

“It looks okay to me,” Whitney announced.

“Alright,” Lauren sighed. She did not sound completely convinced. As she started to pull her panties up, Whitney had an idea. Maybe this would help her friend.

“Lauren, would you like me to lick your private part?”

Lauren stopped with her panties just above her knees.

“Could you?”

“Uh huh. If your private part feels good when I do it, then there’s nothing wrong.”

Lauren pulled her panties down and wrestled them off from around her shoes. She paused, and then removed the rest of her clothing, telling Whitney that this was how Maggie was when she played with the boys and the others. When she was done, she stood naked before the smaller girl. Maggie always made her kneel in front of her when Lauren licked her cunny.

But Whitney pointed to the bed.

“Miss Sandra and I were in bed when we made each feel nice. We should do that too.”

Lauren scrambled into bed. At Whitney’s direction, she laid back on a pillow and spread her legs apart. Whitney laid belly-down with her head between Lauren’s thighs and looked at the other girl with her dark blue eyes. Lauren swallowed hard and announced that she was ready.

Whitney bowed her head and looked at Lauren’s tight little snatch. Whitney realized that she had never actually licked another girl’s vagina. She remembered how excited she was to feel another hairless pussy close to her size when Samantha first showed her how to do the Rubbing Game. For reasons she couldn’t describe, She felt that excitement again, but even more acutely now that she was about to taste another girl her age.

She licked Lauren’s mound gently, keeping her tongue as wide and as flat as possible. The flesh tasted clean with a hint of saltiness. When Lauren shivered, Whitney looked up to make sure she was alright. Wordlessly, Lauren looked back and nodded. Whitney returned to her oral attentions.

Remembering Sandra’s lessons well, Whitney started with one side of Lauren’s tasty cunny, kissing on outer lip and then sucking on the pliant flesh. Whitney’s plump red lips massaged the hairless labia as she worked it over, eliciting a sigh from Lauren. After releasing what she had, Whitney worked the other side of the other five year-old’s soft mons.

When she was done with that side, Whitney saw a few drops of juice oozing from the bottom of Lauren’s slit. It certainly looked like her private part was working right. The little blonde licked her friend’s liquid essence and felt a twinge between her own legs as she tasted Lauren’s most intimate flavor. Whitney was surprised by her body’s reaction, but only focused on what she liked and wanted at the moment. And she liked tasting Lauren and wanted to make her feel very, very good. She proceeded to lick deeper into Lauren’s slit.

Lauren was drowning in pleasure as Whitney made oral love to her. That lady really taught her new roommate some very nice things. The little girl’s green eyes were half closed as Whitney’s mouth did incredible things between her legs. Without thinking, Lauren started rubbing her belly as she practically purred with the warm sensations radiating from her crotch. When her fingers accidentally grazed a nipple, she felt new sparks shoot from that area.

With her body already sensitized, the frisson from her nipple made Lauren cry out. Whitney paid no heed and continued to lap at Lauren’s slit. This new area of pleasure took the five year-old by surprise. Carefully, Lauren touched both nipples and groaned as they stiffened and stood erect from her flat chest.

Meanwhile, everything down below seemed to be growing tighter and tighter like the coiled spring of a wind-up toy. Lauren’s vagina produced more flow as Whitney’s tongue swabbed at the pink inner cunny skin and the thin tissue of the Lauren’s hymen. The blonde haired girl’s nose bumped repeatedly against Lauren’s clit, driving Lauren ever closer to climax. Feeling Lauren’s pussy muscles contracting, Whitney clamped her lips over the clit and sucked as hard as she could while wiping it with her tongue.

That set Lauren off. She bucked her hips against the exquisite inner pressure she was feeling inside her young cuntlet. All the while, Whitney resolutely kept her mouth on Lauren’s flaming clitty, prolonging the orgasm by another few waves. As Lauren’s cum subsided, Whitney released the small button and gently cleaned Lauren’s cunny with her lips and tongue.

“How was that?” Whitney asked, hoping that Lauren felt better about her private part.

“It…it never felt so big before when that happened. You can do that good.”

Whitney gave her a relieved smile and rolled over to get off the bed.

“Whitney? I can lick you now.”

The tiny blonde paused and looked back shyly.

“That’s okay, you don’t have to.”

“No, I want to make you feel good. Please? I’ll try to be nice like you were.”

Whitney hesitated before slipping out of her clothes. She climbed back on the bed and lay on her back, closing her eyes. Lauren could tell she was nervous and wondered if Whitney really didn’t want to be licked by her. She looked at the cute little sex between Whitney’s thighs and thought that Whitney might be scared because she was smaller than all the other kids - even her private part was a little smaller than Lauren’s.

Vowing to herself to be very gentle, Lauren settled herself with her face above Whitney’s crotch. She saw the dampness on Whitney’s slit and sniffed - it wasn’t pee. Grinning, she raised her head and looked at Whitney.

“You’re private part is wet. You liked licking me!”

Whitney’s eyes cracked open and her cheeks turned pink. Then both girls giggled. When that subsided, Lauren carefully lowered her head and began licking the smooth skin of Whitney’s tiny pussy. Whitney whimpered and moved her head back and forth as she felt Lauren’s small, wet mouth slide and caress its way all over her cuntlet.

Lauren eased her tongue into the tight confines of Whitney’s slit. Passing through the inner labia, she felt something else blocking her way. She had not found that in Maggie’s twat when Maggie had demanded that she push her tongue inside real hard. Using her fingers, she tugged Whitney’s outer labia part to get a better look. There was the same pink barrier that Lauren had seen inside her own pussy when she and Maggie looked in a mirror one night.

Having been well briefed by the cousin who had helped introduce the two girls to the wonders of sex, Maggie told Lauren that this was called a hymen. It only went away after a boy put his thing in a girl’s private part. Maggie didn’t have one, thanks to Jimmy, and said that not having it made her more grown up.

That had upset Lauren. She wanted to grow up too, but getting one of those things inside her was scary for a five year-old! Now, looking at Whitney’s virgin shield, Lauren felt very happy. Whitney’s private part was just like hers. Happily, she dove back into Whitney’s pussy and patted the maidenhead with her tongue.

Whitney was enthralled with Lauren’s mouth work. And the knowledge that another little girl like her was eating her muff made Whitney itch a little more deep inside. When Lauren’s tongue found her clit, Whitney grabbed at the bed sheet and twisted it in her clenched fists. Her small tummy rose and fell in rapid succession as her panting quickened. It felt as though she was melting deep in her vagina.

Lauren moved away from the clit so she could lap up Whitney’s sweet nectar which was now flowing freely. As she drove her tongue as much into the small pussy as Whitney’s cherry would allow, she created more heat along the inner walls of the child’s sex. She reached down and felt her own pussy was a sopping mess. Pinching her clit, she licked and sucked on Whitney’s pussy more intensely, moaning against and into the little blonde’s tight muff.

The two five year-olds writhed on the bed in sexual frenzy. Lauren came on her hand - not nearly as hard as Whitney had caused, but enough to give the tot some much needed release. When she was done, she slowed the pace of her mouth and flexed as much of her tongue as she could inside Whitney’s wet channel as she pressed her nose against the hard bump at the top of the slit.

Whitney let out a loud breath and then was reduced to making tiny, high-pitched noises as she came. More juice poured into Lauren’s eager mouth as the climax heaved its way through Whitney’s overheated little body before petering out. Then both girls lay still.

“I was hoping you two would get along this well.”

Lauren rolled over and Whitney lifted her head in surprise. Dottie stood near the doorway, smiling and quietly closing the door behind her. The woman knew she would be replaying the scene she had just witnessed in her head that night as she masturbated. Lauren faced her with her enchanting green eyes and a mouth dripping with Whitney’s offering. And Whitney looked positively angelic even with her tiny bald pussy glistening in the light. Neither child knew what to say, but Dottie spared them that awkwardness by kneeling next to the bed and speaking gently.

“When I was your age, I had a close friend who made me feel very special, too. I’m glad you two have each other.”

“So we can do it again, some time?” Lauren asked.

“Yes, but now it’s time for bed and I can’t have you going down the hall to brush your teeth while you’re naked - no matter how cute you two look.”

Both girls giggled at the thought before Dottie helped them into their pajamas. She gave each of them a pat on the bottom to send them on their way to the girls’ bathroom on that floor. Dottie shook her head after they left. Meagan and Gretchen were already cleaned up, but she suspected that they were at it again in their room. Hot little sluts, indeed.

When Lauren and Whitney came back, they snuggled into their beds, taking their stuffed animals with them. After Dottie turned out the lights and left, Lauren spoke.

“I’m glad we’re in the same room now. Do you think the other girls make each other feel good, too? I think Maggie and Samantha will, but what about Gretchen and Meagan?”

Whitney thought about that for a moment. Then she heard someone’s voice through the wall in the room next door. She didn’t know if it was Meagan or Gretchen, but she knew what that sound was about.

“Yes, I think they do.”

The next night, all six girls were gathered in the common room with bowls of popcorn and juice boxes. It had been a few weeks since all six were together on a Saturday night. The five year-olds had discussed a very important issue, one that called for deep thought and careful response. After several other suggestions, they had settled on watching ‘Cinderella’.

“Are you sure?” asked their very amused dorm mother. The girls had never strayed from choosing a Disney movie with a princess in it.

“Yes, because we also want to see a fairy godmother,” Meagan told her as the other girls nodded emphatically.

“Cinderella, it is,” Dottie said as she started the movie. “I’ll be in my room if you need me.”

There was no response as the girls settled in. Just twenty-four hours earlier, all six had highly sexed-up, little cumming machines. Today and tonight, though, they were just like any other five year-olds. Maggie sat on one end of the couch with an arm around Samantha. Meagan and Gretchen filled the rest of the sofa, with Meagan giggling innocently as Gretchen whispered something in her ear. And Samantha and Whitney were cuddled together in the large armchair in the corner, their eyes wide as the Disney logo sparkled on the screen.

Dottie fantasized how the smooth skin of their tight young bodies felt, caressed by their soft pajamas. She felt a familiar twitch in her pussy as she retreated to her room and hoped she could do more than just fantasize about her girls soon.

Claridge Academy, Part 28

(Note: Part 28 takes place on Saturday, the day after Parts 24-27.)

Saturday had been mostly enjoyable for ten year-old Abby as her Aunt Pauline had visited and brought along Abby’s three year-old sister, Lisette. There was no mistaking the fact that the two girls were sisters, sharing the same delicate facial features, thick brown hair, and doe-like brown eyes framed by dark lashes.

Lisette had been a little sickly as a baby, a legacy of her mother’s fatal illness while she was in the womb. The little girl was healthy now but small for her age after her earlier illnesses. In a way, Whitney, the five year-old in dance class who idolized Abby, reminded Abby of her little sister with her quiet personality as well as putting up with being the smallest child in her class. Hopefully, Whitney could be a friend to Lisette when the girl started Claridge in two years.

Pauline and Lisette were spending the weekend at one of Claridge’s guest cottages on the campus while Abby’s father was away on business. In the afternoon while Lisette was taking a nap, Abby directly asked her aunt why she had given Lucia permission to take her virginity - as well as giving her the equipment to carry it out.

“Hey, it was going to happen sometime and I thought it would better to lose it to a close friend,” Pauline nonchalantly explained. “I thought about doing it myself but I think it was good that you had someone your own age break you in. You didn’t enjoy it?”

“Well, I did after a while,” Abby admitted. “But still, you should have asked me first.”

Pauline broke out into laughter. She tried to speak but could until the third try.

“I’m sorry,” she chortled as put an arm around her niece’s shoulders. “But I can hear it now. ‘Abby, can I give Lucia a double-ended strap-on dildo so she can pop your cherry?’ I don’t suppose it would have worked in an e-mail either.”

In spite of herself, Abby grinned ruefully. Her aunt was pretty wild at times, but would never deliberately hurt her nice and Abby knew it.

“I suppose you’re right,” the youngster said.

But Pauline wasn’t done.

“Oh no!” she gasped between guffaws. “I should have hired a one of those planes to write the message in the sky. Then you and Lucia could have charged admission for one hell of a show!”

“Aunt Pauline!”

Ah, relax. It’s too late now. Maybe I can do it for Lisette one day.”

Abby shifted uncomfortably on the couch.

“Um, Aunt Pauline, have you, uh, done anything…”

“With Lisette? No, but she’s getting more adorable every day and she’s quite tempting. But what if you introduce her to a few things? You know, show her how good she can feel in all the right places. That would be a wonderful thing from her big sister”

“Oh no! I couldn’t.”

“Hmm, then what about that little girl, Whitney? Monica says you two are very close. She showed me a picture she took of her in dance. She looks like quite a tasty little snack.”

“No, I haven’t done anything with her. I don’t want to push her into anything. And she might not understand and I’d hate to make her upset or scared.”

“Well, just go easy with her; you’ll know if she wants to try something. Or I can just take her along on the next lesbian biker weekend. She’ll come back a changed girl.”

“Now, I know you’re kidding about that,” Abby chuckled.

“Do you think it would be against school policy if Whitney returned with my name tattooed in a heart on her ass?”

Pauline had taken her nieces out for dinner and by the time they had returned after nine in the evening, Lisette was fast asleep in the back of the car. To avoid waking the tot, Pauline simply carried her to bed and stripped the girl down to her panties before covering her with a sheet and blanket.

Then she found Abby dressing for bed, pulling a nightgown over her head. Approaching from behind, she slowly turned the girl around to face her and pulled the hem of the gown up and removed the garment. Abby stood there clad in only a pair of peach-colored panties.

Admiring her niece’s slender body, well-toned by six years of ballet, Pauline whispered in a husky voice, “I don’t know why you bother with any clothes for bed when I’m around.

The ten year-old stood meekly as her aunt bent over and slid her panties down her smooth legs. Then Pauline kissed her way back up Abby’s body, spending a little extra time at the junction of those wonderfully shaped thighs before finally reaching the girl’s mouth. Abby moaned as her aunt’s invading tongue slipped between her jaws.

Pauline slid one and under Abby’s tight buttocks and scooped the girl up, carrying her to the cottage’s master bedroom. Laying the girl on the mattress, Pauline settled half of top of her and fondled the preteen’s flawless body from her neck to her thighs. She knew exactly how her niece responded to certain touches and effortlessly brought the girl’s nipples erect on her flat chest while she still licked and sucked on Abby’s tongue.

Reaching the girl’s smooth sex, she fondled the soft flesh, treasuring each soft curve of the mound and the indentation of her modest slit. Some subtle manipulation of Abby’s clit, combined with all of the other foreplay, soon made the preteen start to lubricate. Abby made a throaty moan into her aunt’s questing mouth as Pauline slid a finger into the wet tightness of her twat.

“I’ve been waiting so long to get in there,” Pauline sighed as she caressed the interior lining of the ten year-old’s twat.

Abby could only respond by making small noises as her aunt brought her little sex to a fever pitch. She could hear the very wet sounds of her cunny as her aunt finger fucked her in a place that had only been penetrated for the first time two days before. The young girl could not deny what she was feeling and allowed herself to drown in the sensations that overtook her body and sent her tumbling into an orgasm. Her little pussy squeezed and pulled on her aunt’s finger as it desperately wrung every ounce of pleasure from the climax.

Abby was still huffing and puffing as Pauline rolled her over and fondled her ass. Then she felt her hips being pulled upward so that her rump was stickling up. The little girl lost track of what was happening until she felt something hard and greasing wedging its way between her tight pussy lips.

“Aunt Pauline! What…ohhhh.”

While Abby was drifting in the aftermath of her orgasm, Pauline had donned a strap-on vibrating dildo with bumps and knobs on the inside of the base so that the woman’s pussy would receive some stimulation as she worked the dildo into her young niece. She pushed in, rewarded with more moaning from Abby as her pussy was taken by another female.

“You know I love you Abby, but I love taking my partners this way - like they’re animals. And you’re my wonderful pet, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I…aaahhhhh!”

Abby’s response was interrupted by the full stroke of the vibrating dildo in her preteen pussy. The little girl’s slim chest heaved as she was deeply fucked from behind and stimulated by the hard rubber dick in her body.

“You love it, don’t you?” Pauline growled.

“Ah…ungh…I …oh.” The little girl gasped.

“Then cum for me. Cum for me hard,” Pauline ordered as she thrust even harder into her niece’s tight, steaming pussy.

Abby couldn’t cum on demand, but the exquisite pounding she was taking in her cunny had her close to her boiling point and she came within a minute of Pauline’s demand. Pauline gripped Abby’s quaking body tightly and pulled the girl upright. Abby yelled as the vibrating cock shifted in her convulsing quim, sending her to another climax just as the last one tapered off.

Pauline looked over the girl’s shoulder and down at Abby’s stretched, hairless pussy as it convulsed on the soaking wet dildo. As her niece began to calm down, Pauline jabbed to fingers over the top of the ten year-old’s slit, pressing Abby’s clit against the vibrator and forcing the child into another orgasm. When Abby was done, Pauline showed some mercy and let her collapse on the bed.

“An inspired performance,” said Monica from behind them.

Pauline calmly looked over her shoulder at the school’s dance teacher. The lithe black woman was leaning against the doorframe of the bedroom.

“You were late, so I figured you sneak in and watch like the horny bitch you are,” Pauline greeted her.

“And I loved the show. Too bad I didn’t have time to make some popcorn.”

Pauline un-strapped her dildo and held the shining wet toy to Monica.

“Then how about some hot buttered vibrator?”

“Ooo!” Monica crooned. “And it’s Abby-flavored. One of my favorites.”

Abby looked up wearily as her dance instructor licked the hard rubber dick clean. When Monica was done, she strapped the device on herself as Pauline took another strap-on from her suitcase. She also took out a tube of KY jelly.

Watching Pauline get herself ready, Monica announced “Alright Abby girl, as much as I loved your hot little ass yesterday, it’s time for me to sink something into your snatch now that Lucia went to all that trouble to open it for business.”

Pauline climbed onto the bed and crawled over to her niece. She sat the girl up and hugged her from behind, fondling her chest with one hand. With the other, she slipped a KY-coated finger into Abby’s bottom.

“Oh,” the little girl exclaimed with a blush. “Uh, Monica said she was going to…um…in front.”

“That’s right,” Pauline spoke in the girl’s ear. “But I’m going to hold you in place so you don’t get too squirmy.”

“I won’t…Aigh!” Abby blurted as Pauline thrust her greased dildo into the girl’s rectum.

As the shock of the penetration wore off, Abby could feel the thrumming of the vibrator deep inside her bowels. Pauline lay back on a pillow, pulling Abby with her. Monica was on her knees in front of them, spreading Abby’s legs apart. Abby whimpered as her teacher pushed the vibrating shaft of hard rubber onto her bald cuntlet. Her slick labia parted in submission.

With Pauline’s dildo firmly embedded in Abby’s ass, the little girl’s pussy was even more difficult to enter. Abby was fortunate that the women were using slightly thinner toys than usual. But Monica watched the Abby’s pussy try to adjust and knew the girl could handle it.

“Come on, Abby,” she grunted. “I didn’t teach you ballet for six years for nothing. It’s time to stretch, girl.”

Using powers of concentration she had learned for dance, Abby relaxed her body and let her muscles twist and stretch as Monica filled her preteen cunny with her vibrating dildo. The youngster’s wet meaty tunnel took the intrusion to the hilt, filling Abby’s lower belly with two hard shafts of buzzing sex toys.

Abby gasped in high tones as she endured her first double penetration. There was discomfort, but there was also the sweet burning as the vibrators did their work inside her taut, compact body.

Content with the ten year-old helplessly sandwiched between them, the two women let their dildos stay fully inside Abby. Although the child had taken them in both of her lower holes at once, getting fucked simultaneously would be more than she could endure. Pauline and Monica rolled their hips instead, grinding their cunts against the bases of their strap-on cocks. This also changed how the rubber pricks pressed inside of Abby’s body and the youngster was soon groaning along with her two adult lovers.

Abby’s widely spread legs were trashing from the hard pulsing inside her tenderized love holes. There was little else for the young girl to do as her body endured the intense pressure and throbbing from two places at once. First Pauline and then Monica came as they felt Abby’s smooth, slim form undulating against them. Then Abby cried out as she joined the women in sexual release.

The three of them lay together in a sweaty heap. Although the vibrators were still on, Abby was practically numb to them as her nervous system fired random shocks from her over-stimulated sex.

“You’re noisy,” mumbled a very small voice.

The three interlocked females on the bed turned their heads to see Lisette standing there holding a yellow stuffed dog that, for reasons that no one was quite sure of, was named Muffin. With very sleepy eyes, the three year-old stared at her sister, her aunt, and the strange lady who were piled naked together. She didn’t ask about their nudity or their strange position.

“Sorry Lisette,” Pauline replied. “Would you like to join us?”

The toddler shook her head. Monica had only seen pictures and was now pleased to see Abby’s little sister in the flesh. The resemblance between the two girls was remarkable. The dance instructor took in the soft little body, imagining how silky and soft her skin must be. A small amount of baby fat made the little girl’s belly swell just enough to invite some horny nibbling.

And those thighs! Already, they were nicely shaped and help a promise of more pleasures to come. Monica pictured them clamped to the sides of her head as she gave the tot’s virgin quim a proper tongue scrubbing. She knew the little mound would be hairless and perfect, spying the telltale mound under the cotton panties that were adorned wit ha teddy bear on the front.

“Lisette,” Abby managed to say. “You can go back to bed if you want. We’ll be quiet.”

“I’m sleepy,” Lisette announced and then she held up her dog. “Muffin is sleepy too.”

“I’d sure like to play with your muffin some day,” Monica said slyly. Pauline giggled.

“Okay,” the child yawned.

Then she put her thumb in her mouth and toddled back to her bedroom. Abby was relieved that her sister would keep her innocence - at least a little longer. She knew that Lisette would not remember anything in the morning.

Monica and Pauline withdrew their dildos from Abby’s body, the shafts making slick sounds as they pulled clear from the young girl’s orifices. Shortly after, the women left the room together to have drink, the ten year-old drifted off to sleep.

She awoke several hours later. Something was different. She could hear Monica and her aunt in another room, noisily having sex. As her mind cleared a little, she realized that she had been placed in Lisette’s bed. Her baby sister had snuggled against her in her sleep and had her face pressed against Abby’s chest.

Abby could feel Lisette’s mouth tantalizingly close to one of her flat nipples. The little piece of flesh hardened at just the thought of being sucked by the toddler. The ten year-old felt a bloom of warmth in her lower belly as Lisette moved in her sleep and flung one small leg over Abby’s, leaving her baby-smooth thigh lightly touching Abby’s hairless pussy.

Abby stroked her sister’s hair as she closed her eyes and returned to her own slumber. Some vivid dreams of young wet flesh pressed together, slippery and hot, awaited her.

Claridge Academy, Part 29

(Note: Part 29 takes place on Thursday, the day after Part 28.)

Little Gretchen Larsen walked alongside her dorm mother, Dottie, on her way to the headmaster’s office. The kindergartner had been administered the drug the headmaster used so that his students wouldn’t remember their encounters with him in his office. The draught also acted as a muscle relaxant and aphrodisiac which made sex with the little ones even easier, like in the case of five year-old Gretchen.

Having been shown some videos taken in the headmaster’s office (with the headmaster digitally edited to hide his identity), the kindergartener had learned about her experiences. Then she and her roommate, Meagan (who had also co-starred in a porn movie with Gretchen while they were both drugged), had taken part in a four-way orgy with two members of a group known as The Five. These men secretly controlled much of the school’s affairs - both legitimate and otherwise - and continued a tradition of using some of the boarding school’s students for sexual pleasure. The tradition had begun more than a century ago with the school’s founder.

After the sex was over that night, both girls had been left with large wads of jism in their cute little asses. Their hairless pussies were soaking wet from each other’s juices and their own orgasms as well. As a joke, The Five had told the girls that, while they should behave themselves in public, they should strive to be hot little sluts. But it was something the children took quite seriously, although they had fun ‘practicing’ with each other.

Although Gretchen was now aware of sex, Dottie had drugged her to protect Headmaster Eddings’ identity and that of his guest. The school’s dorm mothers, who looked after the children, were all in on The Five’s hi-jinks, although none of them had met the men face to face or knew their identity.

Dottie knocked on the headmaster’s door and opened it a crack to let him know that Gretchen was here. Then she left the office, scheduled to return in an hour and a half to retrieve her charge. As she walked back to the dorm where her other five girls were, the young woman’s cunt grew moist as she imagined what was in store for the little girl she had just left behind.

Stewart LaGrange, retired headmaster of the Claridge Academy, thoughtfully eyed his brandy as the current headmaster, Marshall Eddings, explained how they were treating certain students. Eddings had been with a school for a short while as a teacher when LaGrange retired nearly twenty years ago.

Since his retirement, LaGrange had moved to a small county in Southeast Asia where he lived like a king on his retirement. He regaled the current headmaster with stories of the little honey-skinned girls that were readily his for the taking. Eddings was impressed that LaGrange, who was now in his mid-eighties, was still staying quite active. He had come back here for a week by special request from The Five. Eddings was updating his predecessor on how some things had changed.

“Tonight’s student has been made aware that she’s been having sex, but she doesn’t know it’s been with me,” Eddings explained. “Since she learned of her situation, she was drugged and told she was attending a special class tonight. Now she won’t even remember coming to this office.”

“Very efficient,” LaGrange agreed. “We did that to a few of the older students when I was here - ones who may not remember what happened in this office beyond what we suggested to them afterward, but ones who might be able to put the facts together when their cunts and asses were feeling a bit…open later on. But what the hell, why take a chance with a younger one?”

“I understand there were some students who figured it out in later years.”

“Yes, but they were dealt with,” LaGrange breezily explained.

Eddings raised an eyebrow, making LaGrange laugh.

“No, no, not in any ‘Godfather’ way,” the old man wheezed. “They were granted certain opportunities and such. Some of it may sound grand, but The Five and their associates could afford it without breaking a sweat.”

“Did you ever learn the identities of The Five?”

“No, and I have no interest in knowing. Oh, I was curious at first, but after a while, I was content to let some secrets remain secret.”

“There’s something I’ve to cover my own tracks in a way. I’ve met with my young sex-pots and other students one-on-one in a perfectly innocent setting, so they have some recollection of coming here on perfectly mundane school business for some Q&A with the nice headmaster. Did any of your students ever learn you were involved with them sexually?”

“One,” LaGrange replied. “An extremely bright young thing named Julia. She now works for The Five, running a large and very exclusive estate for them that isn’t too far from here.”

“Ah, that may be where some of my students have been taken on occasion.”

“Yes, I…” LaGrange stopped as there was a knock at the door. A young woman poked her head inside and nodded Eddings before withdrawing. Eddings set his glass on a book case and rose from his chair. His opened the door and let Gretchen in.

LaGrange looked over the child with undisguised lust. She had pretty blue eyes and her blonde hair was done in a single thick braid in the back. While he loved the dark-eyed and dark-haired little beauties in his adopted home country, he did look forward to some variety tonight.

“Gretchen, this is Mr. LaGrange. He was the headmaster here a long time ago. Why don’t you take of your clothes so he can get to know you better?”

“Okay!” she said brightly as she began to undress.

LaGrange was impressed. Despite being drugged, Gretchen seemed to be quite alert. Back in his day, the girls were a little more sluggish in response. But that was the price of ensuring they wouldn’t recall who had done what to them.

When Gretchen was naked, LaGrange squeezed a firm young buttock while he caressed her chest and stomach. The little girl didn’t resist when he pulled her close and greedily sucked on her miniature nipples. LaGrange felt his own cock growing stiffer as the little girl’s nipples hardened under his busy mouth. Releasing her chest, he pulled he back a few inches with the hand still on her ass.

Gretchen’s thighs were nice and firm, the result plenty of running and playing outdoors. But there was just enough soft, childish flesh encasing the muscles to make her curves so sweet an innocent. LaGrange decided her legs reminded him of Shirley Temple, who spent a lot of time dancing and had those sweet limbs barely covered by the baby-doll dresses those Hollywood pedos made her wear.

But what Shirley didn’t show on the screen was no open for viewing on Gretchen. The soft little quim between her legs was just as hairless as the surrounding flesh, crowned by a modest slit that gave no hint of all the fucking the little girl had taken so far. LaGrange fingered that little slit and was delighted to find it already damp inside; the result of the drugs and his nipple sucking.

“You itty bitty whore,” LaGrange said delightedly. “You’re all ready for nice old man’s cock in your pretty little quim, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Does she remind you of anyone?” Eddings inquired.

LaGrange looked at the girl closely. The eyes did remind him of…someone long ago. And there was something about the mouth, too. Perhaps having it wrapped around his prick might jog his memory, but he wanted some of that cute little snatch first.

“There’s something about her that is familiar. Would I be wrong to guess that she is the daughter of a former student I had?”

“That’s correct. I’ve read your journals and listened to your tape-recorded sessions. You had her mother as well.”

LaGrange felt his pulse quicken at the thought of using the daughter of one of his little girls in the same manner as he had taken the mother.

“Gretchen was my first,” Eddings announced. She lost her cherry on the same desk as her mother. Both of them at age five.”

“Hmm. We’ll see if her mother’s name comes to me. Right now, I’d like to cum in her.”

Eddings helped Gretchen onto his desk, where she lid on her back by one corner with her head hanging off one side and her legs from another. LaGrange stepped in and spread her legs, bending them at the knees and pushing them against her body. Now the tiny pussy, so soft and defenseless, was exposed to the old man’s desires.

“I do love the baldies,” LaGrange sighed and he thrust his cock into the fat little mound of girl-meat.

“Aaahhhh!” Gretchen blurted as three inches of dick plunged into her small, slick hole.

LaGrange wasted no time fucking the child, watching her smooth lower belly twitch with each inward thrust she received. The five year-old’s little pussy wetly gripped the churning cock eighty years its senior and Gretchen made high-pitched grunts with each stroke. LaGrange watched as his prick speared through the bulging opening of the tot, comparing the mottled, veined skin of his meat against the smooth unblemished flesh of the child’s cuntlet.

“Damn!” he exclaimed. “Leslie Tanner! Her mother was Leslie Tanner - she used to make the same damn noises when I split her pussy.”

“That’s right,” Eddings replied. I thought her noises would stir your memory. I played her mother’s grunting for her one time while I fucked her. I can show you the video later, if you’d like.”

“I’d love to see that. In the mean time, it looks like Gretchen’s just repeating the same thing over and over, so please feel free to give her mouth something else to do.”

As LaGrange waved his hand expansively over Gretchen’s face, Eddings took his cock out and held Gretchen’s head. He shifted the little blonde’s head downward to give him a straight line from her mouth to her throat. Gretchen opened her mouth to take him and soon had some man meat buried past her tonsils. Aside from Eddings occasionally pausing to allow Gretchen to take a breath, the two distinguished educators busily pleasured themselves with the well-stuffed little girl.

Eddings felt the vibrations in Gretchen’s throat as she continued to moan and grunt in time with LaGrange’s hunching into her. The older man squeezed Gretchen’s smooth thighs as he panted. As LaGrange poured his scalding semen into the child’s small womb, Gretchen gurgled around Eddings’ prick. It was quite a surprise as her throat vibrated against him and Eddings quickly added his seed to the kindergartner’s body.

While Gretchen had dutifully swallowed all of Eddings jism (not that she had choice with him cumming in her throat), LaGrange’s contribution trickled out of the glistening slit between the little girl’s spread legs.

“I’m taking a supplement that will let me be ready to go very soon,” LaGrange told Eddings. “I can wait for you, if you’d like.”

“Thank you, but I’ve found that these little ones induce me to readiness quite rapidly,” Eddings replied. “Would you care for some more brandy while we pause?”

While the men sipped their drinks, LaGrange walked over to Gretchen and caressed the girl’s face and spoke to her.

“Little girl, your mommy was a wonderful sperm socket when she was your age. But I’ll bet you’ll get even more cock when she ever did by the time you your titties start to grow.”

LaGrange looked at her face, especially her mouth, and felt his dick responding. He told Gretchen to roll over and fed her his prick. Her cunny juices had already dried, but the flavor remained on the man’s meat.

“Doesn’t your cunt taste yummy, Gretchen?”

“Mm hmm,” she replied through her cock-filled mouth.

Eddings had come behind her and was rubbing a gel on his erect shaft. LaGrange was about to ask him if there wasn’t enough wetness left in Gretchen’s pussy to ease the way until he realized that Eddings was contemplating the little tot’s ass. Surely enough, Eddings spread Gretchen’s rump apart and gleefully sank his prick into her backside. Gretchen murmured against LaGrange’s cock as her anus was driven open.

Although Gretchen’s pussy was quite divine, Eddings loved that he could get his entire length into the five year-old’s ass. The hot tightness of it, lubricated by the gel, practically sucked at his manhood as he buggered the child. He moved his hands up to her waist and made his strokes long and hard. Both men loved how Gretchen’s snow white little buttocks jiggled each time her ass was filled with man meat.

This session lasted nearly twenty minutes, with Gretchen lying tummy down on the headmaster’s desk while her tender body was manipulated for the men’s pleasure. It ended as Eddings and LaGrange came practically at the same time. The little blonde squirmed as her throat and rectum were simultaneously buttered with more hot sperm.

Later that night, it was completely dark in the dorm room that Gretchen shared with her best friend, Meagan. Her memory was rather hazy from the time she had left the dorm earlier in the evening until after she was back. Although she had been washed, she felt like she had been well rubbed deep inside certain parts of her body. And she remembered the masked men telling her about the medicine they sometimes used when they played with her.

“Meagan?” Gretchen whispered.

“Yes?”

“Do you know where I was tonight?”

“No. Don’t you?”

“Nope. But I feel funny inside. I think I was being a hot little slut.”

“Oh. Maybe next time I can come with you.”

“I hope so. We should be hot little sluts together.”

Claridge Academy, Part 31

It was Friday Night and the first Sisters’ Night of the school year. With many siblings in the school, these nights were held several times a year. Roommates could switch around to accommodate the pairing of two or more sisters in the same room for a night. Since the students lived away from home, this was a way of encouraging some family ties.

On the fourth grade floor of their dormitory, Beth Miller had heaved a sigh of relief when her sixteen year-old sister, Tori, had made it clear that she wanted nothing to do with Sisters’ Night once again. Tori was a member of the notorious “Bitch Brigade” and Beth could think of several dental surgeries that would be preferable to spending the night with Tori and her horrible friends.

Likewise, Meagan Andrews was also relieved that she would not spend the night at the mercy of her sister, Sue, another member of the “Bitch Brigade”, although the kindergartener hadn’t heard that term yet. Two of the other five girls in her dorm unit were getting ready to spend the night elsewhere.

Samantha was in the bedroom next to Meagan’s and was going to stay with her sister, Wendy, who was in the third grade. From the other room, Whitney was also leaving. Although she was an only child, Whitney had become quite close with Abby, a ten year-old who was also a gifted dancer. Whitney was in her first year of ballet and adored the older girl who had kindly taken Whitney under her wing.

Abby’s roommate, Lucia, was spending the weekend with her aunt and uncle, which left an open bed. Abby had invited Whitney and, after receiving school and parental permission, the young girl was set to go.

“We’re going to play the Rubbing Game a lot!” Samantha exclaimed as she and Whitney walked to the dorm building that housed the third, fourth, and fifth grade girls.

Whitney nodded quietly. Samantha had taught her the game, which involved the girls lying naked together while the one on top rubbed her vagina against the one of the girl on the bottom. Whitney liked the feeling of cumming, but was taken aback by how hard and fast Samantha liked to rub. And since Whitney was very much undersized for her age, Samantha had always been on top and in control.

A week ago, their dorm mother, who like the other dorm mothers on campus knew all about the sexual activities in the school, had switched Samantha to pair up with another like girl named Maggie. Maggie’s old roommate, Lauren, was much more like Whitney in personality and during their first night together, the little girls had softly and slowly given each other orgasms with their mouths. Still, Samantha and Whitney were good friends and chattered about this and that as they walked.

When they arrived at the other dorm, they said their goodbyes and Samantha raced down the hall on the first floor to her sister’s room. In her eagerness to get to Abby’s room, Whitney accidentally climbed only one set of stairs instead of two and wound up on the fourth grade floor.

The hallway didn’t look quite right and Whitney was confused. Gingerly, she knocked on a door and stepped into a common room that connected the three students’ bedrooms and the dorm mother’s suite. Whitney knew she was in wrong place when she saw Veronica and Beth, the two nine year-olds that had been taken to the estate twice along with Whitney and Meagan.

The estate was a place where many people gathered for all sorts of perversion. Although, Beth and Veronica had been used in very way, Meagan and Whitney still had their hymens intact. During the last visit, Veronica had been turned on at the sight of the smaller girls naked. At one point, Whitney had been ordered to clean the splattered dog jism (note: see Part 16) from Veronica’s chest and stomach, which the little girl did with gentle thoroughness. Veronica had been turned on by that and could no longer deny her salacious interest in the tiny blonde girl.

“What’re you up to Whitney?” asked Beth.

“Um, I’m supposed to be with Abby tonight. She’s in the fifth grade.”

“One floor up, kiddo,” Beth replied, pointing a finger upward. “Do you mean Abby Dumont? She’s not your sister, is she?”

“Nope. She’s really nice and is the best dancer ever. I’m in ballet, too,” Whitney explained proudly.

“Cool,” said Beth.

The dorm mother came in from her suite and looked at Whitney quizzically.

“Are you lost, Honey?”

“She just got off on the wrong floor,” Beth explained.

“You can stay here if you want,” Veronica suddenly offered. “We can share my bed.”

“Thanks, but Abby invited me,” Whitney replied.

“Oh,” said Veronica, looking slightly crestfallen. “Well, maybe next time, huh?”

“Okay,” Whitney said brightly, pleased that all the big girls wanted her around.

As Whitney turned and left the room, the dorm mother saw Veronica’s face as she watched the five year-old depart. The young Japanese girl certainly had the hots for little Whitney. How interesting. The woman sent an e-mail to her contact with the Five informing them of this development.

Whitney was having a fine time with Abby. One of the other girls in the dorm unit, Kathy, had her eight year-old sister, Eva, with her in her room while her regular roommate was staying elsewhere. The two girls in the third bedroom joined Whitney, Abby, and the two sisters in the common room for most of the evening.

By ten o’clock, Whitney was rubbing her eyes and the girl’s dorm mother gently suggested that she change into her pajamas and brush her teeth. After changing, Whitney went with Eva to the floor’s bathroom where someone had thoughtfully left a step-stool by one of the sinks. With the sinks installed at a height for older, Whitney needed the vertical boost. As she returned to the dorm unit, other girls on the floor smiled and greeted her. The little five year-old smiled from ear to ear as she walked down the hall in her one-piece footie pajamas with teddy bears on them. Tonight, she was one of the big kids.

In Abby’s bedroom Whitney put her clothes from that day in a small overnight bag she had brought. Yawning, she crawled up on Abby’s bed with the intent to just rest for a moment before staying up even later with the big girls. In less than a minute, she was fast asleep.

Later, Abby excused herself in the common room and went in to check on Whitney. The little girl had fallen asleep on her bed, so Abby figured she’d use Lucia’s bed rather than try to wake Whitney. She turned off the room light, leaving just a small lamp on the night table lit. She didn’t see Whitney open her eyes as she started undressing and though the young girl was talking in her sleep when she heard her say “oh” while Abby was getting undressed.

When she was stripped down to her underpants, Abby heard some movement and turned to see Whitney sitting up with the upper part of her pajamas unzipped and pulled down around her waist.

“Oh, sorry Whitney. I didn’t know you were awake.”

Whitney didn’t say anything, only fiddled with the pajamas gathered around her hips. Abby wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“Whitney, why are you taking your pajama off?”

“You’re taking your clothes off, so you want to make me play the Rubbing Game,” Whitney quietly said.

Abby was shocked that Whitney knew about the game, but then remembered that she herself had only been a year older than Whitney when some older girls taught her and Lucia. She sat down on the bed next to Whitney and rubbed her bare back.

“I was just getting ready for bed, that’s all. I didn’t know you knew about the Rubbing Game.”

“Uh huh. Samantha showed me.”

“Do you like it?” Abby asked. Although she hadn’t had any intention of doing anything with Whitney, she now felt some nervous excitement building, along with a certain heat between her legs.

“I like the feeling when it ends and I get all shaky in my private part, but Samantha does it hard and wants to do it a lot.”

“I know what you mean,” Abby replied, nodding. “Lucia is the same way. Do you and Lauren play?”

“Um, no. We, uh…” she trailed off.

“It’s okay,” Abby said. “You should only play it when you want to and with someone you want to do it with.

Whitney stared hard at the floor as her cheeks turned pink. With her heart hammering in her chest, Abby spoke again.

“Do you want to play it with me?”

Whitney kept staring at the floor, but nodded. Abby leaned sideways and kissed Whitney’s forehead. Standing up, she slid her panties down her legs and then returned to the bed, naked.

Whitney looked at the older girl with her beautiful dancer’s legs and flat chest and stomach. She was self-conscious about her compact little body - it made her feel like she was a baby compared to the lithe ten year-old. Her small size made people guess that she was four, or even (to her immense frustration) three, so she was very sensitive about it.

Abby helped Whitney wriggle out of her pajamas. Looking at the younger girl’s naked form, Abby thought that Whitney looked irresistibly cute. The younger girl was lying on her back and sighed.

“Some day when I’m older, I’ll get to be on top,” she announced.

“What to do you mean by that?” Abby asked, clearly amused.

“Because the bigger girl always gets to be on top. Samantha said that’s the rule.”

“Hmm. How about if I be on the bottom tonight? We’ll just make our own rules,” Abby offered.

Whitney was delighted with this idea. Abby laid on her back and parted her legs slightly to let Whitney crawl between them. The kindergartner lowered her tiny pussy onto Abby’s snatch. Both girls sighed as their hairless, intimate flesh made gentle contact.

Whitney squirmed and tried to slide herself up and back, but it was difficult with Abby’s body being longer. Sensing Whitney’s frustration, Abby murmured, “Let me help.”

Whitney was still as Abby took the five year-old’s little ass in her hands. After pausing to marvel at how soft the younger girl’s skin was, Abby gently squeezed the smooth round buttocks and guided Whitney in a slow, soft motion. Whitney rested her forearms on Abby’s chest and made eye contact with the ten year-old as her body was moved to their mutual satisfaction.

They each felt the exquisite pleasure as the smooth flesh of their pussy mounds caressed one another and were delighted when the moisture flourished from their tight slits. Whitney shifted her hands so that they covered Abby’s flat nipples and rubbed them back and forth, eliciting an appreciative murmur from the fifth grader as she closed her dark brown eyes.

The girls’ clitties stiffened as they rubbed and teased each other’s sensitive little buttons, compounding the growing arousal in their young bodies. Still, Abby kept the slow, sensual pace of Whitney’s movement and lifted her hips to press her cunny against the young child’s sex at just the right moment during each stroke. The two preteen twats gurgled as they pressed together and their juices flowed.

Abby could see that Whitney was getting close to her climax, rapidly panting as her eyes took on a faraway cast. The ten year-old was getting there too, but not close enough yet.

“Try to hold back,” Abby urged her tiny sex partner. “Let’s try to cum together.”

Whitney did her best, whimpering as her cunny ached for release. Abby gripped her tender butt cheeks a little harder and pulled the smaller girl against her a little tighter as their slick bald pussies urgently stroked against each other.

Whitney bleated some high-pitched noises as her orgasm overcame her control. As she heard this, Abby could feel a change in the five year-old’s cuntlet as it suddenly grew hotter and firmer. But now Abby’s own sex was sending jolts through her body and the two little girls came together in a pair of ferocious orgasms.

When the waved subsided, Whitney rested her head on Abby’s chest. Abby released her hold on the blonde’s ass and languidly stroked the tot’s cute little buns.

After a while, Abby pushed up on Whitney’s rump, prodding her to move up. Whitney squirmed her way up Abby’s body until they were face to face. Abby eyed Whitney’s plump red lips as the little girl drew closer. Abby kissed the smaller girl and then ran her tongue over those delicious little lips. When Whitney opened her mouth, Abby’s tongue crept inside and the two girls made love with their tongues.

They broke the kiss when they hear a muffled cry through the wall and a thump against it. Listening closely, they could hear voices and then some giggling.

“That’s Kathy’s room,” Abby said. “I think I know what she and Eva are doing.”

Whitney stared at the wall, open-mouthed. When she turned her head to look at Abby again, both little lovers broke down into their own giggles. After settling down, Whitney seemed preoccupied with her fingers as she twisted them around each other. Abby waited patiently for her to say what was on her mind. Finally, Whitney looked up and locked her deep blue eyes onto Abby’s.

“Lauren and I haven’t played the Rubbing Game,” she told Abby. “But I made her feel good when I put my mouth on her private part.”

“Oh,” was all Abby was able to say. Where had Whitney learned to do that? When Whitney began sliding down Abby’s body, the fifth grader knew what would happen next. She spread her legs widely and gave the kindergartner complete access to her cunny.

Abby’s smooth cunt was still oozing juices from their recent sex. Whitney first licked the drooling slit clean before she kissed each side of Abby’s mound. Then she pressed her mouth against Abby’s pussy and proceeded to lick and suck the ten year-old’s intimate place.

Abby arched her back and moaned as she quickly felt the effects of Whitney’s busy mouth. The kid was good - very good. Abby’s flat chest was heaving as Whitney’s head remained buried between her thighs; the tiny tyke’s mouth almost as one with the fifth grader’s vagina. When she wasn’t sucking on Abby’s clit, Whitney was lovingly swabbing her tongue in Abby’s hole with her nose pressed up against the love button. Abby ground her ass against the mattress as the five year-old skillfully brought her to another orgasm.

“Where did you learn to do that?” Abby gasped when she was able to recover her voice.

“A nice lady showed me,” was all that Whitney would say as she crawled next to Abby and lay on her side.

Abby stroked Abby’s fine, silky white-blonde hair.

“Whitney, did Lauren put her mouth on you too?”

“Uh huh.”

Abby slowly pushed Whitney onto her back before sliding down the mattress. She spread the smaller girl’s legs apart to gaze at the tiny pussy which looked so sweet and delicate in all its hairless beauty. Having been taught well by her aunt, Abby pursed her lips around the chubby mons and pulled at the pliant flesh, savoring the softness of the child-flesh and the lingering taste of the girls’ combined nectars on the skin.

Never before had she taken another girl with her mouth. Sex with Lucia, before her randy roommate had unexpectedly popped her cherry with a strap-on dildo, had consisted of kisses, fondling, and, of course, the Rubbing Game. Abby’s Aunt Pauline had taught the girl how to eat pussy but now Abby had her first taste of a prepubescent pussy.

Slowly, she explored Whitney’s treasure with her tongue. She slid inside the narrow opening of Whitney’s inner labia before finding the child’s intact hymen. She traced the edges of the membrane before moving her tongue out and up to tiny clitoris. The licking and sucking there brought Whitney close to the edge.

But then Abby widened her attention to the entire slit and added more careful exploration of Whitney’s hole. Whitney’s muff was producing plenty of juices which Abby greedily accepted. When the youngster finally bubbled over in orgasm, Abby sucked hard on the virgin twat and took everything that Whitney had to give.

Abby waited for Whitney to recover, but the five year-old was clearly spent as she lay with her legs still spread and her wet little pussy carelessly exposed. Abby slid back up and hugged Whitney to her. Reaching out with one arm, she turned the lamp off and the two girls laid together in the darkness.

Just when Abby thought that Whitney was asleep, she felt the small mouth take one of her flat nipples inside and sucked on it like she was nursing. Although it felt very good, Abby wasn’t sure what Whitney could hope to get.

“I’m sorry, Whitney,” she murmured as she brushed her hand over the other side of her undeveloped chest. “But I don’t have anything there.”

“It’s okay,” Whitney mumbled sleepily and continued to suck until she finally fell asleep.

Abby could faintly hear Kathy and Eva doing whatever it was they were busy with. Her hand strayed between her legs and gently massaged her smooth muff. She wasn’t trying to get off again - she just liked the feeling of it while Whitney’s naked body was nestled against hers.

In her sleep, Whitney rolled onto her back and breathed heavily though her open mouth. Feeling suddenly wicked; Abby brought a dripping finger up from her twat and placed it between Whitney’s parted lips. The five year-old sucked on the finger without waking up, unknowingly drinking more of Abby’s cunny fluids.

Abby withdrew her finger and let Whitney’s mouth rest again. A few minutes later, Abby was asleep with her hand between her legs.

Claridge Academy, Part 31

(Note: Part 31 takes place on Saturday, two days day after Part 29.)

Stewart LaGrange stretched his lanky frame after exiting the limo. He felt one of his knees give a slight pop, but at age eighty-five, he was quite content to have all of his original body parts in working order, even if some were a bit creaky. With a warm smile, he greeted the attractive woman who approached him.

“Welcome to the estate, Headmaster,” Julia said.

Julia was a trim, attractive woman with auburn hair, dressed in casual, but very finely made clothes. She hugged the old man whom she hadn’t seen since she was seven years old and attending the Claridge Academy. The last time they met was a week before his retirement. She was lying on his desk with her legs spread while the headmaster pumped his way into her little bald twat.

Unlike most students who had been drugged during their encounters with the headmaster and other people associated with the prestigious school, Julia had been fully aware of everything that happened. Her custodial aunt had worked for The Five, the mysterious group of men who ran the Academy behind the scenes, among other ventures. Although some of The Five had changed over the years, Julia now worked for them as well, having been raised to respect them and to have no fear of any sex.

After completing college, she had freely chosen to work for the group and now ran the estate where the group and many of its wealthy and powerful associates from around the world gathered for deal-brokering and no-holds-barred sex of nearly every perversion.

“Please, Julia, it’s just Stewart now,” LaGrange said after they broke their embrace.

“Okay,” Julia laughed. “But it’s rather awkward.”

“Then you can still call me ‘headmaster’ on one condition,” he said wit ha suggestive leer. “You can call me that when I have you bent over a desk.”

“You shameless reprobate! I’m so glad I called you here.”

“Ah yes - this mysterious task. I assume you’ll tell me now?”

“Not just yet. You’ve been well-compensated to come here. Let me show you around.”

“Lead on,” LaGrange replied with a gallant gesture.

Julia showed him around the estate, including some of the rooms established for “special activities”. The old man, who had debauched many a young girl during his tenure at Claridge (and many more since his retirement to a small country in Asia), was quite impressed.

“Do you bring many students from Claridge here?” he inquired.

“Some,” Julia acknowledged. “My aunt first brought me here when I was a six. Of course, you had already broken me in by then - I just didn’t know it yet.”

“If I remember correctly, you became aware of everything during your second year at the school.”

“That’s right. I helped out a little here and there with some prospects and was amply rewarded.”

“You mean you were procuring your fellow classmates?” he laughed.

“It was a good start to my career,” Julia playfully responded. “There’s another girl at the school who we are looking into to serve the same role. Meanwhile, we have quite a few students coming in this weekend. There are a handful of teens that are troublemakers - and know we essentially own them. Then there are a couple of fourth graders and a half dozen kindergarteners.”

“A half dozen! That must be one hell of a class. Tell me, is one of them a blonde named Gretchen.”

“Yes, did you and Headmaster Eddings have a little party with her yesterday?”

“Oh yes - we had a hell of a time. She’s the first student that Eddings fucked. As it turns out, I popped her mother’s cherry when she was five. They both make these adorable little grunting sounds when they’re getting a cock rammed in their pussies. Well, I don’t know what the mother sounds like now, but that Gretchen had a tight, juicy quim on her when she was grunting.”

“So did you like that you had nailed the mother and now the daughter?”

“Hell yes. Not that I get tired of the little baldies, but adding a little extra kink now and then keeps the juices flowing.”

“Good, then we can take it one step further,” Julia said as she led him to her suite in the estate’s main mansion.

After pouring him a drink, she left him and returned shortly leading a little girl by the hand. The child’s hair was lighter than Julia’s but there was no mistaking who her mother was.

“Stewart, meet my daughter, Melanie. She’s three.”

“Hello there, sweet thing!”

Melanie put her thumb in her mouth and hid behind her mother’s leg. Julia reached down and tousled her daughter’s hair.

“It’s okay, Mel. This is Mr. LaGrange. A long time ago, he did something special for Mommy. Now he’s back to do the same for you.”

LaGrange let Julia’s comment sink in.

“I get another second generation kiddy this weekend?” he asked.

“A little more than that. Eddings took Gretchen’s cherry before you had her. But Melanie is still a virgin and I’d love to see her take the same cock that I did for the first time.”

“Is she going to get passed around the estate after I’m done with her?”

“Oh no, she’ll be used selectively. I can’t tell you how turned on I get when I watch her sucking cock - and she’s only had a few men. I want the same for her pussy - her ass will be some time later.”

“Has she had a taste of Daddy’s?”

“He’s out of the picture. It’s just the two of us.”

“Well, let’s not waste any more time.”

Melanie was stripped naked and lying calmly on her mother’s bed. She knew that either she and her mommy were going to lick each other’s pee pees or that she was going to suck on the old man’s pee pee.

When LaGrange sat down on the bed, she reached for his gnarled erection with a soft, chubby hand. Both LaGrange and Julia laughed.

“She’s an eager one, isn’t she?” LaGrange said.

Julia turned to her daughter.

“Mel, Mr. LaGrange is going to do something new and help you become a big girl.”

“I’m gonna be a big girl!” Melanie exclaimed with a huge smile and then stuck her thumb in her mouth.

When she saw LaGrange hovering over her and reaching for her legs, the little girl responded by spreading them for him. She liked getting her pee pee licked; especially when it made her all wriggly in side.

Even in his retirement, LaGrange hadn’t had any girls younger than five - a legacy of his habits with the youngest girls at the school. He took his time gazing at the toddler’s chubby mound of female flesh, which looked so soft and innocent. Soft it would remain, but that innocence would soon be gone after he got his prick wedged between those bald little cunt lips.

LaGrange leaned and clamped his mouth onto Melanie’s hairless crotch. He sucked the tot’s entire vulva in his mouth, licking the smooth skin. Melanie whimpered around her thumb in pleasure as she felt his tongue prying into her teeny slit. The thumb fell out as her mouth opened in a long sigh as the old man’s tongue swaddled her baby clit.

The child’s soft sounds inflamed LaGrange’s arousal and he licked and sucked at her hairless sex. Of their own accord, the three year-old’s legs wrapped around his neck as he feasted on her tiny pussy. He savored the light flavor of her juices as the tot lubricated. Carefully, he dipped the tip of his tongue into the small opening of Melanie’s hymen, tasting the toddler’s virgin flesh.

Melanie’s cuntlet squeezed the old man’s tongue as it molested her maidenhead. The inner walls of the baby pussy grew hot and firm. With a small cry, Melanie’s body quaked slightly and then she was still.

After lapping up a few more drops of three year-old cunt fluid, LaGrange raised his head and regarded his small prize. Her fat little pussy was glistening as she lay with her legs wide apart on her mother’s bed - a picture of a tiny, innocent whore.

“She’s not very demonstrative when she cums,” Julia told him. “I’m going to have to show her how to move and make the right noises so that her partners really know it.”

LaGrange feigned a shocked expression.

“What kind of mother would teach her daughter how to fake an orgasm? You’re corrupting this poor child!”

“Not fake - just enhance,” Julia laughed.

Melanie didn’t understand what the grownups found so funny, but she laughed along with them anyway. Now the funny old man was spreading her legs a little more and then he put his pee pee onto hers. Was he going to use his pee pee to touch her?

LaGrange leaned forward, using his weight to slowly push his thin cock between the fleshy folds of the three year-old’s twat. Melanie’s eyes grew wide as she felt her little mound pull apart and take the hardened meat inside. Then there was more stretching as the tot’s inner labia surrendered to the man’s prick. Now she felt a new kind of pressure as LaGrange’s cock head reached her hymen.

LaGrange nodded to Julia, who had been rubbing her little girl’s chest and belly during her initial penetration. She spoke to her daughter in a quiet voice.

“Now you’re going to be like Mommy.”

La Grange shifted his hips and let his cock plunge inward. He easily punched through the small membrane, sinking his cock into the virgin well of the three year-old.

“Augh!” Melanie cried as she felt the sudden ripping inside. But Julia quickly kissed and sucked one of her daughter’s tiny nipples and rubbed her tummy to soothe her. She shifted her eyes and smiled against Melanie’s chest as she saw the eighty-five year-old cock transform her three year-old baby from a virgin to a little woman.

LaGrange stopped when he felt the resistance of the child’s cervix. She had taken slightly over two inches of cock inside her little body. He was impressed that she could take as much as some five year-olds he had known. If his memory was correct, he eventually had Julia stretched enough as a little girl that she was finally taking a full three inches, perhaps a fraction more, by her sixth birthday.

But he refocused on the here and now as he began fucking little Melanie in earnest. The toddler’s pussy practically sucked at his prick as he pushed in and out of her slick tunnel. When he was as far into her as he could get, he could actually feel the child’s pulse as her cunny wetly bathed his cock in her body heat.

As he fucked the little tot, he first watched her face as she noisily breathed through her pink, open mouth. Her lips were set in an “O” that practically begged to be filled with his cock. Perhaps on the next go-around, they would be.

As he looked down her body, he watched her small chest rise and fall with her deep breaths. Then he was pleased to see the soft flesh of the child’s lower belly swell with each inward thrust she took. Lastly, he saw the hairless lips of her tiny snatch tightly wrapped around his cock. They flexed along with the motion of his old prick, now stained red with her lost virginity, as it slid in and out of the tyke’s tender little muff.

He felt the jolt in his balls and didn’t try to fight it as he pumped in and out of Melanie’s wet, exquisite tightness. His prick shook as he dumped his jism inside her defiled little pussy, shooting past the narrow opening of her cervix and staining the toddler’s fresh womb with sperm it was not ready to use.

He pulled his dripping cock from Melanie’s hole and rolled on his back beside her. Fondling one of her cute little thighs, he allowed himself to catch his breath and let his heart settle down.

Julia changed positions and jammed three fingers in her cunt as she licked and sucked the fluids from her little daughter’s deflowering from the child’s slit. The three year-old murmured something as she felt her mother’s soothing tongue on her pussy. It had felt strange when the man’s pee pee made her feel all blown up, but the rubbing as it moved was very nice.

Julia came as she cleaned the last of mess from Melanie’s bald quim. Then she helped the girl sit up and pointed to LaGrange’s cock.

“Look at the mess, there. I think you should clean that up.”

“Like you cleaned my pee pee, Mommy?”

“Then can I suck it and get the special cream like Uncle Steve and Uncle Mike and Uncle Pablo give me?”

“Absolutely.”

Julia tucked a pillow under LaGrange’s head so he could watch as Melanie’s little tongue cleaned his prick. It was erotically twisted to see the three year-old lick the mix of the old man’s semen and the fluids from her baby cuntlet and faithfully swallow everything.

When LaGrange’s cock was shiny and clean, the toddler opened her mouth widely and wrapped her delectable pink lips around the helmet-shaped head. The child sucked as hard as she could while she tugged on the shaft with her small hands. Occasionally, she’d lose her suction and a wad of spittle would escape before she regained her seal with a loud slurp. Inside her mouth, her little tongue caressed the sensitive flesh.

Although not well endowed by any standards, LaGrange’s prick looked quite huge in the three year-old’s hands and as the end was burrowed in her busy little mouth. Her flushed cheeks and smooth chest with its miniscule pink nipples looked so fresh and innocent amid her tawdry blowjob.

LaGrange lasted nearly twenty minutes this time. Julia rubbed Melanie’s back and quietly urged her daughter to keep up her good work. The child’s efforts were paid off when jets of steaming splooge sprayed into her mouth. She worked as hard as she could to get the thick gobs down her throat, but the man’s huge load was too much for the pre-schooler and the rest came streaming from her mouth and painted her chest and tummy. Julia quickly intervened and licked the toddler clean.

LaGrange yawned and reached for his drink, satisfied with having educated another impressionable little girl in body and in mind.

Claridge Academy, Part 32

(Note: Part 32 takes place on Saturday, the same day as Part 31.)

“Christ! I feel like I could blow a gallon right now,” one man said as several others muttered in agreement.

“Relax,” said another - they’re on their way now.”

The atmosphere in the room was thick with lustful anticipation. The men were all members of a large, if exclusive, group that gathered routinely at a luxurious retreat simply referred to as “the estate” for all kinds of depravity. Someone in the group had developed a drug that greatly increased the semen output during ejaculation. While not perfect as it only lasted one to two hours, depending on the user, it had at least been tested enough to ensure there were no side effects besides some urgent aching in the balls. That ache was easy enough to relieve. Tonight was the first night that group members would get to use it.

Two curly-haired little girls were led into the room. Both of them were just five years old and had begun kindergarten at the Claridge Academy several weeks ago. Maggie’s blonde hair was cut just above the shoulder. Samantha’s brunette tresses were much longer. Having come from a very rich and distinguished family, Maggie was used to being assertive.

“Are we going to have a party now?” she asked with an impish grin as her brown eyes surveyed the hardening cocks before her.

“Yes,” said a man as he scooped her up in his arms. “We’re so glad you two came properly dressed for it.

Maggie giggled as she was plopped down on the bed. She and Samantha had been completely undressed before they were brought to this room. They had also been giving a mix of sexual stimulants, muscle relaxants, and pain killers in preparation for quite a long night. The women preparing them had also applied liberal helpings of lubricant to their cunnies and asses.

“I’ve got a thing for blue-eyed ladies,” said the man who was placing Samantha on a different bed.

The child’s light blue orbs kept drifting to his cock. Noticing her reaction, he tapped the head against the tot’s hairless quim.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Uh huh,” she replied. “I can play just like a big girl.”

The men in the room split and circled around the two beds, eagerly waiting their turns at the little girls. Maggie was the first to be penetrated, squirming as a man-sized cock stretched her little hole. She looked over to the other bed to see her friend, but the other men were blocking her view. But hearing the high-pitched little cry told her that Samantha was getting some cock, too.

As the men had been warned that their staying power would be greatly reduced by the drug, Maggie’s partner wasted little time in fucking the child. Maggie reached with both hands to wrap them around his cock as he rutted into her immature sex. The plump lips that had comprised her pussy mound were now thinned and pulled apart by the surging meat. Her interior pussy walls were also just as taut and the little girl was moaning as the man’s hard prick mercilessly rubbed against them.

Her pussy was wetting itself by now, aiding the copulation and Maggie could feel those delicious twitches in her cunt that signaled an oncoming orgasm. The man couldn’t last that long, though and he crammed the head of his prick against her cervix as he felt himself erupt.

His semen blew through the entry to the five year-old’s uterus, quickly filling the tiny womb. But he kept his prick there, pushing as hard as he could to try to seal the cervix. Maggie whimpered as her womb tried to stretch with the immense, steaming loads of semen that filled it in long jets.

The man couldn’t believe how long and hard he was cumming. He churned his hips to work his cock against the bottom of Maggie’s pussy. But her little baby maker could not take what he was giving it and he felt his jism quickly flowing around his head. Maggie’s eyes locked onto his as her overfilled cunny spewed around his cock and onto the bed.

When he pulled out of the kindergartener’s twat with a sucking pop, more semen burst from Maggie’s little slit. With the pressure in her womb gone, Maggie sat up and looked at the mess between her spread legs.

“That’s a lot of stuff, Mister,” she observed.

“Yeah,” the kiddy-fucker panted. “I wanted to see if I could make you look pregnant.”

“That’s silly!” Maggie giggled. “I can’t have babies. I’m just a little girl.”

“We know, but we want to see if we can make that little belly of your swell up,” said another man as he climbed on the bed.

“That’s too much!” Samantha protested from the other bed, making Maggie jerk her head that way.

“Looks like your friend is getting her pussy pressure tested,” the first man said to Maggie.

Samantha’s cries changed in pitch and Maggie knew those sounds well. Her roommate was cumming as her womb was being filled.

“You didn’t make me cum,” she whined to the first man.

“My bad,” he admitted and promptly stuck his finger in the little girl’s draining twat.

“Uh! Ummm,” she grunted as she was finger fucked. “I want it harder.”

The man obliged, hammering his finger into the little girl’s squishy twat. He added a second finger, amazed that a five year-old could take this abuse without complaint. He flicked her clit with his thumb on every thrust and soon had Maggie trembling as she came on his hand.

“Make a hole over there,” another man called from Samantha’s bed. “We should let our party girls watch each other.”

The men around Maggie’s bed moved accordingly as Maggie was lifted and positioned on her hands and knees. She looked over to where Samantha was in the same position with a man getting in front of her another behind her. Maggie’s mattress sunk as another man knelt in front of her while the second who had joined her was shoving a firm pillow under her knees. Another pillow was put under her hands to raise her to proper cock height both front and back. The little blonde shivered with anticipation as she knew what these men were going to do next.

Samantha felt her inner thighs getting wetter as her heavily-spermed pussy emptied its contents. The man behind her pressed his cock against her little bunghole and she did what she had been taught, pushing out with her bowels.

The little girl’s anus opened just enough for the man to squeeze his way into her bottom. Looking down, he could see the tyke’s small pale ass cheeks were spread as he crammed his way between them. Her warm, greased interior wrapped his prick so snugly that he had to begin strokes quite slowly.

Samantha had barely enough time to groan as her ass was opened before her mouth was stuffed with the other man’s dick. The little girl’s whimpers vibrated against his meat, nearly making him cum before he shoved himself into her throat. Maggie told her all about it and told her how to keep from gagging. The girl hoped the man would remember to give her time to breathe. She was starting to feel panicked and the man immediately pulled out.

“You were doing fine, kid. Just relax and let it happen. You have a lot of cock to suck tonight.”

Samantha looked over at Maggie and saw her staying perfectly still on her hands and knees and two men pummeled her tight little body from both ends. Samantha nodded and opened her mouth so she could play just like her friend.

Despite her pussy not being toughed directly, Samantha felt it grow warm and wet as she took thrust after thrust into her five year-old body. The man in her mouth seemed to like it when she moaned as a result of the prick spreading her rectum apart and she was in no mood to restrain herself, so she kept doing it as he fucked her throat.

The man behind her rammed his cock in as far as it would go inside the child’s pert little rum before he filled her guts with copious amounts of seed. The long pulses of semen shot deeper into Samantha’s bowels like a thick enema, just as everyone had planned. Squeezing hard on her slender waist, he clamped her guts long enough for him to pull out and shift sideways as another man took his place.

The next man quickly speared his prick into Samantha’s tender ass, keeping most of her last lover’s boiling seed inside her. Some more was lost as he forcefully fucked her, but there was still plenty to make the girl feel bloated.

Then Samantha’s attention abruptly shifted to her throat as an unnaturally huge load of cum cascaded down her pulsing gullet. After he finally pulled out, Samantha took a deep breath. When another man got in front of her, she said, “I’m full.”

“And you’re about to get fuller,” he replied, feeding the kindergartener another large helping of cock.

Samantha was once again humming around a penis in her throat when she felt the first jolt from her drug-afflicted sex. The intense buggery she was taking transmitted some of its force to her tiny pussy, finally inducing the child to cum. Her squealing and squirming resulted in another load up her ass, followed soon after by another one screaming down her throat.

Now her guts felt all liquid and swirling inside as they were expanded by the pedo semen injected there. When the man pulled out, another one immediately shoved a series of large anal beads into Samantha’s bottom, plugging her rectum and colon and forcing them to retain the jism the little girl’s anal lovers had thoughtfully squirted there.

Samantha was barely aware of the next cock burrowing into her mouth as she tried to shift her ass to relieve the pressure inside. Several men watching her laughed as her little buttocks jiggled.

“She loves it,” one of them said.

Several more would have loved to have shoved their meat into Samantha’s backside, but the overall goal was to keep her filled and any more action back there would just result in more volume lost.

Samantha didn’t know what the man had put in her bum, but it made all the squirty stuff stay inside her. She felt like she had to poop really badly, but couldn’t. And her belly felt like she at eaten too much soup - very full and sloshing around after the fourth man had cum down her throat. Or was it the fifth? She lost count as another prick wedged into her mouth and began moving like a butter churn to make more cream for her.

Maggie didn’t know how many times the men had emptied their balls into her stomach. But she heard someone say they had all had one round in one hole or another. She was helped off the bed and placed on her feet, where she stood a little unsteadily. She saw Samantha being taken off the bed too, looking a little dazed.

Maggie put one hand on her rump and felt a small plastic ring dangling on a string. She knew the rest of it must be attached to whatever the man had put inside her bum. Afraid to do anything back there because she felt ready to burst, she placed her hands on her very, very full belly.

After contemplating her rounder navel, she looked up to see three men in front of her rapidly stroking their cocks. Her cousin Jimmy had told her what that meant. Fortunately, each man gave her enough warning to close her eyes before they pumped out heir second load of the evening.

Thanks to the strength of the drug, the second loads were still abnormally large in volume. Maggie’s face was soon done over with some very adult make-up. Her blonde curls were re-colored in white and the men continued their target practice in her chest, making her nipples disappear beneath gobs of thick goo. Her belly and back also took hits with the jism joining the stuff that ran down from above until streams of it were running over her pussy and ass.

Then she was walked over to Samantha, who had been similarly creamed on. The men told them to spread the semen all over each other and the two little girls went to work, giggling as they rubbed their hands all over each other’s cute little bodies.

“Your tummy is big,” Samantha told Maggie with a grin.

“So is yours,” Maggie retorted with a laugh.

When the men deemed that they were done, they pulled the friends apart and examined their handiwork. The two five year-olds were nicely covered in a thin film of sperm, making their smooth young figures glisten obscenely. True to plan, their tiny bellies were now protruding slightly thanks to the cum trapped in their stomachs and bowels. Several men mused how hot the little sluts would have looked had they been filled even more to the point of appearing to be in their third trimester. But some things were even impossible for this group.

“It looks like we have a pair of glazed Twinkies,” one man remarked to the amusement of the others.

“Why did he call us Twinkies?” Maggie asked as two men ushered the girls from the room.

“Because you’re so sweet,” explained one.

“And cream-filled,” added the other.

Maggie and Samantha were shown to another room where more than a dozen women were waiting. The new audience cooed appreciatively at the sight of the little girls shining with cum. Even the curls on their head were coated, making them hang a little heavier.

“Cumsicles!” yelled one as they converged on the pair.

Samantha quickly lost sight of Maggie as she was brought to the floor under the pressure of several horny, greedy mouths. She had enjoyed being the aggressor back when she had roomed with Whitney, a smaller girl. But now she was the one being used. Not that she minded as her nipples were mauled and sucked clean. Two more women were taking turns on her face, digging the jism from her delicate ears before exploring her mouth with their hungry tongues.

Slurping mouths on her limb left her body wide open. One lucky woman got between the tykes legs, taking a moment to drink in the sight of Samantha’s tiny bald pussy gleaming with several men’s cum.

“I love a freshly-marinated cunt,” she muttered and dug into her feast.

Maggie’s cunny remained untouched for the moment as she was placed on her hands and knees. Two women were sucking and licking on her slimed buttocks and another pair was licking her back clean.

When she was finally turned over, her ankles were grabbed and Maggie was delighted by the sensation of having her toes sucked. She couldn’t explain why, but it made her cuntlet start to feel mushy again.

“She loves it!” one woman exclaimed as she took her mouth from Maggie’s foot so the other could see the tiny set of wriggling toes.

Maggie giggled as several other women tittered at the sight of her busy digits. Then another woman purposefully sucked on the soft flesh of her inner thigh, moving inexorably to the apex between the little girl’s legs.

Trudy was a very rich woman and belonged to the same country club as Maggie’s family. Despite the exclusivity of the membership, there were still cliques within the club, with Maggie’s old-money family at the top rung. Trudy’s husband was new money and she knew that upper tier would never be open to her.

But now here was the littlest member of that family. For the past three years, Trudy and her husband had secretly drooled over Maggie as they watched her grow from toddler to little girl, wandering around the club in cute little dresses and perfectly formed, wet swimsuits. Trudy’s husband, Stan, had been the one chosen to plant his dick into the little girl’s twat.

Trudy wondered how the high and mighty Hilliards, who probably didn’t know that she and Stan existed, would react if they knew that Trudy was about to lick her husband’s sperm from the precious pussy of their perfect little girl. By now, Maggie was such a little whore that she didn’t even care. With a lustful vengeance, Trudy clamped her mouth over the bald cuntlet and sank her tongue into the well-bred honey pot.

It was late morning before the girls awoke. The anal beads and been yanked from their bodies just as two women’s mouth were inducing another set of climaxes in their little cuntlets. The girls screamed as their nervous systems overloaded, both losing consciousness as hot waves of cum were finally released from their asses while their pussies convulsed.

They were thoroughly bathed and placed in beds with satin sheets to caress them in their sleep. They had hoped to see some of their friends who had been brought to the estate, but none were in the room and several beds were empty. Carmen, the funny little man with multi-colored hair told them not to worry about the other girls.

“Mr. Carmen,” asked Samantha. “Have you ever squirted on a little girl?”

“Oh no, Honey,” he simpered. “I would have been with the second group you met last night and only then if you were Chippendales.”

“Oh,” said Samantha, not really understanding. “Do you think the grownups will let us come back to play some more?”

“Oh yes. And wait until you see some of their other playgrounds.”

Claridge Academy, Part 33

(Note: Part 33 takes place on Saturday, the same day as Parts 31-32.)

Based on her past experiences at the estate, the last thing Beth was expecting to be wearing was a cheerleader’s outfit. But there she was, in a short red skirt and sleeveless top. She and her roommate, Veronica, had been brought to the estate by limousine as usual. The fourth graders had been brought here previously along with two kindergarteners.

Veronica had asked about them and Beth though her friend had been acting keenly interested in them since their last weekend here, especially the tiny blonde one. Beth liked them too as they were both adorable little kids, but Veronica seemed…different when it came to them.

“They’re arriving separately,” Julia, the woman seemed to be in charge at the estate, answered. “Don’t worry; we won’t let them get bored.”

After Beth had changed into her costume, one of Julia’s assistants brought her to a gymnasium where four older black boys were playing basketball. Calling the boys over, the assistant introduced Beth to them and vice-versa. Curtis and Roy were wearing red shorts while Terrence and Jay were in blue. None of them were wearing shirts over their very dark torsos and they were all thirteen.

The boys drank in the sight of the new addition. Beth was a slim nine year-old with her yellow blonde hair neatly brushed and tucked into a pony tail. Autumn had faded the tan on her nicely toned legs to where they now had only a hint of summer’s light golden touch. She shifted her weight nervously from one foot to another as the foursome stared at her with disturbing frankness.

“Beth, here, is going to be the cheerleader,” the assistant explained. The boys will play for thirty minutes - with a small break in the middle - with Beth cheering for the reigning champions. The champions, by the way, are Curtis and Roy, or the Red Team as you may call them. At the end of each game, either the champion remains the same or a new one is crowned. Does it sound simple enough?”

Beth raised her hand hesitantly and the assistant nodded to her.

“I’ve never been a cheerleader before,” she explained. “I don’t think I’ll be very good.”

The assistant shrugged.

“Just make it up as you go along. And be sure to join the boys for some water when they take their breaks. You’ll definitely need to monitor your fluid intake.”

With that, the man left.

Beth felt very awkward at first, but she got into a very simple routine soon enough. Curtis and Roy seemed to like someone cheering their every score. As the game progressed, Beth could tell the two pairs were pretty evenly matched. When the buzzer sounded at the end of game, Curtis and Roy and won by four points.

“Time for a celebration!” Curtis shouted while Terrence and Jay sat on the bench and sulked.

“What to we do?” Beth asked innocently.

“We do you,” Roy answered as he rubbed his shorts.

“Oh…I didn’t know,” Beth said nervously as the boys approached her.

“Come on!” Curtis laughed. “You thought they only brought you here to cheer?”

Beth looked down and blushed as Curtis stepped in front of her. Her eyes only came up to the base of the boy’s neck as she looked up. The young girl couldn’t help as Curtis reached under her short skirt with both hands and grabbed a buttock with each.

“Mmm…nice,” he said, squeezing Beth’s firm ass flesh. “Now let’s get these damn things off.”

He yanked Beth’s panties down to her ankles. Instinctively she started to back away, but stumbled in her underwear. Roy caught her and eased her to the floor where the pulled the thin cotton garment from her feet.

Curtis shucked off his shorts, allowing Beth to see his stiff cock with a light covering of curly hairs at the base. During her last visit here, Beth had spent one night with four other thirteen year-olds. But Curtis’ cock was appreciably larger than theirs had been.

Curtis spread her legs and knelt between them, flipping the front of her skirt up over her stomach. The nine year-old’s pussy was perfectly white and smooth. The mound was still slightly plump, although it was a little more trim than that of the five year-old girl the boy had fucked a few weeks ago. Curtis knew that Beth had been gang-fucked previously, but her small quim still looked nice and tight.

Fingering the girl’s slit, Curtis chuckled as he found her dry.

“You didn’t like the game that much, huh?”

Roy handed him a jar of some gel, which Curtis liberally applied to his new fuck toy’s pussy. Beth grunted as he jabbed one finger inside her, slathering her cuntal walls with the stuff. She didn’t know that the lubricant also contained sexual stimulants, but Curtis didn’t care to tell her that.

Handing the jar back to Roy, he aimed his prick at the small entrance to Beth’s young treasure. His coal black cock looked menacing against the smooth creaminess of the young blonde girl’s sex. The young teen hunched his hips forward and Beth cried out as she felt the penetration. To his delight Curtis was able to get all of his length inside of the tight little quim and began fucking the young white girl with enthusiasm.

Beth felt her buttocks flatten against the hard wooden floor as Curtis repeatedly slammed into her. His first entrance had hurt a little, and then the teen’s cock felt simply uncomfortable as it moved in and out of her. Then the fourth grader felt her cunt growing warmer and warmer, partly from the friction of Curtis’ burrowing prick, but also from something else. She felt a now familiar need growing inside of her.

Curtis grinned through clamped teeth as he looked down at Beth. Sure enough, the little white slut’s pussy was getting wet all on its own. He could feel her trying to rock her hips slightly as he jabbed into her hot, grasping hole. Well, maybe she wouldn’t get off while he was doing her, but she’d have plenty of opportunities tonight.

With one last heave, Curtis battered Beth’s cervix as he came, pouring his back seed into the perfect white nine year-old’s womb and pussy. As soon as he rolled off of her, Roy took his place. Pulling his shorts on, Curtis watched his equally dark friend hunching between the creamy thighs of the little cheerleader.

Beth shouted something, but it came out garbled as her lithe young body was seized by an orgasm. Roy didn’t care and kept hammering with his hips until he came inside of her, mixing his sperm with Curtis’ inside Beth’s undeveloped baby maker.

Panting, he got up as Curtis tossed him his shorts. Curtis held a hand own to Beth and helped the girl to her feet. Beth staggered a few steps before finding her footing, wincing as she felt the boys’ warm seed flowing down her legs. When she reached for her panties, Curtis stopped her.

“You don’t need those - they’ll just get in the way,” he said wit ha good-natured grin.

Beth cheered again through the next game, awkwardly trying to keep her skirt from flipping up to expose her freshly fucked pussy. But the boys from both teams would go out of their way to yank it up as they ran past, so Beth found it was best to just cheer the best way she could and give the boys some flashes of her hairless quim. She could feel the thick teenage semen in her nine year-old cunt squishing and moving slickly and was surprised how it made her pussy hot.

The cheering didn’t help this time, however, as the Blue Team eked out a narrow win. But it was a win nonetheless. With her heart pounding from anticipation with a small measure of fear mixed in, Beth got down on the floor, facing up as Jay lubed his prick. The young teen laughed as he got on his knees beside her.

“Look at this bitch - all in a hurry to get laid. But you got it all wrong, girl. Since we just beat the champs we’ve got to conquer you too.”

Jay rolled Beth over and then jerked her hips up to get her on her hands and knees. He flipped the little girl’s skirt up and over her back, giving him access to her milky white ass cheeks. Beth whimpered softly at what her position implied.

“Back in the old days, a conquering army would sack the city and take their booty,” Jay lectured as Curtis and Roy rolled their eyes. “Now we got ours.”

Lunging forward, Jay pushed against Beth’s pert young ass. His cock tore through her anus, making the girl screech as he planted three inches into her body. With a couple more rough thrusts, Jay’s thick black cock was fully inside the squirming little blonde’s ass. Her anus clenched the boy’s shaft as he moved, but the lubrication prevented Beth from stopping the invasion of her body.

After a few deep fucks, Beth’s beleaguered bowels adjusted to Jay’s rude intrusion. The movement of his cock pressed through the thin tissue separating her rectum from her pussy and her sex began to respond to the buggering. A surprisingly deep groan issued from Beth’s mouth and Jay slapped one firm ass cheek as he knew she was completely his.

Jay pistoned in and out of the preteen as hard as he could and Terrence, kneeling and watching, could see new moisture beginning to seep from Beth’s bald quim. Terrence decided that there a distinct advantage in a hairless pussy - the bitch couldn’t hide it as well when she started to cream herself. He could hear slapping noises and by adjusting his angle of view, he could see Jay’s dark balls whacking against the nine year-old’s sweet white pussy with every stroke.

Terrence was hoping Jay would get done soon as he watched Beth’s slim yet strong thighs flex as she was driven back and forth by Jay’s savage buggery. The girls face was red and sweating and her moans were getting higher and pitch just as Jay erupted inside her body.

“Fuck yeah!” Jay howled as he soiled the nine year-old’s bowels. “Another ass for me!”

When he was done, Jay pulled out and looked at his cum dribbling rapidly from Beth’s reddened, abused asshole. Terrence quickly took his place, frantic to get his cock inside a moist, tight hole. Beth’s clinging rectal walls fit the bill perfectly as the boy sank his stick into her backside.

Terrence prided himself on being more skillful than Jay’s more blunt approach to sex. He knew Beth had been close to the brink when she was being taken by his friend and wanted her to have her finish. He tried to angle his cock downward toward her pussy every time he time he pushed in. His efforts were rewarded when Beth’s groaning began in earnest.

Now that her climax was near, Terrence began pumping his way even faster inside Beth’s tight body. Her guts wrenched at his swiftly sliding cock as she came. The little girl’s vision grew cloudy as her body shuddered while the force of Terrence’s sodomy still pounded through her. As her mind cleared, she felt Terrence’s fingers dig into her slim hips and then the first torrent of steaming jism pulsing into her tight channel.

The games continued, both on and off the court. More often then not, the winning team could not keep its crown in the next game and Beth would endure further reaming from the new victor while on her hands and knees. But each champion was able to defend its title one more time, leaving Beth lying on her back with her legs spread while they boys celebrated inside her young pussy.

While well-used, both of her holes remained intoxicatingly tight although the loads of teenage semen eliminated the need for any further lubrication. The little blonde cheerleader lost track of how many games had been played or how many times she had cum.

Beth could barely remain on her feet for the last game. Having beaten the Red Team in the last game to win Beth back to their side, the Blue Team was now defending once more. The soreness in Beth’s burning ass reflected Jay’s rowdy victory party a few minutes before. But both teams’ play was very spirited despite the late hour. Each boy wanted a final go in one of Beth’s slick, hot holes. A last-second shot by Terrence as the buzzer sounded took one bounce off the rim and then through the net to tie the game.

The boys looked at each other, dumb-founded.

“Overtime?” Curtis panted.

“Nah, this could go on forever,” Terrence moaned before his face brightened. “Wait - I’ve got an idea.”

Beth watched anxiously as the boys hurriedly conferred in muted tones. Finally, the nodded and broke their huddle.

“Tie game,” Curtis told Beth. “The defending champions get your pussy. And Roy and I get your ass.”

“Who goes first?” Beth asked in a trembling voice.

“Me,” he replied and sat on the floor with his erect penis sticking up. Roy ripped open the front of her shirt, sending buttons flying while Jay yanked her skirt down. Now the little girl was completely naked to the boys’ eyes. They each stroked their burgeoning cocks while they stared at Beth’s slender, prepubescent form with her flat chest and stomach and the slim curves below.

“Come on,” Curtis said as he patted his leg. “I’m tired.”

Beth gingerly sat down as Curtis guided her rump onto his prick. She winced at the new entry, feeling tender from the night’s post-game celebrations. Curtis ducked his head and watch as his ebony shaft sank between the child’s tight, creamy as cheeks one more time.

“Did you miss me?” he whispered in her ear as she felt his scattering of curly pubes brush against her buttocks.

When Beth didn’t answer, he leaned back on the floor, leaving her ass impaled on his cock. Then he reached up with one hand and pulled her backward by one shoulder.

“What are you doing?” she asked. “I don’t…Ah! Nooo!”

Jay was crawling over her and had wedged the head of his cock against her pussy slit. Beth had taken double - even triple - penetration from the last group of boys but these here now were more endowed, something her used holes could attest to. But Jay grinned as he watched his prick force the plump, hairless folds of the young girl’s quim apart and felt the warm juiciness of her inner treasure.

Beth turned her head to the side and cried out weakly as her sleek little body was pumped full of hard teen meat in two places at once. Curtis humped his hips up while Jay shoved in and out; slamming and thrusting into their hopelessly trapped, young blonde fuck meat.

Poor little Beth could do nothing as she was used for the teens’ enjoyment. Their repeated cums meant it took longer for them to ejaculate this time and Beth experienced the familiar churning in her loins as the pair of hard teenage cocks had their way with her. She slammed her ass down on Curtis’ prick then hunched her hips to meet Jay’s plunging cock. The nine year-old was lost in a world of lewd sensation as both boys held her narrow hips and jammed themselves in at once.

Beth felt two more loads of sperm blast into her private recesses as she was swept up in her own orgasm. She felt as if she was falling, nearly fading out before the next spurt of hot jism jolted her back to reality.

Exhausted, the boys pulled out of her and Terrence dragged her limp body on top of his. He aligned her leaking pussy to his cock and slid into her wet, rubbery pussy, pleased with how well it still gripped him.

“Mmmm,” Beth hummed with closed eyes as Terrence filled her. Her eyelids fluttered open when she felt someone behind and above her, spreading her round little ass globes apart. She knew what to expect and did not struggle as Roy took her anally. Terrence held her up by the arm pits enough to partially slide her up and down on his cock. Roy timed his thrusts accordingly, making sure that Beth was simultaneously filled in both holes at the same time.

In this manner, the two young teens were able to stroke longer and harder, their black bodies glistening with sweat as they pumped their meat into the lithe blonde child. Beth tossed her head and Terrence shifted his hands slightly and massaged her small nipples with his thumbs. Soon the pink nubbins were erect, making Beth pant as two more sources of pleasure invaded her body.

Although Terrence would have loved to have Beth cum at the same time with him and Roy like she had done with the other boys, the little girl was too far gone and she came while impaled on two hard cocks. When she was through, Terrence took his thumbs from her little nipples and gripped her a little tighter for some harder fucking. Roy matched his pace and minutes later, the teens added two more wads of jism inside the fourth grader.

Later, all five were resting in tired, sweaty heaps on the gymnasium floor. Video cameras had recorded the night’s activities for the future enjoyment of guests and residents at the estate.

Claridge Academy, Part 34

(Note: Part 34 takes place on Saturday, the same day as Parts 31-33.)

Meagan and Gretchen stood naked in front of the tall, severe looking blonde clad in tight leather. Ilsa looked down at the two small five year-olds, thinking how much fun she was going to have with these two delectable pieces of sex meat over the coming years.

The girls had arrived at the estate earlier in the day and had been allowed to play and run around the grounds like any little girls would love to do. But now they were about to embark on some more grownup games.

“Meagan has been a delight to train,” Ilsa purred. “And I’m so looking forward to having you as well, Gretchen.”

“Thank you,” Gretchen replied in a small, polite voice. She was clearly awed at this woman, both from the sight of her and from what Meagan had told her before. The little girl had light blue eyes and her long blonde hair tied in a single braid down the back.

“Now that the pleasantries are out of the way,” Ilsa continued, glad to done with the pleasant part. “Tonight, you two are going to be on stage because Meagan has a problem.”

Meagan’s eyebrows raised and her Cupid’s bow mouth pursed. She had been trying her very best to be a hot little slut, just like those men in the masks told her to do, but now there was a problem? While not fat or even chubby, her face and body were slightly rounder than Gretchen’s. Her brown hair was cut just above her collar (when she was clothed) with her bangs hanging above her expressive brown eyes.

“What did I do?” she asked sadly.

“You’re still a virgin in one hole.”

Meagan looked down at her little hairless pussy and then back up at Ilsa.

“But lots of people touched me and licked me there,” she tired to explain.

“But no cock yet. We’re going to take care of that tonight,” Ilsa promised.

“Then I can be a hot little slut like Gretchen?”

“That’s right. Now let’s go. There are a lot of people who’ve been waiting for weeks to see you get popped.”

While the girls had been enthusiastic while following Ilsa, they were a little more subdued under the hot stage lights. Over a hundred well-dressed men and women were seated at round, linen-covered tables. The main course of dinner had just been completed and the two tots were to be the entertainment before dessert.

Ilsa had given the girls the usual pills to take before she brought them to the main room - muscle relaxants, pain killers, and some very powerful aphrodisiacs. This little pair would be drooling from their tiny twats in no time. Ilsa positioned the girls so that they were standing near the front of the stage, facing the crowd.

“Play with yourselves,” she whispered in their ears before she left the stage.

The audience murmured appreciatively as the little girls got busy with their fingers. Soon, Gretchen gasped loudly and one knee buckled slightly. The powerful drugs had taken effect and the little blonde had just felt a sharp jolt in her young sex. Jerking her hand away, her fingers and bald cuntlet shone with her juices under the bright lights.

Meagan’s pussy was soon dribbling too. Some people at the tables were calling out some suggestions to the kindergarteners; many were completely raunchy. Of course, to the youngsters, some of them didn’t make sense. Gretchen wondered why some man wanted her to play with a donkey.

“Alright! I think are little starlets are ready for the main act, don’t you think?” cried Richard, the emcee.

A large man with his thick dark hair slicked back, Richard took Meagan by the arm and led her to a bed. He settled the girl on top with her back leaning against some pillows before spreading her legs wide so the audience could have a nice view of the smooth little treasure between her legs. She looked up at him with large eyes.

“I’m scared,” she whispered to him.

“Don’t worry,” he said patting her leg. “You just lie there and everyone else will do all of the work.”

Richard went back to the front of the stage and placed a hand on top of Gretchen’s golden head.

“Meagan’s a little nervous, folks, and there’s plenty of room on the bed for more. So we’re going to have Gretchen be by her friend’s side when she gets her cherry popped.”

One of Richard’s assistants brought Gretchen to the bed and placed her sitting next to Meagan. The crows tittered as Gretchen put her arm around Meagan’s shoulders. Then Richard continued.

“Now we’ve had plenty of interested parties making offers for Meagan’s virginity. And let’s face it, five year-olds can me a lot of trouble to acquire - as some of you know - especially a premium little morsel like Meagan here.”

Some knowing laughter scattered through the assembled crowd.

“But there’s a member of our group who has always been very gracious in helping our members when they travel to the Orient, particularly when it comes to providing entertainment. He’s already richer than many of us here, so a toaster or a nice desk lamp just doesn’t really say ‘Thank You’ enough.

He’s back stage right now and has only been told he’s getting laid. He loves American girls and we know he’s never had one this young outside of Japan, so let’s give a big hand to Mr. Tanaka.”

The crowd rose to their feet as a short Japanese man in his fifties came on stage wearing a robe. Squinting into the lights, he waved to the audience. Then Richard approached him and bowed, stretching one hand toward the bed.

“Tanaka-san, on behalf of the estate, may I say ‘Arigato’.”

Tanaka followed the path from Richard’s hands to where he saw Meagan lying with her legs spread. His jaw dropped and he spoke a string of Japanese back to Richard. The emcee didn’t follow everything that was said, but he heard the words “Meagan” (Tanaka had seen video footage of her and had developed a singular lust for the little girl) and “virgin”. When Richard nodded, Tanaka bowed to him and then to the audience.

Then Tanaka beckoned to someone offstage. A man in his mid-twenties who bore a resemblance to Tanaka stepped onto the stage. Several people in the audience called out in greeting. He was Tanaka’s second son, Kenji. For some reason, Tanaka never spoke much about his first son to anyone on the estate.

Tanaka, Kenji, and Richard huddled together for a moment, talking quietly. Finally, they all nodded and Richard and Kenji stepped aside as Tanaka slipped off his robe and got onto the bed. He smiled at Meagan and tickled her tummy, making the little girl squirm and giggle despite her surroundings. Gretchen watched as Tanaka stroked and fondled her friend’s body. Video cameras on stage captured the consensual molestation at several angles to give the audience as much access as possible.

Meagan relaxed as Tanaka explored her with his fingers. He seemed like a nice man and he was very gentle as he rubbed her chest and teased her miniscule nipples which responded stiffly to his touches. He kissed each one before sampling her mouth. Meagan’s plump red lips were so luscious that he had to suck and nibble them before taking her mouth with his tongue. Meagan thought he tasted like cigar smoke, but didn’t mind because he was making her feel so good.

Next, Tanaka went to work on Meagan’s legs, nibbling on her toes to the youngster’s delight. Then he squeezed the soft flesh of her thighs, delighting at how warm and smooth the child’s skin was. He moved his hands around to the backs of her legs and slid them up until each one held a round little buttock. Cradling Meagan’s ass, Tanaka lowered his head and began eating the five year-old’s delicate pussy in earnest.

“Ooooohhhh!” Meagan cried as her agitated sex was munched on. Tanaka’s tongue worked furiously to catch all of the nectar the young girl’s cunt was producing. She was a juicy little thing who was wriggling under his mouth. As Tanaka’s tongue poked its way into her slit, he felt the membrane that protected Meagan’s last vestige of innocence. It was time to make this little girl into a woman, but first he wanted to taste her as she climaxed.

Gripping the little ass cheeks more tightly, Tanaka gnawed and slurped on Meagan’s hairless sex, finally making the child crash into a healthy orgasm. Now the little girl was completely relaxed and the man easily pushed her legs up to make her pussy ready for its first fucking.

Gretchen hugged Meagan as both little girls watched Tanaka bring the tapered head of his penis to bear against the small opening. Meagan’s plump outer lips were squeezed apart to accommodate the Japanese cherry buster. With most of his prick head buried into the slit, Tanaka once again felt the barrier. Taking his cock in one hand, he turned it in circles, churning the head against Meagan’s hymen and making the little girl moan in response. He let go of his cock and kept the motion going, returning his hand to Meagan’s one loose leg to push it back.

In her position with Tanaka pressing her legs against her body, Meagan was helpless and unable to move. Her pussy was heating up and flooding the tip of the man’s cock as he massaged that mysterious piece of flesh inside of her. She understood that he was going to put that thing in her even deeper, but she was still unsure of how that would be. Then the man stopped moving and straightened up to change the angle of his cock.

Meagan could feel her heart pounding as everyone in the crowd went silent.

With a wink and a smile for Meagan, Tanaka thrust forward, piercing the five year-old’s maidenhead. Meagan cried out as she felt something ripping inside of her. She tried to put her hands out to stop him, but her legs were in the way.

“Owww! It hurts!”

Tanaka stopped with an inch of his cock sunk an inch past the remains of Meagan’s hymen. He patiently waited as Meagan’s cries subsided to sniffles, and then silence. The end of his prick felt a little wetter, and he knew the source was from the barrier he had just conquered.

Slowly, he pulled his cock out enough to see the stains of Meagan’s virginal blood on it. The cameras caught this as well and the audience applauded. Meagan tensed as he slid back into her, but there was no more of the sharp pain. He pushed in, getting nearly three inches of his prick into the little girl’s previously untouched depths. She was fortunate that his prick was a little slimmer than usual, which made her first pussy fuck a little easier.

Now he stroked his well-lubed cock in and out of the American girl’s tiny pussy, which made cute little wet sounds as it was stretched and plumbed by the businessman’s shaft. The unfocused look in Meagan’s eyes let him know that she was losing herself in this copulation as well. Her only movement was that of her tongue as it feebly licked at her dried lips.

Gretchen was eyeing the cylinder of flesh as it pistoned in and out of the smooth, spread mound between her friend’s legs. She knew it had happened to her, but was still amazed at how something so big could get inside little girls like her and Meagan. Absently, she had begun playing with her own twat and making it quite wet. Then she felt her body be lifted and looked behind her to see the younger Japanese man behind her.

Placed on her hands and knees, Gretchen looked down at Meagan’s face as Kenji pushed his way into her. Kenji grunted with effort as the kindergartener was very tight. But her warm interior was very slick and he quickly mastered the little blonde’s cuntlet and steadily fucked her from behind like a dog - or perhaps like a cute little puppy. Gretchen grunted slightly with each thrust into her small, grasping cuntlet.

Many hands in the audience went to their owners’ pants or under dresses as they watched the two little girls take the Japanese cocks inside their white, hairless quims. Gretchen’s grunts and Meagan’s gasps made a lusty duet as their tight little bodies were plugged with the ravaging pricks.

Meagan slid her hands down to her belly where she could feel her inside being pushed by Tanaka’s cock. The five year-old was entranced by the presence of something so big moving inside her body as it registered in her hands and along the tight, flexing walls of her freshly opened pussy. And she was feeling hot all over and so squishy inside. Then everything in between her legs began to get tight, so tight…

A long, wordless groan escaped Meagan’s mouth as her luscious little body trembled with another orgasm. This time, it happened with cock stuffed between her legs which acted to compound the fierceness of the explosions that wracked her tiny sex. Watching the child cum around his cock was enough for Tanaka, who sent his sperm jetting into the five year-old’s defenseless womb, filling it quickly and sending the rest of the man’s jism overflowing from tight opening of little girl’s pussy.

Kenji was not far behind his father, spewing his semen into Gretchen’s body until it dribbled from her bald cuntlet and onto the sheets. The searing liquid invasion inside of her set the child off as her tiny pussy gripped Kenji’s prick as she came. When she was done, Gretchen was on the verge of collapsing. Kenji grabbed her and turned her sideways so that she was lying face down and parallel to Meagan, who was on her back. He pulled her legs apart to give the cheering crowd a good look at his handiwork.

The audience was on its feet as Tanaka and his son bowed to them. Exhausted, Meagan and Gretchen lay on the bed with their legs spread with sperm oozing from their bald, freshly creamed little quims. Dark red threads of virgin blood stained the goo coming from Meagan’s plump twat.

Now the crown roared when Ilsa came on stage leading a teenage girl by a leash. The girl was on her hands and knees and was only wearing a dog collar. She was Meagan’s older sister, Sue. Ilsa spoke loudly so that everyone could hear.

“Sue, what are you?”

“I’m a low-grade bitch,” the sixteen year-old said. As mean and spiteful as she was, she knew she was at everyone’s mercy here.

“I don’t know if you can even rate yourself that anymore. Even Roscoe had decided to hold his cock for some more deserving girl’s ass tonight.”

Everyone at the tables laughed and hooted at that last remark. Roscoe was a Great Dane who lived at the estate and had been trained on how to have sex with human females. It had been great fun to watch the haughty girl get anally fucked by the beast, but now they were intrigued by the prospect of a new partner for the hound. Rumor had it that there was an eleven year-old who was going to get it tonight.

Ilsa spoke to Sue again for the audience’s benefit.

“A few weeks ago, you tried to get some men to gang-fuck your sweet baby sister. Fortunately, they work for us and we were able to break her in a little more suitably. And tonight, a very nice man made young Meagan cum twice, once before and once during her first pussy fuck. That’s a hell of a lot better than leaving her screaming and bleeding on some warehouse floor like you wanted.”

Sue hung her head, not so much in remorse but because she knew that would be expected. So her little sister that everyone though was so adorable finally got her cunt busted open, so what?

Ilsa yanked the leash to get Sue’s attention.

“You still have some usefulness around here,” the dominatrix snarled. “Get on the bed and start cleaning your sister. NOW!”

Sue crawled onto the bed and saw Meagan looking at her from where her head was propped on a pillow. Then she got between the girl’s legs and grimaced. It looked like someone had poured a bucketful of cum in the child’s little snatch. Then there was the cherry blood mixed in everywhere. Damn! A sharp whack from Ilsa’s riding crop to Sue’s ass got her moving and she licked at Meagan’s messy crotch and inner legs.

“That feels nice,” Meagan said softly, pissing Sue off even more. The last thing she needed was to have that little turd being kind to her.

“What was that?” Richard asked, holding a microphone closer to Meagan.

“That feels nice,” she repeated.

“Do you like having your big sister make your pussy all clean and pretty with her mouth?”

“Yes.”

Sue sucked on Meagan’s slit to get the rest of the stuff out of her pussy. When she raised her head, Meagan’s bald cuntlet was glistening with her sister’s saliva. Sue began to crawl off the bed when Ilsa gave her another stinging smack.

“Do Gretchen, too.”

Richard helped the other girl roll over onto her back to give Sue proper access. The humiliated teen hunkered down and cleaned another kindergartener’s cunt.

“Gretchen, I’m sure you’ve heard how bad Meagan’s sister is, right?”

“Yes. She and her friends are mean to all the little kids.”

“But I’ll bet you didn’t know she could suck a pussy clean so well, did you?”

“Um, no.”

Gretchen shivered with pleasure as Sue finished licking and sucking her cunny. Now it was clean and sparkling under the stage lighting. Ilsa handed Sue’s leash off to one of her assistants, who walked the girl offstage and to one of the sex rooms elsewhere on the first floor.

“So what did you think of that cock in your pussy, Meagan” Richard asked.

“It was really big,” she answered sincerely. Tanaka’s tool was only five inches long and rather narrow, but it was huge by a five year-old’s standards.

“Can I try something?” Gretchen asked.

“Be my guest,” Richard said.

The crowd murmured as Gretchen whispered in Meagan’s ear. What were these little ones up to? Meagan’s brow creased but then her face lit up and she nodded.

Gretchen sucked her index finger and then placed in on Meagan’s twat. Gingerly, she pushed it into her friend’s slit until it was down to the last knuckle.

“It went in!” Gretchen cried with delight and the audience cheered. Meagan giggled with relief.”

“Now I can be a real hot little slut,” she announced to the crowd’s roaring approval.

Richard helped them off the bed and Ilsa led them down from the stage where they walked between the tables. The little girls received plenty of fawning pats on their asses and pussies as they passed the ladies and gentlemen.

“Look! They’ve got ice cream!” Gretchen cried as the wait staff brought in dessert.

“Miss Ilsa, can we have some?” Meagan pleaded. For these young tots, sex was all fine and well, but ice cream was just heavenly.

“Yes,” Ilsa relented and told a waitress to bring three dishes to her chambers. Then she turned to the girls.

“You’ve earned your ice cream. After you’re done, we’ll do something a little different.”

“Cake?” Gretchen asked hopefully.

“No, something even better,” Ilsa smiled. “Some nice, delicious bondage.”

Claridge Academy, Part 35

(Note: Part 35 takes place on Saturday night, immediately following Part 34.)

Meagan and Gretchen had finished their ice cream and Ilsa was impatient do get the girls into bed.

“Come on, now. I’ve got places to be and people to beat,” said the dominatrix.

Her play on words was lost on the five year-olds, who scrambled onto the bed. There were two pairs of chains and cuffs mounted to the headboard and another similar pair attached to the foot of the bed. Gretchen looked at these apprehensively, but Meagan had been chained here before and was more interested in exploring her pussy. She stared as she watched her finger easily slip all the way into her hairless mound.

“Look what I can do now, Miss Ilsa,” the child proudly said.

“Very good, Meagan,” the woman replied.

Up until a short while ago, Meagan had been a virgin. That changed when a Japanese businessman took her cherry while on stage before an audience in the dinner theater at the estate. Now the two girls were in one of Ilsa’s private chambers. Ilsa efficiently shackled the girls in place by the wrists and ankles so that they were lying face-up with their hands secured above their heads and their legs spread.

Kneeling on the bed between them, Ilsa began fingering their cunts until they were wet - which didn’t take long. Then Ilsa inserted a finger into each little pussy and vigorously finger-fucked the kindergarteners in their tight little holes. Before long, she had her little charges squirming in their bonds. She noted with perverse glee how each child humped their hips up against her hands to get the most out of their molestation.

Gretchen came first, arching her back as her body quivered. Meagan followed shortly thereafter. Ilsa grinned as she saw how the little girl’s toes wriggled during her orgasm. It was something to file away for the foot fetish members. Pulling her dripping fingers out of the steaming little twats, she fed the one from Gretchen to Meagan and vice-versa, letting the girls suck each other’s juices.

After her fingers were clean, Ilsa brought out two blindfolds and put them on the girls. Then she hummed a tune while she went through the drawers in a dresser to look for something suitable to use for her next appointment in another room. She knew the member was a bit choosy, so she took her time. The member was a successful businessman and a deacon in a large, prominent church and only expected the best.

“Miss Ilsa?” Gretchen asked. “Are we being hot little sluts now?”

Ilsa pulled out a foot-long, studded strap-on dildo and nodded with satisfaction before answering. She turned to where the two naked little girls lay bound and blindfolded.

“Yes you ar.?”

“Why did you put these things over our eyes?” Meagan asked.

“Because you’re going to get a surprise,” Ilsa said, applying some lubricant to the cock. The deacon was not going to be walking quite normally on Sunday morning. “You’re going to get visited by a mystery lover.”

The girls giggled at that as Ilsa left the room with the dildo.

Neither child knew how long they had lain there. With the loss of their sense of time and sight, they began to feel vulnerable. Some time later, they heard the door open and close softly.

“Who’s there?” Meagan called out in a quavering voice.

There was no answer but they heard the rustle of clothing coming off, the padding of moving feet and then the mattress creak as someone sat next to Meagan.

Meagan felt a hand slide up and down one side of her and was about to speak again when someone’s mouth met hers. She felt the tongue slide in and she met it with hers. As their tongues caressed each other, Meagan knew by the size that she was being kissed by a grownup. And judging by the feel of the hand now rubbing her chest, it was a lady.

With Meagan’s mouth now thoroughly tasted, the woman licked and nibbled on one intricately shaped ear before burrowing her tongue in it. Next it was the little girl’s neck getting kissed and sucked. The woman continued to the child’s smooth chest and Meagan cooed as her nipples stiffened under the wet lips pulling on them.

Meagan lay still as this mysterious woman licked and nipped at the soft flesh of her tummy, moving inexorably to the pleasure spot below. But the woman teased her, working her mouth over the smooth patch of skin just above the little girl’s mons and then on to her delicious young thighs. Meagan mewled and tried to thrust her pussy up at her unseen lover, clearly wanting her pussy to be used.

Then the woman pulled away. Meagan shifted her head back and forth, blindly trying to find this lady with the very nice mouth. Meagan gasped aloud as the mouth suddenly clamped over her cuntlet, sucking hard and lashing the hairless quim with her tongue. Gradually, the woman refocused on specific parts of Meagan’s tender little sex, nipping and sucking at each chubby outer lip, and then the clit, and finally deeper into the tight, dew-lined passage.

Meagan sighed as she felt a tongue in parts of her that had been jealously blocked by her hymen. It was like having her pussy taken again for the first time as she was licked deep inside. Between her probing, the woman greedily sucked all of the juices the child could produce, making the little girl moan and squirm as her pussy was eaten for the first time since its defloration.

Meagan was breathing hard as she experienced her first deep oral sex. Now her little hips were churning as she instinctively tried to fuck the woman’s face. Her pussy walls clamped on the woman’s tongue as she shook with an orgasm and the five year-old cried out in her release.

Equally blind, Gretchen had turned her head toward Meagan. She knew by the wet sounds and her friend’s groaning that something wonderful was being done to her. Now the shackled little blonde if something nice was going to happen to her as well.

Dottie licked Meagan’s juices from her lips, savoring the taste of five year-old cunt. As the dorm mother of these two girls as well as four other little kindergarten cuties, she had been burning for a chance at any of her girls. Like the other dorm mothers who looked after the children at Claridge, she secretly reported via a contact to The Five, a group of men who controlled the school behind the scenes and apparently had much to do with the estate as well.

Every year, she had a new group of six kindergarteners. During her first few years, her girls had been left alone. But with barely over a month into the new school year, all six of her little ones had gotten involved in some way or another. The temptation for the young women with a pedo lesbian tilt had been great, but she had abstained from doing anything with her girls, per The Five’s directives. Now, she had finally gotten her wish when she was granted access to not one but two of the little sweeties.

Looking at the captive blonde, Dottie thought back to a morning a couple of weeks ago while she was braiding Gretchen’s hair. The little girl had innocently discussed how fun it was to make her pussy feel good with her fingers. While Dottie sat behind the girl doing her braid, Gretchen slid her hand down the front of her panties and went to work on her bald cuntlet and discovered what a clitoris was. It was all that Dottie could do then not to rip the five year-old’s panties off and give her pussy the tongue lashing of her young life.

And now Gretchen was hers for the taking. She planted a kiss on Gretchen’s mouth and slid her tongue inside. Her pussy twitched at the knowledge that Gretchen was tasting some of Meagan’s cunny juice there. Judging by the small humming sound the little girl made, she knew it too.

Gretchen sighed and murmured as Dottie feasted on her small body. Now it was Meagan’s turn to turn her head in Gretchen’s direction as she heard the sounds of oral lovemaking. Gretchen’s tiny pussy was drooling by the time Dottie reached it. The woman chomped and slurped on the beautifully bald cuntlet before fucking the five year-old with her tongue. Gretchen’s chains rattled as the little girl struggled; desperately craving the orgasm that was slowly coiling inside of her. With a soft “Ah!” she came, spilling her juices into her dorm mother’s mouth.

Releasing the child’s twat from her mouth, Dottie went back to Meagan. Kneeling with her knees on either side of Meagan’s small figure, she grabbed the little girl’s head and pressed her face against her dripping crotch. Meagan had been trained on how to eat pussy and the five year-old was soon licking and sucking the mature woman’s cunt. Holding fast to the back of Meagan’s head, Dottie humped her crotch against the girl’s face until she came.

Dottie removed her hands and Meagan’s head fell limply against the pillows. Despite having just cum, Dottie felt something in her cunt lurch when she saw her juices glistening on Meagan’s plump red lips. Damn, she needed more.

While Meagan rested, young Gretchen got her first taste of a woman’s pussy. While she hadn’t been trained, Dottie had a suspicion that the little girl had gotten some practice on Meagan’s sugary little snatch. The tot’s lips and tongue received more experience as they found their way blindly around a fully grown cunt. Before long, Dottie was thrusting her hips up and down, working her sopping pussy against Gretchen’s busy little mouth while her clit rubbed over the tip of the child’s nose.

Gretchen tried to say something, but her words were a gurgle against the woman’s cunt. Dottie came, making the little girl drink more secretions before letting her go. Reluctantly, she got off the bed and looked at the two exhausted children. She would have loved to have done more, but it was clear that they were through. But Dottie had one perverse idea left.

One thing that Dottie had always envied in men was their ability to ejaculate and leave something of themselves inside their partner. Thrusting a finger inside her pussy, she got it good and wet and then reached for Meagan’s vagina. Spreading the outer labia apart with her other hand, she carefully inserted her finger inside, leaving some of her nectar inside of the child’s immature cunny. Meagan made an “O” sound and then was silent.

She did the same thing with Gretchen, who murmured something as she was penetrated, but did not understand what exactly was happening. Satisfied that she had done her version of inseminating the little girls, the young woman got dressed and left the room to let the children rest.

Gretchen blinked in the light as Ilsa removed her blindfold the next morning. Meagan was already sitting up, having been freed of her shackles. Ilsa released Gretchen and the little girl sat up.

“Did you have a fun night?” Ilsa asked.

“Yes,” said Meagan. “And we were hot little sluts again after you left.”

“That’s my girls!”

“What’s that thing?” Gretchen asked, pointing the foot-long dildo that Ilsa had used the night before. Unlike when she had left the girls, the thing was now bent at a forty-five degree angle.

“Well, it was a discipline tool,” Ilsa explained. “But now it needs to be replaced. You could say we had one hell of a prayer meeting last night. I didn’t think these things could bend like this…”

Both girls regarded the thing with wide eyes, wondering what something like that would do inside one of their little holes.

“Will we have to get one of those?” Meagan asked nervously.

Ilsa laughed in perfectly good humor - something she rarely did.

“Maybe one day, but you’ll have to work your way up to it. I’ll start you out with something more age appropriate. Perhaps they even make Sesame Street vibrators.”

Claridge Academy, Part 36

(Note: Part 36 takes place on Saturday, the same day as Parts 31-35.)

Kay was very nervous as she waited backstage. The eleven year-old was in the sixth grade at Claridge Academy and had been brought here to a place simply called the estate. It was a large mansion with numerous other guest houses on the vast grounds. Kay was of average height with frizzy brown hair and glasses (now removed). Over the summer, she had gone from having a flat, boyish chest to sporting a pair of firm, apple-sized breasts that jutted noticeably from her thin frame.

Over a week ago, she had been snooping around the school, enthralled by the possibility of some sort of mystery when she had been grabbed and taken off campus to a place where five men in masks had introduced her to oral sex before she lost her virginity. In the end she had swallowed each man’s cum and then had taken five more loads in her deflowered pussy.

It had been very frightening at first for the girl, but the drugs they had injected in her made her sexually aroused and by the end of the evening, the introverted little girl had become quite cock-hungry. With the promise that they would leave her younger sister, Michelle, alone, she had agreed to participate in more of their activities.

The night before, she had been picked up from the school by a man she had never met before who took her to the estate. There, the five men had appeared, although no longer wearing masks. However, unknown to her, subtle disguises to alter their faces, hair, and eye color had been made to prevent recognition in public.

She had been given a drink laced with more drugs and soon she was bedded by all five. For the next few hours, she laid sweating and moaning as one man after another thrust his hardness between her widespread legs. Her young breasts, which she had been embarrassed about ever since they appeared, were lovingly sucked and fondled, adding to her orgasmic pleasure.

But the men had also promised her some extra perks. After the small orgy, the six of them gathered for a sumptuous dinner where she tried some exotic foods she had never heard of before. Today, she was taken on a long boat ride out at sea, enjoying the sunshine and unusually warm Pacific breezes for early autumn. Lunch, another gourmet meal, had been served on a private island before she was returned to the estate. There, the preteen had her first spa experience, with a hot tub and lengthy massage. She had also been given a glass of soda laced with a cocktail of drugs to sexually stimulate her and to let her stretch a little more as needed.

Now she was dressed in just a robe, which she would have to remove before going out on stage.

“Why to I have to do this?” she asked.

“So our friends can see what a pretty girl we’ve added to our group.”

“How many people will see me?”

“Well over a hundred, but don’t worry. They’ll only be looking.”

But Kay was worried - and very nervous. As she watched Richard, the emcee, speaking about her on stage, a young woman approached her and took her robe. Then the woman opened a small jar and smeared something on her hands.

“We’re going to gloss you titties up a bit to make them stand out on under the stage light,” the woman replied as she smeared the stuff of Kay.

The girl was speechless as the woman nonchalantly rubbed her hands all over her breasts. Then Kay felt a small twitch in her pussy and was aghast that she was getting turned on by a woman. The stuff the woman was putting on her felt funny and she mentioned it to the woman.

“It’s nothing,” she replied. “You’ll get used to it and won’t even notice it in a minute.”

Kay heard Richard calling her name and the woman lightly pushed Kay to the curtain. Kay looked back and saw what appeared to be a large dog being brought to the side stage. Shaking her head she took a step and was suddenly under the glare of the stage lights. The applause coming from the audience was quite loud and she instinctively tried to cover herself.

Richard gently pulled her arms down to her side and led her by the shoulder to center stage. Kay could see many well-dressed men and women seated around dinner tables, staring at her young body. Her breasts felt very warm under the lights and she also noticed the damp heat rising in her pussy. She was afraid to look down at her hairless sex for fear that the wetness might be trickling out.

Richard had kept talking, but she wasn’t paying attention until he stepped away from her and said “Uh oh. It looks like Roscoe is loose again.”

The audience roared as a huge Great Dane bounded on stage. Roscoe barked back at the audience before trotting over to the nude young girl. Richard gave the audience a knowing wink and kept his distance as Roscoe sniffed all over Kay.

“Nice dog,” Kay murmured nervously as she felt his cold wet nose investigating her smeared boobs. Then he started to lick them, obviously attracted to whatever had been rubbed on them.

“No! No!” she shouted as she tried to push him away, but the hound only became more insistent on licking her ripe female flesh. Kay’s nipples stiffened as she was attacked by the dog’s slobbering tongue. Despite her acute embarrassment at being licked while naked in front of a large group of strangers, Kay was getting turned on as evidenced by the moisture building between her legs.

Roscoe was tall enough to licked Kay’s preadolescent titties while standing on all fours, but the stubborn young human kept moving around. He growled and she immediately stood still. Satisfied that she understood his command, Roscoe finished licking the small mounds clean. When he was done, he gave her face a couple of licks and then investigated the rest of her.

It didn’t take long for him to smell her arousal and he wagged his tail furiously as he lowered his snout to Kay’s crotch. He shoved in lapped at the tasty dew the little human was making in her pussy. Kay screeched and stepped away. Having done this before, Roscoe rose on his hind legs and placed his forepaws on Kay’s shoulders, sending her tumbling to the floor. Placing one huge paw on her stomach, Roscoe resumed his snacking while the eleven year-old kicked and squealed to no avail.

Roscoe loved human pussy - and the younger they were, the better they tasted. He dug his tongue into Kay’s modest hole to get to more of that yummy meat. Kate’s struggled gradually decreased as her drug-fueled sexual urges took over. Part of her was appalled by what was happening to her, but damn - that dog was good! The people at the tables watched intently has the young girl lay on the stage with her little breasts shining from Roscoe’s drool while the dog ate her pussy.

When he no longer felt the human struggling, Roscoe removed his paw and licked at the tight bald pussy with more gusto. The child was creaming hard and the Great Dane lapped every drop she could give. His ears pricked up as he heard her making the noises that human bitches did when they were aroused.

Kay’s eyes were closed and she was grinding her ass against the stage floor as Roscoe’s long tongue explored her private depths. Every once in a while, one of the dog’s teeth would nip her clit, adding to the growing, frantic ache in the preteen’s sex. With a strangled cry, the young girl came, arching her body and throwing her head back while the hound relentlessly kept gnawing on her delectable cunt.

Roscoe knew when the girl was through and raised his head from her dripping hairless pussy, wagging his tail in anticipation. His red cock was extended stiffly from his furry belly. The woman who had earlier coated Kay’s breasts quickly came on stage and rolled the girl over and brought her up to her hands and knees.

Squeezing a tube of lubricant between the girl’s ass cheeks, the woman stroked Kay’s hair and spoke gently to her, keeping the girl calm. Kay jerked when she felt the woman’s finger enter her anus.

“What are you doing?”

“Shhh,” the woman soothed. “I’m just getting you ready. That’s all.”

Kay was still in a bit of a fog from the drugs running through her and the afterglow of her climax.

“Oh,” she said calmly. “Ready for what?”

“You’ll see.”

The woman got up and spoke to the horny dog.

“Roscoe. Ass,” she commanded.

Licking his chops at the sight of the child’s well-presented little rump, Roscoe leapt to the girl and hunched his hind legs down. Excited comments rolled through the audience as they saw this live and captured at various angles on video cameras with screens above the stage. Roscoe wedged his red prick between the eleven year-old’s pert buttocks and humped forward.

Kay’s heavy-lidded eyes snapped open and she screamed with total awareness now as the canine cock penetrated her virgin ass. The little girl tried to lunge away from the dog, but the tight grip of her anal sheath on his prick kept her from escaping. Wailing, Kay tried to wriggle sideways but it was no use as Roscoe pounded five inches of Great Dane meat into the stunned child.

With her ass well-greased and her small body outweighed by the huge dog, Kay was helpless to do anything as she underwent the canine sodomy. She had fallen down in front onto her elbow but Richard pulled her back to her hands so the audience could see her sprouting breasts jiggle which each bestial thrust.

The copulating pair made a fine sight. The preteen’s sleek body was highlighted by tight curves of her stretched ass cheeks and the firm little chest mounds tucked under torso while in her mating position. Roscoe’s tongue hung loosely from his mouth in contentment as he slammed his cock into the oily grasp of the girl’s abused rectum.

It hurt back there, but Kay was becoming more and more aware of churning in her drug-addled pussy as it responded to the hammering it was feeling through the thin wall that separated it from her ass. Although she didn’t know it, it wouldn’t be much longer before the young girl’s body would be condition to respond lustfully to such stimulus without the aid of pharmaceuticals.

The little girl whined in pain and lust as she took the Great Dane’s length deeper into her body, now with a full seven inches anally penetrating her lithe frame. The heat and pressure in her lower belly was intense and she could feel her inner thighs getting wet from her leaking pussy. All she could think of was the feel of that hot, hard meat savagely pressing into her and she pushed her ass back to try to increase the amount she was taking.

The knot on Roscoe’s prick as swelled outside the clenching entrance to Kay’s ass and it slapped against her trim buttocks with every stroke. He growled as the human child’s body shook with orgasm. Consumed with her climax, shy, bookish Kay howled as she came while her ass was still being sodomized. When she was done, she was drained and silently endured the anal pounding until she heard Roscoe growl.

The little girl grunted sharply as she felt the first ropy jet of doggy sperm wash into her bowels. Roscoe stood rigidly, cramming the knot of his prick against the child’s anus as he poured his thick seed into his human mate’s body. Kay slumped but her petite ass was still impaled on the cock wedged inside. Roscoe patiently waited until his prick deflated enough for the youngster to slide from his greasy shaft.

Walking around to Kay’s head, he nuzzled her and licked her cheek. The girl barely moved as Roscoe’s handler took the happy hound away. Then Richard helped the preteen up to her feet and escorted her as she walked on unsteady legs off the stage to the standing ovation of the crowd.

“Did you know this was going to happen?” she asked the emcee.

“Of course,” Richard replied. “It’s what we’ve trained him to do.”

“You trained him for this?” Kay asked, incredulous as she rubbed her throbbing bottom. “Why?”

Richard shrugged.

“We tried to teach him how to play the violin, but it wouldn’t take. So we had to give him something to do.”

Claridge Academy, Part 37

(Note: Part 37 takes place on Saturday night at the same time as Parts 32-36.)

Veronica knew this room from her last time at the estate and knew what was expected of her. The woman who had prepared her had given the nine year-old an enema and then rubbed oil finger-deep in the girl’s backside. Then she had given the girl a series of pills for muscle relaxation and pain control. And Veronica knew just how much stretching she would have to do.

The past two weeks had been a confusing time for her. While the sex she had been exposed to was overwhelming in its own right, it was the oddly skewed thoughts and fantasies about even young girls that had been consuming her of late. Each time she and her roommate, Beth, had been brought here from the school, they had been in the company of two kindergarteners, Meagan and Whitney.

To her surprise, Veronica had found herself becoming attracted to the younger pair during their last weekend, especially Whitney. The little girl with white blonde hair and dark blue eyes was very small for her age which made her seem all the more vulnerable to the perversions around her.

At one point, Veronica had held Whitney while she was being thigh-humped by a Great Dane. Her efforts had kept the dog from penetrating Whitney’s virgin pussy but had left the five year-old a cum-splattered mess. Much of it had gotten on Veronica after she had picked Whitney up and carried her. Shortly thereafter, Whitney was instructed to use her mouth to clean Veronica. The nine year-old had been very turned on by the feel of the tiny blonde’s soft little mouth on her body.

Veronica was now dressed in a thin, yellow silk robe with her black hair brushed until it was glossy. The little girl of Japanese ancestry knelt on the floor with her dark, almond-shaped eyes downcast waiting for the man who had used her last time.

The room had a wooden floor with large pillows scattered about and one large wooden arm chair. From well-concealed screens, a lightly scented mist was piped into the air with a slight hissing noise. It served to dampen the visual and aural senses to make the sense of touch much more acute. She heard a door open and close, but kept looking at the floor until a strong hand reached for her and tilted her chin up.

It was the same man as before, well over six feet tall with a huge, muscular body. Veronica stood up, unresisting as the man untied her robe and removed it. Without a word he sat in the chair with Veronica following him. As she stood naked before him, he languidly fondled her, teasing the nipples on her flat golden chest while his other hand softly wrapped around her throat.

His fingers caressed the sides of her neck - a strangely gentle move to contrast the girl’s discomfort at having his hand there. She knew he could easily squeeze her and cut off her air supply. Instead, he slowly moved hi hand, tracing her jaw line with his fingertips and then cupping the side of her face. He slid his index finger over her mouth and brushed it along her lips. She did not resist as he pushed his finger in his mouth.

The naked fourth grader stood in place, sucking the man’s finger while his other hand left her erect nipples and found its way to her hip and then back to one buttock. His enormous paw gripped the slim child’s ass cheek and pulled her closer to him. Removing his wet finger from her mouth, he brought it down to the hairless cleft between her legs.

When the thick finger began to penetrate her young sex, Veronica opened her mouth to gasp but was able to restrain herself and remain silent as the man preferred. The only sound she made was her heavy breathing as the thick finger felt her intimately. The man clamped down on her clit with his thumb as he moved his finger in and out of her in small strokes, eventually inducing a small orgasm.

As the stiffness left her body, he turned her around and pulled her onto his lap. His huge prick brushed against her silky buttocks before the head found its way to her oiled anus. Veronica pushed with her bowels as the man pulled down on her hips, feeling the small orifice open around the spongy tip.

The man pressed on, making Veronica’s eyes bulge as her rear was pulled tightly apart by the marauding head of the man’s cock. The little girl felt as if she were about to be ripped open when the last of the head bored through her opening and allowed it to snap closed slightly where the penis tapered just behind it.

Veronica’s head dropped forward as her body was granted a small reprieve. But it was temporary as the man resumed his penetration of the child’s backside, making the hard muscular orifice of her anus strain as he pushed his way in very, very slowly. Now Veronica could feel her inner tissues flexing as the shaft slid relentlessly over their oily surfaces. Despite the lubrication, the tight fit of her rectum around his meat tugged on the walls of her channel.

The man sensed this while Veronica’s ass grasped and caressed his cock and was careful to move inward with small, slow increments. But the pressure inside her rectum was intense and the stretching of her body on the inside was all that the nine year-old could barely handle. Although she knew she had taken his cock inside her before, Veronica was losing hope that she could do it again. The painkillers were doing their job, but the hugeness inside of her and her body’s adjustment to its presence were overwhelming the girl.

There were several inches of cock inside of her when the man stopped. Veronica could hear the door to the room opening and closing. He took one of her thighs in each hand and spread them apart. Veronica’s heart was pounding in her undeveloped chest as she made out three shadowy figures approaching in the mist - a woman and two small children.

The woman bent over the smaller of the children and removed what appeared to be a robe. The child walked toward Veronica and the man until she was close enough to be seen clearly. It was Whitney.

They tiny girl stood naked before them with her creamy skin bright in the misty air. Her nipples were light pink, almost invisible on her chest. Veronica couldn’t help but to look down to the bald little mons between the girl’s legs. The undersized five year-old’s pussy was nicely round and plump, bisected by a delicate slit with a tiny dimple at the top that concealed the clit.

As Whitney looked at Veronica, the man rubbed one hand over the Japanese girl’s chest, skillfully bringing her nipples erect once more before sliding it down the fourth grader’s pale golden skin to massage her hairless pussy. With her bottom mounted on the man’s cock, Veronica was helpless to do anything while the man molested her in front of the tot.

Whitney’s dark blue eyes took it all in. When the man moved his hand away from Veronica’s now dripping cunny, Whitney got a closer look at their conjoined bodies. Her mouth dropped open as she saw the girth of the prick that was partially inside Veronica’s body.

Veronica saw some movement to the left of Whitney and watched as the outline of another naked child came forth. At first, she thought it might be Meagan, but when the child appeared, it was a different little girl. This one had longer brown hair and her eyes were green. She too, was amazed at the size of the cock what had speared veronica’s rump. Veronica didn’t know her name, but recognized her as one of Whitney’s friends from school.

Then the brown-haired girl knelt in front of Whitney and pressed her face between the blonde’s sturdy little legs. From the movement of the girl’s head and the expression on Whitney’s face, it was obvious that she was performing oral sex. Whitney’s eyes silently met Veronica’s as she was eaten.

Veronica could hear the small wet slurping sounds and Whitney placed her hands on the other girl’s head. Veronica’s tongue licked her lips in slow, in-and-out movements. She wasn’t even aware she was doing it. Her response was partially born of a desire to have that brown haired girl licking and making those delicious sounds with her and partially born of her desire to be putting her own tongue into Whitney’s tiny honey pot.

Veronica saw that Whitney’s breathing had become more rapid, her soft little chest fluttering as her pussy was eaten. Although Veronica could only see the brown-haired girl from the back, it was evident by the angle of one of her arms that she had one hand busy on her own snatch while she was feasting on Whitney. Veronica’s cunt lurched with a hard need.

Whitney made a squeaking noise in her throat as her little body trembled. The brown-haired girl who had had made her cum rose to her feet and stepped to the side. The brown-haired girl’s mouth was wet with Whitney’s juices and Whitney’s bald cuntlet was just as gleaming with fluids. Whitney smiled at her friend and then approached Veronica, gazing one more at the fat cock entering the Japanese girl’s tight young ass.

The man held Veronica’s legs apart as Whitney stepped between them. Veronica held her breath as the child’s small mouth closed on her hairless twat and began nibbling. The other girl was staring at them intently with her green eyes while she fingered her little snatch. Veronica was mesmerized as the little girl’s nimble fingers played over the smooth flesh of her immature sex.

Now Whitney was exploring Veronica’s hole with her tongue, pressing her nose against the fourth grader’s clit as she dug deeper with careful, wriggly strokes of her mouth muscle. All of this little girl sex, Whitney’s oral lovemaking, and the relentless pressure of the hot cock in her ass turned Veronica into mush inside. She tried churning her hips to rub her pussy against Whitney’s mouth as she pressed the little blonde’s head between her legs. The brown-haired girl was rubbing herself harder, the wet “squick” sounds growing louder and sloppier as her tiny, hairless pussy grew more aroused.

Whitney stuck her tongue straight into Veronica’s cunt as the juices were dribbling out of it. She pressed her tongue against the top of the tight channel, pushing Veronica past the brink and sending her into spasms as she came. The cock in her ass seemed to burn furiously but Veronica didn’t care as she lost herself in her orgasm. The brown-haired girl suddenly pressed her thighs together and bent her knees, her green eyes widening as she joined Veronica in climax.

Veronica felt Whitney’s head shaking and realized she still had the younger girl’s face mashed against her groin. She let Whitney go and the little girl stepped back with a large breath, her face dripping with Veronica’s fluids from the nose down. She walked back to her friend and the two little girls shared a blatantly open-mouthed kiss, swapping prepubescent pussy juices with their tongues.

After breaking the kiss, the two walked back to the shadowy woman waiting for them in the mist, but not before a blushing Whitney turned to wave bye-bye to Veronica. The anally impaled nine year-old watched the silhouettes in the mist as the woman hugged each little girl and got them back into their robes. Then even the shadowy forms disappeared, shortly followed by the muted sound of the door opening and closing once more.

The man patted Veronica’s flat belly, getting the youngster’s attention once more. Something was different inside her as the girl shook herself loose from the haze of her orgasm. Delicately, Veronica reached around to feel her tight buttocks where they had forcefully been spread apart by the man’s girth. His pubic hair was right there against her taut, smooth skin and it was then that she realized that the enormous presence was compressing her innards so much more deeply than before.

While she had been getting sexed, the man had pushed himself entirely inside her! Veronica felt light-headed as she tried to imagine how that huge prick could have been worked in all the way. She felt as if her body was no longer hers, but that belonged to the manhood inside her conquered bowels instead.

The man held Veronica by her sides as she slumped in his lap. He remained still for a few minutes longer, letting the delicious heat of the child’s tight body encapsulate his cock before he pulled her up slightly and pushed her back down. His cock barely moved inside her, but even the slight amount of movement between his hardness and her straining tissues were felt intensely by both. Veronica’s head rolled against his chest and she looked up, her dark, half-glazed eyes showing little recognition except for the thrusting inside of her well-oiled guts.

The nine year-old did not struggle or offer any other resistance as the man held her tightly in his strong hands and anally fucked her smooth, lithe body. Veronica just kept gazing silently up at him as he plowed her grasping backside with increasingly longer strokes. She was still too small and tight for full-length thrusts, but he estimated that he was close to about two inches as the throttled his cock with Veronica’s ass.

Like her, he had also been excited by the lesbian sex play of the two little five year-olds that Sandra had brought them. She had the little tykes for the night and had been the one to suggest using them as a distraction while he screwed his way further into Veronica’s rump. His balls demanded relief, but he would pause every so often to keep from cumming before shafting Veronica again.

After another hour, though, he knew he could not last much longer. He didn’t fight the need and let his prick pump the little girl’s colon and rectum full of hot sperm. Veronica jerked to full consciousness as she felt herself being seeded. As she felt herself filling even deeper with the spurting jism, she murmured something that sounded like “nungh”. The man didn’t seem to mind.

When he was done, he let the girl stay on his lap with his softening cock inside of her. Although the pressure inside of her had decreased, Veronica still felt quite bloated. The man pressed a button on the arm of his chair and a few minutes later, the woman who had readied Veronica earlier that night appeared with a bowl of warm water, several cloths, and a small bottle.

Bowing to the man, she left. The man pulled Veronica up, her weight inconsequential to him as he pulled himself free of her tight bottom. Once uncorked, his semen dribbled out of her asshole, which wouldn’t be able to completely close for another few hours. He made Veronica kneel in front of him and pointed to the bowl.

The girl understood and took a cloth and commenced to cleaning the man’s sodomizing tool. Once she had finished to the man’s satisfaction, she patted it dry. Then he pointed to the small bottle. It contained an oil with an intriguing odor that Veronica couldn’t identify. Using gestures, the man directed the girl to oil his shaft. His cock did respond somewhat to her ministrations, enlarging a bit, but not becoming fully erect.

He patted her head to let her know she was done. When she tried to stand, she had some difficulty and he scooped her up in his arms. Cradling her, he carried her to some of the large, soft, silk covered pillows and laid her face down on one from the waist up. Her legs angled onto the floor and she could still feel his semen threading its way out of her ass and across her thighs before dripping to the floor. It would take hours to drain.

The man stroked her hair and kissed her forehead before leaving. Veronica wearily dropped her head down to the pillow and closed her eyes, letting her body recover while she slept.

Claridge Academy, Part 38

(Note: Part 38 takes place on Saturday night at the same time as Parts 32-37.)

Lauren stayed very close to Whitney after they arrived at the estate. Their other four classmates eagerly scampered off with their chaperones. When Ilsa, the tall dominatrix arrived to take charge of Meagan and Gretchen, Lauren desperately wished she could turn invisible. The few hours she had spent strapped to the harness while in Ilsa’s care still frightened her, along with the memories of being forced to eat the woman’s cunt and then having cocks shoved down her throat and up her ass. She breathed easier when Ilsa left with the other girls happily in tow.

She and Whitney were sitting alone in a room, wondering what was going to happen next. Whitney had told Lauren about Sandra, a nice woman who had treated Whitney very gently while she made love to her. Both little girls were still shy when it came to sex, but they were hoping that they would be with Sandra instead of some of the scary people here.

Finally, the door open and an attractive blonde, blue-eyed woman in her early forties entered. Her face lit up when she saw the kindergartners. Lauren had long brown hair and light green eyes that seemed to sparkle in the right light. Whitney’s hair was light blonde, nearly white, worn in a pony tail. Her dark blue eyes and plump red lips stood out against her creamy complexion. Being undersized for her age made her look even younger, which attracted the salacious attentions of many members.

Although they had been thoroughly molested, both youngsters were still virgin in their pussies. While Sandra had a soft-spoken nature, she was also a powerful entity in the affairs of the estate where a select group from around the world gathered for all kinds of pleasures. And when she said that Lauren and Whitney were to keep their cherries, there were no arguments, although there had been several lucrative offers for each girl from men (and some women) who wanted to be the first to tear open their tender little cunnies.

Whitney blushed pink as Sandra swept her up in a huge hug. After peppering the little girl’s face with kisses, she turned to the other child.

“And you must be Lauren!”

“Uh huh,” Lauren answered, kicking her legs nervously as she looked at the floor.

Sandra knelt down in front of her so she could look Lauren in the eyes.

“Well, it’s certainly nice to meet you Lauren. I think we’re going to have fun tonight.”

“Okay, but please don’t tie me up and put something big in me,” Lauren begged.

Sandra stroked the youngster’s hair and then gave her a hug.

“I know Ilsa likes to play rough, but you don’t have to worry about her. I have a friend named Fiona who really wanted to meet you, but her flight is delayed and I don’t know if she’ll make it in tonight. So it just might be the three of us.”

Sandra led the girls to her suite, where she had them undress and change into white, fluffy robes while she did the same. They had some dinner and she let the girls chatter on about their lives at school. Eventually, they made their way to the huge bed where they laid and cuddled. Sandra would occasionally stroke or pat their bodies through their robes, but made no overt moves. Even Lauren had become quite relaxed around Sandra.

“So tell me,” Sandra said suddenly. “Have you two pleasured each other?”

A pair of blushing little faces told her they had.

“It’s alright,” she said. “I’m glad you have each other.”

“Lauren doesn’t like to do it really hard just like me so it’s really nice,” Whitney chirped.

“And Whitney made me feel super good when she licked my private part. That’s what I call it now instead of a pee-pee because ‘private part’ is more grown up,” Lauren explained. “She said you taught her a lot about licking pee…uh, private parts.”

The conversation was going perfectly according to Sandra’s plan. She loved soft seduction like this.

“Whitney,” she said. “Why don’t you show me how much you learned? You can show me with Lauren.”

When Whitney nodded shyly, Sandra helped the girls out of their robes and had Lauren lie back on the bed. Sandra kissed Lauren on the nose, making her giggle. Then the woman ran her hands over the five year-old’s scrumptious little body, caressing her flat chest and soft belly before reaching the small mound between her legs. Lauren sighed and stretched her body as Sandra lazily moved her fingers in circles over the hairless flesh of her sex.

“See what a pretty pussy Lauren has?” Sandra asked Whitney, enticing the little blonde by gently squeezing Lauren’s plump labia. The woman noticed how Whitney’s eyes remained locked on Lauren’s crotch.

Sandra guided Whitney as she crawled between Lauren’s spread legs. The two little girls locked eyes as Whitney kissed Lauren’s smooth pubis before she began licking more earnestly. Lauren sighed again and spread her legs farther apart to give her friend more access to her sugary cunt. Sandra’s hand dropped to her own crotch as she keenly watched Whitney’s little mouth delicately nibbling and sucking on Lauren’s bald twat.

The squishing of Sandra’s finger in her cunt joined the wet sounds of Whitney’s oral work on Lauren’s cuntlet. Before long, Lauren’s soft moans added to the mix as she felt the little jolts of heat in her pussy. With a loud groan, Lauren suddenly jerked her little legs up, clamping her smooth thighs against Whitney’s face while she grabbed the back of Whitney’s head with her hands. Whitney’s mouth moved faster as Lauren’s body was seized in a thundering climax.

The girls were so enrapt with Lauren’s orgasm that they didn’t notice Sandra cumming as well. When Lauren was done, Whitney raised her head and licked her dripping lips. Sandra looked at Lauren’s pussy and noticed more nectar oozing out of the tight slit. She scooped some up with a finger and tasted the little girl’s essence.

“Mmmm. No wonder Whitney likes this,” Sandra said to both girls’ delight.

“Can I lick Whitney’s private part now?” Lauren asked eagerly.

“Not just yet,” Sandra said, laughing at their crestfallen faces. “You’re going to put on a little show for one of Whitney’s friends when you do it.”

Nine year-old Veronica was another girl who had become a frequent “guest” at the estate. Tonight, like her last night she had been here, the young Japanese girl was going to be having a long session of anal sex with a thick-cocked man. Covert reports from the school indicated that Veronica had developed a fixation for younger girls, Whitney in particular.

Sandra told the pair what she wanted them to do (author’s note: covered in detail in Part 37) and walked with them to another room. It was very misty inside and they walked carefully until Sandra stopped and removed their robes.

Whitney went forward first, stopping again a few feet away from a chair, her eyes growing wide as she took in the scene before her. Veronica sat a few inches above a man’s lap with her light golden ass cheeks spread apart by the thick shaft of the man’s cock. Since Veronica’s pussy was free of cock (the man was holding her thighs wide apart, then the man must have had the rest of himself inside the preteen’s ass.

Then Lauren stepped to her side, also noticing Veronica’s impalement. Lauren shuddered inwardly; glad that she was not on the man’s lap. Her little butt might break apart of that man tried to put his big thing in there. The green-eyed girl had a much more pleasant task instead. She knelt in front of Whitney, gazing at her smaller friend’s cute, bald quim. Her mouth watering in anticipation, Lauren leaned forward and began eating Whitney’s pussy. The pink insides were already slick and Lauren dug in as far as Whitney’s hymen would allow, slurping on the tender sex meat and drinking her fellow-five year-old’s juices. As she ate her best friend, her Lauren slid her hand between her own thighs and worked her fingers into the smooth wet slit she found there.

Whitney was breathing more heavily while Lauren happily lapped away at her cunt. But Whitney kept her eyes focused on Veronica, who was licking at her lips as she stared back at the kindergarteners. Something about how Veronica’s tongue was moving made Whitney all squiggly inside, aided by Lauren’s busy mouth. Whitney felt the familiar sensation of something coiling inside, deep between her legs, and she put her hands on Lauren’s head to ensure that the other girl would not stop.

Lauren felt Whitney’s pussy flesh tightening and licked harder as she rubbed herself a little more quickly. Then Whitney’s cunny convulsed and set a gob of little girl cum juice into Lauren’s mouth. She knew that Whitney always got real juicy when she came, but this was a lot more. But Lauren was content as she drank her friend’s orgasmic offering.

Whitney waited until her legs felt steady enough and then she stepped up between Veronica’s legs. The nine year-old’s hairless snatch was just at Whitney’s face. The five year-old thought that Veronica’s pussy looked very pretty, shining wetly with the pale yellow tint of her skin and she would have told her so except that Sandra said they should stay quiet in this room.

Whitney put her mouth against Veronica’s smooth mound which tasted salty at first. Whitney supposed that her private part would be all sweaty too if a man was trying to put something really big in her bottom. After the sweat was gone, Whitney drank the light flavor of Veronica’s sex. It was a little different than Lauren’s somehow, but still quite delicious.

The five year-old gradually licked deeper, surprised that she could get all of her tongue inside the other girl. Whitney had learned that this meant that some man or boy had put their pee-pee in Veronica’s private part - or maybe a lot of them did. Whitney and Lauren had those little pink pieces of skin in their private parts and Whitney was glad no one had put their pee-pee inside of hers. She just knew it would hurt and that was scary.

Sandra had taught the five year-old very well in the art of cunnilingus and Whitney had become quite proficient in a short amount of time. When Whitney felt that Veronica was on the verge of cumming, she pressed her tongue against the top of the fourth grader’s canal and slid it in and out, bringing Veronica to a fierce climax.

When Whitey stepped back, she found that she had been a little hunched over - odd since she hadn’t had to bend over to start eating Veronica. Then she realized that Veronica had sunk completely onto the man’s prick. She could faintly hear Sandra whispering instructions and turned back to Lauren. Her friend’s green eyes were slightly out of focus and the wet pussy and fingers told Whitney that she had made herself cum. They kissed each other, Whitney tasting her own sex on Lauren’s tongue while she shared Veronica’s essence with Lauren.

Then they went back to Sandra. Just before she lost sight of Veronica in the mist, Whitney turned to wave bye-bye.

“I’m so proud of my sexy little angels,” Sandra said as she hugged the girls.

After getting them back in their robes, she led the two back into the hall and over toward her suite. As they were walking, Whitney spoke up.

“Miss Sandra? Is it okay to still call a man’s thing a pee-pee?”

“Sure, you can call it anything you want,” the woman replied, clearly amused a little turned on by childish sex talk.

“That man had the biggest pee-pee ever! And he had it all the way in Veronica’s bottom!”

“He really did!” Lauren added. “It was a really big pee-pee!”

Some other people in hallway turned their heads as they heard the little tots chattering about what they seen. They gave the girls some looks of lust and Sandra some looks of envy. When they got back to her suite, Sandra had the girls out of their robes and tossed hers on the bed.

“That’s enough talk about peepees,” she said as she tickled the giggling pair. “Now let’s talk about us. Whitney, remember how I sucked your nipples last time?”

“Uh huh.”

“Did you like that?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Now you and Lauren both pay attention while I do both of you. Enjoy it, but also learn what you like best.”

Settling the little girls side-by-side on their backs, Sandra first kissed each one on the mouth and probed with her tongue. She could still taste the faint flavor of young pussy in each one, the combination of Whitney and Veronica.

Then she took one of Lauren’s little nipples in her lips, sucking on the child’s flesh while digging at the tip with her tongue. It did not take long for the undeveloped titty flesh to respond stiffly in her mouth and Sandra kept her mouth locked in place for a while longer. Then she switched to one of Whitney’s young morsels gave it the same treatment.

When Whitney was squirming for several minutes with an erect nipple, Sandra went to Lauren’s untouched breast area and nibbled on the little girl’s chest. She was careful to just barely scrape her teeth on the nipple and had Lauren panting as she pulled on the tender flesh with her mouth. When she had tantalized the child enough, she returned to Whitney’s chest and took her one dry nipple in her mouth.

There was plenty of room to move around on the huge bed and Sandra crawled to the head, lying down with her head propped on the pillows. She put her hands on her modest, B-cup breasts and jiggled them for the girls.

Lauren and Whitney quickly crawled on either side of her and each took a breast in her mouth. While they suckled on her using the techniques she had just taught them, Sandra slid her hands over those sweet little pussies and was pleased to find each girl freshly damp again from having their sensitive breast areas loved. She squeezed and fingered each child’s pussy, her own growing wetter as the smooth, tender cunny flesh conformed to her fingers’ manipulations.

Both little girls pressed and rubbed their mounds against Sandra’s hands; their excitement making them suck the woman’s breast all the harder. Sandra clenched and unclenched her thighs to stimulate her cunt. First Lauren, then Whitney shuddered in climax as their baby pussies smeared their juices all over Sandra’s hands. Sandra has a small orgasm of her own, her hips quaking slightly from she had only meant to be foreplay.

After a brief rest, Sandra was ready for more. She had Lauren lie between her legs, face down into her neatly trimmed triangle of blonde pubes. Patiently, she coached the little girl on the fine art of eating pussy. Lauren learned how to lick, suck, and nibble in just the right places and the importance of varying the routine. While she was no expert, Lauren was earnest and Sandra relaxed as the fire year-old munched on her twat. Then it was time for a snack.

“Whitney, come here and sit on my face.”

Whitney giggled at Sandra’s silliness at first, but when the woman specified where, the child was wide-eyed and silent. While Sandra held her waist to steady her, Whitney squatted down, placing her hairless pussy over the woman’s mouth. Sandra clamped down on Whitney’s chubby little mound with her lips, pulling the succulent girl-flesh into her mouth.

The tiny sex was now Sandra’s plaything. While exploring Whitney’s virgin slit with her tongue, she trapped the little girl’s clit between her tongue and her upper front teeth, making the tyke squeal with intensity as her cunny jolted. Sandra released the agitated button and eased back on her oral assault. She lazily ate Whitney’s bald baby cunt while losing herself in Lauren’s oral attentions.

It took a long time, but finally Lauren had Sandra’s pussy ready to boil over. She loved the flavor of Whitney’s most intimate place, but it was time for something more. Sandra’s oral caress of Whitney’s cuntlet increased in force to bring her to climax. Sandra got the timing right, making the kindergartener cum on her mouth as her won orgasm hit.

When they were ready again, it was Whitney who had her face buried in Sandra’s crotch. The kid was a natural, knowing just how much pressure to use in which spots and when to change her routine. Sandra stroked the little girl’s silky hair as Whitney looked up at her. It was an odd quirk that Whitney had developed - always locking her deep blue eyes with the person - man or woman - she was giving oral sex to.

Sandra felt an extra thrill knowing that Whitney was watching her face as Lauren was lowered onto her still-hungry mouth, giving the child a perfect view as Sandra feasted on her friend’s plump, bald snatch. Lauren was a tasty treat, trying to twist her cunny into Sandra’s mouth as she was pleasured.

As Whitney saw the woman’s lower jaw moving as she did all of those wonderful things to her friend’s pussy, she licked and sucked on Sandra’s cunt a little harder. Knowing what Lauren did earlier in the evening, Whitney thrust her hand between her legs, rubbing and diddling at her smooth crotch. It was not long before the little girl felt the delicious, wet warmth in her special place.

Although she didn’t know the girl was masturbating, Sandra could tell Whitney was getting aroused by how her mouth worked against her cunt. With Whitney’s skill, Sandra reached her climax relatively quickly and was once again able to make the girl in her mouth, this time Lauren, cum with her.

Lauren was still panting when Sandra laid her next to her. Then she heard the telltale wet rubbing sounds of someone playing with themselves. She beckoned Whitney to come lie on her other side and the little girl crawled awkwardly up to the pillows, reluctant to remove the hand from between her legs. With Whitney on her back, Sandra put her fingers over Whitney’s tiny hand, guiding the kindergartner’s masturbation.

Whitney’s delicate little fingers looked so cute, glistening with her own nectar as she placed with her hairless, juicy sex. Then the tiny blonde quivered, whimpering as more juices spilled from her pussy. Letting Whitney rest, Sandra turned to Lauren to find that the girl was fast asleep. Whitney’s eyes were fluttering closed as well and Sandra knew it was time to call it a night.

“Sandra,” a voice whispered.

Sandra woke and looked over to the edge of the bed. The room was lit by several blue night lights that kept it dark but provided enough illumination to get around or to enjoy some late night sex by. A slim brunette with blue eyes was standing there.

“Fiona, you made it,” Sandra said sleepily.

Careful not to disturb the girls’ Sandra got out of bed and embraced her lover. It was 2 a.m. and Sandra could tell that Fiona was exhausted.

“Can I see them?” Fiona asked, pointing to the two small forms lying under the covers.

Sandra pulled back the blanket to reveal Whitney sleeping in the nude, curled up on her side.

“She is so beautiful,” Fiona murmured. “And she looks so sweet.”

“She tastes even sweeter,” Sandra commented. “And here’s Lauren. I tried to save her for you, but she was just too yummy to resist.”

“Oh, I don’t mind the leftovers,” Fiona said as she ogled Lauren’s naked body. The girl had stretched out on her back with her legs spread wide in an open, if unconscious invitation.

“Let me get a shower and I’ll join you in bed,” Fiona finally spoke again. “Will we have time with them in the morning?”

“Oh yes, I plan to eat Whitney from head to toe.”

Sandra was already asleep, lying curled next to Whitney when Fiona returned. The brunette got into bed and decided to have a snack before going to sleep. Sliding her hands under Lauren’s ass, she gripped a soft little buttock in each hand and took a mouthful of the little girl’s bald pussy.

Lauren awoke to sensation of something warm and wet moving all over her cunny. It was definitely someone’s mouth. At the age of five, Lauren was now intimately familiar with how oral sex felt. The mouth was too big to be Whitney’s, she decided - it must be Sandra’s. When she turned her head to the right, she saw her friend fast asleep with Sandra behind her with one arm draped over Whitney.

Cautiously, Lauren raised her head to look down her body. A woman she had never met before was busily slurping on her hairless twat. When the woman saw Lauren’s wide green eyes staring at her, she raised her face from the child’s cunt and gave her a playful wink before returning to her meal. Lauren laid her head back on the pillow and sighed, letting herself enjoy the moment.
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