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Chapter 1


I was sitting at my desk in my bedroom doing my homework when my cell phone rang. I picked it up and answered without even looking to see who’s calling. My mind is still focused on diagramming a sentence, a task I don’t find particularly difficult but it’s just so damned boring that I hate doing it. I have to really force myself to focus. That’s probably why when an adult male voice I’ve never heard before asked, “Is this Kayla?” in a strong, confident voice I answered yes without thinking.


It wasn’t until I’d answered his question that I thought to ask, “Who is this?”


He didn’t respond to my question. Instead, in an amused tone of voice he said, “I found your name and number on a men’s room wall. The message with it said you’re Kayla Fuller, a fourteen-year-old girl who likes to fuck and suck and if anyone is horny they should give you a call.”


I was so dumbfounded by what he’s saying that I didn’t come to my senses and hang up until he finished his obscene explanation! The reason for his call finally sank in and I squawked, too shocked even to scream. Then I finally came to my senses and pushed “End” breaking the connection.


I put my phone down and sat there shaking like a leaf for several minutes. My English homework is the farthest thing from my mind now. All I can think about is that disturbing phone call. Who could have written my name on a men’s room wall?! And why?!! I’m not aware of any boys I’ve pissed off lately. And anyone who knows me knows the things that man said about me aren’t true. I’m still a virgin! But the note must have been put there by someone who knows me; someone who knows my full name, my age, and my cell phone number.


From racking my brain trying to think who might have left that horrible message on the wall in a men’s room I slowly turned my thoughts to the man who just called. I can’t help wondering how much of a troll must a guy be to call a number he found on a men’s room wall like that?! He must be the biggest loser in town! He isn’t just some horny kid, either. He’s a full-grown man for Christ’s sake! He should be married or at least going out and meeting women his own age. Not trying to lure young girls out to satisfy his sexual needs!


Are there girls who would really do that?! Are there girls, especially girls my age, who would sneak out to be with some guy they never met just to have sex the way he seemed to expect me to? I can’t imagine there are. No girl I know would do something like that! I’ve never given the subject a lot of thought but I’m pretty sure all the girls in my class are still virgins ... well, except maybe Sara and Dawn. But even those two wouldn’t sneak out to have sex with a man they’ve never met ... I don’t think.


I forced myself to clear my mind and return to my homework. I managed to finish diagramming the sentence I started before the phone call threw me for a loop. But I only just finished that one sentence before my phone rang again. This time I looked to see who’s calling. My caller ID said the number is blocked. I know it must be him again. Him or some other pervert who saw my number on the wall and wants to have sex with a teenage girl he’s never met.


I had every intention of disregarding the call. So I can’t explain how I found myself holding the phone to my face and saying hello in a timid voice I almost didn’t recognize as coming from me.


It was him. His deep voice sounded more than a little amused when he said, “Hi, Kayla. I think we got disconnected.”


It’s obvious that even though he probably knows he’s going to be turned down he finds this situation entertaining and he’s enjoying taunting me.


“Where did you find my number? I mean which men’s room is it in?”


He chuckled and replied, “It’s in a gas station.”


“Which gas station? Listen, someone’s playing a really bad joke. I’m not like that. I’d never do something like that! I’m a virgin!”


If I thought he’d apologize and leave me alone I was wrong. After a brief pause he said, “Really? That’s hot. I’ve never done it with a virgin.”


What balls!! What solid steel, Teflon coated balls!!!


I gasped and sputtered for a few seconds before finally exclaiming, “Are you nuts?! Which gas station?”


“Now why would I tell you that and ruin your social life? I gather I’m the first suitor to call in response to your ad. I’d love to be your first customer. Can you get out tonight?”


“NO!! And I wouldn’t even if I could! I don’t do things like that! I don’t know any girl who would sneak out to have sex with some stranger who found her name in a men’s room! You know some boy wrote that message there to screw with me. Please, tell me where it is. Someone could find my address pretty easily. This is a small town. I only know of three other Fuller families in town. Someone might see that message and decide to ... hurt me.”


“I don’t want to hurt you, Kayla. I want to make you feel good. I want to make you feel better than you’ve ever felt before. I’d love to spend a long time licking your entire body before settling down between your legs and eating your pussy until you were permanently cross eyed. And that’s just the appetizer.”


“Don’t say those things! I told you, I’m not ... I don’t ... GOD!”


He chuckled at my frustration, upsetting me even more. I forced myself to calm down and said, “I’m going to hang up now. I have to finish my homework. Please don’t call me anymore.”


“But Kayla! I enjoy talking to you! I’ll make you a deal. If you answer two questions for me I won’t call you again tonight.”


I don’t know why I didn’t just hang up and turn my phone off. But I didn’t. I didn’t even try to control the exasperation in my voice when I responded, “What questions?”


I doubt if he minds though. He’s probably amused.


He sounded amused when he asked, “What color are your hair and eyes?”


I thought about it for a moment before answering. His questions sounded innocuous enough. I finally said, “Blonde and blue.”


“Are you a natural blonde?”


“That’s three questions and it’s none of your damn business!”


“Not true! If you tell me you’re a blonde but it’s because you dye your hair, then you aren’t being entirely honest with me.”


What the nosy bastard is really asking is what color is my pubic hair! I don’t know why I let him make me so furious. I don’t know why I don’t just hang up. But after another long pause I snarled, “I don’t dye my hair! Now leave me alone!”


I hung up without waiting for an answer. I put my phone down and sat there slightly stunned thinking, “I just told a complete stranger the color of my pubic hair! What the hell is wrong with me?!!”


It took me nearly an hour to finish what should have been fifteen minutes of homework. Over and over again that rude stranger kept intruding on my thoughts. Between worrying about the fact that my phone number is written on a men’s room wall with an obscene offer for sex, and the two phone calls from a man who’s interested in taking advantage of that offer, it was nearly impossible to concentrate on diagramming sentences. It’s a good thing I was almost finished with my homework when he called or I’d be up all night!


I looked my work over for a few minutes. When I was satisfied I had everything right I put my books into my book bag. I put my phone on the charger and started getting ready for bed. I shocked myself as I was undressing when I found myself smiling and thinking, “Wouldn’t that son of a bitch love to be here now?!”


I’m not kidding. I was shocked when I realized what I was thinking. My mind just doesn’t work that way! But as I stood in front of the full-length mirror on my closet door and finished undressing, I looked at my body in a way I never have before. I’m a teenage girl going through the last stages of puberty. Of course, I’ve looked at my body over the years and watched it change. Like most girls I’ve worried about the size and shape of my breasts and how I compare to other girls my age. Over the years I’ve watched my shape change from looking a lot like a young boy to a definite feminine form. I’ve turned out rather well and I’m proud of the way I look.


I live an active life. I enjoy sports and cheerleading. I have all the right curves in all the right places. I’m slender but shapely. My hair is blonde, healthy, and straight. It hangs down to just below my shoulders. My B cup breasts are full and perky, tipped with light brown nipples which I sometimes think are far too sensitive. My vulva is slowly beginning to look a little more mature. There was a time not very long ago when I thought I’d never grow any pubic hair. But now I have a sparse covering of straight, fine, almost reddish-blonde hair coming in. My best friend Carrie has joked on more than one occasion that I look just as good going away as I do coming. It’s embarrassing to have it pointed out, but I do have a nice butt and I’d be lying if I tried to say I’m not proud of it. I’m no different than any other girl. I want to be sexy. I want boys to find me attractive. I want them to want me.


That being said, I don’t think I’ve ever looked at my body and tried to imagine what I’d look like to a full-grown man before. I’ve seen men looking at me and it has kind of creeped me out. But it never occurred to me to wonder what they see and what they’re thinking when they check me out. As it turns out, it’s a unique and stimulating way for a girl to look at herself. I don’t pretend to understand the opposite sex. Who does?! But I think I have a pretty good idea of the way males react to the sight of sexy females, especially sexy females who aren’t wearing any clothes.


Somehow, my mind traveled from the sight of my sexy body to the strange man on the phone. I found myself imagining what it would be like if I were to agree to sneak out and meet him; wondering in the abstract, of course. It goes without saying I’d never actually do something like that.


He’d probably be pretty disappointed if I did agree to meet him. I’m reasonably attractive. But I have no idea how to suck a man off. I’ve never even seen a man’s ... a penis; a dick, a cock. The idea of doing something like that makes me slightly ill. And I’m certainly not about to let a pervert I’ve never met be the first to have sex with me. It isn’t that I’m one of those girls who intend to “save themselves for marriage.” To be honest I haven’t given it that much thought. But I intend to be a lot older than I am now and if and when I do it I’ll do it with someone I’m dating, not with a sleazy stranger in response to an anonymous phone call!


I tried once more to clear my mind, to forget about the phone calls and the horrible message scribbled on a men’s room wall somewhere. I put my pajamas on and went across the hall to brush my teeth but only a few short minutes later I was lying in bed in the dark, staring at the ceiling and thinking about that man again. Even more disturbing, without my even realizing it, my hand has somehow migrated to the space between my legs, the part of my body of most interest to the man on the phone. My fingertips are moving lightly over it as though they have a mind of their own!


I’m not masturbating, just lightly strumming that super-sensitive part of my body. I do masturbate sometimes. And I enjoy it. But at the moment I’m just teasing myself as I try to picture the man on the phone and imagine what was going through his mind when he was talking to me. The sensations in my belly are making it harder to force those thoughts from my mind. I began to imagine a scenario in which I snuck out of the house to meet a man. No, not to meet him. He doesn’t want to meet me. He wants to do things to me. He wants to touch me. He wants me to get down on my knees so he can put his ... his COCK in my mouth. He wants me to suck on it until he has an orgasm in my mouth.


He wants to do something else, too. He wants to undress me and put his cock inside of me. He wants to shred my hymen and make love ... no, not make love. He wants to fuck me like I’m some kind of whore or slut or nymphomaniac or something. He doesn’t know me. He doesn’t like me. He doesn’t want to. He just wants to use me. No, not even that. I’m not even a person to him. He wants to use my body. He couldn’t care less about me as a person.


I’ve never even conceived of such a thing before. It’s a repulsive idea. It’s degrading and dehumanizing. It’s obscene. So why on earth am I so aroused?!!


My fingers worked their way inside my pajama bottoms, this time as a result of conscious thought. Gentle strumming slowly turned to masturbating as a scenario played out in my mind in which I snuck out of the house at night, met the pervert who called me tonight and let him do anything he wants to do to me over and over. In my highly aroused mind I’m torn between hating the nasty things he makes me do and loving them. It wasn’t until my orgasm subsided that I had the presence of mind to be ashamed of the thoughts running through my head. And yet, even then my fingers continued to lightly tease the sensitive flesh around my protruding clit until I found myself masturbating again. It’s almost as though someone else is in charge of my actions, guiding my hand and putting perverted thoughts in my mind. Someone, that stranger on the phone perhaps, is using my hand to arouse me so I’ll be more susceptible to his perverted plans for me!


I enjoyed one more wonderful orgasm but then I lay there recovering my breath and fighting to hold back the tears. I’m experiencing the strongest urge to cry, and I don’t even know why!


I finally removed my hand from my pajama bottoms, but the tingling down there didn’t go away. Not for a long time. At one point I became aware of one finger lightly circling my left nipple in a very pleasing way. I moaned and dropped my hand to my side before I started something I’d need to finish. I’m disgusted with myself and even a little bit afraid. How is it possible that a normal, moral, virginal teenage girl can harbor the perverse fantasies that just played themselves out in my head like a pornographic movie?!


I can’t even guess how long it took me to get to sleep. It was a long, troubled time before I drifted off. I’m disturbed by the idea that I just masturbated to such perverse fantasies ... twice!! When I wasn’t worried about that I found myself wondering how many other men might see my name and phone number on a men’s room wall and decide to give me a call in the hopes that I’ll go somewhere and have sex with them. But most disturbing of all is the fear that if I’m the kind of girl who will masturbate to those fantasies, I might eventually be talked into doing just that!


My thoughts weren’t much clearer in the morning. As soon as consciousness returned to my sleep deprived brain those troubled thoughts returned. I tried to tell myself I’m being silly. The gas station attendant will erase my name and number from his men’s room wall and the man on the phone will soon tire of having me hang up on him. Nothing will come of it. It’s a minor irritation in my life. And I believed all those things to be true. But in the back of my mind the nagging fear remains that I might somehow be talked into doing just what it said I’d do on that men’s room wall because, after all, thinking about it turned me on so much I masturbated to those images. Not once but twice!!


The shower helped. I began feeling more normal as I dressed for school. By the time I finished breakfast I’d just about put the strange events of last night out of my mind. Walking to school and engaging in inane conversation with Carrie about some stupid reality show she’s hooked on almost pushed the phone call out of my mind. Almost. Just as we were approaching the school grounds the conversation turned to boys.


A certain boy, to be more exact; Dan Peters. Carrie has the hots for Dan big time but she’s as inexperienced as I am and doesn’t know how to handle him. She has let him get as far as second base in the back of a darkened theater and she enjoyed it as much as he seemed to. For days after it happened it was all she could talk about whenever we were alone. But Dan being a normal, red blooded boy, neither of us is surprised he isn’t satisfied with feeling her boob when he gets the chance. He wants more. And she does, too. But we both know all the possible drawbacks. There’s the danger of getting carried away and damaging her reputation. Or worse yet, getting carried away and getting pregnant.


I’ve told her all the right things, all the things her parents would have said to her. But I didn’t say anything she doesn’t already know. She can’t decide what to do and I can’t make her mind up for her. And unfortunately, talking about Dan and sex is drawing my mind back to my mysterious caller and the things he wants to do to me. All the terrible but extremely exciting things leading my mind to create erotic images to which I found myself masturbating as they played out in my mind last night.


I finally settled down once classes started. On more than one occasion during the day I let my guard down and thoughts of sex with a strange man popped back into my head. But I quickly pushed them away and concentrated on my schoolwork. I found it to be a little more difficult to keep my mind clear on the walk home from school. Carrie is walking beside me gushing about the few minutes she spent alone with Dan after her history class. As soon as the room emptied her boyfriend pulled her into his arms and they kissed. That would have been enough to get her going. But as they kissed his hand slid down and cupped her ass and he held her firmly in his grip while he ground his erect cock into her belly.


She was so aroused by that she was almost unaware of his other hand sliding up the front of her blouse and closing over her boob again. She eagerly admitted to me, well, bragged to me is more like it, that she was in the middle of an orgasm when the kids from the next class started filing into the room and caught them.


I listened to her boast about her passionate kiss most of the way home. But it wasn’t her erotic kiss that gripped my thoughts. I won’t deny her story was exciting. But it’s the way her story led to thoughts of my obscene phone caller that disturbs me. It seems as though I’m becoming fixated on this man! I desperately don’t want to associate thoughts of some perverted stranger with sex in my mind. And yet my thoughts seem to go to him constantly since he called last night and there’s nothing I can do about it.


No. I know better than that. There is something I can do about it. As much as it bothers me to even consider it, I can turn my phone off. I said goodbye to Carrie when we arrived at my house. It wasn’t until I was walking up my sidewalk that I wondered why I didn’t tell her about the phone call last night and the message inviting strange men to have sex with me written on a men’s room wall somewhere in town. I don’t know why. I’ve done nothing to be embarrassed about. Well, nothing except masturbate as I imagined what might happen if I went to him. But she needn’t know about that part.


I went to my room and changed out of my school clothes. Wearing a pair of comfortable shorts and a t-shirt I joined my mom in the kitchen. I poured a glass of juice and took over peeling potatoes from her. I told her how boring my day was and she said something along the lines of “That’s nice dear.” Then we talked about this, that and the other while I helped her get dinner ready. There was a time, not long ago, when I would complain about having to help with the cooking. Fortunately, I began to realize my mom is the only mother I know of who’s teaching her daughter how to cook. It isn’t a subject I’ve discussed with all the kids in my classes but as far as I know, the only other kid who’s learning to cook is Barry Phelps. And no, he isn’t gay!


We ate when dad got home and then I went up to my room to do my homework. It wasn’t until I was on my way upstairs that I thought about the message on the men’s room wall for the first time since I got home and wondered if there will be more phone calls. With that thought in the back of my head I sat at my desk, took my books out of my backpack, and told myself I don’t need to turn my phone off. I wouldn’t want to miss any calls from friends. In my heart, though, I know that isn’t why I didn’t shut off my phone.


I was about halfway through my homework when my phone rang. I knew as soon as I heard my phone ring the caller is going to be the lecherous old man from last night. I held the phone to my ear for a long moment, listening to him breathing calmly on the other end, waiting patiently for me to say something. I know I should hang up. But I quietly whispered hello instead.


In that same amused tone of voice as last night he said, “Hi, Kayla. How was your day?”


It sounds like he thinks we’re old friends! I shrugged as if he could see me and replied, “Okay I guess.”


“Did you have trouble concentrating in school today?”


“A little, at first.”


Why am I talking to him?! Why am I answering his questions?! Why the hell am I giving him honest answers?!!


“I saw you walking home from school with your friend today. You’re a little hottie, aren’t you?! I’m not normally an ass man but you have one of the nicest asses I’ve ever seen!”


That came as a shock! His comment about my ass made me blush. But what upset me more is the fact that he saw me. Is he stalking me?! Is he thinking about kidnapping me?


As if he could read my mind, he chuckled and said, “Don’t worry. I just wanted to see what you look like. I’m not a rapist. Not technically, anyway. After seeing you walking down the sidewalk with your friend any concerns I had about committing statutory rape have evaporated. I’m looking forward to getting your clothes off and getting my hands on that hot little body.”


I shuddered, not just at what he said but at the confidence in his voice when he said it. He really thinks I’m going to sneak out in response to a phone call and let him have sex with me! Instead of firmly informing him that it’s never going to happen I managed to stutter, “H-h-how ... how did you... ?”


“How did I find you? As you pointed out, there are only four Fuller families in town. I had to look online. I haven’t had a landline in several years, so I don’t have a phone book. I’m not certain they still publish the white pages now that I think about it. The first Fuller I checked out is an old, retired couple. The second is a black family. You told me you’re a blue eyed blonde. Your number was the last one I called. I spoke to your mom. She sounds like the kind of woman who could be your mother. So, I parked down the block from your house after school let out. It was well worth the fifteen-minute wait. You really are beautiful. I’m impressed. I’m really going to enjoy having you.”


Exasperated I exclaimed, “What on earth makes you think I’d even consider doing such a thing?! I told you I’m not like that! I’m a virgin and I’m sure as hell not going to change that status with some sleazy bastard who gets off on making obscene phone calls to young girls!”


Unfazed by my outburst he chuckled and as though he can read my mind he confidently stated, “You’re just saying what you think you’re supposed to say. But you’re considering it, Kayla. You’ve been thinking about it since my first phone call. I’m willing to bet you didn’t get to sleep last night until after you played with your little pussy and enjoyed a couple of orgasms imagining what I want to do to you.”


I gasped loudly and he laughed again. That was all the answer he needed. He knew he’d nailed it. I’m furious with myself for giving so much away. But I suddenly realized I’m much more than furious. My entire body is tingling with excitement.


“You’re in your room doing your homework now, right?”


I glanced at my window. The blinds are closed as usual. There’s no way he can see me. It was just a lucky guess.


“Do you have a webcam on your computer?”


He can’t be serious! He can’t possibly believe I’d... !


“What’s your email address? I want to see you.”


“NO!! I’m not...”


As if I hadn’t spoken, he calmly said, “Tell me your email address, honey.”


After a long pause, during which I was certain I wasn’t going to do it, I heard myself say, “dragongirl81420**@hotmail.com.”


I’ve always thought it was a pretty cool email address. But I felt silly telling it to this strange man on the phone. I also felt very vulnerable.


I could tell when he next spoke he’d put his phone on speaker. By the time he said, “August 14th, a Leo. I don’t think that’s entirely accurate. You’re more of a pussycat than a lioness,” I received an invitation to chat on my computer screen. It’s from hyperion@comcast.net.


Hyperion, that sounds familiar. I think he’s the Greek god of something or other. My stalker doesn’t seem to have an ego problem!


I shook my head but even as I whispered, “No. I can’t do this,” my finger was clicking on the mouse button as if it has a mind of its own. Almost as though hypnotized by his voice I accepted his invitation. A moment later I activated my camera for him. We both turned on our mics and I adjusted the sound level on my computer, turning the volume down low enough there was no danger of my parents hearing his voice. We both hung up our phones and he said, “Lovely, just lovely.”


“I can’t see you.”


“Not yet. You’ll see me soon enough, Kayla.”


There was a long moment of silence during which I could almost feel him staring at me before he asked, “Have you done this before?”


“Video chatting? Only with a few girlfriends. I don’t like it. It makes me uncomfortable.”


“Do you have a boyfriend?”


“There’s a guy I kind of like. I doubt if he even knows it. I’m too young to date so it doesn’t really matter.”


Another pause and then in that confident tone of voice that lets you know he expects to be obeyed he said, “It’s time for a little excitement. Take your t-shirt off.”


I’m not really shocked. I assumed something like this was what he had in mind when he asked me if I have a webcam. I fully intended to refuse. And yet here I am, chatting with a strange adult male, my webcam turned on, apparently unable to say no to anything he asks.


I’m even more determined to say no to removing my shirt, even though as soon as he told me to take it off I felt a strong tingling feeling in my lower belly. It’s even stronger in my nipples. My mind flashed back to last night, lying in bed and masturbating as I imagined being naked in front of this man and doing everything he demands of me.


He didn’t say another word. No cajoling, no more orders. He just waited patiently until, yet again, as if they have a mind of their own, my hands went to the hem of my t-shirt. I can feel my heart pounding in my chest and I seem incapable of taking a full breath. I want more than anything to turn off the cam and turn off my phone so he can’t call me again. I can’t explain why my hands are slowly lifting the bottom of my t-shirt up, up, up until just below my bra covered breasts where I paused for just a moment and then quickly pulled it off over my head.


“Very nice, Kayla! Beautiful! You’re every bit as sexy as I knew you’d be. You’re excited, aren’t you? Your heart is beating fast. Your body is tingling with a need you only half understand. You want to touch yourself right at this moment, don’t you? The need is almost irresistible.”


It only made things worse when I whispered, “Yessssss!”


Oh my god! What am I thinking?!! Why am I doing this?!


His voice sounded different, huskier when he said, “I can’t wait to get my hands on those tits. They look perfect. B cup?”


I notice the self-assured sound of amusement is gone from his voice now. I know what’s different. Now I hear lust in his voice. The realization that he’s so excited I can hear it in his voice turns me on even more. But I’m embarrassed because I feel that excitement, too. I glanced down at my chest, at my plain white bra. I feel my breasts throbbing under it. My nipples are so hard they almost hurt. I look back up at the cam and finally nod in response to his question. Admitting to him that he has correctly guessed my bra size feels like just one more sign of my surrender. I’m experiencing very mixed feelings about that.


“Show me.”


Hearing the words, even though I knew they were coming, caused me to suddenly draw a deep breath. Except very briefly when changing for gym, no one has seen my chest uncovered since I was about nine or ten years old. Of course, I’ve noticed the attention I began to attract when my breasts became noticeable. I’ve seen the way boys and even grown men have stared almost from the time there were pronounced bumps visible on my chest. At times it seems as though my breasts are a magnet and the males I pass are unable to draw their gaze away.


Like most girls, I think, my response to that attention is mixed. It’s embarrassing. And although it may not be fair, I must admit it seems to make a difference when the guy staring at my boobs is hot. But no matter what they might want you to think, girls, or at least most of us, are proud of our breasts and secretly enjoy it when members of the opposite sex take a moment to appreciate the view.


On the other hand, from a very early age it’s drummed into us that we are to keep certain parts of our body covered. I may fantasize about a boy seeing and touching my breasts. But that was always going to be at some vague time in the future. Or at least I thought it was.


This strange man, this man who continues to hide his identity from me, has just ordered me to remove my bra. The surprise is that I can’t believe how much I want to! I’m so turned on sitting here with my t-shirt off that I actually want to obey him! I think under these strange circumstances it helps that I can’t see his face. I wonder if he knows that. I wonder if that’s why he isn’t letting me see him.


Just as when my t-shirt came off, removing my bra seemed to happen with little conscious thought. I leaned forward and reached behind my back, still not fully believing I’m actually going to do this. My trembling fingers struggled briefly with the clasp. The ends came free in my hands and here it is, the moment of truth.


Before I released the ends of my bra strap and bared my breasts, I found myself wondering, “If I let him make me do this am I going to do the other things he wants me to do?”


It’s easy to tell myself I won’t. I certainly don’t intend to let him take things that far. On the other hand, I never intended to do any of this, either. I certainly never imagined I’d be showing him my naked breasts over the internet!


At the last moment I nearly chickened out. I’m that close to refastening my bra in the back and turning off my computer. I feel a strong but vague fear. While I obviously have things to be afraid of in this strange situation, I’m not certain what it is that’s sparking the unnamed fear I’m experiencing. But I certainly know what’s causing me to feel so highly aroused. And, as it turns out, arousal can overpower fear.


I released the ends of my bra straps and the cups over my breasts went slack. I slid the straps off my shoulders and let the cups fall away. A male is looking at my breasts for the first time and the thrill is nearly orgasmic! This isn’t the way I imagined it would be when I fantasized about a boy seeing my breasts for the first time. I’m embarrassed to admit this might be even more exciting than the way I imagined it!


I dropped my bra onto the floor beside me and sat there resisting the incredible urge to cover my chest with my hands. My dirty old man didn’t speak for the longest time. I almost asked if he’s still there. I’d feel pretty silly if we’d been disconnected.


Before I could ask if he’s still there he finally said, “Touch them. Massage them for a moment and then play with your nipples.”


I can’t for the life of me say where the nerve to do these things came from. But having gone this far I didn’t hesitate to obey. My hands cupped my breasts and massaged them the way I imagined a lover might. It’s certainly not the first time I’ve touched my breasts. It isn’t even the first time I’ve touched them with the goal of sexual stimulation. It is the first time I’ve touched them on orders from a man. It’s the first time I’ve touched them with a man watching. I’m totally aware of how much more erotic it is under these strange circumstances!


The excitement level in the room rose dramatically when I began to pinch and pull on my nipples. Each time I did, it sent a shockwave directly to my clit. It isn’t a new sensation. I’ve experienced it before while masturbating. But it has never been this intense before. The pressure built and built until I shocked myself by experiencing a very intense orgasm. I had to bite my lower lip to keep from crying out. I continued squeezing my hard nipples until the long, rolling orgasm finally began to subside and I slowly collapsed back into my chair.


I didn’t open my eyes again until at least a minute later while I slumped in my chair and panted. When I finally opened my eyes again, I sat there staring at the erotic image of a topless teenage girl in my monitor and wondered where she’s been hiding all this time. I can’t believe what she’s just done for the entertainment of a strange but surprisingly devious and manipulative man I’ve never met.


It seemed like several minutes passed before the man finally spoke again. There can be no question now. I hear the lust in his voice and it thrills me. That detached note of amusement is gone. I’ve gotten to him. He wants me. He wants me bad! It was obvious when he said, “We’re almost done for tonight. I want you to do one more thing for me before I hang up. Stand up.”


I shuddered in fear. I know what he’s going to tell me to do. I know I should refuse. I’ve already gone much too far. But I also know I’m going to obey him because there’s no question in my mind that I’ve never been so turned on in my life! I stood up on shaky legs and looked at myself on my monitor. My upper body is no longer visible. All he can see now is my shorts and an inch or two of my naked belly.


As soon as I was standing, he ordered me to push my chair to the side so that it’s out of the picture. I obeyed and turned back to face my computer.


“Now unfasten your shorts and push them down.”


“Good girl. Step out of them.”


“Beautiful! You look so fuckable in those sexy little panties! I love that large wet spot. I’m pleased to see you’re enjoying yourself. I can’t wait to taste you. Turn around for a moment. Let me see that sexy ass in just your panties.”


He groaned when my back was toward him. I stood like that for a long time, fighting the strong desire to touch myself. I’ve never been so aroused in my life!!


“Okay, Kayla. Turn back around.”


“You have to be the sexiest little thing I’ve ever fucking seen! Slide your panties down, very, very slowly.”


I hooked my thumbs in my waistband and began to slowly ease my panties down off my hips. As I did I asked, “Have you ever done anything like this with any other teenage girls?”


I’m pretty certain I didn’t believe him when he responded, “I’ve never done this with anyone before. I’ve never done anything of a sexual nature with a teenager, or at least not since I was a teenager myself.”


I can’t say why. He sounded sincere. But for some reason I get the feeling he’s done this before with other girls. Even that didn’t stop me though. In fact, for some reason I found the idea that he has convinced other young girls to behave like I am now to be more than a little reassuring. But at that moment the important things are my own arousal and the lust I clearly hear in his voice.


I eased my panties down off my hips, down my thighs until they were below my knees. I let them go and they fell to my feet. I stepped out of them and pushed them away with my foot.


“Lovely! Fucking perfect! I love that sparse little covering of almost invisible pubic hair. Spread your legs a little farther apart.”


“Farther.”


Several minutes passed before he said, “Back up. Slowly, very slowly.”


I slowly inched back until he could see me from just below my pussy to the top of my head and stopped. I stared at my monitor, seeing what he’s seeing; an admittedly very sexy, very attractive teenage girl in all her glory. I’m impressed, and very aroused.


“Touch yourself. Tease your pussy as though you’re getting ready to masturbate.”


“Yes! Like that! God you’re hot! Look at yourself! You know you’re hot, don’t you, slut?”


“God yes!”


I am! I’m the hottest thing I’ve ever seen and if I don’t have another orgasm soon I’m going to die!


As if he could read my mind he ordered, “Play with your clit now. I want to watch you climax one more time before I hang up.”


My fingers began to tease my swollen clit. My eyes rolled back in my head. But I can still feel him watching me. In seconds I enjoyed the first of a long string of violent orgasms. It’s the first time I’ve ever had an orgasm while standing. I would much prefer doing this lying down. My legs are only just managing to hold me up. But I bit my lip to keep from crying out and possibly attracting the attention of my parents and I continued to tease my clit. I experienced one fantastic orgasm after another until finally I couldn’t stay on my feet any longer. I collapsed to my knees, by body almost totally limp. I gasped for breath and listened to my heart pounding in my ears, beating like it would burst.


It was minutes before I opened my eyes and looked up at my monitor. I can only see my face and my breasts now. I still look sexy as hell. It was at least another full minute before I struggled to my feet, pulled my chair back into place and sat back down in front of my computer.


Only then did my stalker say, “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen! I came in my pants without even touching myself!”


I just sat there staring at myself on my large HD monitor.


I was almost disappointed when he said, “Good night, Kayla,” and abruptly ended the chat.


He disconnected without waiting for a reply. My first thought was, “Damn! Not even a thank you!”


But then I was glad. I think it would ruin the vibe if he thanked me. It might have made him seem weak. Somehow I know that would detract from the incredibly erotic memory of the outrageous things I just did.


Chapter 2


It was several more minutes before I came to my senses. Finally, I grabbed a handful of tissues and wiped away the moisture which has been streaming out of my highly aroused and still vibrating pussy. I gathered up my discarded clothing and got dressed again. I returned to my seat and stared down at my books. But homework is the last thing on my mind. I’m no longer surprised by what I just did. I don’t understand how he got me to do those things. But I can no longer say I’m not that kind of girl. I’ve never enjoyed anything in my life as much as I enjoyed what I just did. I came close to being aroused senseless if there is such a thing!


I’m forced to wonder now, if my stalker is that exciting over the phone and on an internet chat, how exciting is he in person? I can’t believe it myself. But I’m actually considering sneaking out of the house to meet him when he finally decides I’m pliable enough and tells me to do so. I know how stupid it is. I know how dangerous it is. But the more I do what he tells me to do the more I want to do. I want more! I’m scared. I’m very scared. But I want to feel like I just did again and again and again. That was ... GOD! There aren’t even words to describe it!!


I was just about to force myself to concentrate on my homework when I had a sudden horrifying thought. It’s more than likely he recorded everything I just did and my lust filled responses to his questions! That recording is all he’d need to blackmail me into doing anything he wants. The thought of my parents seeing that, watching me undress and even masturbate for the entertainment of a strange man, I couldn’t handle that. It would destroy us as a family. It would be nearly as disastrous if he made those pictures available to the kids at school, too. I’d have to run away from home!


Despite the possible dire consequences of what I just did, though, I find it impossible to harbor regrets. It was just too damn exciting. If he were to call me back in an hour and once more take control the way he just did, order me do those things again, I’d happily oblige. I can’t wait to once more experience the incredible excitement I just did, the earth-shattering orgasms I never imagined were even possible.


I forced myself to concentrate and managed to struggle through my homework, doing the bare minimum. Tomorrow is Wednesday and then we have our finals coming up on Thursday and Friday. All I have to do is get through tomorrow at school and I can relax for a while because the finals are just a game to me. I’m not just weird because I did what I just did on the orders of a complete stranger. I’m also strange because I enjoy taking tests. To be fair, they’re easy for me. I usually max them. So I don’t look forward to them with as many misgivings as my classmates.


My anonymous male caller didn’t call me back before I went to bed. I was disappointed. But I made up for it by reliving the things I did for him this evening while I masturbated furiously for nearly an hour. I was tired and sore by the time I couldn’t take it any longer and stopped. But that night I slept like a girl in a coma.


I don’t normally check my email in the morning. But while getting ready for school I thought about my stalker and wondered if he might have sent me something after last night. I woke up my computer and checked. My heart started beating rapidly when I opened my email program and saw several from Hyperion. The first two each contained half a dozen screen captures from the show I put on last night. I guess that answers that question, though there was never really any doubt in my mind. He definitely recorded the show I put on for him last night. I looked through them quickly and was instantly aroused. And when I came to the picture of my face while I was having an orgasm I almost had another! What an incredibly erotic picture!!


It was a slight relief that there was no mention of using the pictures to blackmail me. But that could still come later. And then I opened the last of the emails. His third email contained no pictures. It was a simple set of instructions.


“Kayla, You’re probably wondering if I’m considering using those pictures or the video from which I took them for blackmail. I’ll admit I considered it. That was what I was thinking about when I recorded them. But it occurs to me that I don’t need them. You’re going to do whatever I want you to do, anyway. You want me to take control of you and use you like you’re the kind of girl who would slip into a men’s room and write your name and number on the wall. You’re coming to me this weekend. Tell your parents you’re going to the mall with a friend on Saturday morning. Make sure you tell your friend something so she doesn’t come looking for you and get you in trouble.


Hyperion”


Suddenly I couldn’t breathe. But even as I struggle to calm down and catch my breath, I know I’m going to do what he asks. No, that isn’t right. He didn’t ask me. He told me. He ordered me to come to him on Saturday. As he implied in his email, he has quickly, and with relative ease, turned me into the kind of girl who has her name and phone number written on men’s room walls and responds as advertised when someone calls!


Carrie is waiting for me on the sidewalk in front of my house for the walk to school as usual. Unlike me, my friend Carrie has a boyfriend. I’ve covered for her on more than one occasion so she could go to the movies with him, so I had no trouble getting her to repay the favor. The difficulty was asking her without telling her why I need her to cover for me. She plagued me with questions all the way to school but there’s no way I can tell her the truth and I don’t like to lie to people. I finally had to promise to explain later but she wasn’t very happy with that arrangement.


It’s a good thing the finals aren’t scheduled for today. I was worthless all day at school. One moment I’d be reliving the exciting show I put on last night. The next I’d be trying to imagine what’s going to happen to me on Saturday. I’m going to give myself, or at least I’m going to give my body, to an adult male; a man I’ve never met and have absolutely no reason to trust. Stupid! Extremely stupid! I’m scared ... but I can’t wait.


I haven’t any homework assigned tonight but I intend to study for the finals. Of course I’m working with only half a mind. I stared at my phone more than I did my notes, willing it to ring. It didn’t. I must have checked my email a hundred times. Nothing! I constantly fought the overwhelming urge to scream (quietly) with frustration!


That was my state of mind when I finally went to bed, frustrated beyond belief. That mysterious man, that pervert, has turned me from a relatively normal, virginal, fourteen-year-old girl into a sex obsessed, highly frustrated and very needy slut in just two days ... without us ever meeting!! Two days ago I would have said it couldn’t be done but he has apparently done it effortlessly. And I still don’t know what he looks like! How is that even possible?!


I checked my email as soon as I got up in the morning. There was just one from him. He ordered me to walk toward school Saturday morning but wait for him on the sidewalk at the edge of the park near the statue of Benedict Arnold. I’m to be there at nine o’clock.


That’s a lot closer than the mall. I’ll have less time to worry about what’s going to happen to me. The problem now is the exciting, terrible things I’m reasonably certain I’ll be doing on Saturday are all I can think about. How in the hell am I going to be able to clear my head for the first of the finals today?!


I went downstairs. I’m too nervous to eat but I sat at the table with my parents and sipped on a glass of juice. Mom noticed I seem nervous and asked about it. I tried to tell her I’m just anxious to get going and see how hard the finals are now that I’m a freshman. I don’t think she bought it. I’ve never worried about a test before, but she let it go.


I went back upstairs after breakfast. I waited in my room until it was time to leave. I’m much too tightly wrapped to be around my parents. They, or at least my mother, already suspects something is up and I’m a terrible liar. Once the interrogation began I’ve no doubt everything would have come out. I left the house at a quarter to nine. Carrie was waiting outside and together we walked toward the school. She told me she was up most of the night studying and asked me to keep an eye on her. If I see her nodding off she wants me to slap her or something. While that sounds like fun, I don’t really think it’ll be a problem. I’m pretty sure she’s too wired to sleep. She acts like she’s been drinking coffee all night.


As we were passing the park I looked across the street at the statue where I’m to wait for ... damn! I wish I knew his name. I can’t keep calling him Hyperion. That sounds stupid, even in my head. Anyway, to finish my thought, the statue where I’m to wait for the man who is going to de-virginize me on Saturday. How can it be possible that I’m so anxious for Saturday to get here?!


The school day passed so quickly I was almost surprised when it was time to go home. I had two finals in the morning and two in the afternoon. I’m all but certain I aced them all. My other two classes were just reviews. I almost fell asleep in those. But much to my surprise, thoughts of my mystery phone caller didn’t distract me once the testing started. That was a big relief.


Walking home with Carrie, after the crowd thinned out and we could talk I asked, “Carrie, can I ask you a very personal question?”


She grinned and replied, “You can ask.”


It’s harder to put my thoughts into words than I thought it would be even though we’ve been so close for so many years. But I feel I just have to know. I double checked to make certain no one is near us and I asked, “Are you still a virgin?”


Well, at least she wasn’t offended. She laughed at the question and the nervous look on my face and replied, “Kayla, you know everything I’ve ever done with a boy. I’ve told you every detail of my sex life, such as it is. Why are you asking? I know you still are. You don’t even have a boyfriend ... right?”


“Do you have to go right home? Can you come up to my room for a little while?”


“This sounds serious. Hang on.”


She pulled out her cellphone and told her mother she’d be a little late because she’s going to stop at my house for a while. I didn’t hear her mother’s answer but apparently there was no problem. We didn’t expect there would be. She often stops by my house for a while in the afternoon. Not as often now that she’s dating Dan and studying for finals but since we started the first grade it hasn’t been unusual.


We stopped in the family room where mom is watching an old movie she recorded last night. We all exchanged greetings and I told mom we’re going up to my room. She went back to her movie. I poured a couple glasses of iced tea and we went upstairs.


I sat on my bed and Carrie sat in my chair. I said, “I can’t believe I’m going to tell you this, but I have to tell someone and you’re the only person with whom I could ever discuss something like this.”


“What’s going on, Kayla? Damn girl. You’re starting to worry me. What have you done?”


I told her everything from the very first phone call. I even told her about undressing and masturbating on command Tuesday night. That really got a rise out of her. And then I told her that I’m going to his house on Saturday to have sex with him.


“You don’t even know his name! Kayla! He could be sixty years old and as big around as a Volkswagen! He could be a serial killer! Have you thought of that?”


“I’ve thought of all those things. I can’t help it. I’m going.”


“I don’t know, girl. It seems to me that the right thing for a best friend to do in a situation like this is go downstairs and have a talk with your mother. Honey, if something bad happened to you I could never forgive myself for letting it happen.”


“I understand, Carrie. I know how you feel. And I know what a dumb thing it is to go to meet some strange man for sex. But the guy has gotten into my head. I can’t help myself. I know you can’t protect me but I’m going to give you his email address. If something does happen to me at least the cops will be able to catch him. I’m sure nothing bad will happen though. I can’t explain it, but something about the way he talks, the way he says things, his voice. I can’t tell you why I’m sure he won’t hurt me but I am. I’m certain of it.”


“Jesus, Kayla!! You’re the smartest person I know but that’s the craziest idea I ever heard! I ... I wish you hadn’t told me. I’m scared. Apparently, I’m more scared than you are!”


I gave her Hyperion’s email address and told her I’d tell her all about it after I come home on Saturday. I kind of feel bad about putting her in that position. I should have thought ahead. I should have known how she’d react and kept my mouth shut. On the other hand, as silly as it is, I feel slightly safer knowing Carrie has his email address.


Friday was a very hard day to get through. If I were in charge of the schedule, we would have had all the finals on Thursday and that would have been the end of the school year. They could have mailed us our report cards. But no, we have to struggle through the incredible boredom of this day. And they still aren’t through with us. We’ll have test reviews on Monday. And we have to come in Tuesday morning just to pick up our report cards. How dumb is that!


I think the only thing that kept me from going bonkers in school on Friday was thinking about Saturday and my “date” with the mysterious stranger who has led me to discover that I had no idea how wonderful an orgasm could be before he came along.


On the walks to and from school that day we were almost totally silent. Carrie expressed her concerns again and I promised I’d be alright. We both know I’ll be giving total control over me to a complete stranger, making that a promise I can’t keep. But, having made her feelings known one last time, she let it go. The rest of the time we almost didn’t talk at all.


I must have checked my email fifty times that evening. Each time with the same result. He’s certainly good at building suspense!


I went to bed early, but I couldn’t sleep for the longest time. I lay there in the dark and wrestled with the nearly overpowering urge to masturbate with all the willpower I was able to muster. I think it’s in my best interests to be as horny as possible in the morning. It must have taken me hours to finally get to sleep. I couldn’t remember my dreams the next morning but somehow I knew they were erotic. One giveaway is that I could have wrung out the crotch of my underwear.


I got up early and showered. I thought long and hard about what to wear. I figure if he’s into teenage virgins he’ll probably appreciate something simple and demure ... or does he like girls my age because so many of us tend to dress like tramps?! Christ! I don’t know!


I ended up deciding on a plain white bra and panties, a modest skirt, and a plain white blouse. I looked at myself in the mirror and decided I look quite virginal. I hope he’ll be pleased.


I had to arm wrestle with my mom for a while. I told her I’m meeting Carrie at the mall in a few minutes. She tried to insist I eat breakfast. I told her I’d get something at the mall. I can’t eat. I’m far too nervous. I finally managed to get out of the house. I waved goodbye to my dad as he mowed the lawn and took off down the street.


I became more nervous with each step but for some reason ... well, I know the reason, I’m looking forward to this. I never even considered turning back. It’s strange because this is so completely out of character for me. It’s as though Hyperion has hypnotized me. But that can’t be. I have yet to meet him!


It took me ten minutes to reach the designated spot in front of Arnold’s statue. I stopped and looked around. But I have no idea what I’m looking for. So it was just an exercise in futility. I stood there for five minutes, five of the longest minutes of my damn life! I told myself over and over that this is incredibly stupid and I should turn around and run, not walk, home. I didn’t listen though.


It startled me so much I almost screamed when a car parked no more than twenty feet away from me in the nearby parking lot suddenly started up. It slowly drove out of the parking spot and came to a stop at the curb right in front of me! The son of a bitch has been sitting there in his car! He’s been watching me for the last five minutes!!


The darkened passenger side window silently slid down. The man inside confidently ordered me to get in. I felt for just a second like the next stupid young actress about to die in a horror movie. The significance of what I’ll be doing if I get in his car washed over me like a heat wave. All the possible ramifications, right up to and including death occurred to me. How brain dead does a girl have to be to put herself in such a vulnerable position?!


But like a mindless boob I opened the door and sat in the soft leather seat. Mercedes! Nice! He pushed a button and my window silently closed. I turned to look him over while I fastened my seatbelt. He doesn’t look like a monster. He’s actually quite good looking. I have to admit I’m relieved. This would have been even more difficult if he looked like the hunchback of Notre Dame. I’m not that good at guessing the ages of older people. If I had to guess, I’d say he’s about forty-five years old. That’s nearly as old as my grandfather! He looks clean, fit, and prosperous. He looks intelligent with just a touch of arrogance, or maybe more than just a touch. I’d expect no less from a man who chose the name Hyperion for his email address.


I’m aware that he’s watching me take my inventory and make my evaluation. He gave me a few moments to look him over. I saw his stern look slowly turn to an expression of amusement. Once again I got the strangest feeling he can read my mind. I don’t believe in that sort of thing but it’s creepy the way he seems to know what I’m thinking.


He didn’t greet me. He made no effort to assure me that he won’t harm me. He gave me enough time to look him over and then he handed me a blindfold. I took it from him but looked at him questioningly. That he even has a blindfold in his possession makes me even more nervous.


He smiled and said, “I’m not ready for you to know where I live. Not yet.”


I guess that makes sense. If he isn’t one already, and I suspect that he probably is, by the time this day ends he’s going to be a child molester, at least technically. I can understand why he’d rather I don’t know where he lives.


I put the blindfold on and a strange thing happened. I discovered that being blindfolded is actually kind of exciting! It got a whole lot more exciting when he leaned over, turned my face toward his and our lips touched. My first kiss!!


It was not a gentle kiss. From the very beginning his lips pressed against mine passionately. His tongue invaded my mouth and I welcomed it with my own. I’ve never kissed anyone like this before. But instinct took over as our tongues danced and I moaned as he ground his lips against mine. And then it got better!! I moaned again when his large hand came to rest on my right tit and squeezed. Massive currents of electricity seemed to shoot through me. I thought Carrie was exaggerating when she described what it’s like when a boy touches your boob! Quite the opposite! It really does feel wonderful when a guy touches you this way! It’s even more exciting than I imagined!


He isn’t wasting any time! Good! This is the way I want it! The details are different. But the circumstances are very much like the fantasy I masturbated to after I put on my little show for him. I want him to take me, to use me like the kind of girl who advertises on men’s room walls. The last thing in the world I need right now is to be courted, to have a nervous, uncertain guy make tentative love to me.


His thumb and finger found my erect nipple, gently closed down on it and my brain shut down for a moment. OH MY GOD!! I had no idea!!


I could have remained here like this, sitting in his car, kissing, his hand on my breast for ... for forever! In reality he probably only touched my breast for a few seconds. But it was such a revelation, such a momentous touch. Seconds later he dropped his hand and broke the kiss. I sat there panting, biting my tongue to keep from begging for more.


He turned back in his seat and in a very businesslike tone of voice he said, “Just to be perfectly clear, this isn’t a date. We aren’t going somewhere to make love and you aren’t my girlfriend. We’re here because I read a message on a men’s room wall that said you like to suck and fuck. It turns out that the information was premature. But it’s going to be true by the time I bring you back here later today. I intend to make a nice little slut out of you because I like sluts. I’m not going to be your boyfriend or your lover. You’re going to do everything I tell you to do from now on because being told what to do turns you on, not because you have some silly schoolgirl crush on me.”


I started to tell him it isn’t true. But before I could speak he said, “Don’t even try to deny it. I saw your face when I was telling you what to do with your webcam pointed at you. I know what turns you on.


“In case you’re wondering, it won’t be just today. If I want you again, and I will, I’ll call you and let you know. We’re clear on that, right? If not, you’re free to get out of the car. I won’t try to stop you. But if you decide to go with me you’re accepting my terms. Once you accept those terms there’s no going back.”


I’ll admit that after that passionate kiss and having a man’s hand on my breast for the first time I may not be thinking very clearly. It might have been more fair if he’d brought all that up before he kissed me. But I certainly don’t think of him as a boyfriend or a lover. I’m here for the sex. And for some reason I love the idea of giving him so much power over me.


I’m not certain if I’m pleased or disappointed that once again, he has as much as stated he won’t attempt to blackmail me with the recording he has of me stripping and masturbating. In a way I think this might be even more exciting if he threatened me with blackmail. Or will it be more exciting because I’m submitting to him without that threat? Maybe the answer to that question will become clearer later when I’ve had time to think about all this. I may regret this. No, I’ll almost certainly regret this. But at the moment my hormones are raging and I want to do this at least as much as he does. So, I nodded and in a quavering voice I said, “I accept your terms.”


He put the car in gear without another word and calmly drove off down the street. Once we were moving he rested his hand on my leg just above my knee. I drew a quick breath but then I sat there willing it to go higher, maybe even to slide up under my skirt. I can’t help thinking that if his hand felt that good on my boob it would be out of this world exciting if he touched me between my legs. It surprised me that he didn’t. His fingertips lightly caressed the flesh of my inner thigh just above my knee but, much to my chagrin, never once ventured higher.


Most of my attention was focused on his fingers but I did try to at least get some idea what part of town we’re in and where we’re going. I ended up hopelessly confused by the many turns he took along the way. It was soon obvious he’s going out of his way to confuse me. I only know that despite the unnecessary extra turns it didn’t take long to get to our destination, ten minutes at the most. That must mean that without all the extra turns he took he must live very close to me!


He pulled up into a driveway. I heard a garage door open. He pulled into the garage and turned the engine off. We sat in silence until the garage door closed and he finally removed his hand from my leg. I sat there hoping I’m not too nervous to stand up while he got out of the car. He came around and opened my door. He gently removed the blindfold and helped me out of the car.


We’re here! This is where it’s going to happen! I’m going to lose my virginity to a man in his forties! I’m going to become the kind of girl whose name and number one might find on a men’s room wall. And I still don’t know his name!


He stepped back and looked me over more closely for a moment, then smiled and said, “I’m going to enjoy the hell out of this. Come on, let’s get started.”


I wouldn’t want him to know it but I’m probably as anxious as he is. Unlike him, though, I’m nervous, very nervous. He turned and headed for the door into the house. I followed on very wobbly legs. My head is spinning with questions. How long will he keep me here? What will he make me do? How badly will it hurt when he ... when he fucks me? And that part about calling me if he wants me again. I don’t think I was planning on that. I think I’ve been assuming this is going to be a one-time event. Do I want to be on call for this guy? I guess it’s too late to be thinking about that now. I already told him I accept his terms.


I didn’t balk. I didn’t protest. I meekly followed him through the garage, into the largest kitchen I’ve ever seen and through it to the living room. It’s obvious Hyperion is very well off. He drives a luxury car. The two rooms of his house I’ve seen are large and expensively furnished. I’m certainly impressed.


I was shocked when we entered the living room. I was more than shocked. What I saw upon entering the living room was almost a deal breaker. I thought we’d be alone. We aren’t. The first thing that caught my eye when we entered the huge room is a large, black teenager. He’s sitting in a comfortable recliner looking relaxed and very much at home. Our eyes met as I followed Hyperion through the door. He watched me enter the room with an evil leer on his face. I’m immediately aware of two things. First, from his lack of reaction it’s plain to see Hyperion expected the boy ... young man really, to be here. And second, the boy isn’t surprised to see me.


It’s bad enough we aren’t alone. What’s worse is that I recognize the boy. And he obviously recognizes me. He goes to my school! He’s a year ahead of me, a sophomore. But I’ve heard he’s been held back twice so far and is seventeen years old.


Hyperion, I wish he’d tell me what the hell his name is, stopped and turned to face me. He took a moment to enjoy my reaction to the presence of a boy with whom I go to school. He smiled at my obvious distress and said, “I see you recognize Louis. He works for me. He does odd jobs from time to time. I understand he’s a less than stellar student, but I’ve always been happy with his work. He’s going to be helping me out today. I want you to just ignore him for now.”


Yeah. That shouldn’t be a problem. I’ll just make believe there isn’t a kid I go to school with hanging around while you turn me into a slut! Christ! Could he make this any harder?!


But still I didn’t protest. I meekly allowed him to lead me across the large, lavishly furnished living room to a coffee table. He picked something up and handed it to me. I looked down at the small, unmarked medicine bottle as he explained, “There are a dozen morning after pills in there. I’m assuming you aren’t using birth control.”


I shook my head.


He nodded and handed me a piece of paper, explaining as I took it from him, “This is a prescription for birth control pills. I’ll take you to the drug store when I take you home and we’ll get it filled.”


He saw the question in my eyes and said, “My neighbor is a doctor. Of course, he can’t prescribe these without an examination. He’s coming over later to examine you.”


From the emphasis on the word examine I understood it wouldn’t be like any other medical examination I’ve ever experienced. But still I didn’t object. As strange as it may seem I’m reassured by his offer of some form of contraception. Not just because I don’t want to get pregnant but because it would seem to prove he has no intention of killing me and burying me in the back yard when he’s through using me. I can’t deny that fear has been lurking in the back of my mind since even before I sat my incredibly stupid ass down in his car.


I put the pills and the prescription in my purse. He took my purse out of my hands and placed it on the table. We moved over to a comfortable looking recliner and he took a seat, leaving me standing in front of him wondering what’s next. He didn’t recline but continued to sit up straight. I’m near enough that if he leans forward and extends his arm he can touch me.


No one moved or spoke for several long, tense minutes. I’m torn between making a dash for the front door or begging him to get started. He finally glanced at his watch, smiled up at me and said, “Okay, Louis. Time to earn your thirty pieces of silver.”


“Sure thing, Mr. C.”


Mr. C?! Is that what I’m supposed to call him? What is he, some kind of gangster?!


Louis stood up. My faint hopes that he might be going outside to do yard work were dashed when he picked up a large, professional looking movie camera attached to a computer by a long cord. After first walking to the computer and hitting several keys, he walked around behind Mr. C’s chair, put the camera on his shoulder, grinned at me as though he’s reading my mind just like Mr. C and said, “Ready.”


Mr. C has been staring at me all this time, gauging my reaction to everything happening around me. I don’t know what he’s seeing. I feel numb. My only reaction is almost no reaction at all. I’m surprised at myself and I’m in shock at the strange way this morning is turning out. I expected to be picked up, driven somewhere, undressed, and taken to bed. This isn’t turning out quite like what I had in mind. But that doesn’t mean I’m not so excited I can hardly breathe. I’m feeling fear; even more now that this entire situation seems to be spinning out of control. And there’s still a little portion of sanity floating around in my brain that knows what a huge mistake I’m making. But it’s such a tiny voice I can almost not hear it. The sexual excitement I’m experiencing is easily drowning it out.


The stern expression on Mr. C’s face returned. Without saying a word he’s warning me. He’s reminding me what I agreed to when I got in his car. Apparently satisfied I’ve received and understand his warning, in a calm, quiet voice he asked, “What’s your name?”


“K-Kayla.”


He cocked an eyebrow and I know my response was unsatisfactory. I know what he wants to hear.


“Kayla Fuller.”


“How old are you, Kayla?”


“I’m fourteen.”


“Tell me about your experience with boys.”


I shrugged and replied, “I haven’t any. I’ve never been on a date. I’ve never kissed a boy. I’ve never even held hands with a boy!”


My voice is trembling and weak. But he doesn’t seem to mind. Quite the opposite. He seems pleased by my response.


“Tell me how you came to be here today.”


“You called me.”


He didn’t like that answer. I struggled to clear my head and explained everything that happened from the time he found my name and phone number in a men’s restroom and called me, if that is actually how he came to have my name and number.


This isn’t anything like what I had in mind for today. But as strange as it must seem, I find myself becoming even more aroused by these odd proceedings. I wish I knew what he has in mind for the recording Louis is making. But the shock is wearing off and I find that I’m even aroused by Louis standing back there watching and recording everything I say and do. For some strange reason even the fact that Louis isn’t a complete stranger and I’ll undoubtedly run into him at school is exciting!


I finished summarizing everything that’s been said and done between us since last Monday, leaving out only all the time I’ve spent masturbating since his phone call. He seems satisfied. But then he asked, “Why are you here today?”


It’s embarrassing to admit it out loud. But I quietly replied, “To have sex with you.”


He nodded and asked, “Yes. But why? You were shocked and offended by my first phone calls. Why are you here?”


I was being totally honest when I replied, “I don’t know. I don’t understand it myself. I’m obviously not the kind of girl who would do something like this. I’m still a virgin.”


Then, with more candor than I’m comfortable with I admitted, “After you called me on Monday I started to wonder if there really are girls who would sneak out of their house at night to meet with a man who called them in response to a message they found in a men’s bathroom. I think there must be at least some. There are enough jokes about girls like that. There must be some basis in fact. Maybe there aren’t a lot of them. But there must be girls who will answer a phone call like that and go somewhere to have sex with a complete stranger. I found myself wondering what it would be like. And much to my surprise I found myself becoming aroused.


“Then, when you called me on Tuesday and somehow you talked me into turning on my webcam ... god! That was the most exciting thing I’ve ever done! After that you seemed to assume I’d do anything you tell me to do. I even found that arousing! So here I am, doing the dumbest thing I shall probably ever do in my life.”


He smiled and corrected that misconception, “No, Kayla. You’re doing the first of many dumb things you’re going to do for me for as long as I want you to do them. Your hot little ass is mine now.”


Even that dire prediction isn’t enough to make me grab my purse and get the hell out of here before it’s too late!!


“The things you did for me in front of your webcam really excited you. You enjoyed several orgasms. Now I want you to do those same things again. Do you remember what you did?”


Vividly! I nodded. I don’t trust myself to speak. This would have been difficult enough if it were just the two of us. And much to my surprise it isn’t the camera that gives me pause so much as the leering teenage boy standing behind it; the boy I’ll no doubt see around school when classes resume on Monday and for the next two years at the least. Will he tell his friends about me? How could he not? But I can’t deny that having him here adds to the level of my excitement.


“Do those things again. Stand right there, take off all your clothes and play with yourself just the way you did on your webcam on Tuesday.”


It’s starting! Just hearing the order nearly caused me to climax! I glanced back and forth between Mr. C, Louis, and the camera lens for a few seconds. The pace of my already rapid heartbeat nearly doubled. But my shaking hands obediently moved to the top button on my blouse and struggled to unfasten it. As I fumbled with the buttons, I slid my shoes off and pushed them out of the way. I’m not wearing socks or stocking and I find that even being barefoot under these circumstances feels sexy!


I’m inexperienced but I’m not stupid. I know what’s going through their minds. I’m a girl, an attractive and very sexy girl if I do say so myself. They want to see me naked. They want to make me do sexy things to excite them even more and most of all they want to fuck me. Given the type of relationship we have, which is to say none at all, the things I’m letting him make me do should be very degrading. It is degrading. I’m not much more to them than a piece of warm meat so of course what they’re making me do is degrading. And I’m still scared. But god! I’m so fucking turned on I can hardly breathe!


I worked my way down the row of buttons, pulling the tails of my blouse out of my skirt to get the bottom two buttons. My entire body is tingling as I slowly peeled my blouse off and dropped it on the coffee table. When I did this for him on the webcam, I was wearing a t-shirt and sitting at my desk. I took my bra off after I took my shirt off. So just as I did that evening, instead of removing my skirt next, I reached behind my back and unfastened my bra.


I think that by this point in the proceedings I’m doing more feeling than thinking. I’m hyper aware of the man and the boy in the room; the camera, too, of course. But I seem to be more attuned to my own body, my physical and mental reactions to what I’m doing. I’m aware of a nagging doubt festering in the back of my brain. I know I shouldn’t be doing this. I should be running from this house before it’s too late. But that fading glimmer of reason is being drowned out by the eroticism of what I’m doing. How many girls my age get to live out their darkest fantasies? Although now that I think about it, something like this was never my fantasy, not until Tuesday night anyway. And my fantasies certainly never involved a cameraman.


I still don’t know the name of the man I’m undressing to please and I only know Louis from seeing him around school. I’ve probably heard it before. But until Mr. C called him by his name, I couldn’t have told you what his name is. Louis and I have yet to exchange a single word. This is terrifying. But I know without having to see them my panties are soaked through.


I dropped my bra on the table and gently massaged my breasts the way I did for him on the webcam. The pleasure I’ve gotten from touching my own breasts has never been more intense than it is at this moment. But it’s nothing compared to the pleasure I brought upon myself when I began to concentrate on my nipples! I pinched and pulled and gently twisted, just the way I did when ordered to do so on Tuesday. And just like Tuesday I experienced a monumental, self-induced orgasm just from manipulating my nipples under this previously unimaginable set of circumstances.


I discovered once again that the act of having an orgasm in front of a lusting audience is breathtaking. I’ve never been more aware of being watched by members of the opposite sex. And I’ve never found it more exciting.


After shivering through a rather intense orgasm I remain no less aroused. It’s as though that orgasm was nothing more than foreplay. If anything, I’m even more turned on now. I slid my hands down my body in as sensual a manner as possible. If it were up to me, I think I would have teased them a little, lifted my skirt until my panties were exposed and caressed myself. But like a good little girl I reached for the closure holding my skirt in place. I unbuttoned it, eased the zipper down and let it fall to the floor at my feet.


Just one garment to go. My lacy little panty covers very little. That’s the reason I chose to wear this particular pair today. But the part of my body they cover is the part I’ve been most conditioned to protect almost from the time I could walk. Removing my panties here in front of Mr. C and Louis is a lot harder than doing it in the privacy of my bedroom in front of my webcam. It’s too late to back out now though. Even if I wanted to, which I most definitely do not, I doubt I’d be allowed to leave now if I tried. Mr. C made it clear when he picked me up there’d be no backing out once I accepted his terms.


But I don’t really want to back out. I’m embarrassed. I’m scared. I’m not even entirely certain I want to do this any longer. Even given all that, though, I’m more excited than I can describe. I think the easiest way to describe what I’m feeling is that I want to be made to do these things. And somehow, I think he understands what I’m feeling. Either that or he doesn’t care what I want one way or the other. I suppose that’s more likely.


I slipped my thumbs under my waistband and slowly eased my panties down my hips, pausing to gather my courage just before my sparse patch of pubic hair came into view. I took a deep breath and eased them down another six inches baring my pussy to Mr. C and his cameraman. I paused again as a shiver ran through me, then I pushed my flimsy panties down past my knees. I let them fall to the floor and straightened up, fighting the urge to cover myself with my hands. I’M NAKED!!!


Chapter 3


I’m standing naked in front of a man and his cameraman, a teenage boy from my school! God what a thrill!! Why did I not know this about myself until this perverted man called me a few days ago?!!


I squatted down, careful to avoid any vulgar displays as I did. I picked my skirt and panties up and quickly stood up. I dropped them on the small pile I started with my blouse and bra and stood before them blushing like crazy.


Mr. C ordered me to spread my legs farther apart and continue.


Probably due to the vast volume of blood being pumped by my heart at that moment I had no idea what he was talking about. Continue with what?! I’m naked! I’ve nothing else to remove! But then I remembered what I did in front of the webcam Tuesday evening. He wants to watch me masturbate!


I almost had an orgasm just imagining masturbating in front of them, and in front of that damn camera! My right hand came to rest over my tingling pussy, seemingly without any conscious thought on my part. My fingers began to tease my mound while my left hand came up to cup and caress my right breast. I remember thinking, “I’m too scared. There’s no fucking way I’m going to be able to have an orgasm standing here in front of these two guys like this!”


But I swear it was only seconds later that my eyes rolled back in my head and I cried out as a huge orgasm took control of my body. I nearly fell to my knees as an incredibly intense orgasm sapped me of my strength. It wasn’t until I started to recover that it occurred to me this is the very first time I’ve ever felt free to cry out when I climaxed. In the past I’ve always been forced to bite my lip and struggle to remain quiet to avoid being heard by my parents. But I doubt if that’s the primary reason this orgasm seemed so much more intense than any I’ve had before. I suspect the presence of an audience is responsible for the intensity of this orgasm.


I was just starting to pull myself together when Louis came around from behind Mr. C and knelt beside his chair. It was only as my eyes followed his movements that I was shocked to discover Mr. C’s pants are open and his dick is sticking up in the air! I gasped in shock and stared at the first real, live, flesh and blood cock I’ve ever seen in real life! I’ve seen a couple of them in pictures on the internet. Never intentionally. But you don’t have to try very hard when you’re surfing the net looking for something quite innocent. You sometimes end up looking at the most disturbing things and having no idea how you got to that site. Once I’d satisfied my initial curiosity my impression of cocks was that they’re unattractive and best kept covered.


As it turns out, though, they look entirely different in real life. Especially cocks like Mr. C’s! His appears to be between seven and eight inches long. I won’t be overly generous if I just round it off to eight inches. It’s about an inch and a half in diameter. It’s smooth, unlike the few gristly, bumpy, hairy appendages I stumbled upon on the internet. It looks manly, virile. Or maybe I’m just so fucking turned on that any cock would look sexy to me in my present condition.


I’m so distracted by Mr. C’s cock I’ve all but forgotten about Louis and the camera pointed right at my crotch now. I ignored Louis and studied Mr. C’s cock until he said, “Spread your legs apart.”


I spread my legs about shoulder width apart but he commanded, “Farther.”


I spread them apart until I’m standing with my feet more than four feet apart. I never thought my cheerleader training would come in handy when I had my first sexual encounter! I spread my legs until if I went any farther I’d be doing a split and finally he seemed satisfied. But after only a few seconds he said, “Reach down and spread your pussy open. I want the camera to see that you’re still a virgin.”


I spread my pussy open, not at all surprised by the large volume of slick moisture I had to contend with in the process. I should be curled up in a fetal ball crying for my mother. The old Kayla, the girl who existed before Monday when Mr. C’s first phone call set all this craziness into motion would have been. Instead, I’m reveling in this little sex show I’m being ordered to put on. I can’t help wondering if I’ve had this slut inside of me all this time and never realized it. How is that even possible?!!


I held my pussy stretched open while Louis adjusted his angle slightly and recorded an extreme close-up of my hymen and the opening to what is supposed to be the most personal and private orifice on a girl’s body. Mr. C leaned forward and took a closer look. He nodded knowledgeably and said, “You’re lucky. That one will go easy. It only covers about thirty percent of your cunt opening. I’ve fucked some cunts who couldn’t even get a fucking finger in there.”


That’s reassuring ... I suppose. He certainly sounds like an expert. I guess that puts a lie to his earlier statement that I’m the first girl he’s done this with. No big surprise there. I didn’t really believe him when he said it.


He straightened back up and ordered me to turn around, spread my legs again and bend over while keeping my knees locked. He made me bend over until I could place my hands flat on the floor. I’ve never seen myself, or anyone else, from this angle. But I have a pretty good idea what I must look like to them. I couldn’t be any more embarrassed than I already am, though. And I continue to be aroused by the humiliating things he’s making me do.


Louis recorded my obscenely displayed body parts for another minute or so and then I was ordered to stand up. But the show isn’t over. I’m well aware that it’s only just begun. I was ordered to step back several feet. Louis stood up and continued recording while I was made to perform a dozen jumping jacks. Mr. C was obviously amused by the way my boobs bounced around with no support. This is the first time I’ve done this particular exercise without a bra on, or at least the first time since I started growing boobs. It tends to make a girl extremely aware of that portion of her anatomy. Much of Louis’ face is concealed behind the camera but I don’t have to see his leering grin to know he, too, is highly amused.


I was ordered into several more embarrassing poses and then Mr. C stood up. While I stared in awe at his throbbing cock he pointed to a towel on a nearby chair and ordered me to spread it out on the floor.


Mr. C began to undress while I spread the large, fluffy bath sheet on the floor. The pre-game show seems to be over. It’s time for the main act. I wonder if he’ll start with making me suck his cock or if he wants to get right to the fucking. I’m not certain which act scares me more.


As it turns out, it was neither! He ordered me to lie down on my back in the center of the towel. I assumed he was going to stretch out on top of me and separate me from my virginity. A man almost old enough to be my grandfather is about to be the first man to fuck me! And he will, I assume. Not yet though. Instead of lying down on top of me he stretched out beside me. My entire body seemed to expand and contract at the same time when, as he lay down beside me, his hard cock came to rest on my thigh. Where it touched me it felt like my skin was burning! A cock is touching me!!


Without a word from Mr. C, Louis adjusted his position so that he was in the perfect position to record every intimate detail. It has become obvious that the two of them have done this before with other girls, no doubt girls around my age. I didn’t realize at the time that Louis is not being careful to avoid getting Mr. C’s face in the shot, as I might have expected considering we’re making child pornography here. I won’t realize it until later when I see the copy I don’t yet know he’s going to give me of the recording.


As soon as Louis was in position, Mr. C began to lightly tease my body with his fingertips. He may not be a very nice man. But he certainly works wonders with his fingers! He drove me right up the wall and across the ceiling with his touch before I felt his lips touching mine again. I returned his kiss without hesitation this time. I wrapped my arms around his neck and tried to crawl right up inside of his mouth while he sucked the passionate screams right out of me. I enjoyed orgasm after orgasm, each more intense than the last.


It seemed as though we remained like that all afternoon. It was probably ten or fifteen minutes, but it was such an intense and erotic fifteen minutes. No matter what else happens to me today I know I’m so glad I let him bring me here today. All these mind-blowing orgasms and I’m still a virgin!


He tried to lift his head but he couldn’t. Not at first, not without physically uncoiling my arms from around his neck. I resisted. I never want this to end. But he’s a strong man and he easily freed himself from my grip. My initial disappointment disappeared when I discovered what he has in mind. He began to kiss his way down my neck; light teasing kisses interspersed with the light touch of just the tip of his tongue on my highly sensitized flesh.


I lay there with my eyes closed, panting, lost between the erotic touch of his lips on places lips have never touched me before and the continued teasing of his fingertips touching places on my body no one but me has touched. Now his fingers are circling my mound, getting closer and closer. They teased my upper thighs and then my belly just above my drooling pussy, driving me crazy, frustrating me because he never came quite close enough. He never actually touched the one part of my body which wants so much to be touched for the very first time by a member of the opposite sex.


Of course, I wasn’t lying still during all this. As his lips began to explore my breasts my body was wriggling around like crazy, kept in place only by the weight of my skilled lover holding me down. I sounded like I was crying as I begged him to hurry, to take me, to fuck me. I’m half out of my mind but I’m going to remember this morning for the rest of my fucking life. Anyone I’m with from this day on will have the erotic memory of what this man has done to me with which to compete.


I must be the luckiest girl in the world. I’ve heard stories of what the first time is often like for a girl. I’ve read about the pain and the embarrassment on sites created to educate teen girls about their bodies and sex. Thinking back on it, though, I recall that in nearly all of those unpleasant experiences there was a common thread; a boy who was just as ignorant and inexperienced as the girl. From what I’ve read I’ve often been left with the impression that sex leaves a lot to be desired, especially for girls. And the first time is frequently a very unpleasant experience. Not my first time!! I still haven’t experienced the initial pain of penetration when my hymen succumbs to a large male cock. But in my heart, I know that no matter how unpleasant that moment is, what Mr. C is doing to me now has already made up for it.


I climaxed several more times as he kissed and licked my tits. And then he took one of my nipples into his mouth, sucked it, and then bit down, gently at first. But then he slowly clamped down harder and harder ... OH MY GOD!!! I nearly passed out from the unexpected orgasm! He achieved the same result with my other nipple before he began working his way down my stomach while I moaned and groaned as though suffering from the most wonderful torture. But then, I suppose it really is a form of delicious torture. And I don’t think I’ll mind if he wants to torture me like this every day for the rest of my fucking life!


I had only a few moments to catch my breath as he kissed his way down my stomach. I quickly realized where he’s going and what he has in mind. I’m not so uninformed that I’m not aware of the fine art of eating pussy. I don’t know that I expected to experience it when I went with Mr. C today. I wasn’t expecting any of this. In my mind I saw myself providing this service for him, not the other way around. And then lying down, spreading my legs, and taking his cock into my body. I thought the pleasure I received would be mostly mental, the pleasure that comes from living out a fantasy; a fantasy I didn’t even know I had until I answered my phone Monday evening! When I came here today, I had no idea I was going to heaven!!


I’ve enjoyed everything that’s happened to me so far today. I was a bit put out by the presence of Louis and the camera when I first became aware of them. But even that began to turn me on after I got over the initial shock. I thought the way Mr. C is kissing me and touching me is as good as it gets. I had no idea! When his lips began to tease my swollen and needy sex I was certain I was going to lose my mind. He had to hold me down, restrain me to keep me from going completely wild under him.


It turns out that everything up until that moment was just the appetizer. He slid down and stretched out on his stomach between my legs. He gently pried my pussy open and lightly ran his tongue through my dripping wet, virginal opening and with just that one warm, wet touch I lost it! I climaxed so hard I did, finally, pass out.


I returned to consciousness moments later to find him lightly kissing all around my oversensitive vulva. I moaned and began to stir. He saw my eyes open and he knew I was once more aware of my surroundings. That’s what he was waiting for. He opened me up again and returned to probing my pussy with his tongue, careful not to do anything to damage the fragile membrane guarding my vaginal opening.


Every few seconds his tongue moved up to tease my swollen clit. Each time he did I cried out again and my body convulsed as though he’s touching me with a live wire. I enjoyed several more orgasms before he lifted my legs to my chest and shocked me by trailing his tongue down between my legs to the dark crevice between my butt cheeks. I moaned in embarrassment and tried to tell him to stop. Thankfully, he ignored me. Thankfully because a moment later I discovered there’s a major erogenous zone hidden away on my body of which I’ve been totally unaware.


Mr. C began to tease my rear opening and when his tongue touched me there it, too, was like being touched by a live wire! I screamed and shuddered violently as another strong orgasm racked my body. And he isn’t done! He moaned and began to work his tongue inside me. I swear I’ve never heard of anyone doing anything like this! It never occurred to me that anyone would! But oh my god!! I came and I came and I came again! In between orgasms I wasn’t thinking very clearly. But I remember thinking that someone should tell the world about this! Everyone should have the chance to experience this pleasure!


Of course, there’s a yin to that yang. I’m not certain I’d be quite as enthusiastic if the tables were turned. I can’t really imagine doing for another person what he’s doing for me. I suppose I’ll have to. He obviously knows how pleasurable it is. It’s unreasonable to believe he isn’t going to demand it of me eventually. And I know that if he does I won’t be able to refuse.


Mr. C ate my ass (how can something that feels so damn good sound so nasty?) for several minutes before he lowered my legs and returned to eating my pussy. I enjoyed several more earth-shaking orgasms and was almost to the point of losing consciousness again when he suddenly stopped. I lay there panting for breath with my head tilted back and my eyes closed, my attention riveted on my still vibrating pussy. I’m not even aware that he’s moving into position over me; not until I felt his lips, covered with my juices, touching my lips, and kissing me lustily.


My eyes shot open and I tentatively returned his kiss, more concerned, at least at first, with the idea of tasting the juices from my own sex than with the large cock I can feel sliding up and down between the swollen, sensitive lips of my pussy.


He broke the kiss and lifted his head. I can see Louis above and behind him but he and his camera hardly even register now. Mr. C is staring into my eyes and smiling as he moves his hips slightly, wedges the head of his cock into my opening and starts slowly applying pressure. If I had time to think about it, if I weren’t so consumed by my own lust, I might have tensed up now that he’s about to separate me from my virginity. But I’m still lost in the fog of lust from what must have been close to an hour of the most exciting foreplay any virgin ever experienced. I want his cock inside me as much as he does and I’m willing to endure a little pain to have it. What the hell! Women, and girls, are de-virginized ever damn day. I’ve never heard of anyone dying from it.


He can see that I’m ready and waiting. His smile broadened slightly and he said, “You should see your face. I told you I was going to make a slut out of you.”


I was still thinking, “And you certainly have,” when his cock plunged past my hymen and kept going until our pubic bones were grinding together. It wasn’t that bad! Not even a pinch, really. Just a little nip, like a friend pinching your arm playfully. By the time he buried his cock inside of me there was nothing but pure pleasure. I’m apparently a natural!!


From that moment on it just got better. He began stroking that beautiful cock in and out of me and before I knew it my arms and legs were wrapped around him. Using the most obscene language I urged him on, terrible words I’ve never said out loud before. And I attempted to meet every stroke of his cock, lifting my hips, and slamming my body against his until both of us were covered in sweat and I’d enjoyed what seemed like thousands of orgasms. It wasn’t until he finally climaxed, cumming deep inside of me, that I realized how impressed I am with his sexual stamina. This man is good!!


He remained over me for the longest time, his cock slowly going soft inside of my no longer virgin opening. He’s panting like he just ran a marathon. His sweat is dripping down onto my body. I probably should be grossed out about that but I’m not. I think it even turns me on a little! He finally opened his eyes again and grinned down at me. He moaned and said, “You are one hot fuck, little girl! If I ever find the guy who wrote your name and number in that men’s room, I’m going to have to thank him.”


I smiled and in a deep, throaty voice I don’t even recognize as coming from me I replied, “Yeah, me too.”


He finally rolled away and lay on his back beside me. We remained there like that for several minutes before I finally sat up. I thought I’d be stiff and sore. Far from it! My body is still tingling. I could use a cold drink but except for that I’m ready to do it again!


It occurred to me then that I’m almost certainly going to have that opportunity. I’ll be surprised if Mr. C doesn’t want to have me again. The doctor who wrote my prescription for birth control pills is coming over to give me an “exam.” I’m reasonably certain that’s going to involve invasive activities the AMA doesn’t normally consider part of a gynecological exam. And I’ll be very surprised if I leave here without being ordered to do something about the large lump in Louis’s jeans. I wonder if it’ll be different, doing it with a black guy.


I sat there with my legs pulled up to my chest and my ankles crossed. I looked down between my legs. My pussy looks red and slightly swollen. But except for that and the large load of pink tinged semen that’s beginning to ooze out of me there’s absolutely nothing to distinguish from the way it looked when I awoke this morning! It’s silly, I know. But it just seems like I should be able to tell the difference. I can’t! I wonder if a lot of girls are as uninformed about their own sex organ as I apparently am. It isn’t something that has come up in a lot of conversations ... at least not between me and any of my friends.


I looked at Mr. C’s soft cock. It’s still nearly as long and as thick as it was when it was erect. But now it’s draped over his thigh and looks kind of harmless. It still looks sexy, though. It’s covered in our juices and shining in the brightly lit room. I can just make out a light ring of pink froth around the base of his cock, the last traces of my virginity.


I reached out and lightly ran my fingertip down the length of it. It stirred slightly but then remained still. I looked up at his face. He’s smiling as he watches me pay gentle homage to the instrument of my supreme pleasure. I returned his smile and felt myself blushing as I said, “That was wonderful. I may not yet be the kind of girl who sneaks out to meet strangers in the night when they call. But I’ll meet you whenever you want me.”


He chuckled and in that arrogant tone of voice which seems to have such an unexpected but profound effect on me he informed me, “You’ll do any damn thing I tell you to from now on, Kayla. I have plans for you. You’ll sneak out and fuck strangers if I tell you to, because to be honest, the idea of you doing just that turns me on immensely. I’d be very surprised if it doesn’t turn you on, too. If it didn’t you wouldn’t be here. And then, when you get home from servicing the general public, you’ll call me and tell me all about it.”


My heart kind of skipped a beat when he said that. As exciting as it might sound that’s a pretty scary little hobby to have. But when he looked into my eyes and in a voice that made it clear it was actually an order he asked, “You’ll do that for me, won’t you?”


I hesitated only a second or two before I moaned softly and nodded my head. But I’m still naked and my hand is lightly caressing his cock. When I’m at home in my room with my clothes on and my phone rings some evening will I actually be able to do something like that?


He must have read the doubt on my face. There was a slightly evil glint in his eyes when he said, “I’m going to test you. I’m going to give some people your number and have them call you. You won’t know if it’s some stranger who found your name and number in the men’s room or someone I invited to call you and enjoy your charms.”


A shudder ran through me. But god help me, his words are turning me on and he knows it. I’m not so far gone, though, that the chill they send through me doesn’t begin to cut through the fog of lust which seems to have made me all but incapable of rational thought. As more time passes since those wonderful orgasms my mind is slowly clearing. I’m starting to remember who I really am. I’m not the kind of girl who does the things I just did and I’m certainly not the kind of girl who sneaks out of the house when a stranger calls so he can have sex with me.


Louis interrupted my disturbing chain of thought to say, “Time.” For a moment I wondered if it was time to go home and I was disappointed. Apparently it’s time for something else, though. I don’t know what.


Mr. C understood. He nodded and replied, “Okay. Take a break. We’re going to go take a shower.”


Louis shut the camera off, put it down and went to the computer.


Mr. C stood up, satisfied now because once again I’ve agreed to do anything to please him. He helped me to my feet and ordered me to follow him. We went down a long hallway to the master bedroom suite and through it into a huge bathroom. His bathroom is larger than our living room!


His shower is nearly as large as our bathroom! It’s beautiful, too. Tile and glass with half a dozen shower heads which appear to be almost infinitely adjustable. We took a long, hot shower together, another very exciting first for me.


I love the way his soapy hands feel as they glide over every inch of my body. And I enjoy returning the favor nearly as much. I’m only just becoming familiar with the mysteries of the opposite sex and much to my surprise I find the male body fascinating. I love the way a cock responds to my touch and the way it feels so soft and so hard at the same time. I love the way a guy responds to being touched. Even knowing he’s ultimately in charge I feel a strange sense of power because of my ability to affect such a change in his body. Yeah, I know. Any girl with the ability to fog a mirror would probably be able to cause those same changes in his body. But for the moment it’s me diverting the blood to his large, sexy cock.


Both of us are already aroused by the time I began lathering his cock and balls and gently washing them with my hands. The moment of clarity I experienced a few minutes ago is slowly being fogged over once again. The more aroused I become the less certain I am about what kind of girl I am now. I’m less certain what I’ll do when my phone rings some evening and a stranger tells me to meet him somewhere so he can undress me and use my body like he would a common whore ... except I won’t be charging for the service. It won’t matter what he looks like, how old he is or what he wants me to do for his sexual pleasure.


I know what I’m supposed to do. I know what I would have done a week ago. But I’ve already agreed to do the unthinkable. I’ve promised Mr. C that if a man calls me in the evening, I’ll sneak out of my house to meet him. I’ll let any man who calls me use my body. I’ll perform like the slut he’s turning me into. I’ve heard boys refer to girls like the girl I’m about to become ... or have already become, as a cum dump. I’ve always thought that sounded terrible. Well, it does really. And yet now the idea of it kind of turns me on. And yes, I know how sick that sounds.


Influencing my final decision is the slight fear in the back of my brain that despite what he said to me there is nothing to stop him from making public the recording he made of me as I undressed on command in my room and then played with myself through several very satisfying orgasms. And now he has an even more embarrassing recording. My parents would both have an instant heart attack if they saw either recording. Or, if they survived, I’d be home schooled and grounded until I turned thirty-five.


I stared down at Mr. C’s hard cock, knowing that soon it will be in my mouth. The idea of sucking a guy’s cock has simultaneously repelled me and excited me when I would lie in my bed at night and think about various sex acts while playing with myself. It’s such a nasty thing to do. But his body excites me. I like his cock and fair is fair. I love the pleasure it can bring me, and I most certainly enjoyed the time he spent pleasuring me with his mouth. It seems only fair that I return the favor. As I contemplate it now, I find I’m not nearly as repelled by the idea of sucking a cock as I have been in the past. I’m nervous, especially about getting a mouthful of semen. I’ve heard it doesn’t taste anything like whipped cream. But I’m curious and I’d be lying if I said I don’t want to at least try it.


We dried off with two more of those huge, fluffy bath sheets and returned to the living room. I asked for a glass of ice water. He left me in the living room while he went to get it. Louis and I sat in an uncomfortable silence just looking at each other. Or at least it was uncomfortable for me. He’s obviously enjoying the view of my naked body and smiling in anticipation. I finally couldn’t stand it any longer and had to ask the question that’s been nagging at me since I entered the room and saw him here. “Are you going to tell the kids at school about this?”


His grin widened and he responded, “A few. After today it won’t just be Mr. C you’re puttin’ out for. One of the perks of working for him is I get lots of pussy. You’re gonna belong to him. But I’m going to be able to use you whenever I want. I got a few close friends I like to share that benefit with. And they sometimes come over here to add a little variety to the sex shows. I ain’t gonna tell everyone though. And the guys I tell know to keep their mouths shut. I like to keep the number of guys I have to share with to a minimum. I hear you’re pretty smart. You’ve probably figured out you aren’t the first girl from school he’s had here like this. In fact, there’s a girl in your class who belongs to Mr. C, and you never heard nothin’ about her. We keep from screwing with a girl’s rep too much as long as she does what she’s told. If we told everyone what a cunt you are they’d all want a piece of your ass.”


Partly in order to avoid thinking about his unsettling response I asked, “Why do they call it that? Why do boys call it a piece of ass?”


He grinned and I think he started to give some flip answer. But then he stopped and really thought about it, probably for the first time. Finally, he shrugged, grinned and said, “Who the fuck cares?! Everyone knows what you mean when you call it that.”


Mr. C was entering the room and heard my question. He handed me a glass of ice water and when Louis was unable to respond intelligently he said, “It’s most likely just another way of denigrating females. Guys do things like that because they’re insecure. Most males are intimidated by members of the opposite sex. It makes them feel more secure when they put girls down. It gives them courage. Or at least that’s what I’ve always thought was the reason. Of course, there’s also the fact that the sight of girl’s sexy ass is a major sexual attractant. It’s a reaction that’s programmed into our DNA. I think it’s a leftover from back in the days when our knuckles scraped the ground when we walked ... you know, yesterday.”


I suppose that’s a pretty good guess. It makes sense, at least in some cases. But I know a lot of boys who I’m sure don’t feel intimidated by girls. I wonder if they use the same degrading language when they talk about girls. Probably, or at least they probably do when they’re talking among themselves.


Mr. C sat down on the couch. I was about to take a seat beside him when the doorbell rang. I was so startled I almost dropped my glass. Mr. C took it out of my hand, smiled and said, “That should be your new doctor. Go get the door.”


I started to ask if I had to answer the door like this, totally naked. But one look at his grinning face and I knew better than to ask. I turned around with butterflies playing football in my stomach and made my way to the front door. I unlocked it and pulled it open, standing behind it and peeking around in case it was a little girl selling cookies or something. No such luck. I found myself looking at a tall, slender, gray haired man with a huge smile on his face who appears to be in his late fifties.


I don’t even have to ask. I can tell by his expression he’s my new doctor. I sighed nervously and stepped back to invite him in.


I closed and locked the front door and turned to see him staring at me. The look on his face isn’t something you’d expect to see on the face of a doctor; or at least it surprises me. I mean here’s a guy who sees people naked, or nearly naked, all the time, right? But he seems to enjoy the sight of my naked body as much as Louis does!


My new doctor introduced himself as David and held out his hand. I told him my name and shook his hand as his eyes continued to explore my exposed body. I haven’t met many doctors in my life; only two, though never socially. But the idea of calling a doctor by his first name feels really weird. I don’t guess it’s any stranger than anything else that’s happened here today, though. Like having sex with an adult male or giving my virginity to a man I know only as Mr. C while a guy from my school records it.


David indicated I should lead the way. I did. I wasn’t surprised when he fell in beside me and his hand reached back to cup the cheek of my ass as we walked down the hallway. His soft, warm hand remained there until we were halfway across the large living room. He greeted Mr. C but didn’t call him by name, so I still don’t know what his name is. He smiled and nodded at Louis who smiled and said, “Hey, Doc. How’s it hangin’?”


“Not quite the same as it was hanging before this beautiful young girl answered the door.”


He turned back to Mr. C and said, “I don’t think I’ve ever been quite so happy to have you for a neighbor. This is prime pussy you have here! I can’t believe she was a virgin when she got up this morning. You do seem to keep falling into sweet smelling shit my friend.”


Mr. C smiled and said, “And she still has two cherries left, Doc.”


I’m not so naïve I don’t know to which of my body’s major orifices he’s referring, and it set my heart to racing. I fully expected to get fucked and to perform oral sex when I came here today. So far I haven’t been disappointed. I loved getting fucked every bit as much as I hoped I would, more even! And now I’m even kind of looking forward to sucking a cock, though with reservations. We still haven’t gotten to the parts of sex with the unpleasant tastes and smells that have me kind of concerned. I’m surprised I haven’t already been made to suck Mr. C’s cock. But I don’t think it even occurred to me that I might be subjected to anal sex! I suppose I’ve been vaguely aware some people do it. But it isn’t something I thought I’d ever do.


Mr. C saw the look of consternation on my face and chuckled. He said, “Don’t worry. Doc’s an expert. He won’t hurt you. If you just relax and follow his instructions, you might even enjoy it. Some girls do. Now come over here and get down on your hands and knees in front of me.”


Out of the corner of my eye I see Louis up and moving again. He has already picked up a camera; a different camera than the one he used earlier. I see the small, bright, red light above the lens and I know he has already started recording again. This camera doesn’t have a cord connected to the computer. I suppose it’s more like a regular movie camera except that it’s larger. It looks a little like the old videotape recorder my uncle bought when they first came out in the mid-80s. He still has it but he doesn’t use it. I don’t think anyone still uses videotapes anymore.


I turned my attention back to Mr. C. Now that the order has finally been given the mild nervousness I’ve been experiencing has suddenly shot through the roof. Sucking a cock is no longer something I’ll have to do in the future. The future is here. I stood in front of Mr. C and whispered, “I’m not sure I want to do this.”


I’m not certain why I said that. I’m very nervous, but I do want to do this.


He chuckled and replied, “That’s what makes it so exciting. The idea that you’re going to do anything and everything I order you to do gives me a hard on. Down girl. Get on your hands and knees.”


Down girl. Like he’s talking to a dog! But like an obedient slave girl I crumbled to my knees in front of him and then leaned forward, dropping down all fours. The ominous sound of Doc undressing behind me holds more than half my attention as Mr. C leaned forward and guided me right in between his legs until my face is only inches from his still soft but quite large cock. Breathtaking! It’s nearly as large now as it is when it’s erect!


He didn’t guide my mouth to his cock as I expected. Instead, he lifted my chin with two strong fingers and smiled down at me. I tore my eyes away from his cock and when our eyes met he said, “Keep your head just like this until I tell you different. I want to watch your face.”


I continued to stare up at him as Doc dropped to his knees behind me. He ran his hands over my ass and ordered me to spread my knees farther apart. I reluctantly obeyed and he reached between my legs to explore my pussy with his right hand while his left hand continued to caress my ass. His right hand feels pretty nice, but his left hand is making me very nervous.


He continued to tease my body with one hand. I have to admit he’s very good at it. Meanwhile, his soothing voice calmed me slightly when he said, “Just relax, Kayla. I’m not going to hurt you. The two main reasons Mr. C is letting me fuck your ass instead of breaking you in himself are that ass fucking is my favorite thing to do and my dick is much smaller than his. If you just relax you won’t have any problems. I’ve gotten so good at this that some girls even have orgasms when I fuck their ass.”


I’ll admit his words and his soothing voice are helping to calm me. I had started to tense up as soon as I heard him moving around behind me a few minutes ago. But I think the things he’s doing with his hands are helping even more. I don’t know what kind of doctor he is but he’s very good with his hands. God! I hope he isn’t a pediatrician!


I soon learned he’s also very good with his tongue! He removed his hand from my pussy and I thought, “This is it!”


But it isn’t. He spread the cheeks of my ass apart and for the second time this morning a man’s tongue began to explore my anal opening! I think Mr. C did it better but that’s probably because of all the kissing and touching that had gone before. I won’t try to say it doesn’t feel good. But despite their assurances that it won’t be bad when he fucks my ass, I’m still very nervous.


I continued to look up at Mr. C, waiting for the command to suck his cock, something else I’m nervous about doing; nervous but curious and maybe even a little anxious to give it a try. But the order didn’t come. He, and Louis with the damn camera, are both more interested in watching my face than in what Doc is doing.


Doc ate my ass for several minutes. But I never was quite able to relax and enjoy it. It’s impossible to relax completely knowing what he’s going to do next. He finally stopped what he’s doing. There was a short pause and then he used the fingers of one hand to spread my cheeks again. I felt the tip of his finger on my tight little rear opening and jumped, in part because of the cold grease covering his finger. He chuckled and told me to relax again. Fat chance!


I tried to concentrate on Mr. C’s eyes but the amused expression on his face is doing nothing to help my state of mind. I’m not certain whether he’s looking forward to seeing me hurt or he knows I’m going to enjoy what Doc is doing and is waiting to watch me surrender to the pleasure of getting fucked in the ass.


Doc’s greasy finger popped through the ring of muscles holding my butt closed and slowly entered me. I won’t try to convince you it was pleasant. It’s every bit as embarrassing to be touched there like that as I expected it to be. But, at least so far, it doesn’t hurt.


He slowly buried his finger in my opening. I can feel his knuckles pressing against me. He paused for a moment and then began to work his finger in and out very slowly. In his calm, reassuring tone of voice he said, “See? I told you it isn’t so bad. Just relax.”


I’m tempted to ask if anyone ever fucked his ass with a long, hard cock but I didn’t think it would do me any good to know the answer to that one way or the other. More to the point, I don’t think I’ll enjoy the punishment I might receive if I piss off Mr. C with a sarcastic response. I don’t know much about slaves. But I have to believe sarcasm shouldn’t be part of a good little slave girl’s repertoire.


Doc gently finger-fucked my ass long enough for me to grow accustomed to having something in me back there. I guess he kept it up for a minute or two. He finally removed his finger and I tensed up, expecting to feel his cock next. But instead, a moment later he began to work two greasy fingers into me.


It’s a little more uncomfortable but still not painful. This time I relaxed more quickly. He worked his fingers in and out of me slowly for a moment before he said, “See? That isn’t so bad. Those two fingers are about the same diameter as my dick. As long as you just relax it might just be pleasant.”


I’m starting to believe him!


He continued to work two fingers slowly in and out of me and then he reached under me with his free hand and began teasing my clit. Suddenly those two fingers invading my body became much more pleasant! An enjoyable couple of minutes passed like that before he removed his fingers. There was a pause while he applied another dab of lubricant to my butt, and I assume he put more on his dick. Because the next thing I knew he was holding the cheeks of my butt apart with two hands and something else was poking at my opening.


He reminded me to relax. He pointed out that I enjoyed what he did with his fingers, and I can’t deny that near the end I really did. So, I took a couple of deep breaths, exhaled loudly and forced myself to relax as the pressure slowly built until the head of his cock popped through the ring of muscle struggling to protect my opening from invasion.


It’s embarrassing and it was uncomfortable at first. I felt as though I needed to go to the bathroom. But much to my surprise, despite the horror stories I’ve heard, it didn’t hurt at all! He gave me a little time to get used to the partial invasion of his cock and then he started working it in a little bit at a time; pulling back and putting it in a little deeper with each gentle stroke until his body was pressing against my ass and I had it all.


He paused again with his cock buried in my ass. I’m assuming he’s giving me time to adjust. I don’t really need it but I’m grateful. I continued to stare into Mr. C’s eyes while Doc started to slowly fuck me. I haven’t seen his cock, but I have to assume he was being honest when he described it. It doesn’t feel all that large to me. I’m reasonably certain this wouldn’t be nearly as easy or as painless if it were Mr. C’s cock driving into my ass. That’s an uncomfortable thought inasmuch as I’m just as certain I’ll soon be taking his cock in my back passage as well.


I guess Mr. C must have gotten bored watching my face, especially now that the fear is gone and I’m relaxed and even kind of enjoying what Doc is doing back there. Mr. C tilted is cock down, aiming the large, moist tip right at my lips. Without waiting to be told I touched my lips to it. I kissed and licked it and I know I’m just getting started but so far so good. Never having done this before I have no idea what I’m doing. But he seems pleased. I was nervous at first but becoming a cocksucker distracted me from the dick in my ass. Right from the very start, much to my surprise, I discovered that having a cock in my face is kind of exciting!


I was soon treated to another surprise. Not long after Mr. C ordered me to take his cock into my mouth and suck it, Doc reached under me and started teasing my pussy again. Having a dick in my ass isn’t as exciting as having it in my pussy. But I’ve already started thinking it isn’t so bad after all. In fact, I started to think that if he keeps doing what he’s doing with his knowledgeable fingers I might even reach orgasm!


Meanwhile, Mr. C continued to distract me, giving me some helpful hints on the best way to suck his cock. Then he sat back, relaxed, and watched me work with a smile on his face. I’m only able to get about half of his cock in my mouth but he told me to use one hand on the remaining four inches and to lightly tease his balls with the other. So now here I am, a virgin less than an hour ago. I’m sucking the cock of an older man I’ve just met, the first real live cock I’ve ever seen, while an even older man is fucking my ass and playing with my pussy and a kid from my school is recording it all for posterity. At least I hope it’s for posterity. I can’t imagine they can sell a movie in which a fourteen-year-old girl is having sex with two grown men.


The strangest thing about this whole crazy situation is that I never for a second imagined doing any of these things until Mr. C called me on Monday. In less than a week I went from the kind of girl I was, a “good” girl, to having a really good running start at being the slut Mr. C intends to turn me into. I’m doing the things a good slut should do on demand now and it seems like all he had to do was just suggest it. And even though some of the things I’m doing are just a bit unpleasant I’m still extremely aroused. I don’t even really know what it is about this incredibly strange situation I find so unbelievably exciting, but I can’t deny what I’m feeling.


My attention is being diverted back and forth between the cock in my mouth and the one in my ass. Doc may not be very principled as doctors go, but he certainly knows his way around a clit! I was just starting to think I might have an orgasm while he was fucking my ass when he took his hand away. I moaned around Mr. C’s cock as Doc gripped my hips and began to fuck me violently. I didn’t tense up and it didn’t hurt. But without the added stimulation around my clit I felt my orgasm quickly begin to slip just out of my grasp.


Doc cried out, “Oh shit! I’m cumming! CHRIST WHAT AN ASS!!”


I can’t feel anything. I mean I feel his cock in my ass, of course. I can’t feel it throbbing inside me, though I’m reasonably certain it is. I don’t feel the semen which I know is flooding my ass. He slammed into me a couple more times and then stopped all voluntary movement. He remained there, panting, and still quivering as though he’s having a fit. I received no physical pleasure from the act; not since his hand left my pussy. But for some reason it excites me to know that only seconds ago his cock was shooting semen deep inside my ass. Well, maybe not all that deep. I’m curious to see just how large his cock actually is.


He didn’t pull it out of me after he climaxed. I can’t feel the difference, but I know enough about male anatomy to know it’s slowly deflating inside of me, returning to its normal flaccid state. He didn’t actually pull his cock out of me. Instead, once his cock lost its rigidity the muscles of my ass ejected him all on their own.


I still feel like I have to go to the bathroom. Already I can feel his semen starting to ooze out of me. He spread my cheeks apart and leaned to the side in order to allow Louis to get a good shot of my freshly fucked rear opening. It’s a view I’ve never had of myself but from some of the obscene images I’ve come across on the internet I have a pretty good idea what I must look like back there and being displayed this way is adding immensely to my embarrassment. I struggled to ignore them and concentrate on pleasing Mr. C’s impressive cock with my mouth.


Doc got up and left the room. Louis came closer with the camera. He dropped to his knees about and arm’s length away from me and zoomed in, concentrating on my face and the large cock in my mouth. I’m still very turned on. I’m nervous about what’s to come, having a cock fill my mouth with semen. I’ve heard bad things about the taste of that slimy male syrup; no, not maple syrup! Pay attention! But aside from the mental stimulation, Doc brought me nearly to the point of orgasm before he stopped and left me hanging. I’m feeling a bit frustrated because of it and yet I think a part of the reason I’m so turned on by sucking Mr. C’s cock is the stimulation I received from Doc before he climaxed in my ass. To be honest, though, my attention is focused on Mr. C’s cock so I’m not able to give it a lot of thought.


I haven’t witnessed very many orgasms in my life. I wasn’t able to see Doc when he climaxed in my ass a minute ago. I was in another world, a lust filled world of my own earlier, when Mr. C was fucking me. I was too involved in my own earth-shaking orgasms to pay much attention to the orgasm he was having. But even to an uninformed girl like me it’s obvious Mr. C is going to ejaculate in my mouth in a very short time. His breathing has changed. He’s tensing up. He was only seconds away when he breathlessly warned me, “Don’t you spill a drop, bitch! I’ll take it as a personal insult if you do.”


I’m not some kind of freak. I’ve always been just about as normal as a girl can be. Or at least I thought I was. I was a normal teenage girl until my phone rang Monday evening and I spoke to Mr. C for the first time. I should have been offended when he spoke to me the way he just did. So why does being talked down to that way excite me so?! Or was it the vague threat? I’m still more than a little surprised at the disappointment I felt, the slight let down when Mr. C told me he has no intention of blackmailing me with the pictures he has taken of me because he doesn’t need to. Why would a supposedly sane teenage girl find the idea of being blackmailed and forced to have sex exciting?! On the other hand, I’m not certain I believe him. I know he has lied to me about several things. If I told him I’ve changed my mind and I want out I’m not so sure he’d just let me go. I suspect he’s having too much fun to just let me walk away.


Doc returned from the bathroom and knelt down on the other side of me, careful not to come between the camera and my naked body. I somehow had the presence of mind to notice he remains unconcerned about his face being picked up on the recording Louis is making. I find this both curious and reassuring. His hand came to rest on my ass and he leaned a little closer. One of his soft, warm hands cupped a breast. The other reached down between my thighs to tease my pussy which is getting hungry again. Then, in a quiet voice that once more has the effect of calming my simmering fears about how I’ll react to the mouthful of semen I’m about to receive, he started quietly instructing me on the finer points of cocksucking.


Following his instructions, I pulled back until only the head of Mr. C’s cock remained in my mouth. I closed my lips down tight in the groove just behind the large, helmet-shaped head and began to pump the shaft furiously with my right hand while my left hand continued to tease his testicles. I felt his balls constrict. He went rigid and cried out wordlessly, sounding very much like he’s in pain. A second later the first spurt of hot cum hit the roof of my mouth.


I’m not sure if it was due to the bitter taste or just that a large glob of thick, gooey slime just struck the back of my throat. But I gagged and started to pull back involuntarily. I guess Mr. C was expecting that. He reached out and held my head in place while his cock continued to squirt out large deposits of semen. I gagged again when the second blast entered my mouth but Doc’s calm voice beside me seemed to calm me down when he said, “Relax, Kayla. You just have to get used to it. I know it doesn’t taste very good. They tell me it’s an acquired taste. Now that you know what to expect it won’t be so bad the next time.”


The next time? I’m not so sure I want there to be a next time! But then I remembered what Mr. C said about his plans for my sexual future. If it’s up to him, I’ll be doing a lot of this. I’ll probably have to do this several more times before I leave here today! And I suppose, inasmuch as I seem to have turned control of my body over to him, it is up to him. So, it looks like there’s a very good chance I’ll be doing a lot of this for the foreseeable future.


I might have been more upset about that if I didn’t suddenly realize that even though my mouth is full of cum I’ve stopped gagging. My only reaction to the third, fourth and fifth spurts of thick, acrid semen was to worry that I won’t be able to hold it all in my mouth until he finishes and I can swallow!


And then it struck me. I did it! I sucked a guy off!! It tastes like crap, but I did it! And I don’t even like the guy! How fucking cool is that!! And it may be hard to believe but I’m pretty proud of myself. I don’t think I’ll even mind doing it again! I don’t know why I feel that way. It still tastes awful. But it’s such a sexy thing to do in a nasty kind of way. I’ll be damned!


I let the head of Mr. C’s cock slowly slip from between my lips, careful not to spill so much as a drop of the large mouthful of slime he just placed there. I was just about to try to swallow when Doc said, “Don’t swallow it yet. Hold it in your mouth for a minute. Move it around with your tongue. Take a little time to get used to the taste. The sooner you do the better it will be for you.”


The implication is clear but not unexpected. Mr. C has already made it clear I’ll be doing more of this. I guess the taste isn’t really so bad. It isn’t Cool Whip. But once I got past the initial shock, I guess I’ve put worse things in my mouth. It doesn’t taste any worse than broccoli. The three of them watched me stir the mouthful of semen with my tongue. Louis is watching through the view finder of the camera, still recording every embarrassing thing I do.


I didn’t drag it out too long. Like I said, I won’t really mind a mouthful of this crap every now and then. But it isn’t pleasant and I’m anxious to get it out of my mouth. I gulped it down with only minimal difficulty. It didn’t seem to want to go, and I nearly started to gag again when I first tried. It took three tries before I got it all down. I can still taste it, though. It feels like it’s burning my throat. I looked up at Mr. C’s smiling face and asked for a drink.


Doc stood up and said, “I’ll get you some water.”


Mr. C said, “That wasn’t bad for a first blowjob, Kayla. Not bad at all. You may have a natural talent. I hope so. You’re working on a steep learning curve. It’s been less than two hours and you’ve already lost all your cherries. I suspect you’re already years ahead of your peers in that department. But you still have much to experience.”


I’ve already experienced more than I had in mind when I left the house this morning to meet with him. I’ve more than satisfied my curiosity. There have been more than a few surprises. I thought it would be just the two of us. I thought he’d have me suck his cock and then he would fuck my pussy. That would have been extremely exciting.


What has actually taken place has taken the excitement to an entirely new level. I never thought there would be three guys and everything would be recorded! And he keeps hinting, or stating outright, that by coming here today I’ve agreed to become his sex toy. I know I agreed to it. I’ve told him twice since I got in his car this morning that I’d do everything he tells me to do. But that was never my intention when I agreed to meet with him. I’ve enjoyed most, no, that isn’t being honest. I’ve enjoyed all the things I’ve done here today. I’ve enjoyed them much more than I expected. But I don’t want to turn my life upside down for this man!


The strange thing is that he still hasn’t even hinted at blackmailing me. He hasn’t had to. I’ve gone along with everything he’s told me to do. And I have yet to indicate that, contrary to his expectations, I have no intention of becoming his little sex slave. I don’t yet know what I’ll do if he decides to use the recording he’s made of the things I’ve done today to force me to continue. The idea of my parents seeing a DVD of the things I’ve done today, or almost as humiliating, having it handed out to the kids at school is more than likely incentive enough to keep me under his thumb. Until I have to, I prefer not to even think about having to choose what to do under those circumstances. And anyway, the embarrassing truth is that I’ve enjoyed myself and I’m not really certain I want it to end, not completely. Another part of that truth is that despite his denials, I feel the threat of blackmail hanging over my head and as sick as it probably sounds it kind of turns me on to imagine being helpless, forced to serve as a sex slave.


Chapter 4


My thoughts were interrupted when Mr. C asked Doc, “Do you want a blowjob now or would you rather wait a while? I imagine Louis is more than ready to take a turn if you’d like to watch for a while.”


Doc replied, “You know how much I like to watch. I’ll enjoy her sexy little mouth even more after watching her with Louis.”


Doc got to his feet and sat down in a nearby recliner. I glanced at his cock. It’s not very long and not very fat, but it’s flaccid and I can’t really judge how large it is when it’s erect.


Mr. C stood up and said, “Okay, Louis. She’s all yours.”


He took the camera from Louis, pointed it at me and after the little red light indicating it’s recording came back on he said, “You’re going to like Louis, Kayla. He’s like the Eveready battery of sex. That’s one of the reasons I keep him around. There doesn’t seem to be a limit to how many times he can bust a nut in a single afternoon.”


Another in a day of many firsts! I kinda figured out this was going to happen within moments of my arrival. I’m not certain how I feel about having sex with a black guy. I’m not a racist or anything. But I don’t think I ever imagined myself having sex with someone of another race. I’m not opposed to that sort of thing. I just never imagined myself doing it. On the other hand, I’ve seen pictures of black guys with white women on the internet and I thought they looked sexy just because of the contrast. I’m actually more concerned about doing this with Louis because I go to school with him than because of his race. I worry about how this is going to affect my relationships with the other kids in my class if they find out what I’ve been doing.


I turned to face Louis as he got to his feet. I watched as he undressed. His cock is already erect. That’s understandable. He’s been watching a lot of sex since I arrived this morning and I guess it goes without saying he’s been anticipating his turn with me. His overall complexion is dark brown but, except for the tip, his very long cock looks dark, dark black. The tip is lighter; it almost looks pink! It’s longer than Mr. C’s. If I had to guess I suppose it could be nine inches long. I think it looks larger than it is because it’s so dark and because Louis is so slender. It’s also a bit bigger around than Mr. C’s, perhaps two inches in diameter. He seems proud of it, and I don’t blame him. It’s very impressive.


He finished undressing and stood just out of reach, naked, apparently giving me time to appreciate his cock. He grinned down at me and gently massaged his cock, sliding his right hand up and down slowly while watching me watch him. It seemed to grow slightly larger as he stood there spreading the large volume of lube oozing out of the tip all over the head and down the shaft.


I’m not unaware of my surroundings; of Mr. C and Doc watching us and the fact that this is being recorded. But most of my attention is focused on Louis now. I’m still on my knees. His large cock is on a level with my face, and I can’t stop staring at it.


He finally moved closer and began to run the slick head of his cock all around my face. I closed my eyes, but he ordered me to open them and keep them open. My face is slowly becoming covered with the slick juice coming out of the large hole in the end. After painting my face with it he concentrated on my lips. I waited for the command to open my mouth so he can shove his cock in it. I didn’t think it would be appropriate for me to start sucking before he was ready. And I certainly don’t want to seem eager.


He reached down, brushed my hair out of my eyes and quietly, but with a note of tease in his voice, he asked, “Are you wondering about the recording we’re making? Do you wonder who’s gonna see it? Would you like to know?”


I nodded slightly. My lips are tingling with a thick coating of his lube and now the head of his cock is resting on them.


He leaned forward slightly, applying enough pressure that I knew it was time. I allowed my lips to part and the head of his cock eased into my mouth and came to rest on my tongue. It didn’t seem any different than when Mr. C’s cock was in my mouth; except that it is. It’s different because I’ll see this guy in school on Monday. And it’s different because his cock is big and black and staring down that long shaft at his kinky black pubic hair is just ... well, different!


I teased the head of his cock with my tongue. He sighed and said, “Good girl.”


Then he said, “All four of us will have a copy of the DVD. But there are going to be a lot more copies. Mr. C has a guy who’s going to edit it into a nice, sexy movie. Of course, he can’t sell it in the normal places since you’re only fourteen. But there are a lot of people who are going to want to see a cute little girl like you lose her cherries. They’re steady customers who buy all the movies Mr. C makes. And girl, we make a shit load of movies. You’re going to be a star, Kayla. How about that shit?!


“It won’t be long before hundreds of perverts all over the friggin’ world are gonna be watching you get undressed and pose for them. They’re gonna watch you stand there and play with your little virgin pussy until you get yourself off and then watch you give up all three of your cherries. They’re gonna see you sucking on a big black cock and swallowing my load. And this is just your first movie. They’re gonna see you doing all kinds of shit before they finally get tired of paying all that money to watch you and we move on to some other sweet young thing.


“A large bunch of perverts already paid good money to watch you lose your first cherry. The first hour was being broadcast to Mr. C’s website on the internet. I checked the final numbers when the two of you were taking a shower. There were just over 400,000 of them suckers paying fifty bucks each. They watched you undress and play with your hot little body. They saw everything; right up until you went to take a shower. My share of the money from your first fuck will be almost enough to pay for four years at any college in the world.”


The idea that so many people watched what I did in my first hour here this morning had two instant and opposite effects. Total shock is my first response. My brain played a rapid rewind of the things I did in that first hour and I reached an entirely new level of humiliation. I pray that no one I know was in the audience.


OH SHIT!! Mr. C made me tell 400,000 perverts my full name!! If any members of his depraved audience really want to track me down that information should certainly help them to locate me.


My second and opposite response is that knowing all those people witnessed me undressing, playing with myself, and then enjoying the hell out of my first fuck is an incredible turn on! I can’t help thinking no other fourteen-year-old girl in the world would react that way. With all the other changes Mr. C is bringing about in me I shouldn’t be surprised to learn that now I’m not just a slut, I’m also an exhibitionist. But I am. Those things are the exact opposite of the person I’ve always been.


From the time I arrived and they began pointing the camera at me I’ve been afraid they might have selling DVDs on their mind. Hearing the truth of it put into words still sends shivers of fear down my spine, though I can’t deny it’s fear heavily tinged with excitement. But like a good little girl I continued to lick and gently suck on Louis’s cock, pausing now and then to swallow the lube that’s still pouring out of the end of it or to remove a strand of kinky pubic hair from my mouth.


Another totally inappropriate thought crossed my mind as I struggled to get comfortable with something the size of a summer sausage in my mouth. From the little bit I’ve heard about him it doesn’t look like Louis is ever going to graduate from high school. What the hell is he going to do with all the money he claims to be setting aside for college tuition?! But then I was at least self-aware enough to remind myself that it’s none of my business and I don’t really care what he does with his money.


Louis let me continue like that for several minutes before he moaned and said, “Okay. That’s enough foreplay. Show me what you can do, bitch.”


I don’t like being called names, not normally. But somehow it seems appropriate under these circumstances. It reminds me of my place here and, as I mentioned earlier, it kind of turns me on. Under any other set of circumstances, I’d probably slap the hell out of someone who talked to me that way. But here and now it’s all just a part of the game.


So, I accepted my new nickname without comment and brought my hands up. I cupped his low hanging balls in my left hand and wrapped my right hand around the base of his fat cock. The sight of my white skin and the stark contrast with the skin of his coal black cock seems incredibly erotic. The fact that there’s such a large gap between the tips of my fingertips and my thumb due to the incredible girth of his cock is just a bit breathtaking. I remember vividly how wonderful it felt when Mr. C was plumbing my depths with his large cock. Will I be able to notice the difference when Louis fucks me?


I began moving my mouth up and down on Louis’s cock, or at least on the top half of it. The bottom half I stimulated with my hand just as I did for Mr. C when I sucked his cock earlier. Unfortunately, Louis is not so easily pleased. Not long after I started sucking his cock for real he began to urge me to take more of his cock into my mouth.


I tried. I honestly tried. But each time the end of his cock came into contact with the back of my throat I began to gag violently. Even then he wasn’t satisfied! He growled, “You’re gonna have to do better than that, bitch.”


How?!! There’s only so much room in my mouth!


He gripped my head and held on tight with both hands. In an instant I realized, this son of a bitch is going to hurt me! Through the tears flowing from my eyes I looked up at him fearfully. He gave me just enough time to make out the cruel grin on his face before he thrust his hips forward and slammed the head of his cock against the back of my throat. I gagged and fought the urge to vomit as I struggled to pull free. This is much too much. If I don’t put a stop to this he’s going to damage something in there!


He pulled his hips back and tensed up in preparation to drive his cock into my mouth again. I was just about to close down on his cock with my teeth when I heard Mr. C say, “Take it easy, kid. Let her get used to doing it this way first. Why do I have to tell you that every fucking time?!”


I’m extremely grateful to him for interceding on my behalf. I’m a bit concerned about the implied permission to return to this sort of activity once I adjust to giving more gentle blowjobs. But at least I was saved the almost certain repercussions I would no doubt incur from biting his cock.


Louis dropped his hands from my head. I paused to catch my breath, wipe the tears from my eyes and recover a bit. In that moment I thought for just a second or two about telling them all to go to hell. But I’m smart enough to know I won’t be allowed to just leave now. I’m in too deep and, foolishly, I’ve already assured Mr. C I’m his to do with as he pleases. But as strange as it must seem, even though I realize how foolish my decision making has been lately, I can’t shake the feeling of excitement deep down inside at the idea of being helpless; being nothing more than a sex slave without the option of saying no to these men. I’m afraid. I’m afraid of the humiliating and painful things I may be forced to do. I’m afraid of the girl I’m inevitably going to become. But even that fear is exciting!


I took a deep breath and leaned forward, once more wrapping my lips around Louis’s big cock. I cradled his balls with my left hand and my right hand returned to the base of his cock. He left me alone this time and I sucked him off just like I did Mr. C a little earlier. The brief pause while I recovered from his assault on my throat didn’t seem to slow him down much. I doubt if it was much longer than ten minutes before his body started vibrating and twitching spasmodically. His cock throbbed violently in my mouth. He grabbed my head again but this time he just held me firmly in his large, strong hands. He moaned loudly, swore, and then my mouth began to fill with his surprisingly mild tasting semen. I’ve heard that semen tastes pretty bad and my experience with Mr. C pretty much bore that out. But Louis’s cum has almost no taste at all! I can’t deny it makes sucking a cock a lot more exciting when I don’t have to worry about gagging over the taste of the grand finale!


I straightened up and after being ordered to open my mouth so the camera can record my defilement I swallowed. I started to turn toward Mr. C to see what he wants me to do next but Louis popped me on the top of the head and said, “We ain’t done yet, bitch. Keep sucking. Get me nice and hard again so I can fuck your tight little cunt now.”


I’m getting tired. But I’ve been wondering what Louis’s cock will feel like in my only recently de-virginized pussy. I guess it won’t be so bad. Once I get his cock hard he’ll have to do most of the work. Even if they aren’t finished with me after Louis fucks me I’m sure they’ll want me to shower again. I can rest and recuperate in the shower for a few minutes.


I leaned back down and took his partially erect cock back into my mouth. It quickly returned to full erection but Louis is in no hurry to move on. He made me continue sucking on his cock for several more minutes before stopping me. But even then he wasn’t finished using my mouth. He grabbed a handful of my hair and guided my mouth down to his balls. I licked them and then, at his urging, I took each one into my mouth and gently sucked and licked it for another minute or two while I stared at his large, throbbing cock which is now resting on my forehead.


He pulled my face away from his cock and balls after several long minutes. But the respite was short lived. He turned his back to me and ordered me to eat his ass the way Mr. C ate my pussy earlier! Okay. I admit I enjoyed the hell out of it when Mr. C performed that same service for me. But that doesn’t mean the thought of doing it for anyone else, especially Louis whom I like a little less with every passing moment, isn’t going to gross me out. Until Mr. C did it to me I never imagined people put their tongues in other people’s assholes! Yes it feels wonderful. But it’s nasty!


This time Mr. C isn’t going to intercede on my behalf. He came in a little closer and zoomed in on my face just inches away from Louis’s ass, no doubt enjoying the struggle playing out on my face. He’s waiting to record every detail when I accept the inevitable and do what we all know I’m going to have to do.


Louis got tired of waiting. He growled, “If I have to turn around and convince you to do what you’re told you ain’t gonna like it, bitch.”


I don’t doubt it for a moment. I glanced at the camera for a fraction of a second and then looked back at Louis’s ass. The thought of what I’m about to do is making me ill. The idea that thousands of men will soon have the opportunity to watch a high-quality recording of my tongue buried deeply in this large, black teenage boy’s ass makes it so much worse. But I reached up and placed my hands on the cheeks of Louis’s ass. I took a deep breath and then slowly spread them apart.


I’ve never seen that particular part of the human anatomy before. It isn’t pretty. There’s a sparse covering of short, kinky hairs on the cheeks of his ass and up and down the dark crevice between them but the thing that caught my eye is the dark black, wrinkled opening buried in the crevice. It appears to be clean. I don’t detect any unpleasant odors. But Christ! It’s an asshole!! Who is it that first looked at one of those and thought to himself, “I think I’ll put my tongue there?!!!”


I felt the bile rising in my throat and swallowed loudly. I groaned in dismay and slowly leaned forward, pursing my lips and wedging them between the cheeks of his ass. I heard Mr. C chuckle quietly beside me but I ignored him. I adjusted my position slightly until I felt the crinkled opening of his asshole with my lips. I forced myself to stop thinking of the primary purpose of that particular orifice as I stuck my tongue out and began to tease his opening with the tip.


Louis’s entire body shuddered violently as soon as my tongue touched him. I know exactly what he’s feeling but it doesn’t make me feel any better about what I’m doing. It took me a few seconds to realize that it isn’t as bad as I feared it would be. There’s just a hint, almost imperceptible, of a bitter, musty taste as my tongue enters his body; so faint it’s even possible that mild taste is all in my head. In either case it dissipated quickly as I stiffened my tongue and pushed it into him as far as I’m able, which actually isn’t all that far.


It’s bad enough that I’m forced to deal with the idea that I have my tongue in a guy’s asshole. But my mouth is already tired from what seems like hours of sucking cocks. I can’t remember another time in my life when I had a tired tongue but I have one now. I’m not going to be able to keep this up much longer.


Fortunately, Louis tired of this game just seconds before I was going to have to give up and quit. My jaw was cramping when Louis finally turned around. I knelt before him massaging my jaw with his large, heavy cock dangling an inch from the tip of my nose. His voice dripping with sarcasm he said, “You need more practice with that mouth, bitch. But I guess you’ve earned your reward. Stretch out on the towel and I’ll throw you a fuck.”


What a man! A prince among men! He’s destined to be one of the world’s great philanthropists! He’s actually going to lower his standards and honor me with his cock! How did I ever get so lucky?! Prick!


All those thoughts were running through my head as I crawled back over to the towel, straightened it out a bit and stretched out on my back. Mr. C got into position with that damn camera and Louis stood between my legs grinning down at me looking so fucking arrogant. But what pisses me off even more is that I’m aware of how much I actually do want the son of a bitch to fuck me. Thanks to Mr. C I’ve discovered I really do enjoy sex. I enjoy it a lot. I can’t help wondering if I’ll notice the difference when Louis puts his longer, fatter cock inside of me. And now that I’m starting to become accustomed to the idea, the thought of being taken and used by a large black teenager who cares nothing for me beyond the pleasure he can take from my body is starting to grow on me.


Louis dropped to his knees between my legs and leaned forward over me, resting his weight on his arms on either side of me. I looked up at him as his heavy cock came to rest on my belly. He grinned and said, “Look down, bitch. Look how far up inside of you that fat cock is going to go.”


I tilted my head and looked down my body to the throbbing black cock resting on my belly. I saw the knob at the head of his cock resting just below my navel. The thought of something that large inside of me takes my breath away. But despite the fear I can’t help wanting it. I’ve had one cock in my pussy and I loved it. How can this larger one not feel even better?!


I stared down at his throbbing cock until he said, “Put your hand around it. Line it up for me.”


He raised his lower body slightly and I guided the head of his cock to my pussy. I’m surprised to discover how slick my opening is with my own juices. I wedged the head of his cock between the lips of my pussy and let my hand drop to my side again. I continued to look down, waiting to see that large tube of flesh disappear inside of me. But Louis growled, “Look at me now, bitch. Look into my eyes while I turn you into a black cock slut. You can see it goin’ in when you get your copy of the DVD.”


I’m reasonably certain I’m going to enjoy this. I don’t, however, believe that I’ll develop a preference for black cocks as a result. No matter how good he is I doubt if he can do anything to top the experience I just had when Mr. C separated me from my virginity. And no matter how much I enjoy his big cock he’s still a crude, ignorant asshole. I don’t care much for him now. I know I’d like him even less with his clothes on.


He kept me in suspense for what seemed like a very long time. I did my best not to let the arrogant bastard know he’s getting to me. I kept my face as expressionless as possible and I suppressed the frustrated moans that were fighting to escape from me. I’m pretty sure I’m not fooling him though.


Just as the tension built to the point I was about to yell at him to put it in me he finally began to move. He didn’t slam his cock into me the way I expected. He lowered himself very, very slowly; sliding his cock into me a millimeter at a time in one long, smooth stroke that I hate to admit took my breath away. And all that time we stared into each other’s eyes. I’m embarrassed to admit just how erotic an experience it is. I very nearly climaxed before he had his cock buried in me on the first stroke!


We both sighed loudly when he finally bottomed out. It was a relief when his cock was all the way inside of me and I realized that his impressive appendage didn’t cause me any pain. When I looked down at it lying on my belly a minute or two earlier it looked like it would displace more than a few organs inside of me. But once it started to enter me I didn’t give it much thought. The pleasure I experienced as his cock entered me was overwhelming. I’m glad there was no pain but I’m starting to think it would have been worth it if there had been.


It’s surprising. His cock really isn’t that much larger than Mr. C’s. But the extra inch in length and the added half inch in diameter do seem to make a difference. Either that or I’m responding to the idea of being taken by a black schoolmate and used like a whore. I suppose either is possible.


Louis fucked me with that long, slow stroke for only about a minute or so before he began to pick up the pace. He lowered himself until his weight was resting on his elbows and my nipples were scraping against his chest in a most delightful way. He started pounding his cock into me as though it were a hammer and he’s trying to drive nails with it. His belly slammed into me at the bottom of each increasingly violent stroke and it was nothing short of breathtaking. I began to climax, crying out loudly each time an orgasm gripped me and shook me. I was only vaguely aware of wrapping my arms and legs around him and pulling him down on top of me. I vaguely remember biting his chest and then, in the throes of a particularly violent orgasm raking his back with my nails.


Whether or not that’s what set him off I can’t say. But that’s when he began to pound into me even more brutally and swear loudly as his body shook and contorted as though he’s having a fit.


I went limp under him, gasping for air and suddenly aware of how heavy he is. He moaned loudly and slowly lifted his body off mine. I felt the cool air on my sweat soaked body and watched in fascination as the sweat continued to slowly drip off of him and onto me. He didn’t remove his cock from my still throbbing pussy though. He opened his eyes and looked down at me again, that arrogant grin back on his face. It didn’t bother me quite as much this time. Any guy who can make me react to his plunging cock the way he just did has a right to feel a little arrogant!


With his flaccid cock still buried deep in my body he looked up and breathlessly exclaimed, “You’re gonna love this one, Doc! This has to be the hottest one yet!”


I wonder how many girls like me have found themselves in this position. But it’s just idle curiosity. I don’t really care about anything right now, nothing but the cloud upon which I’m floating.


Louis eventually rose up onto his knees. He straddled my body and moved up until the head of his soft, shiny cock is just inches from my lips. I thought he was going to make me suck it again and I’m not sure I would have minded. But instead he used a handful of my long, blonde hair to wipe our combined juices from his cock before getting to his feet and ordering, “Go take another shower, bitch. Clean that cunt out good. Mr. C don’t want you leaking cum all over his nice house.”


I sat up and looked down at my crotch. I thought it must surely look different after that violent fuck! It’s red and swollen, puffy looking. But other than those temporary changes it looks perfectly normal. I was staring down at myself in a sort of daze when the first large dollop of Louis’s semen oozed out of me. Without really thinking about what I was doing I reached down and scooped it up with my fingers. I held it up and looked at it; my first real close-up look at the substance that makes the world go round. The smell is surprisingly strong. It isn’t entirely pleasant but it’s heady. I don’t mind it. I was still staring at it wonder when I heard Louis quietly order, “Eat it.”


I looked up to see if he meant it. From the look on his face I know he’s serious. Only then did I notice Mr. C is still filming me as I sit there with my legs spread and my fingers cradling a couple tablespoons of cum. I looked past the camera to Mr. C’s face and obediently lifted my fingers to my lips. I lapped it all up and once again made note of the mellow, almost pleasant taste of Louis’s cum. I thought it might taste different this way, coming out of my pussy mixed with some of my own juices. It doesn’t. I swallowed and then stared into the camera as I licked my fingers clean. Then I shocked myself when, without being told, I reached down and gathered another, smaller dollop and repeated the degrading but extremely erotic process. No more semen oozed out of me so I finally struggled to my feet and returned to Mr. C’s palatial bathroom for another shower.


I took a long, hot, relaxing shower and contemplated everything I’ve done or allowed others to do to me since I left my house this morning. I should have been ... I don’t know; traumatized I guess. Everything I’ve done here today is totally out of character. I’m simply not this kind of girl! Or at least I wasn’t. I can’t deny that I’ve enjoyed the hell out of everything I’ve done; every humiliating, degrading, extremely exciting sexual act in which I’ve taken part. My only worry is that the real me seems to be slipping away and I don’t think that’s a good thing. I don’t want this excitement to end. But I don’t want to become a total slut, either. I don’t want to be turned into a prostitute or spend my life dancing around a pole in some sleazy club while men stick dollar bills in my garter. It might be fun once in a while. But I wouldn’t want that to be my life.


I dried off, borrowed a couple mouthfuls of Mr. C’s mouthwash and returned to the living room. The three of them stopped talking and smiled at me as I entered the room. They’re all sipping on frosty bottles of beer and Mr. C offered me one.


I grinned at him and reminded him that I’m too young to drink. He chuckled and asked if I’d like a soft drink or juice. I asked for a fresh glass of ice water and he rose to get it. I was trying to decide where to sit when Doc took that decision out of my hands. He waved me closer and pulled me down into his lap, carefully so as not to injure his cock which is dangling down, resting on his hairy balls.


Louis put his beer down and resumed his recording duties. Doc’s free hand began to gently explore my body and he said, “You are one of the sexiest, most attractive young women I’ve ever met. Not only that but you seem much more intelligent and more self-aware than the average teenager. You make me curious. I’d like to know what was going through your mind when you got that phone call. What is it that convinced you to come here today?”


I smiled nervously because I’m not really sure how to answer him and because it’s kind of embarrassing to admit how naïve ... how really stupid I am despite his baseless impression of me. It makes me even more uncomfortable to have my soul bared to all the perverts who will no doubt purchase this movie and just as certainly masturbate repeatedly while watching it. But he’s waiting for an answer so I replied, “I’m not certain I can answer that. I don’t really understand it myself. Maybe you should ask Mr. C what I was thinking. He seems to understand me better than I understand myself.


“I can honestly say that I never even imagined doing any of the things I’ve done here today. And yet, there must have been something inside me, something dark which Mr. C awoke with his phone calls. I don’t know if it’s in all girls. I doubt it. I don’t know how much Mr. C told you about his phone calls. It didn’t take much for him to get me here once he got me thinking about it and I’m embarrassed about that. I never thought I’d be easy. I didn’t expect all this; three guys, including a kid from my school, the camera, the internet. I thought I was coming here to have sex with one man. I don’t know if I would have come if I’d known everything up front. No. That’s not true. I know I wouldn’t have come if I knew in advance what was waiting for me here.”


“Are you sorry you came?”


I sighed and admitted, “No. You’ve seen how I reacted. I even had an orgasm when you ... when you did what you did. I’m trying not to think about how far in over my head I’ve gotten when I came here and agreed to do whatever I’m told, not just today but for some indefinite time into the future. That part is even more terrifying than the things I’ve already done. I don’t know what’s going to happen when school starts back up on Monday and Louis does whatever he’s going to do. I’m terrified by the idea of sneaking out of my house to have sex with strangers who find my phone number in a men’s room. And I don’t know what Mr. C has planned for me in the future. Apparently this is just the beginning, sort of an audition. He won’t tell me what he has planned for me or give me some idea of how long this little sexual adventure can be expected to last. I think I’d probably freak out if I knew.”


“But despite your fears you intend to do what they want?”


I shrugged and quietly answered, “Until I can’t ... I guess. And I don’t even know why! Right up until I was doing all this stuff I knew I wasn’t ‘that kind of girl’!”


I don’t know if my answers to his questions had anything to do with it or if it’s just the pleasure he’s getting from feeling up a fourteen-year-old girl. But I can feel his cock growing and throbbing under me. I looked into his eyes and we both knew it was time for his blowjob.


I smiled and slid out of his lap. I dropped to my knees between his legs without waiting to be told. He leaned back, spread his legs, and watched with a satisfied look already on his face. I glanced at Mr. C to see if He’s watching. He is, and Louis is still recording.


I finally got a good look at Doc’s cock in its erect state. It’s larger than I expected. It’s nearly as long as Mr. C’s though only about half as big around or maybe a little more. It’s still a respectable cock. It’s hard to believe he fucked my ass with it and I enjoyed it.


I reached out and cradled his hairy balls with my left hand and wrapped the fingers of my right hand around the base of his cock. Unlike the first two cocks I sucked today, my fingertips touched. I’m able to wrap them all the way around Doc’s thinner cock. But still there are about four respectable inches of tubular flesh sticking up above my fist waiting to be satisfied with my mouth.


I leaned forward and began to kiss and lick my third cock of the day. I can’t help wondering why doing something so nasty is so exciting. I took a strange satisfaction from his quiet moan of pleasure when my lips touched him. I wonder if this feels as good for guys as I felt when Mr. C ate my pussy. I guess it must. From what I’ve heard, guys really like having their cocks sucked.


After a minute or two of teasing with my lips and tongue I slid my lips down over the head of his cock and all the way down the shaft until they reached my hand. Doc sighed loudly and said, “You’re getting good at this very quickly, sweetheart. You must be a natural. Would you like some advice on how to be even better?”


I mumbled a positive response around his cock which he seemed to enjoy. After he moaned he said, “I can help you with your gag reflex. It’s all mental. Think about it. You don’t gag when you eat or drink do you? Keep my cock in your mouth and before your down stroke try to swallow. You probably won’t be able to with the head of my cock in your mouth. Some girls seem to be able to, but most cannot. The important thing is making the effort. If you make the effort, you trick your body into expecting something to touch the back of your throat. Once you’ve done that half a dozen times or so you’ll probably have your gag reflex under control. I think you’ll find that’s a plus before very long. Go ahead and give it a try.”


I can’t help being a little skeptical, but I saw no reason not to at least try. He should know what he’s talking about. He is, after all, a doctor. I discovered for the first time how difficult it is to swallow without closing my jaw, but I made the effort. Then I carefully slid my lips down over his cock until the head of it came into contact with the back of my throat. Much to my surprise it actually worked!!


He saw the surprise in my eyes and smiled. I drew back until just the head of his cock was in my mouth and he said, “Very good. Now do that about half a dozen more times and then try it without swallowing.”


And so I did. After the sixth time I tried it without swallowing and as promised I didn’t gag. He smiled and said, “Again.”


I did it again and then again. But they had a surprise in store for me on my eighth attempt. My attention has been centered on Doc and his cock. I’ve been unaware that Mr. C has gotten to his feet and is standing right behind me. I didn’t realize it until that eighth attempt. Just as Doc’s cock touched the back of my throat, Mr. C placed his hand on the back of my head and pushed. Before I had time to even realize what was happening Doc’s cock slid right down my throat!


I panicked and started to struggle but Mr. C is a large and very strong man. He held me in place easily. Doc tapped my cheek to get my attention and in his soothing voice, no doubt achieved after years of attempting to calm patients, he quietly said, “Relax, Kayla. You can breathe. Breathe through your nose. And as a medical professional I can assure you that you aren’t being harmed. Relax, girl. You need to learn how to do this. It’s for your own good.”


I did calm down a little when I realized he was right, I can breathe through my nose. I fail to see how doing this is for my own good. I finally stopped struggling and Mr. C returned to his seat. As soon as he let me go I sat up. I let Doc’s cock slip from my mouth and stared at him accusingly. He smiled at me, shrugged, and asked, “Would you rather learn how to do that with my cock or with Louis’s?”


Before I could respond he asked, “How is your throat? Are you in pain?”


I’m surprised to find that my throat doesn’t hurt any more than it does if I swallow something the wrong way. But whether it hurts or not I feel as though I’ve been somehow betrayed; tricked or taken advantage of. I glared at him without answering until he said, “It’s a trick you’re going to have to learn, Kayla. You’re going to have to do it as a part of your new life as one of Mr. C’s pets. You’ll be doing it for the amusement of his internet customers and you’ll be doing it for your co-stars in the movies you’ll be making. And of course, Mr. C and Louis both enjoy it. You should be grateful you don’t have to start out with Louis. Surely you remember what it was like when he tried to fuck your throat earlier.”


I was surprised by how normal my voice sounded when I replied, “Why? Why do I have to do that? I don’t like it. It hurts. And I never agreed to those things. I don’t want to make movies or be an internet porn star!”


He continued to smile benignly as he said, “I’m afraid you did agree to all that, my dear. You agreed to do whatever you were told. You were given a chance to back out. But you didn’t take it. Now you belong to Mr. C until he no longer has any use for you. You’re going to have all the sex a teenage girl could ever want, and you’ll make enough money by the time you finish high school to pay for four years in a good college and then some.”


By the time he was halfway through speaking I’m pretty certain my heart and lungs had stopped functioning! What the hell have I gotten myself into?!!


Doc continued, “My job will be to make certain you don’t get pregnant and you don’t pick up any diseases. Your co-stars and the boys Louis will be sharing you with don’t take kindly to diseased pussy. Now, Kayla, let me see if you can take my cock down your throat with no help from anyone else. I still want my blowjob.”


My lungs and my heart seem to be working again but my brain seems frozen. The phrase “what the hell have I gotten myself into” is repeating over and over to the exclusion of all other thought. I finally tore my gaze away from Doc’s benign smile and looked back down at his still erect cock. Judging by the amount of lube oozing out of the hole in the top of his throbbing member he’s getting a big kick out of the destruction of my normal life and the part he’s playing in personally introducing me to my new life as a prostitute, a porn star, and a slut who performs sexual acts on demand for anyone who cares to use my body. It’s only just starting to sink in that Doc may have had me fooled. Apparently, he isn’t quite as nice as he lets on; not if he enjoys turning the lives of young teenage girls upside down the way they’re doing to me and god only knows how many other girls.


In a daze I leaned back down, wrapped my hand around his cock and took the slimy head into my mouth. He grabbed my wrist and gently pulled my hand away saying, “You don’t need that now. Use your throat the way I just taught you. Trust me, you’ll thank me later.”


Thinking of Louis’s large cock and his earlier attempt to shove it down my throat I know he’s right. That doesn’t make the task any less daunting. But ours is not to reason why. I cradled his balls with my left hand. I rested my right arm on the seat cushion beside Doc’s leg and slowly slid my mouth down over his thin, seven ... well, maybe seven and three-quarter-inch cock. When the head of his cock struck the back of my throat I felt a slight urge to gag but I suppressed it. His cock didn’t slide easily down my throat though. I struggled for a moment before backing up and trying again.


Doc quietly encouraged me, telling me what a good job I’m doing for my first time and even that I look beautiful with a cock in my mouth. In the first place I doubt if anyone looks beautiful with a cock in their mouth. But I don’t really care much about his words. This isn’t something I particularly wanted to be good at doing and I don’t care what I look like with a cock in my mouth. However, his soothing tone does seem to help even though I now question his sincerity.


On my second attempt I swallowed first and then slid my mouth back down until the head of his cock struck my throat. I started applying pressure, ignoring the slight pain and the fear of what this activity might be doing to my throat. I was just about to give up when suddenly something gave and my lips slid the rest of the way down his erect cock and the head of his cock probed all the way down my throat with surprising ease.


I remained like that for several long seconds, trying to adjust to the uncomfortable presence in my throat. Just as I started to draw back again, Mr. C came over and sat on the floor beside me with his back against the couch. I looked in his direction but my eyes are filled with tears. He’s just a bump on my horizon. If I didn’t know it was him I couldn’t have recognized him. But I quickly came to appreciate his presence. He reached under me and began to play with my pussy and despite the huge shock I just received and the unpleasant task I’m performing I can’t help feeling my own arousal begin to return. I quickly discovered that deepthroating a cock is much easier when I’m turned on.


As my own arousal grew I was able to establish a rhythm, sliding my lips and tongue up and down Doc’s shaft, taking it all the way down into my throat on each stroke now. Once I grew accustomed to it I discovered it isn’t really that bad. The thought of performing this same task on the larger cocks of Mr. C and Louis is still daunting though.


Time and this odious task passed more quickly as my arousal grew. It didn’t seem like that long at all before Doc tensed up, wrapped his hands around my head to hold me in place and climaxed, sending his semen straight down my throat. No muss, no fuss! I didn’t even taste it!


As soon as he relaxed his hold on my head I straightened up. I swallowed a few times to make sure I still can. Then Mr. C handed me my water glass and I gulped down half of it, relieved to find that everything still works.


I didn’t know it yet, but my ordeal isn’t over. Mr. C is still playing with my pussy, and I’m still aroused. But I can’t say I’m ready for what he has in mind. He smiled and said, “That was very good, Kayla. Let’s see if you’re ready for the next step. We might as well get you broken in right.”


He took the water glass from my hand and placed it on the coffee table. I glanced down at his larger cock and felt the panic set in all over again. I think that just this moment, for the very first time, the enormity of the mistake I made when I agreed to meet this man finally hit home. The things Louis and Doc have been telling me about my new life as they see it are terrifying and certainly give me good reason to wonder what the hell I was thinking when I gave control of my body to Mr. C. But it’s the pain, the fear, and more than anything else the feeling of being trapped and helpless that have driven the point home. In large part I must admit it was the thought of being trapped and helpless that made me think coming here was so exciting. But now I know better. Now I’m not thinking with my pussy and I realize, I screwed up!!


I looked back up at his face and quietly pleaded, “Please. I don’t like doing that. Please don’t make me.”


I started to struggle to my feet. I’m finally coming to my senses. I’ve got to get my clothes on and get the hell out of here!


Only that isn’t how it worked out. Before I could get to my feet, Mr. C grabbed a handful of my hair. Effortlessly he pulled me back down to my knees and then over until I was sitting beside him, our naked bodies pressed against each other as we leaned back against the couch. He put his arm around my shoulders, but it isn’t a sign of affection. He held me firmly in place and said, “Louis, connect the camera to the television. Let’s have a little light entertainment before we continue.”


While Louis connected the camera to the television Mr. C said, “I’m very disappointed, Kayla. You gave me your word. You promised to do everything you were told from now on. I can’t abide one of my girls lying to me. First, as much as it pains me to do this, I’m going to have to punish you for lying and for disobeying me. Then I suppose I’m going to have to make your situation a little clearer to you. Then we can get back to breaking you in.”


Before his words had fully sunk in he pulled me across his lap and rested his hand on my ass. I lay there in shock, too stunned to struggle as he said, “I don’t usually do this with my bare hand, Kayla. I usually use a belt or a quirt. But since this is your first day and you’re confused I’ll take it easy on you.”


With that he lifted his hand and spanked my ass. I’ve never been struck by anyone! Never! Not once in my entire life! I was so startled I didn’t even think to struggle until the second violent blow came down on my unprotected ass!


There was no escape, though. He held me down with one strong arm and continued to spank me while I screamed and squirmed helplessly in his lap. It hurt. It hurt a lot! He wasn’t playing around. But as bad as it hurt, I’m not certain the humiliation wasn’t worse. He struck me five times and then stopped. He continued to hold me over his lap and lightly massage my stinging ass cheeks until I began to quiet down. It wasn’t until a minute or two passed and I lay sobbing quietly over his lap that I became aware of his hard cock throbbing under me. He enjoyed that!! Hurting me turned the son of a bitch on!!


A minute or two passed before he finally pushed me off his lap. Using a handful of my hair he guided my face to his lap, but he didn’t try to force his cock down my throat. Instead, he sternly ordered, “Nurse on that while you watch television and I explain your situation to you.”


The huge television came to life and I saw a nearly life size image of myself standing in this room. I’m still fully dressed. I’m just about to begin undressing for them. Mr. C said, “Keep watching. Imagine how your parents and the kids you go to school with would react to this.”


There it is! It’s out in the open now. I can’t say I wasn’t expecting it. Blackmail. God! I’m so fucking stupid!


He waited until I started taking my blouse off on the screen before he said, “I’d hoped to keep our relationship more congenial.”


Congenial my ass! But I’m only half listening. I can’t tear my eyes away from the television. I watched myself slowly undressing for them in a strange combination of terror and fascination. Horror at the thought of my parents seeing this; fascination because I vividly remember how breathtakingly exciting it was to be standing there undressing in front of Mr. C and Louis. I know I must do whatever it takes to make certain my mother and father never see this. It would kill them. Especially my father! That isn’t hyperbole. He’s had heart problems in the past.


My horror only deepened when Mr. C began spelling out all the terrible things I’ve begun to suspect, to fear, about my new life. I lay on the floor beside him, sucking gently on his cock and watching a replay of my initial striptease while in a quiet but firm voice he said, “You’re one of my little whores now. You only have to do one thing from now until I get tired of you. You have to do every fucking thing you’re told. It’s as simple as that. You don’t even have to think about it. You have no alternatives, and you have no decisions to make. You’ll fuck me and anyone else I tell you to fuck whenever and wherever I tell you to fuck them. You’ll obey any other order I give you, no matter how you feel about it. As long as you do what you’re told there’s no reason your parents and most of your classmates will ever need to find out about your slutty secret life.


“You’re going to put on more internet performances. I like the one you put on today and I’m confident my customers did, too. The shows are highly profitable and easy to set up. You’ll also be making pornographic movies for a small but growing list of customers who are into that sort of thing and can be trusted to keep their porn collections private.


“My little company makes all sorts of movies. You’ll be doing things you never imagined. Some of it you may enjoy but not all the things you do will be so pleasant. Some of my customers like some pretty nasty shit. To be perfectly honest, I have tastes that run toward the kinky shit myself as you’ll soon learn.


“I’ll take it a little easy on you in the beginning, as long as you do what you’re told and don’t piss me off. But I’m warning you now, the next time you refuse to do something, the next time you say no or try to leave without permission, all bets are off. I’ll have you doing shit even the raunchiest porn actors won’t do, and I promise you I’ll get a kick out of it.


“Do we understand each other?”


Now I know what terror is. The spanking I just received was nothing compared to the blow to my mental health he just inflicted with his words. I can no longer see myself undressing on the television. The tears born of fear, and at last but too late, a true understanding of what it means to be helpless, are streaming down my cheeks and running down onto Mr. C’s cock and balls. I’m lost!


... ONE OF HIS WHORES?!! How many girls like me does he have in his power?! I suddenly remember Louis saying something earlier about one of the girls in my class. Are they making one of my classmates do these things, too? Oh god! What have I done!


“Okay, bitch. Break time is over. I don’t mind if you cry. In fact, I kind of like it. But it’s time to get back to your training. Get up on your hands and knees and start sucking that cock for real. I want to see your lips stretched around the base of my cock. It’s probably going to be uncomfortable for you, but we’ve gone through this before with dozens of girls. Once you’ve done it with one cock you can do it with pretty much any cock. You just have to make the effort. If it’s any consolation, I hear it gets easier every time you do it.”


I thought about offering to let him demonstrate on Louis. That thought amused me so much I couldn’t keep a small smile from forming on my face. Even though my lips are occupied he saw a trace of my smile and looked at me like he’s wondering about the state of my sanity. But I’ve already pissed him off. No sense making things any harder for myself than they are already. I let his cock slide out of my mouth and struggled to sit up. I wiped my eyes on my forearms and saw Louis pointing that damn camera at me again. I suppose it doesn’t matter now.


I got into position on my hands and knees, lowered myself to my elbows and took the head of Mr. C’s cock into my mouth again. Just knowing I’m going to have to force this thick cock down my throat seems to make it look even larger now. Up until this point in my life I’ve been lucky. I haven’t had much experience with pain. Perhaps that’s why I don’t handle it well. The thought of intentionally doing something I know is going to hurt me ... well, that’s just foreign to me. I know, however, that if I don’t do this the pain inflicted by Mr. C will be worse and one way or another I’ll still end up with a cock in my throat. So, I began sliding my lips down the fat cock in my mouth, feeling my terror grow as more and more of it slid slowly over my tongue.


I slid my lips down until I felt the head of his cock wedge in the back of my throat. I sobbed around it in anticipation of the pain I’m about to experience but at least I didn’t gag on it this time. I started applying pressure, trying to force the head of his cock down into my throat. Despite his assurances I’m all but certain it will never fit; not without damaging me.


Ignoring the pain, I applied more and more pressure. But it just wouldn’t go. I started to pull back. Surely he has to see that I tried as hard as I could. But his cock is too large. It turns out I’m wrong on both counts. When he saw me giving up and lifting my head he placed one large hand on the back of my head and jerked my head back down while at the same time thrusting up with his hips. The pain is all but unbearable and I began to panic immediately. But much to my surprise he managed to force his cock down my throat. Suddenly my lips are buried in his pubic hair, my nose pressed against his hard belly.


I’m so shocked that it took me a few seconds to realize I’m unable to breathe! Unlike with Doc’s thinner cock, Mr. C’s cock constricts my airway to the point no air can pass. I began to struggle but he held me there long enough to say, “Relax, stupid. I’m not going to kill you. I’ll let you up for air in a few seconds. Just relax for a second or two and get used to having my cock in your throat.”


I forced myself to cease my more violent struggles, suppressing my natural survival instincts with great difficulty. But I didn’t relax. I doubt if it would have been possible. I continued to apply pressure with my arms, trying to push myself up and off of the fat cock buried in my throat and causing me so much pain.


He finally let me up and I let his entire cock slip from my mouth. I gasped for breath and prayed that my ordeal would end now. Of course my prayers went unanswered. He allowed me to catch my breath for a few seconds but then I felt his hand return to the back of my head and he guided my mouth back down to his cock saying, “It’s for your own good, Kayla. We’re going to keep doing this until you can do it on your own.”


For my own good!! Bullshit! I could have lived my entire life quite happily without ever experiencing this horrible pain!


Off to my side I heard Louis chuckle and say, “It’ll be a lot easier for her once I stretch her throat out.”


This time Mr. C didn’t warn him off. He chuckled and replied, “You do have a way with the opposite sex, Louis; a way of terrorizing them. Maybe that’s what this bitch needs. She’s easy on the eyes but for a smart girl she’s an awfully slow learner.”


By then the head of his cock was back in my mouth and he was applying steady pressure against the back of my head. I stiffened my arms and resisted briefly. But only long enough to gulp down a little more oxygen. Except for that I didn’t try to fight him. I know I’ll only lose.


I felt a hand moving between my thighs and a moment later fingers began to tease my pussy. It must be Doc. Louis is still working the camera. If he thinks he’s going to turn me on and make this easier for me he’s out of his rabbit ass mind! Nothing is going to distract me enough to make what Mr. C is doing bearable!


Much to my surprise, however, maybe because I’m new at being touched there it does feel good. Maybe it will help a little. I doubt it. But I’m willing to try anything to make this torture more bearable.


And then the head of Mr. C’s cock was at the back of my throat again and everything around me pretty much ceased to exist. He began applying more pressure on the back of my head. I did what I could, attempting to force my lips farther down the shaft. As I struggled to help him torment me this way he said, “I’m going to help you again this time. I want you to do it on your own on the next stroke.”


Oh good. He’s going to help. I’m so fucking lucky. There was more pressure on the back of my head and suddenly, painfully, the head of his cock and about three inches of the shaft entered my throat again. I’d try to describe this horrible feeling but as far as I know there’s nothing like it; at least nothing I’ve ever experienced in my short life. I only know it hurt like hell. But thankfully it wasn’t as awful as the first time. I still have serious doubts about my ability to do this on my own. And I don’t think anything Doc does between my legs will make a difference. His touch feels pretty good back there. But not nearly good enough to make this horrible pain go away.


Mr. C held me in place once again, his cock buried halfway down my throat. I discovered that with a little extra effort I can manage to suck a little air through my partially blocked airway; enough to keep me alive, to keep me from losing consciousness. But not really enough to live on.


The pain doesn’t seem quite as bad this time. And having survived the first assault on my throat I’m not quite as panicky as I was. If I had a choice, I’d choose to be almost anywhere but here. But I think that now I’m more fearful of what will happen after his climax. Will it then be Louis’s turn to drive his massive cock down my throat? Oh Jesus! He’ll kill me!!


Mr. C said, “I’m going to take my hand away. Count to fifty, slowly, and then let my cock slide out of your throat but not your mouth. Take a couple of deep breaths and then do it again on your own this time. I know it hurts but I’m warning you now, if you don’t succeed I’ll punish you. And I guarantee the punishment will be much worse than taking my cock down your throat.”


Before I had time to contemplate his threat, he took his hand away and said, “Start counting.”


My brain isn’t functioning properly now. My thinking is clouded. Whether from lack of oxygen or fear I can’t say. But I forced myself to concentrate and counted to fifty very slowly. At fifty I slowly lifted my head and let his cock slide out of my throat. Much to my surprise it didn’t seem to hurt as much this time. I must be getting numb. I hope so. If not, I’ll never be able to do this on my own.


With only the knob at the top of his cock in my mouth I gulped in as much air as possible, feeding my oxygen starved lungs. I began to feel a little more clear headed so I have to assume the earlier fog I experienced was due largely to oxygen deprivation. The problem with that is I don’t want to be clear headed, not until this ordeal is over.


I sucked in one deep breath after another until I sensed that Mr. C is losing patience. I took one last deep breath and began sliding my lips back down over his thick shaft. I’m aware of Doc’s talented fingers still playing with my pussy but it isn’t helping. I’m much too scared to become aroused.


I’ve gotten past gagging now. I went down on his cock until the large knob at the top is wedged at the back of my throat. I ignored the pain and applied more and more pressure, spurred on by the fear of some unnamed but no doubt horrible punishment to which I’ll be subjected if I fail to sink my lips down to the root of his oversized cock.


I began to panic when it seemed like no matter how hard I try, no matter how much pressure I apply, nothing is happening. Just as I was about to decide to back off and try again something gave and suddenly his cock entered my throat. My lips slid down the last four inches so quickly I hurt my nose when it plowed into his hard stomach!


I DID IT!! But can I do it again?


I paused for a moment in the hopes that my throat might adjust to the abuse to which it’s being subjected and that subsequent attempts will be easier. According to him I’m just one of many girls he torments this way. That must mean it’s possible to teach one’s body to accept this abuse. I slowly raised my head, allowing all but the head of his cock to slide back out of my mouth.


Mr. C patted me on the head as though I were his pet and said, “Good girl. I knew you could do it with a little motivation. Keep it up now. Show the world what you can do.”


Oh yeah! There’s a goal to inspire me! Asshole! I have no desire for the world to know what I’m doing here today. Unfortunately, it isn’t up to me. I repeated the process, intent on getting this ordeal over with as quickly as possible. Much to my surprise, after three or four minutes of this torture it’s becoming ... well, not easy; but bearable. In the middle of each down stroke the head of his cock strikes the back of my throat and seems to catch for a second. But then it slides past whatever the obstruction is and slides right down my throat. Soon I was speeding up and teasing his balls with my fingers and I can see signs that his orgasm is rapidly approaching. The relief I feel when I realize my ordeal is nearly at an end is incredible.


Just before he climaxed, he moaned and said in a hoarse voice, “Much better my little slut! I’m going to cum now. Hold the head of my cock in your mouth and finish me off with your hand. I wouldn’t want to deprive you of your reward.


“Good girl! That’s it! Oh yeah! Here it comes, bitch!”


I’m extremely grateful to him for letting me stop what I’ve been doing. Allowing a large cock to invade my throat over and over again had become just about bearable by the time he told me to stop. But it never stopped being unpleasant. As my mouth begins to fill with yet another load of bitter cock cream, though, through my tears I can see Louis recording everything off to the side. The almost certain knowledge that he’s going to be next to rape my throat is filling me with terror once again.


I’m both pleased and relieved to discover I can still swallow. Apparently, Doc was right. Nothing was damaged when Mr. C reamed out my throat with his large cock. I swallowed two thick loads of semen and then swallowed several more times trying in vain to get the bitter taste out of my mouth. Each time I swallow it seems to become a little easier, a little less painful.


I waited until his cock began to go soft and finally lifted my head. I wiped the tears from my eyes and pleaded silently with Mr. C to put an end to this. He knows what I fear. He knows how badly I want to leave. But he just smiled at me, a cruel smile that made it totally clear how much he enjoys treating me, or any girl, this way. The more than slightly arrogant but seemingly reasonable man who picked me up in the park this morning is now showing his true colors. He looked me right in the eyes, smiled widely and said, “Okay, Louis. I think she should be able to handle that horse cock of yours now.”


Chapter 5


I didn’t bother to protest. I know nothing I say will change anything that’s about to happen to me. It will only serve to amuse them. While Mr. C stood up, I turned and looked up at the evil grin on Louis’s face as he handed the camera to Mr. C. Louis’s attention is also focused on me. I’m not certain if he was talking to me or Mr. C when he leered at me and said, “This is probably my favorite part of breaking in a new cunt.”


Mr. C smiled and chuckled quietly. It doesn’t do anything for my peace of mind that he seems to be enjoying making me suffer just as much as Louis obviously does.


Louis reached down to caress his semi-erect cock. His smile seemed to grow as he stood there, as though basking in the fear he can plainly see on my face. His fist traveled slowly up and down his thick shaft which continues to grow as he anticipates raping my throat.


Mr. C stepped back, pointed the camera at us and began recording. As soon as he was out of the way, Louis assumed control of me and said, “Lie down on your back on the coffee table.”


I moved my water glass to one of the nearby end tables and stretched out on the sturdy wooden table. I’m not sure how this is supposed to work. The table is too wide for him straddle it. Is he going to lie down on top of me?


Louis turned to Mr. C; I assume to make certain the camera is rolling. Then he dropped to his knees at the end of the table near my head. I was unable to figure out what he has in mind until he reached under my shoulders, grasped me by my armpits and pulled me toward him, not stopping until my head was hanging down over the end. He gripped my head with his strong hands and inched a little closer.


I groaned as I found myself staring at his massive cock just inches from my face. Now it’s obvious what he has in mind. I’m in the perfect position for him to slide his cock straight down my throat! I’ll be totally helpless. He’ll, in effect, be fucking my throat; no doubt in the same violent manner he seems to enjoy whenever he does anything to me.


I’m trying to convince myself that, as frightening as the prospect is, it may be easier for me in this position. He’ll be doing all the work and it looks like it will be a straight line down my throat. It isn’t working. I’m not listening to me. I suppose I can’t trust me after I put myself in this position to begin with. I can feel the terror building rapidly.


This sort of fear, this sort of helplessness, the pain they’re inflicting on me, these are what I’ve imagined when I’ve heard about or read about some poor woman becoming a victim of a violent rape. I’m experiencing a version of what those women go through with the major exception that I’m responsible for my being here and although there is fear, I’m reasonably certain that when they finish with me, for today at least, I’ll be allowed to go home. I willingly put myself in this situation. So much for thinking I’m reasonably intelligent.


I’ve gotten a lot more than I bargained for when I agreed to meet Mr. C this morning and let him have sex with me. But I foolishly brought this down on myself. And they’ve made it all too clear that it doesn’t end when they finish with me this afternoon. This is only the beginning. Mr. C has made it very clear that I’m now the kind of girl who men call at night when they’re looking for a good time, for a piece of ass. That’s what I am now, a piece of ass.


I don’t have time to dwell on how I’ve ruined my life, though. There’s a long, fat, throbbing black cock pressing against my lips, demanding my full attention. I slowly allowed my lips to part as I looked down that threatening shaft and wondered if even after all I’ve just gone through I’ll be able to survive this.


Mr. C quietly cautioned, “Take it easy on her at first. Let her get used to it.”


Louis responded, “Yeah. I know. You always say that.”


Mr. C chuckled and reminded him, “You always seem to forget.”


Louis shrugged and replied, “I like put’n a cunt in her place right from the get-go. That way they don’t have any question who’s in charge.”


As his cock slowly pressed toward the back of my throat, I found myself wondering once again how many other girls have been lured in and broken this way; broken in more ways than one. All other thoughts were pushed aside, though, as Louis wedged the head of his cock into the back of my throat and began to apply pressure.


Apparently, there isn’t as much difference between his cock and Mr. C’s as I feared. Or at least my throat can’t tell the difference. His cock slid down my throat much more easily than the first few times Mr. C did it. It even seemed easier than the first few times Doc raped my throat with his thinner cock. It’s just as unpleasant and as painful as it had been just before Mr. C finally climaxed. But even this is apparently something to which a person can become accustomed. I guess Mr. C was right. It’s getting easier each time. How lucky can a girl get?


Louis’s hands released my head when it became apparent I’m not going to fight him. As his cock started its second trip down my throat his hands came to rest on my breasts. He began to squeeze them and twist them, pausing now and then to pinch and pull on my nipples. Having a guy touch my boobs is still new and exciting. It happened today for the very first time. So what Louis is doing is mildly pleasant despite the pain. But with each stroke of his cock now he’s fucking my throat harder and faster and short of amputating them nothing he does to my tits can distract me from the assault of his cock on my throat.


A minor concern when Louis pulled me toward him until my head hung down was that once he started fucking my mouth and throat my head would begin to pound against the end of the coffee table. I’m not sure why but that isn’t happening.


Someone started teasing my pussy again. I assume it’s Doc since Mr. C is recording us, but I can’t say for certain. When I open my eyes the only thing I can see is a huge, black, hairy ball sack swinging back and forth, slapping me in the face at the end of every stroke.


I initially assumed that nothing Doc did would distract me from Louis’s cock, either. But something weird started happening. Despite the increasing violence of the face fuck to which I’m being subjected my body seems to be ... I don’t know, adjusting maybe. It doesn’t hurt as much now. Maybe I’m getting numb. As the pain slowly decreases the pleasure I’m starting to feel in my pussy and my tits is building.


I hate to admit it, but now that I’m not so worried about being physically damaged by Louis the idea of being used this way is starting to turn me on a little. I still hate what they’re doing to me. I’ll be perfectly happy if I never have to do this again. But the idea of being a helpless sex toy is kind of a turn on. I suppose that sort of thinking is how I ended up here in the first place. I have to admit, though, something about this kinky situation turns me on, especially now that the pain to which I’m being subjected has become bearable.


I began to sense a change in Louis after what seemed like a very long time and I realized he’s nearing orgasm. Despite my own growing arousal, I’m extremely relieved that this torment is about to come to an end. I’m beginning to fear that if it continues I may climax, too. I’d be incredibly embarrassed if I were to climax like this. I don’t want them to think I’m enjoying this abuse.


The end, when it finally came, was a bit more traumatic than I imagined. When Mr. C raped my throat a few minutes ago he pulled back and let me finish him off with my hand so that he filled my mouth with his semen when he climaxed. Louis didn’t do that. I’ve managed to time his strokes well enough that I’ve been able to suck in some air between every thrust of his cock down my throat. But when he finally started to orgasm, he pressed his belly against my face and let his cum loose straight down my gullet. That would have been fine, I suppose, except that his cock is enough thicker than Mr. C’s that I’m unable to breathe when it’s buried in my throat. The first ten or fifteen seconds were a relief because those painful thrusts have stopped. But I’ve been deprived of adequate oxygen since he started and it isn’t long before the need for it became an imperative.


Louis ignored my growing struggles while his cock spurted one blast of hot cum after another down my throat. He held me down with his strong hands, seemingly unaware that I’m going to die if he doesn’t soon let me have some air. He might have done just that if Mr. C hadn’t quietly told him to give me some air. Louis groaned and slowly let his cock slide out of my throat, leaving just the large knob in my mouth to drain for another minute or so.


Louis fell away, finally, after the last of his cum had drained into my mouth. I lay there on the coffee table panting and praying that they’re finished with me. I’m sore and I’m totally exhausted. My hopes of being released increased when Mr. C helped me up and told me to go take another shower.


All during the long, hot shower I thought about the things I’ve done and the trap I’ve fallen into by letting hormones overrule my better judgment. Okay, I can’t deny that at first the things that happened were exciting. But the last half hour has been pure torture and they’re hinting ... hinting hell, they’re promising the torment has only begun. I can handle an afternoon fling. Even when it gets out of control as this one has. But a life of this?! No way! I’m going to have to have a serious talk with Mr. C and make him see reason. I’ve gotten in way over my head. I can’t be the kind of girl he’s trying to turn me into. There has to be a way to get him to let me go that doesn’t end up with my parents and the kids at school finding out about the terrible things I’ve done here today.


Or at least I pray there is. But deep down inside I know that nothing I say or do is going to have any effect on Mr. C or on Louis who is nearly as large a threat to me. I have no doubt that a large number of young girls who were just as dumb as I’ve just proven myself to be have ended up trying to reason their way out of this mess. And this is only partly about the pleasure of raping young girls. I have since learned that profit is the major motivation for the things they do to the girls who fall into their web. I can think of no logical reason to offer Mr. C for letting me go and giving up the money he’s anticipating making from my future internet shows and pornographic movies.


I walked down the hallway toward the living room hoping desperately that I’ll find the men dressed and Mr. C will be ready to take me home. Instead, I entered the room to find them sitting around watching more of the recording they’ve made of the day’s events and playing leisurely with their hard cocks in anticipation of raping me yet again.


I can’t believe it! I almost lost it. I came very close to making a run for the door and running out into the street stark naked. But I pictured my parent’s faces if the things I’ve done here come out and I know I have to stay. I could give up a lot of things, but not the love of my parents.


I paused in the doorway and looked at them. I glanced at the television. They’re watching me suck Mr. C’s cock while Doc fucks my ass. As disturbing as that image is, it’s made far more disconcerting by the look of lust obvious on my face. No one seeing that recording could ever be convinced I was an unwilling participant. But then, I wasn’t really, was I? I did everything they told me to do without protest until they began fucking my throat. Much to my surprise I even enjoyed it when Doc introduced me to anal sex. And I liked most of it enough that at times I even contemplated doing those things with perfect strangers when they call me on the phone. I am so fucked in so many ways!


As it turns out my ordeal is nearly over, for the day at least. Mr. C started the proceedings by fucking my ass with his larger cock. It wasn’t nearly as pleasant as it was when Doc did it earlier, but he spent a few minutes getting me ready, greased me up really good and it wasn’t as bad as it could have been.


Doc was next. He fucked my pussy this time. I didn’t have an orgasm. I’m not sore there but I’m much too exhausted to enjoy it. That being said, much to my surprise I did start to become aroused before he finished. Then it was Louis’s turn. I was afraid he’d want to put his huge cock in my ass. I was afraid of the wrong thing. He grinned at me and said, “Let’s see if you remember what you just learned about sucking cock. I’m not going to fuck your face this time. Get over here and suck me off. I want to see you take my cock down your throat all on your own. I don’t want you embarrassing me when I brag about you to my friends and they want me to prove what a good cocksucker you are.”


SHIT! I think I’d rather he fucked my ass! My throat is still sore from the last round! He glared at me when I hesitated for a few seconds. I don’t want to piss him off and make things worse, so I got up on my knees and moved into position between his legs. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the base of his semi-erect radiator hose ... I mean cock. I held it up, swallowed a couple of times and slowly leaned down until my lips were touching the soft skin of the head of his cock. I closed my eyes and kissed it a couple of times, licked it and opened my mouth to let it slide between my lips. Before I could wrap my lips around the head of his cock, he thumped me on the forehead with his finger and growled, “Open your eyes, damn it! Look at me while you’re sucking my cock. This is a very personal act. You wouldn’t want to hurt my feelings, you dumb cunt.”


The fuck I wouldn’t! But I opened my eyes. It won’t matter in a moment or two anyway. By the time the head of his cock comes into contact with the back of my throat my eyes will have started filling with tears and I won’t be able to see anything.


I looked him in the eyes and began to slide my lips over his cock. But I’d forgotten to try to swallow first so I backed off, swallowed, and then started again. He stared down at me with that arrogant, evil grin on his otherwise handsome face as I slowly slid my lips down his thick shaft. I dread the pain I’m about to have to endure but I know it’s unavoidable. The question now is can I do this with a minimum of pain, or will it be just like the first time?


I took my hand away as soon as the head of his cock entered my mouth. It would only get in the way. I didn’t try to take it in my throat right away. It isn’t yet fully erect but nearly so. I slid my lips down the shaft and then back up, going a little farther each time until the head of his cock struck the back of my throat. Now it’s time.


I struggled to keep my mind blank, to keep from thinking about the pain I’m about to endure. I attempted to swallow one more time and then, looking up into Louis’s eyes, I worked my mouth back down over his cock. I’m determined to do this. Not to please him. I don’t give a shit about him. I have to do this to avoid being stretched out on the coffee table and brutally face fucked again.


It didn’t work out the way I’d hoped despite my determination and my best effort. His cock hit the back of my throat and remained there as I applied more and more pressure. I struggled with it for probably thirty seconds or more before I backed off with a sob of despair and took a deep breath. It’s every bit as difficult to strangle yourself as you might imagine.


After taking several deep breaths I repeated the entire process with much less confidence this time. My fear only increased when the grin on Louis’s face began to turn into a frown. Once more I slid my lips halfway down his shaft, stopping when the head of his cock blocked the entrance to my throat. I applied more and more pressure, ignoring the pain because I know if I end up on my back on that coffee table again it’s going to hurt so much more.


I was just about to give up when all of a sudden his cock forced through whatever it is that was blocking its way and slid down my throat in one rapid, painful movement. I’m applying so much pressure that my plunging lips didn’t stop until they were stretched around the base of his cock and his kinky pubic hair is tickling my nose.


I don’t know how often Louis has made girls do this for him, but he doesn’t seem nearly as surprised as I am. I’m so shocked to discover I’m able to take his cock down my throat on my own I didn’t think to pull back until my head started buzzing from lack of oxygen! I pulled back quickly, already dreading the idea that I’m going to have to perform this painful task over and over again until he reaches orgasm.


I pulled back until only the head of his cock remained in my mouth and gasped for air. But I quickly started moving my mouth down on his cock again for two reasons. The first reason is that I hope if I don’t put it off too long it will be easier the next time. But the main reason is the look of impatience I see on Louis’s cruel face. Sometimes I can’t tell if Mr. C or Louis is scarier.


I tensed up when the head of his cock struck the back of my throat again. It caught there, but only for a second and then it slid right down my throat. It still hurts like hell. But at least it’s getting easier; not that taking a large cock down my throat with relative ease has ever been a goal of mine. I quickly established a rhythm and began impaling myself on Louis’s cock over and over again, desperate for this to be over.


I felt movement behind me and a moment later Doc’s hand returned to my pussy. It felt nice but not nice enough to take my mind off the pain in my throat. His soothing voice helped a little but his words were disturbing when he quietly said, “We knew you could do it, Kayla. They all do it. It won’t be so bad after this. The first time is always the worst.”


They all do it?!! All three of these men have been hinting at some secret sexual underworld in which I’m going to be forced to play a part. Who the hell are “they”?! What have I gotten sucked into?! All I wanted to do was have a little excitement in my life. I wanted what I know so many girls my age want but are afraid to experience or even really talk about. I wanted to scratch the itch between my thighs. I wanted to get laid! I didn’t want ... THIS! I didn’t want any of this!


My thoughts, my fears were interrupted when at long last Louis grabbed a handful of my hair in his left hand and held me with just the very end of his cock in my mouth. With his right hand he began to masturbate furiously until only seconds later my mouth filled with his hot cream.


I swallowed it as quickly as it entered my mouth, thankful I can still swallow after the abuse to which my throat has been subjected and thankful that it’s over. PLEASE! Let it be over! I want to go home!


Louis released my hair and I collapsed back onto my butt on the floor at his feet, panting from all the exertion. He sighed loudly, went limp with a silly smile on his face and said to Mr. C, “This dumb cunt’s gonna make you some money, dude.”


I sat there gasping for air for a couple of minutes until Mr. C kicked the nearby towel over to me and said, “Clean yourself up. I don’t want you dripping all over my carpet. Go take another shower. You can’t go home smelling like a cum dump. Hurry up. I’ve got things to do.”


I wiped my messy crotch with his towel and got to my feet. I started to drop the towel on the coffee table but he said, “Take it with you. There’s a hamper in the bathroom.”


It’s over! Well, it isn’t over. It’s over for now. I’m so relieved I’m having to struggle to keep from crying. I want desperately to hurry home to my room, curl up in a ball and cry like a baby. I hurried to the bathroom and took another quick shower. I rushed back downstairs and breathed a sigh of relieve when I saw all three of them are dressed now. I picked up my clothes which are still lying in a small pile next to the place I stood when I removed them. I glanced at Mr. C to make certain it’s alright to get dressed. The three of them are sitting around looking happy and relaxed as they watch me. Mr. C nodded and I quickly put my clothes back on, thinking as I did about the excitement I experienced when I removed them. Unfortunately, the pleasure I experienced in the first hour or so after I arrived has been overshadowed by the horror show my life has now become. GOD!! I’M SO FUCKING STUPID!!


I slipped my shoes on and Mr. C got to his feet. I followed him back out to the garage. We got in the car and he backed out of the garage and down the driveway. Apparently he’s confident he has enough blackmail material on me that a blindfold is no longer required. I don’t recognize the street on which he lives but as soon as we got out to the main road I knew where Mr. C lives. We’re less than a mile from my house! I could probably walk here in about fifteen minutes.


We rode in silence for the first half of the ride back to my house. But finally I had to say something. I turned to watch his face and said, “That was too much. I just wanted to...”


That was as far as I got before he glared at me and growled, “No one gives a shit what you wanted, stupid. Haven’t you gotten that through your thick head yet? Jesus! I thought you were smart but gullible. Now I’m beginning to wonder.”


Yeah. Me too. I sighed and asked, “How long? How long are you going to ... how long before I can go back to being whatever is left of me?”


He shrugged and replied, “It depends. It depends on how long we enjoy fucking with you. But more importantly, it depends on how long the market for your internet shows and the sales of your DVDs make it worth my while to keep using you. If it makes you feel any better, the men who buy my movies are always looking for fresh meat. There’s no hard and fast rule but in general a girl lasts between four and six months. But some have lasted longer. I don’t want to give you a big head but a girl as hot as you can stay popular for quite a while.”


That’s discouraging ... and vague. I don’t want to piss him off but I need him to throw me a bone here. I asked, “Ballpark, weeks, months, years? Will I ever get my life back?”


He thought about it for a minute and said, “A hot young girl like you, I imagine it’s quite possible you’ll be popular for close to a year. It isn’t easy to predict. Sometimes my customers tire of a girl sooner for no apparent reason. I don’t think that will happen with you. I suspect you’re going to be making me money for quite a while. Some girls just have something about them you can’t really hang a label on that turns guys on. I think you have a lot of it. I saw it when you first undressed for me in your bedroom the other night.”


A YEAR! He might as well have said forever! He glanced over and saw the despair on my face said, “I’m told it gets easier. The first day is the hardest. Each time it gets easier. After a while it’s just kind of like a part-time job.”


I don’t believe him but if he realizes it he doesn’t care. We traveled in silence again until he pulled over and parked in the little parking lot by the statue of Benedict Arnold where he picked me up. I reached for the door handle but before I could open it he said, “I’ll call you when I’m ready to pick you up again. Relax, kid. It’ll be easier for you the next time.”


I started to open the door again but then something occurred to me. I turned back to him and asked, “Did you really get my name and number on a men’s room wall?”


He grinned and replied, “That isn’t where I get all, or even most of my leads. But yeah, that’s where I found your name and number. I watch for numbers in places like that. Sometimes I get lucky and end up with a little hottie like you. I get hung up on a lot more than I get laid but some girls ... well, you get them thinking and then hormones take over, like you.”


I thought about asking him where he found my number so I can do something about it but before I could he said, “Remember what I said. If someone calls you for a piece of ass, you better fucking go. I wasn’t kidding, I’m going to have people calling you to make sure you do.”


I became really uneasy when he asked, “You know Audrey Cord?”


The first thought that popped into my addled brain is that he wants me to help ensnare her so he can do to her what he’s doing to me. I know her. We’re in the same class and we’re friends, though not so close that we hang out together. I almost lied and said no but Louis probably knows we’re in the same class. I’ll only make more trouble for myself if lie. I nodded.


He smiled at my hesitation. I think he expected me to lie. He nodded and said, “I’ll have her call you this evening. She can give you some idea of what your life is going to be like for the foreseeable future.”


“Her, too?!! You’ve done this to her?!”


“I’ll let her tell you all about it. Now get out. I have things to do.”


I opened the door and climbed out of the car. As soon as I closed the door he started to drive away but he only went a few feet before he slammed on the brakes. He opened the window on the passenger door and I went closer to see what he wants. As soon as I poked my head in the door he asked, “Do you have any money?”


I shrugged and replied, “Not much, a couple of dollars.”


He pulled out his wallet, handed me a couple of twenties and said, “I got distracted and forgot about going to the drug store. This is for your birth control pills. Don’t forget to take a morning after pill in the morning.”


By the time I stuffed the money in my purse he was halfway down the road and I felt like I could finally draw a deep breath.


I didn’t go straight home. I need more time to try not to look like a rape victim when I walk through my front door. I need to calm down. I’m going to have to be a consummate actress when I get home or my parents are going to know something is wrong and they’ve always been very good at drawing the truth out of me.


I walked into the park and followed the walking trail to the first bench. I sat down and stared at the trees while in my mind I relived the time I just spent at Mr. C’s house. That’s probably not the best way to calm down but I can’t stop thinking about it. I left home a naïve virgin this morning. Now I’m a cunt, a slut, a whore ... no, not a whore. At least a whore gets paid. Mr. C and Louis are making lots of money but I’m apparently going to be fucking anybody and everybody for free. Now if a guy wants to have sex with me he need only call and ask. And let’s not forget all the fucking and sucking I’ll be doing on those internet shows and the DVDs. I am so fucked!!


Suddenly, from right in front of me I heard, “Are you alright, little lady?”


I snapped out of my trance to find an elderly couple standing right in front of me. I never saw them until one of them spoke! I’m not even sure which one!!


I shook my head to clear it and said, “I must have been daydreaming! I didn’t even see you! Yes. I’m fine. Thank you for asking.”


I’m not fine, of course. I’m far from fine. But I certainly can’t discuss it with them. After a brief exchange of pleasantries, they smiled and continued on down the path. It wasn’t until I was alone again that I came to a terrifying realization. I’m aroused! Reliving the events which took place at Mr. C’s house should have had me crying like a baby and thinking of slitting my wrists. Instead, it turns me on! What the hell is wrong with me?!!


I got to my feet and went back out to the street. My mind began to clear as I walked toward home at a leisurely pace. By the time I entered my house I thought I had my emotions under control. Everything at home is certainly normal. Dad is watching some sporting event on television and mom is in the kitchen just starting supper. I went into the kitchen and said hello. She asked me if I had a good time and I said that I did. I wouldn’t want to relive this day but if I’m honest with myself the fact is I did have a good time ... or at least I had an exciting time. Due to that exciting time I’m afraid to get too close to mom. I took a shower at Mr. C’s house but I don’t feel clean. I wouldn’t want my mother to detect the smell of sex on me. I grabbed a glass of water and told her I’m going up to change and I’ll be right back down to help with supper.


Before getting dressed I slathered on the deodorant. I put on clean underwear and then a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. I went to the bathroom and rinsed my mouth out with mouth wash. Short of taking a shower I felt I had done all I could to make it safe to be around my mother. I went back downstairs and helped with supper. We didn’t talk much but that isn’t unusual. Just before we were ready to serve dinner mom said, “You seem more like yourself tonight. Were you concerned about something this morning?”


I’m more than a little bit surprised to learn I seem more like my normal self this evening after the kind of day I had. I certainly don’t feel normal. I replied, “It was nothing, mom. I had a fight with Emma on the phone but we cleared it up.”


“That’s nice dear. I don’t like seeing you upset like that.”


It’s a damned good thing she didn’t see me an hour or two earlier.


I cleaned the kitchen after dinner and went up to my room. For the longest time I just sat at my desk and once again I relived the exciting, pleasurable experiences I lived through today. But of course, that led to reliving the not so pleasurable experiences which followed. Just like earlier in the park, even though I experienced so much pain and so much humiliation, I still found my fingers sliding down to my crotch and teasing my clit through my shorts. My life is in ruins. I’m a total slave to a huge pervert and his minions. I don’t even own my body anymore. And thinking about it makes me want to take off my clothes and masturbate like crazy. How sick is that?!!


I was just about to stand up and undress when it occurred to me to check my email. I’m not certain what I was hoping to see but I turned on the computer and logged into my email program. I can’t decide if I’m hoping for an email from Mr. C or hoping there won’t be one.


I have a couple of emails from friends, a few spam which I deleted, and one email from Mr. C which is the only one I opened. It was brief. It only asked, “Any phone calls yet?” There’s one attachment. I clicked on it and ended up looking at a high resolution still taken from the movie in which I starred today. The picture is of me with a big, black dick buried in my mouth and throat. I can see the bulge in my throat indicating how far down Louis’ dick was buried in my throat. It’s obvious I’m not enjoying it but it doesn’t appear that I’m resisting. I sat back in my chair and stared at the picture for the longest time. I should have been repulsed. Looking at that picture should have made me ill. Instead, I stood up, unfastened my shorts, slid them and my panties down to the floor and stepped out of them. I sat back down and began to masturbate while staring at that picture, fully aware of what a terrible thing I’m doing.


I’m also totally aware of how that horrible man has warped my mind. It isn’t so much that I can’t fight him that concerns me. The scary truth is I don’t want to resist. I’m scared to death of that man and the situation in which I find myself. Even so, I can’t stop masturbating because I’m in an almost constant state of arousal since that bastard’s first phone call. The memories of the things those three perverts did to me today and the bleak outlook for my future should have been ice water on that arousal. Just the opposite is true. I know I won’t do it, but I’d like nothing more than to sneak out of the house and trot my horny ass over to his house so he can torment me some more!


I masturbated through several very enjoyable orgasms and would have kept going if my phone hadn’t started to ring, scaring the shit out of me. The first thing that popped into my mind is that another strange, horny man has found my number on the men’s room wall and wants to fuck me. I can’t say for certain. But I think I’m actually hoping for that, either that or a call from Mr. C.


I picked up the phone and looked at it. The call is from an unknown caller and I don’t recognize the number. I pushed “accept” and tentatively said, “Hello?”


There was a long pause. I was just about to say hello again when I heard Audrey say, “It’s me. Mr. C told me to call. Can you talk?”


I’ve been expecting her call but for a moment or two I couldn’t speak. She said, “Hello?” and I finally snapped out of it. I said, “Hi Audrey. Sorry. I’ve been expecting your call but ... I don’t know. I guess I was distracted. Yes. I’m alone in my room. I can talk.”


She chuckled wryly and said, “Yeah. I’ve been distracted a lot lately as well. So, he got you, too, huh? Listen, I know it’s kinda late but I think this conversation would be easier if we were together in a room.”


“You’re probably right. But I doubt if I can get out tonight and I don’t know where we’d go. How about meeting in the park tomorrow?”


She thought about my suggestion for a moment and replied, “Yeah, okay. Is ten o’clock good for you?”


“Yeah. I’ll meet you at the first bench on the walking trail leading away from the parking lot. You know where I mean?”


“Yeah. By the statue. I’ll see you in the morning. Bye.”


“Bye.”


I’m not certain I want to hear the things Audrey is going to tell me. If I thought she could offer me some hope for the near future that would be one thing. I’m pretty sure that isn’t how the conversation is going to go. I’m in it up to my chin, especially after the things I did today. My only hope is that someone doesn’t come speeding past in a motorboat.


I saved Audrey’s number in my contacts. I still had the phone in my hands when it rang again. I almost had a heart attack! I swallowed my heart, took a deep breath and answered it. This call is from Carrie. She’s worried about me. I smiled and after saying hello I said, “It’s okay, Carrie. He isn’t a serial killer. I had a very good time ... mostly.”


“Mostly?”


“There were some things that took some getting used to, but no whips and chains.”


She hesitated for a few seconds and then said, “I know it’s late. But I can be there in ten minutes. Can I come over so we can talk?”


Oh god. I don’t want to do this now! But I suppose I should. She’s obviously still worried about me. I don’t feel right about leaving her like that. “Okay. Come on over. But it isn’t really necessary. I’m really alright.”


“I need to see your face before I’ll believe that.”


I went downstairs and told my parents Carrie is worried about some of the math problems we’re expecting to be on the upcoming exam and I offered to go over the material with her. I waited on the front porch for her to show up. When she arrived I got to my feet. She walked up onto the porch and stood there just looking at me for the longest time. Finally she said, “You don’t look any different.”


I chuckled and replied, “I was kind of surprised, too. I looked at myself in the mirror when I got home, certain I’d notice a change. There isn’t even a big red A on my forehead!”


I opened the door and held it for her. We went straight to my room. I have two desk chairs because over the years the two of us have probably studied together more than we’ve studied apart. We sat down but I guess neither one of us knew what to say. After a long silence she said, “Tell me everything. I’ve been going crazy worrying about you and ... well, I’m embarrassed to admit it, but I’m also curious.”


Her confession about her interest in the lurid details made me smile. I’m not certain, though, that I can go into a lot of details with her. She isn’t the only one who’s embarrassed. I don’t know if I can tell her everything I’ve done. We’ve discussed a lot of very personal subjects over the years but not stuff like this. I decided to start out from the time Mr. C picked me up this morning and just see how it goes.


I started with a quick description of Mr. C and then about being picked up, blindfolded, and then kissed and groped. The more I talked the more I started getting into it and I could tell by the look on her face that ranged from shock to varying degrees of arousal that she really does want to hear the details. So I included them. The only thing I left out was Louis’ identity. The funny thing is that even my detailed description of being trained in the art of deepthroat turned her on!


I was honestly surprised she didn’t ask me to introduce her to Mr. C when I finished my tale. She asked a couple of questions, mostly about how I feel about everything I did and if I’m looking forward to returning. I shrugged and replied, “I can’t explain it, but the truth is that strange situation turned me on like you won’t believe. The first thing I did after dinner tonight was come upstairs and start playing with myself.”


She asked a few more questions but I already gave her a pretty complete description of my day. It’s getting late and my parents are going to start getting curious about what’s going on up here. Before we went downstairs I told her the lie I told my parents in case one of them asks how the studying went, then I saw her out.


I had enough presence of mind to get my clothes ready before going to bed. I thought about taking a quick shower but I took so many already today I saw no need.


It took me forever to get to sleep. I’m exhausted and I’m ashamed to admit I masturbated several more times. I thought that since I’m awake and since the sexual thoughts running wildly through my head are keeping me aroused I may as well. That awful man seems to be turning me into some sort of sex fiend. That might not be so bad if I were lying there thinking about a boyfriend and making love but that isn’t the case. I’m not so stupid I don’t realize the kind of sex I’m thinking obsessively about is self-destructive. I’m still sore from the things they did to me at Mr. C’s house but I’m lying in bed feeling a little bit disappointed that some stranger didn’t find my number in a men’s room and call me this evening! I’m a sick chick!


I awoke before dawn the next morning, something I almost never do. I started the day right out so focused on sex I can’t read my book or think about anything but the things I did yesterday and the things I’ve been told I’ll be doing for the foreseeable future; the clandestine meetings to have sex with strangers, sex shows on the internet, making movies for sale to a select group of perverts from all around the world, and of course sexual servitude to Mr. C and to Louis and his friends from school.


I’m worried about how this is going to affect my life at school but to be honest I’m far more worried about my parents finding out. After all, Audrey is already doing these things and I’m pretty sure no one at school is aware of it. For that reason, my primary concern is keeping my new life of sexual slavery from my parents.


I got up when it became obvious I wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep. I woke up my computer and checked my email. I was actually disappointed when there was nothing there from Mr. C After responding to the two emails I received from friends last night and the one I received this morning I sat there. I stared at my computer and thought about how excited I became the night I turned on my cam and slowly undressed for Mr. C.


DAMN!!! I have got to stop thinking about these things. I have to stop thinking about sex. SEX, SEX, SEX!! It’s all I can think about now!! This has to be unhealthy.


I took a shower a little after sunup. I felt cleaner after using my own body wash and shampoo. I wonder if I should keep some of both at Mr. C’s house. I dressed and went down to the kitchen for a bowl of cereal. I finished eating and cleaning up after myself just as dad came into the room to put the coffee on. I apologized for not making coffee but since my parents don’t normally get up this early on Sunday I didn’t think it was a good idea.


Dad smiled and said he didn’t expect it to be ready this early. Then he asked why I’m up. I shrugged and replied, “I don’t know. I woke up early for no reason I’m aware of and couldn’t go back to sleep.”


He nodded and said, “Yeah. Me too. I hate it when that happens. Do you have any plans for today?”


“I’m meeting Audrey in the park in a little while but we aren’t planning on doing anything. I’ll probably get there early and walk around for a while. School’s winding down for the summer. I don’t have any homework to do and I don’t feel like reading. There must be something in the air.”


I think there is something in the air ... sex. Fortunately, my dad isn’t aware of it.


He nodded again and then said, “Audrey, I don’t recognize the name. Is she in your class?”


“Yeah. We’ve been friends for a long time but we hardly ever hang out together. We met up at the mall yesterday and had fun so we agreed to meet at the park this morning. We don’t have any plans, just gossiping and walking around.”


Dad poured a cup of coffee and went into the living room to watch the Sunday morning news shows. I tried not to think about what he’d think of me if he were to see the movies Mr. C has of me. I told him I’m leaving early to walk around the park until it’s time to meet up with Audrey. I grabbed my purse and headed out.


It’s still two hours before I’m to meet Audrey. I suddenly remembered the prescription in my purse and walked past the park and up to the main road. There’s a small strip mall there with a twenty-four-hour drug store. I felt my face turning red before I even got there. I’m going to have to hand the pharmacist a prescription for birth control pills. That’s going to be like going up to the counter and saying to a complete stranger, “I’m going to have sex.” I’m already blushing just thinking about it!! The pharmacist is going to look at me, a blushing, too young teenager with a guilty look on her face. He or she is going to know I have sex. That’s almost as embarrassing as getting undressed in front of three guys I’m meeting for the first time! Well, not really. But it’s very embarrassing.


When I got to the counter the male pharmacist came over with a smile on his face and asked what he could do for me. I stood there for what seemed to me to be a very long time while I tried to decide if it’s more embarrassing to have a man or a woman pharmacist waiting on me. I stood there blushing and mute for so long he said, “Miss, is there something I can help you with?”


I all but whispered, “I’m sorry.” I dug the prescription out of my purse and handed it to him.


He looked at it and then looked at me for a moment. I can read his mind. He’s dying to ask me how old I am. No, that isn’t what he’s thinking. My birthday is on the prescription. Maybe he wonders what I look like naked! But he turned without a word or even an accusatory look at me and returned a few minutes later with my prescription. I thanked him and tried to hand him money but he sent me to the cash register at the front of the store.


My uncomfortable blush seemed to deepen as I turned away. As I made my way to the cash register two things occurred to me. First, I’m going to have to go through this ordeal every three months. Second, and more importantly, I forgot to take the morning after pill this morning!


I took a bottle of water from the cooler by the cash register and paid for it and the pills. I stuffed the pills in my purse and went back to the park the way I had come. I sat on the same bench I occupied yesterday evening when I returned from Mr. C’s house and took one of the morning after pills he gave me. I glanced at the time on my cell phone. It’s still more than an hour until Audrey is due to show up.


I have time to walk around the small park before ten o’clock but instead I sat on the bench and thought about everything I experienced yesterday and about what it’s going to be like the next time they do those things to me. I suppose it will be a lot easier than it was yesterday. I can only hope those painful parts will be less painful the next time. The strange thing is that, even though I’m definitely not fond of pain, I find myself looking forward to my next visit to Mr. C’s house. I’m less excited about the prospect of being under Louis’ control, him and his teenage friends. Mr. C isn’t much of a protector but he did make Louis take it a little easier on me.


My attention then turned to my phone number on a men’s room wall and the embarrassing things I’m going to have to do when strangers start calling me demanding sex. Actually, I’m more than a little surprised there have been no other calls. I wonder if Mr. C scratched my name and number out and didn’t tell me, as unlikely as that seems.


I’m so focused on my new sex life I didn’t even see Audrey approaching until she sat down beside me. She smiled wryly and said, “I recognize that blank stare. You’re thinking about Mr. C and the things they did to you yesterday.”


It wasn’t a question but I nodded and said, “I can’t stop. Yesterday morning I was a virgin. I had never even seen a cock. Now ... I don’t even know what I am now. I guess I’m a slut and a whore. I should be curled up in a ball on my closet floor right now, crying my eyes out. I’m still scared but ... damn! Every time I think about everything they did to me, even the things that really hurt, I get so damned horny. How sick is that?!


“I guess I won’t know how I really feel about all this until after you tell me more about what I can expect from those guys. Some of the things they already told me to expect are terrifying. But even those things are exciting, at least in the abstract. I think it’s Louis who scares me the most. I think he’s more dangerous than Mr. C!”


She’s watching me with an amused look on her face, probably waiting for me to run down. I shut up and waited for her to talk. She looked around to make sure no one else would hear her and said, “Don’t underestimate Mr. C. He starts out kind of easy going until he owns you. And I guess he’s probably not as bad as Louis and his friends. But Louis doesn’t have the opportunities to screw with you Mr. C has. And in case you aren’t already aware of it, Mr. C has a bunch of perverted customers to satisfy.”


I’m not sure if what she just said is reassuring or just the opposite. I interrupted to ask, “Is it alright if I ask a couple of questions?”


She nodded and I said, “I was shocked when he told me about you. I guess that’s a good thing. I’ve been worried about word of what I’ve become getting around school. But since, as far as I know, no one knows about you, I’m slightly reassured on that count. First question, well, both questions really. How did he trap you and how long have you ... you know?”


“A little over four months ago I snuck out of the house to go to a party. It was all older kids there, mostly juniors and seniors. A guy who lives next door to me told me about it and I begged him to bring me. He didn’t want to. He told me I’m too young and there’d be alcohol and probably drugs there. Even though I’m not really into drugs and alcohol, for some reason that only made me want to go more. I’d never been to a really wild party so I guess more than anything else I was just real curious. I kept after my neighbor and finally he said he’d get me in but we weren’t going as a couple and once inside I was on my own. I was more than cool with that. I think I felt more grown up just knowing I was going to a party like that.


“I didn’t want all those older kids to think I was a wuss so of course I drank too much and the guys just kept egging me on. I don’t have much experience with drinking and the alcohol went to my head quickly. I don’t remember a lot but I remember thinking what a hot shit I must be if all those older guys are flirting with me. I don’t think anyone drugged me but in less than an hour I was staggering, almost can’t talk drunk. I don’t imagine you’ll be surprised to learn that the next couple hours are a blur to me. Most of what I know I learned from Louis. He was there and he recorded almost everything I did on his cell phone. The guys took me upstairs to a bedroom and stripped me. I saw the recording. Mr. C emailed it to me. Not only did I not resist, I helped them take my clothes off.


“A couple months prior to the party I sucked off a guy I was dating but that was my one and only sexual experience before that night. I started out on my knees and I must have sucked off a dozen guys before they put me on the bed and I pulled a train for about the next hour and a half. That’s how long it took for the guy who brought me there to find out where I was and break it up. God only knows how long it would have lasted if he didn’t show up.


“He helped me get dressed and drove me home. I was still only about half conscious so he sat with me on his front porch and forced me to drink water until I more or less sobered up. I snuck back into my house. I was more than a little traumatized about what happened to me at the party but I thought it was over. I was so wrong. Louis didn’t know me when he was recording my gangbang but he recognized me from seeing me around at school and he knew Mr. C would be interested. On Monday he started asking around. He found someone at school who knew me. He got my name and address and somehow he got the number to my cell phone. A couple of days later I got a call from Mr. C. He told me about the movie and the stills he has of my gangbang and he told me he wouldn’t give them to my parents and everyone in my class if I came to his house.


“I found out later Louis got a nice bonus for his part in sucking me into Mr. C’s web. I suppose you know how it went from there. I went to his house and Mr. C, Louis and the doctor next door all raped me repeatedly and a lot of it was broadcast on the internet. They also made a DVD of everything I did. Since then I’ve probably put on more than a dozen shows on the internet and made god only knows how many DVDs.


“Almost immediately they began to make me have sex with other guys. Sometimes I had to meet the guy somewhere and do whatever he wanted. Other times they’d be there when I went to Mr. C’s house and they had us doing it in front of the cameras. First it was older guys Mr. C made me do it with. Then Louis and then Louis and some of his friends. Louis fucked me and made me take his cock down my throat the first day at Mr. C’s, of course. But after that he had permission to use me whenever he wanted. I’ve made several DVDs with Louis and his four large friends.


“Louis told me a lot of the guys Mr. C makes me fuck are guys who bought my DVDs and are paying Mr. C to fuck me. I can’t even guess how many people I’ve had sex with in the last four months.


“I suppose I should warn you, when Mr. C told me to call you and give you some idea of what your life is going to be like he told me that you and I are going to star together in a movie later this week. Have you ever done it with another girl?”


Up until that point nothing she said came as a big surprise. When she told me we’re going to have to do it with each other that kind of took my breath away. I shook my head and muttered, “God no!”


I stared at her for a moment before I asked, “Have you?”


She shook her head.


The idea of having sex with a girl doesn’t appeal to me at all. But thinking back on some of the things I did yesterday, well, some of that was pretty gross and a lot of it was painful. I watched for her reaction when I quietly said, “It isn’t something I ever thought I’d do. But at least it won’t be as painful as some of the things they did to me yesterday. You don’t have an eight or nine-inch cock you’re going to shove down my throat or up my ass, do you?”


She chuckled and replied, “Not last I looked. I suppose you have a point. I was kind of grossed out when he told me what we’re going to have to do. But I guess you’re right. Lots of women do it and enjoy it. And I see your point about the pain. Those guys do seem to get more of a kick out of sex if they’re hurting someone ... or humiliating them.”


She tried to give me some idea of how often Mr. C is going to make me come to his house but the schedule isn’t rigid and she doesn’t know if it will be different now that there are two of us. Plus, summer vacation starts next week. We’ll have a lot more free time. I thought about that for a moment and said, “You can’t be the first girl he’s done this to. They seem to have it down to a science. I wonder how many other girls he’s done this to and I wonder if we know them.”


Audrey replied, “I saw his library of DVDs once. He keeps them in a little room behind a fake wall. There are hundreds of them. He must have been doing this for years. It seems to be the only thing he does for a living and you no doubt noticed he’s doing very well for himself. You’ve seen his car and his house. Hell, I’d love to have the money he makes off of just one of those internet shows. He made over twenty million dollars for my last show and that’s tax free. Or at least I assume it’s tax free. I doubt if he brags to the IRS about making kiddie porn.”


“Twenty million?!!!”


She shrugged and said, “Louis said there were more than 400,000 viewers around the world. He charges them fifty dollars to view the shows live on the internet. Do the math. I don’t know how much he charges for the DVDs but I know he sells a ton of them. He owns a warehouse on the edge of town where they mass produce them and mail them out in response to all the orders from his client list.


“He pays some of the guys who come over to fuck us. I don’t understand that because there are apparently a lot of others who are happy to pay him for the opportunity. And he gives me a little of the money. I guess he’ll do that for you, too. After just four months I’ve put almost twenty-five thousand dollars in the bank. That sounds like a lot of money until you think how much he’s making.


“I’ve wondered about how many other girls there have been, too. But I don’t have the nerve to ask him and I doubt if he’d give an honest answer if I did. As far as I know I’ve been the only one since he hooked me, until yesterday that is.”


My brain froze when she told me how much money she has put in the bank in the last four months. If he starts paying me as much as he’s paying her I might even be able to tolerate sex with Louis and his friends and fucking strangers in the night! Damn! I guess maybe I really am a whore! On the other hand, he only gave me enough money for my prescription. Maybe the rules have changed. “He didn’t pay me when I left yesterday.”


“He always pays me on the following visit. I imagine he’ll do the same for you.”


“I have another question, Audrey. Do you get used to taking a cock into your throat? That was the worst part of what they made me do. Even taking it up the butt was bearable, although Louis didn’t do that to me, not yet anyway. I imagine when he does it will be pretty unpleasant. I hated having my throat fucked, though.”


She shrugged and said, “It always hurts, or at least it always hurts me. But you get used to it. It’s bearable after a while. Or at least it doesn’t hurt as bad as it does the first few times. But there are things they do that don’t hurt, they’re just ... just nasty. Mr. C and Louis are both real, honest to god perverts and proud of it. That’s why they work together so well.”


She didn’t clarify and I’m left wondering what sorts of things she’s talking about. So I asked, “For instance?”


She blushed for the first time since she sat down. After a very long pause she said, “Sometimes, when he’s broadcasting on the internet, he’ll take suggestions from the perverts in the audience, either for something they want you to do right then or ideas for the next show. Some of the stuff they come up with is way out there, even too wild for Mr. C. But last month I had...”


She looked down at her hands in her lap and almost whispered, “Last month I had sex with a dog.”


I was still trying to wrap my head around that when she went on to say, “One time I was putting on a show with four of Louis’ friends and after an hour of fucking and sucking they put me in the bathtub and all four of them pissed all over me. Those are the two worst things I’ve had to do ... so far.”


She obviously saw the effect those last two bits of news had on me. She reached over, put her hand on mine and squeezed. She said, “I don’t know if you’ll have to do those same things but I wouldn’t be surprised. I can’t make it easy but I think I can make it bearable for you if you’d like.”


I found that hard to believe and my skepticism no doubt showed. She shot me a weak smile, shrugged and said, “Think of it as a sort of aversion therapy in reverse. No guarantees, but I’ve been thinking about it. I did some research on the internet after it happened to me, more or less in order to maintain my own sanity. It helped.”


“You mean you want me to look at porn?!!”


She chuckled at my reaction and said, “Yeah. But there’s a reason. Come on, trust me. I live a couple of blocks from here. We can talk and I think I can make some of the things you’re going to have to do, whether you want to or not, a little easier for you.”


Chapter 6


She stood up and waited to see what I’m going to do. Not without some serious reservations I got to my feet and let her take me to her home. As we started walking she said, “We’ll have the house to ourselves. My parents are divorced. I live with my mom. She’s at work. I have a brother but he went camping with some friends this weekend and won’t be home until this evening ... unless I get lucky and he gets eaten by a bear. Just kidding. I guess he’s okay for a boy. He’s a year older than me. He used to be a real pain in the ass but I think he finally got tired of trying to order me around. He wasn’t having much luck.”


While we walked she gave me a little better idea of what life is like as Mr. C’s sex slave; the phone calls at odd hours, the strange men and sometimes boys she’s had to have sex with, being made to turn on her computer camera, strip and masturbate for Mr. C, Louis, and sometimes any number of complete strangers.


She admitted that when Mr. C told her about me she got all excited because she thought he might leave her alone now. But apparently four months isn’t long enough for him to get tired of using her.


We went straight up to her room. I looked around while she was starting her computer and I had to smile. Her room is a lot like mine. A couple of boy band posters, not the same band I have hanging in my room; feminine color scheme, her closet door is open and I can see into it. It’s just as big a mess as mine. She looked up and when she saw my smile she smiled and asked, “What?”


I chuckled and said, “If you changed out the posters this could be my room.”


She smiled but didn’t seem to be amused. She pulled a chair closer and invited me to take a seat beside her. I sat down and watched as she opened her browser and clicked on a site in her favorites. While it opened up and she signed in she explained, “Mr. C sent me the addresses of a couple of websites when he saw how freaked out I was. I think he was afraid I might do something stupid, something that would involve the authorities. This was after those two things I told you about and I really was freaked out. I checked out these sites and followed some of the links just out of curiosity. For some reason what I saw did help me kind of put things in perspective.”


She opened a page containing a series of pictures of different women’s faces and clicked on the first one. She looked at me as I looked at a picture of a very attractive naked woman in her early to mid-twenties posing with a large dog. Except that she’s naked there’s nothing special about the picture. She’s just sitting there petting the dog and smiling at the camera. She asked, “Do you notice something about this picture?”


I looked at the picture for a minute before I replied, “No. Just that she’s naked and it looks very good on her.”


Audrey smiled and said, “Look at her face. You and I and that woman all know she’s going to have sex with that dog. She isn’t upset. She isn’t freaking out. She’s happy. She’s excited. She wants to have sex with that dog. There are thousands of pictures of hundreds or maybe even thousands of women here, all of them having sex with animals and all of them enjoying it. Most of them are with dogs but some of them have sex with donkeys or horses; everything but unicorns and elephants.


“When I looked at those pictures and realized so many women actually enjoy sex with animals it kind of calmed me down. I stopped feeling like it’s only me and that no guy will ever want me after I did that; like somehow a guy can look at me and instantly know I’ve had sex with a dog. I don’t know if I’d want to do it again. It hasn’t come up. But to be honest, after seeing these pictures and giving it some thought I don’t think I’ll be so traumatized if he makes me do it again.”


I looked at the woman’s face and then I watched as Audrey clicked on subsequent pictures in the series. I might have been a lot less inclined to examine those kinky pictures if there wasn’t a very good chance I’ll end up doing it. I watched with mixed feelings as the attractive young woman reached under the large animal and began playing with his cock. The next picture shows her on her back with the dog’s head between her thighs, lapping at her exposed pussy with his huge tongue. It’s obvious she loves what he’s doing. There are half a dozen of those before we came to a picture of the woman on her hands and knees and the dog on her back with his surprisingly large cock just about to plunge into her pussy.


There are shots of the woman from several angles with that large cock buried in her to the hilt and then a couple more after the dog climaxed and backed away. Her pussy looks wide open still and there are twin rivers of cum running down her inner thighs all the way down to the towel upon which she’s kneeling.


The pictures are shocking and the idea that I may soon find myself in that position is terrifying. I don’t care if that pretty woman is smiling and obviously getting off on getting fucked by a dog. I don’t want to do it.


I continued to stare at the monitor in shock as I asked, “What was it like?”


Audrey didn’t reply for several long moments. But finally she answered, “Like I told you, I nearly lost my fucking mind. I was really freaked out. It wasn’t until I got home, took a very long, very hot bath, and then went to this website that I began to calm down. I think that if I had seen these pictures first it might have been more tolerable. That’s why I’m showing them to you.”


There was a long pause in the conversation during which she opened up another set of pictures. The woman in this set is older, perhaps late thirties. She’s attractive, though. And she, too, is an eager participant, happily mating with a dog. There’s a man in this series. He seems to be guiding the dog as it licks the woman’s pussy and then fucks her. Once the dog is over her and his cock is embedded in her pussy the man undressed and put his cock in her mouth. Just like the young woman, this woman seems to be having a ball.


We were halfway through this set of pictures when Audrey finally went into more detail about having sex with a dog. “It isn’t like fucking a man. Dogs do it differently. They don’t do it like a man, pounding their dick into you until they cum. They slam their cocks into you violently for a minute or two while their knot grows at the base of their cock, then they try to bury that nearly tennis ball sized thing inside of you. I saw several of these sets of pictures in which the dog succeeded in getting his knot in the woman’s pussy but the dog fucking me couldn’t. He finally gave up and just stopped with his knot pressed against the lips of my pussy. He started shivering violently and began to cum inside me. The weird thing is I could actually feel it inside of me. I guess it’s hotter than human cum. It felt warm and there was so fucking much of it. It was like he was peeing in me! It seemed like hours because I was so freaked out but I guess it was probably only fifteen or twenty minutes before he finished and backed away.”


“They only made you do it that one time?”


“Yeah. But they found it pretty amusing. I won’t be surprised if it happens again. And you might as well get used to the idea. They’ll probably make you do it, too. It really amuses the bastards.”


Audrey clicked on a new series and freaked me out all over again. This time it was a woman in her late twenties or early thirties. But in this series of pictures she didn’t let the dog fuck her. First she got him to lick her pussy while she obvious had several orgasms. But then she got the dog to lay down. She turned him onto his back and right there in front of god and the photographer she sucked the damn thing off! I almost threw up! I stared at picture after picture until I couldn’t take it anymore. I looked away and said, “I think I’m going to be sick! I know I couldn’t do that. GOD!! How could she?!!”


“I know. I think if they try to make me to that ... I don’t know. I just couldn’t. I’d fight them. I’d probably lose. They can really hurt you if you give them a hard time. And they have all those movies they’ve made and are holding over our heads. I don’t know. I don’t know what I’d do.”


She clicked on another picture from a different series. This one is about a woman about to have sex with a horse. I gagged and said, “Please. That’s enough. I can’t take any more of this.”


She sighed and said, “There’s another site I need to show you.”


She clicked on another site from her favorites. I’m not really paying attention. My mind is still under attack from the pictures she showed me on the last site, especially the ones of the woman having oral sex with a dog. I know there’s no way I could ever do that. I suppose if I had to I could let a dog fuck me, though the idea is sickening. But put a dog’s cock in my mouth? No fucking way!


Audrey drew my attention back to a series of stills on the new website. Then she said, “This is going to gross you out but you need to watch this.”


She clicked on a picture and a movie popped up and began to play. It’s obviously an amateur movie, not something made by professionals. It opens on another attractive young woman, this time walking in the woods. She quickly comes to a clearing where she meets up with two men. There’s no sound and they don’t explain how it comes about but the woman is soon naked and on her knees. The men pull out their cocks and begin to piss all over her, mostly on her face and her tits. At one point she opens her mouth and they both aim for it. It doesn’t look like she swallows. The piss just kind of swirls around in her mouth and runs out and down her chest. By the time they finish with her she’s covered in piss from her hair to her knees. She opens her eyes and smiles into the camera before the clip ends.


Audrey pulled up several more of that kind of movie. Most of them take place in a bathroom. Sometimes it’s just one man, sometimes as many as half a dozen. The last one she showed me was slightly different in that there were no men; just one woman pissing all over a woman lying on her back in a bathtub.


Audrey closed down her browser after that one. We sat there in silence for several minutes before I exclaimed, “You did that?!”


That was all I could say. I shivered in revulsion, trying not to think about what it must have been like. I didn’t expect her to respond but after a minute or two she said, “It kind of freaked me out, too. But later, well, it was disgusting but I suppose it wasn’t so bad. Unlike the people in some of those pictures I kept my mouth closed. And I took a shower as soon as it was over. I think I’ve done worse things since Mr. C came into my life.”


We sat there in silence for a while before she said, “I better check my email. Mr. C said he’s going to send me some pictures he wants us both to see.”


She opened her email to find several from Mr. C She opened the first and then clicked on the enclosed pictures. There are half a dozen of them. She opened the first one. It’s a picture of two naked girls about our age in a sixty-nine. I stared at the girls for several long minutes before I realized I’m looking at a picture of two girls having oral sex in Mr. C’s living room! Audrey and I turned to look at each other at the same time. It’s pretty obvious why he sent these pictures. It won’t be long before Audrey and I are making a movie like the one from which these stills were taken.


Audrey ran through that set of pictures. All of them were from that same set; those same two girls taken from different angles. I didn’t see anyone else’s face but as the camera moved around filming from different angles I could see that there were at least half a dozen men in the background watching the sex show. It wasn’t until just before she came to the last photograph that I realized one of the girls is someone I recognize. I don’t know her but I’ve seen her around school. She’s a sophomore this year. I pointed to her and exclaimed, “I know her!! She goes to our school!!”


Audrey looked closer and exclaimed, “I’ll be damned!! That’s Kelly Ingram! Her sister Toni is in our class!”


We looked more closely at the other girl but neither of us recognize her. There’s only one high school in our small town so she can’t be a local girl. Not unless she’s in the intermediate school. God, I hope not. I guess she could be that young though. It’s hard to tell.


The next email, also from Mr. C, contained photographs of a similar performance by two more girls, one of whom couldn’t have been more than twelve and I doubt if she’s that old. She has no pubic hair and almost no breasts at all. The more I learn about Mr. C and his sexual preferences the more I despise him.


The third email didn’t have any attachments. It contained only a single line of text, an order from Mr. C instructing both of us to be waiting by the statue in the park on Wednesday at ten in the morning. Tuesday is the last day of school before the start of summer vacation. I have a feeling it’s going to be a long, humiliating summer.


We sat there staring at the text of the last email in silence for several minutes before Audrey turned off her computer and said, “I guess we know what we’ll be doing on Wednesday.”


We finally looked at each other. We’re both blushing from the realization that we’re going to have sex with each other in three days.


I had a sudden thought and blurted it out before I had time to think about it. “What if we did it now ... you know, so it won’t be so... ?”


As soon as the words were out of my mouth I knew I couldn’t do it. I felt my blush deepen until it was almost painful before I finally said, “Sorry. I said that without thinking. I don’t think I could do that. Nothing personal. You’re very pretty, very sexy. But ... I don’t know. I just can’t imagine us getting undressed and doing it without someone making us. You don’t want to do it ... do you?”


After a long pause she replied, “I thought about it, too. After he called me last night and told me we’d be doing it and that I had to tell you the new facts of life I thought about maybe doing it so it wouldn’t be so hard when we have to do it for him. And the idea of it isn’t even as disgusting as I think it probably should be. But for some reason I don’t think I could make myself get undressed here in my room and have sex with you. You’d think it would be easier here with just the two of us but ... I don’t know. It’s just too weird. I don’t even think I could kiss a girl like ... well, you know.”


We pushed our chairs back and stood up. We stood there, staring at each other and blushing for no particular reason for what seemed like a long time before she reached out, took my hand and suggested, “Maybe we should try just kissing. Some girls practice kissing their friends when they’re younger so they’ll have an idea what to do when they kiss a boy. I never did that but ... I don’t know; I guess we could try.”


I shuddered, I’m not sure why. Then I said, “I’ve never kissed a boy or a girl except for my parents. I’ve never kissed anyone ... that way.”


Audrey replied, “I kissed Tyler Priest that way. I went to the movies with him a few times and we made out in the back of the theater. And one day we spent the day at his house when his folks were out and after making out for hours he kind of talked me into sucking his cock. I didn’t mind. I was really turned on and I kind of wanted to do it. None of the guys who raped me at the party kissed me, or if they did I don’t remember it. I doubt if they did, though. Some of the men Mr. C makes me have sex with have, too. But most of them don’t. They just want to fuck or get a blowjob. I prefer that. I don’t want to kiss them. I think most of them are disgusting. But Mr. C, Louis and Louis’ friends have. They’ve kissed me a lot over the last four months.”


“Oh yeah! Damn, I almost forgot about them ... them and Doc. I guess so much happened to me yesterday I forgot about the kissing. It wasn’t so bad. Kind of hot even.”


We stood there looking at each other as though hoping the other person will make the first move. Finally, she squeezed my hand and meekly asked, “Okay?”


I think I’m more nervous about kissing Audrey than I was about kissing Mr. C. But, I sighed, shrugged, and then replied, “I suppose I’d rather kiss you than Louis.”


She smiled nervously and said, “I guess that was a compliment.”


I chuckled and replied, “Yeah, you’re prettier than Louis.”


We both laughed then, but it was a nervous, tense laugh. I think now I’m more worried that when we kiss I’m going to laugh. But I think we should do this and better now than doing it in front of an audience and a camera for the first time.


Audrey released my hand and reached up, placing her hands on my shoulders. I just stood there. I didn’t know what else to do. We looked into each other’s eyes for a moment and I asked, “Will you still respect me in the morning?”


She laughed a lot harder than that stupid joke called for and then asked, “What makes you think I respect you now?”


I chuckled and when we had both calmed down a little I said, “You’re taller. I guess you have to be the boy.”


She already seems to be taking charge, albeit hesitantly. I think I need that. I think I need to be led, although I expect she probably feels the same way. Another long, embarrassed moment passed before she tentatively eased her body up against mine, wrapped her arms around me and leaned closer until our lips touched. I immediately closed my eyes as we began to kiss. It still feels weird, but really not so bad. I put my arms around her and we continued to kiss, a kiss that slowly began to more closely resemble the kisses I shared with Mr. C yesterday. I’m still a little uncomfortable kissing a girl like this but I have to admit it isn’t so bad. In fact, it’s starting to feel pretty exciting!


It wasn’t long before I felt the tip of her tongue against my lips. Without even thinking about it I parted my lips and our tongues met. As we continued to kiss I became more aware of her sexy body pressing against mine. I wouldn’t want to marry her but I have to admit, kissing her doesn’t suck at all!


We kissed with growing passion and when I felt her hand sliding between us and closing over my breast I gasped; but only a couple of seconds passed before I realized I don’t mind at all. In fact, it feels pretty damn good! A short time later I returned the favor, sliding my right hand between us and cupping her left breast. It’s surprisingly exciting! Almost immediately I began to wonder what it would feel like without her blouse and her bra between my hand and her warm breast.


We finally broke the kiss and separated about a foot. We looked at each other for a moment, judging our reactions, and then she reached up and began to unbutton her blouse. I watched while she unbuttoned several buttons. Then I shivered and pulled my top off. Without another word passing between us we stood there and slowly undressed. This wasn’t part of the plan but I think we’re both a little less reluctant after that hot kiss.


We were naked in no time and we stood there looking at each other. I whispered, “I’ve seen plenty of girls with no clothes on but I’ve never looked at a girl this way before. I’m surprised to find that I want to touch you.”


She smiled, still a nervous smile, and said, “I know. Me, too. You’re very sexy. When I touched your breast I couldn’t help wondering what it would be like if you were undressed.”


“Me, too!”


She turned and pulled her bedspread down and then looked back at me. She held out her hand and I moved closer. She smiled and said, “I can’t believe we’re going to do this. I must admit I’m kind of glad I’m not doing it in front of Mr. C and a camera.”


I shrugged and replied, “I don’t know. I might enjoy watching this later. It’s turning out to be more exciting than I expected.”


She climbed onto the bed. I moved closer but it occurred to me that her bedroom door is open. She saw me glance at it and said, “Don’t worry. My mom doesn’t get home until six and my brother won’t be home from the hills until this evening.”


With a mental shrug I crawled up beside her on the bed. I feel the nervousness ramping up again. I’m in bed with another girl ... and we’re naked!! I reached out and caressed her cheek for a moment while we looked into each other’s eyes. I smiled and said, “I’m nervous, but not as nervous as I was before we kissed. I don’t know if I should say this out loud, but I just might enjoy this more than I thought I would. That kiss was pretty hot.”


She smiled and said, “Yeah. You kiss even better than Tyler!”


I reached out and rested my hand lightly on her breast. She gasped and I almost did, too. It feels really weird, but in a nice way. I can’t explain my reaction. It’s just flesh. It’s the same stuff that covers her arms and legs and every other part of her body. And after all, I have breasts, too. Why does it feel so much different to be touching another girl’s breast?


I moved my fingertips over her soft, warm, perfectly formed breast and found that I am nearly as aroused as I became when Mr. C placed his hand on my breast for the first time. I grinned at Audrey and said, “I can’t say for sure yet, but I’m starting to think I might be bi! This is exciting. Touching you like this is turning me on. Who knew!”


She didn’t move until my gently caressing fingertips made their way up to her hard little pink nipple. She groaned in pleasure and her eyes closed. But a moment later she opened her eyes and reached out for my breast.


I watched her hand approaching my breast and moaned in anticipation. I don’t know how I’m going to react to exploring her pussy with my tongue when we reach that point in our experimentation, but so far I’m really enjoying this ... I mean I’m REALLY enjoying this!


Long before her fingers reached my nipple it was so hard it almost hurt. I sighed when her fingers closed around it and my eyes slammed shut. She squeezed my nipple and just like when Mr. C did this yesterday I felt the shock waves travel all the way to my clit. My eyes were still closed when she rolled me over onto my back and leaned over me. She continued to knead my breast and squeeze my nipple as her lips once more pressed against mine and our tongues began to dance.


As hot as that kiss was, things began to really heat up when she kissed her way down my neck and then began to tease my right boob with her lips and tongue. I’d never have guessed this is the first time she’s done this but she’s had four months of being Mr. C’s sex toy. In all that time I suppose she’s been on the receiving end of this with god only knows how many men. She’s had time to learn what she enjoys and now she’s teaching me. I can only compare what she’s doing to my first time with Mr. C The things I did over the course of the day I spent with him, Doc and Louis are my only experiences with sex. I enjoyed the hell out of that, or at least I enjoyed most of it, but I’m enjoying this even more, probably because I don’t feel like I have anything to fear from Audrey. She’s unlikely to cause me pain.


I experienced my first orgasm before she moved over to my left breast, and I climaxed again when she repeated the process on that side. Then she began kissing her way slowly down toward my pussy. I thought of stopping her, of returning the favor before we moved into a sixty-nine so that we could both explore a pussy for the first time together. I just couldn’t do it. I feel her lips and the tip of her warm, wet tongue closing in on my drooling sex and there’s just no way I can put off the inevitable. All my doubts are gone now. I want this. I want her mouth on my pussy.


Well, not all my doubts are gone. I’m still a little leery of that moment when I’m returning the favor, when my tongue begins to enter her moist pussy. But not like I was when the subject first came up.


Just before she reached my pussy she rose to her knees and separated my legs. She moved between them and stretched out with her face over my needy pussy. Just for a moment I opened my eyes and looked down. She smiled up at me. It’s obvious her reluctance has evaporated, too. I returned her smile and whispered, “I love it! I love what you’re doing!”


She moaned and replied, “Me, too. I had no idea! We’ll have to do this again even if Mr. C doesn’t make us.”


“Oh yes! I think I’ve changed my mind. I might want to marry you after all.”


She moaned again, but this time her lips were lightly resting on my blood engorged clit. I almost screamed and my ass shot off the bed as though my pussy wanted to climb right inside of her mouth ... and I think it does.


She circled my clit with the tip of her tongue and I cried out, “JESUS H. CHRIST! FUCK that feels good!”


Before I could explode her tongue traveled down through what I know is my very, very wet slit. She moaned again and the vibrations drove me crazy. She pressed her lips against my mound and her tongue entered me at which point I enjoyed my third orgasm. But she just kept on keeping on. She licked and she nibbled and her nose pressed against my clit until I did scream. I came so hard I nearly passed out. She kept going until I couldn’t take it anymore. I reached down and gently lifted her head. I couldn’t open my eyes yet but I pleaded with her to stop. I can’t take it any longer. She kissed my pussy and then let her head rest on my stomach while I struggled to catch my breath.


When at last I caught my breath and could finally talk I said, “You must have been paying close attention when they were doing that to you! That was every bit as good as my first time with Mr. C!”


She moaned and replied, “I learned what I like. I was nervous at first, especially when I first stretched out with your pussy right in my face. But I quickly learned it’s nearly as much fun to give as it is to receive.”


I caressed Audrey’s hair affectionately until my heart rate returned to near normal. Then I lifted her face from my belly and said, “It’s your turn.”


She smiled up at me and said, “I wouldn’t mind doing it again.”


I chuckled and said, “I’m glad. But much to my surprise, I find I’m anxious to return the favor. That was wonderful and it’s encouraging to see how much you enjoyed it. Now I want to do it for you. After you recover we can try what they were doing in those pictures.”


She crawled back up beside me and we held each other for a moment before I leaned in and we kissed. I can taste myself on her lips. It comes as a surprise but I actually find that exciting! I used my tongue to clean my juices from around her lips, her chin and even up on one of her cheeks. When she was reasonably clean I returned to kissing her and caressing her sexy boobs with my hand.


Her nipples hardened in an instant and, once again, having that effect on her is a huge turn on for me. I turned her onto her back and did to her everything she just did to me. I kissed her face and then I kissed my way down her neck to her chest, at which point I replaced my hand with my lips. I kissed her boobs and licked them all over. I sucked her nipples and carefully bit down on them. I knew she was enjoying it when she wrapped her arms around my head and pulled my face tightly against her breasts. She moaned and whispered, “GOD! That feels so fucking good!”


Seconds later, as I was biting down on one of her nipples, she cried out and enjoyed what I hope will be one of many orgasms I’m about to give her.


I made love to her breasts for a long time. It turns out boobs are even more fun than I imagined! Playing with hers the way guys play with mine and giving her orgasms while doing it excites the hell out of me! Not to discount their significant esthetic appeal it’s no wonder guys are so fond of tits!!


After her third orgasm I began kissing my way down her sexy body. I’m no longer the least bit nervous about what I’m about to do. Quite the opposite. I’m curious, but more than that I’m aroused just thinking about making love to her pretty pussy and giving her as much pleasure as she gave me.


I kissed my way down her taut belly, pausing briefly to tease her little belly button which she seemed to find more exciting than I would have expected. I found it to be mildly pleasant when she did it for me but when I returned the favor she nearly had an orgasm!


I lifted my head and moved into position between her long, smooth, sexy legs. It occurs to me that what we’re doing here this morning, if it is still morning, is giving me a new appreciation for the female form. It isn’t that I’ve been unaware of it up until now. Like everyone else I’ve seen how the female form is used to get people into theaters and to sell just about every product ever made. I’ve noticed and I’m aware that looking like the women in those movies and in those ads is important; not just to me but to just about every girl I know. Every girl wants to be sexy, to be desirable. But I don’t think I’ve ever been so conscious of just how sexy the female body really is until this very moment. I think it makes a big difference that I’m making love to another girl and finding it so incredibly arousing.


As soon as I was in position I took up where I left off a moment ago, exploring Audrey’s navel with the tip of my tongue. But I’m scant inches from her sex now and I’m anxious to see it up close like this and to taste it and to drive her crazy the way she just did for me.


I kissed my way down to Audrey’s tight, still virginal looking sex. It’s reassuring to see that after having sex with so many men her pussy still looks very much like mine. I paused to enjoy the surprisingly pleasant aroma of her arousal. From the time I started to masturbate and discovered how wet my pussy would become I’ve always had the fear in the back of my mind that, especially when it becomes so wet, my vagina must surely release and unpleasant aroma. I based that fear on nothing. It has just been an assumption. I’m both elated and relieved to discover the exact opposite is true. The aroma is enticing. It seems to increase my own state of arousal. And now it’s time for the final test. From cleaning Audrey’s face with my tongue a few minutes ago I learned the taste of my own juices is mild and not at all unpleasant. Now to compare.


My tongue circled her clit several times, something she obviously found pleasurable. Then I did the same to her tight, juicy little slit. She nearly went crazy and I enjoy it almost as much as she is! There’s no unpleasant taste. In fact, there’s hardly any taste at all. More than anything else it reminds me of the lube that oozes from the end of a guy’s cock when he’s excited. I wonder if it’s the same stuff!


At that point I stopped thinking so much. I stopped examining and got into pleasing which is why I’m down here. I kissed and I licked and I became highly aroused as I provided Audrey with all the pleasure she just did for me. At one point I used my fingers to spread her open and for the first time I got a really good close-up look at the inside of a female sex organ. I decided it’s kind of sexy, though I can’t say why. Maybe because it is what it is.


Audrey must have climaxed a dozen times before she begged me to stop and reached down to caress my hair. I rested my cheek on her juicy mound and lightly kissed her thigh while she recovered. She lay there panting and murmuring about how wonderful that was. After several minutes I started to get up on my hands and knees, intending to return to my position beside her. But as soon as I moved she said, “No. Stay right there. Turn onto your back.”


I rolled over onto my back and tilted my head so I can look up at her. She smiled and got up onto her hands and knees. She turned so that her face is over mine but upside down. She looked down at me and said, “That was wonderful. Now let’s try this.”


She leaned down and cleaned my face with her tongue the way I had for her. Then we kissed for several minutes before she began moving slowly down my body. We both enjoyed it, especially while we were kissing, licking, and lightly biting each other’s tits. She moved more quickly down my stomach this time and we soon found ourselves in a sixty-nine. We both turned onto our sides. That seemed to make it easier for both of us. We eagerly attacked each other’s sex with our mouths and we both enjoyed a string of orgasms before we collapsed and lay there panting.


After several minutes of recovery time we talked quietly about what we had just done. We agreed that we loved what we just did but we both thought it was more fun doing it one at a time. After a minute or so I said, “Don’t be alarmed. We’ve been friends for a long time but I find that suddenly I’m much more fond of you than I was when I got up this morning. Don’t get me wrong, when I said I want to marry you I was only joking. But all of a sudden I feel much closer to you.”


She chuckled and replied, “I understand. I feel the same way. But I’m not going to invite you to the prom.”


She sat up, then, saying, “I need a drink. I think eating pussy makes me thirsty.”


I laughed at that and sat up. That’s when I saw movement in the doorway and screamed.


Chapter 7


Audrey spun around and screamed, “Paul!! What the hell are you doing here?!!”


I think Audrey and I noticed the cell phone pointed at us at the same time. She screamed wordlessly, scrambled off the bed and attacked the boy I assume is her brother. Paul is a year older and a lot bigger. He easily held her off with one hand on her upper chest and grinned as he scanned her body close up now with the camera on his phone. She’s trying to hit him but she can’t reach anything but his arms. It doesn’t look like he even feels it.


After a minute or two of that she gave up in frustration and demanded, “What the hell are you doing here?! You aren’t supposed to be home until tonight.”


“It started raining like hell. They closed the campground early this morning. They were afraid of mudslides closing the dirt road out of there.”


“You have to delete that, Paul. How long have you been standing here? Jesus, you scared the hell out us.”


He didn’t answer her question right away. He looked up at me, smiled and said, “You’re hot. You’re Kayla, right? I’ve seen you around school. You look pretty hot with clothes on, too.”


I’m still sitting on the bed naked but I’ve pulled the sheet up over my body. I’m not pleased about being recorded doing what we just did but two thoughts occur to me almost simultaneously. First, I’ve seen Paul around school. I don’t think I realized he’s Audrey’s brother. I remember thinking he’s hot though. And second, this is silly, thousands of men and god only knows how many boys have seen me naked and having all kinds of sex since yesterday. My privates are no longer quite so private.


Audrey repeated her question, “Damn it, Paul, how long have you been standing here?”


He’s still grinning and that isn’t helping Audrey calm down. I notice, though, that she’s still standing there naked and she seems unconcerned about being unclothed in front of her brother. It makes me wonder.


He finally replied, “When I came to your door I was just about to say hi when I saw you working on Kayla’s fine tits. By the time I got my phone out and started recording you were between her legs and eating her pussy. Is this the first time you guys have done this? It’s hotter than hell,”


For the first time I noticed the impressive bulge in his khaki slacks. I don’t know what I was thinking, no that’s not right. I wasn’t thinking, really. I don’t know what came over me but I lowered the sheet, stood up and crossed the room. When I was standing beside Audrey I politely and calmly asked, “Aren’t you going to introduce me?” as though I were standing there fully dressed.


She looked at me, giving me one of those “what the hell has gotten into you?!” looks. But then she said, “Kayla, this is my brother but don’t get too fond of him because I’m going to kill him. As I assume you’ve figured out, this is Paul.”


She turned back to Paul and demanded, “You’ve got to delete that, Paul. I mean it. Erase that damn video, NOW!”


He hesitated for a long moment but then responded, “I don’t think I can do that. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. C’mon Audrey. You know I won’t show it to anyone. You’ve let me take nude pictures of you before. What’s the difference?”


Audrey glanced at me and blushed. Then she replied, “For one thing, you didn’t ask. But mainly, Kayla is on that recording. You had no right to do that.”


I smiled and shrugged. Then I asked, “Does it really matter?”


She looked at me in surprise before asking, “You don’t mind? You don’t even know this ... this peeping Tom.”


I smiled and replied, “No, but I wouldn’t mind getting better acquainted.”


I don’t know which of them was more surprised by that response. Actually, I’m a little surprised, too. I guess I’m still feeling the effects of a couple of hours of having sex with my new best friend. Audrey stood there looking at me with her mouth open. Paul looked back and forth between me and his sister and said, “I’ll be back in ten minutes. I have to take a quick shower.”


He disappeared into the bathroom across the hall and as we walked back to the bed Audrey finally spoke again. “You want to do it with my brother?!”


“Do you mind?”


We sat side by side on the side of the bed. She thought about it for a minute, then smiled and said, “Not if you don’t.”


Then, in almost a whisper she added, “He has a real nice dick for a fifteen-year-old.”


“Have you had sex with him?”


She blushed but admitted, “A few times. But only oral sex. I wouldn’t let him fuck me.”


“Does he know about Mr. C?”


“God no! He’d freak out. He’d probably kill him!”


“I know it’s none of my business but I’m curious, how long have you two been ... doing stuff?”


She shrugged and said, “He didn’t really start paying any attention to me until about two years ago when my boobs started popping out. When I noticed he was interested in the changes I was going through I began to tease him. You know, flashing him a little now and then. I think it turned me on more than it did him. After I started going to Mr. C’s house things changed ... I changed. Paul and I are home alone a lot. We have a lot of time to explore the differences between the sexes. But for about the first month it was just show and tell. We didn’t start touching or working up to oral sex until a few months ago. It occurred to me that after I sucked off all those strange guys at the party and then the old dudes I’m putting out for at Mr. C’s house it seemed stupid not to at least go that far with Paul. I was letting him take some nude pictures one day and we both got pretty turned on. When he put down the camera and started touching me I was more than happy to have him do it. I told him right from the start that I’d never let him fuck me. But for some reason sucking his cock doesn’t seem quite so taboo. I’ve been doing that about once a week since then. He’s gotten very good at returning the favor.”


“Has he gotten lucky with any of the girls at school yet?”


She shook her head and said, “If he had I’d know it. Except for the things Mr. C is making me do we tell each other everything.”


“So he’s still a virgin?”


“Except for blowjobs.”


“Would you mind if I changed his status?”


She smiled, shook her head but then asked, “Why? Why are you doing this?”


I shrugged and replied, “While I was sitting on your bed covered up by the sheet it suddenly struck me that your brother is good looking and sexy and I’ve had sex with three men of whom I’m definitely not fond. I’ve been seen naked and having sex, probably by hundreds of thousands of men. I shouldn’t have a problem if one more guy sees me naked and makes love to me, especially a guy I think is kind of hot.”


She smiled and said, “Yeah. Don’t tell him I said so, his head is fat enough already. But he is kind of hot. If he weren’t my brother I’d do him.”


While we’re waiting we talked more about what the two of us just did and how much we both enjoyed it. Then we began to talk about having to do this on camera for Mr. C on Wednesday. I think our biggest concern now is whether we’ll be able to keep him from realizing what we’ve done here today. We both feel it’s none of his business and I think we both worry about how he might react if he finds out. We both have the impression he wants to record our first bi experience and transmit it to his paying customers on the internet. He wants us to look all shy and nervous and reluctant. He wants his audience to believe we’re doing it because we’re being forced.


We were distracted then when Paul came in wearing only a towel. Now he’s blushing. It’s kind of cute. I stood up and met him near the foot of the bed. I smiled up at him and said, “Your sister has been telling me about the fun the two of you have been having. She also tells me she’s pretty sure you’re still a virgin. Is that right?”


“I guess, if oral sex doesn’t count.”


“I don’t think it does. I was a virgin when I got up yesterday morning. I’m not now, though. Does that bother you?”


“Not one bit. I think I prefer that you aren’t. I don’t want to hurt you. You’re gonna have to cut me some slack. I don’t know what I’m doing. Audrey says I’m getting pretty good at eating pussy but that’s all we’ve done. So feel free to offer me any advice you think is appropriate. You won’t hurt my feelings. The only thing I know for sure is that there’s a hell of a lot I don’t know.”


I smiled up at him. I like his attitude. I replied, “I guess we can learn together. I don’t know very much either. I did learn that sex is a lot of fun. How about if we just relax, take our time, get better acquainted and see how it goes?”


Before he could respond I reached out and pulled the towel he’s wearing from around his waist. He started blushing again but after looking down to see what we have to work with I smiled up at him and said, “You don’t have any reason to be embarrassed. You have a very nice cock, especially for a guy who’s only fifteen.”


I’m more than a little surprised by the way I’m acting. I must seem to him like I know what I’m doing. Audrey is standing nearby. I can see her grinning. I think she’s impressed by how forward I am and how confident I seem.


I moved closer to Paul and put my arms around his waist. I looked up at him and said, “So you got a kick out of watching me with your sister? It was the first time for both of us but we both loved it. I know we’re going to do it again. Maybe next time you can join us. Does that sound exciting?”


“FUCK YEAH!!


“Oops, that just slipped out. Sorry. Do I sound too eager?”


I chuckled and replied, “I’d be worried about you if you weren’t.”


He put his arms around me, leaned down and we kissed. Eating pussy isn’t the only thing he’s getting good at! He’s a fantastic kisser! We kissed for a long time. He began to move his hands down until they each grabbed a large handful of ass cheek. He pulled me tighter to his body. I can feel his erection throbbing against my belly and I really like the feeling. I leaned my head back, wrapped one hand around his cock and said, “We aren’t in a hurry. How about if you climb up onto the bed and get comfortable. I’ll take care of this for you and then we can get to know each other better.”


He chuckled and replied, “I’ve never heard of a guy saying no to having a pretty girl suck his cock.”


I watched as he took the two steps necessary to bring him to the side of his sister’s bed. He has a real cute butt. He stretched out on the bed and looked at me expectantly. I turned to Audrey and asked, “Care to give me a hand?”


She grinned and said, “Sure, if you don’t mind sharing. I know he won’t mind. He’s easier than we are!”


I climbed up on one side of Paul and she went around to the other side of the bed and joined us. Paul exclaimed, “Hey! Two against one. No fair.”


He doesn’t really seem to mind, though. I leaned over and began kissing Paul, at the same time sliding my hand down over his flat, firm stomach to his happily bouncing cock. It’s already nearly covered in the lube oozing from the tip. But that’s okay, after only one day of having sex I’ve kind of gotten to like that stuff.


I felt Audrey’s hand when she reached down and cradled his balls. She leaned over, kissed his nipple and then said, “She’s a good kisser, isn’t she Paul? Wait until you taste her sweet pussy. I don’t have anything to compare it to because I’ve never done it with any girl but her, but I loved eating her out. After you’ve done it you can tell us if we taste the same.”


Paul broke the kiss and exclaimed, “Jesus, Audrey! You gotta stop that! If you don’t I’m gonna paint your headboard with cum!”


I kissed him again and said, “I guess we’d better take care of that. We don’t want you making a mess.”


I slid down and gripped the base of his cock between my thumb and my forefinger. It’s a nice looking cock, not huge like Louis or even as big as Mr. C’s but it’s smooth and I’d guess it’s above average in both length and girth. I kissed the very tip, paused to lick the lube from my lips and then started licking his cock clean. Each time it throbs more of that stuff oozes from the end but it didn’t take me long to get it clean. While I was doing that, Audrey leaned closer and began to lick his balls. We paused, since our faces were right there together, to kiss for a moment before I placed my lips around the head of Paul’s cock and slowly slid them all the way down to the base. It’s a hell of a lot easier with his cock than it was with Louis or Mr. C! As my mouth and throat enveloped his cock his entire body shuddered and he exclaimed, “Oh my god! You were a virgin yesterday?! Damn!!”


I didn’t respond. His comment didn’t seem to call for one. I took it slow and easy. With Audrey and I both using our mouths on him he isn’t apt to last long, but I’m in no hurry. I’m enjoying myself.


I doubt if he lasted five minutes but even so I’m impressed. From what I’ve heard, for a horny fifteen-year-old boy to last that long with both of us working on him isn’t bad at all. I felt his hand moving over my back and his ass came up off the bed. He warned us he’s going to cum and then he began to swear under his breath, a steady stream of four-letter words poured from his mouth while his cock exploded in my mouth. Audrey and I looked into each other’s eyes while I gobbled down her brother’s huge load of cum. I held his cock in my mouth and let it drain for a minute or two before I lifted my head and said, “Wow! Does he always cum that much?!”


She grinned and nodded and we compared the taste of his cum to Mr. C, Doc and Louis, both of us forgetting that Paul is unaware of our experiences with those three. Paul’s cock remained erect as I held it in my hand and Audrey and I talked as though he isn’t even there.


I don’t think either of us realized our error until Paul asked, “Who’s that? Who are Mr. C, Doc and Louis?”


Oops! Audrey and I looked at each other, both of us unsure what to say to Paul. Finally, Audrey said, “I’ll tell you later. I gave my word to someone that I’d keep it a secret, at least for now. I’ll tell you when I can.”


From the look on Paul’s face it’s obvious he isn’t satisfied with that response and that he’s concerned. I smiled at him, began working my hand up and down his still erect cock and said, “We have something more immediate concerning us. This thing is still hard enough to pound nails. Would you like a taste of pussy first or do you want to put this good looking cock somewhere nice and warm and wet?”


His grin was nearly ear-to-ear as he replied, “I have recently discovered I love eating pussy. Let’s trade places.”


He sat up and then turned over and knelt beside me. I moved around in front of him and stretched out on the bed between Paul and Audrey. After several long, pleasant minutes during which he seemed to enjoy exploring my body with his eyes, Paul stretched out beside me on one side and Audrey on the other. Paul began kissing me and both he and his sister began caressing my body with a gentle, very erotic touch that sent chills through me.


I thought many of the things I did yesterday were about as good as sex could get; especially the things I did with Mr. C in the beginning, before Louis taught me that I didn’t really know what pain is. Now I know that, as good as Mr. C is, he can’t hold a candle to sex with Audrey and Paul. I have no desire to relive some of the things I was forced to do yesterday but even so I’m glad it happened. If I hadn’t gone to Mr. C’s house I would never have had the opportunity to experience the time I spent with Audrey and now with her and her sexy brother. What we’re doing here now more than makes up for the pain I experienced when Louis shoved his cock down my throat and then when they fucked my butt. I think I want to marry both of these two!


And then it got better! Paul began kissing his way down my neck and for the longest time he did all the wonderful things he must have learned from his sister to my left breast while Audrey provided that same service to my right breast. Not long after they started administering to my boobs, Paul looked up and said, “I would have thought there’s nothing sexier than making love to a beautiful girl. But I have to say, looking up and seeing my hot sister with a boob in her mouth really ices the cake!”


I can’t see them. My eyes are closed. Even so I have to say, as exciting as this is for Paul it’s at least twice as exciting for me! They kept it up for so long I enjoyed a string of orgasms. I lay there panting and telling them how wonderful I think they are and then I groaned when they stopped. But I needn’t have been concerned. Paul began working his way down to my drooling pussy while Audrey moved up and began kissing my face and then concentrated on my lips. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her tight. We kissed like newlyweds on their honeymoon. Right about then, Paul reached his target. He moved into position between my legs and as soon as he began to eat my pussy I had to agree with Audrey’s earlier comment. He is, indeed, very, very good at what he’s doing. She has taught him well.


The two of them work very well together. I enjoyed so many orgasms I had to beg them to stop. It was then time for the main course. Paul moved up over me and Audrey guided is cock to my more than ready pussy. His cock is smaller than Mr. C’s and Louis’ but from what I’ve heard it’s about average for an adult male, about six inches long and maybe an inch in diameter. I didn’t expect him to stretch me the way the cocks did yesterday and it didn’t. But the surprise is that it still felt wonderful. It’s Paul’s first time and I wasn’t surprised when he came after only a few minutes. But his cock stayed hard and after less than a minute of recuperation he started fucking me again. I moaned in delight and told him, truthfully, how great it feels. I suppose it didn’t hurt that as soon as he started fucking me, Audrey stretched out beside me and her hand began alternating between groping one of my boobs and then tickling my clit while her brother worked his magic.


I wrapped my arms and legs around Paul and continued, in the most obscene language in my somewhat limited vocabulary of profanity, to egg him on and to tell him how much I enjoy what he’s doing to me. I must have climaxed a dozen more times before he came, filling my pussy with hot cum for the second time.


We each had time for another turn in the middle before I had to go home, and we did it all; well, almost all. Audrey could not be convinced to let Paul put his cock in her pussy. When it was over we were all exhausted but looking forward eagerly to the next time. Audrey and I took a quick shower together. As soon as we were alone in the bathroom I heaped praise upon Paul’s head, and the rest of him, too. We agreed that as soon as we can we’ll get together again. I suggested she might want to start thinking of something to tell Paul about Mr. C. He’s already curious since we let his name slip.


She nodded and said, “I’ll have to think of something that won’t lead to someone getting killed. I suppose I could say that I’m going of my own free will to make a little extra money but I don’t think he’d have a very high opinion of that excuse. You’re right. I should have been more careful. I was worried you’d let something slip and bigger than shit I did it. I knew better, too.”


We dried off and I hurriedly dressed and headed for the door. Paul met me at the door and asked, “Can I walk you home?”


I smiled and replied, “I’d like that. I’d like that a lot.”


As soon as I said it I knew it was a mistake. I know I’m a bit naïve but I’m at least aware enough to realize he asked because he likes me and wants to be with me. I can tell by the look in his eyes that he has a crush on me. I have to admit I’m feeling the same way about him. But I have the same problem Audrey has. I’ve become one of Mr. C’s playthings. If Paul were to be made aware of the things I did yesterday and the things I’ll be doing in the future he certainly wouldn’t feel the way about me that he does.


Shortly after we started down the sidewalk he reached out tentatively and held my hand. I smiled at him reassuringly but I found myself trying to think of something I can tell him to explain my strange situation to him without driving him away because I really like him a lot.


I told Paul where I live, it’s about three blocks from his house. We walked in silence about half the way. Then he said, “I really enjoyed what we did. I know I have a lot to learn but Audrey’s great, she’s teaching me a lot.”


“I enjoyed it, too, Paul. I almost couldn’t believe it was your first time. I thought you were great.”


We walked in silence for a couple more minutes but I can almost feel him trying to think of the right way to say what he’s thinking. Finally, he said, “I know that at this point in my life hormones have a lot to do with how I feel and how I react. But I want you to know I have feelings for you and I’m pretty sure it isn’t just hormones talking.”


I sighed and replied, “I feel the same way about you. But you don’t know me very well. I know you think I’m pretty and sexy. You said so. That’s very flattering, but when you get right down to it the only things you know about me are that I look pretty good with no clothes on and we’re pretty good together when it comes to sex. I don’t think we should rush into anything. And besides, I’m only fourteen. My parents won’t let me date. I hope to spend a lot of time with both you and Audrey this summer. But you won’t be able to come to my house and pick me up for two more years.”


He chuckled and said, “That’s okay. My new Corvette hasn’t come in yet.”


We talked about not much of anything until I stopped a few houses up the street from my house. I pointed to my house and told him that it might be best if my parents don’t see me walking with a boy. I turned to face him, went up on my toes and gave him a quick kiss. Then I said, “Your sister has my phone number. You can call me if you want.”


He said, “I’d like that. I like talking to you. Thanks for today. You were wonderful.”


I smiled and said, “Yeah, we were pretty hot, weren’t we? I can’t wait to do it again.”


“I’m going to upload the recording I made on my phone to my computer when I get home. If it isn’t too large do you want me to email it to you?”


“I’d love that.”


It occurred to me that Audrey might not have my email address so I gave it to him. After another quick kiss I turned and walked the rest of the way to my house. When I reached my sidewalk and looked back he was still standing there watching me. I didn’t dare wave in case someone was watching but I nodded to him. He smiled and finally turned away.


When I got inside, mom was just starting supper. Dad is upstairs taking a shower after completing something he’s been working on in the garage all afternoon. I went in to help mom with supper. I had to make up a bunch of things to tell her I’d been doing with Audrey all day. I’m not a very good liar as a general rule but mom wasn’t really paying any attention so I got away with it. When I realized she wasn’t really listening I had the strongest urge to say something like, “Oh, and I had sex with her and her older brother for a few hours and it was fuckin’ fantastic!” Somehow, I think that just might have grabbed her attention.


After dinner I cleaned up the dining room and then I went to my room. Mom and dad are watching a television news show. I find the news either too depressing or too boring. I turned on my computer and checked my email. Nothing interesting there. Mr. C sent me the same emails he sent to Audrey earlier. I took another look at the pictures he attached. They aren’t quite as shocking after the afternoon I just spent doing those same things and then some. I still find the apparent youth of that one girl disturbing but everything Mr. C does is beyond my control. If, however, I find he’s still blackmailing that girl and using her I’m afraid I’m going to have to get the authorities involved.


I wish I’d thought to get Audrey’s email address. I want to thank her for what turned out to be a wonderful day. If I don’t hear from her this evening I’ll get it from her at school tomorrow.


I got my clothes ready for the next to the last day of school tomorrow and got ready for bed. I tried to read for a while but I couldn’t get the thoughts of the wonderful afternoon I spent at Audrey’s house today out of my mind. I was still thinking about it when Paul called to talk for a while. The conversation was a bit stiff at first. We had a great time today but that was just sex. Very good sex, but still just sex. We’ve only just met and don’t really know each other very well. As we talked we began to remedy that and by the time we said goodnight things seemed to be warming up between us. I still have the problem of what to tell him about Mr. C, though. I don’t doubt that old pervert will be taking up a lot of my time this summer. How can I explain that to Paul?


Before we hung up I got both his and his sister’s email address from him. I wrote Audrey a long email telling her what a wonderful time I had. Then I got ready for bed.


I turned out my light and I lay there in the dark for a long time thinking about how much I want to be with Paul again, Paul and Audrey, and trying to think of something I can tell him about Mr. C that won’t make him hate me or even worse, take it upon himself to do something about Mr. C and the hold he has over both me and Audrey.


I was almost asleep when my phone rang again. I glanced at the clock. It’s a few minutes after eleven. No one ever calls me this late! I answered it, assuming it’s a wrong number. With all the excitement in my life lately I’ve all but forgotten about my phone number being written on a wall in a men’s room somewhere in town. I was reminded when an adult male voice asked, “Is this Kayla?”


My heart started beating a mile a minute. I almost hung up but there’s just a chance this could be someone Mr. C told to call me. I sighed and tried to calm down. Before I could finally respond the man said, “Hello?”


“I’m sorry. I was startled. Yes. I’m Kayla.”


“Can we get together for a few minutes? I’m feeling really horny. I could really use a good blowjob.”


What a sweet talker! For the first time I gave some thought to the logistics involved. He certainly can’t come here. I explained the problem of where. He said that isn’t a problem, he’s driving a van with some comfortable seats in the back. I thought about it for a minute and said, “Okay. My parents are in bed. I think I can sneak out. Do you know where the park is on Taft?”


“Yeah. I’m not far from there. I can be there in about ten minutes.”


“That’s about how long it’ll take me. I’ll meet you in the parking lot by the statue.”


“Great. I’ll be in a red and white custom van.”


I sleep in a t-shirt and panties. I just pulled on a pair of shorts, grabbed my tennis shoes and snuck downstairs. I put my shoes on by the front door and quietly snuck out. All the way to the park I tried to imagine what the guy on the phone looks like and more to the point, what his cock looks like. It didn’t even occur to me until I climbed into the passenger seat of his van ten minutes later that the guy could be a serial killer and I could end up dead.


We looked at each other, sizing each other up for a moment before he exclaimed, “Damn! You’re beautiful!”


I smiled, somewhat reassured by his very normal appearance and his friendly manner. I finally said, “We can’t do this here. The cops check out the park at night, looking for perverts, like us I guess. Turn right on Taft and take the next left. We can park in the cul-de-sac at the end of the street.”


As he followed my directions he asked, “Are you really only fourteen?!”


I assured him I am.


“I guess that makes me a fuckin’ pervert but damn that’s hot! When I found your number I figured it was some kind of trick or something. I almost didn’t call but finally decided I had to take the chance. I’m sure glad I did.”


It never occurred to me that he might be nervous, too. But he is, and realizing it makes me feel even safer, though I know it shouldn’t. He circled the cul-de-sac and parked behind another car. We aren’t in front of a house. Behind us and on both sides of the cul-de-sac is a small public playground. He swiveled his seat around and climbed between the front seats. He sat down in one of the two captain’s chairs in the middle and as soon as he was seated I followed him into the back. It’s an older van but it’s clean and it’s in good condition. I saw some kid’s toys on the bench seat in the back. He saw me looking and looked very guilty when he explained, “Yeah, I’m married. But my wife doesn’t suck cock. She says it’s nasty. I guess it is but I can’t help it. I love getting a good blowjob and it’s been years.”


I smiled and said, “I haven’t been doing it long but I kinda like it. I think it’s sexy.”


He grinned and asked, “How long?”


I shrugged and explained, “Yesterday I lost my virginity and I sucked a cock for the first time. I did it again today and discovered I really enjoy it.”


“You’re shittin’ me! You’re almost a virgin! How did your number get on that men’s room wall?”


I shrugged again and replied, “I don’t know. It must have been someone who knows me. When I got the first call I was still a virgin. Maybe it was some guy who tried to have sex with me and got mad when I said no. As strange as it sounds, it was that first phone call that’s responsible for everything I’ve done in the last couple of days.”


I thought about that for a second and realized that can’t be how my number ended up on a wall in a men’s room. No guy has ever tried to get in my pants! Then it occurred to me, he knows where my name and number are written! I asked, “Where did you find my number?”


“At the station on the corner of Rivers and Remount, the BP station.”


There was a brief pause and then he began to unfasten his pants. As he prepared for his blowjob he asked, “Would you mind taking your clothes off? I’d dearly love to see your hot body.”


I’m kneeling on the plush carpet near him, almost close enough to touch. I didn’t even have to think about it. This situation is turning me on a lot more than it should. I whipped my t-shirt off and slid my shorts and panties down to my knees. I sat on the soft carpet and slipped them off and returned to my knees in front of him. His slacks and underwear are now bunched around one ankle. He spread his legs apart and I moved a little closer, inching up between his legs and looking down at his erect cock, only slightly illuminated by the light from a nearby streetlight. I reached out and lightly caressed his erection with my fingertips for a moment. While I was doing that he cradled my left breast in his hand and quietly said, “Jesus, girl! You are so fuckin’ beautiful! So sexy!”


The reverence in his voice makes what I’m doing here even more exciting. I smiled up at him and then leaned down and began to kiss and lick his very nice cock. As soon as my lips touched him he leaned back in his seat, closed his eyes and moaned. I licked around the head of it and then lapped up the lube that has been leaking out. His cock is probably a little over six inches long. It looks a lot like Paul’s. He’s clean and smells nice, like he has bathed recently. All in all, this is a pretty exciting adventure. I’m glad he called me tonight! If all the men who call me are this nice I might not see about having my name and phone number removed from that bathroom wall!”


My male friend, it occurred to me as I began sliding my lips up and down his cock that I don’t know his name, was obviously telling the truth when he told me how much he missed having his cock sucked. I don’t think he lasted more than two or three minutes before he gasped and exclaimed, “NO! Oh damn! I’m gonna cum!”


I think he expected me to pull my mouth away but I only redoubled my efforts and seconds later his cock began painting my tonsils, or at least the place my tonsils used to be, with thick ropes of warm semen. Thanks to all the practice Mr. C, Louis and Doc gave me on Saturday, and the time I spent with Paul today, I had no problem swallowing his huge load. He finally collapsed in his captain’s chair and I held his cock in my mouth while it continued to drain for a minute or two. It never did go soft, so when he looked like he had more or less recovered I let his cock slip from between my lips and asked, “Again?”


“Oh Jesus yes!!”


I smiled and slid my lips back down over his throbbing cock once more. He lasted a lot longer this time and I realized as I sucked on his cock that everything about what we’re doing here is exciting. I’m having a lot of fun! I don’t imagine it will be this much fun with every guy who calls. But when the guy is nice like this guy I enjoy bringing him this much pleasure.


After his second orgasm I sat up on my heels and smiled up at him. His eyes slowly opened and he looked down at me with affection written all over his face. He sighed and said, “That was fantastic. You’re fantastic. But what about you? Would you like having me return the favor? I’d be more than happy to eat your sweet little pussy.”


I considered it for a moment. I would enjoy it. Sucking his cock really turned me on. But I decided it would be best if I get home. There’s no way I can explain sneaking out this late to my parents if they should discover I’m not home. I explained that to him and then suggested, “Maybe next time ... if you want to do it again.”


“You wouldn’t mind? God! I’d love to do it again!”


“I had fun. I wouldn’t mind at all. But not too often. Sneaking out like this makes me really nervous.”


“Yeah, I can understand that. Maybe we can get together during the day while you’re out of school for the summer.”


“That would be nice. Give me a call.”


We got dressed and he drove me back to the park. As I was getting out of the car he said, “I think I forgot something.”


I looked at him for a moment and he smiled and said, “I don’t think I told you my name. It’s Jeff.”


“Hi, Jeff. It was a pleasure meeting you.”


I started to get out of the car but then I turned back and asked, “Where does your wife think you are at this time of the night?”


He replied, “I just returned from dropping her and our kids off at her parent’s house in the upstate for two weeks. Something came up at the last minute and I couldn’t get off work so we had to cancel our vacation plans. She’s staying with them for a couple of weeks. They’ve been bugging us to see the grandkids.”


“So you didn’t even go a whole day without getting in trouble! Shame on you!”


I was smiling when I said it though. He smiled back and said, “It’s your fault! If I didn’t see your name and number on the wall when I stopped to fill up I’d be home in bed right now.”


I slid out of the seat and said goodnight. He thanked me for being so nice, said goodnight and told me he’d call me soon. He drove away and I hurried home thinking about how exciting that little adventure had been. Since Mr. C told me he’d found my number and ordered me never to say no to any man who called I’ve been dreading answering my phone and finding myself talking to another pervert. If every guy who calls turns out to be as nice as Jeff I may have to write my name and number on more men’s room walls! (Just kidding)


I quietly opened the front door and stepped inside. I slipped my shoes off and locked the door. I stopped in the kitchen for a glass of water and then quietly returned to my bedroom. I removed my shorts and got into bed. Before putting my phone on the charger I saved Jeff’s number. I suddenly remembered Mr. C’s orders to call him if a man called and I snuck out to have sex with him. I glanced at my clock and decided he wouldn’t want to be disturbed at this hour. I’ll have to call him tomorrow.


Even after drinking the water I can still taste the cum Jeff deposited in my mouth. I thought about using some mouthwash but instead I curled up and fell asleep thinking about the sexually charged day I’ve just enjoyed so thoroughly.


In the morning I sent Mr. C an email and provided a brief synopsis of my time with Jeff last night. I explained it was too late to call when I got home. I took a quick shower, dressed, and joined my parents for breakfast. My mother went back to work when I started the second grade but she works as a substitute teacher at the elementary school so she works pretty regularly during the school year but her schedule is a bit erratic and even on days when she works she usually gets home before I do in the afternoon. During the summer vacation she usually works part-time at the newspaper.


My dad makes good money and we don’t really need her income but she was getting bored and the extra money she brings in has paid for some great vacations and the occasional piece of expensive electronics for our home over the last seven years or so. I sat there with my parents thinking about how disappointed they’d be if they were to discover the things I’ve done since Mr. C called me. My parents are good, liberal Democrats and are pretty open minded. I suspect, however, that their open-mindedness would be severely challenged by the knowledge of my behavior in the past week.


After my parents left for work I rinsed my bowl and glass and placed them in the dishwasher. I grabbed my purse and was just about to leave for school when I suddenly remembered all the fun I had yesterday and the need to take the morning after pill. I took the pill, trying as I swallowed it to avoid thinking of the possible side effects. I was on the way out the door again when my phone rang. Carrie’s calling to say she’s getting a ride with her boyfriend who just got his first car. She offered to pick me up but I have something else in mind so I said thanks but no thanks. Even with all the interruptions I still managed to leave the house a few minutes early.


Chapter 8


As soon as I left the house I called Audrey. She’s just leaving her house so instead of going directly to school I walked a couple of blocks out of the way and we walked to school together. She saw the disappointment on my face as I approached her. She knew in an instant what, or who, I was hoping to see. She chuckled and said, “Paul went in early. He volunteered to help get the gym ready for summer vacation. He’ll be upset when I tell him he missed you. You’re all he could talk about yesterday afternoon and evening.”


I sighed and said, “I can’t help it. He’s so damn good looking and so ... I don’t know, so nice. I like him a lot even though I know I can’t compete with the older girls in his class. And then there’s Mr. C. How do I explain that to him?”


Before she could reply my mind skipped to the next thing on my mind because I know she doesn’t know the answer to the problem of Mr. C. I said, “Remember I told you I had to meet with any guy who found my number on the men’s room wall and called me? I got my first call last night. I snuck out and met him.”


“No shit?! Was he a troll? How bad was it?”


“Jesus, Audrey! It was great! I didn’t even have an orgasm! He offered but I was worried my parents would find out I snuck out so I wanted to hurry home. Even without the orgasm I enjoyed the hell out of it.”


I told her all about it. She isn’t quite sure why I enjoyed it so much since I didn’t have an orgasm and I found it hard to explain. What can I say? It’s just that it’s sex and it’s all so new and exciting. That led us back to the subject of what to tell Paul about Mr. C.


As far as she has been able to tell, she was the only girl currently in his stable until I came along. She can’t be certain, of course. It never occurred to her until I came along that there might be someone else, or at least not someone else at the same time as her. Like me, she has been reasonably certain from the start that she wasn’t the first girl he ensnared. Finding those well-hidden DVDs in his home pretty much confirmed her suspicions.


We decided he must be always on the lookout for fresh meat. I guess his customers, and therefore his steady stream of cash, demand it. He obviously enjoys fucking with us, and I mean that in more ways than one. But it quickly became obvious to both of us that for him it’s almost all about the money. That’s not to say he doesn’t love having sex with young girls. He most certainly does.


He has been just as vague with her as he has with me when asked how long he’s going to keep using us. Neither of us is willing to face the consequences of just quitting and taking the heat we’ll find ourselves in if our family and friends find out what we’ve been doing. So all we can really do is what we’re doing, whatever we’re told. We now know the identity of one of the girls who came before us from the girl/girl pictures he sent us. But it would do no good to try to find out from her how long our term of service will be. He told both of us that he’s going to use us until he and his customers get tired of us.


As we walked, Audrey was telling me how much she enjoyed our time together yesterday. I feel the same way but I found my mind wandering. I hate to spoil the mood but when she paused to take a breath I asked, “What was it like ... with the dog? I mean, I know we talked about it. And I already asked you that question. But you told me what it was like physically. What was it like mentally? What went on in your head? I can’t even imagine doing that but I can’t stop worrying about it since you showed me those pictures.”


She blushed and looked around to make certain she wouldn’t be overheard. Then she said, “I think there are two answers to that question. I already told you I was really freaked out. The three of them all had sex with me first. Then Mr. C squatted down in front of me, grabbed a handful of my hair and put his face right down in mine. I was still on the floor on my hands and knees. In a cold, threatening voice that kind of curdled my blood he growled, ‘We’re gonna try something different now.’


She does a terrible imitation of Mr. C but I’m getting the picture.


“He warned me not to move. Louis was nearby, still recording and transmitting all the more-or-less normal sex we’ve been having on the internet. Mr. C was still holding a handful of my hair when Doc came in leading a big-ass dog on a leash. I don’t know how I knew. Sex with an animal isn’t something I’ve ever thought about doing. But as soon as I saw the dog I realized what they had in mind.


“If you don’t mind, I’m not going to go into a lot of detail. I guess I was more afraid of Mr. C than of having sex with a dog. He must have known I was too much afraid of him to object. He released my hair and moved out of the picture. I didn’t move. Doc led the dog over to me. He removed the leash and stepped back. As soon as he was released the dog licked my pussy for a few minutes. I don’t know if he was trained or if he was acting on natural instincts but after a couple of minutes he slid up over my back and ... and fucked me. I couldn’t stop crying but I guess they didn’t mind that. I suppose my traumatized reactions were half the fun for all the perverts watching.”


There was a pause while she seemed to think back to that afternoon before she said, “I wouldn’t want to do it again ... but I guess it wasn’t so bad. It’s the most humiliating thing I’ve ever done. I think it was even worse than being pissed on by Louis and his butt-buddies. But at least it didn’t hurt. He came a lot; much more than guys do. When a guy comes in your pussy you can’t really feel it. With the dog I could actually feel his cum inside of me. It seemed almost hot inside of me.


“I had to suck the guys off again afterward. The creeps all got hard watching the dog fuck me. Then they let me leave. I didn’t stop crying until I got home and took a long, hot bath. But as for what was going through my mind, my mind just kinda froze up. I wasn’t really thinking anything. It wasn’t on purpose but I suppose, looking back, that’s the best way to handle that situation.”


“Have they made you do it again?”


“No ... not yet anyway. Sometimes, if I give them a hard time about something they threaten to bring the dog back. They haven’t. But I don’t doubt that if their customers request it they’ll do it. I’ve thought about it since then. I try not to but it isn’t the sort of thing you can forget. I’ve just about decided that once you’ve done it and the shock factor is gone it isn’t as much fun for them anymore. But you have to remember that even though those guys really enjoy their work, it’s all about the money for them. They’re going to do whatever makes them the most money. If a lot of guys want to see a dog fuck me again it’s going to happen. And it can always get worse. Remember those pictures I showed you yesterday? Compared to what those women have done, getting fucked by a dog is hardly worth getting excited about. As horrible as it was at least they didn’t make me suck his damn cock. I’m just about positive I couldn’t have done that no matter what they did to me.”


I vividly remember the pictures she showed me yesterday. I was shocked to see a dog having sex with a woman. But when I saw a woman sucking a dog’s cock I nearly had to vomit. I’m just about certain I couldn’t do that either. Even so, in the back of my mind is the thought of my parents seeing the DVDs he’s made of things I’ve already done. I’m not certain which of those two scenarios is the most disturbing and I don’t doubt Mr. C knows how much leverage he has. I can’t even guess how many young girls he’s had in his clutches. The kinky bastard must really know how to handle girls like me by now. I can’t help hoping it doesn’t come down to that choice because so far, with a few exceptions, I’m enjoying the things I’ve done since Mr. C first called me. That caused me to ask, “Do you think he’d give me a copy of the movies I’m making if I ask?”


She chuckled and replied, “You’ll get them whether you ask or not. I think he wants us to know what our friends and family will see if we piss him off.”


We had to change the subject then. The sidewalk is getting crowded as we near the school. The most difficult thing for me about this day at school was staying awake. We’ve already taken our finals. Today was spent going over the results and turning in our books. You might find it hard to believe, based on my behavior in the last few days, but I’ve been on the honor roll since I started school. My classes are seldom difficult for me and I only got one question wrong on the finals. That was because I was bored and misread the question and because I was so cocky I didn’t bother to review my answers.


The only part of the day I found exciting was after the lunch bell rang when Louis caught up to Audrey and me in the corridor and ordered us to follow him. We ended up in the boy’s locker room which, much to my relief, is not being used for gym class at this point in the school year. We weren’t alone. Four large black boys, friends of Louis’ no doubt, are sitting on benches near the back of the room waiting with huge smiles on their faces. I have to assume these are the four boys I’ve been told Louis shares his good fortune with.


I recognize two of them, but only from seeing them around school. I don’t know them. I don’t recall even seeing the other two. We got right down to business. Louis didn’t even offer introductions, not that it mattered. He just took a seat near his friends and said, “Let’s go, girls. Get those clothes off.”


Out of the corner of my eye I saw Audrey start to undress with an unreadable expression on her face. I followed suit but as I unbutton my blouse I’m aware of how exciting this is. I doubt if my face is nearly as inscrutable as Audrey’s. Once again I can’t help being mildly concerned with the sudden, drastic changes in my behavior and what it says about me; not just now but what it portends. Am I destined to live the rest of my life as a slut? Will I be able to return to being a normal, respectable young woman when my time with Mr. C and his minions comes to an end? Well, perhaps not totally respectable. But there’s no denying how exciting I find having others totally in control of my sex life.


Thankfully, the guys didn’t fuck us. It might have been fun if they did, but I don’t want to return to classes this afternoon all sweaty and smelling like a used condom. That doesn’t mean we had an easy time of it. All five of them treated our throats like vaginas. Louis took control of Audrey, probably giving his friends the opportunity to enjoy the new girl because all four of his friends drove their cocks down my throat while Audrey nursed on Louis’ cock until the fourth guy was fucking my throat. Only then did Audrey have to start taking his cock down her throat.


The guys already know they can drive their cocks down my throat and they did so from the very first stroke. The first guy’s cock is slightly smaller than Louis’ and I’ve had time to recover from Saturday. I found, much to my surprise, that it wasn’t nearly as painful as it was on Saturday. It isn’t pleasant, but I realize I can handle what these boys are doing to me and the confidence I got from that knowledge seemed to make this even easier. I’ve been lucky in my life and I haven’t had a lot of experience with pain. But I know I’ve suffered more from unpleasant cramps when I have my period than I am from the mild pain of having cocks forced down my throat.


Since there are two of us I didn’t expect to have to provide that service to all four of them but as it turned out they’re all more normally equipped than horse-hung Louis so I didn’t mind. It really wasn’t that bad! I suppose it was good practice.


As soon as Louis and the fourth guy fucking our throats climaxed they got up and left the locker room without another word to us. As we were getting dressed I took a moment to clear my throat and asked Audrey, “Does that happen often?”


She smiled and replied, “No, but sometimes he arranges with one of the custodians to use a storeroom in the basement. Of course there’s a price to pay for that and we have to pay it. It isn’t so bad. As you’ve just discovered, Louis is the only one with a third leg. The other guys are all pretty normal and it doesn’t hurt very much.”


We were still getting dressed when she added, “That reminds me, I find it’s a good idea to always carry a supply of wet wipes, a deodorant stick and some throat lozenges with you. They can come in handy.”


After we were dressed she reached into her purse and handed me a throat lozenge. I accepted gratefully and popped it into my mouth. It soothed my throat, removed the bitter taste from my mouth and removed any concern I might have had about my breath.


The afternoon was unremarkable and just as boring as the morning had been. As arranged, I met Audrey out front. Just as I was meeting up with Audrey, Carrie showed up and joined us. The three of us talked for a moment. I was more than a little uncomfortable because of all the secrets I’ve been keeping from Carrie in the last few days.


I was trying to figure out how to tell Carrie I’m going home with Audrey without hurting her feelings when she said, “I saw you at lunchtime; the two of you going off with Louis. Is there something you forgot to mention, Kayla?”


I glanced at Audrey. She’s smiling, amused at my sudden discomfort. I looked back and forth between the two of them and finally admitted, “I may have left a couple of things out.”


Then I told Audrey, “I told her about Mr. C and I told her about Louis except I didn’t tell her his identity.”


Then I turned to Carrie and said to Audrey, “And I didn’t tell her I’ve been having wonderful sex with you and your brother.”


Carrie didn’t seem nearly as shocked as I would have expected. She just grinned and exclaimed, “No shit!? That’s hot!”


I looked at Audrey to see how she feels about my admission to Carrie. She smiled wryly and asked, “Would you care to join us? We’ve only done it once but it was really fantastic. I’m not sure how it would work with three of us ... well, four of us, I assume my brother will be there. He thinks he’s died and gone to heaven and he has one hell of a crush on Kayla. You’re welcome to come along.”


Carried looked at me and asked, “Do you mind?”


I smiled and replied, “I’m more than a little surprised that you’re interested. Especially since you’re still a virgin. But you’ve been my best friend since we started school. I don’t like keeping things from you.”


She shrugged and reminded me, “You were a virgin three days ago. Changing that status hasn’t seemed to change you very much.”


Thinking of everything I’ve done since Mr. C’s phone call on Monday I could only respond, “You’d be surprised.”


We started walking to Audrey’s house. We had just left the school grounds when my phone rang. I answered it without thinking. We were talking and I wasn’t paying any attention to who’s calling. My focus changed in an instant when I heard Mr. C’s voice and he doesn’t sound happy.


I was halfway through saying hello when he interrupted. “Don’t hello me, you stupid cunt! I never once asked you to think. I doubt if you’re very good at it. If you are, I haven’t seen any signs of it. What the fuck did I tell you to do if someone called you and told you to meet him somewhere? What did I tell you to do as soon as you get home?”


“But ... it was after midnight! I was afraid I’d wake you up and piss you off!”


He sighed loudly and said, “I guess I’ll have to make it a little clearer to you on Wednesday.”


He hung up suddenly and I stood there staring at the phone until Audrey whispered, “I heard that,” in a tone of voice that did nothing to ease my apprehension. I turned to look at her and she added, “I don’t think I’ve ever heard him that mad.”


“But ... I didn’t know what to do. It was late!”


She shrugged and said, “I know but ... Jesus! He sounds pissed. I don’t want to scare you but that can’t be good.”


I sighed and replied, “Yeah, thanks for not scaring me.”


She put her arm around my shoulder and said, “Come on. Let’s see if we can’t take your mind off of it. There’s no sense worrying about how he’s going to punish you. There’s nothing you can do about it now.”


We no sooner started walking again when Carrie asked, “What happened last night?”


I told her about Jeff and how much fun I had when I snuck out to meet him. She listened with as much interest as she showed when I told her about the time I spent with Mr. C When I finished she grinned and said, “Maybe I should write my name on a men’s room wall!”


We walked in silence for a minute or two before I came to a conclusion. I looked around to make certain no one would hear me and said, “I don’t care what he does. I’m not going to suck a dog’s cock; not even if he shows those movies to my parents. I won’t ... I can’t.”


She glanced at me with a raised eyebrow, obviously skeptical despite my resolve. But she didn’t say anything. Carrie, on the other hand, breathlessly exclaimed, “Dog?! You never said anything about a dog!”


I looked at her face for a moment and decided that isn’t my story to tell. I sighed and said, “Maybe another time, Carrie.”


She obviously wants details but she held her questions. Ten minutes later we arrived at Audrey’s front door. We went in and split a Coke. We were silent for a long time before Audrey said, “He may not give you the chance to say no. If he sells a lot of customers on a kinky show he makes millions. He won’t allow you to say no if it means he has to refund all that money.”


I looked up at her and realized I’m pissed. I’ve been looking forward to this since I left here yesterday evening. Mr. C just ruined the mood with a fucking phone call! Well fuck him. I’m not going to let him keep me from enjoying this and I said as much to Audrey. She grinned and said, “Good. I’ve been looking forward to it, too.”


We finished our drinks and stood up. Audrey rinsed out the glasses and I asked Carrie, “You sure? Are you really up for this?”


She shrugged and said, “I’m nervous. I’ve never done anything like this. I never even imagined that I would. But since you sprang it on me fifteen minutes ago my heart has been beating like a hummingbird’s. Yeah, I’m sure. I don’t know what to do or how this works but as long as neither of you gets me pregnant I think I’m going to enjoy it.”


We followed Audrey up to her room. I was just about to ask where Paul is when we heard the front door close. Audrey smiled and said, “That’s what you were hoping for, right?”


I blushed and replied, “I won’t deny I was hoping he’d be here. But that doesn’t mean I wasn’t looking forward to being with you again. I loved what we did yesterday.”


Paul came running up the stairs and appeared in the doorway. I smiled at him and then said to Audrey, “I loved EVERYTHING we did yesterday.”


Paul stepped into the room. He kept his cool when he saw Carrie but with one quick glance at our faces he got a pretty good idea she isn’t here to act as a chaperone. He grinned and said, “Great! I’m not too late. I was hoping to get here in time to watch you get undressed. I missed out on that yesterday and that’s half the fun! I love watching a pretty girl get undressed.”


Then he looked back and forth between us, focused for a moment on Carrie and added, “That is, if I’m invited.”


Audrey laughed and replied, “You’re kidding, right?” She nodded toward me and added, “I think you’ve got a budding stalker here, Paul.”


He chuckled and asked, “Do I look worried?”


I took a few steps and put my arms around Paul. I said, “I don’t know what you’re doing with a kid like me when you’ve got all those hot sophomore girls who are probably crying their eyes out because you haven’t called to ask them out.”


He looked down at me like I must be crazy and replied, “You’re kidding, right? You’re the sweetest, sexiest, smartest girl I’ve ever met ... well, except for Audrey of course. But guys who date their sisters get a bad reputation for some reason.”


I went up onto my toes and kissed him. Then I said, “Yeah, and girls who date your sister would get a bad reputation, too.”


I reached for the buttons on his shirt and began to undress him. Audrey came closer and helped. Carrie just watched. Whether that’s because she’s shy or just doesn’t want to get in the way I can’t say. It didn’t take long. He hardly fought us at all. But he did glance at Carrie from time to time. He isn’t self-conscious about being undressed in front of me and his sister but he only just met Carrie. They haven’t even exchanged greetings!


When he was naked we pushed him to the bed and surrounded Carrie. As we began to remove her clothing I leaned in and gave her an affectionate kiss on the lips. She returned my kiss and when I pulled back she smiled. I continued unbuttoning her blouse and said to Paul, “Carrie’s still a virgin, Paul.”


Then I asked Carrie, “Do you want to stay that way, Carrie? If you do it’s okay. All three of us are getting pretty good at eating pussy. Some girls ... most girls I imagine, would object to losing their virginity like this. It’s up to you.”


She sighed and replied, “It isn’t that I have any objections. But I’ve been putting Dan off for months. It would seem like treason to do it with your hunk ... as hot as he is.”


We quickly finished removing her clothes and guided her to the bed. I said, “Here, Paul. Why don’t you get her warmed up while we’re getting ready.”


He looked at me and asked, “You’re sure? I don’t want to...”


I smiled and said, “It’s okay. I won’t get jealous. I love Carrie. She’s been my best friend since the first grade. And I seem to be falling in love with you. I’m not nearly as provincial as I thought I was a week ago. Go ahead and have fun but you can’t invite her to the prom.”


Audrey and I wrapped our arms around each other and began to kiss and touch. The moans and groans coming from Paul and Carrie are amusing but Audrey and I are both more focused on each other at the moment. I think we’re both pleased to discover that the second time is just as exciting as the first. And I think we both like the idea that Paul and Carrie are in the room with us and in a very short time we’re going to join them in bed.


We were all pleased when Carrie quickly joined in the spirit of our little orgy and almost instantly we were all at ease with each other. Paul, Audrey and I did all of the same things we did yesterday and this time no one is nervous so I think we enjoyed it even more. I sure did. Except that Paul didn’t have intercourse with the other two girls the four of us did just about everything three girls and a boy can do for more than an hour before we collapsed on the bed to rest.


A minute or two passed before Paul said, “Can we get serious for a while? Far be it from me to look a gift pussy in the mouth but ... well, I have some questions. Life, or at least my life, just isn’t this wonderful. Something strange is going on with you two. Kayla, I only met you yesterday. I know next to nothing about you except that you’re wonderful. But I’ve seen you around and wished I had the nerve to talk to you. I wasn’t stalking you but I saw you often enough to think you’re pretty normal.


“Audrey, on the other hand, I know quite well. As you know, we’ve been having sex for a while except for going all the way and I’m cool with that. I understand her reservations. But you’ve been different lately and you take off for hours at a time with no explanation. And as hot as it was to discover the two of you in here making love yesterday, I know for a fact that’s out of character for my sexy sister. I’m sorry for the buzz kill, but I’m worried ... about both of you. Neither one of you will ever be able to convince me that something weird isn’t going on. And Kayla, you’re hot and you have one hell of a sexual appetite. I love that about you. But you aren’t the kind of girl who goes home with a girl she knows only casually and has sex, and then invites me to join. I love both of you but come on, you guys aren’t that kinky.”


I have to give him credit. He’s very perceptive. More than that, he’s so concerned for the wellbeing of his sister and a near stranger that he took a chance on blowing a very good thing to make certain we’re okay. I find that very admirable. I like him even more now.


Audrey sighed and said, “Paul ... god! I don’t know what to say. Can you leave us alone for a little while? I think we need to talk.”


He glanced at the clock and said, “There isn’t a lot of time before mom gets home. But yeah, talk. Before you come to any decisions, I promise I won’t do anything to make things worse if you’re in some kind of trouble. But the more I think about it the more worried I become. You’re my little sister, Audrey. And Kayla, I’m not sure what we are to each other. To be honest, I hope we can be more than casual sex partners. I like you. I like you a lot.”


I smiled and said, “I feel the same way, Paul.”


Paul got up and grabbed his clothes. As he was leaving the room he suggested, “You guys might want to get dressed, just in case. And you can’t possibly know how hard it was for me to say that.”


Audrey got up and shut the door, then the three of us got dressed. As soon as we had our clothes on I sat down on the bed. Audrey went into her closet and came out with a backpack. She looked at Carrie for a long moment, then stood in front of me and said, “I don’t think there’s any way I can tell Paul the things I’ve done ... or the reason I’m doing them.”


She turned to Carrie and said, “I guess you know how Kayla got involved with Mr. C and the things that have happened to her since then. My case isn’t that much different except that I’ve been doing this for about four months. There has been a lot of cum under the bridge since I came under his control.”


She placed the backpack between me and Carrie on the bed, unzipped it and turned it over, spilling out what appears to be close to two dozen DVDs. I looked closer and was shocked to see Audrey on the cover of all of them! I suppose I shouldn’t have been so surprised. I know those internet shows, all of which apparently end up on DVDs, and the pornographic shows he records straight to DVD are what this is all about. But damn! So many of them!


Judging from the look on her face, Carrie is even more shocked than me. We each began picking up DVDs and looking at the pictures on both the front and back covers. I picked them up one at a time and looked at the covers, each with a large picture of Audrey on the front and two or three smaller pictures on the back; always nude and often taken when she was having sex with someone, or several someones. In the fourth DVD I picked up her costar was a dog. I stared at the picture on the front of it for a long time. Her face is streaked with tears. There’s a scary-wild look in her eyes. She looks like she isn’t far from losing her mind. There are several smaller photos on the back taken from different angles. The expression on her face never changes. I can’t imagine what it must have been like for her and yet, for some reason I can’t understand, I began to find the images disturbingly erotic.


When I slowly began to realize what I’m experiencing I quickly moved on to the next DVD. The men who are fucking her or getting sucked off by her in the photos are all complete strangers to me, and I assume, to her as well. Compared to the alternative I suppose that’s a good thing. I think it would really suck if we were being forced to have sex with neighbors, relatives, and family friends. It wasn’t long after that I picked up a DVD in which her costars were Louis’ four large, black friends. That was certainly not unexpected. I was somewhat surprised, however, when I turned it over and saw that in one of the smaller photos she was kneeling in a bathtub with four thick streams of piss covering her from head to toe in urine.


I glanced at her. She’s looking back and forth between me and Carrie, watching us closely, judging our reactions. She has already told me about both the dog and the pissing incident. The photos are no less shocking despite the warning. Seeing it take place right before my eyes is a lot different than hearing about it or trying to imagine it.


She smiled wryly and asked, “What do you suppose Paul would do if he saw those?”


Carrie hasn’t said a word in quite a while. I guess she doesn’t really have a stake in this conversation. I shook my head and replied, “I imagine he’d be pretty upset. I don’t have a brother but I’ve heard they can be quite protective of their little sisters. We have to tell him something. I know it’ll be more difficult for you, but as you have no doubt noticed, Paul and I seem to be attracted to each other. In his case it’s probably just a sexual attraction. It was a strange way to start a relationship but I can’t deny I’m starting to have feelings for him. It wouldn’t be fair to him if I didn’t tell him the things I’ve been doing thanks to Mr. C, or that I don’t even mind all that much. In fact, for the most part I’m enjoying the hell out of it.


“I’m not the same girl I was a week ago. I can’t say I’m not a little scared ... maybe even more than a little scared. But the honest to god truth is that if I could go back, knowing what I know now, I wouldn’t. I don’t want to return to being the uptight, virginal girl I was until I received that phone call from Mr. C. I love the excitement I’m experiencing now. I love you and the things we’ve done together and I like how much closer you and I, and now me and Carrie, have suddenly become. I had a fantastic time with Jeff last night as a result of his phone call. I don’t even mind the strange way I lost my virginity. It would kill me, and probably kill my father, if my parents found out what I’m doing. But even without that threat hanging over my head I can’t imagine putting a stop to it. I think that if Mr. C called me up and tell me he doesn’t want me to come back again I’d be devastated.


“That being said, we have to tell Paul something. He can’t be all that provincial. He’s having sex with his sister, after all. And he enjoys threesomes and now foursomes. I doubt if there are a lot of guys who would say no to a threesome with two horny girls but still, it may indicate that he might just be a little more open to hearing about most of what we’re doing. I’d leave out the dog and Louis and his four butt-buddies. And we have to play down the part about you being blackmailed. I think if we make it sound like we’re having fun ... and we are, right?”


She nodded and I continued, “If we make it sound like we’re having fun and maybe mention putting enough money aside to pay a large chunk of what it costs to go to college, it’s possible he’ll ... I don’t know; wait and see?”


Carrie interjected, “I know I don’t have a horse in this race so I’m not going to offer any advice even if I had some. I just want to say that ever since Kayla told me about this mysterious Mr. C I’ve found it impossible to keep my underwear dry. As scary as it seems I can barely keep from asking you to tell him about me and see if he’d be interested. I thought about it when Kayla first told me about Mr. C and the things she did when she went to his house on Saturday but I chickened out.”


I grinned at Audrey but handed the DVD costarring the dog and the one of her playing urinal to Carrie and said, “Take a look at these first, then tell me you want to join in the fun and games.”


“Audrey!! OH MY GOD!!”


Her response was to the photo of Audrey with the dog. She stared at it for the longest time before finally looking at the second DVD. She looked at the big photo on the front of Audrey with four large black guys and said, “This doesn’t look so bad. I can imagine doing...”


At that point she turned to the back cover and saw Audrey drenched in piss.


“Audrey!!”


She shuddered; I assume in revulsion. But then she looked up, her face bright, bright red and she said, “Would I sound totally retarded if I said ... I don’t know, that’s nasty but sometimes I have fantasies about doing nasty things; things kinda like this.”


I couldn’t help it. I had to chuckle. She looked to see if I was making fun of her but I smiled and said, “It’s okay, Carrie. I’ve been thinking more and more about these things since she showed me pictures of other women doing them. And sometimes I think about doing ... being made to do things like that when I’m masturbating. I don’t know if that means I want to try them but ... I guess I wouldn’t be so freaked out if it was to happen. You know?”


I turned my attention back to Audrey. We stared at each other for what seemed like a very long time before she sighed and said, “I guess you’re right, about telling Paul I mean. Or maybe I just hope you’re right. Okay. We’ll take it slow and see how he responds. Will you start? I don’t know what to say and I’m afraid of how he’s going to react.”


Reluctantly I nodded. I don’t know what I’m going to say, either. She got to her feet and glanced at the clock. She put all the DVDs back in the bag except for the earliest one, the one from her first visit to Mr. C’s. She stuck that one under her pillow, presumably to show him later, and said, “I’ll be right back.”


She returned about a minute later with Paul and they joined me and Carrie on the bed. As soon as we were all comfortable Audrey said, “We’re going to try to explain, Paul. I don’t know how you’re going to take this but I suppose we have to tell you something. I need you to try not to think like a big brother and try not to get mad. We don’t want you to do anything; not now and not later. We just want you to listen and enjoy all the sex you’re now having as a result of what has happened in our lives. Do you think you can do that?”


Paul looked back and forth between his sister and me. He looks skeptical, as though he’s pretty sure what he’s about to hear is going to piss him off and he can’t promise not to let it happen. Audrey turned his head until he was looking into her eyes and tried to reassure him. “Paul, we’re having fun. All three of us are having fun; all four of us now but Carrie isn’t a part of ... this other thing. There may come a time when we need to find some way to put an end to what’s happening. But for right now, all I want is for you to accept things as they are and take advantage of a good thing.


“And Kayla thinks you’re pretty nice so she’s afraid what you’re going to learn in the next few minutes is going to put an end to her chances of seeing what could come of it. We have agreed, though, that we have to tell you something and she feels it wouldn’t be fair not to tell you since she has a bit of a crush on you. Unfortunately, we all know most guys couldn’t handle ... wouldn’t have anything to do with girls doing the things we’re doing.


“You probably can’t promise not to lose your temper. But I want your word you won’t tell anyone anything we’re going to tell you and you aren’t going to try to ... I don’t know, do something; do that knight in shining armor thing guys like to do. Can you at least go that far?”


There was a long pause before Paul responded, “Jesus, Audrey. I don’t know if I can do that. If someone is doing something bad to you ... to either of you, I don’t know, sis. How can I promise to let it keep happening?”


“Because, if you don’t promise we can’t tell you anything.”


He glanced at the clock. I asked, “What time does your mother get home?”


“If she doesn’t have to put in any overtime she’s usually home by six. If she’s going to be late she’ll call.”


I glanced at the clock. Damn! It’s almost six now! I should already be home. Before I could decide what to do, Paul’s phone rang. Perfect timing. Their mother is calling to say she’ll be a couple of hours late. While they were talking an idea occurred to me. After Paul hung up I called home. I apologized for being late and explained that I was listening to music with Audrey and we forgot all about the time until her mom invited me to join them for dinner. I asked if it was okay. Mom told me to hold on for a minute. I guess she explained to dad and when she came back on she said, “Take your time, dear. Since you’re standing us up we’ve decided to go out for dinner. Don’t be too late. Love you.”


She isn’t upset at all! Hell, she sounds happy about it! I told Paul and Audrey what my mom said and that we now have two hours to straighten everything out between us.


I got up from the bed and moved over to Audrey’s desk chair so I can see their faces and tried to figure out where to start and what to say. I’m nervous for several reasons. I think it would be better if Audrey told her story. She knows it better and I may say something she doesn’t want Paul to know. But she’s terrified and I don’t blame her. I’m pretty nervous myself. I decided on starting with telling him a modified version of the party that led to Audrey coming under Mr. C’s control.


I took a deep breath and quietly said, “Audrey got involved first. It started about four months ago for her. A friend of hers told her about a party a bunch of older kids were throwing, seniors and juniors mostly. Audrey was interested in going and when, in an attempt to discourage her, he warned her that there would almost certainly be alcohol and maybe even drugs the dumb broad REALLY wanted to go. You know how kids our age are. We all want to grow up and tomorrow won’t be soon enough. She kept bugging him until he agreed to get her in but he made it clear they weren’t going as a couple. Once she got in she was on her own. She was more than fine with that.


“He took her to the party and you know how dumb girls are.” Audrey stuck her tongue out at me and I replied with my sweetest smile. “She isn’t used to drinking and in no time at all she was more than a little drunk. She was flirting like crazy with a bunch of the guys and they kept plying her with drinks. The next thing she knew she was waking up naked on a bed with a guy on top of her.”


I left out the part about her starting out giving about a dozen guys blowjobs. He doesn’t need to know that.


Paul exclaimed, “Son of a bitch!” Then he turned to his sister and asked, “Do you know who it was?”


Audrey shook her head and turned back to me, waiting to see how much I’m going to say about the gangbang to which she was subjected. It’s fortunate Paul interrupted. His interruption gave me time to realize it isn’t necessary to mention there was a gangbang either, or the fact that the person recording the action was Louis, a boy with whom he most likely shares at least some classes.


When I had their attention again I continued, “The asshole raping her finished and stood up. Before anyone could take his place the guy who brought her to the party found out what was going on and broke it up. He helped her get dressed and took her home.


“That would have been it except the entire thing was recorded on someone’s cellphone. That would have been embarrassing enough. But even that might not have been so bad except the cameraman just happens to work part time for a sleazy guy who makes his living blackmailing or otherwise coercing young girls into posing for pictures, making pornographic movies and putting on sex shows which he broadcasts live to paying customers on the internet. I don’t know if it eases your mind or not, but the shows and the DVDs are not available to the general public. He has a list of customers who have been checked out and have agreed to the very strict terms prohibiting posting or sharing materials obtained from him and I gather anyone breaking that agreement faces some pretty dire consequences; and none of them involve lawyers or going to court.”


Some of that is guess work and some is pure fantasy but it might help to ease Paul’s mind.


Paul looks like he’s going to explode. I was kinda hoping he’d maybe get a hard on or show some sign of at least partial arousal. I see nothing but rage and frustration. He wants to fix this but we won’t let him.


“To make a long story short, for the last four months that’s what your sister has been doing on those unexplained absences you’re so concerned about. On the plus side, he pays us. She has put away a sizeable chunk toward college. I won’t ask for comments. Your feelings are quite clear from the look on your face. Any questions?”


Paul didn’t say anything for a long time. Several tense minutes passed before Audrey got up and sat in his lap facing him, supporting herself with her knees on either side of his hips. She hugged him for a minute before she straightened up and said, “It’s not as bad as you’re probably thinking, Paul. I’ve had a lot of fun. I’m still having fun. And I’ve got a little over twenty-five-thousand dollars in the bank.”


That caught his attention! His eyes grew to the size of quarters and almost in unison he and Carrie exclaimed, “NO SHIT!!”


She hugged him again and replied, “No shit. And the reason me and Kayla were doing what you caught us doing is that he told us we’re going to have to do that for our next show. He told me to meet with her and tell her what to expect from now on since she has only been to his house once. Her first time was last Saturday when he took care of that nasty old virginity problem she was suffering from.”


He gripped her shoulders and moved her back far enough that he could look into her eyes. He studied her face for a few minutes and finally asked, “You’re serious? You really are having fun with that guy? What kind of shows does he make you put on?”


She started to turn to me but, more calmly this time, he said, “No, sis. I want to hear it from you.”


I crossed my fingers, very much hoping she understood why I left Louis out of the story. She sighed and said, “I wanted Kayla to handle this. Having to tell you these things is hard for me, but I’ll try.


“Okay, first of all, it’s mostly pretty tame stuff; just a lot of good old fashion sex. Sometimes when I go it’s just him and his cameraman. Sometimes his next-door neighbor is also there. Other times there might be anywhere from one to four or five men waiting for me when I walk in the door. As far as I’ve been able to figure out the guys are all men from his customer list who are paying to have sex with a pretty, sexy, teenage girl. That’s me in case you were confused.”


Paul cracked a slight grin but quickly covered it up. He asked, “You’ve had sex with five guys at a time?”


“And him and the cameraman, so seven. But there’s none of that S&M bullshit; no whips, no chains, just good dirty sex.


“To be honest, the hardest time I had was the first time I went there and they first taught me how to take a cock down my throat. But even that’s easy now ... and I’ve noticed you enjoy it. Are you still upset?”


I notice she didn’t mention Louis, the dog, the pissing, and the time she spends getting fucked at school, eating cum instead of her lunch.


He took a moment to evaluate his feelings. He shrugged and said, “I don’t know. I’d like to get my hands on the guys from that party. And I’m not happy that you’re being blackmailed. On the other hand, twenty-five thousand dollars is a lot of fucking money. Hell, for what he’s paying you I might have sex with him!”


She chuckled, then she kissed him and said, “If you want I’ll ask him if he’s interested.”


They hugged for a moment before he said, “On second thought, you’d better not. My heart just wouldn’t be in it.”


He helped Audrey out of his lap and she sat down beside him again. He looked over at me and said, “Your story is none of my damn business. But I’m worried about you, too. As we’ve already mentioned, I like you. I like you a lot. But you were doing that stuff before we met and I suppose I have to be at least a little grateful because if it weren’t for what you’re doing with him I’d never have gotten to meet you. So I suppose it’s only fair that I mind my own business.”


I sighed and said, “I wish we could leave it at that. But I can’t. I like you, too. You already know that. But I can’t quit going there to please you because that asshole could, and probably would, ruin my life if I don’t do what he wants until he gets tired of me. The embarrassing truth is that I enjoy going there, too. I’ve only been once and it wasn’t all ice cream and lollipops. But between what he’s told me, and the things your sister has told me, I have a pretty good idea what to expect now and I’m just not ready to give up all that excitement.


“I can tell you that what I do there has no bearing on what I feel for you and that’s the absolute truth. But even someone as dumb as me when it comes to the opposite sex knows that guys don’t like their girlfriends having sex with other guys. Other girls, maybe. But not other guys. If we’re going to try to have some sort of relationship you deserve my honesty. Actually, you deserve more than that but for the moment that’s all I can offer you. As embarrassing as it is, you have a right to know about that part of my life.”


I proceeded to tell him how I became involved. I told him about the phone calls and my rapidly evolving reaction to them; how they awoke something in me that I never knew was there. I also told him about my phone number being written on a men’s room wall and that I’m under orders to meet with any guy who calls me and wants sex. I didn’t tell him that I now know where that men’s room is located or that, at least for the time being, I have no intention of removing my phone number from the wall where someone wrote my information and started all this.


I told him what happened on Saturday when I went to his house and was separated from my virginity. Of course I didn’t tell him Louis’ identity. I’m pretty sure that would only lead to violence. I told him about the night Jeff called and I snuck out to meet him and what a good time I had in the back of his van. Then I smiled timidly and said, “How do you like me now?”


I’m slightly reassured. I’ve noticed that at some points in my story there was movement in his pants. But he can still want to have sex with me without having any desire to get romantically involved.


He thought about how he feels for a moment, or he thought about how to say what he wants to say, I’m not sure which. Finally, he said, “I suppose if Audrey has been going for four months without any need for hospitalization, maybe I don’t need to worry quite as much. And from what you’ve said I gather this has been going on long before you two got involved, probably for years. I gather that’s how he makes his living. I haven’t heard of a lot of girls from around here disappearing or turning up dead; none at all, actually. Maybe it’s safe.


“I don’t know if you noticed or not, but some of what you said turned me on. I prefer the way you got started to the way Audrey did. You weren’t raped and, at least to start with, you went to his house willingly. I suppose you still are. As strange as it seems, or at least as strange as it seems to me, it kinda turns me on that you were getting turned on by the phone calls and by what you did on the cam that night. God knows I’m reaping the benefits of your strange little side business. I guess I have to say I’m pretty much okay with it as long as you aren’t being hurt. If that changes ... well, if that changes I guess it will be my problem.”


Everyone was silent for quite a while until Carrie said, “Remember when I joked about having you ask this guy if he’d be interested in me? The more I think about it the more the idea is appealing to me.”


Everyone turned to look at her. She blushed. Then she shrugged and said, “I can’t help it. It ... I ... it sounds exciting!”


I shook my head and replied, “We’ll talk on the way home. I’m not going to try to talk you out of it. That would make me one hell of a hypocrite. But first let me tell you more about what you can expect; although I suppose you already know pretty much everything by now. I want you making an informed decision. If you decide you want to do it and a week later you start whining about what a terrible mistake you made I’ll kick you right in the nuts.”


She grinned and replied, “Given my anatomy I suppose you’d have to kick Dan between the legs to kick my nuts. That’s where I keep them. He’d really hate that but I suppose I could get over it.”


“Okay. That’s amusing. But I’m serious, except for the part about kicking you in the nuts.”


She happened to notice the clock on Audrey’s nightstand and exclaimed, “Oh crap! I didn’t know it was this late! I have to go!”


She stood up and thanked Audrey and Paul for a wonderful afternoon. They both invited her back tomorrow after school lets out. We grabbed our purses and said goodbye. Paul stood up and grabbed me before I could leave. He wrapped his arms around me, kissed me until my toes were curling and said, “I won’t go storming in there guns a blazing. But tell me if it gets to be too much. I’m sure I can figure something out. It’s all cool as long as you’re having fun. When it stops being fun it’ll be time to end it.”


I don’t think there’s anything he could do about it if that time ever came, but I think it’s sweet he’s worried about me. I smiled and nodded. I kissed him again and then I hurried to catch up with Carrie.


As soon as we were out on the sidewalk and walking toward home I said, “I wish I’d never said anything to you about Mr. C. I’m pretty sure you don’t have any idea what you’re asking. For one thing, there’s a lot of pain involved. When you get home why don’t you try taking a large cucumber down your throat, or shoving it up your butt.


“And just because it hurts or it’s humiliating you can’t tell them to stop what they’re doing because you’ve changed your mind. Once they have you in that house you’re there until they can’t get it up anymore.


“And don’t forget, it isn’t just them. They can let any dirty old man on the planet fuck you. Not just men, either. You saw that picture of Audrey with the dog. Think about the look on her face while they were standing around watching and recording with hard cocks just waiting their turn. The look of horror on her face and the tears streaming down her cheeks just turned them on all the more.


“Trust me, it makes for a better fantasy than a memory. And what about Dan? I thought you pretty much decided he was going to be the one.”


She listened without responding. But as soon as I stopped talking she said, “First of all, Dan isn’t the love of my life. I like him and I enjoy being with him. But let’s be real, he doesn’t want to do anything but get in my pants just like every other guy. That’s okay because I’m using him just as much as he’s using me. I enjoy kissing him and I like it when he touches me. But tomorrow is the last day of school. How long into our summer vacation do you think it will last? He’s going to be out playing ball or going camping or any of the other weird things guys do and probably expecting me to wait around the house until he has time for me.


“After what we did today my summer plans have changed. I want to spend every second I can with you and Audrey and Paul. And as for Mr. C, his neighbor, Louis and all those men who watch his shows and buy the DVDs, you and Audrey have survived. Sure, it’s going to be unpleasant the first time or two. But you can’t deny you still find it exciting. You wouldn’t quit if he’d let you, you said so. And Christ! Audrey has made twenty-five thousand dollars in four months! I don’t want to do the things you and Audrey are doing for the rest of my life. But for a few months! Hell yeah!


“I know you’re worried that I’ll hate it and maybe even that I’ll blame you. But the more I think about it the more I want to do this. For that much money and all the excitement that comes with it I think I can handle it.”


I’m finding it hard to argue with her logic inasmuch as I’m just in it for the excitement. I didn’t even know about the money when I let him entrap me so it wasn’t even a consideration. We were almost to my house when I said, “Think it over for a while and call me if you’re still certain you want to do this.”


She grinned from ear to ear and said, “I’m not going to change my mind. Tell him about me and see what he says.”


“I give up. I’ll send him a couple of pictures and tell him you’re interested.”


She looks like she wants to squeal with excitement. Dumb broad! We said goodbye in front of my house and I went inside. My parents aren’t home yet. I thought about making a sandwich or something but I decided I’m not really hungry. I went up and changed clothes. I put on a t-shirt and a pair of loose terrycloth shorts and sat down at my computer instead.


Chapter 9


I checked my email. There was one from Mr. C informing me that after discussing my behavior, my failure to call him after my meeting with Jeff as ordered, Doc calmed him down and convinced him that he had been less than specific in his instructions to me and that I had done the right thing when I sent him an email. In fact, from now on, when anyone calls me and I go meet them, instead of a phone call he wants a long, detailed email written as soon as I get home so I don’t leave anything out. It occurs to me that those emails will give him that much more incriminating evidence with which to blackmail me. But considering what he already has I guess it doesn’t really matter.


I sent a response to his email, thanking him and then telling him about Carrie. I told him Carrie is the girl he saw me walking home with the first time he saw me on the way home from school. I included a couple of pictures of her, one dressed for school and another of her in a bikini. I explained she’s still a virgin and she’s the same age as me. I went on to say that I let something slip when we were walking home from school and since we have been best friends from the time we started attending school I know I can trust her. I told her about my day with him and some of what Audrey told me about what I can expect in the future. I went on to say that she became more than a little interested and she asked me to tell him about her. At the end of the email I gave him her phone number and email address.


I sat there for a very long time before sending it. I almost deleted the email with the intent of telling her I sent it and then telling her he didn’t want to take on any more girls at the moment. Instead I sent it, hoping as I did that I get exactly that response from him. I’m very fond of Carrie and I hate the idea that I’m at least partially responsible for the pain and humiliation she’ll experience if she goes to Mr. C’s house.


By the time I sent it I received an email from Paul. He told me that there must be something really wrong with him because even after thinking about, and eventually coming to terms with, the things I do for Mr. C, he still thinks he’s falling in love with me. He asked again for reassurance that I’m not upset about him having sex with Carrie and then asked if I would be interested in sneaking out of the house some day when I’m free and going to lunch and a movie. He attached the movie he made on his phone when he caught his sister and me having sex on Sunday.


I thanked him for being so understanding about Mr. C and assured him he can have all the sex he can handle with both Carrie and his sister as long as he still wants to have sex with me every now and then, because it turns out he’s very good at it. I told him I’ll see him after school tomorrow and that I’d love to go out with him, even if he hasn’t yet taken delivery of his imaginary Corvette.


I sent a short email to Audrey telling her I hope she isn’t upset about Carrie joining us after school today. I didn’t plan it but I do really like her and I thought everyone had a good time. I also told her that, against my better judgment, I sent an email about Carrie to Mr. C. I hope Carrie and I both don’t regret it.


I answered a couple of emails from friends and acquaintances. Then I clicked on the movie Paul sent me. Until I was halfway through my thirteenth year I was a gangly, boy-like child and very self-conscious about my lack of female attributes. I must have been the last girl in my class to start developing breasts, hips, and a more appropriate waistline. I was rapidly closing in on my fourteenth birthday when everything about me seemed to change almost overnight. By the time I celebrated my fourteenth birthday I had breasts, a waist, hips, a cute butt; I suddenly looked like a girl! In less than a year I changed so much that I looked like a sexy girl and although all I did to get that way was wait until it happened I was still pretty damned proud of myself. I saw the way boys and men looked at me and I loved it. But I don’t think I truly understood how sexy I have become until I watched myself making love to Audrey on the video Paul sent me! I’m definitely not turning into a lesbian. But that video is the most arousing thing I’ve ever seen. I quickly discovered it was impossible to watch without pulling down my shorts and my panties and masturbating like crazy.


I sat at my computer, watched that movie and masturbated until my hand grew tired and my wrist hurt. I would have kept going but I heard my parents coming in from their evening out. So I closed everything down, took my shorts off and crawled into bed. I had just enough time to open my book and look like I’m reading before my mother tapped on my door and came in to check on me.


We talked for a few minutes before she kissed me on the forehead and said goodnight. On her way out of the room she paused, turned back and said, “You need to do something about the air in here. It smells musty.”


I sniffed at the air and replied, “I don’t smell anything. I guess I’m used to it. I’ll leave my window open a little at the top when I leave in the morning.”


After she left I got up and got my outfit ready for tomorrow. We should be released from school by 10:30 tomorrow morning. There will be an assembly for the freshmen and sophomores. Then we return to our homerooms and get our report cards. And then, FREE AT LAST!!


Carrie was waiting on the sidewalk out front when I left the house in the morning. As we walked toward where we’ll meet Audrey I told her about the email I send to Mr. C. You would have thought I told her she won the lottery. I warned her again that if he agrees to use her, and I can’t believe he wouldn’t, it isn’t going to be all kittens and roses. There are more than a few thorns included in the deal. She nodded and then said, “But you had fun. You want to go back for more.”


“Yeah. It was definitely exciting. And I do want to go back for more. But not without some serious reservations.”


She was quiet for a minute before she quietly said, “I have an embarrassing admission to make. It might make you feel a little better. I have ... for a long time I’ve had ... oh god! Don’t look at me or I won’t be able to say this. I have fantasies about being raped or about being a sex slave; like I’m being blackmailed or whatever. When I listened to your description of the things that happened to you at Mr. C’s house I nearly had an orgasm without even touching myself. Even now, just talking about the possibility that he may do those things to me ... Jesus Kayla! I should have brought a change of underwear. Mine must be soaking wet by now.”


I’m more than a little shocked by her admission. I’ve always thought she was pretty normal! But I kept that response to myself and said, “From what I’ve read it isn’t all that uncommon for girls or women to have fantasies like that. I didn’t think I knew anyone like that, though. I never knew you had those kinds of fantasies.”


Before she could respond I added, “On the other hand, our fantasies aren’t something we normally discuss with others; or at least I never have.”


She looked at me for a moment and then asked, “What about your fantasies? What turned you on about those phone calls and what about that night you turned on your cam, undressed and then masturbated for that guy? And you enjoyed the things those three guys did to you on Saturday, or at least most of it. You said so. There are a lot of similarities lately between your life and my fantasies.”


That brought about one of those V8 moments. She’s right! I never realized it until she put it into words, but in many ways I’m living her fantasies! She saw the surprise on my face. She chuckled and asked, “What were your fantasies about before you got that call from Mr. C? Something about the things he said to you and the things he told you to do must have struck a chord.”


The question caught me off guard. I couldn’t even think of any fantasies I’ve had! I struggled with the question for a moment before I was able to say, “Not about being raped. I suppose I imagined being undressed by a guy, not any of the guys I know. Usually some big, good looking, take-charge kinda guy. I don’t think I even imagined having sex with him so much as being undressed and he would look at my naked body and touch me. I can’t remember ever giving much thought to having sex. I suppose I must have assumed that was something to think about in the distant future. How naïve is that?!”


I was saved from any further introspection by Audrey. She’s waiting for us at the end of her street. As soon as she joined us the conversation switched to our plans for two hours from now when school lets out for the summer. We aren’t planning anything specific, just more of what we did yesterday after school.


For the rest of our walk to school I pretty much just listened as Audrey and Carrie discussed my email to Mr. C and Carrie’s expectations and fantasies until there were too many other kids around us to continue the conversation. I learned that the two girls share some fantasies, though Carrie’s seem to be more intense. I’m starting to wonder just how many girls share those fantasies. Are rape fantasies normal?! It makes you wonder when two out of two of your best friends share them.


I also got the impression Audrey has fewer reservations than I do about involving Carrie in the activities taking place at Mr. C’s house. That could be because she’s hoping to be replaced. She told me that was what she hoped for when Mr. C told her about me. But from many of the other comments she’s made I don’t really believe she’s in any hurry to be free of Mr. C. I know she likes the money and when she isn’t having sex with dogs, being used for a urinal, or being hurt she kind of enjoys the sex, especially the sex with strange men. At least that part I’m coming to understand. There’s something about sex with strangers that kind of sets you free. It’s hard to explain. But at least I understand it, or perhaps I should say that I recognize that feeling in me. I can’t really say it’s a desire I understand. I realize now it was probably that feeling more than anything else that drew me to Mr. C, though I don’t remember recognizing it for what it is at the time.


We walked in silence once we neared the school. The crowds began to close in around us making it impossible to discuss sex. I guess it’s difficult to switch to more mundane gossip when you’ve been talking about sex for ten or fifteen minutes.


I know we all sense the excitement in the air. Our schoolwork is done for the school year. We’ve turned in our books. We only have to sit through a boring assembly, pick up our report cards and the school year is over. Unlike many of my fellow students I like school. But even I am looking forward to summer vacation. I enjoy sleeping late and living a life of leisure as much as anyone else.


The three of us managed to sit together through assembly, which was every bit as boring as we heard it would be. No one really listened. I don’t know why they waste everyone’s time like that. We returned to our homerooms after assembly but only long enough to pick up our report cards. I didn’t even look at mine. I know my grades. I’ve never gotten a less than perfect grade in any class. I stuck mine in my purse and our homeroom teacher admonished us to be quiet in the corridor, wished us a happy and safe summer and released us. I stopped on the way out of the room to thank her and tell her how much I enjoyed the literature class she taught this year. Then I caught up with Audrey and Carrie and we headed for Audrey’s house.


Paul has an errand to run before he can join us. He’s checking on one of the summer jobs he applied for almost a month ago. That will give us a little time for Audrey to show Carrie some of the DVD from her first day at Mr. C’s house. I’m curious, too. I wonder if it was similar to my own experience.


We went up to Audrey’s room and sat side by side on the bed. Audrey loaded the DVD before she went to school this morning so all she had to do was pick up the remotes and start the show. It began just like mine, with Mr. C asking her name, age, and sexual experience. Until she attended a party with a bunch of juniors and seniors a week earlier and was plied with alcohol and raped her only experience had been some kissing and a little touching at a friend’s birthday party with a guy she liked. She vaguely remembers undressing and giving about a dozen guys blowjobs but her memory gets really foggy after that. She doesn’t know if she was raped by just one guy or several. There were a lot of guys in the room, watching and probably waiting their turns but she only knows of the guy who was on top of her when she returned to consciousness.


I guess fourteen is about the age at which girls start having their cherries plucked. I know of a couple of girls my age who have already given it up but I’m pretty sure most of the girls in my class are still virgins.


We heard Mr. C order her to get undressed. Her face turned dark red and she glared at him for a moment, a reminder that unlike me, she isn’t there of her own free will. She’s being blackmailed. They must have paused the filming so that Mr. C could provide a little attitude adjustment. When the recording started again Audrey wasn’t glaring. She wasn’t smiling, either. She looked scared. Apparently that’s the look they were going for.


We watched as she slowly undressed. As soon as she was naked they ordered her into half a dozen obscene poses while the camera recorded every inch of her body. After exposing her more intimate body parts to the camera and the men in the room she was joined by Mr. C who was already naked. She looked down nervously at his already erect cock until he took her into his arms and began to kiss her and run his hands over her body. She was stiff as a board at first but in a surprisingly short amount of time we could see that what he’s doing is getting to her.


I guess I can kinda understand why so many men are willing to spend so much money to watch Mr. C’s internet shows and buy his DVDs. Watching the DVD is getting to Carrie, and me too a little bit. Carrie is staring at the television with glassy eyes and squeezing my hand with her hot, sweaty hand. She mumbled something under her breath and Audrey asked, “What? I didn’t understand you.”


Carrie turned to look at her, blushing furiously. She replied, “I’m sorry. I know you’re being raped there. But Jesus! It’s just like my fantasies. It’s so fucking hot!!”


Audrey chuckled and said, “I guess you’re going to find out how hot it is. And yeah, it was kind of hot. Looking back on it I have to admit that he quickly started pushing all the right buttons. I have to give the guy credit. When it comes to turning a girl on he knows what he’s doing.”


I can testify to that! He certainly pushed all of my buttons last Saturday.


We watched in a sexually charged silence while Mr. C made love to Audrey much as he did to me when I went to his house. When they finished they turned the camera off while he took her upstairs for a shower. When the movie started again she’s being introduced to Doc. That’s as far as we got before we heard Paul enter the house and Audrey turned off the DVD player and the television.


Moments later Paul entered the room and apologized for being late. He thanked us for waiting because he loves watching us get undressed. Eager to get started the three of us stood up and all four of us quickly took off our clothes. As we were getting undressed, Audrey asked him if he got the job. He nodded and said, “Yeah. It doesn’t pay five thousand a month but with what I’ve already saved I should be able to afford a car by the time I turn sixteen and get my license. It won’t be the Corvette I need to get Kayla to go out with me but it’ll be a car.”


I smiled and said, “That’s a shame. I was really hoping we could go out.”


As he undresses, Paul is placing his clothes on a chair behind him but his attention is focused on the three of us as we undress. That’s why he didn’t notice the DVD cover sitting in plain sight by the DVD player; not until he dropped his jockeys onto the pile of clothing and started to turn to face us again. He saw the nude picture of his sister on the front and picked it up. He knows she has been making movies and that they’re being sold but apparently it never occurred to him that she would have copies of them. He stood there for the longest time looking at the front and back covers of the DVD case. He opened it, saw that the DVD isn’t in the case and put his hand over the DVD player. He finally turned to us and asked, “Is this what you were watching while you were waiting for me?”


Carrie answered for us, replying with a casual ‘yes’ as though the drama we went through explaining everything to him yesterday never took place. She’s still really turned on and probably isn’t as attuned to the problems that might arise if Paul should watch those DVDs. He just might get really pissed when he learns Louis is involved in Mr. C’s operation and has been fucking his sister. I don’t imagine he’ll be all that amused if he sees what it’s like the first few times a girl takes a large cock into her throat, either.


Paul stood there staring at Audrey for a long moment. I finally had to try to defuse this tense moment. I said, “Paul, she doesn’t want you see that. I can understand how she feels. If you really want to see what it’s like, what we do there, I’ll let you see my DVD when he gives it to me. We can get naked and I’ll watch it with you and I’ll answer your questions. I suppose you should see it before we go out on a date. You may not want anything to do with me after you see what I’ve done.”


He put the DVD case down and said, “No. You,” he paused and turned to Audrey and continued, “neither of you, has to show me those DVDs. I understand why you’d be reluctant and that’s okay. You’re entitled to your privacy.”


“No, Paul. I’m scared, but I want you to see mine. I don’t want all the questions you must have to be always lurking in the back of your mind. It would make me sad, but if I could I’d stop going there. I’d do that for you. But I have to be honest, I’m still having fun despite the drawbacks. But even if I want to stop I can’t now, not until he decides to let me go. If he gave a copy of the DVDs he has already made of me to my parents I could never look them in the eyes again. Maybe they wouldn’t hate me, but they’d be so disappointed and so disgusted ... and I wouldn’t blame them.”


Paul crossed the room, took me in his arms and said, “I understand, and I appreciate your wanting to be honest with me about this. I’ll be honest with you. I’d really like to see that DVD. But not because I need to see it to make up my mind about how I feel about you. I don’t. I don’t want to see you hurt but I’ve been thinking about those DVDs since you told me about them yesterday and, to tell you the truth, I think they sound kind of hot in a kinky sort of way. But if it makes you uncomfortable you have every right to keep them to yourself ... well, yourself and all those dirty old men who are buying them.”


I laughed and pulled his head down so I could kiss him. As we kissed I felt his cock stirring against my belly. I reached down with one hand, got a firm grip on it and said, “Why don’t we do something about this? How would you like to start? Your wish is my command, master.”


We were both distracted by the sound of Audrey turning her television on and powering up the DVD player. We turned to look at her. She shrugged and said, “I guess we may as well start with this one. But I have to warn you, Paul. You’re going to see a kid from our school, a sophomore. He’s going to be in Kayla’s DVD, too. You aren’t going to like it. He’s black. He’s hung like a horse ... and he’s pretty ... no, sometimes he can be very rough. I don’t know it for a fact, but I suspect he’s being rougher than he might otherwise be just because that’s part of his job. He’s doing it to please the customers. You have to promise me you won’t say a word to him when you see him. You can’t even let him know you’re aware of what we’re doing for Mr. C and the movies he’s making. I can’t help feeling that if you say something to him it will only make things worse. Can you make that promise?”


Paul kissed my forehead and said, “I suppose that’s what you want, too?”


I nodded and answered, “Yes. I agree with Audrey. It could only get worse for us and for you, too, if you tried to help. Even if he and his four butt buddies didn’t beat you up, I’m willing to bet they’d find some way to humiliate you. They’d somehow use their power over us against you.”


“Okay. I promise to stay out of this ... until the first time I end up visiting one of you in the hospital. Your mysterious black friend isn’t the only one with friends.”


Until today there has been a space between the other side of the bed and the wall, presumably to enable Audrey to get around it and make the bed. Today the bed has been pushed against the wall, no doubt to better facilitate the expected orgy. I positioned Paul on the bed, sitting up with his back against the wall. I placed one of his sister’s pillows behind him. Audrey started the DVD from the beginning as soon as he was comfortable. I curled up beside Paul with my head in his lap and his cock in my mouth. He lost his erection during our discussion but I quickly revived it. I nursed on it gently. I want him to remain aroused while he watches the DVD and I want his erection to last as long as possible.


Audrey and Carrie stretched out beside us. It’s a good thing Audrey has a king size bed. There’s plenty of room for four very friendly people to play. Carrie has already seen the first half hour of the DVD but she seems just as interested in seeing it for a second time. She and Audrey messed around a little but they both watched the DVD, too.


I noticed when we watched the beginning of the DVD earlier that the process of breaking Audrey in was almost identical to what I experienced. Even much of what was said was the same, as though it had been scripted. One major difference between my experience and hers is that when asked why she’s there she mentioned the party again and said someone had recorded her rape that evening. Now she’s being blackmailed. That’s why she’s there. I was forced to admit I was there because I wanted to be. Another difference is that after she undressed for them she wasn’t told to masturbate.


Things went along pretty well for a while. We watched Audrey undress on command, identify herself and tell the audience how old she is and how much sexual experience she has. She briefly described the events at the party that got her into this mess. If Paul caught her gliding quickly over having given a dozen blowjobs the night of the gangbang he didn’t show it. Then we watched as Mr. C made her stand closer. He ran his hands over her naked body for a few minutes, commenting on her sexy tits and as he probed her pussy with his fat middle finger he complimented her on her tight little cunt. He made her pose in front of him in the same humiliating poses I was forced to assume and we’re all able to see every intimate detail Mr. C, Louis and the camera saw that day ... and so many days since.


She was ordered to spread out a large bath towel and stretch out on her back. As soon as she was ready he stretched out on his side right next to her and the real foreplay began. As I’ve already discovered, Mr. C is extremely talented. He quickly began to drive Audrey out of her mind just like he did with me last Saturday. She has quickly forgotten all about Louis and the camera. The orgasms are coming fast and furious and at that point I don’t think she would have cared if our entire class walked in and sat down to watch.


And that was before he moved down and began to eat her sopping wet pussy. She soon clamped down on his head with her thighs and began to squeeze him until I thought she was going to kill him. At the same time, she was pulling his hair and screaming her head off. This all took place before she and Paul began to experiment with each other so it’s the first time anyone has eaten her pussy. It’s obvious how much she likes it.


We watched as Mr. C drove her crazy with his touch and his tongue until she couldn’t take it anymore and went limp. He moved up beside her and gently teased her breasts and kissed her until she seemed a little bit more aware. He moved up over her then and easily entered her sopping wet opening with his throbbing cock.


She only remembers one boy fucking her the night of the party. But she has since learned there were far more than that one boy. A lot of boys raped her when she was drunk out of her mind and either passed out or drugged into unconsciousness at the party that resulted in the recording by Louis and her subsequently being blackmailed by Mr. C. If it weren’t for the recording she watched on the DVD he gave her later of all the boys who fucked her that night she would have had only the foggiest recollection. This time, with Mr. C’s large, pussy pleasing cock, is the first time she has had intercourse while in her right mind, more or less. There’s no question she loved it right from the very first thrust of his cock. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and begged him to fuck her over and over. The begging was unnecessary. She couldn’t have stopped him if she wanted to.


After their mutual orgasm, well, his orgasm and her long string of screaming orgasms, the camera was turned off while they caught their breath for a few minutes and then went to his oversized bathroom for a shower. The action started back up again just before the doorbell rang. Audrey was sent to answer the door, in the nude of course. She opened the door and Doc stepped in and introduced himself while exploring her sexy body with his eyes. Watching all this is much like watching what happed to me! Even much of the dialog was the same!


In only a few minutes, Audrey was on her knees sucking on Mr. C’s cock while a now naked Doc began preparing her for her first experience with anal sex. I paid at least as much attention to Paul as I did to Audrey’s debut DVD. It continued to go well until Mr. C took over the camera and we saw Louis enter the picture for the first time. Paul suddenly sat up and almost shouted, “NO FUCKING WAY!! Audrey, tell me you didn’t have sex with that fucking loser!”


I gently leaned him back against the pillow and said, “Calm down, Paul. We warned you. Keep in mind what we told you. Nothing you can do will change what happened. And anything you do will only make things worse.”


His gaze moved from the DVD to Audrey and then to me. The realization hit him then that Louis has fucked me, too. I read his mind then. I saw the realization dawn when it occurred to him that it isn’t over. Louis can still fuck me whenever he wants. Just like his sister, I can’t say no. He has more or less accepted the idea of us having sex with the mysterious Mr. C. But he’s more than a little overwhelmed by this latest development. I sat up and struggled to keep from crying. I suppose I knew this would happen but I had hoped we could talk him down. I can see that isn’t going to happen. He looks furious.


Audrey paused the DVD. I got to my feet. I told him I’m sorry, but I understand his reaction. This is how the world works. It’s a shame. I’ve grown very fond of Paul very quickly. I crossed the room to where I left my clothes. I was just stepping into my panties when Paul got up. He rushed across the room and stopped me. Before he could say anything I tried to smile and I said, “It’s okay, Paul. It was pretty silly of me to think you might be able to overlook what I’ve done. Please, let me go. I need to get out of here before I start crying. You know how girls are.”


I tried once more to pull my panties the rest of the way up but he straightened me up and took me in his arms, still with my panties just above my knees. He hugged me so hard I almost couldn’t breathe for a long time before he finally said, “I’m sorry. I overreacted. It’s just that ... Jesus! It’s Louis! It’s a guy I know, the biggest loser in the sophomore class!”


Before I could respond, Audrey said, “It isn’t like we picked him, Paul. We didn’t even know he was going to be there. You know damn well that if that creep had asked me or Kayla or any other girl we know for a date we would have laughed right in his face. We didn’t have a choice once we went to that house.”


I felt the tension go out of Paul. He kind of slumped but he still has his arms around me. He sighed loudly and said, “I think you should have warned me it was Louis before we started watching the DVD.”


He lifted my chin and said, “I’m sorry. Please don’t go. I’ll behave myself; I promise.”


I can’t really see him. I haven’t started crying but the tears are gathering in my eyes and everything is blurry. I hear the sincerity in his voice but I can’t help thinking that there’s no real chance for us now. I tried to wriggle out of his arms. He wouldn’t let me go. I struggled for a moment and then said, “It’s okay, Paul. I kinda knew it was going to happen but I didn’t feel right keeping this from you. No guy in his right mind would want anything to do with me now.”


“Maybe not. So I guess I’m not in my right mind. Again, I’m sorry. Maybe if you guys had warned me about Louis. Seeing him all of a sudden like that was a shock. After all, I thought it was kinda hot watching Audrey with that Mr. C guy. Even the part where that other old guy used her backdoor was kind of amusing. It’s just that I cannot stand that egotistical son of a bitch! At one time or another Louis has pissed off pretty much everyone in the sophomore class. He cheats. He buys test answers, he copies from people all around him and from what I’ve heard he’s still failing every class. No one expects him to be back next year.”


He reached down and removed my panties before taking me back in his arms and kissing me. We kissed, loving but gentle kisses, until I think we both calmed down. Then he straightened up and said, “Come on. Let’s get comfortable. I promise, I’ll be good.”


“Are you sure? I wasn’t just saying that. I really do understand if you don’t want anything to do with me now. And it’s gonna get worse, Paul. He’s going to force that big, black cock down her throat, just like he did when I went there. And he’s going to fuck her ass. I’ll be very surprised if you don’t see her screaming in pain the way I know I will when he does it to me ... because I know he’s going to, probably the next time I go there. Maybe you’ll be right and Louis will drop out. Hopefully, you’ll never have to see him again. But what if you do? What if you come face to face with the asshole who fucked your sister’s throat and her ass and then did the same to me?”


“That’s easy. I doubt if I’ve said two words to that bastard during the entire school year. If I see him somewhere I’ll just walk right by as though I don’t even know him.”


“Really? You don’t think you’ll take a swing at him?”


“I’ll want to. But as long as doesn’t smirk at me and mention either of your names I’ll just walk on by.” Then, with a lopsided grin he added, “Besides, if I took a swing at the asshole he’d most likely turn me into a small puddle of paste. It isn’t just his cock, he’s twice as big as me all over.”


I guess I’ll have to settle for that until something happens to make me rethink it. I let Paul lead me back to the bed. He got back up on the bed with his back against the wall but instead of letting me return to my position and resume teasing his cock with my tongue, he pulled me up onto the bed between his legs so that I was sitting with my back to him and he wrapped his arms around me. As soon as we were comfortable he told Audrey he’s ready.


With an extremely skeptical look on her face she asked, “Are you sure? We don’t have to watch this. We were having plenty of fun before we started. Right, Carrie? I was having fun.”


Carrie sighed and said, “I was certainly having fun. But I think I really want to see this since I’ll probably be going through the same stuff you two guys did.”


Paul said, “It’s okay. I’m calm now. I’m calm and I’m comfortable. I’m holding two perfect tits in my hands and I’m getting over the shock of seeing Louis’ smiling face on television. Please, continue. I’ll be good.”


She chuckled and replied, “I know you’re good. That’s why we have so much fun with you. You’re almost my favorite brother.”


“Do we have a brother I don’t know about?”


“I promised mom I wouldn’t say anything. Now shut up and watch the movie.”


I interrupted their banter to say, “Maybe we shouldn’t. I know your hunky brother has promised to be good but you know he isn’t going to like the parts that are coming up. Why continue this if you know it’s going to make him nuts?”


She turned to her brother and said, “How about it, Paul? You heard what’s going to happen to me. Do you really think you can handle that?”


“I expect it’ll piss me off. I love you and I’m getting kinda fond of this little tart. I don’t want to see either of you hurt. But it’s history now and there’s nothing I can do about it. I’m not going out and track down Louis so I can kill him and I don’t have a clue who Mr. C really is. Carrie probably wants to see this and I can’t deny I’m curious.”


He leaned closer then and with his lips right by my ear he whispered, “I’ve never called a girl a tart before. But I like tarts. They’re delicious. Especially the ones with the icing on them.”


I turned my head, kissed him, and then suggested, “I could add a little sugar if you’d like.”


“No thanks. I think you’ve already found the perfect recipe.”


Audrey groaned and muttered, “You guys are making me ill.”


Then she curled up with Carrie and asked, “What about you? How are holding up?”


“I think I’m the only one here who’s enjoying this! That’s the hottest fucking movie I’ve ever seen! I’m a little nervous about what you say is coming up. But the way I look at it, what the hell! You guys seem to have survived without having to go to the emergency room. So far it’s even hotter than my fantasies.”


Audrey chuckled and said, “I never knew you were such a kinky little cunt.”


Carrie shrugged and replied, “I haven’t heard a lot of girls going around school discussing their sexual fantasies. I’ve been more intimate with you two than with any girls I know and I don’t know what you fantasize about. People just don’t talk about that.”


Audrey took the DVD off of pause and except for an occasional comment from Carrie or a “Jesus Christ” from Paul we watched the rest of the DVD in silence. Most of that time I was able to feel Paul’s hard cock pressing against my back. I noticed that he tensed up and turned away when Louis was forcing his cock down his sister’s throat and again when he fucked her ass. But he was still sitting there with a hard on when the DVD ended.


There was a long silence until Carrie breathlessly exclaimed, “OH MY GOD!! That was so fucking hot! I mean, I know some of that hurt like hell. But like I said earlier, you all survived, and with an amazing skill. How many girls do you know who can take a fat nine-inch cock down their throat?! None, I bet. I know you guys think I’m nuts. But I want to do that. I want to do all of that.”


I had to ask, “What about Dan?”


She sniffed and said, “Do you know what that son of a bitch said just before we left homeroom this morning? He said, ‘See ya in the fall.’ He’s seen all of me he’s ever gonna see!”


“So you’re going to let Mr. C have your cherry. You’ve never sucked a cock before either, have you? Oh wait! Yes you did. You did it yesterday with Paul! Sometimes lately I think I’m getting early onset Alzheimer’s. That’s the second time in three or four days I’ve had a brain fart like that.”


Paul squeezed me and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you. It’s probably just a protein deficiency. I know how to fix that.”


I turned part way around in his arms so I can see Paul’s face without breaking my neck and asked, “What about you? Are you okay? Are we good?”


He sighed and said, “Yeah. But some of that was ... some of that really turned my stomach. Did you see the look on that prick’s face when he was slamming his cock down Audrey’s throat? He was getting off on causing her pain. He had that same look on his ugly face when he shoved that fucking pole up her ass. He’s one sick mother fucker.”


“Yeah. You’re right and we all realize it. But it’s done now and it can’t be undone. And now we can do that with anyone without all the drama and the trauma. You know you enjoy it when we do it for you. You don’t have to buy him a gift or even thank him. But as it turns out, once we’ve done those things with him we can do them with anyone. It was just a matter of doing it and getting accustomed to it. I can’t think of anything else he can do to hurt us like that.”


“Maybe not. But I’m willing to bet he can.”


He’s probably right. But all in all, I think it went pretty well. I wouldn’t want Paul to find out about the dog or the piss games they enjoy. But I think he’s adjusting to the idea of Mr. C and Louis having so much control over our lives for as long as he wants to use us.


I turned around and reached for his not quite erect cock. I closed my hand around it and asked, “Are you too upset to let me take care of this for you?”


He leaned forward, kissed me, and said, “Let’s try something different.”


“Okay. What, you want to take my butt for a test drive?”


He grinned and replied, “Maybe some other time. I don’t have a burning desire to do that to you. But maybe once, just to see what it’s like. Not today, though. Maybe after that big-dicked motherfucker breaks you in so I can do it without hurting you. Let’s go to my room. I like the things we do in here. How could I not? I’m with three beautiful, sexy, naked young ladies. Any guy I know would give anything he owns to be in my place. But I want to see what it’s like to be alone with you, to make love to you. Or does that make you uncomfortable? Is that too much too soon?”


“I think that sounds wonderful. Are you sure Audrey won’t get jealous?”


“Of you or me?”


Audrey groaned and exclaimed, “Would you two get out of here. You’re turning my stomach. And me and Carrie want to be alone. Kayla, come on back once he’s unconscious. And try not to kill him.”


“Okay. I’ll try to remember to stop when he’s unconscious.”


Paul and I started for the door but I had a sudden thought. I came to a stop and asked, “Does your mom ever come home early?”


Audrey and Paul both thought about it for a moment. Finally, Paul said, “I can’t remember a time she has. But I suppose it makes sense to bring our clothes to my room just in case.”


What happened next was amazing! Paul and I went to his room. He closed the door and we were alone together; no one watching, no one joining in. We both had a great time when we were doing these things with Audrey and we look forward to doing them again. But now that we’ve begun to develop feelings for each other there’s something special about being alone together and naked, about concentrating on pleasing someone who has suddenly become important in your life. We did all the same things we did before but this time there’s emotion invested in the things we did. We made love in one form or another, love with a capital L, for almost an hour. We teased and then pleased each other until we were exhausted. Then we just cuddled up and held each other for the longest time.


When we finally began to feel a little more energetic again we took a long, loving shower. After we dried off we rejoined Audrey and Carrie. We didn’t get dressed but we remembered to carry our clothes with us.


We found them lying together in Audrey’s bed, but just talking. I guess they wore themselves out, too. Audrey has been telling Carrie more about her experiences over the last four months. I notice Carrie still seems excited about the idea of turning herself over to Mr. C and his army of assorted perverts despite everything she’s seen and heard today. It appears her mind is made up. I’ll be surprised if I don’t have an email from him when I get home, telling me to bring her along when Audrey and I go to meet him tomorrow morning.


We talked for a while about Mr. C and about the sex shows and kiddie porn movies in which he’s making us perform. I’d be interested in seeing a list of his customers on the off chance someone I know is on it, but I doubt if he’d agree to that. I may ask once I’ve gotten to know him a little better but he apparently treats that list like the nuclear launch codes; understandable since his livelihood apparently depends on the money he receives from the people named on that list. We also talked about how much fun the four of us are having but Audrey and Carrie both wondered if it wouldn’t be nice to include another boy or two. I don’t care one way or the other but Paul has some reservations. He reminded us of how much boys tend to enjoy bragging about their sex lives, whether they have one or not. Of course, that may have just been Paul being greedy and guarding his harem. That’s not to say we aren’t all well aware of the truth of his statement.


I guess it doesn’t matter. None of us can think of another boy we’d like to invite; or at least not one we think we could trust to keep the things we do together to himself. Audrey doesn’t have a boyfriend and Carrie is so pissed at Dan she has no desire to ever speak to him again. Well, that isn’t entirely true. She’s thinking about calling him up after she has her cherry popped just to say, “guess what ... asshole!”


It’s getting late so we all got dressed. I said a long, romantic goodbye to Paul and then said goodbye to Audrey. I offered to host our next get-together to save wear and tear on her linens but after discussing it we all decided we feel safer at their house.


Carrie and I walked to my house together. On the way I gave her my take on deep throat and anal sex. I invited her in to see if Mr. C has contacted me about her. Of course she couldn’t say no to that.


I still don’t notice that the air in my room is stuffy but just to be safe I opened a window a few inches and lit a candle. With that taken care of we sat at my computer and I woke it up. Carrie was disappointed when I opened my email because she didn’t recognize the name Hyperion. When I told her that was him she gripped my arm so hard it hurt and exclaimed, “Hurry up! Open it!”


I opened it and was not at all surprised to see his instructions to bring her with me tomorrow. I sighed and reminded her that after tomorrow he’ll be able to make her do anything that amuses him, including having sex with any number of old perverts. The dizzy broad can’t wait! I guess that isn’t fair. By the time I had agreed to meet with Mr. C I was just as excited as Carrie. Of course, she knows what to expect now. I didn’t. I’m not sure how anxious I would have been if I knew in advance what was going to happen at Mr. C’s house that day.


We talked a little more about what she could expect to happen tomorrow. I answered her questions as well as I could but having only been there once I’m only guessing. And there will be another major difference between my first visit there and Audrey’s first visit there and what Carrie can expect to happen tomorrow. This will be the first time; or at least the first time in our experience, there has been more than one girl there.


Carrie went home not long after that. I saw her to the door and then returned to my room and changed out of my school clothes. I was just about to watch the movie Paul sent me of my first time with Audrey when my phone rang. It’s Jeff. I smiled because I’m looking forward to seeing him again. Unfortunately, he’s calling to ask if I can get away tomorrow. I had to explain that I have plans for tomorrow and I can’t get out of them. I asked if we could do it on Thursday instead. I almost had to laugh at the excitement in his voice when he said he’d make arrangements. He explained that he didn’t dare take me to his house. The neighbors might see me and say something to his wife. He asked if I have any objections to spending a few hours in a motel. I replied that as long as the place doesn’t have bed bugs I’ll be more than happy to spend a few hours with him. He said he’d call me Thursday morning to make sure I haven’t changed my mind and he’d pick me up at the park again. We said goodnight. I sat there lost in thought for so long that I was shocked when I heard my parents moving around downstairs.


Chapter 10


I planned to get up early the next morning but it took me a long time to get to sleep. I didn’t wake up until long after my parents left for work. It was almost nine o’clock. The first thing I did was check my email. Nothing from Mr. C but emails from Carrie, Audrey, and Paul. I opened Paul’s first. He wished me luck and asked that I call him as soon as Mr. C dropped us off so he could quit worrying. Audrey’s email was mainly just a reminder that we don’t want Mr. C to know we’ve been practicing. We’re both of the opinion he wants to record our first time having sex with each other, or at least he thinks it is. I sent her a short reply to assure her I wouldn’t say anything to him and to let her know Carrie is coming with us.


Carrie’s email was amusing. She’s so excited, so anxious to be raped by Mr. C and Louis she hardly slept at all last night. I can sympathize with that. Rather than respond to her with an email I thought it best to call her. I want to make certain she doesn’t say anything about having sex with Paul and Audrey. Mr. C isn’t to know we’ve done it and found we very much enjoy it. We’re all in agreement he won’t be pleased if the humiliation aspect is taken from him. She promised to keep our secret.


With that taken care of I went about choosing what I’ll wear. I selected a button front dress, because it’ll be easier to get out of if my hands are shaking, a pair of lace trimmed bikini panties and semi-sheer bra. I thought the outfit would convey the schoolgirl look he seems to prefer. I was just about finished getting dressed when my phone rang. It was Carrie wanting advice on what to wear to her first rape. I told her what I’m wearing and why. She thought she should wear sexy underwear. I told her it’s up to her but my impression is that Mr. C and the perverts who buy his DVDs seem to prefer the innocent look. She seemed a bit disappointed but in the end she decided I was right.


I debated going down and having a light breakfast but I know I’m too excited to eat anything so I went to the bathroom and started getting ready. Carrie was knocking at my door by the time I dressed and was ready to go. It’s late enough that we had to hurry down the street. The last thing I want to do is make Mr. C wait for me. He may or may not have any virtues aside from his very satisfying cock but if he does I’m reasonably certain patience isn’t one of them.


We collected Audrey at the end of her street and made it to the park with five minutes to spare. We had no more than come to a stop in front of the statue when I saw Mr. C’s car pull into the parking lot. He came to a stop right in front of us and told us to get in. He told Carrie to get in front. As soon as our doors closed he turned the car around and headed for his house. He didn’t blindfold Carrie. Since Audrey and I both know where he lives I suppose he figured it would be a waste of time. I thought it was too bad. I remember vividly how exciting it was to be blindfolded for my first ride to his house. It really added to the excitement of my first time.


I saw Carrie flinch only seconds after he drove out of the parking lot and turned onto the road. Looking between the front seats I can see his hand on her upper thigh. Her face turned bright red instantly. But she certainly doesn’t look upset that a strange man is feeling her up. We rode in silence. There’s no need for Mr. C to ask her any questions. I already told him all about her in the email I sent him.


He took a more direct route this time. We pulled into his driveway less than ten minutes after leaving the park. I knew as soon as he parked that things are going to be different today. There are already three other cars parked in the driveway and several more parked on the street out front.


We got out in the driveway this time instead of parking in the garage. He herded us toward the front door. As soon as we entered the foyer I heard a DVD playing in the family room. I recognized the sounds I made when Louis raped me with his horse-cock for the very first time. Or at least it sounds like me. I suppose any of the other girls who have come here to be raped probably made very similar sounds.


Audrey and I entered the family room side by side and came to a sudden stop. In addition to Louis, and Doc who is already here, there are five strangers sitting around, looking us over blatantly and grinning in anticipation. Mr. C popped me in the butt and said, “Get your ass in there. My friends are anxious to meet you.”


We entered the room and Mr. C came around Audrey and me pulling Carrie along by the arm. He stood her in the center of the room, pointed over his shoulder at us and said, “Gentlemen, I’m sure you all recognize Audrey and Kayla. And this is our new star, Carrie. I think we’ll start the day’s activities with Audrey and Kayla and then they can keep you entertained while we break Carrie in, if that’s agreeable with you.”


The men were all nodding their assent when another man entered the room from behind us carrying a glass of ice water. I almost screamed when I saw him. He smiled and nodded to me. Carrie heard the noise I made and turned to see what caused me to make that strange noise. She gasped and cried out, “Uncle Don! Oh no! You can’t be here. I can’t ... not with you here!”


She turned to Mr. C and exclaimed, “You didn’t ... I can’t ... not with him here. He’s my uncle! He’s my mom’s little brother! Please, let me go.”


Mr. C jerked her around to face him, got right down in her face and growled, “Listen, bitch! Coming here was your idea. I’ve gone to a lot of trouble to set this up for you and you’re gonna fucking stay and your gonna do whatever the fuck you’re told to do. Do you understand me?”


“But...”


“You can worry about your fuckin’ butt later. I asked you a question. You came here of your own free will. You fuckin’ asked me to let you come here so you can get broken in just like those other girls and you knew exactly what was going to happen to you when you did. There are nearly half a million men who have already paid to watch me pop your cherry, all your cherries, and get you broken in right. If you think you can change your mind now and just walk out of here you’re even dumber than you look.”


I glanced at her uncle, Don. He has taken a seat on the couch and is watching with an expression about halfway between a grin and a leer. It’s obvious he knew Carrie was coming here to become Mr. C’s next victim. It’s just as obvious he shares none of Carrie’s reluctance. He’s looking forward to enjoying both his niece and me, probably even more than the other men in the room who are meeting us for the first time.


Mr. C pulled Carrie over to the couch and shoved her down on Don’s lap. He wrapped one arm around her back and his free hand began to caress her body over her clothing. He leaned closer, kissed her on the cheek and said, “You sweet little bitch. I’ve been watching you grow into a fucking hottie for the last three years. I’ve been wanting to get my dick in you from the time you were eleven years old. It’s finally gonna happen.”


She sat there slowly shaking her head back and forth for a moment until Mr. C reached down, lifted her chin, and turned her to face him. He smiled down at her and said, “And it won’t be just today, you sweet little cunt. After today you’re going to let him fuck you or stick his cock down your throat any damn time he wants. Aren’t you?”


She mumbled, “B-but ... he’s my uncle!”


Mr. C chuckled and replied, “Yeah. Does that make you as hot as it does me?”


Carrie turned to look at me as if there’s something I can do about this warped situation. Mr. C patted her head and informed her, “Yeah, her, too. I understand from talking to your favorite uncle that you two have been as close as sisters since you started school. It’ll be almost like incest when he fucks her, too. I invited him to join us today because he emailed me after he watched Kayla’s internet show last weekend to tell me how shocked he was when he saw her show and that he has a hard on and he can’t get rid of it.


“I knew he’d be excited about you coming here today. Your uncle has been a loyal customer for years and since he lives so close we’ve gotten to be good friends. He has taken part in quite a few of my shows over the years. He has had the hots for you since those sweet little tits started popping out on your chest. He once told me about you and said it’s a shame we can’t get you out here, too. Imagine my surprise when I received that email from Kayla saying you wanted to lose your cherry the same way she did.”


That little drama was interrupted when Louis, who is now standing near the laptop balancing that big camera on his shoulder said, “It’s almost time.”


Mr. C turned to Audrey and me and said, “You saw the pics I sent you. You know what I want to see. Stand in the middle of the room. I’m gonna ask you a few questions. Then I want you to start making out. After a few minutes I want you to undress each other and then get down on the blanket. One of you eat the other one out until she gets her rocks off and then switch off. Once you’ve both cum a couple of times I want you to get into a sixty-nine and keep going until I tell you to quit.”


I’m not quite as upset about Don being here as Carrie is. I’ve known him since I was five years old. I’ve always thought he was kind of cute, or at least I’ve thought so since I began to realize guys are different than girls and that’s a good thing. But I’ve never thought of him in a sexual way. He was still in high school when I first met him. I suppose his relationship with Carrie is more a problem for her than it is for me. I was shocked when I saw him walk into the room but I don’t have a problem with having sex with him.


I hate to admit it, but I’m kind of turned on by all of this. I’m excited about being seen having sex with Audrey by all those men on the internet. The half dozen dirty old men here in the room with us, men who will no doubt soon be fucking us or sticking their cock down our throats, are just icing on the cake. Except for Don, the rest of these men are between forty and around sixty years old. One of them is so fat I can’t imagine how he made it through the front door. But even that turns me on because the idea of doing anything sexual with that fat fuck is so fucking humiliating.


Louis leaned over the laptop and hit a few keys. Then he straightened up, aimed the camera at us and nodded to Mr. C.


Mr. C looked at me and said, “Tell the audience your name and your age.”


“My name is Kayla Fuller. I’m fourteen.”


“Have you ever had sex with another girl?”


I blushed. I’m a terrible liar. But he probably assumes I’m blushing at the prospect of having sex with Audrey who he believes is nothing but a casual friend from school. I shook my head but he frowned so I answered, “No.”


He smiled and turned to Audrey with a questioning look on his face. Without further prompting she said, “Audrey Webster. I’m fourteen, too. And no, I’ve never done anything with another girl. I never thought I would.”


He smiled and said, “Ladies, you have your instructions; you know what to do.”


He turned and took a seat in a comfortable recliner which has obviously been left for him. I had just enough time to watch Don slide his hand up under Carrie’s skirt before Audrey took my hand and turned me to face her. We smiled nervously at each other but I know her well enough to know she’s looking forward to this just as much as I am.


She gently pulled me closer, until our bodies are pressing against each other. I’m certain we both appeared to be properly reluctant and embarrassed to our large audience. Our lips touched and our hands began to caress but even as our sex show begins I’m thinking about how I can’t wait to see this on DVD. I hope our in-house audience of dirty old perverts is going to be visible in the picture. God! That would be so hot!


We kissed tenderly for several minutes, our hands lightly caressing. My fingertips moved lightly over Audrey’s neck and shoulder while hers caressed my back. Our kisses slowly grew more passionate. We don’t want to give the impression we’re too anxious to do this and ruin the mood. Several minutes passed before my right hand moved between us and started exploring her left breast. She moved both her hands down until they cupped the cheeks of my ass and things began to quickly heat up from that point.


I reached behind her and unzipped her dress. She leaned back enough that I’m able to slide the dress down off of her shoulders. It fell to her waist. As soon as her arms were free of her dress she began to unbutton the buttons down the front of my dress. While she was doing that I reached up with both hands and teased her breasts with my fingertips. We’re avoiding eye contact. I think we’re both afraid that if we look into each other’s eyes all the men gathered around and watching our every move, and especially Mr. C, will begin to suspect we were less than truthful when we told him we’ve never done this.


The front of my dress fell open. I slipped it down off my shoulders and let it fall to the floor behind me. As soon as my arms were free I squatted down and slid Audrey’s dress down over her waist. She stepped out of it and I placed it on top of mine. She helped me to my feet and we embraced again, now wearing only our bras and panties.


My attention was drawn away from Audrey for a moment when Louis came in for a close up. When he drew back my eyes scanned the faces of the men seated around the room. The lust on their faces adds immeasurably to the adrenalin rush I’m experiencing. I had just enough time to look at Carrie, still seated on her uncle’s lap. He’s watching us but he’s still exploring her body. Even with just a quick glance it’s possible to see she no longer seems upset by the prospect of having sex with him.


Audrey and I began kissing again. She reached behind me and unfastened my bra. I lowered my arms and allowed it to slide down until I was holding it in one hand. As soon as I dropped it on the pile of clothing behind me I returned the favor. We only enjoyed the erotic feeling of our breasts pressing together for a brief moment before I slipped my fingers under the waistband of her panties and slowly slid them down to her knees. They fell to a sexy, silky little puddle around her ankles and she stepped out of them before removing my last garment. As soon as we were naked she seemed to take charge. She took me by the hand and led me to the blanket behind her. I stretched out on my back and held my arms out to her. I can see she’s trying very hard not to smile as she dropped to her knees beside me.


I pulled her upper body down over mine. We kissed and caressed for a couple of minutes and then she began to slowly kiss her way down my body, pausing to spend a few delicious minutes getting better acquainted, or perhaps I should say reacquainted, with my breasts before working her way down to my drooling pussy. She reached my pussy but paused then to move into position between my legs.


She paused for a moment with her head over my pussy. I’m not sure if that’s to give the appearance of reluctance to continue or if she’s just enjoying the view. I had to bite my tongue to avoid begging her to get on with it. But finally she lowered her lips to my throbbing sex and began kissing me; light, gentle, tentative kisses that really turned me on. I climaxed almost as soon as her lips touched me again. I experienced several orgasms in rapid succession before she stopped, lifted my legs until my knees were pressed against my breasts and her tongue began exploring between my nether cheeks. I’ve already learned what a sensitive erogenous zone that area is and I very much enjoyed her efforts.


Audrey ministered to my back passage for several minutes before lowering my legs and driving me nearly crazy as she devoured my pussy enthusiastically. She went on and on until I could stand it no longer. I reached down and lifted her head away, begging her to stop before I lost my mind. She moved back up over me and, doing my best to appear as tentative as I had been the first time I did this, I licked my juices from around her pouty lips before we kissed for another moment or two. I finally turned away, still panting from the exquisite sexual torment to which I’ve just been subjected.


As soon as I caught my breath I whispered, “Thank you. That was awesome.”


Louis came in for more close-ups, panning the camera down over our naked bodies. I didn’t wait for him to finish. I sat up and Audrey stretched out on her back. I spent the next fifteen or twenty minutes doing all those wonderful things to her that she just did for me. When she could stand it no longer and lifted my head away we took a moment to recover, all the while kissing and caressing each other’s highly aroused bodies. We didn’t keep that up for too long. We know how impatient Mr. C can be.


As soon as Audrey was able to breathe more or less normally she moved up and straddled my head with her knees. I reached up, grasped a cheek of her sexy ass with each hand and guided her pussy to my lips. She supported most of her weight on her knees and elbows and tried to ignore Louis who moved in for extreme close-ups of our tongues mining each other’s pussy for priceless orgasms.


We weren’t told how long we were to continue. Mr. C only said he would let us know when we could stop. I assume we’ll have to keep this up until the one-hour internet show is over. It didn’t end the way I thought it would. Audrey and I were both getting tired and the sex was becoming a lot less frantic when there was a sudden change in the action. I felt something warm rubbing against my nose and opened my eyes to see a long, fat cock oozing what looked like a cup of lube from the tip at about the same time a set of large, hairy balls came to rest on my forehead. I stopped what I was doing and licked the dick for only a few seconds before it pressed against my lips. I opened my mouth and the owner of that impressive organ slid the large knob at the top straight down my throat in one slow but steady stroke.


I was still adjusting to the fat cock in my throat when I felt movement between my legs. Just as the cock in my throat began to slowly withdraw I felt another cock enter my pussy and I was happy as hell to have it. Thankfully, the cock in my pussy required nothing of me but that I be here. I’m able to concentrate fully on pleasing the cock in my mouth and throat and timing my breaths so that I’m able to remain conscious.


I think two or three minutes probably passed before I was startled by the realization that I have a cock in my throat and it doesn’t hurt! And it isn’t because the cock is small, either. It isn’t. It’s a big, fat cock. If the guy to whom it’s attached isn’t Mr. C it’s someone with a very similar cock.


Both men fucked me like that for long enough that I found it very pleasant, perhaps five minutes. But it wasn’t anywhere near long enough for me to climax. It was feeling very good though, and I was extremely disappointed when both men withdrew their cocks from my body.


I didn’t know why they stopped but I found out instantly. Right in my face I watched as that fine cock lined up on Audrey’s sopping wet pussy and slid right in. It’s an amazing sight to see and an amazing angle from which to view it. I stared in fascination as the cock that just left my mouth speared Audrey. I heard her moan, obviously with a mouthful of the cock that just came out of my pussy. I should have thought that was gross, but I don’t. In fact, perhaps because I’m so aroused, I think that’s hotter than hell!


I had nothing better to do with my mouth so as soon as the man now fucking Audrey right in my face established a rhythm I carefully began to tease her clit with my tongue. She reacted, though her reaction was muted by the cock in her mouth. While I stared at the large cock sliding in and out of my friend’s pussy it occurred to me what the men are doing and that, in a few minutes, that cock is coming out of her pussy and he’s going to drive it back into my mouth and throat. And I still think it’s hot!!


Out of the corner of my eye I saw Louis come in for another close-up. He was no sooner in position than the cock I’ve been staring at was removed from Audrey’s pussy and the knob was back at my lips. I opened my mouth eagerly and savored the taste of my friend’s pussy as the cock once more slid straight down my throat. To make things even better, the other man started fucking me again and as soon as he did, Audrey payed me back by teasing my clit with her lips. Outstanding!! I enjoyed my first climax since the men interrupted our sixty-nine in only fifteen or twenty seconds and it was a big one.


Our little foursome seemed to go on for quite a while. I think the stopping to change holes probably added a bit to the men’s staying power. That was fine with me. I’m in no hurry for this to end. When it finally did end I should have been really grossed out. The man alternating between my mouth and Audrey’s pussy came with his cock buried deep in her pussy. He backed out of her and returned his still erect cock to my mouth for cleaning. So far so good. But when he finally pulled his softening cock from my mouth he pushed down on Audrey’s ass and I knew what he wanted to see. I wasn’t all that happy about this part, but I put my mouth back on her pussy and returned to probing her with my tongue until I could no longer detect any semen. It helped when Audrey returned to eating my pussy but I’m almost certain the man on that end of our little foursome climaxed in her mouth. I was distracted at the time but I think I’d know if he came in me.


I expected two more men to replace the two who just enjoyed the use of our bodies. But apparently our hour is up. The next hour belongs to Carrie. The men helped us to our feet and pulled us along as they returned to their seats. Carrie is still in a man’s lap, though it’s no longer her uncle. But she’s still being groped and she looks to be pretty happy about it. She looks like she has the flu. Her face and neck are dark red and her face is shiny like she’s been working her ass off instead of just sitting there getting groped. There’s a dazed look in her eyes. She appears to be more than ready to be broken in, or at least she thinks she is. I know she’ll enjoy the first part if they break her in the same way they did Audrey and me. She may have second thoughts when large cocks begin to invade her throat and her ass.


Before any of the men could put us back to work Mr. C sent us up to take a shower. He didn’t tell us to hurry but he didn’t have to. The order is unnecessary. Audrey and I are both anxious to get back and watch Carrie get her wish to be raped. Doc came into the room just then with two bottles of water and handed them to us. I smiled and thanked him. I really need a drink right now. We took them with us. Audrey grabbed her purse and we hurried to the bathroom for a quick shower.


We compared notes on the show we put on and agreed it was pretty damned hot. So far, at least, it has been much easier on me than my first visit. I still can’t get over how easily that cock slid down my throat with no pain at all. We showered quickly and dried off. I’d forgotten the advice Audrey gave me on Sunday. I didn’t bring mouth wash or a hairbrush or anything. I think she knew I’d forget. She loaned me a mouthful of mouth wash and we ran her brush through our hair quickly. Then we hurried back downstairs. We got there just in time to see Louis nod to Mr. C to indicate it’s time to start the second show.


We skirted the room in order to stay out of the show that’s just starting. We were both pulled down into a strange man’s lap just as Mr. C asked Carrie her name and her age. After she answered those questions he asked about her sexual history. Because she looks like she’s just a little bit lost in a sexual fog I tensed up for moment, but she didn’t tell him anything about the things she has done with me, Audrey, and Paul. Even though she’s still a virgin I don’t think Mr. C would have been pleased to know what we’ve been getting up to lately.


Once again he kept to the script. What followed was the same series of events in the same order I experienced them last Saturday. We didn’t get to watch all of the show as they broke her in. Not long after Carrie’s breaking in started, Audrey and I were put to work circling the room sucking cocks one right after another. I was halfway through sucking off one of the men who had sex with Audrey and I when we were putting on our show earlier when I noticed our current performance is being recorded, too. There won’t be any erotic close-ups of Audrey and I sucking off these men but there are a couple of movie cameras on tripods positioned to capture everything we’re doing.


After we went around and satisfied everyone in the audience we were pulled into another set of laps and groped while we sipped on another bottle of water and watched Carrie experiencing her fantasies. There are several differences between what Audrey and I experienced on our first day and Carrie’s experience. First, except that she didn’t know her uncle would be here she knew what would happen to her here. Another difference is that after Mr. C busted her cherry she sucked his cock while her uncle introduced her to anal sex. He is not the patient, gentle ass fucker Doc is and Carrie’s cries of pain, though muffled by Mr. C’s cock, made that quite clear. Looking at the faces of the men in the audience another fact is apparent. They find Carrie’s suffering very arousing; not that I’m surprised. I’m more surprised to note that I’m finding Carrie’s ordeal somewhat arousing ... and she’s my best friend!!


I watched to see if Mr. C would attempt to shove his cock down her throat but he let her suck him off the normal way; just like he did for me and probably for every girl who has preceded me in his little corner of the porn business. I’ve no doubt the guys are really going to enjoy watching Louis teach her how to suck cock the way he likes it sucked. After all, these are some of the guys who have been making Mr. C wealthy, paying to watch his internet broadcasts, and buying the DVDs. Unlike me when I came here last Saturday, Carrie has been, if not prepared, at least forewarned. I have stressed to her how painful it’s going to be when Louis forces his oversized cock down her throat.


I won’t say she seemed enthusiastic but neither was she put off by the prospect. Quite the opposite. She may not be looking forward to the pain, but she is unquestionably aroused by the concept of being used that way by these big, strong men and being helpless. I can’t wait to ask her if the experience is as exciting as the fantasy.


As Carrie’s hour long show progressed Audrey and I were passed from lap to lap. The cocks we’re sitting on are all erect or semi-erect as we occupy the men’s laps and happily submit to various different styles of groping. One of the men decided he’s ready for another blowjob just as Carrie was about to have to suck Louis’ cock, if what Louis does with a girl’s mouth can be called getting sucked off. I asked the man who is trying to put me on my knees to please wait so I can watch Carrie get her throat raped. He was kind enough to offer an alternative which I think we both preferred. He told me to turn around and lean over the coffee table. He dropped to his knees behind me and began to slowly fuck me from behind.


With a nice fat cock slowly sawing in and out of my pussy I stared at Carrie, watching her expressions and then, when Louis finally penetrated her slender throat with his cock, continuing to stare in fascination as I watched the bulge produced by his cock slide up and down as Carrie struggled and fought for each breath of air. She struggled violently at first. Mr. C finally handed the camera off to Doc, grabbed her wrists and held them behind her back while Louis fucked her mouth as though he hates her. She finally ceased her struggles but the tears were pouring out of her eyes, running down her cheeks, dripping down onto her breast and then onto the carpet.


I experienced two opposing reactions as I watched Louis plumb the depths of Carrie’s throat. Carrie is my best friend and I hate to see her suffer. It’s painful to watch. I almost want to go over to them and pull her away. And yet, at the same time, I find myself feeling aroused. I don’t think it’s so much the violent sex act as it is her helplessness that’s turning me on. And I have to keep reminding myself she was warned. She was told how violent and painful it would be and if that wasn’t enough she watched the DVD of Audrey’s first visit to Mr. C’s when Louis did the exact same thing to her. My conscience is somewhat mollified by the knowledge that once the pain from that violent sexual assault lessens she’ll probably be turned on, too!


I’m so caught up in Carrie’s oral rape I’m only vaguely aware when Audrey moved into position beside me. For the next hour or so we were fucked by all the men not involved in her rape as Carrie continued to be broken in by Mr. C, Doc and Louis, first during the one-hour internet show and then continuing for another hour or so while everything they did to her was recorded to be sold on DVDs. But after Carrie’s butt was finally broken in, when those three were worn out, the ordeal didn’t end for her. Totally exhausted and still in a lot of pain she was placed on her hands and knees between Audrey and me but on the other side of the table so that she’s facing in our direction. We became something like a sexual merry-go-round. The men circled around us, spending a minute or two abusing whichever orifice was in front of them. The problem with what they’re doing is that with all the stopping and starting no one is having an orgasm. I would have enjoyed it more if I could have climaxed every now and then. It wasn’t until the men all tired themselves out I realized they aren’t going to climax again this afternoon. They’re just enjoying using us; probably just making certain they’re getting their money’s worth.


When all the men were finally exhausted, long after Audrey, Carrie and I had all we could stand, we were helped to our feet and sent to the shower. Audrey grabbed her purse on the way out of the room. We’re all walking funny and Carrie’s voice is deep and throaty. But as soon as we were out of earshot we agreed it has been an exciting day, even Carrie enthusiastically agreed! We took a long, hot shower and used Audrey’s brush on our hair. By the time we returned to the living room Mr. C and Louis were dressed and everyone else was gone. They didn’t even say goodbye!


Mr. C handed Carrie her prescription for birth control pills. While she was staring at her very first prescription for birth control he ordered Audrey and Carrie to get dressed. He guided me into a large office off of the living room and closed the door. He went to the desk and opened a drawer. From it he removed a thick, surprisingly heavy envelope and a DVD. He handed them to me and said, “Be careful who you tell about this. If people, your parents for instance, find out about this they’re going to ask questions you had best not be answering. I imagine you found out from Carrie that I’m going to be paying you. The amount varies on the performance and the customer reaction. For that reason, your envelope is a little thicker than hers was. You were pretty popular with the pervs last week and I’m giving you a little extra for bringing your friend. It normally isn’t that easy to get new girls so my customers don’t get to see so much fresh meat in such a short amount of time.


“I’d recommend you don’t share the information about the extra money with Audrey or Carrie but that’s up to you. You’ll also get a percentage of the DVD sales but it’s a small percentage so don’t go crazy. Any questions?”


I looked down at the weighty envelope full of money in my hand and the DVD with a naked picture of me on the cover and my mind went blank. I finally just shook my head and thanked him. He smiled and shook his head, no doubt appreciating the irony of being thanked by one of his rape victims. He sighed and said, “Go get dressed and I’ll take you guys back to the park.”


I put the money and the DVD in my purse and hurriedly dressed. It was a few minutes after three when he dropped us off. We just stood there in silence for the longest time after he drove away. Several minutes passed before I turned to Carrie and asked, “Are you okay?”


She nodded and then answered, “My butt is sore but not as bad as I expected. And I can talk so I guess I survived intact.”


Her voice sounds almost normal! I asked, “Was it everything you hoped for?”


She grinned wryly and replied, “All that and more.”


But then she said, “I’m embarrassed to admit it was a lot like some of my fantasies. I must have had a couple dozen orgasms; and not just when Mr. C first started out and was taking it easy on me.”


Then she almost whispered, “I even had an orgasm when Louis shoved that horse cock up my ass! Well, not at first. But after I kinda got used to it and when Doc started playing with my clit. GOD! I can’t wait to go back!


“I was really upset when I first saw my uncle there. But when it sank in that from now on I have to have sex with him anytime he wants even that started to turn me on.”


She shrugged and added, “What the hell, I’ve always thought he was kinda cute.”


Audrey and I looked at each other and shook our heads. But I suppose we both can relate. We were both looking forward to more after our first visits. I wonder if I’m the only one who has noticed that Louis still hasn’t fucked my ass. I’m not anxious to experience that particular act with him but even so I kind of feel left out, as strange as that seems.


Audrey glanced at the time on her cell phone and said, “Let’s go to my house. Paul’s going to be worried about us.”


I said, “Okay. But I can’t stay long.”


Audrey grinned and said, “You can’t stay long but you can’t wait to see Paul again.”


I sighed and replied, “No. Your brother is hot and I probably like him a lot more than I should after such a short amount of time. But I know it can’t last. The more he learns about my sex life the less he’s going to like me.”


She shrugged and said, “Some guys like girls who like a lot of sex.”


“No. They like having sex with them. They don’t want to be seen in public with them. They don’t fall in love with them.”


Audrey shrugged and replied, “Maybe. But this isn’t the fifties. I don’t think guys are as uptight about that as they used to be. It’s a new century. Or at least not all of them are, not like they were a couple of decades ago. And after all, it isn’t like you’re going behind his back. Besides, he doesn’t have to worry about you falling for any of those other guys.”


On the short walk to Audrey’s house we discussed how much we should tell Paul. Carrie doesn’t have a horse in that race so she didn’t care one way or the other. Audrey, on the other hand, can’t help worrying about how he might react and about how he might feel about her after hearing more about the things we do at Mr. C’s house. And of course I’ve developed a pretty strong crush on him so I’m terrified. As I see it there are three main problems. First, I had a very good time today, so I wouldn’t stop going there even if I could. Second, with those DVD’s being held over my head I can’t stop going if I wanted to. But most troubling, no boy in his right mind could possibly want anything to do with a girl who is doing the sexual things I’m doing. Aubrey may think guys are more open minded now but that hasn’t been my experience.


We went straight upstairs when we arrived at Audrey’s house. Paul heard us come in. At the top of the stairs we found him waiting in his doorway with a worried look on his face. Audrey and Carrie said hi but went on past and disappeared into Audrey’s bedroom. I stopped in front of Paul and looked up into his eyes. It’s plain to see how worried he has been. I smiled tentatively and said, “We’re fine, Paul. Care to join us?”


Instead of following me to Audrey’s room he gently pulled me into his room and led me to his bed. There’s a knot in my stomach. I know he’s going to want to know what we did today ... what I did today. He may still want to have sex with me when I’m done telling him, but I can’t imagine he’ll still have feelings for me. Still, as much as it hurts to think of how he’s going to feel about me in a few minutes I feel he has a right to know. And anyway, I’ve never been a very good liar.


He sat on the edge of the bed and pulled me down beside him. He put his arm around me and almost in a whisper he asked, “Are you okay?”


I nodded but then said, “Yes. It was much easier than the first time. Not really any pain at all. Are you upset with me ... you know... , for going?”


He shook his head and replied, “No. I understand that you have no choice. I even understand that it’s exciting and you enjoy yourself. I just worry about them hurting you.”


“No, there wasn’t any pain today. I suppose you want to hear about it?”


He hesitated before shrugging and responding, “Yes and no. I’m curious. But I know I’ll get turned on listening to you and I’m afraid of what you’ll think of me when I do.”


I rested my hand on the flattering bulge in his pants, smiled and said, “I can tell you exactly what I’ll think. If the things I tell you turn you on I’ll think, ‘Thank god! Maybe there’s a chance for us after all!’ Because if the things Mr. C is making us do don’t turn you on, despite your misgivings, then I can never be more than a piece of ass to you. I think for now I’d settle for that but believe me, I want to be so much more to you.


“But more than that, I’ll understand if the things you hear excite you. No, more than understand, I’ll be happy. And not just because I don’t want to lose you but because, as abnormal as I’m certain it is, so far most of the things I’ve had to do excite me, too. Those things are things we can have in common.”


For just a few seconds I thought about what I should tell him but then I remembered the DVD in my purse. I stood up and said, “Wait here for a second. I’ll be right back.”


I went to the door of Audrey’s room and peeked in. She and Carrie are just getting undressed. I smiled at the eager looks on their faces and said, “I’m going to show Paul the DVD from my first day with Mr. C We’ll join you later if he’s still talking to me by then.”


Audrey shrugged and in an attempt to reassure me she replied, “He pretty much knows what’s on it. It’s just like mine and he seemed to enjoy most of that one.”


I nodded and said, “Yeah. But he can’t tell you he doesn’t want to see you anymore and kick you out. That would probably annoy your mom.”


She smiled and said, “Join us when you finish it. And don’t worry too much. I think he’s pretty much over the shock by now.”


I returned to Paul and removed the DVD from my purse. Before handing it to him I took a few seconds to examine the front and back covers. If I were a normal girl I’d have been shocked and humiliated, especially knowing that god only knows how many perverts are going to see those pictures and get excited. That would have been my reaction just a very short time ago. Now it just turns me on to think about it.


I held the DVD up and said, “This is the DVD they made of my first time at Mr. C’s house last week. You know what you’re going to see. I told you about it and it follows the same script they must use for all his conquests. It’s pretty much just a replay of the DVD you saw of Audrey’s first time but this one stars me. Do you want to see it?”


He shrugged and replied, “You know I do. But I’m still worried about how you’ll feel about seeing my reactions to seeing you getting raped by two strange men and that fuckin’ creep, Louis.”


I held it out to him and said, “How about if we watch it with your cock in my mouth? Then it’ll be my fault if you get a hard on.”


He chuckled and replied, “It would be your fault anyway. I sure as hell ain’t gonna get turned on looking at those three dudes naked.”


I smiled sweetly and said, “It’s okay. I’m pretty open minded. If they turn you on I can ask them if you can join us some afternoon.”


Paul just groaned. He didn’t even dignify my suggestion with a response. He stood up and put the DVD in the player. He turned everything on and we got undressed. He sat crossways on the bed, propped up on a pillow between him and the wall behind his bed. I stretched out lengthwise with my head in his lap. I began to gently nurse on his cock while he started the DVD. I guess I’ll never know if the guys turn him on. His cock was hard before the movie started. That’s okay though. I believe him when he says naked guys don’t do anything for him.


I found it fascinating to watch myself, reliving the events of that exciting day. Even just watching as I stood there nervously and answered Mr. C’s embarrassing questions turned me on! Paul seemed to find it entertaining, too. He had his first orgasm while watching Mr. C turn me from a naïve young virgin into a sexual animal. I let Paul’s cock slip from between my lips so I could swallow his large deposit of semen. Before I put his cock back in my mouth he asked, “This was all going out on the internet, right?”


I nodded.


“How did you feel about that?”


I didn’t even have to think about my answer. “Much to my surprise, the thought of all those perverts out there watching us really turned me on when I found out about it. But they didn’t tell me it was being transmitted until that part of the show was over. I was shocked at first but I only had to think about it for a few seconds to realize it excited the hell out of me.”


He seemed to enjoy watching me with Doc but his erection began to subside when Louis took his first turn with me. After several minutes I noticed his cock returning to full erection and he sighed and said, “I can’t stand that arrogant son of a bitch. But, and I hate to admit this, it’s kind of hot seeing you with that big black cock disappearing inside of you that way. I’ve never been one of those guys who gets upset about black guys dating or marrying white girls. I don’t think I’ve ever even given it much thought. So I’m surprised that seeing you like that, the contrast in your skin colors and all, it kind of turns me on. And I think it turns me on even more because it’s you and not some girl I don’t even know. Is that weird?”


I let his cock slip out of my mouth long enough to say, “I know what you mean. I can’t stand him but when I saw that big, black cock with my hand wrapped around it I just ... I don’t know, I wanted it inside of me. I have to admit it’s a relief to hear you feel the way you do.”


He didn’t enjoy watching all of it. He had another orgasm when Louis fucked my pussy but he turned away when Louis drove his cock down my throat, at least for the first four or five minutes. It seemed to bother him much less when I finally got used to having that big cock down my throat. Neither of us spoke again until the end of the DVD. Only then did he say, “I can’t believe he didn’t damage you when he forced his cock down your throat. And I can’t believe that after enduring all that pain you wanted to go back. But I can’t deny that watching most of what they did to you that day turned me on.”


I let his hard cock slip from between my lips and shrugged. I smiled up at him and replied, “I can’t explain it. I never would have imagined I’m the kind of girl who would sneak out of the house at night to have sex with a complete stranger or that I would ever do the things you just saw me doing with three huge perverts. But once I discovered I am that kind of girl I had to admit to myself I had a lot of fun that day ... and more orgasms than I could count. And in a way I’m grateful to them. Now it seems I can take any cock in any hole and enjoy it as long as it’s done right. Well, Louis hasn’t fucked my ass yet. I know it will hurt at first when he does but I know I’ll survive. Carrie even had an orgasm today when he fucked her ass.


“It isn’t that I don’t have reservations about the things I’m doing. When I’m alone with my thoughts I can’t deny being a bit concerned. More than a bit concerned, actually. I’ve learned that turning into a slut can be a lot of fun but I don’t want it to be a way of life. I don’t want to go back to being the old, naïve, prim and proper me. I’ve discovered that there’s a lot of fun out there I haven’t been having. And I can’t deny that, as strange as it probably sounds, not being totally in control of my sex life turns me on. But I don’t want this to be my life from now on. I want it to be more of an exciting side trip; sort of a vacation from being me.”


Paul pulled me up beside him on the bed and held me in his arms. We kissed and his hands moved over my body for several minutes before he got up, positioned me on my back and said, “Now it’s your turn.”


I had been just about to suggest we move next door to join Audrey and Carrie now that we’d seen the movie and Paul seemed to accept that weird situation. But that can wait. I love the way he makes me feel when he eats my pussy. I think he’s even better at it than his sister! She gets credit for training him so well, though.


By the time Paul finally concluded that my turn was over I was worn to a frazzle. I was begging him to stop. I was certain I’d just used up at least a week’s worth of orgasms. I finally managed to push his head away and lay there gasping for air. He moved up beside me with a devilish grin on his handsome face. I can’t help chuckling. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled his face down until our lips met. As we kissed I felt his resurrected cock pressing against my hip. I pulled my head back, grabbed his hard cock and asked, “How about if we take this into the next room and see if anyone else can use it. I don’t want to be greedy.”


He kissed me one more time and then responded, “I am but your humble servant. Your wish is my command.”


He had to help me to my feet. I’m almost two weak to stand! He put his arm around my shoulder and I wrapped my fingers around his cock and we joined Audrey and Carrie. As we entered the room I said, “Hey guys! Look what I brought you.”


Audrey responded, “After all this time I’d have thought you’d taken care of that.”


I grinned at her and replied, “I need help. Every time I knock one down another one takes its place.”


She nodded and said, “Yeah. Guys are like that.”


We didn’t actually play much longer. We girls were pretty much worn out after another hour of fun and games. We did a lot of switching partners and it was a lot of fun but it has been a long, sex-filled day for the girls in the room and Paul was so worn out he was afraid he’d never be able to get another hard on. Carrie is getting worried about the time and by the time she and I took a quick shower and got dressed I needed to get home, too. I told Paul I’d call him this evening and Carrie and I left while Audrey and Paul showered and then aired out their rooms.


Carrie and I were halfway to my house when she put her arm through mine and quietly said, “Thank you. This has been the most exciting day of my life.”


I grinned at her and responded, “Don’t thank me! I didn’t fuck you!”


She laughed and said, “No. But you made it possible even though you did it against your better judgment. You made it clear you didn’t think it was a good idea to tell Mr. C about me. I know you were worried about me. You didn’t have to be. I loved it. It was awful and it was exciting and it was the most erotic day of my life. I’m grateful to you for letting me join you.”


I sighed and replied, “You’re right. I was worried about you. And I was afraid you’d hate it and blame me and I’d lose my best friend. You have to admit, the things we did today aren’t for every girl. I doubt very much there’s another girl in our school who would go through what we have and not be traumatized ... well, not very many anyway. Mr. C has apparently gone through more than a few girls from our school.


“I have to admit, I think it’s nice we can talk about the things we did there and share our feelings. And I’m so glad I don’t have to go through this alone or try to keep all that a secret from you. That would have been exhausting.”


We also talked about the shock of finding her uncle there and how she feels about it now. She readily admitted that once she got over the initial shock and embarrassment, and once he got his hand up under her skirt, she quickly became very fond of the idea that her handsome uncle is a pervert and can now have sex with her whenever he wants. I’m glad because I’m looking forward to being with him in the future, too. And it will be even more fun if she feels the same way.


Chapter 11


We separated at the sidewalk to my house and I went upstairs and took another quick shower just to be on the safe side. I changed into a t-shirt and shorts and only after I was dressed did I remember the envelope of cash in my purse. I got the envelope and the DVD out and started counting the cash. It took a while. The envelope contained ten thousand dollars! There’s also a note reminding me that this isn’t the normal payment amount. A part of that money was a bounty on bringing him Carrie. It isn’t like it required any effort on my part. I tried to talk her out of it. The remainder is my share of the sales from my DVD and the internet broadcast of my first fuck. I can’t help but wonder how much he made from those two things. I know it’s in the millions.


Now, what to do with the money. I have a small savings account at a nearby bank. It’s where I put half my allowance and half of any money I earn for other things. It isn’t much. I used to do some babysitting but I was making so little money for the amount of my time involved I decided it wasn’t worth it. I only have about six hundred dollars in my account. I have two reasons to avoid depositing this money. First, there’s always the chance my parents might see one of my bank statements. They don’t normally snoop but it could happen. The primary reason is I don’t know a lot about banking and taxes. If I deposit that much money does the bank notify the IRS? If so, I’d have to file my taxes. I seriously doubt I could keep that from my parents. I’m going to have to do some research on this. Maybe Audrey has looked into it. For the time being I decided to hide the money in an old purse in my closet. I can’t imagine anyone finding it there.


I’m experiencing some very mixed feelings about my new-found wealth. It’s exciting to receive so much money, especially all at once and with more to follow soon. I feel a bit guilty about it because the moment he handed me that envelope full of cash I officially became a prostitute ... a child prostitute if that makes a difference. I like the money and my head is spinning with all the things I can do with it. At the same time, however, I really don’t like the idea of being a prostitute. I’m sure I’ll still enjoy the things Mr. C makes me do but I think I’d prefer I was doing it for the excitement of the sex, not for the money. On the other hand, I’m sure I’ll feel a lot better about the money once I figure out what to do with it.


I had no sooner stashed my ill-gotten money than my phone rang. I smiled when I looked at my phone and saw Jeff’s name on the screen. I’m looking forward to spending some time with him. I answered and as soon as I said hello he replied, “I’m calling to make sure you haven’t come to your senses. Are we still on for tomorrow?”


“I’m looking forward to it. And I’m unlikely to come to my senses anytime soon so you can relax.”


“Great! I’ll pick you up at the same place around ten. Okay?”


“See you then.”


We hung up and I sat there wondering what it’s going to be like spending the best part of a day having sex with a guy I don’t love or really even know. I met him once for just long enough to strip down and give him a blowjob. I was being completely honest when I told him I’m looking forward to it. At the same time, though, I feel guilty because of my growing affection for Paul. Life becomes so much more fucking complicated when sex becomes a part of your life!


After enjoying a quiet supper and cleaning up afterwards I went to my room and checked my email. Not much going on there. Carrie is still giddy with excitement after all the excitement she experienced today. Paul emailed and asked me to call him if I’m not busy. I very much want to talk to him but if we talk I’m going to end up telling him about my plans tomorrow with Jeff. I don’t want to discuss it with him but I suppose he has a right to know just how much of a slut I’m turning into. So, reluctantly, I picked up my phone and called.


When he answered I said hi and asked if this is a good time to call. He chuckled and replied, “Anytime is a good time. I think about you every waking moment and dream about you when I’m asleep. I love the sound of your voice and I love your sexy mind. I could talk to you for hours and if I can do it with my arms around you so much the better.”


He’s making it extremely difficult to say what I’m going to have to say about my plans for tomorrow. I put that off for now and said, “It sounds like we need to move in together.”


He chuckled and replied, “I’ll have to ask my mom. I’ll let you know what she says.”


“Maybe you better put that off for a couple of months. She’ll probably think we’re too young.”


His voice sounded very tentative when he asked, “I don’t know what you have planned for tomorrow. I was wondering if you’d like to go to a movie.”


“What about your summer job?”


“I don’t start until next Monday.”


I took a deep breath to calm my nerves and said, “I can’t tomorrow. I have something I have to do. How about Friday?”


There was a long pause before he said, “Mr. C?”


God I don’t want to tell him this! I finally managed to reply, “Sort of ... in a roundabout way. Remember what I told you about how Mr. C got my number?”


“Yeah.”


“Well, he ordered me to meet up with any other guys who find my number and call me. He’s going to give my number to friends of his to check up on me. I don’t dare say no to anyone who calls. I already met this guy once before. He’s pretty nice; just a regular guy. I know you don’t want to hear this but I really don’t mind. I know he won’t hurt me. The first time I met up with him was actually kind of pleasant. I’m sorry. I’ll understand if you don’t want to see me anymore.”


There was a very long pause before he finally said, “It’s kind of embarrassing. But we’ve already talked about this. Most of what you do turns me on. I know that’s weird. I’m not supposed to react that way. I’ll no doubt be drummed out of the He-man Woman Haters Club if word of this ever gets out. But I’m willing to risk it. So, how about we have lunch before the movie on Friday and you can tell me all about it?”


“Or, I could just come over to your house and I could make it up to you.”


His voice sounded much lighter when he replied, “We can do that after the movie. I really want to go out and do something with you that isn’t sex. And I can’t deny I’m hoping all my friends see me with you and get jealous.”


“Paul, you really are too good to be true. I’ve just met you and I want to marry you.”


He chuckled and said, “I’m pretty sure your parents would be just as happy about that as my mom. Maybe we should wait until after your next birthday.”


We talked for at least another hour but avoided talking about Mr. C or my “date” for tomorrow with Jeff. Time flew by unnoticed. I could have talked to Paul all night but we said our ‘I love you’s and ‘good night’ when I heard my parents coming upstairs. I went to bed then, but not to sleep. I lay awake for the longest time thinking about Paul and then about meeting Jeff and spending a pleasant couple of hours with him in a motel.


I woke up earlier than I would have liked the following morning. I was awake when my parents were getting up and getting ready to go to work. I would have preferred sleeping later. Now I have hours to spend thinking about what I’m going to do today. I guess it won’t be so bad. I’m looking forward to it. I should be more than ready by the time I meet Jeff at the park.


After my parents left for work I got up and had a light breakfast. I returned to my room and selected a nice outfit to wear for Jeff today. I considered sexing it up but in the end I decided Jeff, like Mr. C, would probably prefer the young innocent look. I even chose a modest bra and panty set.


All I need to do now is take a shower and get dressed but it’s still too early to start getting ready. I fired up my computer and checked my email. I have emails from Paul, Audrey, and Carrie but I decided to wait until I get home to respond. Mr. C sent me a handful of pictures from yesterday. The pictures he took of the show I put on with Audrey are really hot. I can’t wait to see the DVD. I found those pictures in which I could see those ugly old men in the background watching especially exciting; as well as the pictures of each of them having sex with me. By the time I viewed them all I was more than ready for my date with Jeff.


I took a quick shower and got dressed, finishing up just as Jeff called to make sure I’m still going to be at the park. We talked for a few minutes and I told him I’m all ready to go. It’s still only a few minutes after nine but he’s just as impatient as I am. We decided not to wait for ten o’clock. After I hung up I grabbed my purse and headed for the park. I arrived about five minutes before he pulled into the parking lot. I had been looking for his van and almost didn’t recognize him when he pulled up in a little Buick sedan. I didn’t realize it was him until he got out of his car and came over to where I’m standing. He looked around quickly and after making certain no one is watching he took me in his arms and kissed me like we were long lost lovers. I returned his kiss eagerly, then looked up at him, smiled and said, “Are you as turned on as I am?”


He chuckled and replied, “Do you have a hard on, too?”


I grinned and said, “I have two of them.”


His hand came to rest on my left boob and as he lightly caressed it he exclaimed, “Damn you’re a sexy little thing! I don’t think I was this turned on the night I lost my virginity. You’re all I’ve been able to think about since the other night when I first met you. I’m going to remember today for the rest of my life.”


I shot him a skeptical look and said, “I’m flattered, I think. But don’t get too carried away. I have a boyfriend.”


“And I have a wife whom I love very much, despite the impression I’m probably giving you. But after nearly ten years of marriage ... well, the sex is still good I guess. It just isn’t as exciting anymore; or anywhere near as frequent. I think we pretty much just go through the motions now. Life kind of gets in the way, especially once you have kids.”


He cradled my butt cheek in his left hand and said, “I’ve already checked in at the motel. It’s nothing fancy but it’s clean and the desk clerk didn’t strike me as the kind of man who is going to get concerned if a guy checks in early with no luggage and pays cash. Last chance to change your mind. I only say that because you’ve already made it pretty clear you’re looking forward to this as much as I am so I’m pretty sure you won’t.”


I shook my head and replied, “No, I’m looking forward to this. My only concern is that you don’t get over excited and have a heart attack.”


“Not to worry. I just passed my annual physical with flying colors.”


He reluctantly removed his hands from my body and escorted me to the passenger door. As I sat down I was careful to make certain he got a long, leisurely look up my skirt. He smiled in appreciation and closed my door, but not before I had both feet in the car and my knees were a lot closer together. I watched him adjust his hard cock as he walked around to the driver’s side and sat down. As soon as he was on the road I reached over the armrest and let my hand rest on his upper thigh.


I relaxed back in my comfortable seat and even though I know I should feel ... I don’t know, nervous or reluctant I guess, I’m looking forward to this just as eagerly as he obviously is. I thought for a few seconds of what would have been going through the mind of the old me, the me who answered that first call from Mr. C and was initially shocked and offended. I suppose I should be concerned about the sudden, drastic changes Mr. C has brought about in me. I was, at first. Not now, though. I think I kind of like the new me now that I’ve had some time to get used to it. My new life is not without conflicts. But even so, there has never been so much excitement in my life as I have experienced since Mr. C found my number on a restroom wall and called me.


It only took ten minutes to drive to the motel. We looked around carefully before getting out of the car. It seemed like a bad idea to have anyone witnessing a married man going into a motel room with a fourteen-year-old girl at almost ten o’clock in the morning. Jeff opened the door and held it for me. I wasn’t expecting much and I wasn’t disappointed. But at least the room appears to be clean and doesn’t smell bad.


As soon as he locked the door behind us, Jeff took me into his arms again and we kissed passionately for several minutes. We were both panting when he released his lip lock, straightened up and exclaimed, “Christ you turn me the fuck on! I won’t be able to keep seeing you after my wife returns and that makes me sad. I miss you already.”


I stepped back and started undressing. As I unfastened my dress I replied, “Jeff, I enjoyed the hell out of what we did in the back of your van, mostly because you’re such a damn nice guy. And I know I’m going to have fun today. I like you. I like you more than makes sense considering how little time we’ve spent together. Maybe the way we spent that time can explain that. But we are both in love with someone else and if we kept seeing each other things could get very difficult. We could end up ruining a marriage and a relationship with the perfect young man who is very important to me. I understand how you’re feeling but we need to keep it light so no one gets hurt.”


“Yeah. I know. And Christ, you’re half my age. I should be hung up and bullwhipped for being a child molester. But I can’t resist you. There is definitely something very special about you. I suppose I should just be very grateful for having this short time together. But I know I’ll never forget you.”


I almost suggested that I know someone who could make a movie of our day together as a keepsake but I knew that would be a very bad idea.


Jeff watched me undress until I was down to my underwear. Then he hurried to catch up. While he finished undressing, I peeled the bedspread and top sheet back and stretched out on the queen size bed. He was right behind me. He stretched out beside me and took me into his arms. We kissed and I said, “We have until about three this afternoon and we can do anything you want for as long as you want. Where would you like to start?”


Before he had time to form a response I said, “I don’t know if you’re into it, but I haven’t done anal yet. We can do it if you want but I guess you should be warned I never have.”


He replied, “I’ve never done that either. But I’ve never really had any desire to try it. Unless it’s something you’re desperate to try I think we can leave that item off of today’s menu.”


“Very good, kind sir. I am yours to command. Would you like to start off with a nice blowjob? I’m up for anything that turns you on.”


He chuckled and said, “I haven’t been with very many women in my life. There were three women with whom I was in a sexual relationship before I met my wife. No woman has ever said those words to me before. Does your boyfriend know how very special you are?”


“He fucking better!!”


We both laughed and I rolled him over onto his back. Since he didn’t command me to do anything I suppose we can start with a nice, sexy blowjob. I wrapped my fingers around his hard, throbbing, already well lubricated cock and after another passionate kiss I began to kiss my way down his body. I took my time, teasing the hell out of him until I finally ended up between his legs. I kissed and licked his balls for a moment before I inched up and wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and slowly slid them all the way down until my nose was getting tickled by his pubic hair. His entire body went stiff as his cock disappeared into my mouth and throat and he swore under his breath.


He reached down, gently caressed my hair and with entirely too much love in his voice he said, “You are so remarkable! No one has ever done that to me. You take me places I’ve never been before!”


I slowly backed off of his cock, careful because he’s obviously right on the edge of an orgasm. I figured it might be best to give him a chance to calm down a little and so I decided to actually take him somewhere I doubt if he’s ever been before. I lifted his knees up to his chest. He has a really cute ass for a guy, almost as nice as Paul’s. I began exploring the crack of his ass with my tongue and I could tell right away how much he liked that. I thought I was going to have to pull him down off the ceiling!


Unfortunately, it didn’t have the effect I was hoping for. The moment I touched the tip of my tongue to his little opening back there he gasped and then cried out something completely unintelligible. Then his body went limp. I lowered his legs to the bed and saw a very large deposit of semen covering a remarkable amount of his stomach and chest.


I moved up beside him on my hands and knees and said, “I’m sorry. I was trying to give your cock a rest so you’d last longer. Here, let me get that.”


I leaned down and spent a good five minutes or so lapping up all that cum. I guess he enjoyed it. by the time I finished and looked down his cock was hard and throbbing again. I smiled up at him and said, “Let’s try that again.”


He just groaned, closed his eyes and I went right back to abusing him with my mouth. He was able to last much longer this time.


Jeff is one of those guys you enjoy being around. He’s pleasant, intelligent, and easy on the eyes. He has a great sense of humor. He’s considerate and sensitive to the needs of his partner. He must be an excellent husband and father, if you overlook his behavior this week. And although he doesn’t have one of those oversized cocks that can be so impressive, it turns out he doesn’t need one. He’s an excellent lover. We enjoyed a wonderful morning and afternoon of incredible lovemaking.


When neither of us had another orgasm left in us and we were just cuddling and catching our breath I caressed his cheek and told him what a wonderful time I had with him. We kissed and then I asked, “Can I make a suggestion without spoiling the mood?”


He quietly answered, “Uh-oh. Sounds serious. Go ahead.”


“All I know about you is that you’re a great guy and a fantastic lover. I’m only fourteen so I’m not an expert on anything. But it seems to me that you should be getting more out of your marriage than you are. You both should. Have you considered dropping the kids off at your parent’s house, or hers, and taking a long cruise or flying down to some Caribbean Island? You need to take break from being parents and husband and wife and be lovers again. You’re very, very good at it. I know it’s none of my business, but you’re a fantastic guy. You deserve to be happy, or maybe I should say happier.”


“Actually, we’ve talked about doing just that. We just don’t seem to be able to find the time. We’ve even gone so far as to make tentative plans but something always comes up.”


“You’re a very impressive guy. You need to make it happen. The way you talk I get the impression you work hard and don’t take much time off. Maybe you should think about putting a little less time into your career and a little more into your marriage.”


He smiled and said, “Your pretty damn smart for a girl!”


I could tell he was kidding about the “for a girl” part so I didn’t punch him in the nuts.


Once he was certain I wasn’t going to destroy him he added, “You really are pretty smart. I bet your parents are very proud of you.”


I sighed and said, “Yeah. Straight A’s since I started school. But they’d be extremely disappointed if they were to find out what I’ve been up to lately.”


“You mean me?”


“Dear, sweet Jeff, you’re just the tip of the iceberg.”


He was quietly thoughtful for a moment. Then he said, “I’m gettin’ kinda hungry. We worked off a lot of calories today. Let’s get cleaned up and go get something to eat, something light. Don’t want to spoil your dinner.”


We took a very pleasant shower together, dressed, and after leaving a substantial tip for housekeeping he drove us to a nice restaurant where we ordered appetizers. After we were served, Jeff said, “Tell me about this iceberg.”


It took me a minute to realize he was asking what I’ve been up to that would disappoint my parents and not an actual iceberg threatening our landlocked town. When I hesitated he asked, “Are you too embarrassed to talk about it or is it something darker than that?”


“Both. When I woke up last Saturday morning I was a virgin. That seems like years ago now. I had sex with three men on Saturday. Since then I’ve had sex with them again, as well as with six other men, a teenager and two teenage girls. And you, of course.”


Suddenly he looks concerned. After a long pause he said, “You don’t strike me as the kind of girl to suddenly go sex crazy. How did that come about?”


While I sat trying to decide what, if anything, I should tell him, he said, “If you’re in some kind of trouble I’d like to help if I can.”


Before I reached a decision on what I should tell him it occurred to me to ask, “May I ask what you do for a living?”


He smiled and said, “I do love the way your mind works. You’d make a good detective. You look for motives. My name is Jeff Clark. That’s the Clark in Clark and Lewis Detective Agency. But don’t let that sway you one way or the other, unless you’re thinking of hiring us.”


Clark and Lewis has been in the news a lot lately. They solved a couple of high-profile crimes the police had long since given up on. Between the reporting on the crime and the fact that they solved it last year, and the continued reporting on the legal proceedings, it sometimes seems like they’re in the news more than the politicians in D.C. I suppose that’s only fair since the politicians don’t do anything; or at least they don’t do anything for the good of the country or the people in it.


“I think it might be best if I don’t say anything. You could ruin a lot of lives if you decided to get involved; including mine.”


“What if I give you my word I won’t get involved. That doesn’t mean I can’t offer you some advice, if I should have any, based on my expertise.”


I took out my phone and checked the time. It’s just after three. I can safely spend a couple of hours talking to Jeff and still be home well before my mother. And strangely, although I don’t want anyone to interfere, I feel the strongest need to talk about my situation with a responsible adult. I made it clear to Jeff that I’m not done having fun yet. I don’t want anyone to “help me,” at least not yet. Then I told him the whole sordid story while he sat listening quietly with a calm look on his face.


It took me nearly an hour to tell him everything. After I finished he asked a few probing questions. I get the impression he must be a very good detective. He’s really good at getting right to the point.


He was quiet for a long time. So long that I finally had to ask him what he’s thinking. He sat back in his chair and said, “I have two opinions. The first one is that most of the way through that story I had a hard on. I can understand how exciting it all must be. But my second opinion is a lot more realistic. It goes without saying that your Mr. C is taking advantage of you. You’re involved in a criminal enterprise but you, and apparently every other girl those assholes are raping and using to get rich, are all being blackmailed. Whether or not a jury would see it that way if your case should ever go to trial ... I suppose you could beat it if any DA was a dick enough to charge you. And it sounds like the guy has been doing this for a long time and is smart enough to get away with it. It isn’t even unlikely that he has people in high places watching out for him. In my business I have found that perverts can be a pretty tightly knit group. You seem reasonably certain you won’t be harmed, at least not physically. And you and the other two girls being victimized aren’t ready for the fun and games to end although Audrey apparently goes back and forth on that.


“You don’t want me to do anything, in part because you’re having fun but more than that, you’re concerned about everything coming out and what effect that could have on your father’s heart condition. Does that pretty much sum it up?”


I nodded. He shrugged and said, “I have some pretty devious people working for me. I’m reasonably certain I could shut the child molesting creep down and do it in such a way that nothing would go public and no one would ever know you and your friends are involved.


“But I need you to do something for me. I’m uncomfortable with the ages of you and your friends. There’s no telling what affect the things you’re doing for that prick will have on you later in life. On the other hand, you strike me as a remarkably mature young lady, capable of deciding these things for yourself. Of course, I have to believe that or my conscience would kill me for having taken advantage of a fourteen-year-old girl. But, you said you saw pictures of much younger girls. If you ever see any sign that he’s still using girls younger than you, please let me know. I know you aren’t ready for the games to end but there have to be limits. Will you do that for me?”


“Yes. I most definitely will. I already told Audrey that I’d call the cops if I found out he’s still molesting kids that young.”


“Better you come to me. I’m pretty sure my guys could take him down without ruining a lot of girl’s lives. If it comes to that I’ll need to speak to Audrey. I’ll need to have some idea where that hidden DVD storage is in his house so I can get them out before the police get involved.”


I nodded and promised to let him know if I saw him using girls younger than me.


Our conversation took longer than I thought it would. Jeff drove me to the park. Before I got out he reached over, caressed my hair and said, “I have loved the far too short time we’ve had together. I’m going to miss your sweet ass.”


I smiled and said, “I’m going to miss you, too. Your one of the nicest guys I’ve ever met. I hope your wife knows how lucky she is.”


“Maybe she’ll be more apt to agree with you after our cruise. I’ve always wanted to cruise through the Panama Canal.”


“That sounds wonderful. Do you suppose she’d let you bring me, too?”


“Want me to ask her?”


I can’t believe what I’m feeling. I hardly know this man! But knowing I’ll probably never see him again is tearing me up! I can hardly keep from crying! I leaned over the armrest and we kissed for the last time. I managed to say goodbye and get out of the car before the tears started flowing. I watched him drive away and struggled to keep my mind a total blank as I walked home.


I was so preoccupied thinking about Jeff I didn’t even notice my mother’s car in the driveway until I was about to open the front door! Oh crap! This must have been her last day! I made an effort to act normal and prayed she didn’t ask me any questions because I’m in no mood for them right now and I don’t think my mind is working well enough to make up all the things I didn’t do today.


My prayer wasn’t answered. As I stepped through the door she’s just coming downstairs and we met in the foyer. She smiled and started to greet me but stopped in mid-word when she saw my face. She can see I’m upset. And then it got worse. She came closer and took me in her arms, apparently preparatory to asking me what’s wrong. But then she noticed my hair is damp and no doubt can tell I showered with a soap other than my own. With a worried look on her face she took my hand and led me into the kitchen. We sat at the table in silence for so long I want to scream at her to say something.


What she said next shocked me. She reached out, took my hands in hers and calmly said, “I thought you were too smart to do the dumb shit I did when I was your age. I guess intelligence has nothing to do with it. You’re going to hate this. But I guess it’s time we started being honest with each other.”


Oh Christ!! I can’t go through another of these ‘baring my soul’ talks; not with her. Not after the long, excruciating talk I just had with Jeff. I’m already exhausted.


She smiled, a wry, almost sarcastic smile and said, “Relax. I’m not going to ground you for the rest of your life and I’m not going to say anything to your dad. But we need to talk.”


“I mean it. Relax. There will be no ranting and raving. I’ll start.”


There was a long pause during which she seemed to be looking inward, remembering her distant past. It seemed like forever before she said, “I was younger than you when I started. I had just turned thirteen. I’m pretty sure I started through puberty before any of the other girls in my class. My boobs were nearly an A cup when I was twelve. I’m sure you can remember what that was like, all the looks from the boys and men, the teasing at school. Many of my female friends hated all that attention, or they claimed to. Not me. I fed on it. I encouraged it. To be honest, I still love it. I see all the young boys in my classes checking out my tits and my mind wanders to thoughts of sex. I try to imagine what’s going through their horny little brains. If I’m feeling particularly horny I discreetly check to see if their little cocks are hard. It’s terrible, I know. But I have no intention of molesting them. I swear it keeps me young. It keeps my juices flowing. Not just young boys, either. I notice every man and boy who checks me out; or I try to.”


My mom just said “tits” and “cock”!! That proves it. I’ve somehow been transported to an alternate universe!


“Shortly after I turned thirteen I was walking around the park with a couple of friends. We were just walking and talking and checking out the guys checking us out. They had to be home about an hour earlier than I did and I was having a good time so I continued walking around the park after they went home. I didn’t get any farther than the next park bench before a man in his late forties or early fifties started trying to strike up a conversation as I neared his bench. My friends and I had made several laps around the perimeter of the park and this guy had openly checked us out each time we passed.


“He said all the dumb things adults say when they’re trying to engage a child in conversation. But I wasn’t really listening to him. I was watching his eyes. He would glance up at my face from time to time but for the most part he was trying to see right through the polo shirt I was wearing. He couldn’t stop staring at my tits and I loved it! We talked for a few minutes and when he realized I was enjoying the attention he invited me to join him on his bench. I remember hesitating but I had every intention of sitting down. I just didn’t want to seem too anxious.


“As soon as I sat down he inched a little closer. God! I can still see it in my mind as clear as if it were yesterday! We continued our inane conversation but before very long his hand came to rest on my thigh, just below the hem of my skirt. He must have loved my reaction. I just smiled my sweetest smile. It wasn’t long before the conversation started becoming a lot less inane. He began to gently caress my inner thigh as he complimented me on my very mature looking breasts; and all the while he was staring right at them. It was so exciting. He might as well have been touching them!


“I guess I must have impressed him with how compliant I was being. His hand edged ever so slightly higher on my thigh while he slowly began to change the subject to sex. He asked me if I had ever done anything of a sexual nature with a boy, but he wasn’t so vague about it. He asked if any boys had touched my tits or my pussy. I don’t remember if at that time I even knew what “pussy” was a reference to. I guess I probably knew but I can’t say for certain. He asked if I had ever seen or touched a man’s cock. I don’t think I knew the word cock at that time, or at least I knew it was a chicken, not necessarily a reference to ... well, to a cock. I believe my girlfriends and I always called them dicks. I hadn’t, of course, and that seemed to please him.”


I’m shocked that my mother is telling me all this and being so frank in her choice of language. But beyond that, I find I’m becoming aroused as I listen to her tale of being seduced by an old man in the park. I don’t know where her tale is going to end but it’s beginning to remind me of my own recent history in many ways.


“It was at that point he suggested that we move to a small clearing in a nearby copse of trees so that we could talk in private. I thought that was a very good idea. We would still be in the park and there would still be people walking on the nearby paths, although at the time I didn’t know what it was I needed to be afraid of. Keep in mind this was before the internet. I’d never seen anything more sexually suggestive than the cover of some of the women’s magazines at the supermarket checkout. I had no idea what a man looked like undressed and I had only heard outrageous tales of what constituted sex; stories I was certain couldn’t be true. It’s a shame my tits were so much bigger than my brain. I was eager, but clueless.


“He took me by the hand and led me through a bunch of shrubs to a small clearing. It was immediately obvious, even to me, that people visit that clearing fairly often. Someone had even left a plastic tarp there to sit on. And so we did. He sat down and pulled me down beside him. In the process of sitting down my skirt slid up far enough that the crotch of my panties was visible. I was embarrassed and reached for the hem of my skirt to pull it down. He put his hand over mine and said, ‘Please don’t.’


“I had graduated to wearing more adult underwear on my thirteenth birthday. I tried to be discreet but to be honest I’ve always gotten one hell of a thrill out of letting boys and men see my panties. I still do!”


She saw the shock on my face, smiled and said, “Some things never get old.”


I can’t help thinking ‘who is this woman and what did she do with my real mother?!’


She went on to describe how, over the next hour or so, the man was able to get her to bare her breasts to a person of the opposite sex for the first time. How he worked her skirt up to her waist, teased her needy pussy for the longest time before finally getting her panties off. He managed to give her what she’s sure were dozens of orgasms before he got to his knees, pulled down his pants and his underwear and coaxed her into exploring his cock and balls which she eagerly did until finally he couldn’t take it any longer. He wrapped her hand around his cock, put his hand over hers and showed her how to please a man with her hand.


She sighed loudly and said, “I still think about that day. Sometimes that’s what’s going through my mind when your dad and I are making love. I met that man in the park almost every day for the rest of the summer. Eventually we started going to his house or to the house of any one of a half dozen of his friends; child molesters, dirty old men, perverts of the first order one and all.


On the third day we got together he taught me all about oral sex, both giving and receiving. By the time a week had passed we had moved up to intercourse. He arranged with a doctor friend of his to get me on birth control. I had to pay the doctor of course, but I didn’t mind. From the very first time I did it I enjoyed the hell out of sucking a nice hard cock. It wasn’t very long before it wasn’t just the two of us. He liked to invite his friends to share in his good fortune and that was fine with me. The first few times his friends just watched but once I got used to the idea of them being there they eagerly joined in.


“And sweetheart, I loved every fucking minute of it. I fucked that guy and his friends until I graduated from high school and I have gotten together with several of them on a few occasions since.”


She paused for a moment, then smiled and said, “Maybe I should introduce you. He’s almost sixty now but he’s still quite virile. As far as I know he hasn’t had any young stuff in a good long time. He’d love you. And you know how guys get off on that mother-daughter thing.”


I didn’t say anything but my first impression was that there’s one hell of an “ick factor” in what she just suggested. The idea of even being in the same room with my mother when she’s having sex makes me extremely uncomfortable. On the other hand, I’m going through a lot of changes lately and much of what she has already said has turned me on. Maybe I shouldn’t make any snap judgements.


“Of course, I dated boys my age, too. And I didn’t keep track but I wouldn’t be surprised to learn I had sex with at least half of my graduating high school class.


“I was a first class, grade A slut until I went away to college and finally calmed down and began to behave myself, well, most of the time anyway. But those were the most exciting five or six years any girl could ever experience. If I could go back and do it all over again I wouldn’t change a fucking thing!”


Having finished her true confession of her slutty adolescence, she sat back and we looked into each other’s eyes; she with a self-satisfied smile on her face as if she just had sex, and me in total shock.


It was several minutes before I even thought to ask, “Does dad know?”


She smiled and nodded. Then she said, “I still crave a lot of sex. All I need to do to get your dad in the mood is start telling him stories from my sordid past. Of course we’ve had our own adventures and they were very exciting. But nothing gets my juices flowing like thoughts of the time I spent with that dirty old child molester from the park. The first time I got the old gang of perverts back together was at his urging. He was there that afternoon, watching at first, but then taking part.


“That brings us to the reason for this sexually charged conversation. Do you remember Mrs. Gleason, your fourth-grade teacher?”


I nodded. Mrs. Gleason remains one of my all-time favorite teachers.


Mom continued, “Mrs. Gleason retired three years ago. You were one of her favorite students and she and I became friends. We’ve kept in touch. She lives in the yellow house with the green shutters across the street from the park; right across from the statue of Benedict Arnold.”


I felt my face pale and my heart began to beat like crazy.


“She called me today. She told me she has, on several occasions, seen you picked up by men in the parking lot by the statue, driven away and returned hours later. I’m worried about you. I think, or at least I hope, you’ve learned enough about me now to know I’m not the prude you probably thought I was. And depending on what you tell me this afternoon I won’t interfere. But this is all so sudden, so out of character for you. I’m concerned.


“It was different with me. I was predisposed to being ... well, being a slut I guess. You definitely were not and believe me, I’ve been watching for signs. I didn’t see them until just a few days ago. I need to hear what’s going on in your life. If nothing else, it will get me good and horny and I’ll jump your father’s bones when he comes through the door in a little while. How about it, baby? Do you think you can be honest with me after what I just told you?”


I smiled, a shy, nervous smile and said, “I’m shocked. But Christ! That turned me on like you wouldn’t believe. I never would have believed you had that in you if it hadn’t come directly from you.


“And yeah, I guess it’s time I told you what’s going on. You aren’t going to like it and I understand that. But I have to be honest, I’m enjoying the hell out of what’s going on in my life right now. I have reservations. There are things I know I’m going to be made to do that both excite and disgust me. But I think that’s a part of the excitement.”


I think my long conversation with Jeff came in handy. It was like practice. For most of the next hour I told her what’s happening in my life, all the things I’ve done in the last eleven days in exquisite detail. And all the time I talked I watched her face closely. I wasn’t totally surprised to see obvious signs of arousal as the air turned blue around me with tales of outrageous sex with some very outrageous people as well as some people with whom I have become very, very close very quickly. Much to my surprise she didn’t bat an eye when I stressed the importance of my relationship with Paul. I suppose she was happy that mixed in with all the kink there a more normal relationship. She didn’t even bother to bring up the fact that I’m not supposed to be dating until I’m sixteen.


There wasn’t just arousal in her reaction, though. She’s obviously concerned. She was only slightly less worried when I told her about the possible out presented by my new but very close friend, Jeff; if at some point I came to feel I needed a way out.


When I finally came to the end of my story she said, “I need to change my underwear. I guess I should change clothes and start supper.”


As she stood up I asked, “What about dad? What are you going to tell him?”


She shrugged and replied, “I don’t know. I’ll have to think about it. I know the story would turn him on. But you know how dads are about their daughters. I don’t know how he’d deal with those conflicting emotions. His natural instinct would be to do whatever he had to do to keep you safe and protect you from the mysterious Mr. C. Maybe I’ll wait and see if he notices anything different about you. But if he becomes concerned and asks me about it I’ll have to tell him about it. I never lie to your father.”


So that’s how we left it. I followed her upstairs to change into shorts and a t-shirt. It wasn’t until I was undressing that I realized I forgot to mention the ten thousand dollars I stashed in my closet. Before I bring that up I guess I should talk to Audrey.


Mom and I met back up in the kitchen and I made supper while she stood nearby and we talked. It was a conversation that would have been impossible prior to our surprisingly intimate conversation. I’m still struggling with everything I learned about both my parents today. Neither one of them is the person I thought they were.


Dinner was eaten in near silence this evening. I was nervous, waiting to hear what my mother had to say to dad. I think I have mom figured out now. Her tale of going through a situation vaguely similar to my own throughout her teen years has drastically changed our relationship. I feel closer to her now and we were always very close. But I don’t think I could feel the same way about my dad. I love him with all my heart. He’s the best dad in the world. But if he were to hear the story I told my mother about Mr. C and all the others I think his reaction would be different than mom’s and I’d be so embarrassed. I don’t think I could ever look him in the eyes again.


Mom and I worked together in silence to clean up the kitchen. I think we were both afraid of saying something that might freak dad out if he overheard us.


I’ve never been one to watch much television. I much prefer to go to my room and read a good book. I think my parents used to worry about all the time I spend alone in my room. They seemed to get over that as I got older and developed friendships and did more of the things more normal girls my age are doing. So no comment was called for when mom joined dad to watch an evening of television while I went to my room. The first thing I did was call Paul. I asked him what our schedule is for tomorrow. He wants to go over the listings with me and decide on a movie we both want to see, if there is one. He invited me over as soon as I awake in the morning.


Chapter 12


I sat staring at the clock the next morning, waiting impatiently until I thought it was late enough to call Carrie and Audrey. Before I could call anyone, Carrie called me to find out what I have planned. I told her I’m hoping we can all get together at Audrey and Paul’s house. I’ve got a lot to tell them about and then Paul and I are probably going to see a movie. I told her I’d call her back as soon as I call Audrey.


My phone rang as soon as I ended the call with Carrie. Paul said, “Audrey and I are eating breakfast now. Mom has already left for work. What time do you want to come over?”


I can’t help smiling as I respond, “I wanted to come over last night and spend the night but I’m guessing your mom might have a problem with that.”


He laughed and said, “I’m willing to chance it if you are.”


“Maybe I should meet her first. I just got off the phone with Carrie. She’s anxious to start the day. We’ll probably be there in about fifteen minutes.”


After an exchange of “I love you’s” we hung up and I called Carrie. I told her I’d be ready by the time she got to my house if she doesn’t walk too fast. Then I took a quick shower and got dressed. I got downstairs just in time to answer the doorbell. Instead of inviting her in I joined her on the porch, locked the door and we headed for Audrey’s house.


I didn’t talk to Carrie yesterday because I spent the day with Jeff. So she was anxious to tell me her reaction to everything that happened at Mr. C’s house on Wednesday and the excitement at her house yesterday evening. I’m anxious to hear what has her so excited but I suggested she wait five minutes so Audrey and Paul can hear it, too.


After enthusiastic greetings at the door we all went to Audrey’s room. Audrey asked me how it went with Jeff but before I could respond, Carrie exclaimed, “Wait! Me first! I have to tell you guys this or I’m going to burst!”


I smiled and said, “She’s been dying to get this out. I told her to wait ‘til we got here but she almost couldn’t make it.”


So we all listened while Carrie told us what happened to her last night. “My mom seemed really nervous when she got home last night. She went to her room and changed clothes while I put supper on the table. She wouldn’t even look at me all through supper. I asked what was wrong several times but she said “nothing” in a way that made it clear something was definitely wrong. She looked like she was going to have to face a firing squad as soon as supper was over.


“We didn’t exchange a single word after that. I cleaned up the kitchen and she just sat there watching me in silence. I was getting very nervous. She made me feel uncomfortable and I became even more uncomfortable when Don came over after supper. He didn’t ring the doorbell or anything. He just walked in and came into the living room where we were just sitting down to watch television. I soon found out she’s expecting him, but she didn’t say a word. Things got really weird as soon as he showed up.


“Don comes over every now and then. There’s nothing unusual about that. But he has never just walked in like that before. I looked over at mom and I knew something was wrong. She looked like she was going to cry. Don, on the other hand, looked eager, excited. He sat down beside me on the couch, sat his briefcase on the cushion beside him and pulled me into his lap. I almost screamed when his hand went straight up under my t-shirt! I was afraid to look at mom, but I couldn’t not look. I’m shocked to see her sitting there, blushing and watching what Don was doing to me with a guilty look on her face. Looking at her I knew in an instant she knew this was going to happen ... whatever the hell “this” was!


“I tried to pull his hand off my tit. I didn’t mind having him grope me but Christ! Not right in front of my mother! Don ignored my struggle to get his hand off me for a moment before he calmly ordered me to sit still and behave. I wasn’t getting anywhere anyway so I put my hands down and waited to see what Don and mom were going to do. Things just kept getting weirder. He told my mom to stand up as soon as I stopped resisting. I couldn’t believe it when she moaned and then stood up like an obedient little slave girl. It just kept getting worse ... or better after that.


“He pointed to the floor right in front him and mom stood right there without a word. Her eyes were watching his hand moving under my t-shirt. She glanced up at my eyes a couple of times but mostly she watched him playing with my tit.


“After a couple minutes of that, Don asked my mom, ‘Is your cunt wet, sis?’


“I almost shit a brick when she said, ‘Yes Sir. My cunt is very wet.’


“He asked me if I’ve ever seen my mother bare ass naked. I shook my head and he said, ‘You’re gonna be surprised. She’s really hot. She looks pretty much like she did when I first started fucking her when she was fifteen. She just turned thirty-two but she’s still every bit as sexy as your hot little ass is. You may belong to Mr. C until he gets his hands on some fresh meat, but from now on, you, your mother, and as soon as I explain the facts of life to her, your little cunt friend, Kayla, are all a part of my harem or stable. I haven’t decided what to call it yet. I’ve already discussed all this with Mr. C. As long as I don’t interfere with his plans he doesn’t mind at all.’


“He ordered my mom to strip and she didn’t even hesitate. As soon as she was naked he ordered her to come closer. She stopped right by his knees. He told her to take off my t-shirt. She leaned down and took it off as though undressing her teenage daughter for her younger brother’s amusement was perfectly natural. I have to admit; I was getting really turned on. The idea of my mother being a sex slave and having no problem with having me join her in his harem is so kinky, I was loving the whole idea.


“I was a little less enthusiastic when he ordered me to stick a couple of fingers in my mom’s cunt to see how excited she is. But I did it. Let me tell you, despite the sour expression on her face it was a swamp in there! After looking at my dripping wet fingers he guided them to my mouth and mom and I stared into each other’s eyes as I sucked her juices off of them.


“Don stood me up and told my mom to undress me. While I was standing there and she was removing my bra I asked Don if he told my mother what happened at Mr. C’s house. He grinned and said that he had and that he can’t wait to get the DVD so she can watch it. I was watching my mom’s face. She was embarrassed but she honestly didn’t seem to have a problem with any of it. She was aroused by what she was doing and I’m almost certain she was aroused about the things they did to me at Mr. C’s house. And she was certainly turned on to be undressing me for the pleasure of her little brother.


“Before he left last night he made me have sex with my mom and he had sex with both of us. He ordered us to sleep in mom’s bed and told her not to say anything about their past. Instead, he ordered her to write out everything that happened from the very beginning when he first started molesting her and email it to him so he can make sure it’s complete. He wants her to include her thoughts and her feelings and finish it before dark today. He wants to be there when she gives it to me to read.”


I sighed and said, “That makes my news sound pretty boring.” But before I delivered my news I pulled out my phone, handed it to Carrie and asked her to dial her brother’s number.


She looked at me, said, “Uh oh,” but dialed her uncle’s number and handed the phone back. As soon as he answered I said, “Hi, Don. This is Kayla.”


“Hi Kayla. I was going to call you this evening.”


“Don’t bother. Listen, I like you Don. I’ve always liked you and I don’t have a problem bouncing bellies with you from time to time or sucking your cock for shits and giggles. But you can take your harem or your stable or your herd or whatever the hell you call it and shove it right up your ass. So now you can go ahead and call Mr. C and tell him what a stubborn cunt I am and get him pissed off at me but you’ve known me most of my life. I’m pretty sure you’re already aware of how stubborn I can be. Or, you can be reasonable and we can play nice together on occasion. Okay?”


It took him a while to reach a conclusion I guess. He finally said, “Yeah, I guess I can live with that. I do remember what a stubborn little cuss you can be. I won’t say anything to Mr. C about this so don’t worry about that. I do want to get you, Carrie, and my sister together. Is that a problem?”


“Not at all. Sounds exciting to me. Oh, and I’d really love to read that diary you’re having Mrs. Anderson put together. Do you mind?”


He chuckled and said, “I’ll have her email it to you, too. Gotta go. Nice talkin’ to you. Bye.”


“Okay, thanks. Sorry if I came on a bit strong. Carrie just told me about it and for some reason it just kinda rubbed me the wrong way; probably because my boyfriend is standing right here listening. Bye.”


After that was settled I told everyone about the conversation I had with my mother last night. I’m not the only one who found it arousing. I also let them know I told my mother everything about Mr. C, Jeff, the games Carrie and Audrey and I are playing now and most importantly, my relationship with Paul. No one could believe she took it as well as she did.


With the subject of sex out of the way I asked Audrey how she’s handling her money; how she’s able to bank it and what she’s doing about taxes. She reminded me that tax evasion is a serious crime. It’s how the Feds brought down more than a few serious criminals in the past. It’s probably how that criminal, Trump, will finally face justice. She got some advice from a family friend she trusts who is familiar with financial matters. He advised her to deposit one thousand dollars a week in her account and to bite the bullet and pay the taxes. There are people who are knowledgeable and crafty enough to hide money and avoid taxes; but she isn’t one of them. If it was easy not many people would pay taxes.


The next item on the agenda was checking online to see what movies are playing. It turned out to be nothing anyone wanted to see so I suggested that I treat everyone to an early lunch and then we come back here and play. I’ve been carrying around a hundred dollars from the envelope full of cash Mr. C gave me on Wednesday. I’m dying to spend some of it.


As it turned out though, we were all more interested in sex than food. So we all got undressed and enjoyed a few hours of hot, sweaty, very exciting sex.


Once we were all exhausted we relaxed and revisited the problem of too much pussy and not enough cock. Paul has a wonderful cock and has gotten very good at wielding it. But he isn’t Superman and I don’t want to kill the poor guy. The problem still remains, no suitable candidates. None of us can think of a boy we want to invite who is someone we can trust. There are sexy guys out there with whom we might enjoy spending some naked afternoons. Unfortunately, none of us can think of anyone we believe is mature enough to have a good time and keep his mouth shut. But we all agree we need to keep looking.


Paul and I made plans to go out for lunch tomorrow. With that settled, Carrie and I headed home. Before we separated she promised to let me know if there’s any excitement at her house this evening and she promised to send me a copy of her mother’s diary if Don doesn’t because I pissed him off. I have a feeling that’s going to be some exciting reading.


This is mom’s last working day until school gets ready to start back up in the fall. She’ll be late coming home because they all gather around for snacks and a huge gabfest after all their administrative tasks are complete. I looked through the fridge and the pantry and as is typical there aren’t a lot of options. I put together a tuna casserole and put it in the fridge until everyone gets home. Then I went upstairs to check my email. I answered the few emails from friends, including one very sweet one from Jeff. I wasn’t expecting that. Lastly, I responded to an email from Mr. C. I wasn’t expecting that either. Not this soon after I was last there.


I worried that Don might have complained to Mr. C when I told him off. But he promised he wouldn’t and Mr. C didn’t sound like he’s upset about anything. He did, however, tell me that something has come up and he needs me tomorrow. He’ll pick me up at the statue at eleven o’clock. I’m not necessarily dreading going. I’ve had a lot of fun there and it’s always exciting. I just wish he was picking me up earlier. The time between I get ready and I’m to be picked up always drags. I emailed Mr. C and told him I’d be there, and I emailed Paul to tell him Mr. C has something for me to do tomorrow so we’re going to have to move our date to Sunday.


I went back downstairs to wait for someone else to come home. Mom is usually pretty reliable except on this one day of the year. Dad is sometimes late but when that happens he always calls. Of course, he could have called mom. It probably wouldn’t even occur to him to call me. So, I went into the family room and channel surfed for a while.


We didn’t finally eat supper until almost seven o’clock. Mom is excited about all the time off she has until school starts back up. She and dad talked pretty much all through the meal. The only thing mom said to me was to ask if I had any excitement today while dad was upstairs changing clothes before dinner. I told her I spent the day with Carrie, Audrey, and Paul but that I had an email from Mr. C this evening. I’m going there tomorrow. He’s picking me up at eleven.


She shot me a wry grin and said, “I’m not sure if I wish you weren’t going or I wish I were going with you. I’m not going to say anything stupid. I know you have no say in what happens to you there. But I worry about you. I can’t help it. It’s my job. It might help a little if you’d note his address tomorrow so you can give it to me. At least if I have his address I’ll know where you are.”


I sent mom and dad into the family room and cleaned up the kitchen. Then I said goodnight and went to my room. I checked my email one last time in case there are any further instructions from Mr. C. There aren’t. So I got ready for bed and tried to read my book. I’m getting way behind on my reading lately due to all the sex in my life. That isn’t a complaint, just a statement of fact.


I managed to read a chapter before I gave up trying to force myself not to think about tomorrow with Mr. C. Maybe I should be but I’m not worried, or at least not much. He didn’t sound upset and Don assured me he wasn’t going to say anything to him. So I’m assuming Mr. C has a special request from a wealthy client for a young girl having a lot of sex. I’m more than okay with that. So I got up, chose what I’d wear tomorrow and lay in the dark for what seemed like forever before I finally went to sleep.


The good thing about having such a hard time going to sleep is that I didn’t wake up until after nine the next morning. I almost never sleep that late. I showered and dressed and went downstairs. Dad is out doing yard work. Mom just left to go grocery shopping. She left me a note telling me to be safe and not to forget to get that address she asked me for.


I had a glass of juice, destroyed the note and I still have almost an hour. I went upstairs and checked my email again. I have two new emails, one from Carrie and one from Audrey. Both girls are leery about the coincidence between my conversation with Don and this unscheduled day of porn.


I tried to come up with a couple of reassuring responses but I can’t deny that in the back of my mind there’s a quiet little voice trying to tell me I should be concerned. Or maybe that’s just me paying too much attention to their concerns. Oh well, I guess I’ll find out when I get there.


I responded to both emails, telling them only that I’d let them know when I’m safe at home again. Then, still a few minutes early, I took a leisurely walk to the park. It’s a nice morning. It would have been a pleasant morning to walk around the park. But all I can think about is sex. I’m curious but not really concerned about whatever it is Mr. C has planned. It didn’t seem like very long before Mr. C pulled into the parking lot and came to a stop beside me. I went around and got in without a word. I didn’t bother to ask him what’s planned for me. I know that if he wants me to know he’ll tell me and if he doesn’t he won’t say anything even if I ask.


We rode in silence. I already know the name of the street on which he lives. Today I made a mental note of his house number. This time he pulled into the garage, shut the engine off and closed the garage door before we got out of the car. I noticed several cars parked on the street in front of the house so I’m guessing it won’t just be the three of them today.


I was a bit surprised when we entered the house and I saw no sign of a group of horny males waiting anxiously to attack me. Louis is there, however, already recording as we entered the foyer. Mr. C explained, “We’re playing downstairs today.”


I didn’t understand at first. We are downstairs. But he led me to the staircase leading into the basement and, after letting Louis go ahead, he ordered me down the steep, narrow steps. Louis is still recording from the bottom of the stairs.


I began to wonder if Mr. C has a dungeon in his basement. I was relieved when I was able to look around and see a typical unfinished basement. There were no signs of torture devices, no hooks hanging from the ceiling, no iron rings in the walls. However, there is something down there that concerns me. Off in a corner is a small seating area furnished with an old couch and easy chair and half a dozen old, apparently well-padded kitchen chairs.


Seated there are Doc, Louis’ four fuck buddies, two men I’ve never seen before, and Don who is sitting there with an evil look on his face. Apparently the fucking bastard was being less than honest with me. This is obviously all about my phone call telling him what he can do with his harem. I don’t think I’m going to be having fun here today.


Mr. C pulled me to the center of the room. We stopped right beside a sturdy, mostly shiny steel, obviously professionally made waist high bench with thick leather restraints all over the damn thing. Mr. C stepped out of the picture and nodded to the men seated on the outdated furniture collection in the corner. Louis’ four friends got up and surrounded me. They groped me for a moment before they started undressing me. They aren’t tearing my clothes off but they’re being unnecessarily rough and the process was quite painful. As soon as I was naked all four of them picked me up by my four limbs and placed me on the bench on my back with a lot more force than was needed. They are obviously familiar with the bench. They restrained my wrists and ankles with thick, leather restraints. A thick leather belt attached to the underside of the bench was fastened around my midsection and another was fastened around the top of my head which is also squeezed between adjustable hard rubber wedges snugged up against each side of my head. The only parts of my body I can move are my fingers and toes.


I soon learned that the bench has a couple of features that aren’t obvious to the casual observer. One of the boys did something under the bench and then two of them pulled the section supporting my legs uncomfortably far apart. Another of Louis’ friends adjusted something under my neck and that portion of the bench supporting my head slanted downward, obviously putting my mouth in the perfect position for a violent face fuck.


They checked the height of the bench by rubbing the bulges in their pants against my face and my pussy. They raised the bench slightly using a knob under my ass and then all the men began to undress, all but Mr. C. He squatted down beside me and quietly said, “I notice you aren’t asking any questions so I guess you know what this is about. I warned you. I told you not to disobey me or you’d regret it. To be honest, though, I’ve been looking forward to this since the first time I saw you. I knew the day would come. I didn’t think it would be this soon but I knew you’d fuck up eventually. They all do. Just to be clear, when this is all over you’re still going to be one of my cunts and you ARE going to be in Don’s little harem. All of this was unnecessary. All you had to do was whatever the fuck you were told. But I must admit I’m glad it’s happening so soon, while you’re still fresh. My customers are going to fucking love this little movie. You, probably not so much. Are you ready for the games to begin?”


I didn’t say anything. I just thought of Jeff, glared at him defiantly and smiled. Jeff can’t help me now. But I’m pretty sure he can make certain this doesn’t happen again. And thanks to the money I got from Mr. C, I can afford to pay him for his services.


Mr. C didn’t know what to make of my smile but I guess it doesn’t matter to him. He’s going to make a lot of money and enjoy the show. He stood up pulled his cock out and dangled it in my face for a moment before driving it between my lips and straight down my throat in one violent thrust. It hurt a little but thanks to the support provided by his bench it wasn’t nearly as bad as it could have been.


He continued to fuck my mouth violently while someone else moved between my legs. My next assailant felt to see if my pussy is wet. Much to my surprise it is. And then he drove his average size cock into me and began fucking my pussy just as violently as Mr. C is fucking my face. I don’t know who’s fucking my pussy. All four of Louis’ friends have average cocks, so it could be any one of them or either one of the two strangers in the audience. I know it isn’t Doc’s long skinny cock. But it doesn’t really matter. They’re all going to get their turns, probably as many turns as they’re able to get it up for.


Altogether there are nine men taking turn after turn. But it wasn’t so bad until after about half an hour or so of violent sex. As if someone had given the command, everyone suddenly stopped fucking me. The men all stood back and watched. Mr. C is holding the camera now. Louis, who has already fucked my pussy, is unfastening the restraints around my ankles. I didn’t think for a moment they were letting me go so soon after my rape orgy began. I was right. Two of Louis’ buddies grabbed an ankle each and lifted them up until my knees were pressed against my tits. Oh well, I knew it was going to happen before very long. But I know this is going to be very painful, especially since they all seem to be going out of their way to be especially violent today.


Louis leered at me as he moved in between my legs and drove one large, well-greased finger up my ass. I tried to remain silent. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction, as foolish as that is. But I couldn’t control it. I cried out in pain as he rammed his finger into my ass with so much force it felt like he was punching me when his knuckles collided with the cheeks of my butt.


He worked his finger in and out a few times before repeating the process with two fingers and then a moment later with three. Through my tears I saw Doc whispering in Mr. C’s ear. Mr. C just grinned and said, “I don’t give a fuck. She’s not going to disobey an order from any man after today. I’m going to see to it.”


That didn’t give me a warm fuzzy feeling.


I watched Louis put some of the grease he’s using on his dick and spread it around. Then he lined the head of it up with my almost virgin asshole and slammed it into to me so violently I screamed in pain and then mercifully blacked out. I doubt if I was unconscious for long. When I slowly started coming around again the first thing I saw is Louis. He’s still standing right there with his cock still buried all the way up my ass. He’s grinning down at me as Doc waves something in my face that takes my breath away.


As soon as Doc saw I had returned to consciousness he took a close look between my ass cheeks, looking for signs of injury I guess. Then he stepped back and Louis took a couple of slow, very painful strokes with his oversized cock before returning to his more natural violent fucking style.


The next ten or fifteen minutes passed in about five or six hours, or at least it seemed like it. God that hurt! And when he finally finished and pulled out the others all took a turn. All but Doc. I might have missed it. I was pretty fogged up for a while but I don’t think he joined in. After each of them fucked my ass they moved up and drove their slimy cocks into my mouth and throat, fucking my mouth but only until their cocks were relatively clean.


There finally came a time when I realized I wasn’t being raped. My legs have been returned to the leg supports and are once more restrained so I know it isn’t over. But I’m so very thankful they’re finished raping my ass. I’m worried about the lasting effects I might suffer from that prolonged and painful ass rape. I’d sure hate to have to spend the rest of my life in diapers. While I’ve read about people who are into that, I just don’t think diapers are sexy.


My head is still restrained and hanging down. I can’t look around the room to see if I can figure out what they’re planning next. So I just try to make myself relax. That didn’t work out so well. But at least I’ve stopped crying.


Apparently there’s a door somewhere out of my range of vision that opens to the outside. I heard the door open and close and in an instant I knew what my next ordeal is going to be. I heard the sound of long toenails clicking loudly on the cement floor and a huge dog suddenly came into sight heading right for me. One of the two men I’ve never seen before is struggling to hold the dog back with a leash but he’s only slightly slowing the horny beast down. I don’t know what breed of dog it is. I know very little about dogs. My family has never had one. But this is the largest dog I’ve ever seen and with all the smell of cum in the air around me I guess he wants his turn with the bitch everyone’s using ... me.


The dog headed straight to my face. He immediately began lapping me frantically and it was disgusting. But then it got even more unpleasant. The guy pulled the dog back until he was no longer able to reach me with his long tongue and as I was gasping for breath, Louis forced a large ring, covered with something soft like rubber or vinyl or something, into my mouth so I can’t close it. The damn ring is holding my jaws uncomfortably wide apart; even wider than when stretched by the base of Louis’s cock!


He fastened a strap behind my head and buckled it, though I doubt that’s necessary. There’s no way I could have pushed the ring out of my mouth. And then the dog was there again, lapping all over my face and sticking his gross tongue into my mouth over and over again. I gagged several times but I was afraid I’d drown in my own puke if I didn’t get it under control so I forced myself to calm down and just let it happen. It isn’t like there are any other options available to me.


I kept telling myself, “Just breathe. When they get tired of this they’ll lead him down to the other end of the bench and I’ll have to let the damn thing fuck me, but at least I’ll be able to breathe. Jumping to conclusions again. I wasn’t even close!


Apparently with further guidance from the guy who’s holding the leash, the dog began licking his way down my body. He spent very little time on my tits. I guess dogs aren’t all that attracted to human tits. Because the head support on the bench is still down his belly isn’t resting on my face. I’m at least able to breathe now. But as the dog moves slowly down toward my pussy I see his large, bright pink cock sticking out of the hairy sleeve which normally covers it approaching my face and I realize that’s what they had in mind all along. Those pictures Audrey and I saw of women sucking animal cocks are still fresh in my mind. The idea that I’m about to become one of those females who sucks animal cocks ... oh god! I really, really want to puke! When Audrey and I looked at those pictures I told myself that even if Mr. C demanded this of me I would refuse. Thanks to this well-designed bench and the large, heavy ring in my mouth I don’t have that option.


The dog’s cock is long, longer than I expected. It’s probably eight inches give or take a bit. Thankfully, it doesn’t look any bigger around than Doc’s cock. So I imagine I’m going to survive. But it looks nasty. While, except for the pointy end, it’s similar to a human’s cock, it looks like a cock which has had the outer layer of skin removed. It looks raw and slimy and disgusting.


I followed the progress of his frantic tongue as it neared my pussy but I’m staring at the tip of his cock which is no more than a foot from my face now. Right about then he hunched his hips forward and a fine spray shot out of the piss hole in the tip! I know what it is. Audrey and I have discussed the mechanics involved in dog fucking. The spray is doggy lube which I am about to discover is no more noxious than human lube. I had just enough time to close my eyes before the warm mist covered my face. Unfortunately, thanks to the ring wedged behind my teeth and my inability to move my head due to the restraints holding it completely immobile, more than a little of that crap ended up in my mouth. I’m unable to spit it out so with no other option I swallowed it. I wouldn’t order a glass of it in a restaurant but I’m relieved to discover it’s as benign as the lube which oozes out of a man’s cock.


The dog moved forward again, or he was moved forward by his handler. Whatever, the effect is the same. I can see legs out of the corner of my eye so I know the guy who’s controlling the dog is still there. The dog’s cock is touching my cheek when he delivers the next shot of lube. It sprayed across one cheek and into my ear. I’m fine with that. But when the mutt felt skin against his cock he started really hunching his hips, trying to find my opening, in this case my mouth. I have my eyes closed now, my only defense. But that doesn’t mean he couldn’t poke an eye out with that thing!


I have mixed emotions when the guy reached under his dog and guided the tip to my mouth. With one last lunge the smelly beast drove his cock into my throat. That would have been fine if he had just parked it there but that isn’t how dogs do it. For the next couple of minutes, the son of a bitch fucked my mouth and throat faster than I thought it possible for an animal to move; and with more violence than I thought a throat could withstand without being injured.


For most of that time my eyes were closed. I only opened them when I felt something slamming against my lips. I was so distracted by all the pain and the violence I forgot all about the knot thing; the large ball that grows at the base of a dog’s cock when it mates. Each time he slammed the knot against my lips it was painful. Fortunately, he didn’t keep trying for very long. I’m reasonably certain I’m not the first human female with whom he’s had sex. Maybe he could force that near tennis ball size knot into a girl’s mouth if she didn’t have one of these god-awful rings wedged in there. But I do and it’s obvious his knot won’t fit through the opening. He must know that, or maybe slamming into the metal ring is painful for him. Whatever the reason, he finally came to a stop with his long, thin cock wedged tightly in my mouth and with what feels like at least two inches of it buried in my throat.


I’m happy to have the head of his cock in my throat. For about the next fifteen minutes ... or five hours, I’m not sure which, I felt liquid squirting out of the end of his cock and sliding straight down my throat. As disgusting as that was, at least I didn’t have to taste that crap.


I thought it must be over when the dog finished trying to impregnate my throat. Surely not even these perverts are going to want anything to do with a girl who just had sex with a smelly old dog. They seemed to confirm that hope when, after the dog was led away Louis’ four butt buddies came over and unbuckled all the straps holding me in place. But then they turned me over onto my stomach and strapped me back down on the bench after first lowering the leg supports out of the way so that I’m basically in a kneeling position, though my upper body is still supported by the bench. Someone said something from across the room and they lowered the half of the bench supporting my lower body about an inch.


I tried to ask them to take the damn ring out of my mouth but I wasn’t able to form any words. Mr. C seemed to know what I’m trying to say, though. He came closer, smiled down at me and said, “Not quite yet, you stupid cunt. You have a couple more tricks to perform for our audience first.”


And then I saw the co-star for my next “trick” being led across the basement by the second of the two men I don’t know. This dog isn’t quite as large as the first one; and it’s a breed I recognize. Not that it matters but it looks like I’m about to get fucked by a black Lab. I’m relieved I’m not going to have to take another dog fucking my throat but I wonder why they haven’t removed that very uncomfortable ring holding my mouth open. I have to assume that means they have something else planned for my mouth. Either that or they just don’t want me to be able to talk.


The dog has apparently detected the odor of sex in the room and he sees a naked female awaiting him. Suddenly he’s pulling at the leash. It appears I’m not going to be this animal’s first human female mate, either.


The handler or owner or whatever he is let the dog go about twenty feet before he reached me and the dog took off like a shot. In seconds he was between my legs and lapping frantically at my pussy. He has a very large tongue. If he had slowed down a little it might have felt okay but he’s nowhere near as talented as Audrey or Paul.


Louis got some close-ups of the dog at work and then dropped to his knees beside me for a good close-up of the dog mounting me. But he was doing it from a position just slightly in front of me so he’s able to get my face in the shot. I have to wonder if he’s doing that because he knows in advance the stupid dog is going to get the wrong hole. Because that’s what happened. The moron slid up over me, resting his weight on my back and I felt the lube begin to spray out of his cock hitting my legs and the cheeks of my ass. I’m not all that upset about getting fucked by a dog. I’m actually kind of curious.


I’m still curious, because the fucking thing started stabbing blindly at me with his already erect cock and it’s painful. It became even more painful when he drove his erection into my asshole! I cried out in pain and tried to let them know he’s in the wrong hole. It was instantly obvious that was the plan all along. He began fucking my ass at about ninety miles an hour while the men standing around watching laughed and made jokes. It took me a moment to realize that when they lowered the back of the bench and moved my knees forward slightly my asshole became the only hole he can reach. They knew before they turned the damn thing loose he was going to fuck my ass.


He slammed his cock into me over and over for a couple of minutes before he apparently realized that knot wouldn’t go. So he stopped trying and held on tight, pressing the knot against my asshole and shivering like crazy while he started filling my ass with dog cum. I told myself it could have been worse. That first few minutes of frantic fucking could have been a lot more painful if Louis hadn’t just fucked my ass with his big cock, followed by all the other men except for Doc. And once he stopped moving around it wasn’t so bad. I wouldn’t want to do it again but if I had to choose between the dog in my ass or the ring in my mouth I’d choose the dog every time.


When the dog finally pulled out of me, Louis’ little gang of four finally unbuckled the straps holding me down. But they aren’t through with me. The ring is still holding my mouth open uncomfortably wide and they’re forcing my arms behind my back, handcuffing my wrists together so I know there’s more fun and games to be had.


Two of Louis’ buddies grabbed me by my upper arms and half carried, half dragged me across the basement to a door which led to a small, rudimentary bathroom. They were none too careful when they put me down on my back in the small shower stall. Those fucking handcuffs dug painfully into my back as they lifted my legs, straightened them out and secured them in place with a rope already dangling from one of the pipes coming out of the shower wall.


My mind immediately went to an image of what I know is coming next. I knew I was right as Louis stood outside the shower with a huge smile on his face, slowly unfastened his pants and pulled out his cock. I closed my eyes and turned my head to the wall but he calmly asked if I’d prefer that he untied me, stood me up, bent me over and pissed up my ass instead.


I had to think about that for a minute. I can’t really say for certain but in my mind it seemed like I’d be better off with having him piss in my mouth. I don’t want that horse cock back up my ass again and it seems like a piss enema would be the messier of my two options. So I turned back and told myself that at least I don’t have to swallow as I heard an opening stream of fresh hot piss land on the tin floor of the shower and felt it splatter on my side and up onto my chest.


I shivered in revulsion but then it began happening for real. The hot, forceful stream hit me right in the face. I fought the urge to vomit, though all I have in my stomach is cum. The ick factor is right off the charts but I soon learned I have a bigger problem. With my mouth full of piss and my nostrils closed off to prevent the stuff from flowing upstream I find I’m unable to breathe through my ears!


I lifted my head up to try and keep my nostrils clear and mostly I managed. But it took timing and I wasn’t always able to suck in just air. When that happened I choked and gasped and inevitably I ended up swallowing a mouthful of piss while the men crowded around filming and watching in amusement laughed their asses off.


The asshole must have been saving up because it seemed like he was never going to stop pissing. But finally I felt the stream weakening. Just before he ran out of ammo he directed the weak stream down my body, coating my tits before finally running out of piss just before he reached my pussy.


I suppose at some level I knew it wasn’t going to be just Louis. I’ve seen what they did to Audrey. I can’t say for sure, but I think this is going to be worse than what they did to Audrey. It was just the five of them pissing on her and she didn’t have one of these fucking rings in her mouth. There are nine perverts here today and probably because of the narrow doorway to the shower stall they’re going to be going one at a time because they need to leave enough room for the camera to record all the fun. This could last for half an hour or more!


Desperate for air and just as desperate to keep from swallowing any more piss I struggled to hold my head up a little higher. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to hold my head up this far, it’s very uncomfortable and an awful strain on my neck. But it keeps most of the piss out of my nostrils.


I managed to keep my head up until Louis ran dry. One of his crew immediately took his place. I waited until he pulled his cock out and started pissing and raised my head again at the last second. He didn’t concentrate his entire bladder full on my mouth the way Louis did. He covered my entire face and my hair, then he moved the stream down to concentrate on my tits and then my pussy. I was able to rest my neck and head for almost the entire time he pissed on me.


I appreciated the opportunity to rest my piss-soaked head on the pissy floor for several minutes. It’s a good thing I got the rest because the next kid aimed exclusively at my mouth. While he was pissing he said, “It’s a shame she’s all pissy. Remember that kid about a year ago, the young redhead? What was she, fourteen wasn’t she? I miss her. I got a big kick out of pissing down her throat. She could hold it in longer than any other girl we did that to before she finally puked. We need to get this bitch trained and see how much piss she can hold down.”


Doc responded, “Yeah, she was a lot of fun, a damn good fuck, too. Damn shame her dad got promoted out of state.” There was a brief pause before he exclaimed, “Lori!! Kid’s name was Lori. She just turned thirteen when she got caught shoplifting and the security guard who caught her sold her to Mr. C.”


The current pisser finished pissing in my mouth, with an occasional side trip around my face. He backed up and was quickly replaced. As the next person in line freed his dick, Mr. C chuckled and said, “That guy charged me a thousand dollars for the girl, her signed confession and a copy of the surveillance tape. We made over three million when she made her internet debut two days later. And some of her DVDs are still some of our biggest sellers.”


With another strong stream of hot, bitter piss swirling around in my mouth before flowing out and running down my chin I have to struggle not to smile as I think how much money I’m going to cost these mother fuckers when they let me out of here this afternoon; or at least I’d have to struggle if I didn’t have the fucking ring wedged in my mouth.


It came as no surprise that when they all had their turn using me for a urinal I was ordered to shower and get dressed. When I returned to the living room only Mr. C remained. He smiled pleasantly and said, “I hope you learned your fucking lesson, cunt. On the other hand, if you haven’t, the next couple of movies you make are going to make me a fucking fortune. I don’t want your nasty ass in my car. You can walk home today.”


I’m not even upset about that. I’d rather walk than sit in a car with him for fifteen minutes. As soon as I was out of sight of his house I took out my phone and called Audrey. I told her I’m walking home from Mr. C’s house and asked if I can stop by her house. After making certain I’m alright she told me her mother is out with friends and insisted that she and Paul are both waiting anxiously to see me.


After promising to be there in about fifteen minutes I called Jeff. I had to leave a message. He’s on a conference call. But he called me back in about ten minutes. It warmed my heart to hear the affection in his voice. We just talked like friends for a few minutes before he asked, “Do you need something or do you just want to talk? I’m happy to talk to you in either case.”


“I called because I want to hire you, but it’s very nice to hear your voice again. It helps me to feel a little better about myself. Jeff, I’ve changed my mind. I want to hire you. The son of a bitch went too far today. I had sex with two dogs today and nine men. Then they tossed me in the shower and all nine of them pissed on me. I’m so fucking mad I could ... I don’t know what. But I really want them to regret what they did to me today. I know you must be expensive but I have ten thousand dollars stashed away. I want to buy as much of your service as I can get for that. I don’t want anything for free. You certainly don’t owe me anything. I very much enjoyed everything we did together.”


“Where are you now?”


“I’m walking to Audrey and Paul’s from Mr. C’s house. I’m about five minutes away.”


“I can be there in ten or fifteen minutes. Are you sure you want to have this conversation in front of your friends?”


“I hate the idea of Paul knowing what I did today. But we’ve gotten kind of serious. I don’t think it would be fair to keep that from him. A guy has a right to know what kind of a girl he’s dating.”


“You might want to think that over, honey. Sometimes honesty is not the best policy. No one’s perfect. We all screw up from time to time. Take me for example. And from what you told me; you had no control over what happened to you today. Think about it. Give me the address and I’ll meet you there.”


I told him the address and I called Audrey back to let them know they’re going to meet Jeff. By the time I hung up the phone I was climbing up the front steps.


Before I could even push the doorbell button Paul pulled the door open. I had just enough time to see the worried look on his face before he pulled me into his arms and tried to kiss me. I turned my head and gently pushed him back. I felt tears pooling in my eyes as I said, “You might want to listen to what I did today before you try kissing me. I wouldn’t kiss me and I’m a pervert.”


From behind us Audrey said, “The son of a bitch called Mr. C, didn’t he?”


Before I could respond, Paul wrapped his arms around me, pulled me close and growled, “Unless you have a dick in your mouth at the moment I want to kiss you. Now stop giving me a hard time!”


Before I could stop him he held my head still and planted a firm kiss on my lips. When I was able to pull back I said, “You may want to go wash your mouth out with soap. I suspect I have some industrial grade cooties.”


He grinned and said, “You taste fine to me.”


We started moving inside when an Escalade pulled up and parked out front. Jeff got out and rushed over to where we’re standing. I introduced everyone and thanked him for coming. He said hello to Audrey and Paul, then asked, “Are you alright?”


I nodded and said, “Yeah. But I think I learned my lesson today. If you think you can help and are still interested, I want to take that son of a bitch down.”


Paul suggested we take it inside and we adjourned to the kitchen. I gratefully accepted a Coke and after swirling some around my mouth and spitting it out in the sink I gulped down the rest of the can while everyone stared at me.


I put the can down, looked at Paul and imploded. I began crying like a baby and couldn’t control it. I felt my legs go out from under me and from the floor I cried, “Oh god, Paul! I’m so sorry. I fucked everything up. I’ve destroyed my life.”


By that time Paul had scrambled from his seat and raced around the table. He’s kneeling beside me, holding me tight and waiting for the flood to pass. It must have been several minutes before the storm passed. Finally, Paul and Jeff helped me up and into a seat. Audrey handed me a box of tissues and I struggled to pull myself together. I finally managed to get my emotions under control and said, “Paul, I wish you didn’t have to hear what I’m going to say. But you have to. You have to hear what I did today so you’ll be able to understand why it’s over ... why I can’t be with you anymore.”


He tried to tell me I’m being silly, that nothing I could say would make any difference in how he feels about me. But I know different. No relationship can survive the things I did today. I took a deep breath, exhaled loudly and stared down at the table in front of me while I told them everything that happened from the moment I entered Mr. C’s house today and saw Don. I didn’t hold anything back. Then I turned to Jeff and asked, “Do you really think you can do something? I mean, I know you can’t give me my life back, or my dignity. But that perverted son of a bitch needs to be taught a lesson ... all of them do. I suppose I deserve this, some of this. They didn’t take my dignity; I gave it to them willingly. GOD! I’m so fucking stupid!!”


Paul is still kneeling beside me holding my hand. He looked up and as serious a heart attack he said, “I understand. Audrey did the same thing to me, the bitch!”


I couldn’t help it. I laughed right in his face. It just burst out of me. I used a tissue to wipe his face and said, “Thanks. I needed that. But you know it’s over. I can’t even stand to be around me now.”


Still without any trace of a smile he said, “Yeah, I can understand that. But can you at least help me find a new girlfriend? It only seems fair.”


“Paul!! Get serious! I know you want to do ‘the right thing.’ You always want to do the right thing. But we both know no guy in his right mind will ever be able to get those images out of his mind. Every time you look at me from now on you’re going to see ... you’re going to see me doing those things.”


“First of all, you didn’t do those things. Those things were done to you. But most importantly, I already knew you were a pervert. So get over it.”


Audrey asked, “When do we get to see the DVD?”


I sighed and replied, “You two should marry each other. You’re both more warped than even I am!”


Jeff spoke for the first time since we came in and sat down. He turned to Audrey and asked, “Can you tell me about the place this asshole stashes his DVDs?”


She told him where she came across it but couldn’t describe how to open the hidden door. But then she added, “He has the most sophisticated security system I’ve ever seen. There are cameras everywhere, inside and outside. He bragged about how impenetrable it is and how many back-ups he has. And it isn’t just on his house. Doc is his next-door neighbor and for some reason he has an identical system. I’ve always wondered why but of course I didn’t dare ask.”


I asked, “Louis is always there when I get there. I don’t suppose he has the code to disarm the system?”


Audrey laughed and asked, “Would you trust that creep with your security system codes or anything else for that matter?”


Jeff said, “There is one way a guy can get in that won’t set off the alarms. Knock on his door and give him a reason to get invited inside.”


That sounded simple and reasonable. I smiled and asked, “Do you have a Girl Scout uniform? You could offer him some cookies.”


He rolled his eyes and said, “I have some very devious people working for me. Let me see what we can come up with. Meanwhile, I’m afraid if the bastard calls either of you girls you’re probably going to have to go along. As bad as what you just went through was, he’d probably love an excuse to put you through something much worse just so he could make a kinky movie and get another pot full of money.


“Do you know the names of Louis’ friends?”


Audrey and I don’t but Paul does. He told Jeff who wrote the names down in the little notebook in which he has been taking down notes. He’s also able to provide Louis’ address. In answer to Jeff’s question I told him Don’s address. He also wrote down Audrey and Paul’s phone numbers. He got up then, came around the table, kissed the top of my head and said, “Just be patient for a few days. We’ll work this out.”


I sighed and said, “I’m sure going to miss the excitement.”


Audrey added, “And the money.”


Jeff grinned, shook his head and said, “I’ll be in touch.”


While Audrey showed him out, I said to Paul, “Look, I know you don’t want to admit it, but...”


That was as far as I got before he leaned over, pulled me closer and shut me up with a passionate kiss. Then he said, “Shut the fuck up, you dumb cunt. Come on, let’s go upstairs and get undressed. We can get a head start before Audrey joins the party.”


“Paul...” before I even knew what I was going to say he stood up, pulled me out of my seat and tossed me over his shoulder as though I’m full of air instead of blood and guts! As he headed for the stairs he said, “That’s okay, keep talking, I know how damn stubborn you are. I’m just going to ignore you.”


As he started up the stairs, Audrey came up behind us and said, “I really am going to miss the money that son of a bitch has been giving me. But I guess it’s going to be kind of nice to pick who I have sex with for a change. Except for Paul, of course. I guess I’m stuck with him.”


Paul shook his head and reminded her, “He never said you couldn’t fuck every other male in town, Audrey. He only gets to pick who you fuck once a week.”


On the way up the stairs he said to Audrey, “Your room or mine?”


She replied, “Let’s use yours. I just put clean sheets on my bed.”


He chuckled and said, “Then we should use your room. I don’t have clean sheets on my bed.”


We ended up in Audrey’s room. As Paul put me down I said, “I’ll help you change your sheets before I leave, Audrey. And then I’ll help Paul change his.”


“He’s a boy. He doesn’t care about that. He changes his about once or twice a month. You know, whenever they get too stiff to sleep on.”


Paul laughed, not offended in the least. But I’ve been in his bed enough to know she’s joking. His room, and his bed, are unusually clean for a teenage boy’s room, not that I’ve seen that many of them. I’ve heard things though.


As we were getting undressed I asked Audrey, “You’ve known Paul a lot longer than I have. Can the way he feels about me really not be effected by what happened to me today?”


She smiled at Paul and said, “Boys are perverts. I’m willing to bet a lot of what you said this afternoon turned him on. Don’t forget, he’s been getting introduced to our recent sex lives gradually. I do know he’s got it really bad for you and I’m pretty sure he’ll overlook a lot of the things that happen at Mr. C’s place as long as you two keep it together.”


Paul is standing three feet away getting undressed and listening to us. When there was a pause in our discussion he said, “If I might attempt to shed some light on the subject, since I’m the subject. It isn’t so much the things they did to you today, Kayla. If those things had turned you on; if you had done them willingly, that would have been one thing. But they didn’t. Those guys were torturing you. And it’s even harder for me to take because Louis is far and away the biggest asshole in our entire school, probably in the history of the school. The only people who can stand that son of a bitch are his four butt buddies, well, those assholes and Mr. C. But Mr. C is just using him.”


We spent most of the next hour enjoying a very hot threesome. I found it to be a very cleansing experience. It took my mind off of the terrible things I did today. There was very little talking. Just a lot of good, hot sex. At no time did I see any sign Paul felt any reluctance to touch me or kiss me. It was very therapeutic.


Chapter 13


When I finally got home, mom was seated in the kitchen making a shopping list. She looked up and smiled when I sat down beside her. She looked me in the eyes and said, “You look like you got rode hard and put away wet. Hard day?”


I hesitated for a moment. I have a question for her in light of her recent admission about her sex life, her and my dad. That doesn’t make talking about the subject any easier. Well, no, it is easier, but I’m still uncomfortable. I finally said, “In light of everything you’ve told me I have a question. I’ve been worried about dad’s heart; about how he might react if he found out what I’ve been doing lately. Mr. C got carried away today. He went way too far. I have a very competent and experienced friend looking at putting an end to it. But there’s a possibility, hopefully a remote possibility, that dad could come into possession of a DVD starring me. How he might react to that has been praying on my mind.”


She put her pen down and sat back in her chair. I’m not sure if she’s trying to read my mind or thinking about her answer. “If your worried about his heart, don’t. He had a minor problem. It was corrected. He’s as healthy as a horse. What did “too far” consist of?”


“Mom, you don’t want to know. Let’s just leave it at too far, even for a budding slut like me.”


She obviously isn’t amused. She sat there in silence, obviously expecting me to cave. After a long, uncomfortable silence I did exactly that. I didn’t go into a lot of detail, but I told her I was tied to a table, raped by nine men and two dogs, and then served as a urinal for all of them. I expected her to freak out. Instead, much to my surprise, she was fighting to keep a straight face!


After another shorter silence I said, “That isn’t the reaction I expected!”


She chuckled and replied, “I’ve never played urinal with that many men, but your dad and I play those kinds of games from time to time when we’re feeling kinky. And I’ve enjoyed putting on shows with dogs, too. Not often and not in a long time. But it certainly was exciting. I suppose it makes a difference that I wasn’t being forced. It’s all a matter of perspective I guess.”


I shook my head, smiled and exclaimed, “I swear, I don’t even know who you are! You or dad!”


She shrugged and said, “All these years I’ve been terrified you’d find out about ... everything, our kinky sex life; about all the kinky things we’ve done and still do on occasion. It’s actually a huge relief to not have to worry about that anymore. Now, who is this mysterious superhero you think is going to swoop in and save the day?”


“Jeff Clark. I mentioned him in our earlier conversation. He’s the detective who has been getting all the press coverage lately for running rings around the police, solving cold cases, and testifying in the trials getting so much attention.”


“Jeff!! Jeff is your guardian angel?! How did you meet him?”


I looked at her in shock for a moment, then asked, “You know Jeff?!”


“We haven’t seen him in a long time but we knew him a long time ago. We were friends with him before he got married and went straight.”


I shook my head and said, “Remember I told you Mr. C found my name and number on a men’s room wall? Mr. C told me if anyone else called as a result of that number I had to sneak out and meet them. Jeff found my number on his way home from dropping his family off at his in-laws for a couple of weeks. In a moment of weakness he called me. I snuck out and met him. Much to my surprise I enjoyed it very much. He was sweet, pleasant, considerate; I really had a good time. A couple of days ago we spent a few hours in a motel. When he found out more about why I’m doing these things he became very concerned and offered to use his unique skills and those of his staff to take care of Mr. C. At the time I told him I’m having a good time but after what happened today I called him and asked him to see what he could do.”


After another brief pause a sudden thought slapped me in the face. I gasped and exclaimed, “You’ve had sex with Jeff!! We’ve both had sex with him?!!”


She grinned and said, “He’s good, isn’t he.”


That had been a statement of fact, not actually a question. But I smiled, nodded, and said, “God yes! I’m not looking forward to his wife coming home. I’m not proud of myself, screwing around with another woman’s husband behind her back. But I really enjoy being with him.”


Mom chuckled and said, “It’s a small fucking world. Anyway, as to your original question, your father is perfectly healthy. But I think I’m going to have to rethink keeping everything from him. I know that makes you uncomfortable. But I think it’s time the three of us sat down over a bottle of wine and got honest with each other. I think it would be better to tell him than to have him blindsided if everything blows up in your face.”


“I’m too young to drink.”


“You’re too young to fuck. I can’t see where that has held you back.”


I still can’t get used to my mother tossing the word fuck around so freely. But I suppose she’s right. I hate it that he’s going to hear what I’ve been doing and be disappointed in me. But now that I’ve gotten Jeff involved there’s no telling what might come out. I sighed and said, “I suppose your right. He’s going to be so disappointed in me, though.”


Mom smiled, patted my hand and said, “I think you’ll be surprised.”


“Where is dad?”


“He went next door to help Gary. Their old refrigerator finally quit and the old skinflint is too cheap to pay for delivery and set up of the new one.”


We talked for a few more minutes before I went to my room, changed clothes, and returned to help cook dinner. Dad joined us in the kitchen when he finally returned. I tried to act like nothing out of the ordinary was in the wind, but he seemed to sense there’s a tension in the air. He looked at us curiously for a moment but didn’t say anything. I asked him what he wants to drink and brought him a glass of ice water. By the time he took his place at the table dinner was ready and I helped mom put it on the table.


Before mom took her seat she opened a bottle of wine and set it out to breathe. Just seeing it sitting there on the counter seemed to increase my feeling of discomfort. There was only very little conversation as we ate dinner, but that’s about normal in our house. I kept waiting for dad to ask what’s going on because something obviously is. But I guess he figures we’ll tell him when we want to.


Things didn’t start heating up until after we ate. I got up to clean off the table. Dad started to get up from the table but mom said, “Hang on for a minute, dear. We need to talk to you about something.”


Mom and I cleared off the table quickly, putting the dishes on the counter instead of cleaning up and feeding the dishwasher. I think he realized how serious our talk is going to be when mom got out three wine glasses and put them and the bottle of wine on the table. We sat back down and while mom poured the wine I sat there so tense I can hardly breathe. Dad kept looking back and forth between me and mom. I know my face has turned dark red; I can feel my skin prickling. I found myself having to fight back the tears just thinking about how disappointed my dad is going to be when he hears what I’ve been doing.


Dad looked back and forth between us while mom took a drink of her wine. I sniffed at mine before taking a small sip. It surprised me! Not bad! I took another sip and set my glass down. I looked at mom. Since this little pow wow is her idea I think it only fair that she takes the lead.


She turned to dad. I’m not encouraged by how nervous she looks. But she took a deep breath and told him that she and I have been talking and she has told me about her past sexual exploits; all of them, before and after their marriage.


Dad was stunned. He looked like he’d just been hit in the head with a baseball bat. And now it’s him who’s blushing a deep, dark red, or at least I hope he’s blushing. He looked back and forth between us for a moment and in a voice just barely above a whisper he asked, “Why?”


Mom looked like she didn’t know where to start. After a long silence I sat there looking down at my hands and said, “Because of me. Because of the things I’ve been doing for almost two weeks now. I’ve been worried about you, about your heart. It’s possible you might find out and I’ve been scared of how you might react.”


After another uncomfortable pause he quietly asked, “What things? Are you in trouble? Are you, do you...”?


He obviously doesn’t even know what to think or what to ask me. I finally looked back up at him. He looks shocked more than anything else. I took a big gulp of wine and asked him, “Are you okay?”


He took a large gulp of his wine for the first time since we sat down. Then he sat back in his chair, looked me in the eyes and said, “I’m fine. I’m not going to have a heart attack. I refuse to die and have your mother spending my insurance money on her boyfriends.”


It was a weak joke but I think it helped me to calm down. I sighed and said, “I’m going to tell you everything, dad. I would give anything if I didn’t have to because I’m terrified of what you’re going to think of me. You’re going to be so disappointed. But there is about a 50/50 chance some anal orifice will see to it that a DVD with my picture on the cover is delivered to you. At least now, if that happens, you’ll have had some warning.”


I’ve pretty much got the story down pat now. I took another drink of wine and stared down at my hands while I told him everything. Not all the intimate details, but basically everything I’ve done since that first phone call from Mr. C. When I reached the end of my story I remembered to mention the ten thousand dollars stashed in my closet this time.


I glanced up to see how he’s reacting. It was several long, tense minutes before he turned to mom and calmly said, “I’ll be damned! She’s just like you after all!”


Mom smiled at him, then turned to me and said, “See, I told you. No heart attack.”


Mom then told him that the Jeff I mentioned several times throughout my narrative is Jeff Clark.


He actually smiled and said, “That’s a relief. I was wondering if I was going to have to go out and buy a gun. I’d hate that. You know how I feel about guns.”


This light, calm conversation is about the farthest thing from the reaction I was expecting! When dad turned back to me, with tears running down my cheeks I asked, “Do you hate me now?”


Dad reached across the table, took my hands in his and replied in a soft tone of voice in which I could hear his love plain as day, “I could never hate you darling. I can’t believe you’d even have to ask that. And no, I’m not disappointed in you either. You are definitely your mother’s daughter. And I have adored your mother almost from the first minute I met her. And now that I know Jeff is involved I’m not all that worried. I doubt if there’s a better man to handle your friend Mr. C in the country.”


He turned to mom then and said, “We should give Jeff a call. It’s been a while. And now that Kayla knows about us we can even invite him over to the house. We should do that while his wife is out of town.”


Mom chuckled and said to me, “You gotta love a dirty old man!”


I slid my empty wine glass over to my mother and said, “I can’t fucking believe this!!! Who are you people?!”


As mom was pouring me a half a glass of wine she replied, “We were people before we became parents. We love you like a daughter and our world revolves around you. But there’s always been more to our lives than being mommy and daddy. We’ve kept that side of our lives from you because that’s what parents have to do. But life outside this house didn’t cease to exist when you were born. I’m not the sweet young thing I used to be but I still get horny and I can still turn heads.”


She slid my wine glass back over and after taking a sip I said, “You guys are amazing! I love you so much! And mom, you are my idol.”


I finished my wine and said, “Why don’t you guys get out of here? I’m going to clean up the kitchen and sober up a little because this conversation must certainly have been a drunken hallucination.”


Mom and dad stood up. Dad said, “Want to watch some television?”


Mom grinned and said, “I have a better idea.”


She grabbed his hand and led him upstairs to their bedroom.


As I went about cleaning the kitchen I felt more at peace than I have since that first call from Mr. C. I’m even sad at the thought that I’ll never again be going to his house to get molested and make dirty movies!


I cleaned the kitchen, started the dishwasher and after making sure all the doors were locked I went to my room. As I passed my parent’s room I can hear them still at it after nearly an hour. Two weeks ago I would have been incredibly embarrassed. Now I just smile and think how wonderful it is that they still love each other and enjoy sex as much as they do after being married as long as they have. It kinda gives me a reason to hope.


I checked my email. There are several from Mr. C. I went through them first. The first two were just pictures of what I went through today at his house. The third was a warning that if I didn’t want to have another day like today I had better get it through my thick skull that until he tires of me my ass belongs to him and to anyone he allows to use it. He told me I have two days in which to get my shit together and he’ll pick me up at the statue on Tuesday morning at 10:00. I’m to tell Audrey and Carrie to be there, too.


I didn’t respond. Before I do I’m going to ask Jeff what I should do.


I answered a few emails from friends, deleted some spam, and then I put my computer to sleep and stretched out on my bed to call Paul. My phone rang just as I picked it up, startling the hell out of me. The call is from Jeff so of course I answered immediately. I said hello and as he began to explain why he called I was distracted by the thought that my friend, savior, and part time lover has been to bed with both me and my mother. I think that fact kind of freaked me out at first. Now I’m just amused.


I had to ask him to repeat himself. I missed the first part of his sentence while amusing myself with my lusty thoughts. He told me that he needs to talk with me, Carrie, and Audrey, tomorrow if possible. He asked me to coordinate with them and let him know what I work out. I asked if any particular time is best for him but he said he’s free all day. I thanked him for his help and said I’d call him right back.


I called Carrie first. She had no preference. She told me to talk to Audrey and let her know what we decide. I called Audrey and we decided on ten tomorrow morning at her house. Her mother has to work tomorrow and is off Monday and Tuesday. I called Carrie and told her what we decided. Then I called Jeff and told him.


With that all taken care of I called Paul. He’s still worried about me. The first words out of his mouth were to make sure I’m okay. Surprisingly, I’m more than okay. The uncomfortable conversations with my parents have taken a huge load off of me and now that I’ve recovered from Mr. C’s abuse I’m even feeling sad at the thought it may soon be over. Not so much the part about the dogs and the piss, but if I’m going to be honest with myself I have to admit that in retrospect even that appeals to something in me that I never realized was there until Mr. C brought it to the surface. I wouldn’t want to go through that again, I don’t think. But the thought of all the perverts watching that DVD and getting turned on is exciting. I just can’t help feeling that way.


Paul and I talked for over an hour. We finally had to hang up when his phone warned him the battery is low and he’s about to be disconnected. I said goodnight and hung up. Normally I would have picked up my book and read for an hour but I’ve been having a lot of trouble concentrating on my book lately. I got undressed and got in bed. Before I knew it, I was asleep, experiencing what should have been nightmares about the sort of things I did in Mr. C’s basement today but instead my dreams were strangely erotic.


I woke up early Sunday morning; too early to get ready to go to Audrey and Paul’s house. I dressed in the t-shirt and shorts I wore last night and went downstairs. I preheated the oven for bacon, made coffee and got the eggs out. I put the bacon in the oven to cook for half an hour and fifteen minutes later, when I heard my parents stirring, I made toast and eggs. When the smell of coffee and bacon brought them downstairs I had just finished putting breakfast on the table.


As we started to eat, dad said to mom, “I think we need to give her a raise. She has gotten very good at this.”


Mom grinned at me and replied, “Weren’t you listening yesterday? She has ten thousand dollars in cash in her closet. I’m thinking we should start charging her rent.”


She was kidding, but I must admit it did sound like a pretty fair idea. I offered to pay a reasonable amount for room and board.


Dad chuckled and said, “Save your money. If you have any left when it’s time to head off to college it will come in handy.”


After we ate we were sitting there finishing our coffee and talking. I told them I’m meeting with Jeff at ten and asked if they would like me to invite him over for dinner. They loved that idea. Mom is going shopping anyway so she’s going to pick up a nice roast for dinner. I offered to go shopping with her but explained that I don’t know why Jeff wants to meet with us or how long it will take. She told me to take my time. She prefers to shop early before the store gets too crowded.


Dad asked me what I plan to do with the money in my closet. I told him what Audrey told me to do with it. It made sense to him.


Mom got up to start cleaning up the kitchen but I chased her away and told her to go shopping. Dad went up to get ready for a round of golf with the three other duffers who make up his usual foursome but while he was getting ready he got a call from his golfing buddies. Two of them can’t make it so they’re canceling. Mom decided to drag him to the grocery store instead.


I cleaned up the kitchen. By the time I finished it was time to get ready to go to Audrey’s house. I went up, showered, and put on clean clothes. By the time I finished getting ready I was home alone and it was time to go.


I found Carrie waiting for me when I left the house. She asked me if I had any idea what Jeff is going to tell us. I had to tell her I don’t have a clue. We enjoyed a leisurely walk on a very pleasant summer morning, mostly in silence.


We stopped across the street from the Benedict Arnold statue on the way. I have a feeling that statue is going to remind me of all the excitement I’ve experienced over the last two weeks for a very long time. Now that I’ve calmed down from yesterday the thought of never again turning my body over to the control of Mr. C and any number of strangers leaves me feeling like I’ve suffered a loss. It’s like there’s a hole where all that excitement was. Even most of the bad stuff was exciting once it was over!


Carrie made a strange noise and said, “Sucks, doesn’t it?”


I nodded. Then, with a huge sigh, Carrie and I turned and walked the rest of the way to Audrey’s house. Paul answered the door. After sharing a hug and a kiss he asked me if I’m feeling better today. With a wry grin I responded, “I feel fine. What would you say if I were to tell you it makes me sad that soon it will all be over? I’ll never again be molested by Mr. C and his sleazy, child molesting customers.”


He chuckled and said, “The moron who occupies the bedroom next to mine feels the same way. I guess I understand. I guess it must have been pretty exciting. All three of you seem to feel the same way about it.”


Audrey called out from the upstairs hallway, “I heard that, dork!”


We ignored her. I asked Paul, “Does that bother you?”


He shook his head and said, “No. I wasn’t jealous of those assholes. And after all, I always enjoyed hearing about the things you did ... well, most of the things. Besides, if it weren’t for the mysterious Mr. C we never would have met.”


We heard a car pulling into the driveway. Paul opened the door and welcomed Jeff on the front steps. They came inside and I gave Jeff a hug. When he was here yesterday he met Paul and learned he’s my boyfriend. I guess that’s why he seemed so nervous when I hugged him. I leaned back, smiled up at him and said, “It’s okay, Jeff. Paul doesn’t get jealous.”


Audrey called out, “Don’t start without me! I’ll be right there!”


A minute later she came running down the stairs and we gathered at the kitchen table. Audrey asked if anyone wanted a drink or anything. No one did so she joined us. The three of us sat staring at Jeff, waiting to find out why we’re here.


He finally said, “I got some really mixed messages from you guys yesterday. I imagine Paul would be very happy to see an end to your afternoons of sexual servitude. But you three young ladies all seemed reluctant to end it. Do you still feel that way?”


Audrey nodded and said, “Yeah. I do. But he went too far with Kayla. If the asshole is going to get carried away I guess we have to do something.”


I added, “Carrie and I paused at the Benedict Arnold statue on the way over here. That’s where Mr. C always picked us up. We both felt a terrible sense of loss. Most of what we did there was humiliating. And it was often painful. But god it was exciting! And all three of us could have used the money he paid us when it came time to pay for college. If he just hadn’t gotten carried away. I could have handled the piss games if they hadn’t put that damn ring in my mouth. Once I calmed down the idea of fucking a dog didn’t seem so bad, not all the time but maybe now and then. Just not in the ass and I’m sorry but letting a dog fuck my mouth is going way too far.”


Jeff shook his head and said, “As Kayla can tell you, I’m no puritan. I’ve cheated on my wife with her and there have been a few times in my past when I have stepped out on her, too. Even so, I’m reluctant to say what I’m about to say. I believe I have some leverage over Richard Carter, or as you know him, Mr. C. To be honest, I don’t know exactly what that leverage is. One of my agents was assigned to do some preliminary surveillance yesterday. I wanted to learn his identity and try to find out something about his background.


“As it turned out, my agent knows Carter and knows all about his past. He has really upped his game, but he has apparently always been in the business of taking advantage of women and girls, especially young girls. As far as I can tell he hasn’t ever harmed anyone ... well, not physically anyway. But he has done some repulsive things to some innocent young girls. He has apparently narrowed his focus lately to just young girls. I guess that’s where the big money is.


“One of my more ingenious computer nerds has looked into his financials and checked to see if he’s wanted anywhere. There don’t seem to be any current warrants out, but I suspect a closer look into his activities over the last few years could probably correct that oversight.


“Here’s what I propose. If you’re certain you would like to continue going to his home, making those movies, putting on those shows and being abused, I believe we could go there and convince him to be more reasonable. The contents of his website on the dark web alone are enough to get him put in prison until he’s too old to get a hard on. And then, of course, there’s all the money he’s keeping in offshore accounts on which he has most certainly not been paying taxes. I don’t doubt that small warehouse he’s operating on the edge of town is full of illegal DVDs as well.


“I propose that you three girls and Paul talk it over and decide if you really want to continue this relationship, but with guardrails in place now. He’ll still have most of the power. But you’ll have me and what I’ve learned about him hanging over his head. He won’t be happy about it but he’s making too much money to close down shop and move his operation now if he can avoid it.”


We all looked at each other as though we could read each other’s mind. But mostly I looked at Paul. I’m pretty sure I know what he’ll want us to do. But he shrugged and said, “I’d like to kill him for what he did to you yesterday. But I’d be lying if I said that a lot of what I’ve heard about your time at that asshole’s house didn’t turn me on. And I really enjoy our time together when you get home from his place. So don’t base your decision on me. Another consideration is the money. I don’t know about you guys, but there’s no way my mom can put Audrey through college. On the other hand, I’m not the one whose throat is getting probed by oversized cocks.


“Kayla, if you keep going there it won’t have any effect on the way I feel about you. I suspect I proved that to you yesterday. And if you do want to quit going before he gets tired of you I imagine you have the leverage to do that now. So you three have to decide what you want. I’m not a factor.”


I leaned over and kissed him. Then I said, “You are most definitely a factor. If you want me to stop going I will happily quit right now. In a very short amount of time you have become very important to me. I don’t want to hurt you and I don’t want to lose you.”


“As long as you don’t go to the prom with Louis we’re cool.”


I had to laugh at that. But then I turned to Jeff and said, “It’s embarrassing to admit, but since I’ve already admitted it, I’d like to keep going over there until I come to my senses. I’m going for the excitement. But once I found out about the money ... I don’t want to saddle my parents with the cost of sending me to college or graduate with thousands upon thousands of dollars owed to some college that doesn’t need the money. I’d love to pay for my education with the money Mr. C is paying us.”


I turned to Carrie and said, “I’m pretty sure I know you well enough to know how you feel about it, slut.”


Carrie laughed and shrugged. Then she replied, “Unlike you two, I don’t know if I’ll be going to college. Despite what you might think, I’m not stupid. But I hate school. I always have. If I go back, I’ll save the money and if I change my mind I’ll have it for tuition. If I decide I don’t want to go to college I’ll have a pretty decent nest egg to keep me from living under and overpass.”


Everyone looked at Audrey. She blushed at the attention and said, “I hated it at first. Unlike you two, I didn’t go there willingly. The bastard was blackmailing me and forcing me. But by the time I left his house that first day I was a changed person. I had been humiliated and I had endured quite a bit of painful sex. But it had been the most exciting thing that ever happened to me. I don’t love it all. But I’m still having fun and I’ve really enjoyed watching my saving grow. I’m afraid, as stupid as I know it sounds, I don’t want it to end yet. I want to go back.”


We sat in silence for several minutes before Jeff said to me, “Email him when you get home. Tell him the three of you will be there on Tuesday but that he doesn’t have to pick you up. You’ll be at his door at ten o’clock. I’ll be with you but don’t mention that part.”


I turned to Paul and said, “Please promise me that you’ll let me know when you can’t take it anymore. I’ll take the time I spend with you, and with Jeff when he can get away, over that asshole and his money in a heartbeat.”


Carrie smiled and said to Jeff, “You should come to one of our little get-togethers someday. According to Kayla, you’re a pretty sexy dude.”


Jeff chuckled and said, “Too late. You’re all clients now. You’re off limits.”


Audrey quickly interjected, “You’re fired!”


Jeff got up and started to say goodbye and that he’d meet all three of us at the statue on Tuesday.


I asked him where he’s going. He told me he has a frozen pizza at home calling his name. I stood up, kissed Paul, and asked, “Are we still on for lunch tomorrow?”


He nodded and I turned to Jeff and said, “Sorry about the pizza. You have other plans. You’re coming home with me.” I glanced at the clock and added, “Mom probably already has the roast in the oven.”


He looks terrified at the thought of meeting my parents after the things we’ve done together. I smiled and said, “It’s okay. Relax, I promise you’ll be glad you came.”


I took Paul aside. I apologized for not staying around. Then I explained that Jeff is one of the men my parents enjoyed sex with before I came along and started cramping their style. I promised I’m not going to screw him.


Paul kissed me and said, “I wouldn’t screw him. But I like him. I’d rather you were having sex with him than Louis.”


He dodged my attempt to slap him and hissed, “Damn you! I told you I’ll quit going there if it bothers you! I’ll put...”


That was as far as I got before he put his hand over my mouth and said, “As long as you aren’t being hurt I don’t mind. I was telling the truth. When you guys talk about what you do there, and when we watch the DVDs, my cock gets so hard it hurts. I don’t want you to stop as long as you’re having fun.”


He took his hand off of my mouth and kissed me so hard it took my breath away. He finally leaned back and at the same time we said, “I love you.”


I sighed and said, “See you for lunch tomorrow. Meet at the statue at eleven?”


He nodded and I turned, grabbed Jeff’s arm and we left. All the way to his car, and then all the way to my house he told me how uncomfortable he is. He’s afraid they’ll somehow know we’ve been having sex. I didn’t tell him he knows my parents but I tried to assure him there would be no unpleasantness from my parents. Nothing I said calmed him down in the least but I figured as soon as he walked in the house and saw my parents he’d settle down.


As soon as she heard Jeff pull up and park in the driveway my mother stepped out of the front door and stood on the front porch grinning like a crazy woman. Jeff got out of the car and slowly started toward the little stretch of sidewalk between the driveway and the front steps. It wasn’t until he was on the sidewalk that he finally looked up and realized he knows my mother. He came to a sudden stop and I almost didn’t hear him when he said, “Lisa?!”


She laughed and demanded, “Get your sexy ass up here, darlin’!”


Jeff hurried up the steps and hugged mom with obvious enthusiasm and affection. They were still hugging and kissing when dad stepped out onto the porch. He stood watching the two of them with a huge grin on his face. It was kind of weird. I’ve never seen either one of my parents greet anyone who isn’t a close relative that way. I guess their relationship with Jeff was more than one of casual sex. I’m looking at genuine affection.


Mom and Jeff finally separated. Jeff and dad shook hands but then came together in a big old bearhug. It’s obvious they’re close friends, or that they once were. They have almost forgotten about me. They turned to enter the house before mom turned back and said, “Kayla? Aren’t you coming in?”


It wasn’t until I started inside that I remembered our plan for forging some kind of agreement with Mr. C. I’m going to have to tell my folks about what we decided at Audrey and Paul’s house this morning. I can’t imagine that being a comfortable conversation. But before anyone brings that up I’m suddenly a lot more curious about my parent’s relationship with Jeff.


From the time Jeff and I got out of the car I never said a word until dinner was over. Jeff and my parents talked steady, hinting at good times from the past and filling in the gap since they last saw each other which was apparently shortly after I was born. I just listened, and continued to listen as I got up and cleared off the table. I spoke for the first time after I’d finished cleaning the kitchen. I asked if anyone would like coffee or a cold drink. Jeff and dad opted for coffee. Mom got up and opened another bottle of wine. She smiled at me and grabbed two glasses. I had intended to leave them alone so they could talk but apparently I’m invited to join them. I sat back down and continued to listen without actually taking part in the conversation while I sipped on my wine.


I learned quite a bit about pre-Kayla and pre-Mrs. Clark lives as they brought up often amusing anecdotes from their past. They were obviously very close friends at one time. I don’t understand why they haven’t seen each other in fourteen years. When I finished my wine I stood up and said, “If you guys will excuse me, I suspect my presence is putting a damper on the conversation. If I go to my room you can talk more openly.”


As I started to turn away, Jeff said, “Hold on, Kayla. I think we need to discuss what we decided today with your parents. They need to know.”


I had hoped to avoid bringing that up. It had occurred to me while eating that there’s no reason to tell my parents I’m hoping to continue a somewhat milder version of my relationship with Mr. C. But mom would have probably figured it out before very long. Now that she’s aware of the changes Mr. C has brought about in me she’s watching me, and she’s pretty damn good at reading me. If it has to come out I suppose it’s better if Jeff is involved in the explanation. So I sat back down and slid my empty wine glass back over to mom for a refill.


No one spoke until after I had a large sip of my wine. Everyone’s looking at me now but I don’t have any idea what to say. How does a girl tell her parents she intends to continue submitting to the neighborhood child molester because she enjoys it?


Before I could figure out how to start, blushing and obviously uncomfortable, Jeff said, “I assume you know about Mr. C. If you didn’t, I doubt if you’d know about me and Kayla, and about my role in her recent walk on the wild side.”


Mom and dad both nodded.


“Has she told you what took place at his house?”


My parents nodded again.


“Kayla called me after her last visit to his house and told me he went too far. She asked to hire me to do something about him. We met up at Audrey and Paul’s house along with Carrie and I gathered all the information I could about what was going on. The thing is, all of them were more than a little depressed. They don’t really want it to end. They just want him to ease off a little. They want boundaries; not a lot of boundaries, but a few lines he won’t step over.


“My first reaction was that they’re all bat shit crazy. But last night I got to thinking about it, thinking back to the fun we used to have; the crazy things we used to do. The girls are in an entirely different situation, of course. But we had some pretty wild experiences back then. I still vividly remember how exciting our red-hot nights were when we got in the mood to play. So I came up with an alternative to ending it for them. I had some of my people do some research on the guy and I’m pretty sure I have enough leverage now to tone the old pervert down just a little.


“I’m glad to learn you’re aware of what she has been getting up to. Because I know you and because we were so close, I think you should be informed of what we have planned. I can’t in good conscience help Kayla and her friends continue submitting to him if you’re dead set against it.”


Mom and dad looked at each other for a moment. Then mom said, “We haven’t talked about it, of course. I’m not sure how Rob feels about it. But I have to admit, after Kayla finished telling me about the things she has been up to lately I had to go up and change my underwear. I never experienced a situation like the one in which she’s involved. But I remember how exciting it was when we used to get wild. I still miss the fun, the excitement we used to have in our lives. I understand how she feels. I worry about her. I can’t help that. But I’d be one hell of a hypocrite if I demanded that she put an end to it after the things I did when I was her age and all through the years up until I got knocked up and had to settle down and be a good mommy.”


Everyone turned to look at dad. He shrugged and said, “I don’t want to be a hypocrite either. I have to be honest, she’s my little girl. I can’t help worrying about her. I can’t say I don’t wish she were still the shy little virgin she was just two weeks ago. But if you can get the asshole to be reasonable, if I can be reasonably certain she won’t be harmed, I, too, remember how exciting a few hours of nasty sex can be. And if that Paul kid has his shit together, as much as Kayla seems to love him he should be able to help keep her head on straight; maybe keep her from thinking those things she does at Carter’s house are what life is all about.”


Everyone stopped talking, so I said, “Would it ease your minds a little if I brought Paul over so you can meet him? He really is special. I think you’d like him.”


Mom chuckled and said, “I hate to do that to the poor kid, but I would love to meet him. Why don’t you invite him over to dinner one night? Invite him and Audrey. I’d like to meet her, too.”


“I’d love to. Pick a night that’s good for you guys and I’ll get them over here if I have to do it at gunpoint.”


Mom turned to dad and said, “Rob, you don’t have any late-night plans this coming week do you?”


When dad shook his head she said, “Okay, why don’t you invite them over on Wednesday. If that isn’t convenient for them find out what day they prefer.”


I said that I would, then I stood up and said, “I’m going to go to my room and let you guys reminisce, unless you think you’d be more comfortable if I went out for a while.”


The three of them looked at each other for a moment before mom said, “Good night dear.”


I went around and kissed all three of them. I thanked my parents for being so understanding and so open minded and I thanked Jeff for his help. I got a glass of ice water and went upstairs but I didn’t immediately go to my room. I stood on the landing at the top of the stairs and listened for a while as they talked about the things they used to get up to before I was born. Some of it was pretty shocking. You don’t expect your mother to do the sort of things they were talking about, the things she did when she was younger. I was shocked but amused. Some of the things they used to do on their nights out really turned me on!


I finally went to my room and called Paul. After promising to make it up to him for leaving him horny this afternoon I invited him to dinner on Wednesday. I heard how uncomfortable the idea of spending an evening with my parents made him, but I assured him they’re pleasant and that even though they know we’re in love and having lots of sex they like what they’ve heard about him. I told him Audrey’s invited, too, and asked him to talk to her and his mother and see if they can make it that day. We talked for another hour before saying goodnight.


I turned my computer on and while it was booting up I got ready for bed. When I went across the hall to the bathroom I discovered my parents are no longer sitting at the kitchen table with Jeff. I can hear them in their bedroom. It sounds very much like Jeff is in there, too! That put a smile on my face!


I went to the bathroom and brushed my teeth. When I returned to my room I checked my email. Before I did anything else I emailed Mr. C and told him he doesn’t need to pick us up, we’ll be at his house at ten o’clock on Tuesday as ordered.


It was a light day for email. Only a few spams and an email from Carrie with a large attachment; the surprisingly large sexual history Don ordered Carrie’s mother to write about how she became his submissive little slut and all the things he made her do from back in their early teens. In her email, Carrie said it was the sexiest thing she ever read. From the time her Uncle Don was thirteen and her mother was not quite fifteen years old he had been her mother’s Mr. C! And it has been going on ever since!


I had just started reading the well written and surprisingly thorough document her mother wrote of the things Don has made her do over the past twenty odd years or so when my phone rang. The caller was unknown so I was about to dismiss the call when it occurred to me that it might be someone Mr. C asked to call me. I answered and sure enough, a male voice asked, “Is this Kayla Fuller?”


I suddenly realized my heart is beating like crazy in response to a fifty-fifty mix of fear and excitement. I took a deep breath and forced myself to calm down before tentatively responding, “Yes, this is Kayla.”


There was a long pause before he said, “I just read something about you and I’m wondering if it’s true. “Are you fourteen years old?”


“Yes, that’s true.”


“And do you really love to suck and fuck?”


“I do now.”


“What does that mean, you do now?”


I think it’s safe to assume the guy isn’t a friend of Mr. C’s. He’s too hesitant, too uncomfortable. For some reason that makes me feel more confident, though that’s probably the opposite of how I should be reacting. I finally responded, “When I got the first phone call in response to the message you found on the wall in that men’s room I was still a virgin. I have since had that little problem corrected.”


Following an uncomfortably long pause he said, “I’ve never done anything like this before. I hope you aren’t offended.”


“Not at all. When I received that first phone call I was so shocked I could hardly breathe. It took him a few days to talk me into meeting him. It was pretty intense, but it was also very exciting. I’ve only gotten one other call and it turned out even better. That guy is now a good friend of mine. I don’t see why we can’t be friends, too.”


“My name’s Barry, by the way. I know it’s late but ... well, do you think you could get out for a little while?”


“Yes, for a little while. What part of town are you in and do you have a place to go?”


“I have a temporary apartment on Spring Street. My wife has apparently found the man of her dreams and she divorced me a few months ago. It seems like my entire life is up in the air right now. I have a roommate, an old friend who is letting me use a spare bedroom until I find a place. But he won’t mind. What part of town are you in?”


“As it turns out, I’m only a few blocks away. You’re just a block from my school. I could be there in about half an hour if you’d like.”


“I’d love that! Do you know the Spring Valley Apartments?”


“Sure. I walk by there all the time.”


“I’m in building A, apartment four on the second floor.”


“I’ll be there in half an hour or less. See you then.”


“I’m looking forward to it.”


I wrote out a brief note telling my parents about the phone call, who I’m going to see, his phone number and where I’m going to meet him. I pulled on a pair of shorts and a crop top and slipped my sandals on. I didn’t have to sneak out. There’s so much noise coming from my parent’s room they wouldn’t have heard a marching band going down the hallway. I left the note on the kitchen table and hurried to my date with Barry.


I checked my phone as I climbed the stairs to Barry’s apartment. It has only been twenty minutes from the time we hung up. He has a nice voice. I heard a note of sadness, but he sounded like a nice guy. I know, it was only a ten-minute conversation, and he could still be a serial killer. But I think he’s going to be more like Jeff than like another Mr. C. I hope he’s as nice as his voice.


I knocked softly on his door. I took one step back and the door was opened immediately. I smiled at him and said, “Barry?”


He looks like he can’t believe his eyes! He didn’t respond for a moment. But he finally exclaimed, “My god! You’re beautiful!”


“Thank you. You aren’t so bad yourself.” Barry appears to be in his mid-forties. He’s at least six feet tall, maybe an inch or two taller. I wouldn’t say he’s a hunk, but he isn’t bad looking and he isn’t overweight. He’s clean shaven and he looks perfectly normal. He’s just a guy whose wife left him and he’s horny but has probably forgotten how to meet women and ask them out.


We stared at each other for a while before he seemed to snap out of his trance. He stepped back, opened the door, shook his head and exclaimed, “Oh god! I’m so sorry. Please, come in. I had no idea what to expect, though you sounded pretty on the phone, if a person can sound pretty. But you’re gorgeous! I wasn’t expecting that!”


“You’re sweet.” I held out my hand and we shook hands.


He shut the door and stepped back to look me over in the light. He shook his head and said, “I don’t know why you’re here; why you’re doing this, but I’m so glad you came.”


I smiled and replied, “If we get to be friends I’ll be happy to tell you all about how I came to be responding to phone calls from strangers looking for late night sex with a fourteen-year-old girl.”


He closed his eyes and groaned. He opened his eyes. He’s blushing a deep, dark shade of red. He said, “I would have sworn I’m not the kind of pervert who would look for sex from a young girl. I honestly thought it was some kind of ... I don’t know. Some kind of come on, like maybe an old hooker looking for customers or the thing I feared most, a police sting. You aren’t working for the cops are you?”


“I don’t work for the cops. I don’t do this for money. I could try to explain but it would take too long and it’s already past my bedtime. I’ve only been doing it for a couple of weeks but so far...”


I stopped explaining when a man dressed in only his jockey shorts came into the room. He stopped short when he spotted me and exclaimed, “Oh shit! I’m sorry! I didn’t know you had company, Barry!”


He turned around and hurried out of the room, to return a minute later wearing a robe and blushing. “I’m sorry. I just wanted to get a glass of water. I’ll be out of your hair in a minute.”


I smiled at him and said, “It’s not a problem. It’s your apartment, relax.”


Barry looked at me, then over at his roommate. He turned back to me and cocked an eyebrow. I knew what he was asking. I smiled, shrugged and said, “I don’t mind if you don’t, as long as we don’t take too much time. I need to get home and get some sleep.”


Barry turned to his roommate and said, “Chuck, this beautiful young lady is willing to provide both of us with what will almost certainly be the most exciting sexual experience of our lives.”


Chuck looked at Barry, obviously waiting for the punch line. To move things along a little I pulled my top off and dropped it on a nearby end table. Chuck stared at my exposed tits and asked, “How much?”


Barry smiled at him and replied, “Not a single cent. I’ll explain it all later. But it’s late and the young lady needs to get home and get to bed.”


“She looks awfully young ... but Christ! She’s gorgeous!!”


I’m certainly flattered. It would be fun to take our time and work our way up to the reason for my visit this evening. But it’s late and I can see I’m going to have to take the initiative. This little party still isn’t going anywhere. If I don’t move things along nobody’s going to get laid tonight.


I slipped my shorts off and moved closer to Barry. I smiled up at him and said, “Would you like to finish unwrapping your present?”


He grinned and eagerly replied, “I’d be honored.”


As Barry squatted down in front of me, Chuck moved until he was standing right beside us so that he can better watch my last garment being removed. I smiled at Chuck, then turned my attention to Barry as he grasped the waistband of my panties and slowly pulled them down to my ankles. I stepped out of them as he stood staring raptly at my pussy.


Despite the many drawbacks, and the often-painful encounters, I’ve really enjoyed giving up all control to those perverts when I report to Mr. C to serve as their little sex slave, most of the time anyway. This is the exact opposite of what I experience at Mr. C’s house. Now I’m enjoying the gentler lust of my two new friends, Barry, and Chuck. I love the way they’re looking at me and the totally non-threatening atmosphere. If they can get past staring at my naked body in awe and turn out to be fun once they finally get their clothes off, I think I’d like to come back for a visit when I can stay longer.


Barry finally stopped staring at my pussy, well, no. He didn’t stop staring at my pussy. But he finally began to caress me, and it turns out he’s very good at it. I eased my legs a little farther apart as his hands slid slowly up my thighs. I moaned in genuine pleasure. And then things got even better when Chuck moved behind me and began to explore my ass. I let them explore for several minutes before asking, “Do you guys want to do this in here or move to a bedroom?”


They looked at each other for a moment before Barry replied, “Let’s do it here. We’ll have more room.”


That’s my preference, too. I suggested, “You might want to get a blanket or a large bath sheet. We don’t want to stain your nice, plush carpet.”


Chuck hurried from the room and returned in only seconds with a blanket. He spread it out beside where Barry is still exploring my increasingly aroused body and stepped back. Barry and Chuck looked at each other. It’s obvious they’ve never done anything like this before. I stepped over onto the blanket, dropped down to my hands and knees and asked, “Who wants which end?”


Barry moaned and Chuck whispered to himself, “I’ve died and gone to heaven!”


They began to tear their clothes off and while they undressed, Chuck said, “She’s your date. Either end looks like heaven to me. Take your pick.”


They were naked in thirty seconds and I took a moment to look at what they have to work with. Neither man is hung like a horse, but they’re both reasonably well equipped. As long as they don’t reach orgasm in less than a minute this could be a lot of fun.


Chuck dropped to his knees in front of me. He caressed my hair and my cheek as he looked down at me like I’m some kind of goddess or something. I reached out and lightly ran my fingers over his fairly average, seven-inch cock and smiled at his sudden intake of breath. I leaned down, kissed the head of his cock, and then slowly slid my lips over the end of it and all the way down to the base.


Both men are looking at me in shock. Chuck exclaimed, “OH MY GOD!! Do you fuckin’ see this?!! I’m forty-five fucking years old and no woman has every done that to me before!! Sweetheart, will you marry me?!”


I slid my mouth off his cock long enough to say, “I don’t think my boyfriend would like that. But we can be friends and if you like we can do this again when we have more time. I could even bring one or two of my girlfriends with me. They like sex, too, and they’re very good at it.”


I took Chuck’s cock back into my mouth as Barry got into position behind me, gently pressed down on my back and worked his cock into my pussy. His cock is about the same length as Chuck’s, but it’s noticeably thicker and it feels very good as he slowly slides it into my juicy pussy.


Neither man lasted very long, but fortunately they lasted long enough. As excited as I have become, despite the lack of foreplay, I beat both of them to the goal line. They slid their cocks into me and explored all of the interesting places on my body they could reach, and I climaxed in no more than ten minutes or so. My orgasm seemed to set both of them off. We slowly separated and they gaped in disbelief when I turned around and licked and sucked Barry’s cock and balls until they were nice and clean.


When I finally sat up straight, both men were staring at me in awe. It was a long moment before Barry quietly said, “I’m not much of a lady’s man. I haven’t been counting but I’ve probably made love to five or six women over the years. I’ve never, ever met a woman as exciting as you; and you’re still a young girl!”


I held my hand over my pussy and asked where the bathroom might be found. Barry pointed down the hallway and said, “Second door on the left.”


I went to the bathroom and cleaned up a little. When I returned to the living room the two men were still standing where I left them, still with that very flattering look of awe on their faces. I gathered my clothes and began getting dressed while they stood watching with those flattering expressions on their faces. I smiled and said, “That was fun. Thank you, guys. You’re both very sweet. If you’d like, we should get together again soon; sometime when we have more time and can play around a little.”


They finally snapped out of their trances and started getting dressed. I started to leave before they were dressed but Barry said, “Hang on. It’s late. I’ll drive you home.”


“You don’t have to, it isn’t far.”


“I’ll feel better if I know you got home safe.”


So, I followed him out to his car. I told him how to get to my house but asked him not to park right in front of it. I figure my parents have enough to worry about. He parked a couple of houses up from my house. I kissed him and thanked him for the ride and for the very pleasant evening. We exchanged email address and I promised to come back for a longer visit as soon as we work out the when.


As soon as I entered the house I headed for the kitchen to retrieve my note. I’m too late. Mom is sitting at the table sipping a glass of water and holding my note in her hand. I got a glass of ice water and joined her at the table expecting to be chewed out for sneaking out of the house to meet a strange man. Instead, she smiled and asked, “Well, how did it go? Did you have fun?”


Even with our new, relaxed relationship I wasn’t expecting that reaction. I told her all about Barry and Chuck and what a really good time I had. Then I asked her about the history she and dad have with Jeff. I overheard scraps of it when I eavesdropped from the top of the stairs earlier but only enough to pique my interest.


She thought about her response for a moment and then said, “It’s a long story and it’s late. Let’s go to bed and I’ll see how much I have the nerve to tell you tomorrow when I’m more awake.”


On the way upstairs I asked, “Were you pissed when you found my note?”


She smiled and replied, “No. Concerned, but I understand. I know how exciting this all is, especially for a girl your age. I have to say, I think you’re handling it well, considering the strange situation into which you’ve managed to get yourself. I can’t help being a little jealous. I can just imagine what it would have been like if I were exposed to the things your Mr. C is putting you through when I was your age. The existence of those DVDs worries me. But I guess it’s a different time.


“I have to admit, I’d be more comfortable if you were just playing with Jeff and Paul.”


I chuckled and said, “And Audrey.”


She laughed quietly and said, “I’m having a lot of trouble adjusting to the new you. You’ve changed so much in such a short time. I’ll admit I used to worry that you were much too uptight. I didn’t want you to grow into a full-blown prig. I just hope you don’t go too far in the other direction.”


“Don’t worry too much, mom. One way or another, Jeff is going to handle Mr. C. I’m not ready for the fun to end but Jeff will either establish some borders or end it. If Mr. C can be reasonable, we’ll have more fun until he finds some new girls to play with. Then things will calm down. I’ll still have Paul, I hope. And I’ll still play with Audrey and Carrie. Can you believe I’m bi?! I had no idea! And I had a lot of fun this evening with Barry and Chuck. I’m looking forward to seeing them again when I can stay longer. I guess I blew it with Jeff. He was fantastic, but once I offered to hire him he cut me off. I’m hoping he’ll lighten up once he has taken care of Mr. C. On the other hand, he’s happily married and that kind of bothers me. I guess it doesn’t matter. I’m pretty sure once his wife comes back from visiting her parent’s he intends to go back to living the straight life.”


I sighed and added, “I suppose I’m going to have to get Jeff or Paul to do something about the message on that men’s room wall. I keep putting that off because just knowing my name and number are there is kind of exciting.”


Mom chuckled and said, “If I’d known how well it can work out for a girl, I’d have had someone write my name and number on men’s room walls all over town when I was your age.”


I said goodnight to mom and went to my room. After getting ready for bed I checked my email and sent Mr. C an email detailing my time with Barry and Chuck. I sent a copy of it to Carrie and Audrey. I decided to wait and tell Paul in person.


I slept better that night than I have since that first call from Mr. C. I awoke just before eight o’clock, long after my father left for work. When I went downstairs, mom was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and working on the crossword puzzle in the morning paper. I know she enjoys teaching but it’s obvious she’s feeling more relaxed now that school is out for the summer. I poured myself a glass of juice and joined her at the table.


As soon as I sat down she asked what I have planned for today. I told her about my lunch date with Paul. She seemed relieved, a benign lunch date. Nothing to worry about there. She smiled and said, “I’m really looking forward to meeting him. He sounds like an extraordinary young man. After all, he puts up with you.”


I smiled and replied, “That’s what I think, too. I’ve told him everything that’s happened to me. I can’t believe he still wants to be with me after all the nasty things I’ve done ... or even the milder things like spending time with Jeff or Barry and Chuck. Oh crap! He doesn’t know about last night yet!”


“How does he feel about that, about Jeff? And how do you think he’ll react to hearing about last night, or are you going to tell him?”


“He doesn’t like hearing about some of the bad stuff. It pisses him off and it pisses him off that I won’t let him do anything about it. He means well but I’m afraid he’d get hurt if he tried to intervene. Some of the milder things seem to turn him on, though. He has seen one of the DVDs they made of Audrey and had those same responses. He hasn’t asked to see my DVDs. I hope he doesn’t. I know some of the things he’d see would turn him on. But some stuff, especially the scenes with Louis, whom he hates passionately, would be a real problem for him.”


“From the little I’ve heard about Paul he reminds me of your father when we were young. Come to think of it, he reminds me a lot of your dad now.”


That reminded me. “Have you decided that you have enough nerve to tell me about your sordid past?”


She chuckled and replied, “This isn’t a conversation I thought I’d ever have with my daughter. To put things in perspective, your dad and I started slow. I have always been a bit of an exhibitionist. Shortly after we married, your dad caught me flashing some guy, giving him a good look up my very short skirt when we were eating out one evening. I didn’t realize he was aware of what I did until we got home and he all but tore my clothes off and we had an incredible bout of really rough sex. He didn’t explain what set him off until we were cuddling afterward. I was extremely embarrassed and felt terribly guilty, almost like I had cheated on him. I apologized and promised never to do it again.


“He said, ‘Like hell!! That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen!’ After that, my exhibitionism was something we shared, something we did as a couple. We went shopping and bought me a very sexy wardrobe and since then there’s no telling how many guys in this town have seen my tits and my pussy. I loved doing it because I was already a big exhibitionist but after that it was even more fun because we always ended up in bed after I flashed someone, fucking like a couple of rabbits.


“Another thing we enjoyed was reading a men’s magazine he was already fond of. People would send letters to the magazine about their sexual exploits, though I suspect they were a lot more fantasy than actual experiences. One of the subjects that turned both of us on were letters about couples having threesomes with other men. We talked about it, about trying it. I was more than willing but I must admit I was also very nervous. I was afraid your dad would get jealous if we actually tried it and it would damage out marriage.


“We looked through a few swinger contact magazines and fantasized meeting up with some of the men posting ads. But we never got up the nerve to actually answer anyone. Then, we met Jeff one evening at a cookout at the home of friends. They had a nice pool in their backyard and a lot of people were taking advantage. I was wearing one of my sexiest bikinis and ‘accidentally’ flashed more than a few of the guys there. Jeff was watching me and quickly figured out I was doing it on purpose and that your dad was watching from off to the side and getting turned on. I got out of the pool and joined your dad. Jeff came over and introduced himself. You’re well aware of how personable he is. The conversation got pretty spicy very quickly. We spent the rest of the evening with him and when we left he followed us home.


“We really hit it off and very quickly ended up in bed. I still regard it as one of the most erotic nights of my life. After that, Jeff often joined us when we went out and showed my horny ass off around town. We even took a few vacations together and really went wild.


“Jeff, your dad and I tried a lot of things as a threesome, things I’m pretty sure we wouldn’t have done if Jeff weren’t there. There were several gangbangs. We experimented with bondage, something I found really exciting. I was talked into putting on a show with a dog for the entertainment of half a dozen guys and it was so much fun we did it again, half a dozen times.


“The guys used to take me to a small photography studio in Vergennes. I used to pose nude for an hour or two. And one time they took me to an adult bookstore and I ended up giving several blowjobs in a booth in the back. I never saw the guys I sucked off. They would enter the next booth and stick their dicks through a hole in the wall. I’d suck them off while Jeff and your dad took turns fucking me from behind.


“It was all incredibly exciting but Jeff stepped back after he met the woman he would eventually marry. I’ve met her. She’s very nice. But she’d never do any of the things I’ve been doing and we all knew it. We maintained a platonic relationship with Jeff for a while. But after he started his business and developed a reputation as one of the best detectives in the state we saw less and less of him. It’s really sad. I loved Jeff nearly as much as I do your dad. We had a fantastic time until Jeff became normal.”


“Holy shit mom! I almost can’t believe it! How in hell did you raise the girl I was before Mr. C came into the picture? I was well on my way to becoming that prig you were worried about.”


She shrugged and said, “Perspectives change when you have a kid, especially when you have a daughter. We talked about maybe finding some way to shake your tree just a little bit over the last year. But we didn’t know if we should and we didn’t know how. In the end we decided to let you be who you were going to be. It didn’t seem right to try nudging you into being more open, and certainly not into going as far as we had. I guess now you can understand why we aren’t as freaked out as normal parents would be about the things happening in your life now.”


I glanced at the clock and said, “I need to go upstairs and change my underwear. And it’s time to get ready. I’m meeting Paul in the park at eleven.”


As I showered, selected my sexiest outfit and got dressed to go out I couldn’t get the images of my parents and the things they did with Jeff out of my head. I started thinking I’d have to take Paul somewhere and rape him. We can’t go to his house. His mother is off today. I thought about maybe sneaking in a quickie if we could find a safe place in the park. But then something else occurred to me. I can bring him home with me! I’m reasonably certain my mother won’t object, not after everything I just heard.


On the way to the front door I went around behind mom, gave her a huge hug and told her how much I love her. I thanked her for opening up to me and told her what a relief it is to learn I come by my sexual instincts naturally. I kissed her cheek and told her I’d probably be back in an hour or two.


Chapter 14


I arrived at the statue of Arnold to find Paul waiting patiently. We hugged and kissed for several minutes and all the while I was wondering how Paul would react if I invited him home. We walked the several blocks to a small Italian Restaurant we both like. When I sat down at our table, with my mother’s story in mind, I made no attempt to straighten my short skirt which had all but given up on the job of protecting my modesty. My panties are only a fraction of an inch from showing. I’m certain they’re visible to several of the guys seated nearby. I saw Paul glance down and then look up at my face. Paul is a very perceptive young guy. He knew in an instant I’m well aware of how exposed I am and I’m purposefully not doing anything about it. We smiled at each other and he quietly said, “You make me so fuckin’ hot! If my mother weren’t home we’d skip lunch.”


I replied, “Don’t worry. I have a plan to take care of that for you after we eat.”


Long before our light meal arrived we were being entertained by the lustful looks of several men seated at two nearby tables. We acted unaware and carried on a quiet but lust filled conversation throughout our meal.


After we left the restaurant we headed back toward the park. I think Paul expected to help me find some private place there. When I continued walking past the park he finally asked me where we’re going. I just smiled and said, “You’ll see. Just be patient for a few more minutes.”


It’s a good thing Paul doesn’t know where I live. He knows I live on this street but as I led him up the walk to my front door he whispered, “Who lives here? Do they know you’re bringing me?”


I smiled, opened the door and dragged him inside. I heard mom doing something in the kitchen and pulled Paul along. He’s uncomfortable but not as uncomfortable as he’s about to be. Mom heard us coming up behind her and turned around. She realized the boy with me must be Paul and she smiled when I said, “Mom, this is Paul. We can’t go to his house. His mom is off today. Is it okay if I take him up to my room?”


Paul pulled his arm out of my grip and in a loud whisper he exclaimed, “Kayla!!! Are you out of your mind?!!”


Mom’s smile never wavered. She calmly replied, “Paul! I’ve heard so much about you. It’s good to finally meet you. From what Kayla tells me you’re just about the perfect young man. In my opinion, you’re much too good for her. I want to thank you for helping her to get through some of the rough shit Mr. C and Louis are responsible for putting her through. I don’t have a problem in the world with you spending some quality time in bed with her. You’re so good looking, I’m just sorry I’m too old for you. You’re a real hottie.”


Still blushing a dark shade of red, Paul smiled and said, “You’re pretty damn hot yourself. You don’t have to take a backseat to any girl I know.”


Mom smiled, kissed Paul on the cheek and said, “He’s a keeper, Kayla. Try not to screw it up too badly.”


Then she turned to me and said, “Go ahead, you two have fun.”


We were halfway up the stairs before Paul couldn’t hold back any longer. In a loud whisper he exclaimed, “I can’t fucking believe this!!! In my wildest dreams I never imagined the mother of a teenage girl encouraging me to take her daughter to her bedroom to have sex! I think I really like your mom!”


“Yeah, she is kind of cool, isn’t she? Dad’s cool, too. I know you’ll like him.”


As soon as we closed my bedroom door behind us we hurried out of our clothes, throwing them everywhere in our rush to get in bed. I pulled my covers back and we made all kinds of love for almost two hours. We lay there on our sides, facing each other, holding each other and breathing heavily when it was over. When I could finally talk I said, “Would you like to hear what I did last night or would you rather not know about it?”


“It depends. Was it a good experience or a bad one?”


“A good one. But I always feel guiltier telling you about the good ones. It isn’t right that I enjoy that kind of thing with someone who isn’t you.”


“I’d rather hear about the good ones. At least they tend to turn me on. The bad ones just make me mad.”


I told him about the late-night phone call and my meeting with Barry and Chuck. While I told my little erotic tale I held his soft cock in my hand, using it as a sort of thermometer to gauge his reaction. It was quickly obvious he enjoyed the story. When I reached the end of my erotic little tale I asked, “Since that seems to have entertained you, would you like to go with me when I see them again? I’m going to invite Audrey and Carrie, too. If you’re there it will be three against three, a much fairer contest.”


He chuckled, but then thought about for a minute. At last he said, “I think I might like to be there. I must admit, now that I’ve gotten used to it, the idea of you having sex with other men is becoming more of a turn on than I would have thought possible. I enjoy it that much more when the guys are just normal men, not assholes like Carter and Louis.”


I smiled and said, “You’re turning into my father. He loves watching mom with other guys. You should hear about the shit they did with Jeff before Jeff got married. They were pretty wild.”


We finally dragged ourselves out of bed. Paul reached for his clothes but I grabbed his hand and pulled him across the hall to the bathroom and we took a long, hot, very friendly shower. By the time we dressed and got downstairs my dad was just coming in the door. I felt Paul tensing up. But dad smiled and said, “You must be Paul. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Between Kayla and Jeff, I’ve heard a lot of good things about you.”


Paul obviously finds it even more difficult to believe my dad isn’t upset seeing us coming down from upstairs together. I just grinned, pointed at Paul’s face and said, “Dad, see that shade of red? That’s the color I want my first car to be.”


Dad laughed and finally Paul couldn’t help it. He joined in the laughter. Dad said, “You can’t blame the poor guy, Kayla. I’m still embarrassed when your mom’s parents learn we’ve been having sex.”


He glanced toward the kitchen and whispered, “Of course, they’ve got two of the biggest sticks up their asses and they’re never going to change. Your mom still tells me they’re going to warm up to me any day now.”


I walked Paul outside and told him I’d see him tomorrow after Jeff takes Audrey, Carrie and me to Mr. C’s house for ... well, for whatever happens when we get there. I like Jeff and I trust him. But despite his confidence, I’m not convinced things are going to turn out okay tomorrow.


We hugged and kissed until I was certain all the neighbors are now certain I’m not a lesbian. Then we said good night. I watched him walk away, wishing very much that he could stay, that we could spend the entire summer vacation in my room. I was still staring after him when mom came to the door and called me in for supper.


While we ate, mom and dad asked me a thousand questions about Paul, about how much I’ve told him and how he’s taking it. I told them, everything. He knows about everything that’s happened to me since my first visit to Mr. C’s house. He has had two reactions. He would love it if I’d let him kill Mr. C and Louis. On the other hand, much of the other adventures I’ve had, for instance my time with Jeff and with Barry and Chuck, have turned him on. I even offered to take him along the next time I visit Barry and Chuck and he’s looking forward to it.


They had both been impressed by Paul. Mom even said she wishes she were younger. He’s very good looking. I pointed out to her that, while she’s not a teenager any longer, she’s still pretty damn hot. Maybe when Paul calms down she can talk him into something. Then I remembered the diary Carrie’s mother sent me. I told her it’s pretty hot and asked if she’d like to read it. I wasn’t surprised when she asked me to forward it to her. I really like the new us.


We talked about a lot of things that night; everything but what I, or we, hope will be the outcome of our confrontation with Mr. C tomorrow. We spent more time just sitting around talking than we ever have before. We talked so much my parents would have missed several of their favorite television shows were it not for DVR. It was almost ten o’clock when we finally said goodnight and I went to my room.


I woke up my computer and checked my email. After deleting the spam I started with the email from Mr. C. He’s very pleased with my detailed account of my tryst with Barry and Chuck. That I pleased the old pervert just warms the cockles of my heart. I responded to emails from Paul, Audrey and Carrie. Paul seems to have finally calmed down after his afternoon spent at my house. Now that he no longer fears for his life he has come to the conclusion that my parents are pretty damn cool.


It took me a while to finally get to sleep. It isn’t that I’m nervous about tomorrow. It’s more like I’m anxious to get it over with, to see how it turns out. I lay in bed for quite a while thinking about possible outcomes and looking forward to seeing Jeff wipe the smug expression off of Mr. C’s face. But I finally fell into a sleep so deep that I didn’t wake up the next morning until my mom finally woke me up at eight-thirty.


I took a quick shower and got dressed. I’m too anxious to eat anything so I sat at the kitchen table with mom, had a glass of juice, and we talked until Carrie knocked on the front door. It was time to head for Arnold’s statue. On the walk I told Carrie how exciting her mother’s diary is and asked her how it’s going with her Uncle Don. She’s still enjoying the hell out of it, though she is still adjusting to the deep dive into her mother’s sexuality.


We met up with Audrey at the statue. We only had time to talk for a few minutes before Jeff pulled into the parking lot. I had to assure her that everything is cool with my parents. They met Paul and really like him and since she and Carrie and I have become so much closer lately they just want to meet her. Once reassured, she said that it must be so great to be so open with my parents about sex. I told her it’s still pretty new to me. I’m still getting used to the idea. But yeah, it’s a huge relief to be able to be so honest with them.


Jeff explained his plan before leaving the parking lot, emphasizing gaining entrance before Mr. C realizes Jeff is with us. It’s a simple plan, developed after two of his operatives closely examined the front porch, locating the cameras and determining how best to avoid them.


We parked a couple of houses down from Mr. C’s house and we three girls walked calmly down the sidewalk and approached the front door openly. Jeff took a path that his people predetermined is not covered by the several cameras guarding the approach. I rang the doorbell. Louis answered the door almost instantly and as soon as Audrey, Carrie and I stepped through the front door, Jeff stepped out into the open and walked through the door as if he thought Louis was holding the door for him, too.


Louis stood there, eyeing our calm, smiling male escort for a moment and looking very surprised. No one thinks Louis is a candidate for MENSA. So we weren’t shocked when it took him a long moment to process the unexpected guest. A minute passed before he called out, “Mr. C! There’s some guy here!”


Mr. C appeared in the foyer a moment later and Louis asked, “You want me to get rid of him?”


Mr. C did a quick appraisal of Jeff and apparently realized that Louis may be the larger of the two but he is almost certainly out of his league. He ordered Louis to close the door and said to Jeff, “You don’t look like you’re selling Girl Scout cookies. Can I help you?”


Jeff, still smiling confidently, responded, “Relax Mr. Carter. This isn’t a home invasion, this time. We just need to have a little talk.”


“And suppose I’m not in the mood for a little talk?”


“Then I guess I’ll just have to put you out of business.”


“Are you threatening me?”


“I don’t make threats. But I didn’t come here to put you out of business. I’m just here to level the playing field for the girls a little. Think of me as their agent. You went too far last Saturday. I’m here to set things right. Kayla is a friend, and now Audrey and Carrie are my friends, too. We talked it over and they made it clear they don’t want to stop coming here. We are all of the opinion that you need to have some boundaries. Not a lot, just a few commonsense lines you can’t cross. You’ll still have all the power. But they want to have just a very few limits on what you can do to them. You’ll still be able to plow your growing fortune into all those offshore bank accounts and entertain your perverted friends.”


“What if I don’t care what they want?”


Jeff smiled and said, “I’ll start with a phone call to my office. Do you have any idea how easily a good hacker can drain an offshore account? I was pretty surprised myself. And then there’s the police. I’m sure they’d be less than amused by your website and your DVD business. You could try to scrub your internet presence. But my people have already cloned your site. And I have your client list. I imagine the cops would like to get their hands on that.”


“How do I know you can do what you say you can?”


“Let’s go into the other room. I’ll show you what I have and what I can do and see if I can’t convince you that in the long run you’re better off to accept some limits on your little home business.”


Mr. C had a quick, whispered conversation with Louis and sent him to his office. The five of us went into the living room. Jeff sat on the couch and invited Mr. C to sit beside him. He placed the folder he’s carrying on the coffee table and opened it. Mr. C glanced down and blanched. I’m sitting near them, close enough that I can see the top sheet of paper in the folder is a list of Mr. C’s bank accounts and the current balances. I knew the son of a bitch had money pouring in, but damn! He must have more money than Bezos and Gates combined!


Mr. C finally seemed to accept that Jeff is in a position to cost him a lot of money. He sat back and looked more closely at Jeff for a moment before saying, “You look familiar. Do I know you from somewhere?”


“We’ve never met. You may have seen me on the news from time to time lately.”


“What is it you want from me?”


“Nothing too extreme. You’ll still be the highest paid pimp in the world and you’ll still have access to all this prime young pussy. I think the best place to start is what took place in your basement last Saturday.”


Mr. C turned and glared at me, then looked back at Jeff. Jeff said again, “You went too far. Kayla was willing to give you almost total control of her life and body. You went too far when you let that dog fuck her mouth and you let Louis and the dog fuck her unprepared ass. She would have hated it, but she was willing to let you make her fuck the damn thing. And she would have tolerated being used as a urinal if you hadn’t put that ring in her mouth. The girls want you to understand they don’t want dog cocks in their mouths and they don’t want guys pissing in their mouths. I think those are pretty reasonable requests.


“Except for that, you can still use them pretty much as you have been. And then there’s that ass hole, Don. Kayla made it clear she was willing to get together with Carrie, her mother and Don to play the little games he so enjoys. But you already put enough demands on her life. She doesn’t need another man controlling her. You may feel free to use her pretty much as you have been until you tire of her. She’s even been enjoying meeting up with the men who have called her as a result of finding her number on the wall of the men’s room on Rivers. But you don’t get to control her entire life. Does all that seem reasonable so far?”


After a long pause, Mr. C, with obvious reluctance, said, “I guess I can live with that. Some of the perverts will be disappointed. Louis isn’t going to like it. But I suppose you’re being reasonable.”


“There are two more things. First, each time the girls are featured in one of your internet broadcasts they will receive one hundred thousand dollars. That also applies to each time they star in one of your DVDs, they’ll be paid that same amount. That’s to be retroactive.”


Carried, Audrey and I all gasped loudly. Jeff hadn’t mentioned anything to us about the money.


Jeff continued, “I imagine that pisses you off. But be reasonable. You’ve already got more money stashed away than you can ever spend.”


Mr. C turned dark red and glared at Jeff. Jeff just smiled a friendly smile, picked up the copy of Mr. C’s banking information and handed it to him. Mr. C finally sat back and sighed in resignation. Several minutes passed before he said, “I guess I can live with that. What else?”


“I’m going to be monitoring your business from now on. I very much disapprove of you and what you do to these young girls. But Carrie, and to a lesser extent Kayla, put themselves in your hands willingly. I’ve talked to them and they’ve convinced me that until you started going much too far they were having fun. I can’t deny that I can understand how some of what they have been through could be exciting. I’m not a total prude. What you did to Audrey is different. She was raped and blackmailed. If I could prove either you or Louis orchestrated that, the money you have stashed would already have shown up in the accounts of major charities all over the country. I won’t say anything if you sucker girls in the way you got Kayla, or if they offer themselves up the way Carrie did. And if you really feel the need to include some of the nasty stuff and can work out a reasonable payment for it with the girls, well, that’ll be between you and them. But I’m going to be watching. No more coercion. Does that sound fair?”


Mr. C turned to Audrey and asked, “Do you want out?”


Audrey looked at me and then at Jeff. She blushed and said, “No. Not now. The first month or two I did. I guess you’re turning me into as big a pervert as these other two sluts.”


He actually chuckled at her response! Then he turned back to Jeff and asked, “Is that it?”


“One more thing. My people have gone through the DVDs you’re selling on your website. Too many of those girls are much too young. These three are too young, but I suppose they’re capable of making the choice. The next time I see a new girl who is any younger than these three I’ll close you down. I can pretty much understand how you feel about all this. But put it in perspective. You already have more money than you can spend. If you decide you can’t live with these few reasonable restrictions you would have to shut down everything and move your entire operation. That would be expensive. And in all modesty, I’m reasonably certain I could track you down and put an end to it for good. I can assure you I’d enjoy it. I have a young daughter. The idea that there are men like you out there preying on young girls disturbs me.”


Mr. C sighed heavily and said, “I suppose I’d be foolish to not take you up on your offer.”


Louis interjected, “Mr. C! Man, just say the word. I can make this dude sorry he ever barged in here!”


Mr. C smiled and said, “Down, Louis. I suspect you underestimate our guest.”


He looked around the room at me, Carrie and Audrey and said, “I’ll go over my records and I’ll have checks ready for you girls the next time you come. Audrey, you have just become a very wealthy young woman. I suspect I owe you pretty close to two million dollars. Knowing that, do you still wish to continue with our relationship?”


Audrey shrugged and replied, “It isn’t all strawberries and whip cream. But I’m having fun now. Especially since you brought these two sluts in. Yeah, I’m not ready to quit yet. We didn’t know about the money. Jeff didn’t mention that to us. When he told you about it was the first time we heard about it. The money will sure help. It’ll put me and my brother both through college and take a huge load off of my mom’s shoulders. But you already know we weren’t doing this for the money. Can I ask you a question, though?”


Mr. C nodded.


“How pissed off are you that we brought Jeff into this? Are you going to be looking for some other way to pay us back?”


He smiled and said, “That was my first inclination. But I’ve calmed down. I’m not fond of having someone come in and tell me what I can and cannot do. But I guess the few limits your friend has placed on my little hobby are reasonable. I imagine Louis isn’t going to be happy about it. But he’s already made more money working for me than he would have made in a lifetime sweeping floors and cleaning bathrooms if I hadn’t put him to work. I imagine he’ll adjust.”


Jeff got to his feet, picked up his folder and asked, “Did I screw up your schedule? Do you still want the girls here today?”


Mr. C glanced at his watch and said, “I’m sure we can find something to do. I had Louis post a notice postponing our next show and call a few scheduled guests to put them on hold until I figured out what you want. Louis, call them and tell them the coast is clear and make sure you’re ready for our next broadcast.”


Mr. C then asked Jeff, “How would you like to be in a movie?”


Jeff laughed and replied, “I have a feeling that would not be good for either my business or my marriage. But thank you for the offer. Girls, have fun. Let me know if you have any further need of an agent.”


Jeff turned to leave. I said, “I’ll be right back.” I followed Jeff outside. We stopped at the sidewalk and he turned to see why I’m following him. I threw my arms around him, thanked him and asked how much I owe him.


He put his arms around me, kissed me on the forehead and said, “You prepaid. You paid me in the back of the van and then in that seedy motel. And your parents gave me one hell of a tip.”


“No, Jeff. You were fantastic in there. And much to my surprise, that horny old pervert is going to put me through college thanks to you. I want to pay you.”


He smiled down at me and said, “Your parents are two of the most wonderful people I ever met. I would have helped you even if you and I didn’t have such a warm relationship. And besides, I enjoyed that. I would have preferred putting him in prison where he belongs. But if you kids are having fun I can wait.”


I growled in frustration but then a lightbulb lit up over my head. I grinned and said, “How about the barter system? I’ve heard that a lot of guys are into doing mothers and daughters. I’m almost certain I can talk mom into it. Your wife will be out of town for another week, right?”


After a long, thoughtful pause he said, “I’m not sure how I feel about that. But I can’t deny there’s enough of a pervert in me to find it tempting. Tell you what, how about if I call them and see what they think of the idea? I’ve got to go now and you have a date inside. I’m sure they’ll let you know what they think of the idea when you get home. See you later, sweetheart.”


I turned and returned to Mr. C’s house. I was a bit surprised when I walked back into the living room. Everyone is still dressed except that Carrie is on her knees sucking on Mr. C’s cock and Audrey is providing that service to Louis. But no one is holding a camera. The guys are fully dressed except that their cocks are sticking out through their flies. They’re watching the DVD of my last visit, the time I spent being raped in the basement. Everyone is ignoring me so I sat in a nearby chair and watched the DVD. It’s still in the beginning. I’m still being raped by humans.


I had only just taken my seat when the doorbell rang. Mr. C sent me to admit his guests. I was expecting a handful of horny old perverts anxious to fuck my two friends and me. Actually, not so much expecting as looking forward to. Instead, I opened the door to find Don and Carrie’s mom. I got a dirty look from Don. But Carrie’s mom looks nervous and embarrassed. From what I’ve read about her, though, I would be very surprised if she isn’t as horny as I am.


I closed the door behind them and led them to the living room. Carrie’s mom came to a screeching halt when she spotted Carrie sucking on Mr. C’s big cock. Don pushed her into the room and guided her over to Mr. C. He brought her to a halt by the arm of the couch so that she’s looking right down at her fourteen-year-old daughter sucking on a forty-year-old man’s cock and said, “Mr. C, this is my big sister, Beverly, or Bev. But you can call her cunt or slut or whatever.”


Mr. C looked her over and said, “Not bad, Don. I read her diary. It was pretty hot. After all that fucking and sucking you put her through I expected her to be all worn out. She’s almost as hot as her little girl. How old is she?”


“She just turned thirty last month. One of my friends knocked her up when she was sixteen. The asshole really pissed me off. I had to go a few months with nothing but blowjobs. But it was almost worth it. I used to really enjoy it when she’s suck me off while she was nursing on Carrie. I think she got a bigger kick out of it than I did.”


The doorbell interrupted just as Mr. C filled Carrie’s mouth with a load of slimy cum. I started to get up but I saw Louis had just filled Audrey’s mouth with a load of hot cum. He got up and headed for the door so I sat back down. A minute later he came back into the living room followed by six dirty old men. By that I mean older men with dirty minds, typical customers of Mr. C’s website. Half of them took seats around the room. Their attention alternated between the four females in the room and the DVD of me being raped in the basement on my last visit. It’s almost to the scene where they bring in the first of the dogs, the one that fucked my mouth.


I examined the group of lecherous men as they stood just inside the room or sat in the available seats and examined the four females in the room, leering like cartoon characters and obviously anxious to get at us. Mr. C stood up and welcomed them while Louis went about setting up the cameras and the laptop computer with which he’ll broadcast the show we’re about to put on. I listened as they discussed our relative merits and how much they’ve enjoyed the shows we’ve put on and our hot DVDs. One of the men, the one who appears to be the oldest of the men who just arrived, walked around Beverly, running his hands over her body as she stood there blushing furiously but meekly allowing any indignity.


I concentrated on her face, on the look in her eyes, trying to decide how she’s reacting. I’ve known Beverly most of my life. Or perhaps I should say I thought I knew her. Her daughter has been my best friend for almost ten years. I’ve recently learned that I never really knew her. I’ve always thought she was a normal mother of a daughter my age. At times she was almost like a second mother to me. But after reading the account of her life as her younger brother’s sex slave, a status which continues to this day, I’m not surprised to see how turned on she is as that strange man circles her, caressing her body as if he has every right to do so.


I listened as the man taunted her. “So, you’re little Carrie’s mama. Me and my friends are here to fuck your baby girl today, mama. And you’re going to help us. But don’t worry. You’re gonna get plenty of hard cock, too. I’ve never fucked a mother and her daughter before. It sounds like such a fucking hot thing to do, doesn’t it?”


I almost couldn’t hear her whispered, “Yesssss!”


The old fart chuckled at her response and said, “You’re pretty damn hot for a woman with a kid her age. You must have started pretty young. How old are you, bitch?”


“Thirty ... I just turned thirty.”


“And if I recall correctly, your little baby cunt is fourteen. Is that right?”


“Yes sir.”


“So you got knocked up when you were sixteen?”


“Fifteen, sir.”


“Who got your cherry, bitch? Your daddy?”


She pointed at Don who’s standing nearby listening with a huge grin on his face and said, “He did, my little brother.”


The old fart laughed, as did most of the men who arrived with him and who have been standing around listening to them. Then he asked, “He fuck you a lot when you was kids?”


“Yes sir. I’m his sex slave. I’ve been his slave since he took my cherry. He’s been fucking me most of my life.”


“How does your husband feel about that, or are you married?”


“I was married. We’re divorced. He didn’t know ... I don’t think.”


“Does your brother fuck your daughter, too?”


“He does now. He came here and fucked her on one of Mr. C’s shows about a week ago. He’s been fucking both of us since then, he and some of his friends.”


“Shit! I wish I’d a had a sister like you!”


She had no response to that.


I was momentarily distracted when another of the new arrivals moved behind my chair and began exploring my tits over my clothing. But I didn’t even turn my head to see which of the men it is. It doesn’t matter. I continued to concentrate on the DVD playing and on the man molesting Beverly, just as all the men in the room are doing.


The unscripted fun and games were interrupted by Louis who called out, “Mr. C, two minutes.”


Mr. C directed all the females to stand in a line in the center of the room and asked the men to take their seats. Louis picked up the camera connected to the laptop and when it was time for the show to start he nodded at Mr. C.


Louis panned the camera down the line of girls. We’re lined up starting with Beverly, then Carrie, Audrey and me. Apparently, Mr. C and Louis discussed the script before we arrived. After scanning all four of us briefly, Louis pointed the camera at Beverley and Mr. C asked her all the standard questions. There were a few extra questions in her case since, unlike the three of us on our first visits, Bev isn’t a virgin. She was forced to provide a brief account of her early sex life at the hands of her brother, Don.


After a brief synopsis of her sexual history, Mr. C asked her, “And who is the young lady standing beside you?”


“My daughter, Carrie.”


Louis pointed the camera at Carrie and once again she was asked the standard questions, name, age, and sexual experience. We’ve already agreed between us girls that Mr. C doesn’t need to know what we do amongst ourselves after we leave here.


Audrey was next and then me. After the female cast of characters was introduced, the camera once again focused on Bev. Mr. C ordered Carrie to stand behind her mother and undress her. I imagine Don has had Carrie and her mother in so many sexual situations in the last week or so that performing with her mother is no big deal. The most difficult part was probably having to reach around her mother to unbutton her blouse.


Carrie quickly had her mother naked. I’m impressed! I hope I look that sexy when I’m thirty and have given birth!


Carrie returned to her place in line as soon as Bev was naked. No one was surprised when Bev was ordered to return the favor. I suppose the novelty of watching a mother and her teenage daughter undress each other must have appealed to a lot of the perverts who are paying to watch.


Paying to watch! It just struck me. I’m earning one-hundred-thousand-dollars! And based on my previous visits, after the internet show is over we’ll make a DVD. That will mean another hundred thousand! We’re each earning two-hundred-thousand-dollars today! Shit! For that much money I’ll suck off another fucking mutt! I’m not going to volunteer. But if he orders me to I’m not going to argue about it. I will, however, ask him how much extra he’s going to pay me.


After Carrie and her mother stripped each other off, Audrey and I were ordered to undress each other. That didn’t take long. Mr. C tossed me a blanket. No orders were necessary. I spread it out on the floor in front of us. He then ordered all four of us into sixty-nines on the blanket. I wondered if that might be a problem for Carrie and her mom. But they dropped down with no sign of discomfort and went right to it. I suppose Don has already made them do it, or some version of it, enough times that it’s no big deal.


Audrey and I struggled to appear reluctant. But it was just an act. We learned how much we enjoy this the first day we got together at Mr. C’s direction. We’ve been spending hours together nearly everyday since he told Audrey to clue me in on what life as his property is like.


We spent fifteen or twenty minutes entertaining each other, the six men who came here to have sex with us, and the thousands of perverts paying to watch the show on Mr. C’s website. Some signal must have been given to the six men watching in the room. They all stood up at the same time and rapidly undressed.


I suppose everything has already been planned out and everyone but the four females in the room knew what to do in advance. As soon as they were naked, the men got us up on our hands and knees facing in alternating directions. It’s sex with strange men so it’s at least mildly amusing. But except for the first scene where a mother and her teenage daughter undressed each other I can’t imagine this little orgy is going to entertain Mr. C’s jaded customers. No virgins, no animals, no bodily waste, no pain. I’ve never seen one, but this sounds to me like an almost normal porn film except that three of the starlets are in their early teens.


It got a little nastier after the six men ran out of erections and we girls ended up back in the sixty-nine-position doing clean-up. Naturally, Bev and Carrie cleaned each other.


I don’t know if Mr. C was punishing me for getting Jeff involved, but the other three females in the room were ordered to stand and find a lap to occupy. I was ordered to stretch out on my back and the men all took turns squatting over my face where I was employed mining all their butts until they were ready to fuck my mouth and throat. It wasn’t pleasant. Towards the end I just about loss the use of my tongue. But I’ve been through worse. I just kept reminding myself how much I’m getting paid and did my best.


That’s how the first hour ended. When the internet show was over, Louis put the camera down and typed something into the laptop. He turned to Mr. C and said, “Looks like we got a bit of a bump from the mother/daughter thing. It topped out at just under four-hundred-fifty thousand.


Mr. C shot him a dirty look. I suspect he isn’t happy sharing that number with us. Louis didn’t seem to notice but I bet he’ll get an earful after we leave here today.


Us four girls were put to work serving drinks which, of course, involved a great deal of groping. The six men to whom we’re catering still obviously find us entertaining but I don’t get the impression any of them are going to be able continue taking advantage of us. For that reason I was just starting to think this would be an easy day when someone rang the doorbell. Mr. C ordered Louis to escort us girls to his office and stay with us until he called for us.


We followed him down the hallway to the small office. Louis closed the door and occupied himself with Bev while ignoring our questions about why the secrecy and who has just arrived. It’s mildly concerning because, except for the dogs, we haven’t seen Mr. C spring surprises on us before. It’s pretty easy to arrive at the conclusion that anything with which he surprises us is going to be something very unpleasant.


We can hear the faint sound of Mr. C talking to whoever just arrived but we can’t make out what he’s saying. But none of his words are clear. He’s still exploring Bev’s body as though he’s never seen a naked woman before. Just before Mr. C called for us, Louis forced his unlubricated finger into her unprepared ass and said, “I’m going to open your tight ass up before you leave here today. I bet you’re going to remember my big cock for years to come.


Bev shivered, but I’m not sure if it was from excitement or terror. I suppose Don has her pretty well brainwashed because I’d swear it looked like the idea of having her ass fucked by Louis’ huge cock really turns her on!


We heard Mr. C call “Louis!” He pulled his finger out of Bev’s ass, stuck it in her mouth. After she sucked it clean he ordered us back to the living room. We all came to a stop at the entrance to the living room. Mr. C has apparently sent for reinforcements. Besides Mr. C and the six old perverts who just took part in the internet broadcast are two of Louis’ butt buddies and fourteen black boys ranging from about eleven or twelve-years-old to maybe sixteen or seventeen. I’m reasonably certain none of us know any of them, which is a huge relief. They must have come from a nearby town.


Louis went over and picked up the video camera. Mr. C directed us to kneel in a line beside him while the two butt buddies lined up the fourteen boys they brought to the party, apparently from youngest to oldest. Louis took up a position behind us and pointed his camera toward the boys. Mr. C started with the youngest boy and asked him his name, his age and how much sexual experience he has had, the same questions he asked each of us in the beginning. I noticed one glaring difference right from the start. The boys were apparent told not to use their last names.


I was right about the youngest. He’s twelve and he’s a virgin. The next two boys are thirteen and also virgins. Their only sexual experiences are looking at porn on the internet. The next few boys are fourteen-year-olds but except for their names and their ages they shared a similar lack of sexual history.


There are three fifteen-year-olds with vaguely similar experiences. They each claimed to have felt up a girl friend or two. Only one of them claimed to have managed to get his hands under the girl’s clothing. He boasted of actually getting his girlfriend topless and talking her into touching him as well.


The two sixteen-year-olds proudly claimed to be sexually active, having had penetrative sex with several girls and receiving oral sex even more often. Of course, they didn’t use those terms in describing their adventures.


The three seventeen-year-old boys look much more like men. They are sexually active and have been for several years. All three claimed they have no idea how many girls they’ve had sex with in one form or another. I didn’t get the impression they were just bragging. All three of them look nearly fully grown and judging by the bulges in their pants I’m wondering if they weren’t selected for their cock size.


After all the boys said their piece, Mr. C said, “Allow me to introduce the ladies whose company you’ll be enjoying this afternoon.” He told the boys our first names and our ages and they seemed pleased, especially when he pointed out the relationship between Bev and Carrie. He then said, “Remember what I told you. There are very few limits on what you can do to them. But if you step outside of those generous limits you’re out of here. Do any of you have any questions?”


None of the boys spoke up, so he stepped back and said, “Okay, youngest first. The first four boys make your selection and let’s get this party started. After you first nine lose your cherries you’re all free to help yourselves until you can’t get it up any more or we run out of time. Take my word for it, they’re all prime pussy. You’re going to love it.”


There are fourteen boys. Very few of their names registered as they took their turns responding to Mr. C’s questions. Mostly I remember them as being strange, foreign sounding names. The only names I remember are two of the three seventeen-year-olds who have more common names. But since it doesn’t really matter what their names are I’m just going to ignore them.


The twelve-year-old stepped forward and pulled Carrie out of line. He waited for the next three boys to come up and choose a girl. I was selected by one of the thirteen-year-old boys. Audrey ended up with the only fourteen-year-old in the first group.


One of Louis’ butt buddies tossed each of us females a blanket and ordered us to lay them out in a line on the floor. While we were spreading the blankets down the boys stood behind us and undressed. As soon as the blankets were down they were all over us. It’s immediately obvious Mr. C has told them what he wants from them. All four of us females were groped roughly for a few minutes before being pushed to our knees. We immediately took their cocks into our mouths.


It wasn’t at all traumatic. The kid’s dick couldn’t have been much longer than four inches and even with everyone looking on I knew it wouldn’t take long to get him off. There are four of us sucking off four young virgins. I doubt if any one of them lasted more than two minutes. But after we swallowed we were ordered to get them hard again and then get down on our backs. All four of them were almost instantly revived and their first fucks didn’t take much longer than their first blowjobs.


The boys got up and stepped back, each of them grinning from ear to ear. Louis’s butt buddies, I should probably take the time to learn their names, anyway, one of them tossed us each a hand towel and we wiped our upper thighs and pussies clean. We stood up and waited for our next customers.


Two of the next two boys are fourteen and two are fifteen. The boy who chose me is fifteen. There was no waiting. All the boys are undressed already. I took a moment to check out my boy’s dick. It appears to be just about the same size as Paul’s dick. I noticed, however, that the boy who chose Bev is pretty well hung. His dick has to be a tad longer than seven inches. I thought that was pretty impressive for a fourteen-year-old but it’s just my impression. I’m not all that familiar with the relative sizes of teenage dicks.


Things didn’t start to heat up until the next foursome came forward. The fourteen-year-old who chose Carrie didn’t just follow the script Mr. C apparently provided. He didn’t immediately stick his dick in Carrie’s mouth. He leaned down, pulled her lower jaw down and smiled as he spit in her mouth. She hardly seemed to notice. I’m pretty sure it’s something we’ve all had to put up since we started coming here. But it’s always disgusting, nearly as gross as playing urinal. But I guess Carrie has been subjected to it more often than I have thanks to her Uncle Don. She seemed unfazed.


That was all I got to see. The third group of four all claimed to have a more extensive sexual history and they seemed to prove it by how much longer they were able to last. My first two partners had been slightly amusing. The third boy turned out to be more than that. He had me halfway to an orgasm by the time he slid into home base.


After our most recent partners got up and stepped back we got back on our knees. But now that all the virgins have been taken care of the script changed. We were put on our hands and knees and after that we were fair game. I lost all track of who was doing what to whom. It wasn’t long before one of the seventeen-year-olds knelt behind me and started lubricating my butt. There wasn’t a lot of preparation involved but it was enough. The kid’s dick was about average size so, after having my ass raped by Louis, I didn’t have any trouble. It wasn’t pleasant but it wasn’t painful. And I was quickly distracted when one of the guys stuck his cock in my mouth, a cock which had obviously just come from one of the very busy pussies on the nearby blankets.


It went on for nearly two hours. And when the fourteen boys were all sated, Louis and his two butt buddies took a turn. It wasn’t so bad for me, Audrey and Carrie. But Louis gave Bev the ass fucking he promised her earlier. I’m sure her ass wasn’t virginal when she got here today. Don would have seen to that. But there’s a big difference between having your ass plowed by a normal cock and by Louis’ salami. She cried out when he entered her and moaned and groaned in pain until he finished. But except for a sigh of relief when he pulled out of her she seemed unfazed by his anal attack.


It has been a long day but a relatively easy one, assuming it’s over. We watched as the boys all dressed and left with Louis’ butt buddies. Mr. C ordered us to clean up the room. There were empty drink bottles and cans here and there around the room and the four blankets and towels. None of that took long. We were ordered to dress as nasty as we were, no showers today.


Mr. C gave those of us who made DVDs on our previous visit our copies. Then he glared at me and said, “In light of our new financial arrangement I haven’t the cash on hand to pay you. I’ll pay you on your next visit. I’ll expect all four of you next Tuesday at ten o’clock unless something comes up and I call you sooner.”


I put my DVDs in my purse and said, “Mr. C, we had no idea Jeff was going to do that. I asked for his help because I knew I couldn’t go through what you did to me last Saturday again. I just couldn’t. All I wanted was a few rules to keep that from happening. None of us said a thing to him about money.”


He didn’t respond directly. He just suggested, “You might want to give some thought to how much extra you’re going to charge to suck a dog cock, because I have a lot of customers who get off on that shit.”


Don offered Audrey and I a ride home. We looked at each other and knew we’d much rather walk. Unfortunately for her, Carrie wasn’t offered a choice. Don drove off with Bev and Carrie and I think we were both relieved to finally be alone. We started walking home but only went a few feet before Audrey exclaimed, “How the hell am I going to get in the house like this?! I smell like a used rubber.”


I chuckled and suggested she come home with me. She can take a shower and if necessary run her clothes through a quick rinse cycle. She liked that idea before she started thinking about it. Then she asked, “Is your mom home?”


“Yes. My mom is home. And she’s looking forward to meeting you. In fact, how about if I call Paul and he can join us?”


“I hate the idea of meeting your mother smelling like this. But I sure as hell can’t go home. My mother would chain me to my bed until school starts back up in the fall.”


“You know, I thought my parents were like that until a few days ago. It turns out I don’t know them at all. Maybe you should try talking to your mother. Not come right out and tell her everything. But maybe feel her out on subjects you assume she’d prefer you know nothing about, like nasty ol’ sex.


“Carrie and I have both been surprised by our mothers lately. I’ve never felt closer to my parents than I do now. Think about it.”


I pulled out my phone and called Paul. Before I could say a word he asked, “Are you guys okay? God! You’ve been there for hours! I’ve been worried sick. How did he take it when Jeff let him have it? Are you okay?”


“Breathe, Paul. Calm down. We’re fine. It was actually a pretty easy day. We aren’t even walking funny.”


“I’m not amused. Where are you?”


“We’re walking home. We’ll be at the end of your street in about fifteen minutes. Audrey can’t go home. Mr. C didn’t let us take showers before he sent us home. To use your sister’s words, she smells like a used rubber. Meet us at the end of your street and join us. Just don’t get too close. We stink.”


He sighed and said, “I hate that son of a bitch. I’ll be out there.”


Five minutes later we saw him way down the street, speed walking in our direction. We stopped as he drew close. He tried to wrap his arms around me but I held out my arm and said, “Not yet. Not until I’ve had a shower.”


He moved my arm out of the way and took me in his arms. He hugged me so hard I could hardly breathe. I hugged him back and thanked him because a hug felt pretty damn good right then. As he held me in his arms I said, “I’m never going to understand you, how you can put up with all this shit. If I ever go into a Catholic Church I’m definitely going to nominate you for sainthood.”


“I don’t think it works that way. But I bet I’d look pretty cool with a halo.”


He turned to his sister and said, “How about you? Are you okay?”


“I’m fine. And you aren’t bad for a brother, but I’m going to have something to say about this sainthood thing. I know you a lot better than she does.”


Paul finally turned me loose and we resumed our walk to my house. As soon as we were moving again, Paul asked, “How did Mr. C react when Jeff let him have it?”


Audrey and I looked at each other as if to decide who should respond. I shrugged and said, “It was actually pretty cordial and it went well. But how about if you wait until we get to my house. My mother’s going to want to hear all this, too.”





Epilogue


Audrey, Carrie and I continued our weekly visits to Mr. C for another six months with the occasional special day thrown in on the average of once a month. I assume we lasted another six months because it took him that long to replace us. By that time, Carrie and I had socked away just slightly over three million dollars. Audrey had gotten a big head start. She had just over five million in the bank.


All three of us were sad when Mr. C fired us. We had a lot of fun, a lot of excitement in that man’s house. We still get together sometimes and watch a couple of our old DVDs. Paul was not so upset when Mr. C cut us loose. I guess ecstatic would better describe his reaction to hearing we would never return to Mr. C’s house.


Don still controls Bev and when she’s in the mood, Carrie plays the games, too. But only when she feels like it, not to please her Uncle Don.


Jeff went straight when his wife returned to town. He still keeps in touch with my parents and they sometimes do something with Jeff and his wife. But Jeff still feels guilty about the things he did when his wife was visiting her parents. It’s too bad his wife is so normal. She’s a very nice, very sexy woman.


I finally had Paul go to the men’s room where my name and number were written. I got no more calls after Barry called me but I wanted to be sure. The walls had been recently painted. I never did find out who wrote my info there but I never stopped suspecting it was probably Louis. I continued to get together with Barry and Chuck every now and then until I went away to college. But only when Paul was in town and Audrey were there, too. Once Mr. C cut us loose I never again had sex unless Paul was in the room and having fun, too.


Paul and I never once broke up. I know it isn’t possible but I can’t remember us ever having a serious argument. We were together all through high school. We decided on where we wanted to go to college together and were married as soon as I graduated from high school. He wanted to wait a year to start college so that we could be together and graduate from college at the same time. But I convinced him not to wait. For years he has been planning to go to law school if the financing could be worked out. Thanks to Mr. C the money was never a problem.


I graduated from high school and we both attended the same Ivy League University. To protect their reputation I won’t mention the school by name. Paul excelled in his studies and graduated from law school at the top of his class. He had always planned to open his own law office but he had so many attractive offers from good firms he decided it would be best to start out in an established firm and get some experience, then decide if he still wants to open his own office.


I tried several majors but nothing really grabbed my interest. I ended up graduating with a business degree and accepting Jeff’s offer to be his office manager. He was being forced to spend entirely too much time in the office and missed getting out where the action is.





Ten years later all of our lives are established and running more or less smoothly. I was able to talk Carrie into attending college. She became interested in computer technology which was kind of funny. She never thought of her computer as much more than a typewriter. Now she’s raking in the bucks working for a tech firm in Atlanta. She had offers from the biggies on the west coast but didn’t want to move out there.


Of course we aren’t able to see each other as much anymore. But every summer Paul and I, Audrey and her husband Kent, and Carrie and her husband Kevin rent the same cabin on our favorite lake for two weeks. Our lives are almost normal!


The End
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